
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: A Night to Remember 

The dim glow of candlelight flickered across the bare skin of their bodies, casting long shadows that danced along the walls. His hands traced the curve of her waist, slow and deliberate, savoring every inch of her as if he were memorizing her by touch alone. She arched into him, her breath hitching as his fingers dipped lower, teasing the sensitive skin just above the waistband of her panties. 

“You’re so soft,” he murmured against her neck, his lips brushing the delicate spot just below her ear. She shivered, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer, needing more—always more. His touch was intoxicating, each caress sending waves of heat spiraling through her, pooling low in her belly. 

When his hand finally slipped beneath the lace, she gasped, her hips lifting instinctively to meet him. His fingers were warm, skilled, circling her with just the right amount of pressure to make her whimper. He took his time, drawing out every sensation, every shuddering breath, until she was trembling beneath him. 

“Please,” she whispered, her voice ragged with need. 

He didn’t make her wait. With a slow, deliberate stroke, he slid a finger inside her, his thumb still working in lazy circles over her clit. She moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders as pleasure coiled tighter inside her. He added another finger, stretching her, filling her, his movements unhurried but relentless. 

She could feel the tension building, her body tightening around him, every nerve alight with anticipation. And then—just as she teetered on the edge—he leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss, swallowing her cries as she came undone beneath him. 

When she finally caught her breath, she reached for him, her hands sliding down his chest, lower, until she found the hard length of him straining against his pants. He groaned as she palmed him through the fabric, his hips jerking forward into her touch. 

“Your turn,” she whispered, her fingers making quick work of his belt. 

The air between them was thick with desire, every movement charged with hunger. She wanted him—all of him—and she wasn’t going to wait any longer.


Chapter 2: Settling In 

Ava’s fingers tightened around the cool metal of the door handle as she stepped inside, her breath hitching at the sheer opulence stretching before her. The room was a masterpiece of luxury—sunlight poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows, painting golden streaks across the king-sized bed draped in silk sheets so fine they shimmered like liquid under the afternoon glow. The air was thick with the heady scent of jasmine, mingling with something darker, muskier—an intoxicating blend that sent a flush of warmth creeping up her neck. Behind her, Liam’s presence was a furnace, his broad chest pressing against her back as his hands slid possessively over the curve of her hips, fingertips tracing slow, teasing circles through the thin fabric of her dress. 

Her gaze darted to the sleek black box resting on the nightstand, its glossy surface gleaming under the light. Curiosity prickled at her, irresistible. She lifted the lid with unsteady hands, revealing a meticulously arranged collection of pleasures—condoms in varying textures, from smooth to ridged, small bottles of flavored lubricants in shades of amber and ruby, and a sleek remote control adorned with an array of buttons that promised endless possibilities. A note tucked beneath them sent a thrill spiraling down her spine, the elegant script curling in delicate ink: "For your pleasure—use as you wish." The implication was deliberate, decadent. 

Liam’s low chuckle rumbled against her back, his breath warm against the nape of her neck as he picked up the resort map, his fingers brushing over the highlighted areas—the secluded grotto with its bubbling hot springs, the dimly lit dungeon with its velvet restraints, the voyeur garden where tangled vines offered only the barest pretense of privacy. The possibilities unfurled in her stomach, hot and insistent, a coil of anticipation tightening with every heartbeat. 

Before she could voice any of the thoughts racing through her mind, Liam’s arms wrapped around her waist, spinning her effortlessly onto the bed. The silk slid beneath her like water, cool against her flushed skin as he caged her beneath him, one hand braced beside her head, the other tracing a deliberate, teasing path down her collarbone. His touch was electric, igniting every nerve in its wake. “We need to be clear,” he murmured, his voice roughened with restraint. “Safe words. Limits. Anything you’re not comfortable with?” 

Ava arched into his touch, her fingers tangling in his hair as she considered the question. The air between them hummed with tension, charged with unspoken desire. “No permanent marks,” she breathed, her voice catching as his lips brushed the sensitive skin just below her ear. “And no one else… unless you’re watching.” 

A low growl reverberated in his chest, his grip tightening on her thigh as he pinned her deeper into the mattress. The possessive edge in his gaze sent a shiver through her, pooling heat between her legs. “Deal.” The word was a dark promise sealed with a kiss, his mouth claiming hers with a hunger that left her breathless, his tongue sliding against hers in a slow, intoxicating dance. 

The tension between them snapped like a wire pulled too tight. In one fluid motion, Liam lifted her from the bed, his arms cradling her as he carried her toward the glass shower. Steam curled in the air, misting the transparent walls as he peeled her sundress away, the fabric slipping from her body like a whisper. His mouth was hot against her neck, teeth grazing the delicate skin before soothing the sting with slow, wet kisses. “Let them see,” he growled, pressing her against the shower’s slick surface, the cool glass a sharp contrast to the heat of his body. 

Her gasp echoed in the tiled space as his hands roamed, cupping her breasts with deliberate reverence, thumbs flicking over her nipples until they stiffened into aching peaks. He didn’t stop there—his touch trailed lower, skimming the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, before finally slipping between her thighs. His fingers parted her folds with agonizing slowness, teasing a groan from her lips as he found her wet and ready. The resort sprawled below, a lush paradise of hidden gazes and whispered fantasies, but Ava couldn’t bring herself to care—not when his fingers curled inside her, coaxing her toward the edge with torturous precision. 

She barely had time to catch her breath before he turned her, bending her over the sleek marble counter. The first thrust was deep, deliberate, his cock stretching her in a way that made her toes curl against the tile. Every movement was calculated, each stroke designed to unravel her, to drag pleasure from her in ragged gasps and shuddering moans. Outside, a couple paused on the garden path, their eyes locking onto the show unfolding behind the glass. The knowledge sent a fresh wave of heat through her, tightening her body around him until pleasure shattered her into pieces, her cries muffled by the steam and the relentless rhythm of his hips. 

