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Chapter 1: First Encounter with the Club Girl

The afternoon sun scorched the green on the fifth hole.

An impossible, perfect green.

Warm wind moved through the trees lining the fairway.

Alma Torres carried the heavy bags of golf clubs.

Her sports uniform—a light vest over a thin white t-shirt—clung to her skin wherever sweat had soaked through.

At twenty-three, every muscle in her young body trembled under the weight.

Her simple ponytail swayed with each step.

Dark eyes stayed locked on the ground.

Nervous.

Like the grass itself might give her away.

She had no idea today was going to change everything.

Helena Vilar walked a few paces ahead, flawless in her white golf outfit.

The polo shirt stretched tight over her full, mature tits.

The short skirt showed off toned legs that power and money had sculpted at forty-two.

Dark sunglasses hid sharp green eyes that devoured everything they touched.

Her expensive perfume—deep vanilla with a trace of sandalwood—drifted in the air like a warning.

Widow.

Millionaire.

She owned every inch of ground she walked on.

Helena felt the familiar spark in her chest.

She had found something worth hunting.

The chase was already starting.

“Come here.”

Helena’s voice stayed low and even.

She never raised it.

But every word cut like a blade.

Alma froze.

Her heart slammed once, hard.

She looked up and saw the woman in white staring straight at her.

The sunglasses slid down slowly, revealing those green eyes that stripped her naked without ever touching her.

Part of Alma wanted to run from that look.

The rest of her wanted to stay and take whatever came next.

No woman had ever looked at her like that.

“What do you want, ma’am?”

Alma whispered, dropping her gaze fast.

Her fingers twisted the hem of her uniform.

Helena stepped closer.

The perfume wrapped around them both.

“My clubs are dirty. Clean them. Now.”

Alma dropped to her knees on the soft grass beside the path without a second thought.

The uniform rode up her thighs and pulled tight across the round, firm curve of her ass.

In the distance a golf ball cracked off a driver.

Wind whispered across the course.

Helena didn’t move.

She just watched from above.

The view was perfect: Alma’s back arched, ponytail falling over one shoulder, sweat shining on the nape of her neck.

“Closer. I want to see every detail.”

Alma shuffled forward on her knees until she was right in front of Helena’s legs.

Her face hovered inches from the older woman’s bare thighs.

She rubbed the cloth over the irons, hands shaking.

Helena’s stare felt like a hand sliding possessively down her spine.

Alma’s heart hammered so loud she was sure the woman could hear it.

Helena reached down with one gloved hand.

Two fingers caught Alma’s chin and lifted it.

The touch shot straight through her.

Goosebumps raced across Alma’s skin.

A shiver ran down her back and made her thighs clench on their own.

“Look at me when I’m speaking to you. Are you new here?”

Alma swallowed.

Her full lips parted.

“Yes, ma’am… only two weeks.”

Helena smiled, slow and dangerous.

“New girls always shake. But you… you’ve got something extra I like.”

She let go of Alma’s chin but stayed close.

Her hand settled on top of the younger woman’s head and stroked the ponytail in long, deliberate passes, testing the weight and texture of the hair.

“Take off the vest. It’s hot.”

Alma hesitated.

This wasn’t part of the job.

But the heat was real—thick and heavy, rising fast through her whole body.

Her fingers fumbled the zipper.

She shrugged the vest off.

Underneath, the white t-shirt was plastered to her skin, her firm tits pushing hard against the thin fabric, nipples already stiff and obvious.

Helena watched everything.

Her breathing stayed calm, but between her own legs that familiar heat was building fast.

“Much better.”

She reached into her golf bag and pulled out a small, heavy silver egg—discreet, expensive, remote-controlled.

She held it up, turning it slowly so Alma could see every inch.

Alma glanced up.

Her eyes went wide.

Helena brought the egg to her mouth and dragged her tongue over it in one slow, wet pass.

It glistened when she pulled it away.

“This is mine. For girls who need to learn how to obey without making a sound. Do you want to try it?”

Alma’s chest rose and fell fast.

Her mind screamed at her to get up and walk away.

Her mouth answered first.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Nerves and something hotter, wetter, twisted low in her belly.

Helena moved behind her.

Alma stayed on her knees, gripping one of the clubs with both shaking hands.

The woman in white slid a practiced hand under the skirt, hooked Alma’s soaked panties to the side, and found her hot, dripping pussy.

“You’re soaked. Your body already knows exactly what it wants.”

Helena pressed the smooth tip of the metal egg against Alma’s slick entrance and pushed, slow and steady, sinking it deep into her tight sex.

Alma let out a choked moan.

“Shh. Quiet. Nobody on this course gets to know.”

Helena thumbed the remote to the lowest setting.

A steady, deep vibration started inside Alma’s pussy.

Her thighs trembled.

The pleasure shot straight to her swollen clit.

“Stand up. Leave the clubs. We’re walking to the buggy. The egg stays inside. If it falls out, there will be consequences.”

Alma pushed to her feet on unsteady legs.

Every step made the egg shift and grind against sensitive spots inside her.

She had to bite her lip to stay quiet.

In the distance a lawnmower buzzed.

Alma tensed hard.

Helena didn’t even look over.

She walked beside her, elegant and completely in control, remote in one hand.

The two-seater golf buggy waited in the shade beside the path.

Trees swayed overhead.

The narrow lane between them felt suddenly private, like the whole course had pulled back to watch.

Helena clicked the remote up one level, just long enough to watch Alma stumble and grab a tree trunk for balance.

“Spread your legs when you walk. I want you to feel every inch of what I put inside you.”

Alma obeyed.

Her cheeks burned.

Her sex pulsed around the toy, fresh wetness slicking the insides of her thighs.

She had never felt anything like this.

The shyness was swallowing her whole, but every order only made her wetter.

Helena stopped beside the buggy under a big pine.

She turned, put both hands on Alma’s shoulders, and pushed her back against the rough bark.

