
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1 

The taxi's tires crunched against the crushed shell driveway as it finally rolled to a stop before the Puerto Breeding Resort's gilded gates. Lila's fingers trembled not from fear but from anticipation as she handed over her luggage to a valet whose knowing smirk hinted at the decadence waiting just beyond the palm trees. The resort's brochure had been tantalizingly vague—"luxurious hedonism in paradise"—but nothing could have prepared her for the real thing. Terracotta pathways wove through gardens thick with the heady scent of hibiscus and saltwater, the distant rhythmic slap of waves against infinity pool edges teasing her like a lover's whisper. No limits, the email had promised. Her stomach fluttered with a mix of nervousness and reckless longing. 

Margo was waiting in their shared villa, sprawled across a velvet chaise like a sun-drunk goddess—her translucent sarong barely clinging to her hips, the silver collar glinting around her throat in the dappled light. "Late," she purred, not bothering to rise from her languid pose. Her eyes crawled over Lila, lingering on the modest sundress that suddenly felt suffocatingly conservative. "But you'll learn punctuality matters here. Or… suffer for it." 

Lila's gaze darted to the collar, her mind racing. "Is that… required?" she asked, voice barely above a whisper. 

Margo's laughter was low and throaty, the sound doing unspeakable things to Lila's core. "Required?" she echoed, standing to circle her new roommate with predatory grace. Her fingers trailed over Lila's arm, leaving gooseflesh in their wake. "Darling, it's an honor. Free-Use Rules, remember? This little trinket tells everyone you're open for any business—from a whispered promise in the hallways to a midnight gangbang in the spa." She plucked a duplicate collar from a lacquered box on the nightstand, the metal gleaming like a challenge. "Yours. Don't lose it. At least… not until someone takes it." 

The collar felt heavier than it looked, the metal cold against Lila's skin as she fumbled with the clasp. Margo's hands—warm and utterly in command—closed over hers, guiding her fingers with deliberate slowness. "There," she murmured, her breath hot against Lila's ear. "Now you're official." 

"Official what?" Lila whispered, her pulse racing. 

Margo's grin sharpened, all teeth and mischief. "Official prey," she purred. "And trust me, darling… the hunt starts now." 

Outside, the pool glittered under the midday sun like liquid silver, ringed by cabanas and lounging bodies that seemed to writhe in the heat. Lila's borrowed bikini—a scrap of teal lace Margo had tossed at her with a smirk—left little to the imagination, the thin fabric clinging to her damp skin as she padded barefoot toward the water. Every step felt like a betrayal, every sway of her hips a silent invitation. 

That's when she saw him. 

Chase leaned against the pool's edge, whistle dangling from his lips, his lifeguard-red shorts clinging to hips that moved with a swimmer's powerful grace. His eyes—hazel, flecked with gold—locked onto hers with unapologetic hunger. "New blood," he called, voice smooth as the rum they served at the tiki bar, laced with a promise of danger. "Better memorize the rules fast, sweetheart. This isn't a vacation. It's a trial." 

"Rules?" Lila swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. 

He pushed off the tiles, water sluicing down his chest in rivulets that made her mouth water. "First lesson?" he said, lifting the whistle. "When you hear this—" the shrill sound split the air "—you drop. Knees wide, ass up, pretty collar on display. Like an offering." 

Her face burned with a mix of shame and something far more primal. Margo materialized beside her, already sinking into the pose with practiced ease, her sarong pooling around her thighs like silk. "Show him, Lila," she coaxed, her voice dripping with challenge. "Or do you need a demonstration? A little… guidance?" 

Lila's knees hit the hot concrete with a soft thud, the position feeling absurd, vulnerable—her spine arched, palms flat, the sun baking her bare back like an oven. Chase's shadow fell over her, dark and possessive. 

"Good girl," he murmured, his fingers brushing the nape of her neck where the collar bit into her skin, a silent reminder of her new status. "Now stay just like that… until I say otherwise. Or," he added, his breath hot against her ear, "until someone else claims you." 

Somewhere nearby, a guest chuckled—the sound dark and appreciative. Lila closed her eyes, her heart pounding in her chest, the resort's motto echoing in her head like a mantra: No limits. 

She wondered how far hers would bend.