Still buzzing from the aftershocks, Liam led her to the balcony, the tropical breeze caressing her bare skin as he pushed her against the railing. His hands were everywhere—tangling in her hair, gripping her hips, tracing the curve of her spine—as he sank into her again. 

This time, there was no restraint. His thrusts were rough, demanding, his grip on her hips bruising in its intensity. Ava clutched the railing, her knuckles white as pleasure coiled tighter, higher—every snap of his hips driving her closer to the edge. Below them, the resort hummed with life, but all she could focus on was the heat of him, the way he filled her completely, the whispered praise against her skin. When the climax hit, it tore through her like wildfire, her body trembling as he followed her over the edge, his groan lost in the curve of her shoulder. 

Breathless, they collapsed onto the lounger, limbs tangled, skin glistening in the fading sunlight. Ava traced idle circles on his chest, a lazy smile curving her lips as the distant sound of waves and laughter curled around them. “This,” she sighed, pressing a kiss to his collarbone, “is going to be an unforgettable trip.” 

Liam’s answering grin was dark with promise, his fingers tightening possessively around her thigh. “We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 3: Poolside Pleasures 

The sun hung heavy in the sky, its golden light spilling over the resort’s sprawling pool like liquid fire, casting shimmering reflections across the turquoise water. Ava’s bare feet padded across the heated tiles, each step sending a delicious warmth up her legs. Her fingers were laced tightly with Liam’s, their bodies so close she could feel the heat radiating off him, mingling with the sultry air. The scent of salt and coconut oil clung to the breeze, blending with the faint tang of chlorine and the sweet remnants of spilled cocktails—tropical, intoxicating, just like the way Liam’s touch made her feel. 

She could still feel the ghost of his hands on her from earlier, the memory of his mouth between her thighs making her skin prickle with renewed heat. The thin strings of her bikini barely held against her curves, the fabric damp not just from the humidity but from the slick arousal that had been building between them all afternoon. Liam’s gaze raked over her as they settled onto the submerged loungers, the warm water lapping at their waists, teasing the sensitive skin just below her navel. His fingers traced idle patterns along her thigh beneath the surface, his touch feather-light at first, then firmer, possessive, as if he couldn’t resist claiming every inch of her. 

“Another?” he murmured, nodding toward her half-empty glass, his voice low and rough, the kind of tone that sent a shiver down her spine. 

Ava smirked, swirling the last of her drink before rising, letting the liquid linger on her tongue. “Don’t miss me too much,” she teased, her voice dripping with playful challenge. 

The water parted around her as she swam toward the bar, the cool contrast of the deeper end sending goosebumps racing across her skin. Every stroke of her arms, every kick of her legs, was deliberate, knowing full well Liam was watching. The bartender—Carlos, his nametag read—was already watching her approach, his dark eyes tracking the sway of her hips as she pulled herself onto the submerged stool, water cascading down her body in rivulets. 

“What’s your poison, hermosa?” His voice was smooth, laced with an accent that curled around the words like smoke, thick and intoxicating. 

She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the bar, letting her cleavage press against the cool surface. “Surprise me,” she murmured, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. 

His grin was just as deliberate as he reached for a bottle of aged rum, his fingers brushing hers as he passed her the fresh glass, lingering just a second too long before trailing down the inside of her wrist. The touch was electric, sending a jolt straight to her core, her breath hitching as his fingertips grazed the sensitive skin. When his hand slid lower, squeezing the curve of her ass beneath the water, she gasped—but didn’t pull away. Instead, she arched into his touch, letting him feel the way her body responded. 

Across the pool, Liam’s gaze burned into her. She could see the way his jaw tightened, the way his fingers flexed against the edge of his lounger, his knuckles whitening with restraint. The possessive hunger in his eyes was unmistakable, a silent promise of what was to come. 

Ava took her time returning, letting the water drag against her skin, savoring the way Carlos’ stare followed her every movement, the way Liam’s darkened with every second she delayed. By the time she reached him, her pulse was racing, her body humming with anticipation. 

“Enjoy the show?” she purred, straddling his lap beneath the water, her thighs bracketing his hips. 

His hands gripped her waist, pulling her flush against him, and she could feel his cock, hard and insistent, pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini bottoms. “Fuck, yes,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “I love watching them want you. Love knowing they can’t have you.” 

She kissed him then, deep and hungry, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling just hard enough to make him groan. The taste of salt and tequila lingered on his tongue, the heat of his mouth making her dizzy, her body arching into his as if magnetized. Around them, other guests glanced their way, their gazes lingering on the way her body moved against Liam’s, the way his hands roamed possessively over her skin. 

A throat cleared nearby. Ava pulled back to find a couple—both toned, both watching with open interest—standing just a few feet away. The woman’s lips curved into a knowing smile, her eyes flickering between them with unmistakable hunger. “You two look like you could use some company.” 

Liam’s grip on her thighs tightened, his fingers digging into her skin, marking her in a way that sent a thrill through her. For a heartbeat, the offer hung between them, heavy with possibility, the air thick with unspoken desire. Then he shook his head, his smirk sharp, his voice dripping with dark amusement. “Maybe later.” 

The rejection only seemed to amuse them, the couple retreating with a laugh, but the tension between Ava and Liam coiled tighter, the promise of more thickening the humid air. 

Unable to resist any longer, he dragged her into the shadowed corner of the pool, where the water concealed them from prying eyes. His hands were rough as he tugged her bikini bottoms aside, his cock sliding into her with one deep, claiming thrust. Ava bit back a moan, her fingers scrambling for purchase against the slick tile as he fucked her from behind, each movement sending waves lapping against their bodies, the water amplifying every sensation. 

The risk of being caught only heightened the pleasure, her body tightening around him as he drove her toward the edge, his fingers finding her clit, circling just right. When she came, it was with his hand clamped over her mouth, her cries muffled against his palm, her body shuddering as pleasure ripped through her. 