“Lean against the pine. Legs wide open. Don’t look back.”


Chapter 2: A Buggy for the Woman in White’s Pleasure

Alma planted her hands against the tree trunk.

Ass pushed out.

Skirt hiked all the way up to her waist.

Helena moved in behind her.

She dragged the soaked panties down to Alma’s ankles, then spread the firm cheeks of her ass with gloved hands.

The metallic egg kept buzzing deep inside her pussy.

Helena stripped off her golf gloves and let them fall onto the buggy.

“Now I’m going to feel you for real.”

She eased the toy out slowly and replaced it with two of her longer fingers.

She found the exact spot that made Alma arch hard.

“So tight… already so mine.”

Her fingers pumped in and out in a slow, deep rhythm.

Alma moaned against the bark, pleasure rising through her like a wave.

Helena added a third finger and fucked her with precise, steady strokes.

Her thumb brushed over the girl’s tight asshole, promising more.

“Feel how much you love this. This is only the beginning.”

Suddenly the millionaire stopped.

She pulled her fingers free, shiny with slick, and brought them to Alma’s mouth.

“Clean them. Taste what I’m doing to you.”

Alma sucked.

She licked her own sweet, salty juices off Helena’s fingers, eyes glassy with want and shyness.

The woman in white straightened, calmly tucked the vibrating egg into Alma’s pocket, and said,

“You’ll be back tomorrow. With this inside you from the second you arrive. And you won’t say a word to anyone.”

Alma stayed pressed against the tree, trembling.

Her pussy pulsed, empty and desperate.

Panties still tangled around her ankles.

The wind moved the flags on the nearby holes while the sun began to sink over the manicured course.

“Now get in the buggy. Spread your legs as wide as you can. I want full access.”

Alma climbed into the passenger seat on shaky knees, leaned back, and opened her thighs.

Her pussy was completely exposed—swollen lips parted, pink glistening folds on full display, her clit peeking out hard and throbbing with frustration.

“Touch yourself if you want.”

Alma shoved both hands between her spread legs.

Her fingers plunged straight into the hot, slick heat and started pumping herself fast, wet sounds filling the air.

She threw her head back and let out a rough moan, gripping the edge of the seat.

Helena watched every reaction with hungry eyes.

“Look at my face. Don’t close your eyes. I want to watch you fall apart.”

Alma forced her gaze to those green eyes.

The intensity cut straight through her.

She felt her orgasm rushing closer and sped up her fingers.

The sloppy, obscene sounds grew louder.

Helena suddenly grabbed her wrist and yanked her hand out of her cunt.

Alma whimpered at the sudden emptiness.

“Don’t come yet. You haven’t earned it. There are more important things to take care of.”

The millionaire slid into the driver’s seat beside her, lifted her white skirt, and showed she wasn’t wearing panties.

Her mature pussy, perfectly smooth and shaved, gleamed with her own wetness.

Her lips were fuller than Alma’s, a direct invitation.

“Get on your knees on the floor. Use your mouth. I want to feel that tongue working for me.”

Alma slid down between Helena’s spread thighs.

The scent was stronger here—rich feminine musk mixed with expensive perfume.

Helena grabbed her ponytail, held it tight, and guided her forward.

Alma’s tongue touched the older woman’s sex for the first time.

She licked clumsily at first, exploring the folds.

Helena tugged her hair to correct the angle.

“Deeper. Suck my clit. Use your flat tongue.”

Alma obeyed.

The taste flooded her and she grew eager, eating with real dedication, pushing her tongue as deep as she could into Helena’s hot interior.

The millionaire let out a long, low sigh but kept absolute control.

While Alma ate her, Helena reached for the remote and turned the vibrator on.

The sudden buzz made Alma moan right against her pussy.

Helena started rocking her hips, fucking the young woman’s face with slow, controlled thrusts.

“You’re learning fast. But you’re still just a shy girl with a soaked pussy.”

After several minutes Helena pushed Alma’s head back.

She reclined slowly, like she’d just finished an exquisite meal, smoothed her skirt, and looked down at the girl whose face was drenched in her juices.

“Get up and pull your panties back on. The vibrator stays in your pocket for today. Tomorrow you’ll have it inside you from the moment you step onto the course.”

Helena stepped closer, ran a finger along Alma’s swollen pussy lips, and collected a mix of her own slick and Alma’s saliva.

“What just happened here… that’s only the first taste. Soon you’ll find out how much deeper I can get inside that pretty little mouth of yours and this obedient body.”

Alma stood on trembling legs.

Her pussy throbbed, aching for release.

A desperate need burned through her—an irresistible pull toward the woman who had just used her so naturally.

Helena started the engine.

“Get out and walk behind me to the clubhouse. And don’t wipe your face. I want you tasting me in your mouth for the rest of the afternoon.”

The buggy rolled slowly across the golf course.

Alma followed on foot, uniform rumpled, body burning, mind completely consumed by Helena Vilar.

The sense that something dangerous and addictive had begun wrapping around her filled her with a delicious fear.

She felt the weight of the egg in her pocket.

Her pussy pulsed at the thought of tomorrow’s orders.


Chapter 3: Farther from the Club: Double Submission

The sky deepens to a richer blue.

Alma reaches the meeting point. 

A little-used side trail. 

She’s wearing exactly what Helena demanded. 

The metallic egg buried deep inside her pussy. 

Every step makes the toy press against her inner walls. 

Constant pulses of frustrated pleasure. 

She walks with her legs slightly apart. 

Her cunt throbs nonstop. 

Soaking her panties. 

Leaving a warm, sticky patch she feels with every movement. 

Nerves eat at her. 

Being alone with that woman knots her stomach. 

And sends a treacherous heat between her thighs. 

Helena waits leaning against the buggy. 

Her white outfit clings to her body like a second skin. 

The fabric outlines her heavy tits. 

Her wide hips. 

Green eyes shining with an authority that cuts the air. 

“Get in.” 

She points to the passenger seat. 

