
        
            
                
            
        

    
Submissive CEO

Chapter 1: Welcome to Paradise

The sun hung heavy over Puerto Breeding Resort, its golden rays glinting off the turquoise waters of the private harbor as Natalie stepped off the yacht onto the dock. The air smelled of salt and hibiscus, the faint hum of tropical birds in the distance creating an illusion of paradise. The salty breeze caressed her skin, carrying the whispers of unseen pleasures waiting to unfold.

She adjusted her designer sunglasses, taking in the sprawling luxury of the resort—white marble pathways, palm trees swaying gently, and the distant laughter of guests lounging by the infinity pool. The resort's opulent design was breathtaking, with pristine lawns and flower-lined walkways that seemed to lead to hidden sanctuaries of indulgence. This was supposed to be her escape, her reward for enduring another grueling year in the corporate world, chasing deadlines and climbing the corporate ladder. Natalie had spent countless late nights at her desk, dreaming of a chance to unwind and rediscover the pleasures of the flesh.

A man in a crisp white uniform approached her, his dark eyes assessing. Marcus. His muscular frame was unmistakably commanding, his presence radiating dominance even before he spoke. The way he moved was purposeful, each step calculated, exuding an aura of control. Natalie felt her pulse quicken as he drew near, his eyes trailing over her body with an intensity that bordered on possessive.

"Welcome to Puerto Breeding Resort," he said, his voice smooth yet edged with authority. "Your belongings will be taken to your suite. You’ll find everything you need waiting for you there—including the rules." His words carried a note of finality, a reminder that his authority was not to be questioned.

Natalie smirked, flicking her honey-blonde hair over her shoulder. The action made her full breasts strain against the fabric of her silk blouse. "Rules? I didn’t realize this was a boarding school," she said with a teasing quirk of her lips. But beneath her bravado, a flicker of unease danced in her stomach. Something about Marcus unsettled her, his dominant presence stirring a primal response deep within.

Marcus didn’t return her amusement. He stepped closer, invading her personal space, his tall frame towering over her petite form. The scent of his cologne, a musky blend of spice and leather, filled her senses. His voice dropped lower, a hushed murmur that sent goosebumps skittering down her spine. "This isn’t your typical vacation, Ms. Hartwell. Here, you exist for one purpose—pleasure and service. My rules ensure order. And obedience." His words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken promise.

She scoffed, pushing back against his looming presence. "I’m a paying guest. I don’t take orders." Her heels clicked sharply against the dock as she took a step back, the sound echoing through the stillness. But even as the words left her lips, Natalie felt a dark excitement thrumming through her veins at the thought of submitting to this enigmatic stranger.

His hand snapped out, gripping her wrist with surprising strength. The warning in his grip was unmistakable, a silent command for submission. "You’re mistaken. You may have paid for the experience, but the moment you stepped onto this island, you surrendered control," he said, his voice a dangerous rasp. His thumb brushed over her pulse point, making her breath hitch. The skin-to-skin contact sent a jolt of awareness through her body, igniting a spark of desire in her core. "Defy me, and you’ll learn quickly just how harsh paradise can be."

Natalie yanked her arm free, glaring up at him with defiance and curiosity mingled in her gaze. "Try me." The challenge hung between them, a silent gauntlet thrown down. Her heart raced as his piercing gaze bore into her, as if he could see right through to the depth of her most forbidden desires.

Marcus smiled then—a slow, dangerous curve of his lips. The smile promised pleasure and pain, a blend of ecstasy and submission. "Oh, I will," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. With that, he turned and strode away, leaving Natalie standing on the dock, the resort’s beauty now laced with an undercurrent of something darker. Something thrilling.

She had no idea just how much her defiance would cost her.

But Marcus did.

And he couldn’t wait to break her, to shatter her walls and unravel her secrets. The hunt had begun, and Natalie was just a pawn in his game of pleasure and control. Little did she know that in this paradise, she would be tested, pushed to her limits, and forced to surrender to the depths of her own desires.

The journey had only just begun, but one thing was certain—her world would never be the same.

Chapter 2: The Collaring

Natalie stirred from a deep, dreamless sleep, her body aching as if she had been put through some kind of erotic wringer. Her head throbbed, each heartbeat pulsing through her temples like a jackhammer. Groggily, she opened her eyes to find herself in the lap of luxury. Silk sheets, marble floors, opulent decor – she had never seen anything like it before. But as the haze of her drugged slumber began to lift, panic started to set in.

Her clothes were gone. The realization hit her like a sledgehammer to the gut. She sat up with a gasp, the thin robe slipping off one shoulder to reveal the curve of her breast. Her hands flew to her body, feeling every inch of her nakedness, her heart pounding in her ears.

"What the hell..." she muttered, her voice hoarse and barely audible. She swung her legs over the side of the bed, her bare feet hitting the cool marble with a soft slap. Scanning the suite, she searched for any sign of her missing attire, but her dress and underwear had vanished into thin air.

A sharp knock at the door cut through her panic, making her jump. Before she could respond, the heavy oak door swung open with a creak. A man filled the doorway, his broad shoulders blocking the light from the hallway, his eyes raking over her nearly naked form. His gaze lingered on the way her fingers clutched the thin robe closed over her breasts, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth.

Natalie's pulse spiked, her breath catching in her throat. "Where are my clothes?" she demanded, trying to keep the fear from her voice. In the man's hand, a length of black leather coiled menacingly, a silver tag glinting at its center. It looked like a collar, and a shiver of apprehension ran down her spine.

He stepped into the room, the door clicking shut behind him. "You won't be needing them," he replied, his deep voice oozing arrogance and certainty.

She backed up until her thighs hit the bed, her heart racing. "Like hell I won't," she shot back, trying to sound braver than she felt. But as the man advanced towards her, his strides unhurried and predatory, she felt her courage wavering.

He was huge, easily twice her size, with broad shoulders and a chest that looked chiseled from granite. His gaze never left hers as he reached out, his fingers trailing along the collar in his hand. "You were warned," he growled, his breath hot against her ear. Natalie's stomach dropped as she read the words engraved on the tag - Property of Puerto Breeding Resort.

In a flash, she lunged for the nightstand, grasping blindly for anything to defend herself. But the man was too quick. He caught her wrist in an iron grip, twisting it behind her back. Natalie cried out, struggling against his hold, but he merely chuckled, his grip unyielding.

With practiced ease, he forced her chin up, the leather collar pressing against her throat. Natalie gasped, her fingers flying to the cold metal, but before she could react, the buckle snapped shut with a finality that made her stomach twist in knots.

"You're not leaving this room until you're properly collared," the man growled, his free hand gripping her hip. He dragged her toward the door, ignoring her struggles. Natalie dug her heels into the marble, but he was too strong. He hauled her out into the courtyard, the warm sun hitting her nearly bare skin, the cool breeze making her nipples harden beneath the thin robe.

The courtyard was alive with murmurs and laughter, guests lounging on plush chaises, their eyes tracking her as the man hauled her forward. Natalie's face burned with shame and humiliation, but he just smirked, clearly enjoying her discomfort.

A sharp smack landed on her ass, the sting radiating through her. Natalie yelped, stumbling forward, before falling face-first into the man's lap as he sat on a stone bench. He flipped her over his knee, her ass jutting out obscenely.

"Disobedience has consequences," he announced to the crowd, his hand coming down on her reddened skin with a resounding crack. Natalie jerked, her fingers scrabbling against the marble beneath her. Each spank landed with precision, the heat building until her skin throbbed and her body ached.

The guests murmured, some clapping, others leaning closer, relishing the show. Natalie's face burned, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, but beneath her shame and humiliation, a traitorous heat began to build inside her.

When the man finally released her, she slid to her knees without being told, her body trembling. He stroked her hair, his touch almost gentle, and Natalie felt a shiver run down her spine.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice a low rumble. The words sent a wave of need crashing over her, and she buried her face in his lap, her body aching for his touch.

As the crowd dispersed, Natalie remained on the ground, the collar heavy around her throat - a reminder that her defiance had only sealed her fate. She belonged to the resort now, a prize to be used as they saw fit.

And the man beside her, with his cruel smile and iron grip, was just getting started...

Chapter 3: Service with a Smile

The sting of the previous night still lingered on Natalie’s skin as she woke to the muted glow of dawn filtering through the sheer curtains. Every movement sent a ripple of soreness through her backside, a relentless reminder of Marcus’s discipline. She shifted beneath the sheets, her fingers instinctively brushing the cool metal of the collar locked snug around her throat. There was no getting it off. No escape.

A sharp chime pierced the quiet—three precise notes, like a summons. Before she could react, the door opened, and a woman in a crisp white uniform strode in without a word. She yanked the sheets away, leaving Natalie exposed, then tossed a scrap of fabric at her.

“Put it on. Breakfast service starts in ten minutes.”

Natalie stared at the flimsy apron—if it could even be called that. The sheer black lace barely covered her nipples, the ties at her waist doing little to shield the swell of her hips or the pale triangle between her thighs. Her hands shook as she fastened it, the silk straps whispering against her skin like a taunt. The cool morning air puckered her nipples beneath the thin lace, and she fought the urge to cover herself. It was a battle she knew she couldn't win.

The dining terrace sprawled beneath the morning sun, dotted with tables where men lounged, their gazes predatory as she was ushered to a silver cart laden with coffee and pastries. The scent of freshly brewed Arabica filled the air, rich and inviting, but Natalie's stomach churned with anxiety.

“Serve them.” The woman pushed her forward.

Her first steps were unsteady. The cool tile bit into the soles of her feet, and the breeze teased the hem of the apron, grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. A guest smirked as she approached, his eyes raking over her half-dressed form with unabashed hunger. She poured the coffee with rigid precision, but her hands betrayed her—hot liquid sloshed over the rim, splashing against the saucer. The rich aroma mingled with the musk of her own arousal, and she knew he could smell it.

A collective murmur rippled through the terrace. Chuckles and low grunts of appreciation followed as the men took in the sight of her. Natalie clenched her jaw but forced her lips upward, the expression brittle. Around her, other women moved with practiced ease—some knelt beside their assigned guests, their lips wrapped around cocks beneath the tablecloths. Others bent over chairs, their skirts lifted as men took their pleasure without pretense. The wet sounds of flesh meeting flesh and the low moans of the women filled the air.

From the shadows, Marcus straightened, arms crossed over his chest. His expression was impassive, but the warning in his eyes was undeniable. Smile for them. She swallowed hard, her pulse hammering. Around her, other women moved with practiced ease—some knelt beside their assigned guests, their lips wrapped around cocks beneath the tablecloths. Others bent over chairs, their skirts lifted as men took their pleasure without pretense. Their uninhibited moans and sighs mingled with the rich scent of coffee and the musky tang of arousal.

Another guest reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist. “So pretty when you try.” His thumb brushed her nipple through the lace, and she flinched, nearly dropping the carafe. The coolness of the metal against her overheated skin sent a shock through her, and she had to bite back a moan.

Laughter followed, and Natalie's face burned. She fought the urge to cover herself, but knew better than to hide from her tormentors. The cool breeze caressed her skin, reminding her how vulnerable she was. Around her, the other women moved with practiced ease—the wet sounds of their mouths and the men's grunts of pleasure mingled with the rich scent of coffee. Natalie swallowed hard, her pulse hammering. Then she saw her. A redhead sprawled across a dining table, her legs hooked over a man’s shoulders as he rocked into her. Her moans were shameless, her fingers gripping the edge of the table as her body arched. The sight sent a jolt through Natalie—disgust tangled with something darker, something that coiled low in her stomach. Her hand tightened around the cup, and her breath came in shaky gasps as she watched, unable to look away. A surge of forbidden heat pooled between her thighs, and she knew there would be hell to pay if Marcus noticed.

Marcus stepped into her line of sight, blocking the obscene display. Without a word, he untied the apron and let it fall, leaving her bare before the crowd. The cool tile bit into her knees as she sank to the floor, her hands instinctively covering her most private areas. But she knew such modesty would earn her a punishment.

“Kneel.” His tone left no room for argument, and she obeyed.

He handed her a fresh cup of coffee. “Serve properly this time.” His eyes were dark with promise, and she felt the heat of his gaze all the way to her core.

She held the cup out to the nearest guest, her skin flaming as his hands roamed her body, kneading her breasts, teasing the curve of her ass. Another man pulled her hair, forcing her head back. “Good little thing,” he mused, grinding against her shoulder. His breath was hot against her ear, and she shivered despite the heat of the sun.

