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Chapter 1: Massage on the Private Jet

The plane lifts off from Dubai. 

The Gulfstream G650 slices through the night sky. 

The engines settle into a low, deep rumble that vibrates in the chest.

Inside the luxury cabin the air is already thick. 

Expensive leather. 

Woman’s perfume. 

That heavy electric charge right before surrender.

Alma sits in one of the wide cream seats. 

Legs crossed with fake elegance. 

The tight black dress clings to every curve of her slim, pale body.

She thinks they’re finally heading back to her mistress’s mansion. 

In a few hours they’ll land and Helena will drag her straight to the big bed. 

Fuck her until she’s wrecked. 

Then let her sleep curled against her skin like a satisfied pet.

She has no idea everything is about to change.

Helena occupies the seat beside her. 

Close enough that their thighs brush with every bump of turbulence. 

The millionaire wears a white pantsuit that looks painted onto her body. 

High, heavy tits strain the fabric. 

An impossible waist. 

Wide, powerful hips. 

Platinum blonde hair falls in perfect waves. 

Cold, hungry blue eyes roam over Alma like she’s already stripping her bare in her mind.

The plane levels out. 

Helena slides her hand onto Alma’s knee. 

Squeezes. 

Nails dig in just enough to remind her who’s in charge.

“My slut…” she purrs, voice low and thick with champagne and authority. 

“You look so eager to get home.”

The younger woman turns her head. 

Smiles. 

Lips parted. 

Already breathing faster.

“So much, Mistress. I just want to get there, drop to my knees, and let you use me until I can’t even close my legs.”

Helena lets out a low, dark laugh. 

Her fingers slide higher up the thigh. 

Lift the hem of the dress without hurry.

“So pretty when you get this needy. So fucking mine.”

She leans in until her lips nearly brush Alma’s ear. 

Hot breath raises goosebumps across her skin.

“Well, I’ve got news for you. We’re not going to the mansion. Not yet.”

Alma opens her mouth. 

Helena presses two fingers against her lips. 

Silences her.

“We’re going to my friend Valentina’s private island. She’s got a wild goddess body and she’s a hell of a lot more vicious than me.”

“While we’re there, you won’t be just mine. You’ll belong to both of us. You’ll do every single thing Valentina tells you to do. Everything. No hesitation. No complaining. Do you understand?”

The words land heavy. 

Hot. 

Straight to Alma’s pussy.

Helena shows her a photo of Valentina. 

Pure dangerous curves. 

Early thirties. 

Skin tanned deep copper. 

Wild brown hair. 

A ridiculously tiny black bikini lost between the cheeks of a round, juicy ass.

The young woman feels her pussy flood with heat instantly. 

Her thong is already glued to her swollen lips.

“Yes, Mistress…” she whispers against Helena’s fingers, voice trembling with excitement. 

“I’ll belong to both of you. I’ll do whatever she wants. Everything.”

Helena smiles. 

Satisfied.

“Good girl. I knew you’d get wet just from hearing that.”

She leans back in her seat. 

Her hand still rests on Alma’s thigh. 

Sliding up and down. 

Brushing closer and closer to the heat between her legs.

Sighs. 

Like the weight of Dubai business still presses on her shoulders.

“These last few days have wrecked my body. I need to hit that island completely relaxed, head empty, pussy satisfied. And you’re going to take care of that for me right now.”

The submissive is already unbuckling her seatbelt before Helena finishes the sentence. 

She slides to the carpeted floor. 

Kneels between her mistress’s spread legs. 

Looks up with big dark eyes full of pure obedience.

Helena watches from above. 

Queen on her leather throne.

“Take off my shoes. Then the pants. I want to feel every part of you. Hands, mouth, tits, pussy… all of it. You’re going to massage me with your whole body until I come so hard my legs shake. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Alma answers, voice rough with need.

Her slim fingers unbuckle the high heels. 

Set them aside with care. 

She slides her hands up the strong calves. 

Squeezes the tense muscles. 

Unbuttons the white pants. 

Lowers the zipper slowly. 

Savors it.

Helena lifts her hips with authority. 

The pants slide off. 

Revealing a black lace thong already drenched. 

Clinging to the thick lips of her pussy.

Alma leans in. 

Kisses the inside of one thigh. 

Then the other. 

Rises with her mouth open. 

Leaves wet trails with her tongue. 

Her hot breath ghosts over the soaked fabric.

The submissive bites the thong. 

Expertly tugs it off with her mouth. 

Helena lifts her hips again to help.

“That’s it, slut…” the dominant growls, fingers tangling in Alma’s black hair. 

“Start with the shoulders. I want to feel your tits against my back while you massage me. And then I want that tongue buried in my ass.”

With a calm motion Helena pushes Alma back a few inches. 

Unbuttons the jacket. 

Pulls off the blouse. 

Lets both drop to the floor.

Helena reclines the seat until it flattens into a bed. 

Stretches out on her stomach, completely naked. 

Arms folded under her cheek. 

Her body a powerful sculpture of curves waiting to be touched.

Alma pulls her dress over her head in one motion. 

Left wearing only the white thong that clings to her shaved pussy.

Helena’s eyes devour her. 

The thin fabric sticks to her pussy lips like a second skin. 

Marks every swollen fold with obscene precision. 

Small, firm tits. 

Nipples hard as stones. 

The curve of her ribs standing out. 

The faint tremble in her thighs as she spreads them. 

A visual feast the dominant savors from her reclined throne.

Alma climbs onto the flat seat. 

Straddles her mistress’s thighs. 

Kneads the shoulders with her hands. 

Rubs her bare tits against the neck and back. 

Nipples tracing hot circles over warm skin.

“Harder,” the dominant orders, eyes closing as she tilts her head back. 

“Like that… fuck, yes. Now lower. Use your mouth. I want to feel your spit running down my spine.”

The submissive obeys instantly. 

Slides lower. 

Kisses every vertebra. 

Licks with her flat tongue. 

Savors the salty sweat and expensive perfume. 

Her tits press flat against Helena’s back. 

Rub shamelessly.

Reaches the curve of the waist. 

Keeps going lower. 

Spreads her mistress’s firm ass cheeks wide with both hands.

Helena growls with pleasure. 

Spreads her legs wider.

“Keep going, slut. Spread them wide. I want your tongue inside my ass before you make me come.”

The jet keeps flying south. 

In the cabin, lit only by dim lights, the pale, obedient submissive buries her face between her mistress’s ass cheeks. 

Her tongue seeks that tight, hot hole. 

Determined to give everything so Helena arrives completely relaxed… and ready to share her.