“Today we’re going way out to the back of the course. Where the staff doesn’t usually go.” 

Alma climbs in without a word. 

The buggy starts moving. 

Helena activates the remote. 

Turns up the vibrator’s power. 

Alma arches in the seat. 

Clenches her teeth. 

The buzzing grows stronger. 

More insistent. 

Her pussy clenches around the toy. 

Involuntary spasms. 

“I want you to keep your legs open the whole way.” 

Helena drives along narrower, wilder paths. 

“I want to see you dripping onto the seat.” 

Alma obeys. 

Spreads her thighs. 

The skirt rides up on its own. 

Tanned skin glistening with sweat exposed. 

A thin, transparent thread of arousal runs down the inside of her right thigh. 

Drips onto the leather seat. 

Helena glances over. 

Smiles with satisfaction. 

“From the first moment I saw you, I knew you’d be like this. Your mind is shy, but your body is overflowing with need.” 

They drive for several minutes. 

They get so far from the club that the sounds of the civilized world disappear. 

Only the wind through the trees remains. 

The crunch of tall grass under the wheels. 

The desperate pounding of Alma’s heart. 

They reach a hidden clearing. 

Centuries-old oaks. 

A small stream running silently in the background. 

Complete isolation.

Helena stops the buggy. 

Turns off the engine. 

The solitude of the course feels even deeper. 

She walks around the vehicle. 

Slow, deliberate steps.

“Take everything off from the waist down. Skirt, panties, everything. And stand with your legs spread wide.” 

Alma fumbles the clothes down with clumsy fingers. 

Cool air hits her bare, hot pussy. 

She feels even more exposed. 

The vibrator keeps buzzing inside her. 

Visible only in the slight tremble of her thighs. 

Helena approaches. 

Crouches in front of the young woman. 

Grabs Alma’s outer pussy lips with both hands. 

Spreads them without mercy. 

Her swollen clit and soaked entrance are completely on display. 

“Look at you. You’re dripping like a slut in heat. That greedy little cunt won’t stop drooling for me.” 

She pulls the vibrating egg out. 

A slow, wet tug. 

Alma moans loudly. 

The toy comes free. 

Leaves a painful emptiness. 

Helena lifts it. 

Inhales deeply. 

Rubs it against the girl’s lips. 

“Suck it. I want you to taste how much obeying me turns you on.” 

Alma opens her mouth. 

Licks the toy coated in her own juices. 

Salty-sweet taste of her arousal. 

Helena gives her no break. 

She spins her around. 

Bends her over the hood of the buggy. 

Elbows braced. 

Ass pushed out as far as possible. 

From that position, her virgin asshole and open pussy are exposed. 

To the sun. 

To the millionaire’s gaze. 

Helena spits directly onto Alma’s tight asshole. 

A firm finger begins massaging the rim. 

Presses. 

Circles. 

Opens it slowly. 

Works the tip inside. 

Moves it in slow circles. 

Stretches the tight muscle. 

“The virginity of this ass is going to be mine. And today I’m going to start taking it.” 

Alma gasps. 

The strange, forbidden sensation burns through her. 

“Tell me out loud what you feel. I want to hear every filthy detail running through your head.” 

The finger doesn’t stop. 

“I feel… shame.” 

Voice breaking. 

“Shame that you’re opening me like this out in the open… and that I like it so much. I feel my ass clenching around your finger, begging for more.” 

Helena smiles. 

Her thumb presses deeper. 

Alma trembles all over. 

Her knees buckle. 

Helena takes something from the glovebox. 

A white silicone anal plug. 

Wide diamond-shaped base. 

She coats it with plenty of saliva. 

Presses it against Alma’s stretched asshole. 

“Push back. I want to watch you swallow it whole.” 

Alma obeys. 

The plug slides in slowly. 

Opens her inch by inch. 

Until the base sits snugly between her cheeks. 

The young woman lets out a long, deep moan. 

The weight of the toy inside her ass. 

Full. 

In a new, humiliating way. 

Helena gives her left cheek a hard slap. 

“Now walk to that big tree and come back. I want to enjoy the sight of that plug moving inside your virgin ass while you drip onto the grass.” 

Alma takes the first shaky steps. 

Every movement makes the plug shift and press inside her rectum. 

Waves of shameful pleasure shooting straight to her clit. 

Her pussy leaks without control. 

Bright drops falling onto the grass. 

“Stop.” 

Voice low but firm. 

“Get on all fours on that softer patch of grass. Arch your back and push your ass out as far as you can.” 

Alma drops to her knees. 

Plants her hands on the ground. 

Hips raised in an animal position. 

Her asshole stretched around the plug. 

Her swollen pussy. 

Both completely open to the older woman’s insatiable gaze. 

Helena steps up behind her. 

A thick, curved dildo in her hand. 

She lubes it with plenty of saliva. 

Places it against Alma’s soaked pussy entrance. 

“Breathe deep. Today you’re going to feel doubly full.”

She thrusts the dildo in hard. 

Opens the vaginal channel inch by inch. 

More than half disappears inside her. 

Alma cries out from the pleasure and stretch. 

Her arms shake. 

Helena starts moving the dildo. 

Deep, slow thrusts. 

The anal plug moves in sync. 

Filling her from both holes at once. 

A cruel rhythm. 

Alma’s body jolts with every double penetration. 

Her tits hang and sway under her sweat-soaked shirt. 

Helena speeds up. 

Fucks her pussy with the dildo faster and faster. 

Deeper. 

Pulls and pushes the plug in her ass. 

The wet sounds of the toys sliding in and out echo through the clearing. 

Mix with Alma’s moans. 

“Do you feel how I’m opening you completely? Your body was made for this.” 

Alma sobs with pleasure. 

Unable to form words. 

Her clit throbs untouched. 

Swollen and red. 

Just as she’s about to explode… 

Helena stops both movements. 

Yanks the toys out at once. 

Sudden emptiness. 

Alma whimpers in desperation. 