Panting, they returned to their loungers, their bodies still humming with the aftershocks. Liam’s fingers traced idle circles on her thigh, his touch possessive, as if he couldn’t bear to let her go. “This place is going to ruin us,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. 

Ava grinned, licking the salt from her lips, her body still tingling from his touch. “Ruin us perfectly.”


Chapter 4: Uninvited Guest 

The sun had sunk low, casting the room in a warm, honeyed glow that made everything feel languid and indulgent. The balcony doors stood open, the faint hum of laughter and the occasional splash from the pool below drifting in on the thick, tropical air. The scent of sunscreen clung to their skin, mingling with something deeper—something primal and unspoken—that had been simmering between them all afternoon. 

Ava let her bikini fall in a loose tangle at her feet, the damp fabric making a soft, wet sound against the cool tile. She stretched with feline grace, her back arching as she rolled her shoulders, feeling the delicate twinge of muscles still humming from the way Carlos had teased her beneath the water—his fingers trailing just a little too high on her thigh, his smirk promising things he hadn’t yet delivered. Just the memory of it sent a slow, wicked heat pooling low in her belly. 

Across the room, Liam was already stripping out of his swim trunks, the muscles of his back flexing as he reached for the bathroom door. The shower turned on with a muted hiss, steam creeping out in curling tendrils as Ava let herself sink into the plush embrace of the bed. The sheets were cool against her bare skin, the contrast delicious against the warmth still radiating from her sun-kissed body. 

She traced idle circles around her nipples, fingers teasing until they hardened under her touch. She exhaled softly, letting her head fall back as she imagined rougher hands—larger, unfamiliar—taking over, their callouses dragging over her skin in a way that wasn’t Liam’s. The thought was deliberate, a slow-burning tease that sent a shiver down her spine. 

Then, the door opened. 

Ava barely had time to turn before Eduardo—one of the resort’s most sought-after staff members—stepped inside, silent as a predator. He didn’t announce himself, didn’t ask permission. His dark eyes raked over her, lingering on the way her body was sprawled across the bed, exposed and unguarded. The air between them thickened instantly, the unspoken rules of the resort hanging heavy in the silence. 

With effortless grace, he peeled off his fitted polo, revealing a chest carved from pure muscle beneath bronzed skin. His cock was already half-hard, pressing against the seam of his slacks, and Ava’s breath hitched as she watched him step closer. His fingers wrapped around her thighs, squeezing just shy of painful, and she knew, in that moment, that resistance wasn’t an option. 

He flipped her onto her stomach with a single rough push. She arched instinctively, hips lifting, her body already anticipating what was coming. Eduardo didn’t waste time with niceties. His fingers, slicked with his own saliva, plunged into her without warning, working her open with quick, demanding strokes. She gasped, pressing back against him, the sudden stretch making her toes curl. 

Then his fingers were gone, replaced by the thick, insistent press of his cock. He didn’t ask, didn’t wait—he just sheathed himself inside her in one ruthless thrust, burying himself to the hilt. 

The bed shuddered beneath them, the headboard banging against the wall as Eduardo set a punishing rhythm. Each snap of his hips sent shockwaves through her, the rough grind of his body driving pleasure through her in waves. Ava moaned into the sheets, her fingers twisting in the fabric as he fucked her with a single-minded intensity that left no room for anything but raw, unrelenting sensation. The sound of the shower still running in the background was drowned out by the slick slap of skin, the rough exhales torn from Eduardo’s lips as he took what he wanted. 

Then—silence. 

The bathroom door creaked open, steam billowing out in a heavy cloud. Liam stood frozen in the doorway, a towel barely hanging onto his hips, his gaze locked onto the sight before him: Ava pinned beneath Eduardo’s powerful frame, her back arched in surrender, his body driving into hers with possessive force. Liam’s jaw tightened, his cock hard beneath the towel, the sharp twist of jealousy and desire warring in his expression. 

Eduardo didn’t slow. Didn’t stop. His grip on Ava’s hips tightened, fingers digging into her skin as he pulled her back onto him, his thrusts growing sloppier, deeper. A ragged groan tore from his throat, his hips stuttering as his release flooded her, his body shuddering against hers with the force of it. 

When he pulled out, Ava whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her body clenching around nothing. Eduardo straightened with infuriating calm, tucking himself back into his slacks with a smirk that was nothing short of smug. His eyes flicked to Liam—challenging, knowing—before he turned without a word and disappeared through the door. 

The moment it clicked shut, Liam was on her. 

He hauled Ava onto her back, his mouth crashing down onto hers in a kiss that was more possession than affection. His fingers slid between her thighs, gathering the evidence of Eduardo’s claim before guiding them to her lips, forcing her to taste the salt and musk of another man on his skin. 

“You loved that,” he growled, the words rough against her mouth. His cock pressed against her thigh, hot and insistent, as if demanding its turn. 

Ava arched against him, her legs wrapping around his waist in a silent plea. “Fuck me, Liam,” she breathed, nails digging into his shoulders. “Show me it’s still yours.” 

He didn’t hesitate. With a single thrust, he buried himself inside her, the slick heat of Eduardo’s release making the slide obscenely smooth. Liam’s hips snapped forward, his grip bruising as he reclaimed her with a ferocity that left her gasping. The bed creaked beneath them, the rhythm desperate, almost brutal—as if he could fuck the memory of Eduardo’s touch right out of her. 

By the time Liam came, Ava was already trembling, her body wrung out and oversensitive, every nerve alight. He collapsed beside her, both of them breathless and slick with sweat, the air thick with the musk of sex and satisfaction. 

The free use policy had only just begun—and neither of them had any intention of stopping.


Chapter 5: Dinner and a Show 

The open-air restaurant was a symphony of decadence, the warm tropical breeze carrying the mingled scents of jasmine and spiced rum through the sheer drapes that fluttered like ghostly dancers around the candlelit tables. The flickering golden light played across Ava’s skin as she settled into the plush chair beside Liam, the air thick with something more intoxicating than the cocktails—an unspoken promise of what was to come. 