Chapter 2: The Submissive’s Appetizer

The Gulfstream G650 touches down. 

A smooth landing on the private runway.

The second the door opens, heavy tropical heat slams into them. 

Salt. 

Sand. 

Pure sun. 

The air already smells like sex waiting to happen.

Valentina Rossi waits at the bottom of the stairs. Barefoot. 

Her body gleams with oil. 

She wears a tiny burnt-red bikini. 

Straps so thin they look painted onto her bronzed skin.

Helena steps down first in a white silk robe. 

The two women pull each other into a hard embrace. 

They kiss deep on the mouth. 

Tongues sliding. 

Hands gripping flesh.

Alma hurries into her black dress. 

Comes down the steps on shaky legs. 

In front of her stretches a brutal paradise. 

Blinding white sand. 

Crystal turquoise water. 

Dense vegetation whispering in the breeze.

Valentina’s dark eyes drag over her slowly. 

Like she’s already fucking her with her stare.

“So this is your favorite little slut,” she says in that low voice with a thick Italian accent. 

“Fuck, Helena. Look at that pale skin. It’s going to be covered in red marks and sand before the day is over.”

Alma drops her gaze on instinct.

“Pleasure to meet you, Mistress Valentina.”

Valentina lets out a loud, throaty laugh.

“There’s no ‘pleasure to meet you’ here. While you’re on my island, there’s only sex. A lot of sex. That’s why you came. Is that clear?”

Alma feels her cunt flood at the crude words.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good answer.”

Valentina drives them in an open jeep to her modern glass-and-wood mansion. 

She shows them Helena’s suite first. 

Then leads Alma down a hallway to two narrow doors at the end.

“This is your room. Next door is my submissive Luna’s. Any questions, you ask her. You only get into our beds when one of us orders it. You’ll be available at any time. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Valentina.”

“Perfect. Now take that dress off. I don’t know why you’re still wearing it.”

Alma obeys without hesitation. 

The black dress drops to her feet. 

She stands in nothing but the white thong.

Valentina looks her over slowly. 

Her eyes linger on Alma’s small firm tits. 

On her narrow waist. 

On the smooth, already-wet pussy showing between her legs.

“Come on. To the beach. I want to try you out right now.”

The sun hits hard when they reach the sand. 

Helena and Valentina stretch out on wooden loungers under a wide palm tree. 

Legs spread without shame.

Valentina unties her bikini top and tosses it aside. 

Then she slides the bottoms down until she’s completely naked under the sun. 

She points to the sand right in front of them.

“On your knees. All fours. Now.”

Alma drops immediately. 

Hot sand burns her knees and palms. 

She arches her back deep. 

Pushes her ass high. 

Spreads her knees wide. 

The thong wedges tight between her swollen pussy lips.

“Higher,” Valentina growls. “Push that ass toward us. Spread those legs. I want to see that cunt and that asshole properly exposed.”

Alma obeys, trembling with heat and arousal. 

Sand sticks to her sweaty skin. 

The sun beats down on her back and pale ass. 

Her pussy throbs visibly under the thin fabric. 

Already soaked through.

Helena leans back and smiles with pure pleasure.

“Look at her. Already dripping and we haven’t even touched her yet.”

Valentina sits up a little, heavy tits swaying.

“Because she knows exactly where she belongs. Isn’t that right, whore?”

“Yes, Mistress…” Alma pants, eyes fixed on the sand. 

“Use me however you want. I’m your whore for these days. Do whatever you want with my body.”

Valentina lets out a rough laugh. She snaps her fingers.

“Now crawl. One full circle around the loungers. Ass high the whole time. And when you come back, I want you to spread those cheeks with your own hands and show us both holes. Everything. Nothing hidden.”

Alma starts moving. 

Every shift of her knees drags across the hot sand. 

Her tits hang and sway. 

The sun burns her back. 

She feels both women’s eyes locked on her body. 

Wanting her. 

Owning her.

She completes the circle and returns in front of them, breathing hard.

Valentina runs her tongue over her lips.

“Take that shit off and spread your ass wide. Now.”

Alma pulls the white thong down with shaky fingers. 

Lets it fall in the sand. 

She reaches back. 

Grabs her firm ass cheeks. 

Pulls them apart as far as she can.

Her swollen, shiny cunt is completely exposed. 

Her tight pink asshole opens too. 

Small. 

Clenched.

“Look at me, Mistresses… see how open I am for you,” she moans. 

“Look how my cunt and my asshole are throbbing. They’re ready whenever you want them.”

Valentina lets out a low sound of approval.

“Fuck, what a view. This little whore is going to give us a lot of pleasure.” 

She leans forward. “Crawl closer, slut. Slow. Lick my feet like they’re your last meal.”

Alma crawls forward on the burning sand. 

Ass still raised high. 

Nipples brushing the hot ground. 

Her tongue drags over Valentina’s bronzed foot. 

Tasting oil. 

Salt. 

Warm skin.

Valentina groans and spreads her legs wider. 

Showing off her swollen, glistening cunt.

“Now come up. I want that mouth on my pussy. But don’t you dare lower your ass. Keep it up the whole time.”

Alma buries her face between Valentina’s thighs. 

Her tongue licks the thick lips from bottom to top with hungry strokes. 

The taste is strong. Sweet. Salty. Mixed with coconut oil.

Helena watches from her lounger. 

Eyes fixed on Alma’s pale ass raised high in the air. 

She reaches up and squeezes her own tits. 

Pinches one nipple while she watches.

Valentina grabs a fistful of Alma’s black hair. 

Shoves her face deeper. 

Fucking her mouth with slow rolls of her hips.

“That’s it. Eat it. Get your tongue deep. I want to feel you cleaning my cunt while Helena watches.”

She plants her heel on Alma’s back. 

Forcing her to arch even more.

“Spread that ass wider, whore. I want to see your tight little hole while you eat me. And put two fingers in your own cunt. Fuck yourself while you serve me. I want to hear how wet you are.”

Alma moans against Valentina’s clit. 

She pushes two fingers into her soaked pussy. 

A loud, obscene sound. 

Starts fucking herself hard. 

Knuckles shiny with cream.

The sun burns her spread ass cheeks. 

Helena stands. 

Shrugs off her silk robe. 

Moves behind Alma. 

She coats two fingers with thick spit. 

Pushes them straight into Alma’s ass without warning.

Alma jerks and moans into Valentina’s cunt. 

Helena starts fucking her ass with steady, merciless strokes.