Her pussy and asshole visibly clench in the air. 

Helena sits on a flat rock nearby. 

Spreads her legs. 

Her mature pussy, swollen and glistening with arousal, on full display. 

“Crawl over here. Use that tongue to serve me like the obedient girl you’re becoming.” 

Alma crawls between her thighs. 

Buries her face in the older woman’s hot, juicy cunt. 

Licks with desperate hunger. 

Pushes her tongue as deep as she can. 

Sucks the swollen clit with devotion. 

Helena grabs her ponytail hard. 

Rocks her hips. 

Fucks the young woman’s face. 

Moans softly. 

Several intense minutes. 

Helena comes hard. 

Floods Alma’s mouth and chin with thick, hot juices. 

When she finishes, she looks at the kneeling girl. 

Face drenched. 

Eyes glassy with need. 

“Put the plug back in your ass. You’ll wear it deep inside until you leave the club this afternoon. And don’t you dare touch your pussy. Your orgasm belongs to me.” 

Alma trembles with contained excitement and growing obedience. 

She pushes the plug back into her stretched asshole. 

Under Helena’s attentive gaze. 

The millionaire stands. 

Smooths her skirt. 

Climbs into the buggy. 

“Walk in front of me the whole way back until we’re out of this area. I want to enjoy the view of that plug moving in your ass while your dripping cunt stays completely empty and desperate.” 

Alma starts walking ahead of the buggy. 

Every step an exquisite torture of frustration and pleasure. 

Unsatisfied desire burns inside her. 

And for the first time, she understands… 

That she’s falling helplessly under Helena Vilar’s control.


Chapter 4: Don’t Look Back: Out in the Open on the Green

The mid-morning sun beats mercilessly down on the seventh hole. 

The perfectly cut grass gleams like emerald under the intense light. 

Alma walks toward the meeting point. 

Cheeks burning. 

Pulse racing. 

She knows Helena is going to push her further today. 

Into zones where the risk of being seen is real. 

Real and constant. 

The side path is more exposed than ever. 

In the distance, groups of players move between the greens.   

Helena waits standing. 

Back straight. 

Unsettling calm. 

Impeccable white clothes. 

And an extra bag.   

“Come here behind this low hedge.” 

Voice low. 

Authoritative. 

Alma hides barely behind the sparse vegetation. 

The older woman wastes no time. 

She pulls out a thin white leather collar. 

A small silver ring at the center. 

She places it around Alma’s neck. 

Fastens it. 

Click. 

Soft. 

Final. 

The leather settles against her skin. 

A shiver runs down her spine. 

“This will constantly remind you who you obey now.” 

Helena lifts the uniform shirt. 

Alma’s tits come into view. 

Firm. Round. 

Nipples already hard with anticipation. 

From the extra bag she takes two metal clamps. 

Opens them. 

Closes them with precision onto each pink nipple. 

Metallic click. 

Echoes in the silence.  

The cold bite is immediate. Intense. 

Alma inhales sharply. 

Arches her back. 

“It hurts…” 

“That’s the point. 

But I already know you. 

You’re going to like it more than it hurts.” 

Helena gives a gentle tug on the chain connecting the clamps. 

Stretches the sensitive nipples. 

Shocks of pain mixed with pleasure shoot straight to her pussy. 

Helena yanks off Alma’s skirt and panties in one pull. 

Naked from the waist down. 

Her pussy completely exposed. 

Swollen lips parted. 

The glistening, dripping interior. 

Arousal already sliding down the inner thighs of her tanned legs. 

The woman in white takes out a butterfly vibrator. 

Black. Sophisticated. 

Adjustable strap harness. 

She places the main part directly over the swollen, throbbing clit. 

The wings against her vaginal lips. 

Straps around the waist and between her legs. 

Secured tightly. 

No escape. 

“This is going to devour your clit without stopping.” 

Helena activates the remote. 

Powerful, constant vibration begins instantly. 

Alma’s legs shake violently. 

To finish, a long, soft white silk scarf. 

“Put your hands behind your back.” 

Alma obeys. 

Wrists together. 

Helena binds them with the scarf. 

A firm but elegant knot. 

Arms immobilized. 

The position forces her chest out. 

The clamps pull constantly on her sensitive nipples. 

“Now you’re going to walk in front of me along the open path. 

Don’t look back under any circumstances. 

Keep your head high. 

Neutral expression. 

If someone approaches, you keep walking like nothing’s happening.” 

Alma starts walking. 

Hands bound behind her back. 

Leather collar around her neck. 

Clamps biting her nipples with every step. 

The vibrator punishing her clit without mercy. 

Her pussy leaks profusely. 

A bright trail of wetness runs down her legs. 

Every movement tugs painfully on her hard nipples. 

The vibration pushes her closer and closer to the edge of orgasm. 

In the distance, a player and his caddy walk with their backs turned. 

Alma feels panic rise in her throat. 

The pleasure between her legs is almost unbearable. 

She’s convinced she’ll be fired if anyone sees her like this.  

Sweat beads on her forehead. 

Her back. 

Her thighs tremble. 

Keep walking. 

Keep composure. 

Helena walks several meters behind. 

Enjoying the show. 

Alma’s firm ass sways with each forced step. 

The rookie fights not to moan. 

“Spread your legs wider. 

I want that soaked pussy to feel completely exposed to the air while you vibrate for me.” 

Alma obeys. 

Opens her stride more. 

The vibrator presses harder against her swollen clit. 

A muffled moan escapes her lips. 

The tension is suffocating. 

The risk of being discovered by her bosses in this state… 

Bound. Clamps on her nipples. Collar around her neck. A toy devouring her clit. 

The shame is so intense that her pussy clenches harder. 

Dripping even more.

“Keep walking. 

Don’t look back.”

Helena quickens her pace. 

Moves up beside her. 

From the white bag she pulls out a new toy. 

A heavy, cold metal anal dilator. 

Wide, shiny base.