Their fingers brushed as they perused the menu, the descriptions alone enough to make her mouth water—oysters glistening with lemon and brine, plump strawberries dipped in dark chocolate so rich it clung to the tongue, cocktails infused with aphrodisiacs designed to stoke the fire already simmering between them. Liam’s hand found her thigh beneath the table, his fingers trailing slow, deliberate circles just above the damp lace of her panties. The memory of Eduardo’s rough possession still lingered between her legs, the way Liam had reclaimed her afterward—his cock driving into her with a possessive fury, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise as he fucked her senseless, leaving her trembling and breathless. 

She plucked a strawberry from the plate, its ripe flesh yielding beneath her fingers as she lifted it to Liam’s lips. His teeth sank into the fruit, juice bursting over his tongue, a drop of it clinging to the corner of his mouth. Before she could pull away, his hand closed around her wrist, his tongue swiping over her fingertips in a slow, deliberate lick that sent a shiver down her spine. His other hand slid higher beneath the hem of her dress, his fingers tracing the soaked lace of her panties with maddening precision. A single fingertip grazed her clit, the contact so light it was almost cruel, and Ava’s breath caught, her hips pressing forward instinctively, seeking more. But he withdrew with a smirk, leaving her aching and wanting. 

A hush fell over the room as the stage lights brightened, the deep thrum of bass vibrating through the floor, resonating in Ava’s chest. A man and woman stepped into the spotlight, their bodies already moving in a slow, hypnotic dance. The woman arched back, her legs wrapping around the man’s waist as he lifted her effortlessly, her dress riding up to reveal the curve of her bare ass. Their bodies moved in perfect sync, grinding together in time with the rhythm, the man’s hands roaming possessively over her curves. 

Ava’s pulse quickened as the dance escalated—the woman’s moans echoing through the space as the man bent her over, his fingers hooking into the delicate fabric of her panties and tearing them aside with a single, rough tug. The sound of her gasp was swallowed by the music as he slid into her with one deep, relentless thrust, his cock stretching her open. The woman’s nails dug into the stage as he fucked her in full view of the entire restaurant, her cries growing louder with every snap of his hips. 

Ava’s fingers tightened around her glass, her own arousal impossible to ignore, the heat between her thighs throbbing in time with the rhythm on stage. Across the table, a stranger—Antonio—caught her gaze, his dark eyes gleaming with amusement and something far more dangerous. He swirled his drink lazily, his lips curling into a knowing smile as his gaze dropped to her parted lips before flicking back up. 

“Enjoying the show?” His voice was smooth, accented, dripping with the same decadence as the night around them. Before Liam could react, Antonio’s hand disappeared beneath the tablecloth, his fingers tracing the inside of Ava’s thigh with deliberate slowness. She gasped as his touch found the soaked lace of her panties, his fingertips pressing against her through the damp fabric, teasing her with the promise of more. 

Liam’s grip on her other thigh tightened, but he didn’t stop Antonio. Instead, his own fingers joined, slipping beneath the lace to circle her clit in slow, torturous strokes. The dual touch was overwhelming—Antonio’s fingers pushing inside her with ruthless precision while Liam teased her sensitive bud, their rhythm perfectly synchronized, relentless. 

On stage, the woman’s cries reached a fever pitch, her body shuddering as her climax hit, her fingers clawing at the stage beneath her. At the same moment, Ava’s vision blurred, her back arching as pleasure crashed over her in a wave so intense it stole her breath. She bit her lip hard to stifle the moan threatening to escape, her thighs trembling as the men worked her through the aftershocks, drawing out every last pulse of sensation. 

Antonio withdrew first, lifting his glistening fingers to his lips with a satisfied hum, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Liam leaned in, capturing Ava’s mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue claiming hers with a possessiveness that left no doubt—she was his, even if others got to play. 

“You’re fucking exquisite,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire. 

Around them, the other diners continued as if nothing had happened—though more than a few glances lingered, hungry and appreciative, the air thick with shared secrets. 

As the performers took their bow, the resort manager appeared at their table, sliding a small, embossed card across the pristine linen. 

“The beach party starts soon,” he said, his voice low and conspiratorial. “You won’t want to miss it.” 

Ava met Liam’s gaze, the heat between them far from sated. The night was just beginning.


Chapter 6: Beachfront Bliss 

The sand was warm beneath Ava’s feet, softer than any silk, each grain molding to the curves of her soles as she and Liam stepped onto the moonlit beach. The heat of the day still lingered in the earth, radiating up through her toes, making her skin tingle with anticipation. Tiki torches flickered along the shoreline, their golden glow casting long, seductive shadows over bare skin and the occasional flash of a jewel-toned bikini. The flames danced in the balmy breeze, their light catching on the sweat-slicked shoulders of strangers, on the glint of silver jewelry, on the wet sheen of lips parted in laughter. The music pulsed low and rhythmic, the bass thrumming through the soles of her feet, syncing perfectly with the steady, hypnotic roll of the waves. 

Liam’s hand was firm on the small of her back, guiding her forward, his fingers splayed possessively, as if he already knew she was his to command tonight. The heat of his palm burned through the thin fabric of her sarong, branding her skin. The air smelled of salt and coconut oil, mingling with the faint musk of sun-warmed bodies pressed too close, the scent of arousal already thick in the humid night. She had worn her most daring swimsuit—a scrap of black fabric that barely covered her curves, the ties so delicate they could be undone with a single tug. But as the eyes of strangers raked over her, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the way the fabric clung to her hips, she felt suddenly underdressed. Exposed. 

“Tonight, you’re the main attraction,” Liam murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his breath hot and teasing. His cock pressed insistently against her hip, thick and already half-hard, and Ava shivered, remembering the way he had let Antonio touch her at dinner—how he had watched, his gaze dark with hunger as another man’s fingers traced the line of her collarbone. 