“Keep eating,” Helena orders. “And don’t stop touching yourself for a second. I want to feel you come with my fingers buried in your ass.”

Alma’s whole body shakes. 

Her tongue works faster on Valentina’s swollen clit. 

Her own fingers pound into her dripping cunt. 

Her asshole clenches tight around Helena’s fingers.

Valentina throws her head back. 

Heavy tits rising and falling.

“Fuck… keep going, whore. I want to come on your face while she fucks your ass.”

Valentina comes first. 

A hot, heavy squirt splashes across Alma’s mouth and chin. 

Alma keeps licking through it. 

Swallowing what she can while the Italian woman’s body jerks with violent spasms.

Helena speeds up her fingers in Alma’s ass. 

Lands a sharp slap on one cheek.

“Come now, slut. Come while she fills your mouth.”

Alma breaks. 

A muffled cry escapes her. 

Her cunt clamps hard around her own fingers. 

Hot cream pours down her thighs and mixes with the sand. 

Her asshole spasms around Helena’s fingers.

Valentina reaches down. 

Grabs Alma’s chin. 

Lifts her soaked face. 

The younger woman’s lips are swollen and shiny with the hostess’s juices. 

Valentina smiles with satisfied cruelty.

“Welcome to my island, whore.”

Helena slowly pulls her fingers out of Alma’s ass. 

Wipes them across her spread cheeks.

Valentina, still breathing hard, sits up. 

Points toward the dark line of vegetation behind the beach.

“That was just the appetizer, white girl. Tomorrow they’re taking you into the jungle. The warriors are waiting. The new season is about to begin. Maybe a fresh submissive’s cunt will convince them not to come here.”

Alma feels a cold shiver run through her entire body. 

Valentina’s voice isn’t a promise. 

It’s a sentence.

Tomorrow her pale skin will be handed over to the jungle… 

and something deep inside her already knows nothing will ever be the same again.


Chapter 3: Alone and Naked in the Jungle

The morning sun turns the beach into a white oven. 

Helena and Valentina are completely naked on a blanket spread across the sand. 

Their sweaty, gleaming bodies tangled with Luna’s.

Valentina’s submissive. 

Twenty-two years old. 

Smooth, shiny brown skin. 

Soft but firm curves. 

Short black hair already stuck to her forehead with sweat.

She lies on her side between the two dominants. 

Ass pushed back and open. 

Helena fucks her ass with a thick black strap-on. 

Deep, rhythmic thrusts. 

Each stroke makes Luna’s tits press against Valentina’s body.

Valentina is locked with her in a perfect 69. 

She grinds her cunt down onto Luna’s desperate tongue.

“Deeper, bitch,” the Italian growls, rolling her hips hard. 

“I want to feel you choking on my cunt while my guest destroys your ass.”

Luna moans, muffled. 

Saliva and cream dripping down her chin. 

Valentina keeps licking the girl’s soaked pussy at the same time.

“This whore is going to come before they take Alma into the jungle,” Valentina says without stopping. 

“Look at her, Helena. She’s already squirting like a fountain.”

The sound of a jeep approaching breaks the rhythm. 

The driver appears on the sand path. 

A tall, muscular woman. 

Broad shoulders. 

Defined arms. 

Her dark eyes lock on Alma, who kneels on the sand beside the blanket. 

Wearing only a thin shirt and shorts, no bra.

“Time to go, white girl,” the driver says in a deep, commanding voice. 

“Get in. The tribe leader doesn’t wait.”

The engine roars. 

Alma takes one last look at the scene on the beach. 

Luna shaking between the two dominants. 

Ass exposed. 

Pussy open and shiny. 

Moans getting louder.

The jeep drives into the jungle along a narrow red dirt road. 

Low branches slap the windshield. 

The heat grows thicker. 

Humid. Heavy. 

Clinging to Alma’s skin.

The driver stays silent. 

One hand on the wheel. 

The other resting on her thick thigh.

The jeep stops at a crossroads deep in the dense vegetation. 

Only trees. Green shadows. Distant bird calls.

The driver turns off the engine. 

She looks at Alma.

“Everything off. Take it all off. Now.”

Alma swallows hard. 

She pulls off her shirt with shaky fingers. 

Then her shorts. 

Left in just her panties. 

Her pale skin glows under the filtered sunlight.

“Everything,” the driver repeats, impatient.

Alma hesitates. 

Her hands move to cover her panties.

“Wait… just this…”

The driver lets out a short, dangerous laugh. 

She steps out of the jeep. 

Grabs the thin fabric with one huge hand. 

Yanks hard. 

The panties tear with a loud rip.

Alma stands completely naked. 

Nipples hard from fear and excitement. 

Her smooth, pale pussy exposed to the hot jungle air. 

Her bare feet feel the damp earth and dry leaves.

Fear twists in her stomach. 

But something deeper runs down her spine. 

A burning need that makes her cunt wet. 

Makes her spread her legs slightly.

She has always dreamed of feeling completely vulnerable. 

And this is the closest she has ever been.

The driver looks her up and down with a hungry smile. 

She notices the stiff nipples on Alma’s small, firm tits. 

The pussy already starting to glisten.

“What a filthy little slut. The chief is going to love you.”

She climbs back into the jeep. 

Starts the engine. 

Drives away without looking back, leaving a cloud of red dust.

Alma stands alone in the middle of the crossroads. 

The silence is deafening. 

The sun burns her pale shoulders. 

She feels every drop of sweat running between her tits. 

Down her back. 

Toward her ass.

Her cunt throbs. 

Betraying her. 

Getting wetter with every second of exposure. 

The warm breeze brushes her swollen lips. 

Her sensitive clit.

Then she hears it. 

Branches breaking. 

Heavy footsteps.

Five silhouettes emerge from the thick vegetation. 

Tall women. Athletic bodies. 

Dark skin gleaming with sweat. 

Defined muscles. Firm tits. Wide hips. Powerful thighs.

They wear only leather loincloths. 

Ritual marks cover their arms and torsos. 

Their dark eyes move over Alma’s naked body with intense, almost predatory hunger.

They circle her slowly. 

Closing in.

One of them, the tallest, steps forward. 

She runs a large hand over Alma’s tits. 

Pinches a nipple hard.

Another spreads her ass from behind. 

Pushes a thick finger between her cheeks. 

Rubs it against her tight asshole.

A third shoves two fingers straight into Alma’s cunt. 

No warning. 

Pulls them out shiny with cream.

“So soft…” one murmurs in a rough voice. “The chief Kali is going to enjoy breaking this one.”

Alma trembles. 

Caught between fear and a raw, animal need that makes her spread her legs wider. 