Chapter 2

Sunlight seared Lila’s shoulders as she shifted on the scorching pool deck, the turquoise water blindingly blue as it caught the midday glare—each ripple a taunt against her simmering skin. Her neon-green bikini straps dug into her flesh, still damp from Margo’s earlier appraisal, the fabric clinging like a second skin that refused to let go. That silver collar—game for anything—felt heavier now, a shackle and a promise fused into one, its cool metal warming against her pulse. 

The whistle’s shriek sliced through the humid air like a threat, making her stomach flip in anticipation. 

Chase loomed at the pool’s edge, his shadow stretching toward her like a predator, his bare feet sinking into the hot concrete as if claiming territory. Sunlight glinted off the silver whistle between his teeth, the cord taut against his sweat-slicked neck, droplets of water cascading down his carved chest from his earlier swim. “Position one!” he barked, biceps flexing as he jabbed a finger at her feet. “Now, new girl.” His voice was low, rough, promising pain and pleasure in equal measure. 

Lila dropped. Too fast, too desperate. Her knees hit the concrete with a sharp crack that drew gasps from the nearby loungers, their tanned skin glistening with sunscreen and envy. Palms slapped wet tile as she shoved her hips upward, bikini bottoms riding high between her cheeks, the fabric biting into tender flesh like teeth. Her wobbling ass was on full display, the cool pool breeze a cruel contrast to the heat pooling between her legs. 

“Tsk.” Margo’s bare feet padded into view, toenails painted blood-red, her hips swaying with every step. “Arch into the curve, darling,” she purred, her tongue—hot and wet—dragging up Lila’s inner thigh, leaving a trail of saliva in its wake. “Like this.” Margo sank beside her, spine a perfect parabola, ass lifted like an offering to the sun. The contrast between them was brutal: surrender versus shame, experience versus raw need. 

Chase’s shadow swallowed them both, his calloused fingers skating down Margo’s spine before gripping Lila’s trembling hip. “Better,” he purred, his thumb hooking beneath her bikini bottom, peeling the fabric down to reveal the full, quivering curve of her ass. The air hit her exposed skin like a brand. “But protocol demands…” His palm hovered, a silent threat. “Consequences.” 

The crack of his palm against her bare flesh echoed across the pool, a sharp slap that sent heat blooming. Pleasure-pain pooled low in Lila’s belly, turning her knees to jelly. She gasped, eyes fluttering shut, her back arching deeper as if begging for more. Margo laughed, teeth grazing Lila’s earlobe, her breath warm against her overheated skin. “Breathe through it, rookie. That’s just the welcome mat.” 

Chase’s other hand slid between Margo’s thighs from behind, two thick fingers plunging into her without preamble, drawing a guttural moan as she rocked back onto his hand. “Hear that?” he growled, fingers working Margo with obscene ease, his knuckles brushing Lila’s inner thigh. “That’s how you thank a man for correction.” The wet sounds filled the air, mingling with the distant hum of the pool filter, driving Lila’s thighs together in desperation. 

Lila’s thighs clenched, her own slickness soaking the wedged fabric as Chase withdrew his glistening fingers. He pressed them to her mouth, Margo’s essence glistening. “Suck. Learn obedience on your tongue.” The command was rough, his touch insistent. 

Salt, musk, and something verdant flooded Lila’s senses as she closed her lips around his digits, her tongue swirling automatically. The taste was primal, igniting a hunger that hollowed her. When he pulled free, Chase’s smirk cut like a blade. “Good girl. Now…” 

He snapped. A server appeared, extending a sweating glass of mango nectar—and Margo’s mouth descended, stealing Lila’s gasp in a kiss that tasted of tequila and conquest. Margo’s hand slid between Lila’s legs, fingertips tracing the soaked seam of her bikini, teasing the fabric away from her swollen lips. “Rule one,” she breathed, tongue flicking Lila’s lower lip. “Obedience unlocks every door here.” Her teeth nipped Lila’s chin before she pulled away, leaving her panting. 

The whistle screamed a third time. Lila’s hips shot up faster now, spine curving with newfound precision—a silent plea for another slap, another lesson, another bruise to throb beneath the relentless sun. Chase’s approving chuckle rumbled through her as his knuckles brushed her exposed cheek, the touch light, almost affectionate. 

This, she realized as heat pulsed between her legs, was how limits shattered—how the rules became the game, and the game became her truth.