A cheer rose from the bar area, where a crowd had gathered around a gleaming wooden surface, polished smooth by years of use. A woman with bronze skin and a wicked smile beckoned Ava closer, her fingers curling in invitation. 

“Join us,” she urged, nodding toward the bar where another guest was already stretched out, her body glistening under the torchlight, her skin slick with sweat and something darker, more intoxicating. 

Before Ava could protest, hands were guiding her onto the smooth surface, the wood warm from the tropical heat, almost burning against the backs of her thighs. Liam let her go, his smirk telling her he had no intention of stopping this—that he wanted to see her unravel in front of them all. A bartender drizzled tequila into the dip of her navel, the liquid cool against her heated skin, the contrast making her gasp. A lime was tucked between her lips, the citrus sharp and bright, and salt was dusted along the slope of her cleavage, the grains catching in the hollow between her breasts. 

The first man to take his turn was a stranger, tall and broad-shouldered, his tongue dragging a slow, deliberate path along her ribs before lapping up the liquor pooled in the hollow of her stomach. His mouth was hot, his stubble rough against her skin, and Ava arched into the sensation, her breath hitching. Another followed, his mouth closing over the lime between her teeth, his breath warm against her lips as he sucked the fruit from her, his tongue flicking against hers in a teasing promise. She lost count of the hands, the tongues, the whispered praise—until Liam stepped forward, his eyes dark with hunger, his presence commanding the space around them. 

He didn’t bother with the forgotten tequila. Instead, he nudged her thighs apart, his calloused fingers skimming the inside of her knees before pushing the flimsy fabric of her bikini aside, exposing her to the night air. The bartender, grinning, poured another shot directly onto her exposed clit, the alcohol a shocking, electric cold against her overheated flesh. 

Liam’s mouth was relentless—his tongue circling, flicking, devouring. The crowd’s cheers faded into a distant hum as Ava arched, her fingers twisting in his hair, her hips lifting off the bar in silent pleading. Every lick sent fire licking up her spine, her thighs trembling, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. He teased her, alternating between slow, torturous strokes and quick, flickering touches that had her writhing, her back bowing as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. 

When he finally pulled away, her skin was flushed, her breath ragged, her body aching for more. Liam didn’t give her time to recover. He hauled her off the bar, his grip bruising, and led her toward the water, the sand shifting beneath their feet. The ocean was warm as it curled around her ankles, the waves lapping higher as he turned her to face the shore, his hands possessive on her hips. 

“Hold onto the sand,” he growled, bending her forward, her ass bared to the moonlight, her fingers sinking into the wet grit as the next wave rushed over her knuckles. His fingers dug into her hips as he pushed inside her in one smooth stroke, the saltwater doing nothing to mask the slick, obscene sound of their bodies joining. 

The onlookers murmured, some stepping closer, others touching themselves openly, their hands slipping beneath waistbands, their eyes locked on the way Liam’s muscles flexed with every thrust. Ava’s nails raked through the wet sand as Liam fucked her with deep, measured strokes, his cock stretching her perfectly, filling her in a way that made her toes curl. Every snap of his hips sent a jolt of pleasure through her, the rhythm of the waves only heightening the sensation, the water swirling around her thighs, lapping at her heated skin. 

She came first, her muscles clamping down around him as pleasure ripped through her, her cry lost in the crash of the surf. Liam followed with a groan, his hips jerking erratically as he spilled inside her, his body pressing her down into the shallows, his teeth grazing her shoulder in a claiming bite. 

When they finally stumbled back to their cabana, the night still hummed around them, alive with promise. The beach had stripped away the last of their inhibitions, and Ava knew—this was only the beginning.


Chapter 7: The Grotto 

The distant moans tugged at Ava like an invisible thread, pulling her away from the fading sounds of the beach party—laughter dissolving into the crash of waves, the scent of bonfire smoke clinging to her skin. Liam’s fingers laced through hers, his touch grounding her even as curiosity thrummed through her veins, hot and insistent. The path narrowed, the dense foliage pressing in on either side, leaves brushing her bare arms like whispered secrets. Then, suddenly, the greenery gave way to a sheer rock face, where a gaping mouth of darkness beckoned, veiled in gauzy black fabric that rippled in the salt-kissed breeze, teasing glimpses of what lay beyond. 

A single torch flickered beside an engraved wooden sign, its letters carved deep into the grain: "The Grotto—Enter at Your Own Pleasure." The flames cast dancing shadows across the words, making them seem alive, pulsing in time with her quickening heartbeat. 

Liam’s thumb traced slow, deliberate circles against her palm, his calloused skin rough in the most delicious way. "Feel like exploring?" His voice was rough, teasing, but beneath it ran a current of something darker—something that made her stomach tighten in anticipation. 

Ava exhaled, the heat between her thighs pulsing in answer, her body already betraying her with its eager response. 

The moment they stepped inside, the air thickened—leather, wax, and musk wrapping around them like a second skin, heavy and intoxicating. Low murmurs and the sharp crack of a flogger against flesh reverberated off the cavern walls, the sounds bouncing between stone and skin until they seemed to come from everywhere at once. Ava’s breath hitched as her eyes adjusted to the dim, flickering light, the glow of candles and oil lamps casting everything in a warm, golden haze. 

To their left, a woman arched against a wooden cross, her wrists bound above her head with thick, supple rope that bit just enough into her skin to leave faint marks. Her cheeks were flushed, lips parted as a Dominant dragged a riding crop down her spine, the tip tracing each vertebra before landing a stinging slap against the curve of her ass. The woman gasped, her back bowing, and Ava couldn’t look away. 

Further in, a rope artist worked intricate knots around another guest suspended midair, her body twisting like a living sculpture, every pull and tug of the ropes making her moan. The way the cords framed her breasts, the way they cinched at her waist—it was art and agony combined. Closest to them, a spanking bench held a writhing figure, their ass already a tempting shade of pink as an onlooker queued up, fingers flexing in anticipation, their gaze hungry. 