She squeezed her eyes shut, but her body betrayed her—her nipples pebbled, her thighs slick with heat. The cup in her hand trembled, but she kept it steady, determined to obey. Marcus’s fingers dug into her chin. “That’s it,” he murmured, watching her tremble. “You’re learning.” His approval sent a shiver through her, and she felt herself growing wetter beneath the leers of the men.

Then, without warning, a guest yanked her onto his lap, his thick cock pressing against the cleft of her ass. She gasped, hands braced against his chest, but Marcus’s voice froze her in place. “Don’t move.” His tone was stern, but there was a spark of satisfaction in it that made her pulse race.

The man beneath her chuckled, his grip possessive as he rocked her against his erection. She bit back a moan, her body responding in ways she couldn't control. The heat of his arousal seeped into her skin, and she knew he could feel her own arousal soaking through to his trousers. For the first time, Natalie didn’t fight. Her breath came in shallow hitches, her thighs tensing as pleasure warred with shame. But Marcus watched, his gaze burning, until the breakfast bell tolled. When he hauled her up, his grip was unforgiving. “You did well,” he said, his thumb tracing her lower lip. “But this was just an appetizer.” His smile was slow, dangerous, and Natalie felt a shiver run through her. And Natalie knew—this was only the beginning.

Chapter 4: The Trainer's Touch

The enforcer's iron grip clamped around Natalie's wrist, wrenching her away from the dining terrace before she could even catch her breath. The man remained silent as he dragged her through the dimly lit corridors, his purposeful strides leaving her stumbling to keep up. Every step sent a new wave of dread crashing through her, the echoes of the guests' laughter and their hands ghosting across her skin still searing her senses. But whatever punishment awaited her now would be far worse.

As they approached the heavy door to Marcus's private quarters, Natalie's stomach twisted into knots. The room was a predator's lair - low-lit, the air thick and heavy with the scents of old leather and raw musk. A massive, four-poster bed dominated the space, its silken sheets rumpled and tousled as if recently used. Heavy restraints dangled ominously from the posts, gleaming in the dim amber light.

Against the far wall hung an array of punishment tools, neatly arranged and waiting to be used. The floggers, cuffs, and wickedly coiled whip seemed to gleam with sadistic intent. Natalie shuddered, her heart pounding wildly in her chest.

And then there was him. Marcus stood near the bed, stripped to the waist, his powerful torso a landscape of hard, battle-scarred muscle and skin. His piercing dark eyes traveled slowly over her trembling form, drinking in every inch of her with a hungry, predatory gaze.

"Did you really think breakfast was the end of your lesson, pet?" His deep voice was smooth as silk, almost amused.

Natalie swallowed hard, her fingers curling into tight knots at her sides. "I did what you wanted," she stammered, trying to hold his piercing gaze.

Marcus chuckled darkly, stepping closer until his shadow fell across her. "No, you did only the bare minimum. But tonight, we correct that oversight." His hand shot out, gripping her chin firmly as he tilted her face up to meet his intense stare.

"Take off the robe," he commanded, his voice soft yet commanding. "Slowly. I want to watch every inch of skin revealed."

Natalie's stomach lurched, a wave of humiliation washing over her. But she knew better than to disobey. With aching slowness, she bared her teeth against the collar locked around her throat, letting the thin fabric of her robe slip away. The cool air kissed her skin, raising gooseflesh as her body was fully exposed to his hungry gaze.

Marcus's eyes raked over her, drinking in every curve and line. "Beautiful," he murmured, his large hand trailing slowly down her neck to cup the swell of her breast. "I knew you'd be stunning like this."

He plucked at her nipple, sending a jolt of sensation straight to her core. Natalie gasped, but he just smirked, clearly pleased by her reaction.

"Look at how responsive your body is," he growled, his other hand sliding lower to teasingly circle the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. "Even when you try to fight it, your flesh betrays your true desire."

Natalie bit her lip, fighting the urge to moan as he expertly stoked the fires within her. But Marcus wasn't finished with her yet. In a swift motion, he seized her wrists in one large hand, yanking her arms up above her head.

"You don't hide from me, pet. You submit," he growled, shackling her wrists to the overhead restraints. Natalie whimpered, suspended there helplessly, her body a map of his touch and attention.

Marcus stepped back then, settling into a nearby chair with a satisfied expression. "On your knees," he commanded.

Natalie hesitated only a moment before sinking to her knees between his spread thighs. The heavy bulge of his erection strained the fabric of his pants, an intimidating promise of what awaited her. She swallowed hard, nerves and anticipation warring within her.

"Open," he ordered, one hand fisting in her hair.

With a muffled cry, Natalie obeyed, her lips parting around the thick head of his cock. He thrust forward, driving himself deep into her throat with a low groan. Tears sprang to her eyes as he filled her mouth, her throat convulsing around him.

"That's it, take it all," Marcus growled, his grip tightening in her hair as he began to fuck her face with deep, powerful thrusts. "Don't fight it, pet. Submit to me completely."

Natalie gagged and choked around his shaft, drool leaking down her chin as he used her mercilessly. But even as she struggled, her body betrayed her, her slickness gathering between her thighs. Marcus seemed to sense it, his movements growing more forceful.

When he finally pulled out, Natalie gasped for air, her lips swollen and bruised. But Marcus wasn't done with her yet. He unhooked her wrists, only to bend her over a padded bench, securing her limbs with ruthless efficiency.

"Count," he ordered, raising his hand.

Natalie bit her tongue, determined to resist even as her body quivered with a mash of pain and dark pleasure. The flogger came down again and again, each strike a searing brand on her skin. But it was his fingers slipping between her legs that pushed her to the brink.

"You're dripping," he taunted, rubbing the evidence of her arousal. "Do you like being punished, pet? Beg me for more."

She shook her head, even as her hips arched back to meet his touch. Another strike, another gasp. The flogger kissed her ass again, stinging and burning as nerves sparked.

By the time Marcus hauled her onto the bed, Natalie was a live wire of conflicting sensations, her body singing with every touch. He mounted her in a single, brutal thrust, driving himself deep inside her with a guttural groan.

"Tell me you want it," he demanded, his pace relentless as he pounded into her. Natalie cried out, her back arching off the bed as he filled her again and again.

"No!" She shook her head frantically, even as her walls clenched around him.

Marcus just laughed, a dark, victorious sound as he continued his relentless assault on her senses. "You will," he promised, his grip bruising her hips as he angled to hit that secret spot deep within her.

When he finally spilled inside her with a shuddering moan, Natalie's body went rigid, pleasure crashing over her in waves. Marcus withdrew then, leaving her sprawled across the sheets, trembling and spent.

"Tomorrow," he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her throat possessively, "you'll be on display for everyone. And you'll learn what it means to truly belong to me."

As he left her in the dim silence, Natalie curled into herself, her body aching and her will fraying at the edges. She heard his parting words like a death knell:

"Soon, you'll beg for it."

And the worst part was that deep down, she feared he was right. The dark lure of his power and the twisted pleasure of his touch already stirred an insidious hunger within her. So as she lay there alone, she whispered the truth aloud, even as she trembled:

"I'm yours."

Chapter 5: Open-Air Offerings

Natalie slowly came to, her mind foggy. She blinked, trying to clear the haze of sleep. But it wasn't the remnants of dreams that fogged her mind - it was the stark realization that she lay naked, completely exposed on a cold stone surface. The sheets had vanished along with her robe, leaving only the cool morning air to caress her skin. Panic set in as she frantically patted the space beside her, but there was nothing there. No warmth, no comfort. Just the emptiness of the room.

Her heart began to race as she realized where she was. The resort. Marcus. The events of last night came flooding back - the drink, the negotiations, her desperate agreement. She'd signed away her freedom, her autonomy, for a chance at survival. But at what cost?

The door creaked open, the sound echoing in the stillness of the room. Natalie jerked upright, her hands flying to cover herself instinctively. But there was no comfort in her own touch, no solace to be found in the emptiness. She trembled, her eyes darting to the doorway where Marcus stood framed, his gaze raking over her exposed form with a predatory hunger.

Two attendants stood at his side, their expressions carefully blank. But Natalie could see the flicker of interest in their eyes, the way their gazes lingered on her body. She shivered, a blend of fear and unwanted arousal coursing through her veins.

Marcus nodded to the men, and they sprang into action. Rough cords bit into her wrists as they bound her behind her back, leaving her helpless. Natalie cried out, the sound of protest more than pain. But her words were swallowed by the night, lost on deaf ears.

They dragged her forward, her bare feet stumbling over the smooth tiles. The resort's pathways unwound before her, lined with watching men - guests lounging on terraces, pausing mid-stride to eye her with ravenous interest. Natalie felt a flush rise to her cheeks, shame burning in her soul. But even as she fought it, she couldn't deny the traitorous pulse between her thighs, the way her body responded to the hungry stares.

The courtyard loomed ahead, its center dominated by a thick wooden post, polished from use. Natalie's breath hitched, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew what happened there, knew the purpose of that post. And yet, even as her mind recoiled, her body seemed to move of its own accord, drawn to the forbidden promise of pleasure and pain.

Marcus's hand pressed between her shoulder blades, forcing her against the unforgiving surface. The attendants worked quickly, ropes cinching around her ankles, her wrists secured above her head. Natalie was stretched taut, her body on shameless display for all to see.

"Lovely, isn’t she?" Marcus's voice carried over the murmuring crowd, his tone dripping with dark satisfaction. "Tonight, she’ll welcome the first of many. But for now…" His fingers trailed down her spine, sending a shiver through her frame. "Inspect her. See how ripe she is already."

Hands descended, rough and unrelenting. Calloused palms skimming her ribs, fingers pinching her nipples to stiff peaks. Greedy grips squeezing the flesh of her ass, making her whimper. Natalie twisted uselessly against her restraints, but even as she fought it, she couldn't deny the wetness slicking her thighs, the traitorous arousal that bloomed within her.

"Aroused already?" A stranger's breath ghosted over her ear, his words laced with cruel amusement. "Pathetic."

Natalie bit her lip, struggling to find her voice. But before she could speak, another man knelt before her, his thumbs spreading her folds with brazen disregard. His tongue lashed broad strokes through her dripping heat, and Natalie cried out, her hips jerking against her will as pleasure coiled tight in her belly.

"Thank him," Marcus ordered, his command brooking no refusal.

Natalie's teeth dug into her lip, shame and lust warring within her. But even as she fought it, she knew she had no choice. The words spilled from her lips, ash in her mouth. "Th-thank you," she gasped, the sound raw and desperate.

The crowd laughed, their touches growing bolder and more insistent. Fingers thrusting inside her, palms grinding against her swollen clit, lips sucking bruises along her throat. Natalie's breaths came in ragged pants, her muscles trembling as the pressure built, undeniable and unstoppable.

And then, like a key fitting into a lock, two thick fingers curled deep within her, crooking just right. Natalie shattered, her scream echoing off the stones as her climax ripped through her. The men cheered, their praise vulgar and debasing, their hands still working her through the waves of ecstasy.

Marcus gripped her chin, forcing her dazed eyes to meet his. "This is what you are now," he murmured, his thumb smearing her wetness across her lips. "A thing made for pleasure."

As the attendants loosened her bonds, Natalie's legs nearly gave way beneath her. But Marcus caught her, his grip firm as he guided her forward. "The breeding grounds await," he said, his voice thick with dark promise.

Natalie didn't resist. She couldn't. The hunger in her veins scared her more than his touch ever could.

Chapter 6: The Breeding

The path to the breeding grounds stretched ahead, a winding trail of polished stone beneath Natalie’s trembling feet. Every step sent a fresh jolt of awareness through her—the cool breeze ghosting over her sweat-slicked skin, the weight of countless eyes devouring her exposed flesh, the aching throb between her thighs that refused to fade. Marcus’s grip on her bound wrists was firm, guiding rather than forcing. She hated that most of all—the way her body followed without struggle, as if it already knew its place.

The pavilion rose before them, an open-air ring of carved pillars and low benches. The air hummed with anticipation, the gathered guests murmuring among themselves, fingers tracing idle circles over their own bodies or the curves of their companions. A ripple of movement spread through them as Natalie was led to the center, their hunger palpable.

Marcus’s voice cut through the murmurs, sharp and commanding. "This one fought. She resisted. She needed to be reminded of her purpose—just as all of you will remind her tonight." His fingers slid into her hair, fisting tightly as he forced her to meet the crowd’s gaze. "She belongs to you. Take your pleasure. Breed her until she understands."

The first man stepped forward before the words had fully left Marcus’s mouth—broad-shouldered, his arousal jutting thick and unapologetic. Natalie barely had time to register his approach before hands seized her hips, yanking her forward over the padded bench. The leather was cool against her overheated skin, her breath hitching as his weight pinned her in place.