Chapter 3 

The Puerto Breeding Resort’s pool shimmered like a lapis lazuli canvas under the full, unrelenting sun, its edge where Lila’s toes curled against the scorching tile, her skin glimmering with a sheen of salt and submission. The resort-issued bikini—a fragile lacework of periwinkle straps and triangles—clung to her damp skin like a second, too-tight skin, the thong wedged so deep between her ass cheeks it felt sewn there. When Chase’s whistle cut the air—sharp and commanding—her breath hitched. Around her, collared bodies shifted into Position Four, a synchronized display of surrender: palms splayed on wet stone, knees splayed obscenely wide, hips canted upward in shameless offering. 

Lila mirrored them instinctively, the posture wrenching her open—thighs trembling with the strain, the floss of her bikini bottom digging into swollen, needy flesh. The breeze ghosted over her exposed curves, carrying the salt-tang of the sea and the low, appreciative murmur of spectators. She felt their greedy stares like brands—on the dip of her spine, the clench of her ass, the glistening cleft she could no longer hide. The heat of their attention prickled her skin, drawing out beads of sweat that traced slow paths down her ribs, between her breasts, over the tense knob of her navel. 

“Lovely,” Chase drawled, his shadow draping over her like a shroud as he stalked the pool’s edge, sandals whispering against wet tile. His voice dripped with the promise of pain, the edge of a threat. “But this pussy—” A knuckle grazed her soaked bikini seam, making her jerk like a marionette. “—is clenched tighter than a virgin’s fist. Disappointing.” His breath was hot on the nape of her neck, lips brushing the resort collar’s supple leather as a warning. 

Before she could bite back the whimper clawing her throat, his whistle sliced the air—two jagged, commanding bursts. The inspection signal. 

Calloused fingertips traced the hollow beneath her ass, stroking the crease where thigh met cheek with deliberate slowness. “Rule Six, pet.” His grip on her collar tightened, forcing her head back until her throat arched like an offering. “Public compliance is non-optional. And you…” He ground the words against her earlobe, teeth nipping at the sensitive rim. “…are dripping defiance.” 

Margo materialized as the third whistle blast echoed—sharp, staccato, final. “Punishment protocol!” Chase announced, his thumb pressing against Lila’s fluttering pulse, and the pool deck around them melted into a blur of shifting skin and hungry breaths. “Cabanas. Now.” 

The silk curtains of the cabana billowed like captive clouds, gauzy barriers that hid nothing but tantalized everything. Margo pushed Lila onto the velvet-upholstered chaise, the fabric cool against her burning skin, its nap catching at her sweat. Chase loomed by the entrance, unbuckling his shorts with agonizing leisure—zipper teeth parting to reveal the bulge of his cock, already swollen and urgent against the fabric. His shaft sprang free, thick and impatient, casting a shadow across Lila’s thighs as if claiming them. 

“Oral edification,” he commanded, nodding at Margo, voice dripping with promise. “Teach her how we worship here.” 

Margo’s grin was all teeth, a predator’s smile. She knelt between Lila’s splayed legs, her tongue painting a molten stripe up one inner thigh—higher, higher, until Lila’s breath stuttered. “Rule Nine,” she murmured against Lila’s trembling flesh, breath ghosting over sensitive skin. “Punishment is pleasure wearing a mask.” Her teeth nipped the crease of Lila’s hip, sending a jolt of pain through her. “Let’s peel it off.” 

The bikini bottom tore with a soft snick, leaving Lila bare and glistening. She gasped as humid air kissed her bare cunt, but Margo’s mouth was already there—a slow, devouring lick from perineum to clit that stole her breath, her moan, everything. 

“Eyes on me,” Chase growled, fisting his cock. Pre-come beaded at the tip, glinting under the cabana’s filtered light. 

Margo lifted her head, lips glistening, and engulfed him in one fluid motion, throat working around his girth, a symphony of wet suction and choked moans. Chase’s hips pistoned, fingers knotting in Margo’s hair as she hollowed her cheeks, her nose bumping his sac with each downward stroke. 

“Your turn,” he rasped, dragging Lila forward by her collar until her nose bumped his sac, the musk of him flooding her senses—salt and leather and something darker, primal. “Copy her technique. Every suck, every swallow.” 