She gives them better access.

The warriors touch her. 

Smell her. 

Open her.

One of them crouches down. 

Licks her cunt in one long, possessive stroke.

The strongest one lifts her without effort. 

Throws her over her shoulder like a trophy. 

Alma’s pale ass stays exposed to the air as they carry her down the path toward the village. 

Swaying with every step.


Chapter 4: Moans in the Chief’s Hut

The journey through the jungle is a blur of wet leaves and branches scratching Alma’s bare skin. 

She hangs over the powerful shoulder of the tallest warrior. 

Every step jolts through her body. 

Her small tits bounce against the woman’s sweaty back. 

Her pale ass stays open and exposed to the hot air. 

Her cunt rubs against the dark, slippery skin of the woman carrying her like fresh meat.

The other four warriors walk around her. 

Rough hands squeeze her thighs. 

Pinch her nipples. 

Push thick fingers between her ass cheeks just to hear her gasp.

They reach the village when the sky is already black. 

Resin torches light wooden huts with thatched roofs. 

A group of women watches in silence from the shadows.

The warrior drops her without care in front of the largest hut. 

Alma falls to her knees on the packed earth. 

Her body shaking.

She feels reality overtaking every fantasy she has ever had. 

Fear tightens her throat. 

But it also lights up every nerve in her body. 

Her cunt is dripping with anticipation.

The chief steps out. 

She is the kind of woman whose mere presence reminds everyone who rules the tribe. 

The warriors who brought Alma take a step back.

Kali. 

Forty years of pure dark power. 

Shining ebony skin. 

Broad shoulders. 

Arms carved with hard muscle and thick veins. 

Her tits are large and heavy, with dark nipples like old coins. 

Flat but strong belly. 

Wide hips. 

Thighs like tree trunks.

Her cunt, visible under the thin strip of cloth, is thick. 

Prominent lips. 

A swollen clit that seems to demand attention.

She looks down at Alma. 

Black eyes gleaming like obsidian.

“So this is the new submissive visiting Valentina’s mansion,” she says in a deep voice that vibrates through Alma’s chest. “Naked. Thin. So fragile she looks like she’ll break with the first thrust.”

Kali steps closer. 

Grabs Alma by the hair. 

Yanks her head back and forces her mouth open. 

She spits directly inside. 

A thick, hot glob.

“Swallow it. And then you’re going to use that mouth for whatever I want.”

Alma swallows. 

The salty, thick taste fills her mouth. 

The fluid slides down her throat like liquid ownership. 

Her body responds by flooding her cunt even more.

Kali leads her inside the hut. 

The interior is warm. 

Lit by a single torch. 

Animal skins cover the floor and a low bed.

Kali sits on the edge. 

Spreads her massive thighs. 

Points to the ground between them.

“Start with my feet. Lick every toe like your life depends on it. Then go up. I want that pale tongue running over every inch of my body until you reach my cunt. And don’t stop until I tell you.”

Alma crawls forward. 

Her tongue touches Kali’s thick, calloused toes. 

She sucks. Licks between them. 

Tastes dirt and sweat. 

She moves up the ankles. 

The hard calves. 

The powerful thighs.

When she reaches the crotch, Kali grabs the back of her neck. 

She slams Alma’s face against her cunt without mercy.

“Now eat. Get your tongue all the way in. I want you to fuck my cunt with your mouth while I drown you in my juices.”

The smell is strong. Animal. Intoxicating. 

Alma buries her face. 

Her tongue pushes in and out. 

Sucking the thick lips. 

Circling the swollen clit.

Kali growls. 

She rolls her hips. 

Fucking Alma’s face with brutal slowness. 

Her juices run down Alma’s chin. 

Down her neck. 

Dripping between the younger woman’s tits.

“Deeper, white girl. I want to feel you cleaning me all the way inside.”

Kali comes for the first time with a low roar. 

She clamps her thighs around Alma’s head. 

Floods her mouth with a hot, thick squirt. 

Alma swallows what she can, choking, eyes watering.

But Kali isn’t finished.

She lifts Alma like she weighs nothing. 

Throws her onto her back on the skins. 

Then climbs on top of her.

The contrast is savage. 

Kali’s powerful body covers Alma completely. 

Heavy tits crush the younger woman’s small ones. 

Thick thighs force Alma’s pale, slender legs wide open.

Kali starts grinding her cunt against Alma’s with hard, deep strokes. 

Tribbing with firm, relentless pressure. 

Her large clit rubbing directly against Alma’s without pause.

“Feel how I own you, slut,” Kali growls, voice rough with pleasure. “Your pink cunt against mine. You’re going to come, but not just from this.”

Every wet slap of flesh makes an obscene sound. 

Their juices mix and drip down Alma’s ass.

“Yes, Chief… my little cunt is squeezing against yours,” Alma moans, pleasure building like fire. “Fuck me with that fat clit until I come screaming.”

Kali pushes one thick finger into Alma’s ass. 

She drives it deep and moves it in slow circles while still grinding their cunts together.

“Ah, Chief! Your finger is opening my ass… but don’t stop…!”

The rhythm is merciless. 

Flesh slapping against flesh inside the hut. 

Kali comes again. 

She screams. Her body convulses on top of Alma, crushing her with her weight. 

Her cunt pours hot juices over Alma’s as she growls like an animal.

Alma feels Kali’s hot fluids bathing her completely. 

Marking her as property.

Kali doesn’t stop.

She flips Alma over. 

Puts her on all fours. 

Alma trembles, ass raised and completely exposed. 

She moans before she even feels the fingers entering her.

Kali spits directly onto Alma’s open cunt. 

Then she starts working her entire hand inside. 

Slowly stretching her to the limit. 

She slaps Alma’s ass with her other hand while her forearm disappears up to the wrist.

“Fuck yes!” Alma cries out, voice thick with lust. “Open me up, Chief! Ruin me from the inside. I’m your personal whore… use my hole and fill it completely!”

“Scream all you want,” Kali pants. “Tonight you’re mine. Every hole. Every moan. Everything.”

“Deeper! Harder!” Alma screams, pushing her ass back against the fist like a bitch in heat.

Kali’s fist stays buried as Alma’s cunt clamps down brutally around it. 

Like a vice.

“I’m coming, Chief! I’m coming with your fist inside me… I can’t stop…!”

Alma comes with a broken scream. 

Her body shakes with violent spasms. 

Her cunt squeezes Kali’s fist like it never wants to let go.

The night is long. 

Very long.

Kali keeps going without pause. 

Fucking her again and again until the torch finally burns out. 