"No—" The protest died in her throat as Marcus’s palm pressed between her shoulder blades, flattening her against the bench.

"Open for him," he commanded, his voice a dark whisper against her ear. "Let them see how wet you are for it."

She squeezed her eyes shut, but her body betrayed her, thighs trembling as the man’s grip parted them. He didn’t bother with preamble—the blunt head of his cock dragged through her slick folds once, twice, then pressed relentlessly inward.

Natalie gasped, her nails biting into the bench as he filled her in one brutal thrust. The stretch burned, the ache sharp enough to make her whimper, but beneath the pain coiled something worse—a creeping, undeniable pleasure as his hips snapped forward, burying himself to the hilt.

"Fuck," the man groaned, his fingers digging bruises into the soft flesh of her ass. "Tighter than I expected."

Marcus chuckled, his hand still tangled in her hair, holding her head down. "She’s resisting. Can’t you feel it? That clench every time you bottom out?" His lips brushed her cheek. "She hates that she likes it."

The man growled, his pace turning punishing, each thrust driving her harder against the bench. Natalie moaned, the sound muffled against the leather, her body rocking with the force of his movements. The friction was too much, the heat coiling low in her belly despite the humiliation burning through her veins.

When his rhythm faltered, his cock pulsing inside her, she braced for the shame of his release—but before she could process it, he was pulling out, replaced instantly by another pair of hands.

The second man hauled her upright, her back meeting his chest as his fingers circled her throat. "Pretty thing," he mused, his other hand pawing at her breasts. "Let’s see how you take it like this."

He guided himself into her with a slow, deliberate push, his grip on her neck tightening as he bottomed out. Natalie’s head fell back against his shoulder, her breath ragged as he rolled his hips, each movement designed to drag against the most sensitive parts of her.

"Look at them," he murmured, nipping at her ear. "All waiting for their turn. Wonder how many loads it’ll take before you stop pretending you don’t love it?"

She didn’t answer—couldn’t. Pleasure was a vice around her lungs, tightening with every thrust, every filthy word hissed against her skin. The third man took her on her knees, the fourth bent her over the bench again, each one leaving their mark, their spend, their claim.

By the time Marcus finally stepped forward, Natalie was barely coherent, her thighs slick, her body shuddering through another unwanted climax as the last man emptied himself inside her.

The crowd parted for him, their murmurs thick with anticipation. Marcus didn’t speak as he gripped her hips, turning her to face him, her legs splayed wide. His cock slid home with a groan, his fingers digging into her bruised flesh as he fucked her with slow, purposeful strokes.

"Feel that?" he rasped, his voice rough. "You’re dripping with them. And you’re still squeezing me like you can’t get enough."

Natalie sobbed, her body arching as another wave of pleasure crashed over her, her nails raking down his arms. The overstimulation was agony—was ecstasy. She came again with a broken cry, her vision blurring as Marcus growled his own release, his hips jerking against hers.

When he finally pulled away, she collapsed onto the bench, her muscles too weak to hold her. Marcus crouched beside her, his fingers brushing the damp hair from her face.

"Good girl," he murmured.

The words shouldn’t have sent a tremor through her. But as the crowd’s applause washed over her, as her own reflection stared back—lips swollen, skin marked, eyes glazed with surrender—Natalie knew.

The fight was gone.

And worse?

She didn’t miss it.

Chapter 7: The Resort’s Newest Trophy

Natalie awoke to the soft murmur of voices and the intoxicating scent of aroused bodies tangled in silk sheets. The communal quarters were bathed in warm golden morning light, the air thick and humid with the musk of sex and exertion. She slowly stretched, relishing the pleasant soreness between her thighs, the faint sting where teeth had marked her skin the night before. Every muscle ached deliciously, a reminder of the relentless pleasure she'd experienced.

The other women moved around her with languid grace, their bodies glistening from the shower, their eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction. One paused beside her, a knowing smile curving her lips as she traced the fresh bruises along Natalie’s collarbone with a delicate finger. "You look well-used," she murmured, fingertips lingering possessively.

Natalie only smiled and stretched again, arching into the touch. No flinching. No shame. Just the quiet hum of pleasure under her skin as she remembered the night's depravities. She rose, naked and unashamed, and crossed to the mirror. The woman staring back at her was different—lips swollen from eager kisses, nipples still peaked with lingering sensitivity, the faint swell of her belly a testament to the seed she’d taken so greedily the night before. She dragged her fingers down her own body, marveling at the way her skin prickled in response.

This is what I was meant for. The realization didn’t shock her. It settled in comfortably, like a well-worn collar. Like a badge of ownership she craved.

The grand hall was alive with movement when she arrived, bodies draped over velvet chaises, limbs entwined in decadent abandon. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and arousal, the murmur of voices punctuated by breathy moans. Marcus stood at the center, his sharp gaze locking onto her the moment she stepped into the light. A slow smirk curved his lips as he beckoned her forward. His eyes raked over her naked form, already hungry again.

She didn’t hesitate, moving with purpose towards him. Head high, hips swaying, Natalie knelt before him, her knees sinking into the plush carpet. The crowd leaned in, hands already reaching, stroking, claiming. Someone cupped her breasts, another traced the curve of her spine, and she arched into every touch like a cat luxuriating in worship. She loved their eager hands on her skin, marking her as theirs. Theirs to use.

"Look at her," Marcus murmured, his fingers tilting her chin up. "No more struggling. Just perfect, eager flesh." He drank in the sight of her, his thumb brushing over her swollen lips. "Show them," he commanded. "Show them what a good little slut you are for me now."

She obeyed without hesitation. Her mouth found the first cock offered to her, her tongue swirling around the head before sinking down in one smooth motion. Hands buried themselves in her hair, guiding her deeper, but she didn’t need the urging. She hollowed her cheeks, sucked greedily, swallowed around the thick intrusion—and when the man groaned, she moaned with him, the vibrations wringing a shudder from his body. Her tongue danced along his shaft, coaxing more guttural sounds from the back of his throat.

Another man crouched behind her, his fingers parting her folds before his cock pressed in, filling her with a single, slick thrust. She gasped around her mouthful, her hips rocking back to meet him, her body clenching instinctively around the welcome invasion. He filled her so perfectly, stretching her in the best way. "Yes," someone hissed, their fingers tightening in her hair. "Fucking take it. Take every inch like you're made for it."

She did. She lost all sense of time, of identity, lost to the relentless barrage of sensations. More hands. More mouths. More bodies pressing against her, into her, using her with rough, desperate strokes. She lost track of how many she pleasured, how many times she came, her own pleasure a constant hum beneath the relentless tide of sensation. Each new touch reignited the fires within her, until she was nothing but a writhing, mewling mess, desperate for more.

Then Marcus was there, pulling her away from the crowd, his grip bruising as he shoved her onto her back. The crowd watched with bated breath as he spread her thighs and thrust inside with a possessive growl. "All mine," he snarled, driving deep. "My perfect little whore."

She arched beneath him, nails raking down his chest, her cries sharp and shameless. When she came, it was with his teeth in her throat and his name on her lips—his, always his. Her body spasmed around him, milking him as he emptied himself within her. When it was over, Marcus fastened a golden collar around her neck, the metal cool against her flushed skin. The crowd murmured in approval, their hungry gazes lingering on her spent, marked body.

Natalie touched the collar and smiled. The weight of it felt so right on her skin. Like a collar should. "Thank you, sir," she whispered. And she meant it with every fiber of her being. She was his now. His perfect possession to use and enjoy.


The Spy

Chapter 1: The Infiltration

Naomi Carter adjusted the strap of her designer handbag with practiced ease, her fingers brushing against the tiny recorder hidden among the silk and gold. The warm Caribbean breeze tousled her dark hair as she stepped onto the pristine marble pathway leading to the grand entrance of Puerto Breeding Resort. To the outside world, she was Sara Newman—a wealthy, curious socialite considering an extended stay at the infamous luxury retreat.

But beneath the polished facade, Naomi's mind raced with anticipation and a hint of trepidation. For months, she had been investigating the disturbing rumors surrounding the resort - whispers of a dark, sinister purpose lurking beneath its opulent surface. As a renowned investigative journalist, she knew she had to uncover the truth herself. She had to know if the horrific stories were true.

The resort was even more opulent than she’d anticipated. Towering palm trees framed the sprawling estate, their fronds swaying above manicured gardens of tropical flowers and crystal-clear pools that shimmered under the sun. Naomi's sharp eyes cataloged everything, her journalist's instincts on high alert. Her gaze lingered on the lounging figures—mostly women—who moved with an unsettling, languid grace. Their laughter was soft and musical, their gazes lowered demurely whenever staff passed by. Naomi's stomach tightened as she caught glimpses of women on their knees, mouths open, hands folded behind their backs while men in tailored suits watched with predatory satisfaction.

Naomi's pulse quickened as she approached the entrance. Two uniformed guards stood at attention, their eyes scanning her from head to toe, lingering on the curves of her body beneath her tailored dress. She smiled sweetly, playing her role to perfection. "Good afternoon, gentlemen. I'm Sara Newman. I have a reservation for a private villa."

The guards exchanged a brief glance before bowing slightly. "Welcome, Ms. Newman. Right this way." They escorted her through the resort's lavish interior, past gold-trimmed archways, plush velvet lounges, and discreet alcoves where guests were being...attended to. Naomi's breath caught as she caught glimpses of the intimate acts - a maid on her knees, servicing a guest as he lounged in a lounge chair; a woman pleasuring herself for a crowd in one of the many hot tubs; a trio of staff servicing a group of men in a private cabana, their moans of pleasure carrying on the warm breeze.

At the end of the hall, double doors opened into a sunlit office. Behind an ornate desk sat Viktor Volkov—tall, impeccably dressed in a tailored suit, his ice-blue eyes locking onto hers with unnerving precision. Naomi's heart raced as she recognized him from her research. Volkov was more than just the owner of the resort - he was rumored to be involved in some very dark activities.

"Ms. Newman," he purred, rising to his feet. His eyes raked over her body, lingering on her breasts, her hips, her thighs. "Or should I say...Naomi Carter?"

Her blood turned to ice. How did he know her real name? She had been so careful with her cover, so meticulous. Before she could react, two guards seized her arms, their grip painfully tight. Viktor circled her like a shark, his fingers trailing along her jawline in a gesture that was more threat than caress. Naomi tried to keep her cool, but his touch sent a shiver down her spine.

"Investigative journalist. How...adventurous," he said, his voice oozing with mocking amusement. He plucked the recorder from her bag, examining it with a smirk before crushing it under his expensive leather shoe. The sound of the device shattering sent a jolt through Naomi's body.

Viktor's hand cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his piercing gaze. "You have no idea what this place is really about, do you, Naomi? The lengths we go to ensure our guests'...total satisfaction?" His thumb brushed over her lower lip, and Naomi suppressed a shudder.

Naomi swallowed hard, trying to keep her composure even as her heart hammered in her chest. "I'm not afraid of you. I'll expose you for what you are." Even as she said the words, doubt crept in. Something about Viktor unnerved her, made her skin prickle with awareness.

Viktor laughed, a cold, mirthless sound. "Oh, my dear. By the time we're done with you, you'll be begging for more. The process can be...unpleasant at times, but trust me, it's necessary."

He snapped his fingers, and the guards dragged Naomi away. She struggled against their grip, her protests fading into the hum of the resort's hidden machinery. In that moment, she realized the true extent of her mistake. Her infiltration had been discovered, and now she was at the mercy of a man with no qualms about using any means necessary to keep his secrets safe.

As she was pulled down a dark corridor, Naomi's mind reeled with questions and fears. What would happen to her now? Had she underestimated the resort's true purpose? And most pressing of all - could she still find a way to expose the truth before it was too late? The journey ahead would be treacherous, but Naomi Carter was not one to back down from a challenge. Little did she know, though, that her unraveling had only just begun.

Chapter 2: The Deal

Naomi's bare skin prickled beneath the sterile glow of the examination lamp, each goosebump standing stark against her pale skin. The cold, cracked leather of the medical table pressed cruelly against the backs of her thighs as she clenched her fists, nails digging deep into her palms. A bead of sweat trickled down her spine, matting in the sweat-dampened tendrils of hair clinging to her neck.

Aleksandr loomed over her, his imposing figure casting a shadow over her exposed form. The scent of bergamot clung to him like a second skin, but there was something darker beneath it—a musk that spoke of power and dominance. His fingers, warm and assured, traced the delicate curve of her collarbone with agonizing slowness. Naomi flinched, biting back a gasp as they circled her nipples with deliberate precision, the rough pads of his fingertips raising gooseflesh in their wake. Her traitorous body responded immediately, nipples tightening into aching peaks beneath his touch.