Lila’s first lick drew a hiss—his body stiffening as her tongue swiped over the weeping slit. Margo guided her chin, angling her mouth. “Flatten your tongue here—” she demonstrated on Chase’s crown, swirling—“and suck like you’re draining venom.” 

Lila obeyed, the taste of him—musky, bitter—flooded her senses as she took him deeper. Margo’s fingers found Lila’s clit, circling in time with her bobbing head. “Yes,” Margo purred as Lila’s moan vibrated against Chase’s shaft. “Fuck his cock with your throat.” 

Chase snarled, thrusting harder—his grip in Lila’s hair tightened until her scalp stung. “Such a clever pet,” he choked out, his release spurting hot and bitter down her throat. She swallowed convulsively, Margo’s fingers working her to a sudden, wrenching climax that left her shaking, thighs slick with mingled spend. 

When sunlight blinded Lila as they stepped back onto the pool deck, her knees threatened to buckle, thighs trembling with aftershocks. Margo caught her elbow, laughter like honeyed rum. “See?” She tapped Lila’s collar, now warm from her skin, supple with use. “Submission isn’t a cage.” 

Lila touched the leather band, no longer a shackle but a second skin. Chase’s whistle trilled—three ascending notes—and this time, her hips lifted in perfect, eager compliance. The crowd’s approving murmur followed her as she arched higher, sweat painting her spine. Pleasure, she realized, wasn’t a gift here. 

It was a language—and she was finally learning to speak.

Chapter 4 

The sun had long since abandoned its post, sinking beyond the palms like a horny god tired of his own show. Lila’s skin sizzled—partially from Chase’s fingers tracing the curve of her ass, partially from the lingering blaze of Margo’s stare. 

“Time to earn that collar, little bird,” Margo purred, her breath warm against Lila’s damp neck as they padded through the cabana’s sand-scented gloom. The deck creaked beneath their feet, a lazy rhythm that seemed to match the pulse throbbing between Lila’s thighs. 

Across the water, Chase’s whistle split the air—a sharp, dirty promise. The women in the shallow end shifted, their collars glinting like captured stars in the fading light. Margo’s nails dug into Lila’s hip just hard enough to leave marks. 

“Marco Polo,” Chase announced, his voice dripping with all the unspoken rules of the game. “Tagged girls assume the hunter’s choice of position.” His gaze found Lila—slow, deliberate—before lingering on the way the pool water clung to her thighs like a lover’s final caress. 

She wanted to shiver, to arch into that look, but Margo’s grip kept her pinned to the spot. The game began with a splash, bodies colliding beneath the surface in a tangle of limbs and gasps. Lila darted forward, the water parting around her like silk. When Sasha’s fingers closed around her ankle, yanking her beneath the waves with predatory ease, Lila surfaced panting. 

“Knees apart,” Sasha ordered, her voice smoke and honey as she loomed over Lila. The bottom of the pool scraped against her knees, cool tile beneath her overheated skin. Sasha’s fingers dipped beneath the bikini straps—slow, teasing—before delving beneath the fabric. Nails grazed the swollen flesh between Lila’s thighs, sending a jolt up her spine. 

“Hands behind your back, sweet thing,” Sasha murmured, her thumb pressing against Lila’s clit with a feather-light touch that made her whimper. The sound was lost in the splash of water as Chase heaved a pool noodle at Bianca, striking her across the ass with a wet crack. 

Across the pool, Margo arched beneath Jade’s mouth, her nipples pebbling in the humid air as the blonde sucked dark marks into the swell of her breasts. Chase’s shadow fell over Lila, his breath hot against her ear. “Distracted?” 

She jumped—she hadn’t heard him approach. “I was…” 

“Lying’s a punishable offense,” he purred, his fingers skating down her spine to cup her ass. “But we’ll address that later.” 

The game shifted—floats splashing into the water, obscene lips pouting toward the sky. Chase’s voice cut through the chaos. “Float or Fuck. Loser gets… personal instruction.” 

Lila scrambled onto a raft, thighs clamping the slick surface as the water rocked beneath her. Margo’s raft bumped hers, sending ripples through Lila’s core as her friend’s toes skimmed her inner thigh. “Don’t fall,” Margo purred, rocking her hips to tip Bianca into the water with a shriek. 