The hut fills with nothing but the wet sounds of flesh and Alma’s broken moans of pleasure.

When silence finally falls, broken only by Kali’s deep snoring, a single thought keeps circling in Alma’s exhausted mind.

What if I become a warrior?

The whisper returns again and again. 

Until she finally falls asleep in Kali’s arms.


Chapter 5: Bound and Surrounded by Warriors

The morning light filters through the leaves as Kali drags Alma out of the hut. 

The pale girl stumbles naked. 

Legs shaking. 

Her cunt still swollen and shiny from the entire night of use.

The warriors are already waiting in the central clearing. 

A circle of packed earth surrounded by huts and dead torches. 

They are all naked. 

Dark skin gleaming with natural oils. 

Heavy tits. Wide hips. Thick, open cunts under the sun.

Kali pushes Alma toward a low wooden platform. 

She secures her firmly. 

Ties her wrists to rings fixed in the wood. 

Spreads her knees to the maximum. 

Ankles locked in place.

Alma ends up on her back. 

Head hanging off the edge of the platform. 

Wrists pinned. 

Knees forced wide apart. 

Her cunt and ass completely exposed to the hungry stares of the tribe.

Kali stands between her spread legs. 

One huge hand resting on Alma’s flat stomach.

“Valentina didn’t warn me you wanted to become a warrior,” the chief says in her deep, low voice. “Since you behaved so well last night, I’m going to give you a chance. First, you’re going to honor the tribe. You’re going to lick every cunt that gets put on your face until it’s clean and satisfied. Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Yes, Chief Kali. Your tribe will be honored under my tongue,” Alma moans, mouth open and ready. “Let them start. I don’t think there’s a cunt that can resist my licking.”

Kali gives an approving nod. 

The women form a line. 

They approach one by one.

The first warrior, thick thighs and a fleshy cunt with dark, swollen lips, lowers herself directly onto Alma’s face. 

She sits down slowly. 

Pressing her hot, wet sex against the younger woman’s open mouth.

“Lick, chosen one,” the warrior orders. “Use your whole tongue. I want to hear you sucking.”

Alma obeys. 

Her tongue slides out. 

She runs it along the swollen lips. 

Spreads them. 

Pushes inside to taste the thick, salty juices. 

The smell is intense. Earthy. Dominant.

The warrior growls. 

She rolls her hips in slow circles. 

Fucking Alma’s face. 

Covering her nose and mouth with hot flesh. 

Juices run down Alma’s cheeks. 

Over her forehead. 

Dripping onto the ground.

The second woman is already waiting. 

As soon as the first one lifts off with a satisfied moan, the next one sits. 

This one has a large, prominent clit. 

Alma sucks on it desperately. 

She sucks hard while Kali pushes two thick fingers into her cunt. 

Opening her. Fucking her with steady strokes to keep her on the edge.

“Faster, whore,” the new warrior barks. “I want to see your tongue disappear inside me.”

The third and fourth women come right after. 

Alma licks without stopping. 

Jaw aching. 

Face soaked in thick cream. 

Every cunt is different. Some juicier. Some tighter. Some with a stronger, muskier taste.

Her licks are long and flat. 

Penetrating. Obedient.

The moans of the women fill the clearing. 

Mixed with the wet, obscene sounds of Alma’s mouth working.

Kali keeps fingering her the entire time.

“Look how her cunt is dripping just from eating,” she laughs, pulling out her shiny fingers and rubbing them against Alma’s clit. “She was made for this.”

The fifth woman sits down harder. 

Almost smothering Alma under her weight. 

The young woman sucks and swallows. 

Her tongue working in and out. 

Licking the woman’s asshole too when she shifts back. 

Alma’s pale face disappears between the warrior’s firm ass cheeks.

When the sixth woman takes her turn, Kali calls out to the others.

“Get ready. As soon as she finishes the line, all of you are going to finger her. Cunt and ass. I want to see her stretched like never before.”

Alma moans against the cunt covering her face. 

Her body trembling. 

Pleasure and humiliation mixing into a wave that makes her soak the platform even more.

The line continues without mercy. 

While the sun rises and the clearing fills with moans and rough commands.

The seventh woman sits with her full weight on Alma’s face. 

Her thick, hot cunt swallows her nose and mouth in one movement. 

Alma can barely breathe. 

But her tongue works with blind fury. 

Licking upward. Penetrating the thick folds. 

Sucking the swollen clit like it’s the only way to survive.

The warrior growls. 

She rocks her hips. 

Fucking Alma’s pale face with short, brutal strokes.

“Deeper, offering. I want you to clean me all the way to my womb,” she orders in a rough voice.

Kali, still between Alma’s spread legs, works three fingers into her already stretched cunt. 

She scissors them. Opens her wider. 

Stretches her inner walls while her thumb rubs Alma’s clit with relentless rhythm.

“Listen to how wet she is. This girl was built to swallow every cunt in the tribe.”

One after another. 

Without giving Alma time to catch her breath. 

Their cunts take turns on her desperate mouth. 

One with thinner lips and almost sweet juices. 

Another with a clit so large Alma has to suck it like a small cock.

Saliva and tribal cream cover her forehead. 

Her cheeks. Her neck. 

It drips into her ears. 

Pools in her black hair stuck to the wood.

When the last woman finishes, Kali calls everyone.

“Now. All at once. Cunt and ass. I want to see her destroyed.”

The women kneel around the platform. 

Strong, hot hands invade Alma’s body. 

Four thick fingers shove into her cunt at once. 

Calloused. Merciless. 

Others push three fingers into her ass. 

Twisting. Driving deep. 

Stretching the tight ring until it burns with pleasure.

Two more fingers pinch and twist her nipples.

Alma arches like a broken bow. 

The pleasure is too fast. 

Her cunt clamps down around the massive invasion. 

Her ass pulses and opens. 

Swallowing the fingers fucking her without rhythm or mercy.

“Yes! Break me!” Alma screams at the warriors. “Open my cunt… ruin my ass… I’m the pale chosen one of the tribe! Fuck me all at once!”

Each woman thrusts at her own pace. 

Some fast and savage. 

Others slow and deep. 

All of them demanding.

Kali leans over her. 

Heavy tits hanging. 

She spits on Alma’s juice-covered face.

“Come, tribe whore. Come with all of us inside you. I want to feel you break.”

Alma explodes. 

Clear cream sprays out around the fingers pounding her. 

Splashing the warriors’ arms. 

Soaking the platform. 

Her ass clenches and flutters in violent spasms. 

Her whole body shakes. 