The older woman puts a hand on Alma’s shoulder. 

Stops her in the middle of the path. 

“Stay still and spread your ass wide.” 

Alma obeys. 

Trembles while the air caresses her exposed asshole. 

Helena spits on her fingers. 

Slides them between Alma’s cheeks. 

“Spread your ass more.” 

With expert movement she works two fingers into her asshole. 

Lubricating with saliva and the sweat running down her skin. 

Then she presses the cold dilator against the entrance. 

The metal works its way in. 

Centimeter by centimeter. 

Stretches the tight muscle. 

The base seats deep. 

Alma’s ass fills with heavy, constant pressure. 

Helena takes out a leather harness. 

Small internal strap. 

She secures it around Alma’s waist. 

The strap between her legs. 

Fastened to the anal dilator. 

She can no longer push it out. 

The harness also presses against the vibrator. 

The contact against her clit intensifies. 

“Now you’re completely sealed for me. 

Keep walking toward that open green. 

There’s no one there. 

But if someone comes, it doesn’t matter.” 

The eighth-hole green comes into view. 

A flag waves over the flawless surface. 

Alma moves forward with her body on fire. 

Every step shifts the metal dilator inside her ass. 

Rubbing spots that make her tremble. 

The vibrator buzzes harder. 

Pushes her to the limit of orgasm. 

Her nipples burn under the clamps. 

The chains tinkle against her sweaty skin. 

“Smile. 

And keep that obedient-employee expression while your pussy and ass belong to me.” 

Alma forces a shaky smile. 

The pleasure is so intense her eyes fill with tears. 

Another hot gush pours from her pussy. 

Slides down her legs. 

Visible to anyone paying attention. 

Right at the edge of the green, Helena turns the remote to maximum. 

The vibrator shifts into brutal, constant vibration. 

Alma stops for a second. 

Legs locked. 

Whole body shaking. 

About to come right there. 

“Don’t come yet. 

If you do, I’ll punish you right here. 

No matter who might be watching.”  

Alma clenches her teeth. 

Fights the wave threatening to break her. 

The dilator in her ass feels heavier. 

More invasive. 

Her nipples throb with every heartbeat. 

The collar reminds her she has no control. 

Helena pulls the end of the silk scarf. 

Alma’s wrists come free. 

“Kneel right here. 

Face down on the grass. 

Ass up. 

Cheek against the ground. 

And don’t look back.” 

Alma drops to her knees. 

Bends forward. 

Cheek pressed to the cool grass. 

Ass in the air. 

Completely exposed. 

Dripping pussy open. 

Metal dilator gleaming between her cheeks. 

Vibrator pressing without mercy. 

She no longer cares if anyone sees. 

If they fire her. 

Whatever. 

She needs to come. 

Helena positions herself behind her. 

Pulls on the collar. 

Arches Alma’s back. 

With her other hand she grips the base of the dilator. 

Moves it slowly inside her rectum. 

Stimulating her with the metal. 

The vibrator keeps punishing her clit. 

“Feel how I’m using you out in the open. 

Anyone could walk up and see you like this. 

Bound, spread, and dripping for me.” 

Alma moans into the grass. 

The pleasure is a storm consuming her. 

Helena speeds up the movement of the dilator. 

Pushes and pulls with controlled force. 

Stretches Alma’s asshole to the limit. 

Yanks hard on the collar. 

Arches her back more. 

“Now you can come.” 

Alma doesn’t resist another second. 

The orgasm hits like a wave. 

A muffled cry escapes into the grass. 

Her sex explodes in violent spasms. 

Rhythmic contractions. 

Splashes the green with hot fluids. 

Her whole body convulses. 

Legs shake without control. 

Pleasure crashes over her in endless waves. 

Her asshole clenches hard around the cold metal. 

Helena keeps moving it. 

Prolongs every contraction. 

Every shudder. 

Alma gasps. 

Completely exposed under the sun. 

Ass pulsing. 

Wetness dripping between her spread thighs. 

Helena stops everything. 

Turns off the vibrator. 

Pulls the dilator out in one slow, wet tug. 

Leaves the clamps on. 

The collar in place. 

“Look at you coming like a good little exhibitionist. 

Now get up. 

Keep walking. 

And don’t look back.” 

Alma pushes herself up on trembling legs. 

Weak. 

Body burning with satisfied need. 

She knows she can’t resist anymore. 

Obeying Helena has become her only and hottest addiction.


Chapter 5: Two Older Women Through the Back Door

A constant strong wind sweeps across the thirteenth-hole fairway. 

The tall grass bends in long, whispering waves. 

Alma stands waiting. 

Uniform clinging to her skin. 

Sweat and anticipation.  

The buggy approaches. 

Helena is not alone. 

At her side sits Victoria. 

Forty-six. Dark red hair pulled into a severe bun. Sharp cheekbones. Athletic build. 

She radiates even more authority than Helena. 

Businesswoman. Shares millionaire ventures with Helena. 

And the same passion for breaking younger girls. 

The woman in white stops the buggy. 

Victoria studies Alma in silence. 

A few seconds. 

Deciding if she’s worth it. 

“So this is the girl who’s been keeping you so entertained. 

Let’s see if she can really handle what the two of us are going to give her together.”

Alma feels a knot in her stomach. 

Helena doesn’t answer. 

Just a slight smile. 

That’s enough. 

Without a word, Helena grabs her by the ponytail. 

Forces her to her knees on the soft grass. 

Victoria moves behind her. 

Yanks down her skirt and panties in one pull. 

Alma’s round, firm ass is exposed to the wind. 

Helena rips off the vest and shirt. 

Tits out. 

Nipples already hard with excitement. 

The young woman moans. 

Anticipation, not protest. 

“Hands behind your neck. Legs spread wide.” 

Alma obeys instantly. 

Fingers laced behind her head. 

Thighs parted to the limit. 

Her pussy completely open. 

Swollen lips shiny with wetness. 

Victoria has brought two toys. 