The pool dissolved into carnage—limbs tangling, laughter sharpening into gasps. Lila clung to the bobbing vinyl, muscles trembling as Jade’s fingers closed around her ankle. She twisted away, the sudden motion sending a jolt through her clit where it ground against the raft. 

Margo’s hand shot out—a blur of tanned skin and cherry-red nails—and yanked. 

Water rushed up to meet Lila, cool and shocking after the sun’s glare. She broke the surface sputtering, only to find Chase’s chest pressed against her back, his erection a steel bar beneath his trunks. 

“Hold your breath,” he growled. 

The world plunged into muffled blue silence as he pushed her under. His shorts vanished in the depths—she felt the hot slide of his cock against her lips before she opened them, salt and chlorine flooding her mouth as he thrust into her throat. Water distorted the sounds of her gagging into something primal, obscene. When they surfaced, the other women cheered, Margo’s grin sharp enough to cut glass. 

“Told you he gives good lessons,” she drawled, floating on her back with her nipples breaking the water’s surface like tiny islands. 

Ice cubes trailed along inner thighs, leaving trails of numbing heat. Feathers danced between spread toes, tickling up the insides of calves. A purple vibrator passed from mouth to mouth during the relay—Lila nearly dropped it when the buzz against her tongue sent shocks straight to her clit. She won the round by grinding against Jade’s thigh until the blonde shuddered, her moan swallowed by Bianca’s kiss. 

Twilight painted the sky in bruised hues when Chase crooked his finger. Lila climbed from the pool without hesitation, water sluicing down her shaking legs as she followed him toward the shadowed cabanas. The air clung to her like a second skin, heavy with the scent of coconut oil and arousal. 

Margo’s laughter followed her. “Who knew our shy girl would turn into such a greedy thing?” 

Lila glanced over her shoulder, her smile a secret whispered against Chase’s collarbone as he pulled her into darkness. The echo of water against tile mingled with the slick sounds from the cabana—Chase’s growl, the wet slap of skin on skin, her own choked cries as he bent her over the lounge chair. 

Submission wasn’t a cage here. 

It was an open mouth, waiting to be filled.

Chapter 5

Midday radiance scorched the Puerto Breeding Resort’s pool area, transforming the water’s surface into rippling panels of molten glass that seemed to melt the very edges of reality. Lila braced herself against the sun-warmed concrete edge, the crimson bikini strings biting into her damp skin like hungry mouths—every flick of her hips sent the fabric scraping against her swollen nipples, taunting her with friction. A droplet—sweat or pool water—trickled down her sternum, carving a glistening path between breasts already heavy with adrenaline, their pointed tips aching against the thin triangles of her swimsuit. 

Margo’s voice sliced through the humid air, dripping with smug satisfaction. “You chase like a virgin on prom night,” she taunted, raking coral-painted nails down Lila’s bicep hard enough to leave four red trails. Then she vanished into the aquamarine haze with a splash, leaving Lila’s skin sizzling. Around them, collared women wove through waist-deep water, their laughter bouncing off wet tiles in a symphony of desire—each one a reminder that here, in this sweltering playground, no rule but surrender applied. The game’s mantra hummed in Lila’s veins like a live wire: catch someone, claim any favor… and let the devil himself judge the price. 

Lila’s breath hitched as a brunette with electric-green nail tips lunged from the depths of the pool like a mermaid with a vendetta. She pivoted—only to collide with a wall of muscle that stopped time. Chase. The attendant’s calloused palms locked around her hips with bruising intensity, his whistle pendant grazing her shoulder as he bent to her ear, his breath hot against her damp skin. “Too desperate to watch your step, sweetheart?” His tongue traced her lobe—a slow, filthy promise—before something cold and humming pressed into her palm. The waterproof vibrator pulsed like a trapped insect against her skin, its lowest setting already making her thighs twitch with banned pleasure. “Clench tight,” he ordered, kneading her ass cheek hard enough to leave marks. “Drop it, and every guest here gets a turn riding you... and I’ll make sure you beg for it.” 

Chaos erupted—water churned, laughter splintered, and Lila sloshed through liquid fire, the vibrating egg threatening to slip free with every step. Each splash against her overheated skin magnified the buzz between her legs, the silicone toy nestling deeper with each heartbeat. She pursued a giggling blonde through the waves, the toy’s intensity mounting with each chase-fueled stride until her nerve endings sang in harmony with its vibrations. When her fingers snagged the girl’s wrist, the blonde spun with dilated pupils, gaze dropping to Lila’s quaking abdomen where the bikini triangles were now soaked through. “Cabin seven,” she panted, voice thick with lust. “I’ll scream your name through the ceiling while you ruin me.” 