"Responsive," he murmured to the masked attendant beside him, who scribbled notes onto a gleaming tablet with practiced fingers. The soft scratch of stylus on screen was the only sound in the tense silence.

Naomi's stomach coiled with a toxic blend of fury and secret, shameful arousal, her heartbeat thumping against her ribs like a snare drum. Aleksandr's hands were a caress and a threat, mapping the planes of her body with clinical precision even as they awakened sensations she'd never known before.

His thumb brushed the dip of her navel, then skimmed lower, his touch feather-light against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Naomi stiffened, her breath hitching in her throat as he parted her without hesitation, cool air whispering over her heated skin. The first press of his fingers against her entrance made her gasp, eyes flying wide with shock.

"Relax," he ordered, voice low and even. The pad of his thumb rubbed slow circles over her outer lips, teasing rather than stroking. "Resistance only prolongs the process."

She squeezed her eyes shut, forcing herself to think of anything but the invasive glide of his fingers inside her, the slick slide of his touch as he stretched her open. The wet, obscene sound of her body betraying her filled the room, making humiliation burn hotter in her veins.

"Natural lubrication is adequate," he noted clinically, though his fingers curled once, twice, in a way that made her toes curl against the cold metal of the table. A spasm of pleasure-pain clenched low in her belly, her thighs trembling against his arms. "No signs of prior trauma. Optimal for breeding."

Naomi's eyes flew open, a strangled sound escaping her throat. "That's not what I agreed to." Her voice was breathless, ragged with her body's treacherous response.

Aleksandr's grip tightened on her thigh, fingers sinking into the give of her flesh hard enough to bruise. "You agreed to Viktor's terms. That makes you ours." He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear, his lips brushing the sensitive skin there. Naomi shivered, a broken whimper escaping her lips at the combination of rough voice and silken caress. "And we always take what's ours."

Before she could retort, the attendant stepped forward with a syringe filled with a pearlescent fluid that glittered like opals in the cold light. Naomi jerked back, but Aleksandr’s hand clamped around her wrist, effortlessly pinning her down, his other hand holding her thigh spread wide. The needle bit into her arm with a flash of pain, quickly overshadowed by the icy burn of the liquid hitting her veins. Naomi's head tipped back against the table, a gasp caught in her throat as warmth pooled low in her belly, spreading like wildfire through her bloodstream.

Her skin grew hypersensitive, the brush of the attendant’s glove against her hip sending a jolt of electric pleasure up her spine. Naomi thrashed as the drug worked through her, melting her resistance, inflaming her senses. Every touch was a brand, every whisper of breath a caress.

"Effects are immediate," the attendant observed with clinical detachment as Naomi’s hips gave an involuntary twitch, a moan escaping her lips. Her body was a map of sensation now, every nerve ending alight with need.

Aleksandr's lips curved in satisfaction, his eyes dark with lust and calculation behind his mask. He dragged a knuckle down her sternum, watching her breath quicken, her nipples tightening visibly against the chill of the air. "Beautiful," he murmured, his tone dripping with dark promise. His touch was electric, tracing the lines of her body now with a possessive familiarity.

Naomi clenched her teeth, but her body arched into his touch despite herself, craving more even as revulsion warred with desire. The drug slithered through her, melting her resistance, inflaming her senses. She was a live wire, every nerve ending sparking with need.

"Now," Aleksandr said, gripping her waist, lifting her effortlessly from the table with a casual strength that made her head spin. He pressed her against the nearest wall, the cool surface doing nothing to soothe the fever in her skin. His body pinned hers, the hard ridge of his arousal grinding against her belly as he captured her mouth in a searing kiss.

Naomi fought the moan rising in her throat—but when his teeth grazed her bottom lip, she shattered, nails digging painfully into his shoulders. He devoured her, dominating her mouth with ruthless precision, his tongue delving deep to wrest away her essence. When he finally pulled away, her lips were swollen, her legs trembling as she arched instinctively towards him.

"Lesson one," he growled, palming between her thighs with a deliberate lack of finesse. His fingers found her clit without effort, stroking in firm, rough circles that made her gasp, her hips bucking into his touch. "Your body belongs to me."

And as his fingers stroked her into a shuddering climax against the wall, Naomi hated herself for the broken, keening wail that escaped her lips as she came apart in his arms. Her vision whited out, her body going limp even as aftershocks rippled through her.

The game had begun. And she was already losing.

Chapter 3: The Conditioning Begins

The sterile hum of the fluorescent lights buzzed in Naomi's ears as consciousness slowly crept back in. She struggled weakly, realizing her wrists and ankles were bound to the cold metal table with padded leather restraints. The last thing she remembered was being dragged away by security, a smirk etched on Viktor's face as he savored his victory. Now, she lay naked and exposed in a room that smelled sharply of antiseptic and something deeper, muskier - like arousal left lingering in the air.

As the door hissed open, Naomi tensed, bracing herself for what horrors awaited. Aleksandr strode in, his imposing presence filling the space before he even spoke. His slate-gray eyes roamed over her naked body with detached precision, as though she were nothing more than a specimen laid out for dissection. Behind him, a nurse carried a tray of gleaming polished instruments that caught the harsh lights.

"Subject Thirty-Seven," Aleksandr announced in a smooth, velvety voice, "you are no longer Naomi Carter. You are property of Puerto Breeding Resort."

Naomi's throat tightened around the words she wanted to scream. "Fuck you," she spat, voice shaking.

He didn't react, instead reaching for the latex gloves on the nurse's tray. The sound of the gloves snapping on was jarringly sharp, making Naomi flinch. He scanned the clipboard briefly before setting it aside.

"Initial inspection," he declared, voice firm and authoritative.

Aleksandr's hands were clinical, efficient as he began his examination. He pinched her nipples until they hardened, tracing the dip of her waist with a touch that bordered on reverent. Naomi clenched her jaw, determined not to give him the satisfaction of a reaction. But as he spread her thighs wider than she thought possible, her body betrayed her.

Without preamble, he slid two fingers inside her, his thumb circling her clit in slow, deliberate strokes. "Lubrication minimal," he noted, though the slickness gathering between her legs told a different story. "Stress response evident."

He withdrew his fingers, then tapped her clit once - hard. Naomi's hips jerked off the table, a choked gasp escaping her lips before she could stop it.

"Fascinating," Aleksandr murmured, lips curling slightly. "The body is always more honest than the mind."

The nurse handed him a speculum and Naomi thrashed, muscles straining against the restraints that held her firm. The cold metal slid inside her, spreading her open with mechanical indifference.

"Cervical lining is healthy," Aleksandr observed, adjusting the width of the instrument with practiced ease. "Prime condition for breeding."

Tears burned behind Naomi's eyelids, humiliation coiling hot in her gut. The speculum was removed as abruptly as it was inserted, leaving her raw and aching.

Aleksandr stepped back, snapping his gloves off with a crisp sound. "Now," he said simply, "the real conditioning begins."

He signaled the nurse, who produced a black leather collar. Naomi recoiled as Aleksandr fastened it around her throat, the lock clicking shut with finality. "This marks you as mine," he informed her coolly. "You will wear it at all times."

Next came her wardrobe. The restraints were undone only long enough for her to be forced into sheer, teasing lingerie - a lace bra that pushed her breasts up obscenely, panties so thin they might as well have been nonexistent. Stockings were rolled up her thighs, the bite of the garter straps a cruel reminder of her captivity. Finally, heels were strapped to her feet, forcing her posture into something submissive, vulnerable.

"Follow," Aleksandr commanded, his grip firm on the back of her neck.

He led her down a mirrored hallway, Naomi's reflection flashing back at her in fragmented bits - collared, painted, exposed. The woman staring back was a stranger, a doll dressed for degradation.

The next room was worse.

A raised platform dominated the space, surrounded by plush seating filled with guests clad in designer silks and tailored suits. Their eyes raked over her, voices murmuring thick with hunger. Aleksandr guided Naomi to the stage, his grip tightening on the back of her neck.

"Interview time, Thirty-Seven," he announced coolly. "They want to hear about your first day."

Naomi swallowed hard, pulse hammering in her throat as a woman in the front row raised a manicured hand. "Does the new bitch know how to obey yet?"

Aleksandr smirked, the cruel curve of his lips sending a shiver down Naomi's spine. "Let’s find out." He turned to her. "Kneel."

She hesitated, defiance rising. The sharp crack of his palm against her ass sent a shockwave of pain - and shameful heat - through her. The crowd laughed, their approval a living thing that washed over her.

"Kneel," he repeated, voice velvet-wrapped steel.

Naomi dropped to her knees, the cool floor biting into her skin. Tears threatened as she gazed up at Aleksandr, humiliation and fury burning in her chest.

"Good girl," he purred, fingers twisting in her hair to tilt her head back. "Now, tell them how much you love being here."

Naomi opened her mouth to spit defiance, but Aleksandr's other hand slipped beneath the flimsy fabric of her panties, stroking her with ruthless precision. Her traitorous body arched into his touch, a whimper escaping before she could cage it.

"I—" she stammered, pulse pounding in her ears.

He pinched her clit, hard, and Naomi gasped. "I love it," she breathed, the words dragged from her like a confession.

The crowd erupted into applause, their hands reaching out to grope her - her breasts, her thighs, her ass. Naomi shuddered, skin flushing under their greedy touches.

Aleksandr leaned down, lips grazing the shell of her ear. Naomi's vision blurred, the edges of her resistance crumbling.

And the worst part?

Her body was already wet for him.

Chapter 4: The Body’s Betrayal

Naomi swam through a haze of fractured consciousness, her mind struggling to piece together the shattered fragments of her surroundings. The room warped and shifted around her - the harsh glare of fluorescent lights overhead, the sterile coldness of the metal frame of the bed, the clinical antiseptic smell that filled her nostrils. And him. Always him.

Aleksandr stood at the foot of the bed, his tailored black suit a dark, foreboding contrast to the blinding white sterility of the room. His fingers toyed idly with the clasp of a silver collar, the engraved numbers "Thirty-Seven" glinting coldly in the artificial light. Naomi shuddered involuntarily at the sight, instinctively knowing that collar was meant for her.

"Open your mouth," he commanded, his deep voice brooking no argument.

Naomi clenched her jaw shut, defiance burning inside her even as the fog of drug-induced haze swirled around her. She should fight, she knew that, but when his hand slid between her legs, long fingers pressing through the damp lace of her panties, her body arched involuntarily into his touch. A breathy whimper escaped her lips unbidden as he circled her swollen, aching clit, the pressure just shy of painful.

"Wider," he murmured, his hot breath ghosting across her lips.

Her mouth parted on a gasp, automatically obedient to his words. The kiss was ruthless, his tongue delving into her mouth and claiming her thoroughly, just as his other hand claimed her quivering sex. She tasted the power and control in his kiss, the bitter tang of her own submission. When he pulled back, her chest rose and fell with shallow, panting breaths.

"Good girl," he praised softly, the words a sinful caress.

With deft movements, he snapped open the clasps of her bra, the lace pooling around her waist. His dark eyes raked hungrily over her newly bared breasts, the rough scrape of his calloused palms against her skin sending tingles racing down her spine. Next came the most obscenely skimpy bodysuit, the sheer translucent lace clinging lewdly to every curve and swell of her body. Her nipples visibly hardened beneath the thin fabric, betraying her traitorous arousal.

The cool metal of the collar locked around her slender throat with a sharp, decisive click. "You belong here," Aleksandr murmured, his thumb stroking possessively over the metal band. "Your body knows it, even if your rebellious mind still fights."

He led her out of the room then, his grip tight on her arm guiding her down a sterile, mirror-lined hallway. The air was heavy with the scent of salt and sweat, the musk of arousal. Naomi's stomach twisted with mingled revulsion and shame as they entered a large mirrored chamber - and she saw them. Other women, all collared like her, kneeling in perfect submissive rows. Naomi's heart hammered as she realized the full extent of her situation.

"Kneel," Aleksandr commanded, his voice laced with dark promise.

Naomi hesitated, her pride and revulsion warring with the instinctive need to obey. She didn't move fast enough.

The shock collar activated with a sharp, searing crack that made her vision white-hot. Electricity seared through her nerves, her knees buckling as she collapsed to the floor. Her agonized cry was swallowed by the low hum of the room.

Aleksandr circled her slowly, the hard leather toe of his shoe nudging insistently at her inner thighs. "Present yourself." His command was clipped and unyielding.

Trembling hard, Naomi obeyed, spreading her knees wider to bare her most intimate self to the silent watchers behind the mirror. She felt utterly degraded, exposed, and yet some dark part of her reveled in the depravity of it all.