A thick black silicone dildo. Heavy. Veiny. 

And a solid glass anal plug. Smooth. Wide base. 

Helena is already wearing a harness. 

An identical dildo strapped to her. 

Victoria positions herself behind Alma. 

Spits directly onto her tight asshole. 

Works one finger inside. 

Moves it in deep circles. 

Opens the sphincter with expert speed. 

Then she presses the cold glass plug against the entrance. 

Pushes with a firm thrust. 

The base seats between her cheeks. 

The weight of the glass fills Alma’s rectum. 

Presses against her inner walls with constant pressure. 

At the same time, Helena steps in front. 

Lifts her skirt. 

Her mature pussy already soaked. 

She grabs Alma’s head. 

Buried it between her legs. 

“Lick like your life depends on it.” 

Alma drives her tongue between the hot, juicy folds. 

Victoria straps on her harness. 

Aligns the thick dildo against Alma’s open pussy. 

With one brutal thrust she buries the silicone cock to the hilt. 

Savage force. 

The glass plug in her ass. 

The dildo buried deep in her pussy. 

“Ahhh! They fill me! I’m completely full, ladies!” 

Alma’s voice breaks. 

Unable to contain the impact of the double penetration. 

Her body shakes violently between the two women. 

Helena fucks Alma’s face with her pussy. 

Rocks her hips. 

Grinds her swollen clit against tongue and nose. 

Victoria keeps pounding her with brutal strokes. 

Alma’s body jolts against Helena’s soaked sex. 

The wind carries the wet, obscene sounds. 

Flesh on flesh. Juices splashing. Ragged breathing. 

“Swallow it all.” 

Helena feels her orgasm crest. 

Alma licks and sucks desperately. 

Swallows the thick juices flooding her throat. 

The two dominants switch positions. 

Victoria sits on the grass. 

Spreads her legs. 

Buried Alma’s face in her pussy. 

“It tastes… different…” 

Alma drives her tongue deep into the businesswoman’s sex again. 

Helena straps on the harness. 

Takes control of the penetration with her own dildo. 

Alma is being worked in every hole at once. 

Her mouth devouring Victoria’s cunt. 

Her pussy being fucked by Helena’s dildo. 

Her ass open and full with the glass plug. 

Her tits swing with every thrust. 

Nipples brush the cold grass. 

Her juices run down her thighs in thick, shiny strands. 

Victoria and Helena look at each other over Alma’s trembling body. 

Smile with dark complicity. 

Increase the pace. 

Fucking her with synchronized, savage intensity. 

Victoria fucks Alma’s mouth with her pussy. 

Covers her entire face with hot juices. 

Helena pounds her from behind with brutal force. 

The glass plug shifts inside her ass with every thrust. 

They stop. 

But they are not finished. 

They lift Alma off the ground. 

Position her face down over the buggy seat. 

Torso braced on the backrest. 

Ass raised high. 

Knees planted on the rubber floor. 

Her face hangs to one side. 

Both holes completely exposed. 

Victoria moves behind her. 

Pulls out the glass plug. 

Aligns the thick dildo against Alma’s asshole. 

Drives it in with one deep thrust. 

Opens the muscle. 

The toy fills her rectum completely. 

She starts fucking her with long, deep strokes. 

Alma’s body jolts against the buggy backrest. 

The strong wind snatches her moans. 

The toy stretches her already dilated, sensitive asshole even more. 

Helena steps to her side. 

Grabs Alma’s ponytail. 

Yanks it back. 

Face hanging. Ass spread wide open. 

Without a word, the two women take turns. 

Victoria pulls her silicone cock out. 

Helena sinks hers in immediately. 

Claims Alma’s rectum with savage, deep thrusts. 

They alternate without rest or mercy. 

Relieving each other to keep Alma’s asshole constantly stretched. 

Constantly possessed. 

They smile at each other over her trembling body. 

While one fucks, the other holds and pulls her hair. 

Alma no longer knows which one is inside her. 

The anal pleasure becomes unbearable. 

“Please… don’t stop… wreck my ass…” 

She begs between sobs. 

Loses the last traces of her shyness. 

Her asshole clenches desperately around the silicone. 

Her whole body tenses. 

Her ass grips the toy fucking her hard. 

“I’m going to come! I can’t hold it anymore, I’m sorry, ladies!” 

She screams against the leather seat. 

Her body collapses. 

Hot jets burst from her empty pussy. 

Soak the buggy seat. 

Helena and Victoria keep fucking her. 

Taking turns without pause until the last shudders. 

Suddenly both stop. 

Pull the current dildo out. 

Alma lies sprawled in the buggy. 

Her ass open. Red. Pulsing in the emptiness. 

Her body covered in sweat and juices. 

Breath ragged. 

Mind completely surrendered. 

Helena leans over her. 

Caresses her cheek with two fingers. 

“You came without permission. 

Tomorrow we’ll settle accounts. 

Wait for me on the path wearing only the shirt. Nothing else.” 

Alma trembles. 

She understands that what just happened is only the beginning. 

Of what awaits her tomorrow.


Chapter 6: Two Stripped Bare: Roll in the Grass on the Green

The fifteenth hole opens on a raised stretch of fairway. 

The green narrows between two low hills. 

Midday sun beats straight down. 

The grass becomes a bright, dangerous stage. 

Alma waits at the appointed time. 

Wearing only the white t-shirt. 

No matter how far she tugs the hem down, she can’t cover the slit of her shaved pussy. 

Or the shameless curve of her round ass. 

Helena and Victoria arrive together in the buggy. 

Chloe walks behind it. 

Victoria’s favorite submissive. 

A twenty-five-year-old brunette with exquisite curves. 

Wearing a very light, very short dress. 

Nothing underneath. 

Helena stops the buggy and points to the center of the fairway. 

“Today the two of you are going to put on a good show for us. 

Alma against Chloe. 

Whoever dominates the other wins.” 

Victoria smiles and crosses her arms. 