The ropes creak. 

Her nipples hard as stones.

She cries and comes at the same time. 

Tears mixing with the cream running into her eyes.

Kali laughs. 

She lowers her head. 

Bites Alma’s swollen clit while the hands keep fucking her.

“Again. I want another orgasm. Now.”

Alma obeys with a muffled howl. 

The second orgasm rips through her even harder than the first. 

Thicker squirts. 

Her body convulses so violently she almost breaks free of the bindings.

The warriors shout their approval. 

Their fingers glistening under the sun.

When they finally pull their hands out, Alma lies there panting. 

Her cunt and ass red. Open. Throbbing. 

Dripping a thick mixture of cream and saliva onto the wood.

Her face is a shiny mask of tribal fluids. 

Lips swollen. Eyes glassy.

Kali stands up. 

She wipes her fingers across Alma’s pale tits. 

Looks down at her with pride.

“Good offering. You did very well. Tomorrow we’ll see if you can truly become one of us.”

Alma can barely move her head. 

The sun burns her sweaty, marked skin. 

She knows the chief is planning something much bigger.

Tomorrow she will show her what it really means to become a warrior.


Chapter 6: The Submissive Disappears

The dawn in the village explodes with the roar of hollow-log drums. 

Kali steps out of her hut completely naked. 

Her ebony body painted with red and black oil that highlights every brutal curve. 

Her heavy tits. Her prominent cunt.

The twelve warriors gather around her. 

Fierce stripes painted across their tits and thighs. 

Alma stands among them. 

Her pale skin marked with the same tribal lines crossing her small tits. 

Her belly. Her ass.

She no longer looks like the delicate submissive who landed on the island. 

Her eyes burn with a wild mix of obedience and learned hunger.

Kali raises one powerful arm. 

Points east.

“Today we attack Valentina’s mansion. It’s tradition. The island and everything on it has always been ours,” she declares in that deep voice that makes the ground vibrate. “Valentina and everyone in the mansion know this. Every season we take what we want. This time the white girl comes with us. She wants to become a warrior and today she will be one of us.”

The warriors growl in approval. 

They paint the final stroke down Alma’s back. 

A thick line that runs all the way to the crack of her ass.

Then they run.

Barefoot through the jungle. 

Black bodies and one pale one moving like a pack. 

Sweat runs down their skin. 

Tits bounce. Cunts glisten with anticipation.

Alma runs with them. 

Heart pounding in her throat. 

Her swollen clit rubbing against her own thighs with every stride.

They reach the mansion when the sun is already high. 

Without warning, they burst through the glass doors facing the beach. 

The noise is deafening.

Two of Valentina’s maids freeze in place. 

They know the tradition. They know the brutal way the warriors fuck makes their cunts wet instantly.

Three warriors grab them. 

Throw them onto the dining table. 

Spread their legs without mercy. 

One of the maids is already licking the musky cunt of one of the raiders while another warrior fingers her hard from behind. Making her arch in pleasure.

Valentina and Helena come out of the master bedroom. 

Still naked. Hair messy from sleep.

Valentina’s eyes go wide when she sees Alma painted and standing among the warriors. 

Her face shifts from shock to cold fury in a second.

“Fuck you, Kali!” the Italian growls, fists clenched. “I sent you this submissive so you would use her and stay away from my mansion this season. And now you turn her into a warrior!”

Kali lets out a dark, deep laugh. 

She grabs Valentina by the throat with one huge hand.

“The cunt was good payment, Valentina… but the white girl turned out to have more fire than all your maids combined. Today this little slut no longer belongs to you. She comes as one of us to collect what you owe.”

Helena recognizes her former submissive among the warriors. 

Her face twists with rage. 

Two warriors grab her by the arms. 

Force her to her knees. 

Spread her legs so another warrior can shove her tongue straight into Helena’s cunt without asking.

Kali looks at Alma. 

Nods toward Valentina.

“Start, Alma. I want you to fuck this rich whore in front of her friend. Now.”

Alma doesn’t hesitate. 

She walks naked and painted toward Valentina. 

A warrior tosses her a strap-on with a massive, thick dildo. 

Alma straps it on with steady hands. 

The harness presses hard against her swollen clit.

Valentina tries to resist. 

But Kali has her pinned against the glass.

“Open up for her,” Kali orders. “Or I’ll have my women hold you down while they all fuck you at once.”

Alma steps between Valentina’s legs. 

She rubs the fat head of the dildo against the Italian’s already wet cunt. 

Then she drives her hips forward in one hard thrust.

The thick, veined cock splits Valentina’s bronzed lips and sinks deep. 

Centimeter by centimeter. 

Stretching her open brutally.

Valentina lets out a guttural cry. 

Eyes wide. Nails clawing at the glass as her body tenses against the wall.

“Fuck! It’s too big!” she gasps, voice breaking. “I’m going to come already.”

Her cunt betrays her. 

It clenches greedily around the massive dildo. 

The humiliation soaking her even more than the pleasure.

Kali laughs darkly. 

She keeps Valentina pinned by the throat.

“Take it all, Valentina. Today this little whore is going to fuck you the way you fucked her. All the way in. Give it to her hard, Alma.”

Alma grits her teeth. 

The harness grinding against her own clit. 

She grabs Valentina’s wide hips with both hands and slams the thick cock in to the hilt. 

Their pelvises crash together with a wet, meaty sound.

She starts fucking her with long, powerful strokes. 

Pulling almost all the way out before driving it back in with vicious force. 

Valentina’s heavy tits bounce violently against the glass.

“This is what you like, isn’t it, whore?” Alma growls, thrusting with new, sadistic authority. “You love using girls like bitches… now look how your former pet is stretching your cunt. Moan and take it all.”

Helena, forced to her knees nearby, is held by two warriors. 

One keeps her legs spread while another licks her cunt with a thick, hungry tongue. 

The millionaire cannot look away from the scene. 

Watching proud Valentina reduced to a shaking mess, impaled on her former submissive’s cock, is the most obscene and arousing thing she has ever seen.

She spreads her legs wider for the tongue working her without permission.

Moans and screams fill the mansion. 

Alma’s painted pale body slams again and again into Valentina’s bronzed, voluptuous one.

“Harder,” Kali orders, tightening her grip on Valentina’s throat. “I want to hear her cunt squelching from here. Fuck her like you want to break her.”

Alma picks up the pace. 

She fucks with raw, animal fury. 

Every thrust makes Valentina cry out louder. 

Her cunt swallowing the massive dildo. 

Thick white cream running down her bronzed thighs and dripping onto the floor.