Chase’s whistle shattered the air like a guillotine’s blade. “Upgrade!” He waded in, mesh bag sloshing with silicone monstrosities that glistened like weapons—dildos, plugs, straps. “New rule—tag someone, pick their next toy… and make them use it.” 

Lila barely registered the words before Margo cornered her beneath the artificial waterfall’s mist, its droplets pattering against her skin like greedy fingers. A translucent double-ended dildo glistened in Margo’s grip like a venomous eel about to strike. “Suck,” the command brooked no refusal, her voice a velvet whip. 

Cool silicone breached Lila’s lips as the vibrator inside her roared to life, its buzzing vibrato growing syncopated with the pounding of her heart. She hollowed her cheeks, saliva slicking the shaft while Margo watched with wolfish delight, thumb circling Lila’s clit through wet fabric until the sensation blurred into a single, frenzied note. “Deeper,” Margo crooned, fingers twisting in Lila’s hair to yank her head back. The dual assault buckled her knees—water flooded her nostrils as she choked around the dildo, her stomach clenching against the toy still humming inside her. 

High noon arrived with cruel precision, the sun climbing straight overhead like a cold eye. Across the pool, Chase twisted the remote—a single, savage motion. 

The vibrator detonated. 

Lila’s scream echoed off palm fronds as orgasm electrocuted her spine, her back arching until only her heels touched the submerged steps. Water slapped her chin while convulsions wracked her body, her cunt grasping at nothing as the dildo slipped free with a wet pop. Margo’s fingers twisted in her hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat. “Watch him,” she hissed, her breath hot on Lila’s earlobe. 

Chase stood poolside, erection straining his trunks like a rifle barrel, his tongue swiping across bared teeth. “Still hungry for victory?” His voice dripped with challenge, his hand stroking his length through the mesh. 

Lila spat chlorinated water, defiance burning through the humiliation icing her veins. “Try harder,” she shot back, her thighs trembling as she pushed upright in the water. 

His grin turned feral. The remote arced through humid air into a redhead’s waiting hand—a challenge accepted. “Then suffer for it,” he growled. 

The vibrator reignited—a jackhammer against her cervix, its vibrations so intense her vision blurred. Lila dug nails into wet tile as the crowd leaned closer, breathless, their faces a blur of hunger and lust. She wouldn’t break. 

Not yet.

Chapter 6 

Chase's fingers tangled in Lila's sodden hair as she slumped against his chest, her lips parted and swollen from his brutal use. Margo collapsed beside them, her skin slick with sweat and arousal, the dildo still lodged inside her, a glistening monument to their depravity. The cabana's air vibrated with satisfied moans and the damp scent of spent bodies. 

"Every inch of you belongs to me now," Chase murmured, his voice rough as he traced the curve of Lila's spine. His other hand found Margo's thigh, his thumb circling her clit in languid strokes. "My toy. My fuckdoll. My queen." 

Lila shuddered at the possessive growl in his tone, her cunt still fluttering around the remnants of his release. Margo's hand found her breast, kneading the tender flesh with bruising intensity. "We're just getting started," she whispered, her breath hot against Lila's ear. "Chase's appetite never stops. And neither does mine." 

Chase's chuckle vibrated through Lila's body as he shifted beneath her, his cock already stirring against her ass. "Time to test her endurance," he declared, his palm coming down in a sharp spank against Lila's cheek. "Margo, flip her over. I want to see her eyes when I split her open again." 

Margo's laughter was wicked as she obeyed, rolling Lila onto her back and pinning her wrists above her head. Chase loomed over her, his cock swaying heavily between her thighs. "Beg for it," he commanded, the head of his shaft teasing her entrance. 

Lila's throat worked around a whimper, her hips arching desperately. "Please, Chase—fuck me harder. Ruin me." 

The plea lit something primal in his eyes. With a feral snarl, he plunged into her, his thrusts relentless as he pounded against her cervix. Margo's mouth sealed over Lila's, swallowing her screams as the orgasm tore through her—white hot and searing. 