He tangled his strong fingers in her hair then, yanking her head back to force her gaze up. "Now, tell them how wet you are," he ordered, his other hand delving between her thighs to stroke her aching, swollen folds.

Naomi shook her head frantically, fresh tears of humiliation spilling down her cheeks. "No!"

The second shock came harder, making her body jerk and convulse. Her thighs were slick with her own shame, betraying her true state. "Say it," he insisted, voice like honeyed steel.

"I'm wet," she choked out, voice ragged with emotion and unbidden arousal.

His fingers slid deep inside her then, stroking skillfully against that spot that made her eyes roll back in rapture. "Louder," he demanded, twisting his hand.

"I'm wet!" The admission tore from her, raw and broken, her hips bucking shamelessly against his touch.

Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in her belly, threatening to unravel her at any moment. But he withdrew suddenly, leaving her teetering on the very edge of release. "Not yet," he murmured, stroking her jittery cheek. "You haven't earned it."

The documents came next, her words rewritten in lurid, filthy detail. He forced her to read them aloud, her voice breaking as she described the molten heat pooling between her thighs, the way her body ached and craved his dark attention. Each word was a degradation, a violation, and yet her body responded with a shameful, traitorous heat.

When her thighs squeezed tight around nothing, he rewarded her with slow, deep thrusts of his fingers, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin of her earlobe. "Again," he ordered, his voice low and rough.

She came with a ragged, keening wail, her body convulsing wildly around his hand as thick, hot pleasure crashed over her. Aleksandr held her through it, his grip unyielding as her orgasm rocked her to her core.

When it finally subsided, he cradled her head against his chest. "See?" he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. "This is who you are now."

Exhaustion dragged her down then, but even in the dark depths of sleep, there was no escape from him. Dreams of his skilled hands, his plundering mouth, the thick, hard press of his cock filling her head. She woke gasping, drenched with need, hips rolling mindlessly into nothing, breath coming in shallow, desperate pants.

And when Aleksandr found her like that, his smile was slow, dark, and utterly triumphant. "Beg," he commanded, pressing a single finger to her throbbing clit, circling and teasing.

And God help her, she did.

Chapter 5: The Public Display

The first thing Naomi registered was the ache - deep, throbbing, coiled between her thighs like a living thing. Sunlight spilled through the high windows of her suite, gilding the silk sheets tangled around her legs. She shifted, wincing at the sting of overworked muscles, the ghost of Aleksandr’s hands still imprinted on her skin. The sting of his whip, the ache of his clenched fingers, the tenderness of his teeth - every mark told a story of the night's depravities.

The door clicked open before she could gather herself.

Two attendants glided in, their heels silent on the marble floor. Their smiles were polished, practiced - sharp enough to draw blood. As they approached the bed, Naomi could see the faint red marks on their own skin, the price of their own submission. They moved with a confidence that made her stomach curl.

“Good morning, Thirty-Seven,” the first murmured, fingers already tugging the sheets away.

Naomi recoiled, but there was nowhere to go. The second attendant caught her wrist, her grip deceptively gentle. “Master Aleksandr has been waiting.”

They stripped her with efficient hands, their touches clinical as they guided her into the sunken bath. The water was scalding, scented with something cloying and floral. Naomi clenched her jaw as they scrubbed her raw, their nails scraping over the bite marks Aleksandr had left the night before. The sting of soap mixed with the coppery tang of blood - a reminder of what she'd become.

When they lifted her out, her skin was pink and tingling. The lingerie they dressed her in was a mockery of modesty - sheer black lace that clung to every curve, the swell of her nipples visible beneath the delicate fabric. The collar was heavier this time, the engraved numbers cold against her throat. She could feel the weight of it, each digit seared into her flesh.

A hand smoothed down her spine, possessive. “Perfect,” the attendant purred. Her breath was hot against Naomi's neck, an echo of Aleksandr's touch from last night. Naomi shivered, caught between revulsion and unwanted heat.

They led her through winding corridors, the air thickening with the murmur of voices. Naomi’s pulse hammered in her ears, her bare feet sinking into plush carpet. The doors ahead loomed like a mouth waiting to swallow her whole. Behind her, the attendants' heels echoed like a countdown.

The lounge was decadence incarnate - crystal chandeliers dripping light over velvet couches, the air thick with perfume and anticipation. A raised dais dominated the center, surrounded by guests draped in silk and hunger. Their eyes followed her, stripping her bare before the attendants even pushed her forward. Whispers followed her steps - speculation, desire, cruel amusement. Naomi's cheeks burned, but she held her head high, as if their stares were arrows and she was armor.

Aleksandr stood at the front, his smirk a blade in the dim light. “Our dear Thirty-Seven has been eager to share her thoughts,” he announced, his voice smooth as poisoned honey. His eyes promised retribution - and pleasure.

A velvet chair waited on the dais, its arms wide, its seat unforgiving. Naomi’s legs trembled as she was guided onto it, her thighs forced apart by unseen hands. The microphone pressed into her palm was slick with condensation - or maybe that was her own sweat. Its cold metal seemed to sear her skin, a warning of what was to come.

Aleksandr’s breath warmed her ear. “Tell them how much you love it here.” His fingers traced the inside of her thigh, dipping beneath the lace. A gasp tore free as he found her clit, his touch feather-light and devastating. It was the same touch that had brought her to screaming, shattering ecstasy the night before - and now it felt like a threat.

“I—I never knew true pleasure before,” she whispered, the lie tasting like ash. But there was a kernel of truth in it too - the pleasure Aleksandr gave was unlike anything she'd known before. Wrong. Slick. Addictive.

The crowd leaned in, their breaths mingling, their hands restless in their laps. Aleksandr’s fingers pressed deeper, curling inside her with cruel precision. Her hips jerked, but the attendants held her down, their nails biting into her skin. Naomi bit her tongue to stifle a moan - it only came out as a whimper.

“Louder,” he commanded, his thumb circling faster. Each press sparked a wave of need that made her want to scream.

Naomi’s vision blurred. “I’m grateful!” The words ripped from her, raw and broken. “I needed—needed to be shown my place!” The truth of it choked her - she had been so arrogant, so blinded. Now she saw the truth - that she craved this, craved him, craved the degradation.

The applause was thunderous. It was a welcome, a welcome to the new Naomi - Thirty-Seven, Aleksandr's fuck toy, the club's plaything. Naomi felt a shiver run down her spine, revulsion and desire tangling in her gut.

Aleksandr hauled her onto his lap, her back flush against his chest. The mirrored walls reflected her shame - the way her breasts heaved, the slick shine between her thighs. He peeled the lingerie away with deliberate slowness, baring her completely. Naomi writhed, caught between humiliation and unbidden arousal.

“Count for them,” he growled, his cock nudging her entrance. She could feel every ridge, every vein, a promise of the pleasure to come.

He slammed into her without warning. Naomi’s scream dissolved into a moan, her body bowing under the force of his thrusts. The guests watched, rapt, their hands straying beneath skirts and into waistbands. They touched themselves to the rhythm of his hips, their gasps and sighs mixing with Naomi's desperate cries.

“One!” she sobbed as the first orgasm shattered her. It was like a dam breaking, pleasure flooding through her veins. But Aleksandr didn't slow, his cock battering her g-spot with brutal precision.

Aleksandr didn’t slow. He pinched her nipples, twisted them until she writhed, his hips pistoning relentlessly. The crowd chanted with her, their voices rising as she gasped out the numbers - two, three, four - each peak more brutal than the last. With each one, Naomi felt herself unravel, felt her very essence being reshaped.

By the fifth, she was liquid in his arms, her thighs trembling, her voice reduced to a whimper. Aleksandr’s grip tightened as he spilled inside her, his teeth sinking into her shoulder. The sharp sting of pain mixed with the wave of pleasure, sending her racing into another devastating climax.

“Thank them,” he ordered, his voice rough with his own pleasure. Naomi could feel him twitching inside her, his seed painting her walls.

Naomi’s lips moved on their own. “Th-thank you.” The words felt like a benediction, a surrender. As if she were truly, undeniably, his now.

The attendants descended before the echoes faded, wrapping her in a robe that did nothing to hide the marks he’d left - the red handprints on her hips, the bite on her shoulder, the slick evidence of his pleasure running down her thighs. As they led her away, she caught her reflection - flushed, ruined, her eyes dark with something that wasn’t quite horror. Was it acceptance? Resignation? Or was it something far, far worse?

A whisper curled through the wreckage of her thoughts: Maybe this is where I belong. The realization settled like a stone in her chest, heavy and undeniable. Maybe Aleksandr was right - maybe she needed this. Needed him. Needed the pain and the pleasure, the degradation and the desire.

Maybe she was finally home.

Chapter 6: The Contract 

The room smelled of leather and expensive cologne, the air thick with the weight of unspoken dominance. Naomi’s knees trembled as she was led inside, her body still humming from the relentless pleasure they had wrung from her. The dim lighting cast long shadows across the polished mahogany desk, where Viktor lounged like a king surveying his spoils, his eyes boring into her like burning embers. 

His gaze raked over her, slow and deliberate, taking in the way her breath hitched, the way her thighs pressed together instinctively—as if she could still shield herself from him. The expensive silk of her collar chafed against her sensitive skin, a reminder of her new reality. 

"Kneel," he commanded, his voice smooth as aged whiskey, dripping with dark promise. 

Her body obeyed before her mind could protest, her knees sinking onto the plush rug with a soft hiss. The fibers scratched against her bare skin, a sharp contrast to the silk that bound her, a tangible reminder of her submission. 

Viktor leaned forward, sliding a single sheet of paper across the desk. The contract. 

Naomi’s fingers twitched at her sides, desperate to snatch the pen, to sign, to surrender fully. But trepidation warred with lust, her mind reeling with the implications. The words blurred before her eyes, but the meaning was clear: Sign, and you belong to him. Refuse, and you’ll never leave. 

Her throat tightened, her lungs burning with the need for air. The room felt too small, too hot, the heat of Viktor's gaze searing into her skin. 

"Your hesitation is adorable," Viktor murmured, tracing the edge of the paper with one manicured nail, his eyes never leaving hers. "But unnecessary. We both know you’ve already surrendered." 

A shudder wracked her body, her core tightening at the reminder of her earlier submission. He was right. The fight had been leached from her, replaced by something darker—something hungry. Something that craved more, craved him. 

She reached for the pen, her movements jerky, unsteady. Her fingers closed around it, feeling the cool weight in her palm.

The door opened before she could second-guess herself, the sound making her jump. Aleksandr’s presence filled the room, his scent wrapping around her like a noose, musky and male and utterly intoxicating. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. His fingers tangled in her hair, wrenching her head back until her spine arched, her body bowing under his touch. 

"You’re mine now," he growled, his thumb pressing against her bottom lip, his voice a dark rumble that vibrated through her very bones. 

The pen scratched against paper, the sound echoing in the silence. Naomi's heart thundered, her body trembling as she signed away her freedom. But even as she did, a dark, shameful part of her rejoiced at the promise of submission.

Aleksandr didn’t wait for the ink to dry. He hauled her onto the desk, scattering documents beneath her bare thighs. The wood was cold against her overheated skin, but his hands were hotter, branding her as he spread her legs, his fingers digging into the supple flesh of her inner thighs. 

"Recite it," he ordered, pushing into her with one brutal thrust that stole the air from her lungs. 

Naomi gasped, her nails digging into the polished surface, her back arching as he speared into her core. "I—I belong to the resort," she choked out, her voice breaking as he withdrew only to slam back in, each thrust driving the words from her lips. 

"Again."

"I exist for pleasure." The words tumbled from her like a prayer, her body clenching around him, betraying her with every slick, desperate pulse. Pleasure mounted inside her, building with each punishing thrust. 

Aleksandr’s grip tightened on her hips, his pace relentless, his cock pulsing inside her. "And?" 

"I accept my breeding duty." The confession spilled from her like a prayer, her climax crashing over her before she could finish the sentence, her vision whiting out as ecstasy consumed her. 

Viktor watched, his smirk deepening as Aleksandr fucked her through the aftershocks, his own release spilling into her with a possessive groan that vibrated through her very core. 

"Thank him," Aleksandr murmured against her ear, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin, making her shiver. 

Naomi turned her head, her vision swimming, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm. "Thank you," she whispered to Viktor, the words tasting like surrender, like sweet oblivion. 

Aleksandr dragged her to the floor, flipping her onto her hands and knees. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, his cock driving into her with a rhythm that left no room for thought, no space for anything but the feel of him, deep inside her. 

"Count." 