Liam’s lips brushed her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "Tell me you don’t want to try." His voice was a low growl, vibrating through her, and she shivered. 

Before she could answer, a shadow shifted beside them, tall and commanding. 

"First time?" The voice was deep, smooth—a man’s, though Ava didn’t turn immediately, too captivated by the way his presence seemed to carve space effortlessly into the room, as if the very air bent around him. When she finally looked up, she found dark eyes waiting, framed by a strong jaw dusted with stubble, his lips curved in a knowing smirk. 

Diego. 

He didn’t need to introduce himself—the way he held himself, the coiled patience in his stance, screamed Dominant. His gaze swept over her, lingering on the way her nipples pebbled under the thin fabric of her dress, the way her breath hitched when his eyes met hers. Then he flicked a glance at Liam, assessing, before returning his attention to her. "I can show her the ropes. Gently." 

Ava swallowed. The offer hung between them, charged and undeniable, a promise of pleasure edged with just the right amount of pain. Liam squeezed her hand, then released it—his silent permission, his own desire barely contained beneath the surface. 

Diego led her to a padded bench, his touch firm as he guided her forward until her palms pressed against the cool leather. The scent of it—rich, slightly worn—filled her nose as she bent over, her dress riding up her thighs. "Safe word?" he asked, his fingers already tracing the curve of her spine, mapping her reactions. 

"Paradise," she breathed, heart hammering, her skin alight with anticipation. 

The first strike of the flogger was a whisper against her skin, a tease, the soft strands barely grazing her before retreating. The second bit deeper, the leather landing with a sharp thwack that ignited a sharp thrill, melting into warmth as the sting spread. By the third, she was arching into the sensation, her body alive with every thud of leather against flesh, her moans filling the space between them. 

Liam’s growl cut through the haze. "Fuck, look at you." He appeared beside Diego, his knuckles brushing the reddening skin of her ass, the touch sending another jolt of pleasure through her. Then he took the flogger from Diego, landing a stinging blow just where she ached most, the pain so sweet it blurred into pleasure. 

Ava cried out, her thighs pressing together instinctively, but Diego nudged them apart with his knee, his grip firm. "No hiding," he murmured, his fingers slipping beneath her waistband to stroke the slick heat between her legs, his touch deliberate, maddening. 

The crowd leaned in, breathless, as Liam dragged her up for a searing kiss. His grip was possessive, demanding, his tongue claiming her mouth as if he couldn’t get enough. When he pulled away, Diego was there—his hand replacing Liam’s on her hip, his other circling her throat as he bent her over the bench again, his body pressing close behind her. 

"Show them how good you can take it," he ordered, spreading her wide, his fingers digging into her flesh just enough to leave marks. 

Liam didn’t hesitate. He sheathed himself inside her with a single thrust, drawing a ragged scream from her lips as Diego’s fingers found her clit, rolling in tight, maddening circles. The audience erupted—cheers, groans, the slick sound of hands working between thighs—but all Ava knew was the relentless stretch of Liam’s cock and the sweet torment of Diego’s touch, the two of them working her body until she was trembling on the edge, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter. 

When it was over, Liam held her close, his lips pressed to her temple as Diego offered water, his smirk knowing. "You’ve got potential, sweetheart." 

Ava’s legs trembled as they left, the echoes of the Grotto still humming under her skin, her body alive in a way it had never been before. Liam’s arm around her waist was the only thing keeping her upright—but the hunger in his eyes promised she wouldn’t stay that way for long.


Chapter 8: The Main Event 

The door barely clicked shut behind them before Liam had Ava pinned against the wall, his body a furnace against her back. The scent of salt and leather still clung to her skin, mingling with the heady musk of their shared arousal. His fingers dug into her hips, possessive and rough, as he dragged his mouth along the curve of her shoulder. The heat of his breath sent goosebumps racing down her spine, his lips tracing a slow, torturous path up the column of her throat. 

"You let him touch you," he growled, teeth scraping the tender flesh beneath her ear. His voice was low, dangerous, the kind of tone that made her thighs clench in anticipation. "Let him flog you, let him watch you come apart." His hands tightened, fingers pressing into the soft give of her skin hard enough to leave marks. 

Ava shivered, her pulse fluttering under his lips. The memory of the Grotto—of the way the other man’s hands had moved over her, the sting of the flogger, the way Liam’s dark eyes had watched from the shadows—sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly. "You wanted me to," she breathed, arching into him. 

Liam’s hand slid between her thighs, fingers gliding through her slick heat with a rough, claiming stroke. The sudden contact drew a gasp from her lips, her body already so sensitive from earlier that even the slightest touch threatened to undo her. "Doesn’t mean I won’t remind you who you belong to," he murmured, his fingers circling her clit with just enough pressure to make her whimper. 

She gasped as he spun her around, her back hitting the wall hard enough to knock the breath from her lungs. His kiss was bruising, all teeth and tongue, his hands dragging her dress up until the fabric bunched at her waist. There was no teasing, no slow build—just the raw, unfiltered need that had been simmering since the Grotto. His fingers hooked into the delicate lace of her panties, tearing them away with a sharp tug that sent another jolt of arousal straight through her. 

Liam broke the kiss only to drag her toward the balcony, the warm night air wrapping around them like a second skin. The distant laughter of other guests floated up from the resort below, but Ava barely registered it—not when Liam bent her over the railing, her bare ass exposed to the open air. The cool breeze ghosted over her heated skin, a stark contrast to the fire burning inside her. 

"Anyone could see," she breathed, the thrill of exposure sending a fresh rush of wetness between her thighs. The idea of being caught, of some stranger glancing up and witnessing her like this—spread open, completely at Liam’s mercy—only made her clench around nothing, aching for him. 

Liam’s palm cracked against her ass, the sharp sting making her cry out. "Let them," he growled, his voice thick with possession. His fingers traced the reddening skin before delivering another sharp slap, the pain melting into pleasure almost instantly. 