When Chase finally pulled out, his release painting Lila's trembling thighs, Margo's fingers slid between them, gathering the evidence of his possession. She brought the glistening digits to Lila's lips, her eyes dark with promise. "Taste what you crave," she murmured. 

Lila's tongue darted out, swiping at the salty offering. Chase's hand fisted in her hair, forcing her gaze to his. "Now you're mine," he rasped. "Body, soul, every fucking breath you take." 

Margo's laughter curled around them, a sensual promise of the depravity to come. As the afternoon sun dipped below the horizon, the cabana's shadows deepened, cradling their tangled, sated bodies. The lesson had only just begun. And Lila's surrender was absolute.

Chapter 7

The whistle’s shrill cut through Lila’s haze of overspent nerves and lingering bliss, Chase’s voice rough with amusement as he addressed the crowd. “Simon says… rotate partners. Let’s see if our star can handle variety.” The command sent a ripple of excited murmurs through the assembly, collars glinting like captive stars as the women shifted positions. 

Chase’s grip never left Lila’s leash, pulling her back against him until the heat of his arousal seared through her bikini bottom. He nipped at her shoulder, the sting sending a fresh jolt to her core. “Embrace,” he growled, guiding her into the arms of the raven-haired stranger she’d eyed earlier. The woman’s hands were warm and firm, one cupping Lila’s breast while the other slid down her stomach, fingers teasing the laid-bare folds. 

Lila gasped, her head falling back against Chase’s chest as the stranger’s tongue traced the curve of her neck. He chuckled darkly, his thumb flicking over her nipple until it stiffened. “Simon says… make her beg.” 

The command sent a shiver through Lila. The dark-haired woman, sensing her hesitation, bit down on the sensitive spot where neck met shoulder. A moan tore from Lila’s throat as fingers delved deeper, stroking her inner walls with deliberate slowness. Chase’s other hand joined the fray, slipping between her thighs from behind until his fingers tangled with the stranger’s. 

The contrast of his calloused fingertips against her slick heat and the stranger’s softer touch sent Lila’s breath into overdrive. Her hips rocked between them, chasing the dual sensations with increasing desperation. A whimper caught in her throat as they teased her, refusing to let her crest over the edge. 

“Beg,” Chase whispered against her ear, his teeth grazing the lobe. The stranger rewarded her silence with a sharp pinch to her clit, making Lila’s legs buckle. 

“Please,” she gasped, her pride dissolving under their touch. “Let me—let me cum.” 

A beat of silence, then Chase’s voice, rough with approval. “Only if you scream his name.” 

The stranger’s fingers curled inside her, stroking that sweet spot as Chase ground his cock against her ass. Lila’s hips jerked wildly, her vision blurring. “Simon!” she wailed, the sound torn from her like punishment as her orgasm seized her. 

The applause this time was louder, laced with laughter and envy. Chase turned her to face him as the stranger melted away, her cheeks flushed. His thumbs wiped the tears from Lila’s lashes. 

“Not done yet,” he warned, guiding her toward the pool’s edge. Water lapped at her toes, icy against her fevered skin. The vibrating egg still thrummed inside her, a constant, maddening presence. 

He nudged her forward until she sat on the concrete lip, legs dangling. “Feet flat on the bottom,” he ordered, peeling the bikini bottom away with a snap. Lila moaned as the cool water enveloped her, the egg’s vibrations echoing through the liquid. 

Then his head disappeared beneath the surface, hot breath ghosting over her folds before his tongue delved inside her. The sensation was electric—water rippling around his invading tongue, the toy thrumming in counterpoint. Lila’s fingers sank into his hair, hips lifting to meet his mouth. 

Chase’s hands gripped her thighs, pushing them wider as he feasted on her. She could feel his approval in the way he growled against her flesh, the vibrations of the sound sending fresh heat through her. 

When he surfaced, his lips glistened, his eyes dark with hunger. “Climb on,” he rasped, tugging her into the water until she straddled his hips. The egg’s hum intensified as water compressed it against her walls. 

With one hand tangled in her hair and the other guiding his cock, he impaled her in one swift thrust. Lila cried out, her fingers clawing at his shoulders as he began to move—each plunge bumping the toy, sending her closer to the edge. 

“Eyes on me,” he snarled, his pace relentless. The pool’s lights danced across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw. Lila could feel the climax building, her inner muscles fluttering around him. 