She whimpered, but the numbers spilled from her lips—each thrust punctuated by a gasped digit, each syllable a nail in the coffin of her resistance. By the time he came inside her again, his seed flooding her womb, her voice was raw, her body limp with exhaustion, her mind shattered by pleasure. 

"Your womb belongs to me now," he murmured, pressing a kiss to the nape of her neck, his lips searing her skin. 

The collar around her throat felt heavier than before, a tangible reminder of her submission, her ownership. Naomi shuddered, a dark, shameful pleasure writhing inside her at the thought of being so thoroughly claimed.

When they led her out—leashed, displayed—the guests’ applause was deafening, a roar of approval that filled the air. Naomi knelt at Aleksandr’s feet, her mouth open, her tongue darting out to lick the salt from his skin, to taste their pleasure on her lips. She didn’t remember the woman she had been. 

Only the number remained. 

Only Thirty-Seven.

Chapter 7: The New Propaganda Mouthpiece

The shimmering rays of dawn crept through the heavy silk curtains, bathing Aleksandr's grand bedroom in a warm glow of gold and shadow. The air was thick with the lingering scent of his musk and her arousal. Thirty-Seven stirred slowly, her body heavy with the delicious afterglow of last night's passionate indulgences. The slick warmth of his seed still pooled between her thighs, his thick essence claiming her as his own as she shifted and stretched. A soft, blissful sigh escaped her parted lips.

Strong, possessive fingers curled into her hair, wrenching her head back sharply. She gasped, but there was no fear in the sound - only excitement fluttering low in her belly, igniting the embers of her desire into a crackling flame.

"Clean me," Aleksandr commanded gruffly, his deep voice rough with the rasp of sleep.

Her lips curved into a knowing smile before she could stop them, anticipation building between her thighs. The weight of his heavy, hardening cock against her cheek sent liquid heat pooling in her core, her mouth already watering with need. Without hesitation, she lowered her head, her tongue eagerly tracing the length of his shaft. The addictive taste of salt and skin filled her senses, and she moaned, hollowing her cheeks as she took him deeper, her throat swallowing around his girth.

Footsteps echoed from the doorway, heavy boots resounding on the plush carpet. Viktor stepped into view, a smirk playing at his lips as he took in the intimate scene. His piercing gaze raked over the curve of Thirty-Seven's swollen belly, noticeably rounded from the last few days as Aleksandr's offspring took root inside her womb.

"Progress," Viktor mused, his gravelly voice tinged with dark satisfaction. "She's finally embracing her true purpose."

Thirty-Seven didn't stop, couldn't stop, her fingers digging into the taut muscles of Aleksandr's thighs as she worked his cock with needy, practiced strokes. He groaned, a low, guttural sound, as he thrust into the tight, wet heat of her throat. She welcomed it, her eyes fluttering shut in blissful devotion, her body already craving more.

Later, they led her to the grand hall, a grandiose space with vaulted ceilings and ornate tapestries. The air buzzed with anticipation as new guests perched along velvet divans, their hungry eyes ravenous as they took in the sight of her. The sheer robe they had draped over her body did nothing to conceal the evidence of last night's passion - dark bruises in the shape of fingers marking her skin, red bite marks marring the soft slopes of her breasts. Thirty-Seven stood before them all, her head held high, her body thrumming with pride, with the knowledge of her submission and surrender.

"I was like you once," she purred, dragging a slender hand down her stomach, her fingers slipping between her parted thighs. A gasp rippled through the crowd at the shameless display, sending sparks skittering up Thirty-Seven's spine. "I fought. I screamed. But pleasure is so much sweeter than resistance."

Hands reached for her almost immediately, groping, testing, probing. She arched into the touches greedily, her thighs parting eagerly as fingers delved into her slick entrance, seeking her swollen folds. A soft moan escaped her lips as they explored her most intimate places.

Aleksandr stepped forward then, his tall, imposing figure commanding attention. Thirty-Seven was on her knees before he even opened his mouth, her lips parted, her tongue dragging along her bottom lip in a silent plea for his touch, for his taste. He gripped her chin firmly, angling her face upward as he fed her his thick, hard cock inch by delicious inch. The guests watched, rapt and silent, as she choked on him, as tears of overwhelming bliss streaked her cheeks.

Then he was flipping her onto all fours, his cock seeking her entrance as he mounted her from behind. He thrust into her with a force that made her gasp, her back bowing as he filled her, claimed her. Her moans were punctuated by the slap of skin against skin, the obscene sounds echoing through the hall.

"Count," Aleksandr growled, his voice low and gravelly.

"One," Thirty-Seven gasped as the first orgasm tore through her, wave after wave of ecstasy crashing over her. "Two - oh god - three!" Her cries grew higher, more desperate as he brought her to the brink again and again.

The guests were no longer mere spectators - hands flew to bodies, mouths parted with raptures of their own, broken words of I want that weaving through the thick air like smoke. The room was heavy with lust and need, with the want of submission and the promise of release.

By the time Aleksandr finally withdrew from her, spent and sated, Thirty-Seven lay sprawled on the floor beneath him, her limbs trembling, her body glazed with sweat and seed. A new recruit, young and wide-eyed, stared down at her in horror, her own clothes disheveled, her body marked.

Thirty-Seven grinned up at the girl, licking a stray drop of cum from her wrist with a slow, sensual swirl of her tongue. "You'll learn to love it too," she promised, her voice husky with desire. "To crave it. To need it."

And as she bent down to lap the mess from the floor, she knew it was true. Resistance was a distant memory, a fleeting thought she couldn't quite recall. All that remained was the all-consuming need for service, for devotion, for obedience.

Aleksandr's possession.


The Secret Auction

Chapter 1: Arrival at Puerto Breeding Resort

The humid Caribbean air clung to Isabella Montgomery’s sun-kissed skin like a lover's caress as her private yacht docked at the secluded marina of Puerto Breeding Resort. The scent of salt and tropical blooms filled her senses, but what truly excited her was the whispered promise of scandal—the kind only a place like this could offer. She had heard the rumors, the hushed whispers of debauchery and desire that swirled around the resort's reputation like a tantalizing fog.

Isabella had grown up among the elite, her family’s fortune ensuring she wanted for nothing, but the predictable glamor of high society had long since lost its thrill. The resort, an exclusive playground for the wealthy and depraved, had been recommended to her under hushed tones at a gala, where secrets were currency and inhibitions were a distant memory.

A uniformed attendant escorted her inside, his practiced smile never faltering as he handed her a crystal flute of champagne. The bubbles tickled her nose, and she savored the crisp taste, feeling it cool her parched throat. The lobby was a decadent display of marble and gold, with towering ceilings that seemed to touch the heavens and artwork that blurred the line between erotic and obscene. Other guests lounged in silken robes, their gazes flickering over her with appraisal—some amused, others already calculating, like predators sizing up their prey.

Isabella sipped her drink, feigning nonchalance as she observed the sprawling resort. She trailed her fingers over the cool marble of a nearby column, feeling the smooth surface beneath her fingertips. A discreet pamphlet caught her eye, its gold-embossed letters glinting under the chandeliers like a promise of forbidden pleasure: Premium Auction Tonight – Assets Must Be Present by 8 PM.

A smirk tugged at her lips as she read the words, her mind racing with possibilities. How delightfully vague, she thought with a silent chuckle. She had no idea what to expect, but the intrigue was intoxicating.

Chapter 2: The Auction

The gilded invitation pulsed in Isabella's hands, its delicate filigree like a lover's caress. Premium Auction Tonight. The words sent a jolt of electricity through her veins, igniting a fire she could no longer ignore. She had come to Puerto Breeding Resort in search of decadence, of the thrill of surrender—but this promised something darker, more primal.

As she followed the discreetly placed signs through the labyrinthine halls, the air grew thick with an almost palpable tension. The scent of expensive perfume mingled with something muskier, something that made her pulse quicken. She could feel the weight of eyes on her, could sense the hunger in the whispers that followed her.

The corridor finally opened into an underground chamber draped in blood-red velvet, chandeliers dripping crystal light onto the assembled guests. They watched her. Men in impeccable tailored suits, women in gowns that clung to their curves like a promise—their gazes raked over her body with predatory hunger. Isabella's heart raced, though she kept her expression aloof. She was no stranger to attention, but this was different. This was appraisal, a primal assessment of her worth.

A cocktail appeared in her hand, the glass slick with condensation. She sipped without thinking, the liquid cool and faintly bitter on her tongue. The taste lingered, cloying, and Isabella felt a flicker of unease. Too late, she realized her mistake.

Her limbs grew heavy, her vision swimming as the room tilted around her. Hands—too many hands—gripped her arms, her waist, her thighs. The heavy silk of her dress whispered against her skin as it was peeled away, leaving her bare before the hungry eyes of the crowd. In its place, she felt the cold bite of metal close around her throat.

A collar. The significance of it was not lost on her. Panic clawed at her throat as she tried to resist, to fight against the restraints that bound her. But her body refused to obey, moving only as commanded by the unseen force that controlled her.

Isabella was lifted, carried onto a stage bathed in harsh, unforgiving light. The Auctioneer stood before her, tall and immaculate, his smile a blade wrapped in silk. His eyes raked over her exposed body, drinking in every curve, every inch of her bare skin.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he purred, his voice slithering through the room like a serpent, “tonight’s most intriguing asset.” His fingers traced the curve of her hip, her ribs, the swell of her breast. Each touch burned, branding her, marking her as his.

“Untamed,” he murmured, “but ripe for discipline.” His words sent a shiver down her spine, a tangled mess of shame and arousal. The crowd murmured their approval, their voices a cacophony of greed and hunger.

The bids began, numbers rolling off tongues slick with desire. Voices demanded she kneel, turn, arch—and Isabella's traitorous body obeyed, moving without her consent. Heat coiled low in her belly, shame and arousal twisting together until she could no longer distinguish one from the other.

Then, silence. A man stepped forward, his presence cutting through the noise like winter wind. Dominic Blackwood. His gaze pinned her, dark and unreadable, a promise and a threat all at once.

“Mine,” he said, his voice firm, unyielding. The gavel fell, and Isabella's breath hitched in her throat. Fear and fury warred within her, but beneath it all, something else stirred—a dark, forbidden excitement.

The Auctioneer's collar was replaced, Dominic's sigil cool against her skin. Isabella's pulse stuttered, her body trembling with a cocktail of emotions. She was his now, a possession to be used and discarded at his whim. The crowd erupted in applause as he led her away, her fate sealed with every echoing step.

As they walked, Isabella could feel the weight of his gaze on her, could sense the hunger coiled in his body. She shivered under his touch, part of her craving his control even as she raged against it. He owned her now, body and soul—his to mold, his to break. And yet, a dark, secret part of her thrilled at the thought.

Chapter 3: Initiation

The first thing Isabella registered was the intoxicating scent - rich leather, expensive cologne, and something darker, something that coiled in her lungs like smoke. She stirred, blinking against the soft glow of lamplight. Silk whispered against her bare skin, and for one disoriented moment, she thought she was still caught in the throes of a heated dream.

But then the memories flooded back in a rush, each one a knife to the gut.

The auction. The collar. Him.

She bolted upright, her pulse jagged and erratic. The sheets pooled around her waist, revealing the delicate bruises left by too many greedy hands. The room was vast, all dark wood and low light, the kind of opulence that spoke of quiet power.

Dominic sat in a high-backed chair by the window, watching her with an unreadable expression. His fingers curled around a glass of amber liquor, the ice clinking softly as he swirled it.

"You’re awake," he murmured, his voice scraping against her nerves, smooth and edged with amusement.

Isabella’s fingers clenched in the sheets, her knuckles white. "Let me go," she demanded, trying to keep the tremble from her voice. 

Dominic smirked, a dark smile that made her skin crawl. "You came to this resort looking for surrender. Now you want to renegotiate?" He stood, setting his glass down with a soft clink on the side table.

She lunged from the bed, her bare feet hitting the plush carpet. "I didn’t sign up for kidnapping." The words were a hiss, laced with fury and fear.

He didn’t move, just raised an eyebrow. "Did you read the fine print?"

Before she could spit a retort, the door opened. Two attendants stepped in, their expressions blank as they moved with practiced ease. Isabella barely had time to tense before they seized her—one gripping her wrists, the other already pulling at the delicate straps of her gown. 

"No!" She twisted, nails scraping skin, but they were relentless. The fabric slithered away, leaving her exposed to their cold gazes. The attendants didn’t leer, didn’t hesitate. They simply replaced her ruined dignity with a sheer black uniform, the lace barely covering the swell of her breasts, the skirts so short they brushed the tops of her thighs.