He didn’t give her time to recover. His cock slid into her with one brutal thrust, stretching her, filling her so completely she saw stars. The stretch was exquisite, the way he filled her to the brink almost too much to bear. His grip on her hips was ironclad, fingers sure to leave bruises as he fucked her with deep, punishing strokes. Every snap of his hips drove her harder against the railing, the metal digging into her skin, the danger of being seen only heightening the pleasure coiling tight in her belly. 

She could feel the way his body moved against hers, the muscles in his back flexing under her fingertips as she clung to him. The sounds of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, mixed with the distant hum of the resort below, creating a symphony of sin that only spurred them both on. 

When he finally pulled out, Ava whimpered at the loss, her body clenching around nothing, desperate for more. But Liam wasn’t done. He dragged her into the bathroom, steam already fogging the glass walls as he turned the shower on full blast. The water was scalding, but she barely felt it—not with Liam pressing her against the slick tiles, his mouth claiming hers as his hands roamed her body with rough, desperate need. 

His fingers tangled in her hair, tilting her head back as his lips trailed down her throat, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin. The water cascaded over them, droplets catching on his lashes as he looked down at her, his gaze dark with hunger. 

He lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist as he pinned her to the wall. The first thrust stole her breath, the angle so deep she could feel him in her ribs. Water sluiced over them, his skin hot under her nails as she clung to him, her moans lost in the steam-filled air. His rhythm was relentless, each movement driving her higher, her body tightening around him as pleasure built like a storm inside her. 

By the time they stumbled back to the bed, Ava was trembling, every nerve alight. Liam flipped her onto her stomach, spreading her legs wide before sinking into her again, his rhythm relentless. His fingers tangled in her hair, pulling just enough to make her arch into him, her body pliant and eager under his control. 

When he finally rolled her onto her back, hooking her legs over his shoulders, their eyes locked. There was no teasing now, no games—just the raw, unfiltered connection between them as he drove into her, his thrusts growing erratic. 

"Come for me," he demanded, his voice rough. 

Ava shattered, her climax crashing over her so hard she barely registered Liam’s own release, his groan muffled against her throat as he spilled inside her. The aftershocks left her trembling, her body boneless as he finally stilled above her. 

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs, the sheets damp with sweat and the lingering scent of sex. Liam’s fingers traced idle patterns over the marks on her skin, his touch unexpectedly tender. 

"Perfect," he murmured, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. 

Ava smiled, her body humming with satisfaction, already craving more. The night wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 9: Morning Glory 

Golden light spilled across the tangle of limbs and sweat-damp sheets, painting Ava’s skin in honeyed streaks. The marks from Diego’s flogger stood out in stark contrast—deep red welts and the faintest imprints of teeth where Liam had reclaimed her last night. His fingers traced the bruises now, a slow, possessive drag that made her arch into his touch even before she was fully awake. The pads of his fingers lingered on the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, pressing just hard enough to make her breath catch. She could still feel the ghost of his grip from hours before, the way he had pinned her wrists to the headboard while Diego’s flogger had bitten into her flesh. 

Liam’s mouth found the curve of her neck, his teeth scraping the tender skin as he rolled her beneath him. There was no hesitation, no slow build—just the thick press of his cock nudging between her thighs, still slick from the night before. He filled her in one smooth thrust, drawing a sigh from her lips as her body stretched around him. The stretch was delicious, the kind of fullness that made her toes curl and her back arch off the mattress. His hands slid beneath her, gripping her ass as he pulled her even closer, grinding his hips in slow circles to ensure she felt every inch of him. 

This was different from last night’s frenzy. Slow. Deep. Purposeful. His hips rolled in a lazy rhythm, each movement designed to wring pleasure from her in long, molten waves. Ava hooked her legs around his waist, nails scoring his back as she matched his pace, their bodies moving like the tide beyond the open balcony doors. The sound of the ocean was a distant murmur beneath the slick, wet slide of their bodies, the quiet gasps and whispered curses that passed between them. She could feel the tension coiling in her belly, the slow burn of pleasure building with every drag of his cock inside her. 

By the time he spilled inside her, they were both breathless, the sheets tangled impossibly tighter. His weight pressed her into the mattress, his lips brushing her collarbone as he caught his breath. She could feel the pulse of him still inside her, the warmth of his release making her clench around him in lazy aftershocks. 

Breakfast was an indulgence of ripe mango, flaky pastries, and champagne that fizzed against Ava’s tongue. The resort’s open-air pavilion was alive with the murmur of other guests, their gazes lingering on Ava’s near-naked form beneath the sheer sarong that did nothing to hide the marks beneath. The fabric clung to her curves, the morning breeze teasing the hem higher with every shift of her legs. She could feel the heat of Liam’s stare as she licked mango juice from her fingers, the way his jaw tightened when she caught a drop with the tip of her tongue. 

Liam’s thigh pressed against hers beneath the table, a silent dare in the curve of his smirk. Her fingers traced the seam of his shorts before slipping inside, her palm cupping the hard heat of him. His breath hitched, but he didn’t stop her—just leaned back in his chair, watching her through heavy-lidded eyes as she sank beneath the tablecloth. 

The space beneath the table was warm, intimate, the scent of salt and sun and Liam’s arousal thick in the air. She took him into her mouth with no preamble, her lips sealing tight around his shaft. The taste of salt and skin filled her senses as she worked him with slow, deliberate strokes, her tongue circling the head with every upward glide. His fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her pace, but she didn’t need the direction—she knew exactly how to make him lose control. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard as she pulled back, then swallowed him down again, her throat working around him. Liam’s knuckles whitened around his coffee cup, but his voice stayed low and steady when a passing waiter asked if he needed anything. 

“No,” he said, his fingers tightening in her hair. “I have everything I want.” 