His grip turned bruising. “Cum with me,” he commanded, his hips slamming into hers one final time. 

She shattered around him, her scream echoing off the tower as his heat flooded her. They clung together, motionless save for the water rippling around their joined bodies. 

Only when the last tremors faded did Chase release her, helping her out of the pool where Margo waited with a plush towel and a smug smile. “Seems Simon’s still grading,” she purred, pressing a kiss to Lila’s flushed cheek. 

Lila could only nod, her legs trembling beneath her. The whistle’s next shrill note made her flinch, but Chase’s fingers intertwined with hers kept her grounded. 

“Exercise break,” he announced, his voice carrying across the glittering water. “Simon says… rest those pretty bones.” 

Margo wrapped the towel around Lila’s shoulders, her lips brushing her ear. “Think you’ve earned it.” 

The laughter that followed was softer, tinged with exhaustion and the quiet thrill of secrets shared. Lila leaned into Chase’s side, the egg’s vibrations still humming inside her—a constant reminder that this was far from over.

Chapter 8 

The sun’s final breath set the horizon aflame, paintbrush strokes of orange bleeding into the turquoise infinity pool. Lila’s skin thrummed like a harp string from the day’s relentless lessons—Margo’s fingers tracing pleasure paths, Chase’s growls that made her pulse stutter. The steel collar around her neck was a cool counterpoint to the heat pooling low in her belly. A breeze carried the musk of salt and sex as Margo’s laughter rolled across the deck, her lips bruised but already curling in anticipation. 

Then Chase’s whistle sliced the thick air—a predator’s call that snapped Lila’s spine straighter. She felt the weight of his gaze like a palpable thing, her thighs slick with sweat and lingering arousal. "Final assessment," he rumbled, boots echoing against wet tiles as he circled her. "Make these fucking vultures jealous." 

Lila swallowed hard, anticipation twisting her insides. She’d spent hours learning the cadence of Chase’s rough praise, the way Margo’s fingers could reduce her to a whimpering mess, how to arch just so under their hands. With excruciating slowness, she unhooked her bikini top. The fabric slid down her torso like a promise, pooling at her feet. Cheers erupted—guests leaning forward, their cocktails forgotten, while collared girls exchanged hungry glances. 

"Position Omega," Chase barked, voice cracking like a whip. "Present." 

The pool’s cool embrace enveloped Lila’s thighs as she bent over the submerged ledge, ass high, pussy gaping toward the crowd. Margo’s shadow fell over her, nails trailing up her spine before gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Stay open, baby," she purred, teeth grazing Lila’s shoulder. "The best sluts take it all." 

A stranger’s calloused palm cracked against her ass—a bearded guest muscled to the front by Chase. Lila gasped, then choked on a moan when thick fingers plunged into her, stretching her ruthlessly. Chase waded into the pool, his cock straining against soaked shorts. His eyes locked on hers as he snapped his fingers. Two collared girls surged forward, their tongues lashing slow, wet circles over Lila’s clit. 

"Watch her discipline," Margo cooed to the onlookers, nails biting into Lila’s flesh as the fingers inside her twisted. "See how her body begs even when her mouth stays shut?" 

Lila’s thighs trembled, her cries fragmented into breathless hitches. Chase fisted her hair, wrenching her head back. "Suck." She opened instantly, taking him to the root as Margo steadied her jaw. The dual invasion was merciless—the thrusting hands, the relentless tongues, Chase’s cock pulsing against her throat. When he came, his cum flooded her tongue, triggering her own climax in a brutal wave that left her vision greying at the edges. 

The crowd roared as bodies descended, mouths and hands claiming every inch of her. Lila lost herself in the chaos—nipples pinched raw, thighs bitten, fingers plunging into her until her limbs went boneless. Only when her knees buckled did Chase haul her up, water sluicing off her shaking form. 

"Atta girl," he growled, draping a gauzy robe around her shoulders—more ornament than modesty—as applause thundered. Margo pressed a sticky kiss below her ear. "Think you can handle the grotto’s currents tomorrow?" 

Lila leaned into Chase’s solid frame, the resort’s ethos humming in her veins like live wire. No safewords, she thought, watching stars prick the bruised sky. No mercy. Her collar felt like a crown. She ached to earn its twin.
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