Leaning against the buggy like someone settling in for a good performance. 

“Begin.” 

Alma and Chloe lock eyes for a second. 

Chloe moves first. 

She lunges at Alma and shoves her backward until she hits the grass. 

The two girls roll tangled together. 

Breaths ragged. 

Clumsy hands tearing at clothes. 

With one hard yank Alma’s t-shirt ends up crumpled and forgotten on the grass. 

Alma grabs Chloe’s dress and yanks it up to her waist. 

Exposes her pussy already shiny with nervous excitement. 

Chloe answers by shoving a hand between Alma’s legs. 

Spreads her pussy lips with two fingers. 

Drives the third straight into her hot interior. 

Alma moans loud. 

She counters. 

Spins on top of Chloe and straddles her torso. 

Pins her with the weight of her hips. 

Rips the dress off completely. 

Grabs Chloe’s firm tits. 

Pinches the nipples hard while she grinds her own soaked pussy against Chloe’s sternum. 

“You think you’re so fucking good but I’m the one in charge here!” 

Alma pants, squeezing the nipples with rage and excitement as she rubs against her. 

“You’re mine now.” 

From the buggy Helena comments to Victoria: 

“Your favorite is losing fast. Look how Alma’s squeezing her tits.” 

“Chloe’s just playing with her food. 

My submissive likes it when they get bold before she breaks them open. 

Break her already, Chloe! Stop wasting time!” 

Chloe, with one quick trained move, lifts her hips. 

Alma loses balance. 

In a second Chloe is on top. 

She flips Alma onto her stomach and sits on her back. 

Spreads her ass cheeks with both hands. 

Spits directly onto her asshole. 

Drives two fingers in at once. 

Opens her with brutal precision. 

Alma screams into the grass. 

Ass arched high. 

“Is that all you’ve got, rookie? 

You’re just a new toy. 

I’ve been pleasing real women for years. 

Your little ass won’t take half of what I’m going to put in it.” 

“Fuck off!” 

Alma tries to shove Chloe’s hips away. 

“Take your fingers out or I swear I’ll tear your pussy apart with my teeth!” 

The favorite doesn’t stop. 

She pulls her fingers free. 

Lies flat on Alma’s back. 

Presses her hot, soaked pussy against the other girl’s ass. 

Starts grinding hard. 

Slides her swollen clit between Alma’s cheeks. 

Bites the nape of her neck. 

“Stay still. 

I’m going to come using your ass as a pillow.” 

Alma fights desperately. 

Manages to flip Chloe over. 

Gets between her spread legs. 

Spreads the favorite’s thighs with violence. 

Buries her face between them. 

Licks her pussy with a flat, aggressive tongue. 

Drives two fingers into her tight cunt. 

Chloe arches and moans. 

But she doesn’t surrender. 

The two girls fight and fuck at the same time. 

Roll across the grass. 

Biting. Scratching. 

Shoving fingers and tongues into every hole they can reach. 

Their young, sweaty bodies glisten under the sun. 

Both girls’ juices mix and stain the green grass. 

With one expert twist Chloe regains control. 

Sits on Alma’s face. 

Crushes her pussy against Alma’s mouth. 

Grinds with fury. 

Helena and Victoria watch from the buggy. 

Enjoying the show. 

Their eyes shine with dark pleasure. 

Watching the two naked girls tangled and fucking on the grass. 

Chloe keeps Alma on her back. 

Almost pinned. 

Spreads her legs wide. 

Scissors against her. 

Presses her pussy directly against Alma’s. 

Starts rubbing hard. 

Clit against clit. 

Their juices mix in wet, obscene sounds. 

“I’m going to make you come. 

And then I’m going to use your mouth until you beg.” 

Alma tries to fight. 

Chloe speeds up the savage grind of her hips. 

Presses her swollen, slippery clit. 

The two hot, soaked pussies open and slide against each other. 

Wet, furious friction. 

Swollen lips smacking and parting. 

Creating a thick, shiny cream that coats their thighs. 

Drips heavily onto the grass. 

Chloe pins Alma’s wrists to the ground. 

Completely immobilized. 

Moves her pelvis in fast, aggressive circles. 

Rubs her sex directly against the younger girl’s with expert skill. 

Alma tries to resist with everything she has. 

But pleasure betrays her. 

Her hips move on their own against Chloe’s. 

Chasing more friction. 

Chloe notices the surrender. 

Smiles with cruel satisfaction. 

“You’re melting. 

Your pussy is soaking me completely.” 

The orgasm hits Alma like lightning. 

Her body tenses violently. 

Back arches. 

A hot squirt bursts from her pussy. 

Splashes Chloe’s sex and the grass beneath. 

Alma moans loud. 

Unable to hold back the sound tearing from her throat. 

Chloe gives her no mercy. 

Jumps up. 

Grabs Alma by the hair. 

Puts her on all fours in the middle of the exposed fairway. 

Spreads her ass with both hands. 

Spits twice directly onto her asshole. 

Shoves three fingers hard into her still-pulsing pussy. 

And two more into her ass. 

Fucks her brutally in both holes at the same time. 

Fingers drive in and out with relentless rhythm. 

Stretch and fill both of Alma’s openings. 

Her juices run down Chloe’s wrist. 

Chloe pulls her fingers out. 

Lies back on the grass. 

Yanks Alma on top of her. 

Alma ends up lying on the favorite’s body. 

Dazed with pleasure. 

She leans forward. 

Starts licking Chloe’s pussy. 

The two girls eat each other with desperate hunger. 

Tongues and fingers working out of control. 

Chloe drives three fingers into Alma’s ass. 

Sucks her clit with brutal force. 

Alma trembles violently. 

Comes for the second time. 

Floods Chloe’s entire face with a new hot, thick squirt. 

“Don’t stop. 

Don’t stop until I come on your face.” 

“Then spread your legs wide, slut, because I’m going to swallow you whole!” 

Alma, completely unleashed, buries her tongue with an aggression she has never shown before. 