The choked groan he muffled when she swallowed him down was worth every second. She could feel the way his thighs tensed, the way his hips jerked involuntarily as she took him deeper, her nails digging into his thighs to keep him still. When he finally came, it was with a low curse, his release spilling hot and bitter over her tongue. She licked him clean, slow and thorough, before finally pulling back, her lips swollen and glistening. 

After, they wandered toward the beach, the white sand already dotted with sunbathers in various states of undress. Ava’s skin prickled under the weight of lingering stares—some curious, others hungry—and she leaned into Liam’s side, her fingers threading through his. The sun was high now, the heat of it sinking into her bones, but it was nothing compared to the fire that burned low in her belly every time Liam’s thumb brushed over her knuckles. 

It was the group of men from last night who approached first, their smiles sharp with recognition. 

Liam’s grip on her waist tightened for only a second before he let go entirely, nodding once. Ava didn’t have time to brace herself before hands were sliding over her hips, her waist, guiding her toward a vacant lounge chair. A dark-haired man with sun-bronzed skin knelt between her thighs, his tongue already lapping at her folds before the first moan could escape her lips. His mouth was hot, relentless, his fingers spreading her open as he devoured her. Another palmed her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingertips as the first man worked her into a panting mess. The contrast of sensations was overwhelming—the rough scrape of calloused fingers against her nipple, the wet, slick heat of a tongue circling her clit. 

She lost count of the hands, the mouths, the way her body was pulled and stretched and filled. Someone pressed into her from behind, his cock sinking deep into her ass while another slid between her lips, his grip tight in her hair. The slap of skin on skin drowned out the sound of the waves, the spectators’ murmurs blending with her own gasps. She could feel the way her body stretched to accommodate them, the delicious ache of being so full, so thoroughly used. The man behind her set a brutal pace, his hips slamming into her with enough force to rock her forward, driving her onto the cock in her mouth. She gagged around him, her throat working as he fucked her face with slow, deliberate thrusts. 

When Liam finally stepped forward, the men parted for him like water, leaving Ava breathless and glistening in the sunlight. His fingers dug into her hips as he flipped her onto her stomach, his cock dragging through her wetness before he pushed into her with one sharp thrust. 

“Mine,” he growled, the word vibrating against her spine as he fucked her with slow, deliberate strokes. 

She came apart beneath him, her nails digging into the sand as he followed her over the edge, his release filling her with a rush of heat. 

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs on a discarded towel, Liam’s fingers tracing idle circles between her thighs as the sun climbed higher. Around them, the sounds of pleasure mingled with the ocean breeze—but for now, there was only the weight of his body against hers, and the unspoken promise that the day wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 10: Checking Out 

The sheets clung to Ava’s skin, damp with sweat and the musky scent of their lovemaking. The morning light spilled through the sheer curtains, painting the room in golden hues, illuminating the aftermath of their passion—the tangled sheets, the pillows strewn carelessly across the floor, the faint red marks where Liam’s teeth had grazed the soft flesh of her inner thigh. She stretched languidly, her body humming with the deep satisfaction of a night spent in relentless pleasure, every muscle loose and warm. When she turned her head, she found Liam already watching her, his dark eyes heavy with desire, his lips curled into that slow, knowing smirk that never failed to send a thrill through her. 

His fingers trailed down her side, rough and possessive, tracing the curve of her waist before slipping between her thighs. She was still tender from the night before, every nerve alight with sensitivity, but the moment his thumb found her clit, rolling in slow, deliberate circles, she gasped, her hips lifting instinctively toward his touch. Liam didn’t hesitate—his mouth followed, sealing over her with a deep, filthy stroke of his tongue that made her fingers twist in his hair, pulling him closer. 

They took their time, savoring each other in the quiet intimacy of the morning. His lips traced every mark he’d left on her skin—the faint bruises along her collarbone, the reddened patches where his stubble had scraped against her breasts. She arched beneath him, her nails dragging down his back as he slid inside her with a slow, deep thrust, filling her completely. There was no rush, no frantic urgency—just the steady, intoxicating rhythm of their bodies moving together, the heat between them building with every unhurried stroke. She could feel the tension coiling tighter, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps as pleasure wound its way through her. When she finally came, it was with a shuddering cry, her body clenching around him as he followed her over the edge, his groan muffled against her throat. 

But reality was relentless. The sound of zippers and rustling fabric soon filled the room as they packed, each item folded and tucked away with reluctant precision. Ava’s fingers lingered on the flogger Diego had used on her, its smooth leather still warm from where it had been resting in the sunlit corner. The memory of its sting against her skin sent a shiver down her spine. 

Liam caught her wrist, pulling her close, his breath hot against her ear. “One last show,” he murmured, his voice rough with promise. 

The shower was all glass, offering no privacy, and Ava reveled in it, pressing her palms against the slick tiles as the water cascaded over her skin. Liam’s hands gripped her hips, his cock sliding into her with a groan that echoed off the steam-clouded walls. He fucked her hard, each thrust a possessive claim, his teeth sinking into the curve of her shoulder as she cried out, her climax crashing over her in relentless waves. 

Dressed and packed, they made their way to reception, where Marco waited with a knowing smirk and a sleek black box. Inside, nestled in plush velvet, was the silicone replica—a perfect, intimate memento of their time here. 

“For the memories,” Marco said, his voice low and teasing. Liam’s grin was wolfish as he tucked the box into his bag, his fingers brushing Ava’s waist in a silent promise of what was to come. 

The resort doors slid shut behind them, but the heat between them was far from extinguished. Liam’s hand found hers, his grip firm, his thumb tracing slow circles against her skin. 

“Next time,” he said, and the hunger in his voice sent a shiver down her spine. 

Ava smiled, glancing back one last time at the place that had awakened something wild and untamed in them both. “Next time,” she agreed, her voice a whisper of anticipation, “we don’t hold back.” 

The tropical air clung to their skin as they walked away, but the echoes of their moans still lingered in the halls behind them—unfinished, restless, waiting for their return.

cover.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