Dominic set his glass down and rose, his frame towering over her. "Kneel," he commanded, his voice a velvet threat.

Isabella bared her teeth. "Go to hell," she spat, even as her knees hit the carpet before she'd even registered deciding to obey. The rough texture ground into her skin.

Dominic’s hand snaked out, gripping her throat—not enough to bruise, just enough to steal her breath. "Kneel," he repeated, softer now. "Eyes down. And unless you want my belt across your ass, you will ask permission before you speak."

Her knees hit the carpet before she'd even registered deciding to obey.

Dominic’s fingers traced the line of her jaw, his touch deceptively gentle. "Good girl," he purred, the praise sending a traitorous flush through her body. His thumb pressed against her bottom lip, forcing her mouth open slightly.

"Repeat after me," he murmured. "I belong to you." 

Isabella’s lips trembled at the words, a protest rising in her throat. But something in his gaze made her choke down her refusal.

Dominic sighed, then slapped her—once, sharp enough to make her gasp at the sudden sting. "Say it." 

"I belong to you," she whispered, the words bitter on her tongue. 

Again, harder this time. "Louder." 

"I belong to you!" The words tore from her, raw and ragged, as she met his gaze defiantly.

Around them, the balcony doors stood open. Laughter drifted up from the resort below, a cruel mockery. Isabella’s face burned with humiliation. Could they hear her? Did they know what was happening?

Dominic hauled her to her feet, his grip bone-crushing on her arm. "Now, let’s show them what I bought."

He led her down to the dining hall, a sea of crystal and candlelight. The air was thick with the scent of wine and roasted meat, rich and heavy. Dominic guided her with a hand between her shoulder blades, his touch deceptively light.

"On your knees," he ordered, his words a dark breath against her ear.

She sank down, her bare skin pressing against cold marble. The first platter was thrust into her hands—silver, heavy, laden with fruit that glistened under the chandeliers. 

"Serve them." His command was a velvet promise of pain.

Isabella moved mechanically, offering the tray to each guest. Hands lingered on her wrists, her waist, leaving trails of heat in their wake. A woman with blood-red nails tilted her chin up, lips curved in a smirk. "Such a pretty thing." Her fingers trailed down Isabella's cheek, making her teeth grit.

Dominic watched, his expression unreadable, as he raised his glass to his lips.

When the last course was cleared, a porcelain dish was placed on the floor before her. A single strawberry sat in the center, its juice staining the rim.

"Eat," Dominic said, his voice a dark command.

Isabella hesitated, bile rising in her throat at the thought of debasing herself further. But the promise of punishment in his eyes made her hesitate.

His fingers tangled in her hair, wrenching her head forward. "Like an animal." The words were a cruel hiss, laced with satisfaction.

The laughter around her was a knife between her ribs, each note a vicious cut. Juice dripped down her chin as she bit into the fruit, the sweetness turning to ash on her tongue, sour and unpalatable.

Later, in the suite, Dominic circled her like a predator assessing his prey. His fingers traced the curve of her spine, the dip of her waist, each touch igniting sparks beneath her skin.

"You’ll sleep here," he said, nudging a thin pallet at the foot of his bed with his shoe. A chain glinted in the lamplight, its clasp shaped like a serpent.

Isabella didn’t fight as he fastened the collar around her throat again, the metal cold against her skin. The chain clicked into place, a heavy reminder of her new reality.

Dominic ran a thumb over her bottom lip, his touch lingering. "Sweet dreams, pet." The word was a dark promise, laced with unspoken threats.

She curled onto the pallet, her body aching, her mind caught between fury and something dangerously close to anticipation.

The last thing she heard before sleep claimed her was his voice, low and dark. 

"Tomorrow, your training begins in earnest."

Chapter 4: Punishment and Training

Isabella awoke to the dull ache of humiliation still clinging to her skin like a shroud. The thin pallet lay unforgiving beneath her, the cool steel of the chain at her throat digging into her skin, a constant reminder of her subjugation with every shallow, labored breath. Dawn's first light had not yet crept above the horizon, but Dominic was already awake and standing at the foot of the bed with something long and sinuous draped over his arm, his presence as commanding as the crack of a whip.

"Up," he commanded, his rich, melodic voice still rough with the slumber, sending a shiver down her spine in spite of her wariness.

She rose to her unsteady feet, her body protesting every movement with a chorus of aches and pains. The bruises from the night before throbbed in time with her racing pulse, but it was the weight of Dominic's dark, piercing gaze that made her stomach twist into a painful knot. His eyes raked over her body with a possessive intensity that left her breathless and flustered.

Dominic held up the garment, if one could even call it that. It was a corset unlike anything Isabella had ever seen - black leather stretched taut over steel boning, the laces already pulled tight at the back, just begging to be fastened. The front plunged obscenely low, the cups designed to push her ample breasts up and together, leaving them nearly spilling over the top in a tantalizing display of flesh. But the cruelest detail was the absence of any true relief - the boning wasn't just supportive, it was rigid and unyielding, ensuring she would never fully fill her lungs.

"Arms up," he commanded again with a flick of his wrist.

Isabella hesitated for a second too long, and Dominic's hand fisted in her hair, forcing her head back at an uncomfortable angle. The grip was as merciless as it was possessive, his fingers tangling in the silken threads with a force that made her gasp. "I won’t repeat myself," he said, his voice an icy threat that sent goosebumps down her arms.

The cool, smooth leather of the corset brushed against her bare skin as Dominic fastened the front clasps with deliberate, almost torturous slowness. Each metallic click sounded like the closing of a trap, sealing her fate. His knuckles brushed against her sensitive nipples with each movement, coaxing them to stiffen into hard, aching peaks despite the shame burning in her cheeks. Then came the laces, and Isabella braced herself for the inevitable squeezing pressure. Dominic didn't ask for permission or warn her - he simply pulled, each tug bending her spine into an unnatural arch, forcing her chest forward and her hips back in a lewd display.

"That’s better," he murmured, his warm breath fanning over her ear in a maddening caress. "Now you look like what you are."

Isabella tried to steady herself, but breathing was a struggle - every inhale was shallow, every exhale a shuddering gasp. She felt vulnerable, exposed, and owned all at once, the corset a constant reminder of her submission.

Dominic stepped back and admired his handiwork with a pleased, predatory smile, his dark eyes roving over her body with a hungry intensity that made her skin flush hotly. Then he tossed a leather-bound journal onto the bed beside her, the supple pages whispering against the silk sheets. "You’ll document everything," he said, his voice laced with cruel anticipation. "Every thought, every tremor, every pathetic little whimper." He caught her chin between his thumb and forefinger, his touch firm and commanding. "Don’t lie. I’ll know."

Isabella gripped the pen in her trembling fingers, mind going blank as she stared at the pristine white page. What could she possibly write? That her skin still burned where his hands had caressed her? That the corset made her feel exposed and owned in equal measure, like a prized possession to be exhibited and used at his whim? That even now, she felt a traitorous heat pooling between her thighs at the thought of his dark eyes on her body?

She wrote. Slowly at first, then faster, the words spilling out like blood from a wound - her shame, her anger, the way her treacherous body flushed hot whenever his gaze lingered just a second too long. The pen scratched against the paper in time with the pounding of her heart.

Dominic ripped the journal from her hands before she could finish, his eyes scanning the pages with a cruel, almost mocking smile. He read aloud, his voice a low, teasing rasp that sent shivers down her spine in spite of herself. "'I hate how much I notice the way he looks at me - like he owns me, like I'm nothing more than a plaything for his twisted desires - '"

Isabella lunged for the book with a muffled cry, but Dominic caught her wrist mid-air, twisting it behind her back until she cried out at the sharp pain. "Ah-ah," he chided, his tone laced with amusement and a hint of warning. "You don’t get to hide from this."

The rest of the day passed in a blur of degradation and humiliation. He led her to the resort's central lounge, where guests lounged with cocktails in hand, their eyes hungry and speculative as they watched the show unfold. Isabella's face burned with shame as Dominic paraded her in front of everyone, the corset making her feel lewd and exposed.

"Bend over the arm of the couch," Dominic ordered, his voice firm and imperious.

She stiffened, a protest rising to her lips, but he didn't let her finish. He shoved her forward, his strong hand cracking against her backside with a stinging slap that made her gasp. The first spank was a shock, the second a brand searing into her flesh, and by the fifth, she was biting her lip to keep from moaning, her body betraying her with its shameful response.

Around them, guests murmured their approval, some even placing bets on how long she'd last before begging for mercy. Isabella felt like an animal on display, a prize to be won, but she gritted her teeth and endured it, refusing to give them that satisfaction.

Later, he made her kneel at his feet while he dined, her thighs pressed painfully tight together, her fingers clenched in her lap. Every now and then, he'd stroke her hair like she was some prized pet, then casually flick a scrap of food onto the floor for her to retrieve, degrading her further with each act.

"Open," he murmured, holding a plump, ripe grape between his fingers, his eyes dark with lust and challenge.

She parted her lips, her cheeks burning with humiliation. He tapped her chin with a stern look. "Catch."

The grape bounced off her collarbone, rolling beneath the table with a soft clank. Laughter rippled through the room, and Isabella felt the sting of tears in her eyes, but she held them back, refusing to let them fall.

By nightfall, she was raw in every sense of the word - her skin oversensitive, her mind frayed, her body aching from the constant barrage of sensations. Dominic led her back to the suite, his grip unrelenting on her arm, his fingers digging in with a possessive cruelty.

"Last lesson," he said, producing a length of silk from his pocket with a low, menacing chuckle.

Isabella didn't resist as he bound her wrists behind her back, the silk biting into her skin with a familiar sting. Then he stuffed her panties into her mouth, the fabric stifling her whimpers and pleas. The flogger was next - thin, supple leather that hissed through the air before biting into her flesh with a vicious crack.

She lost count after the tenth strike, her body writhing against its restraints, tears streaking down her face as she sobbed around the gag. But Dominic didn't stop until she was limp, her sobs muffled and her body trembling with exhaustion and pain.

Only then did he release her, catching her as she collapsed against him, his strong arms cradling her like a precious treasure. His fingers brushed her damp hair from her forehead, his touch almost tender, almost gentle.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice a soft, approving rumble that sent a pleasurable shiver down her spine in spite of the pain.

The praise shouldn't have warmed her, shouldn't have made her heart flutter with a twisted sense of pride. But as exhaustion dragged her under, Isabella feared the worst part wasn't the pain or the humiliation, but how much she craved his approval, how much she needed to be good for him.

And in that moment, she knew she was doomed, trapped in a cycle of pain and pleasure from which there was no escape.

Chapter 5: The Breeding

The morning light sliced through the heavy drapes of Dominic’s ornate suite, casting harsh illumination across Isabella's exhausted form as she was abruptly roused from her fitful slumber. Cold, impersonal hands gripped her arms with bruising force, dragging her upright in one swift motion. The remnants of last night's sadistic torment still clung to her sweat-slicked skin, every movement sending a fresh wave of pain through her battered body. The ghost of the flogger's vicious bite lingered, searing her nerve endings with each shift.

Dominic stood by the door, his muscular arms crossed in a display of power, watching with cool, calculating eyes as two maids stripped Isabella bare without ceremony. The corset that had constricted her chest for hours was unlaced with clinical efficiency, the supple leather peeling away to reveal her sweat-dampened skin. Isabella shivered, her body on display before the uncaring servants, a canvas of fading bruises and fresh marks that traced every inch of her curves.

"This way," one of the maids murmured, her grip unyielding as she guided Isabella forward, leaving a trail of shame in their wake.

They entered a room that was a study in stark contrasts - the sterile white walls and gleaming marble floor clashed with the opulent dark mahogany accents. At its center stood an examination table, its padded black leather surface beckoning unnervingly. Isabella's breath hitched in her throat as the reality of her purpose here became achingly clear.

Dominic loomed behind her, his presence a dark shadow that filled her with a stew of fear and reluctant arousal. "On the table," he commanded, his deep voice leaving no room for argument.

Isabella's legs trembled as she climbed onto the padded surface, the cold leather numbing her overheated skin. The physician entered without preamble, a tall man with sharp angles and icy blue eyes that stripped her bare. He said nothing as he parted her thighs, his clinical touch probing without hesitation or tenderness.

"Fertility is optimal," he announced, his fingers delving deep inside her unprepared body without warning. Isabella gasped, her nails digging into the leather beneath her as a wave of unfamiliar sensations washed over her. "No abnormalities. She's ready."

Dominic's gaze never wavered, his eyes boring into her like cold steel. "Proceed," he ordered, his tone leaving no doubt as to his intentions.