Alma grabs a fistful of Valentina’s brown hair. 

Yanks her head back. 

Arching her spine while she keeps pounding into her without mercy.

“Tell me what you are now, Valentina. Say it while you soak my cock,” Alma demands, pulling her hair hard. “Tell me who you belong to!”

“Yours! Fuck… I’m your whore!” Valentina cries out, orgasm rising fast.

Kali smiles, satisfied. 

She glances at Helena.

“Look closely, millionaire. Your pale little slut isn’t the same anymore. The jungle changed her.”

Alma slides one hand between Valentina’s legs. 

She rubs her swollen clit with fast, brutal strokes while still fucking her hard with the strap-on.

Valentina starts shaking violently. 

Her legs barely holding her up against the glass.

“I’m going to come! Please… your toy is breaking me! I can’t take it!”

“Come, rich whore. Flood my cock with your slut juices,” Alma growls in her ear, thrusting savagely. “I want to feel you empty yourself for me.”

Valentina’s orgasm explodes. 

She screams from deep in her throat. 

Her cunt clamps down hard around the dildo as she squirts hot and messy. 

Her juices splash down Alma’s thighs and onto the floor. 

Her body jerks against the glass, eyes rolling back, mouth open in a broken, continuous moan.

Alma doesn’t stop. 

She keeps fucking her straight through the orgasm. 

Dragging it out. Wringing every last spasm from her.

Kali finally releases Valentina. 

She drops to her knees, shaking. 

Cunt red, open, and dripping heavily.

“Good work, warrior,” Kali says, running a possessive hand over Alma’s ass. “This house is ours for today. Take whatever you want.”

While the warriors loot the mansion between laughter and the maids’ moans, Alma stands over Valentina. 

She runs two fingers along the glistening dildo and sucks them into her mouth. 

Tasting the Italian’s juices.

“Helena…” Alma says, turning to her former mistress with a cold smile. “Spread your legs. You’re next.”

The submissive has disappeared. 

The invasion lasts all night.


Chapter 7: The Return of the Pale Warrior

The midday sun falls like molten lead. 

Alma wakes in the village. 

Her body still vibrating with the power she conquered.

Today is the day she is supposed to return to the mansion. 

Kali has given her the choice: stay with the warriors or go back to her old life.

The village has given her power. 

Sisterhood. 

A new identity.

But the mansion is her origin. 

The young woman feels the weight of both lives pulling at her.

The jeep waits at the exact crossroads where the jungle splits into two red dirt roads. 

The same place where, days earlier, Alma had been left naked and alone.

The driver stands beside the open door. 

A bundle of clean clothes in her hands. 

Her eyes scanning the trees. 

She knows bringing Alma back to the mansion won’t be easy.

Alma steps out from between the trees like a storm. 

She is alone. Naked. Wild. 

Red and black tribal lines cross her small, firm tits. 

Her flat stomach. Her tight ass.

Her cunt is swollen. Red. Shiny. 

Lips parted from constant use.

She walks with her shoulders back. 

A look that no longer asks for anything.

The driver lets out a relieved, mocking laugh.

“Well, well. The pale little slut came back on her own. Get dressed fast. Helena and Valentina are dying to destroy you for what you did yesterday.”

Alma smiles. 

A slow, dangerous smile.

She isn’t coming back to be destroyed. 

She is coming back to remind them who is in charge now.

The young woman lunges forward with an animal growl. 

The fight explodes, brutal and carnal.

The driver, taller and more muscular, takes the impact. 

She grabs Alma by the hair and yanks her head down hard. 

But Alma is pure stored energy.

She claws her nails into the driver’s big tits through the shirt. 

Squeezes viciously. Tears the fabric.

The driver growls. 

She slams Alma against the hood of the jeep. 

Their bodies crash violently. 

Tits against tits. Sweat against sweat. Thighs grinding.

Alma doesn’t give up. 

She drives an elbow into the driver’s ribs. 

When the woman bends over, Alma bites her shoulder savagely while ripping her shirt upward.

The fabric tears with a violent sound. 

The driver’s heavy tits spill free. 

Bouncing. Dark nipples hard.

Alma grabs one nipple while yanking the woman’s shorts down with brutal force. 

She rips the waistband apart.

The driver fights back. 

She hits. She pushes. 

But Alma is possessed.

She spins the driver around and throws her to the ground. 

She climbs on top of her. 

Their naked, sweaty bodies wrestle in the red dirt.

Alma rips off the driver’s shorts and panties in one savage motion. 

She exposes the woman’s thick, glistening cunt.

The driver lies on her back, panting. Completely naked. 

Tits marked. Cunt exposed to the sun and dust.

Alma stands over her. 

Breathing hard. 

Her pale body covered in dirt and sweat. 

A triumphant, dangerous look in her eyes.

“Stay right there. Naked. Just like you left me.”

She picks up the bundle of clothes from the ground. 

Climbs into the jeep. 

Starts the engine with a deep roar. 

And drives off down the dirt road, leaving the furious, panting driver behind.

When the jeep stops in front of the mansion, Helena and Valentina are already waiting on the main terrace. 

Both wearing light beach clothes. Arms crossed. Faces hard with pure vengeance.

Luna kneels to one side. Head lowered.

Helena takes a step forward. 

Her voice sharp as a blade.

“You came back, traitor. Now you’re going to beg for forgiveness for every single thing you did yesterday.”

Alma steps out of the jeep still naked. 

Her body marked and shining with sweat and dirt. 

She plants herself in front of them, feet apart. 

Cunt exposed. Chin high.

“No,” she answers with cold, dangerous calm. “I’m not going to beg for anything. Kali made me a warrior. And on this island, the warriors rule. While I’m here, you two will obey every word that comes out of my mouth.”

Valentina swallows hard. 

But her cunt begins to throb at the memory of yesterday.

“Helena…” she murmurs softly. “She’s right. The rules of the island are clear.”

Alma lets the silence stretch for a few seconds. 

She savors the absolute power.

Her eyes slowly travel over Helena and Valentina’s bodies. 

Lingering on their tits rising and falling with agitated breaths. 

On their hips. On the cunts visible beneath the thin fabric.

“Perfect,” she says finally, with a slow, dark smile. “Then we start now. Bring me every toy in this house. I want everything here on the terrace in less than two minutes.”

Helena and Valentina glance at each other. 

Fear and dark, wet desire mix in their eyes. 

Their cunts already dripping like bitches in heat, completely out of their control.

They return carrying two large dark wooden chests. 

The lids open to reveal a shining arsenal. 