The physician's hands were methodical, spreading her legs impossibly wider, exposing her most intimate places to the clinical lights overhead. A tray of shiny instruments gleamed on the beside table - slender rods, metal probes, and sharp needles that made her stomach churn with a heady cocktail of fear and dark anticipation.

The physician selected a slim rod with a wicked curve, its tip slick with an unidentifiable gel that sent a shudder through her. "This will enhance receptivity," he explained, though his words were clearly for Dominic's benefit, not hers.

The intrusion was sudden and merciless, the rod sliding deep into her virgin passage with a brutal twist that made Isabella arch off the table with a strangled cry. Heat bloomed inside her, a strange, insistent pressure that made her thighs tremble and her core clench around the foreign object. The physician withdrew only to replace it with his fingers, stretching her wider, his touch clinical and detached.

Dominic watched the lewd display with an unreadable expression, his eyes darkening with each choked gasp that escaped Isabella's lips. "Does it hurt?" he asked, his voice a deep, dangerous purr.

She couldn't answer - couldn't form words around the humiliation clawing at her throat, threatening to tear her apart. The physician answered for her, his tone as cold as the instruments he wielded. "Discomfort is expected. But pain is irrelevant."

Another instrument was lifted - a syringe filled with a pale, viscous liquid that seemed to writhe in the light. The needle pricked the inside of Isabella's thigh, the injection burning as it spread through her veins like liquid fire. She whimpered, her body tensing against the straps now being fastened around her wrists and ankles, rendering her utterly helpless.

"The serum will accelerate ovulation," the physician said, wiping his hands on a cold cloth. "You may begin the ritual immediately."

Dominic dismissed him with a flick of his fingers, the door clicking shut to leave them alone - Isabella splayed and trembling, Dominic a silent predator circling his prey. He trailed a single finger along her inner thigh, his touch deceptively light, a stark contrast to the cruel instruments that had just invaded her body.

"You look beautiful like this," he mused, his voice a low thrum. "Open. Vulnerable. Mine."

Isabella turned her face away, but Dominic caught her chin, forcing her to meet his dark, hungry gaze. A wave of fear washed over her, but she couldn't look away, trapped in his thrall.

"Look at me when I'm inside you," he ordered, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. "Watch me as I claim you."

His hands gripped her hips, digging into her flesh as he positioned himself between her spread legs. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, teasing, taunting, promising pain and pleasure in one brutal sensation. There was no buildup, no gentleness - only the brutal sensation of him sheathing himself inside her in one ruthless thrust.

Isabella's cry was torn from her throat, her body stretching to accommodate him with a searing pain that morphed into a dark, twisted pleasure. Dominic didn't pause, didn't allow her to adjust to his size as he began to move, each snap of his hips claiming her deeper, branding her from the inside out.

"You'll take every drop," he growled, his hand fisting in her hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat. "You'll beg for your master's seed."

Tears spilled down Isabella's cheeks, her body betraying her as it clutched at him, desperate for more. Dominic laughed, low and dark, when she bit back a moan of pleasure.

"Say it," he demanded, his pace unrelenting, each thrust hitting her deepest parts. "Beg for it."

"Please!" The word burst from her lips, raw and broken, tearing at her pride. "Please, I need it!"

Dominic's groan was guttural, primal, as he slammed into her one last time, his release surging deep inside her, filling her to the brim. He didn't pull out, didn't let her go - just held her there, his cock still buried deep, as if ensuring not a single drop of his seed escaped her quivering womb.

When he finally withdrew, Isabella was limp, her thighs slick with the evidence of his possession, her body aching in places she never knew could ache. A maid entered silently, cleaning her with impersonal hands before draping her in a sheer gown that left nothing to the imagination.

Dominic stroked her hair, his touch almost tender, a stark contrast to the brutal way he had just used her. "Good girl," he murmured, his voice low and rough. "Now kneel."

She obeyed, her body still trembling, her mind reeling with the implications of what had just transpired. With every drop of his seed that trickled between her thighs, Isabella knew her fate was sealed - a vessel for Dominic's pleasure, a receptacle for his dark desires. But even as a wave of despair crashed over her, she couldn't deny the twisted pleasure that still simmered deep in her core, a siren's call that would undoubtedly lead her down a path of ruin and addiction.

Chapter 6: The Breaking Point 

The sharp, pungent scent of leather and ink assaulted Isabella's senses as she roused from her alcohol-induced haze. The pounding headache behind her eyes was a cruel reminder of Dominic's relentless pursuit the night before. Shafts of sunlight cut through the opulent suite, glinting off the gilded edges of a document laid neatly before her.

The crisp parchment felt heavy in her trembling hands, its weight bearing down on her like an anchor. Isabella's heart raced as she scanned the legal jargon, each word a bar in the cage Dominic had so meticulously constructed around her. The contract spun a web of ownership, stripping her of every asset, every right, even the name she'd borne for twenty-six years.

A cold, humorless laugh escaped Dominic's lips as he watched her struggle with the pen. "Sign it," he commanded, his smooth baritone ringing through the room like the blade of a guillotine.

Isabella's throat tightened as she hesitated, her mind racing with desperate thoughts. Dominic's patience was a thin veneer, cracking under the weight of his sadistic glee. He leaned in close, his breath skimming the shell of her ear and sending goosebumps down her spine.

"Your lawyers won't help you, darling," he murmured, his voice oozing condescension. "Your family's calls never reach you. Every door is locked, every hand here answers to me."

Memories flickered through Isabella's mind like a broken film - the black-suited men escorting her frantic attorneys from the resort, the way her phone had gone dead mid-call with her mother. This was a game rigged from the start, and she'd played right into his hands.

In a fit of rage, Isabella hurled the papers at Dominic. He caught them effortlessly, his smirk sharpening into a predatory gleam. "Pity," he purred, the word dripping with false sympathy.

His grip was iron as he hauled Isabella off the bed, her bare knees hitting the marble with a sickening crack. Before she could react, he twisted her wrists behind her back with practiced ease, the silk rope biting into her skin like a fang. Then, with cruel patience, he forced her jaw open and pressed the pen between her teeth.

"I'll enjoy this," Dominic mused, dragging her through the suite by her hair. Each tug of hair against his fingers sent a jolt of pain through her skull, but she refused to cry out.

The resort's atrium was crowded with guests, their conversations dying on their lips as Dominic flung Isabella onto a velvet chaise. Murmurs of shock and curiosity rippled through the air as he held the document aloft, reading each clause with mocking precision. "All properties, shares, and personal holdings... relinquished unconditionally..."

Isabella thrashed beneath him, struggling against the bonds that held her in place. But Dominic's hand cracked across her cheek, the sting of pain silencing her protests. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but she bit them back, refusing to give him the satisfaction.

With a cruel smile, Dominic stripped her naked before the crowd, his fingers tangling in her hair to wrench her head up. "Tell them," he purred, his voice thick with dark pleasure. "Tell them who owns you."

Isabella's breath came in ragged gasps, her chest heaving with the effort of holding back her tears. The crowd's stares burned like brands on her skin, searing her with shame and humiliation. But she knew she had no choice. With a choked sob, she whispered the words he demanded. "I... I belong to him."

Dominic's chuckle was dark with triumph, the sound echoing through the atrium like a victorious cry. Later, slumped over the desk, Isabella signed the document with a shaking hand. The pen scratched like a death knell across the parchment, each stroke a betrayal of her own free will.

He stroked her hair, a patronizing reward for her obedience, before dragging her to the medical wing with a cruel efficiency. The cold stirrups of the examination table awaited her, the invasive press of the technician's wand a stark reminder of her new reality.

"Positive," the technician announced, her voice detached and clinical.

Dominic's smile was a predator's - cruel, triumphant, and utterly terrifying. "Perfect," he murmured, his fingers trailing down Isabella's spine like a brand.

Back in the suite, he dressed her in lace so sheer it clung to her curves like a second skin. Isabella trembled beneath his touch, her body responding to his caress despite the revulsion churning in her stomach. Dominic's fingers trailed down her back, possessive and deliberate, until they reached the juncture of her thighs.

"Now, my sweet pet," he murmured, guiding her hand between her legs with cruel patience, "show me how much you want this."

Isabella's moan was broken, wet with need and despair - proof of her utter surrender to the man who now owned her body and soul. As she touched herself beneath his watchful gaze, she knew that she was his to command, his to use and discard as he pleased. And in that moment, Isabella realized that her fate was sealed - a prisoner of her own desires, forever bound to the man who had so ruthlessly broken her.

Chapter 7: The New Order

The lounge was thick with the scent of fine whiskey and the low hum of conversation, the flicker of candlelight casting long shadows across the polished mahogany. Isabella knelt beside Dominic’s chair, the delicate lace of her pet outfit clinging to every curve, the fabric so sheer it might as well have been smoke. She rested her head against his thigh, the heat of his body seeping into her skin, her breath slow and even.

Dominic’s fingers combed through her hair, slow and deliberate, a possessive rhythm that sent shivers down her spine. She didn’t move, didn’t speak—she had learned the cost of disobedience. The defiant heiress was gone, replaced by something softer, more malleable. His perfect pet.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his thumb tracing the shell of her ear. The sensation made her tremble, her core tightening with need. The praise curled warm and syrupy in her chest, something dark and electric twisting low in her belly. She hadn’t just accepted her place—she craved it now.

The dining hall was a spectacle of murmured voices and clinking crystal. Isabella moved between the tables on her hands and knees, a silver tray balanced precariously between her teeth. The weight of it strained her jaw, but she didn’t falter. The eyes of the guests followed her—some amused, some hungry. She could feel their gazes on her, roaming over her barely covered body, and it made her pulse race.

Then, the stumble. The glass tipped, red wine spilling across the marble like blood. A hush fell over the room.

Dominic didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t have to. Her pulse hammered in her throat as she lowered herself to the floor, her tongue darting out to lap at the spilled liquid. The humiliation burned, but beneath it, something else flared—a perverse pride when his hand settled on the back of her neck, his fingers tightening in approval.

“You learn quickly,” he mused.

She shuddered, the thrill of his praise sharper than any shame. She licked the wine from the floor, the bitter taste mingling with the heat of his praise. When she finally raised her head, his eyes were dark with pleasure.

The trembling woman before her was fresh from the auction block, her wide eyes flicking between Isabella and the guards. “Kneel,” Isabella commanded, her voice cool. The woman hesitated, defiance flashing. Isabella didn’t hesitate. She seized a fistful of the woman’s hair and yanked her down, forcing her to the floor. “Defiance only earns you pain,” she whispered, the words tasting familiar on her tongue—Dominic’s words. His lessons.

She stripped without prompting, baring herself before the newcomer, then dropped gracefully to her knees, back straight, chin lifted. The perfect example. The new woman watched her, eyes wide and fearful. Isabella reached out, trailing a finger down the woman’s cheek. “You’ll learn soon enough,” she murmured. “To crave every moment of it.”

The woman whimpered, but she obeyed. Isabella smiled, a slow, wicked curl of her lips. She felt powerful, in control.

The auction hall buzzed with anticipation. Isabella fastened a collar around another captive’s throat, her fingers deft, her expression unreadable. She leaned in, lips brushing the woman’s ear. “Scream too much, and they’ll gag you,” she murmured. “Beg too little, and they’ll break you.”

The woman trembled. Isabella stepped back, watching as the next girl was led onto the stage. The memory of her own degradation should have sickened her. Instead, her pulse quickened, heat pooling between her thighs. She thought back to the first time she’d been here, the shame and horror. Now, it was different. Now, it was exhilarating.

Dominic’s hand settled on the small of her back, his presence a brand. “Proud of you,” he murmured. She was. She felt his pride, his pleasure, and it only fueled the fire in her veins.

The balcony overlook the resort, the night air thick with the scent of salt and jasmine. Isabella pressed desperate kisses to Dominic’s boots, her body aching for his touch. “Please,” she begged, the word ragged.

He let her wait. Let her squirm. She nuzzled his boots, her tongue tracing the leather, her hands sliding up his legs. He didn’t touch her, didn’t give her anything. She was on fire, desperate for his touch.

Then he dragged her up, bent her over the railing, and took her with brutal precision. She screamed his name, the sound ringing through the gardens below, a declaration of ownership. He pounded into her, each thrust driving her higher, her body trembling in his grasp. Afterward, she curled against him, her belly swollen beneath his possessive hand.

“Thank you,” she whispered—no shame, no hesitation.

Dominic’s laughter was dark with satisfaction. He stroked her hair, his touch soft and possessive. Below, the auction continued. Isabella watched, lips curling into a slow, wicked smile. This was no longer her prison. It was her paradise.
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