Strap-ons of every size, some with thick veins and bulbous heads. 

Thick glass dildos. Vibrators. Metal nipple clamps with chains. Braided leather whips. Cold steel anal plugs. Bottles of glistening lube.

Luna, still kneeling, lifts her head for the first time. Eyes wide.

Alma walks slowly around the chests. 

Naked. Her pale, marked body still smelling of jungle and savage sex.

She runs her fingers over each toy as if choosing weapons. 

She picks up a monstrous strap-on with a wide base that will grind against her clit and straps it on with precise movements. 

The harness presses tight against her swollen flesh.

She smiles at the weight.

“Luna,” she orders without looking at her. “Put on the strap-on with the thickest cock you can find. You’re going to fuck Helena. Cunt, ass, and mouth. Non-stop until I tell you to. I want you to destroy her while I deal with Valentina.”

Luna obeys instantly. 

Trembling with excitement and fear. 

She straps on the huge dildo and kneels between Helena’s legs.

Valentina takes a step back. 

Alma grabs her by the nape of the neck and forces her to her knees on the terrace mat.

“You don’t move,” Alma whispers against her ear, biting her lobe. “Spread your legs. Show me that rich cunt I’m about to split in two.”

Valentina spreads her bronzed thighs. 

Alma grabs a tube of lube and pours a long, cold stream directly onto her open cunt and tight asshole.

Then she picks up a thick steel anal plug. 

She presses it against Valentina’s asshole without warning. 

The cold, slick metal sinks in slowly. 

Opening her ring centimeter by centimeter while Valentina gasps and bites her lip.

“Breathe, rich whore,” Alma says, twisting the plug. “I want to feel you stretch for me.”

At the same time, Luna pushes the thick strap-on cock between Helena’s swollen lips. 

The wet, meaty sound fills the terrace as the dildo sinks all the way inside the millionaire.

Helena lets out a muffled moan. 

Luna starts fucking her with deep, steady strokes. 

Their tits slapping together with every thrust.

Alma doesn’t waste time. 

She moves behind Valentina. 

She yanks the plug out in one sharp pull and replaces it with the fat head of her massive strap-on.

She drives forward hard. 

The thickness splits Valentina open in one brutal thrust.

The Italian screams. 

Arches her back. Nails digging into the mat.

“That’s it… take it all,” Alma growls, gripping her hips and fucking her with long, brutal strokes. “I want you to feel every vein while Luna destroys Helena’s cunt.”

Alma clips a pair of nipple clamps onto Valentina’s tits. 

She tightens them until the Italian whimpers from the mix of pain and pleasure.

“Harder, Luna,” Alma orders without stopping her thrusts. “I want to hear Helena’s cunt squelching from here.”

Luna speeds up. 

She pounds into Helena without mercy.

Helena trembles all over. 

The sounds on the terrace are obscene. Wet. Carnal.

“This is what you both deserve,” Alma pants, eyes bright with power. “Two rich, powerful women turned into whores moaning for a pale girl who used to be your toy.”

Valentina and Helena come almost at the same time. 

Screaming. Bodies shaking and sweaty. Fluids running everywhere.

Alma keeps fucking them without pause. 

The harness grinding against her own swollen clit. 

She’s getting close too.

“Again,” she demands, voice rough with pleasure. “Come for me. Both of you. Now.”

The two women obey with broken cries. 

Their bodies convulsing under the midday sun. 

Completely surrendered.

Alma smiles. 

Power pulsing between her legs. 

Knowing the island now obeys her.


Epílogo

Three weeks later.

Helena’s mansion sits high on a cliff overlooking the sea. 

The air smells of salt, expensive perfume, and recent sex.

The afternoon sun pours through the tall windows of the master bedroom. 

It falls across the enormous bed where Helena and Alma lie tangled together. 

Naked. Sweaty.

Alma is no longer the pale submissive who left Dubai. 

She now shares the power. 

Her gaze is darker. Her voice firmer.

Helena allows it because the balance excites them both.

Helena lies face down. 

Hips raised on a pillow. 

Her ass open and offered.

Alma kneels behind her. 

She pushes a thick, cold glass dildo directly into Helena’s asshole with a slow, possessive thrust. 

The toy sinks in centimeter by centimeter. 

Stretching the bronzed hole while Helena moans into the pillow. 

Fingers clutching the sheets.

“Deeper,” Helena gasps, voice rough. “I want to feel you splitting my ass while you talk to me.”

Alma smiles. 

She twists the dildo inside her. 

Fucks her with long, controlled strokes.

Her free hand slides between Helena’s legs. 

She rubs her swollen clit with precise circles. 

She knows exactly how to drive her insane.

“You’re mine as much as I’m yours,” Alma whispers, leaning down to bite the back of her neck. “On the island I learned that power is shared… and that I love having you like this. Open and moaning for me.”

Helena arches her back. 

She pushes her ass back onto the dildo. 

Her asshole swallows it greedily with every thrust. 

Her cunt drips over Alma’s fingers. 

Thick cream running down her bronzed thighs.

“Fuck… yes… fuck my ass harder, my pale queen.”

Alma picks up the pace. 

She fucks Helena’s ass with brutal force now. 

The glass sliding in and out with wet, obscene sounds.

Helena comes with a broken cry. 

Her asshole clamps down violently around the dildo. 

Her body shakes with deep, rolling spasms.

Alma doesn’t stop. 

She keeps fucking her straight through the orgasm. 

Dragging it out until Helena is trembling and begging.

Only then does Alma slowly pull the dildo out. 

She leaves Helena’s asshole open, pulsing, and glistening with lube.

They lie side by side. 

Breathing hard. Skin against skin.

Alma runs her fingers through Helena’s platinum hair. 

She kisses her deep and possessive.

Helena’s phone vibrates on the nightstand. 

A message from Valentina.

“The tribe has asked for Alma to return. Kali needs her in the village. They’ll let the pale one make her own decisions. When can you come back to the island?”

Alma reads over Helena’s shoulder. 

A slow, dangerous smile full of hunger spreads across her swollen lips.

Helena raises an eyebrow, still panting.

“What do you say, my favorite little slut?”

Alma pushes herself up slightly. 

Her small tits brush against Helena’s arm.

She answers without hesitation. 

Her voice carrying a new, delicious authority:

“Tell her yes. Tell her to prepare the village… because this time, I choose who goes first.”

Helena lets out a low, dark laugh. 

She pulls Alma against her body. 

She kisses her with renewed hunger.

The island is waiting. 

And this time, no one knows who will truly end up in charge.

THE END.
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