Chloe comes hard. 

Floods Alma’s mouth and chin with her hot, abundant juices.  

Helena and Victoria watch, clearly satisfied. 

Enjoying the spectacle of the two girls fucking wildly. 

Chloe, panting, face shiny with juices, lifts her gaze toward the two dominants. 

Smiles with pride. 

Helena steps forward. 

Eyes bright with excitement. 

“Good show, Chloe. Tomorrow there will be more.”


Chapter 7: Both Holes at Once

The seventeenth hole drops into a deep, isolated hollow on the course. 

Surrounded by tall, dense bushes. 

A kind of natural amphitheater. 

The grass here is softer and thicker. 

Almost like a green bed. 

The woman in white walks in with a confident stride. 

Her impeccable figure contrasts with the intense green of the grass. 

Chloe walks beside her. 

“Today Victoria can’t come, but she’s let me bring Chloe to test your limits, Alma. 

Chloe is more experienced. 

Today you’re going to obey every order she gives without hesitation. 

Understood?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

Helena steps up to Victoria’s favorite. 

Caresses her cheek with the back of her hand. 

“Chloe, use your experience to excite Alma. 

I want to hear her confess how much she needs to be dominated.” 

“As you command, Mrs. Helena.” 

The favorite nods with submission. 

A spark of cruel pleasure glints in her eyes. 

Helena grabs Alma by the ponytail. 

Puts her on all fours. 

Then pushes Chloe’s head toward Alma’s raised ass. 

“Chloe, spread that ass with your hands and lick her asshole slowly. 

I want Alma to feel exactly what a well-trained submissive can do with her tongue.” 

Chloe obeys without hesitation. 

Spreads Alma’s firm cheeks. 

Presses her hot, flat tongue against the young woman’s puckered asshole. 

Begins licking in slow, deep circles. 

Wets the hole with abundant saliva. 

Works the tip of her tongue inside little by little. 

“Ahhh!…, Chloe…” 

Alma moans, arching her back. 

“God, you have such a long tongue… Mrs. Helena, look how she’s opening me…” 

“Enjoy it, rookie. 

Your little ass is going to be mine before the lady uses it for herself.” 

Helena positions herself in front of Alma. 

Lifts her skirt. 

Presses her hot, soaked pussy against the girl’s face. 

“Lick my pussy while Chloe eats your ass.” 

Alma drives her tongue between Helena’s mature, juicy folds. 

Licks with devotion. 

Chloe keeps working her asshole with her tongue. 

Deeper. More aggressive. 

Then slides two fingers into Alma’s pussy. 

Fucks both holes with expert precision. 

Helena steps back. 

Gives a sharp order: 

“Chloe, strap on the harness with the thickest dildo from the bag I brought. 

I want you to wreck her pussy while I enjoy her mouth.” 

Chloe yanks her fingers out. 

Stands up. 

Adjusts the harness quickly. 

Aligns the thick, veiny, long dildo against Alma’s dripping pussy. 

With one savage, deep thrust she drives it all the way in. 

A long, hoarse cry tears from the young woman. 

Helena rubs her mature, swollen, juicy pussy against Alma’s open mouth. 

“Lick, precious. 

Use that tongue like it’s the only thing you’re good at.” 

Alma licks with obscene obedience. 

Drives her tongue into Helena’s hot, slippery interior. 

Chloe fucks her from behind with hard, fast, deep strokes. 

Slamming into her most sensitive spot. 

“Confess out loud. 

Tell us exactly what you are now.” 

Alma, voice muffled under Helena’s sex, babbles between desperate licks: 

“I’m a submissive girl… I get wet right away… When you use me like a toy… In all my holes…” 

Chloe grabs Alma’s hips hard. 

Accelerates the pace. 

Fucks her pussy with savage brutality. 

Juices splash with every violent thrust.  

Helena presses Alma’s face harder against her pussy. 

Uses her without mercy while moaning softly. 

Alma’s body shakes between the two women. 

Completely broken. 

Surrendered. 

Addicted to the absolute domination she’s receiving. 

Helena looks down at Alma’s mouth with eyes bright with satisfaction. 

“Pull the dildo out, Chloe.” 

Helena takes a step back. 

Contemplates Alma’s trembling body. 

Face drenched. Pussy pulsing after the harness fucking. 

Chloe remains on her knees beside her. 

The dildo, still shiny with Alma’s juices, hangs between her legs. 

“Stand up. Both of you. 

Face to face, standing, legs spread wide.” 

Alma and Chloe get to their feet. 

Helena pulls a double dildo from the black bag. 

Long. Thick. Rigid. 

Two identical veiny heads. 

She holds it between them like a trophy. 

“Insert it at the same time into your pussies. 

I want to see you fuck each other.” 

Chloe grabs one end. 

Guides it toward her own soaked entrance. 

Alma does the same with the other end. 

Both young women push slowly forward. 

The toy buries deep inside their pussies. 

Completely joined. 

Their swollen lips touch in the center. 

Wet and hot. 

“Look at my face, Alma. 

Push against me. 

Feel your pussy tremble against mine.” 

“Ahhh!… I can’t… It’s too thick. 

You’re splitting me in half.” 

Alma stammers, hands shaking on Chloe’s shoulders. 

Helena lets out a low, dry laugh. 

“I don’t see you moving your hips. Fuck each other hard. 

I want to see your pussies colliding and hear your moans.” 

Chloe and Alma begin to rock. 

Their pelvises slam together with wet, obscene slaps. 

The double dildo slides in and out of both pussies at the same time. 

Their tits bounce with every thrust. 

Hard nipples seek and rub against each other. 

Juices run down both girls’ thighs. 

Drip onto the grass forming shiny puddles. 

Helena moves behind Alma. 

Spreads her ass cheeks. 

Spits on her already dilated asshole. 

Presses the head of a thick, ridged dildo against her rear entrance. 

Drives it in without mercy. 

Sinks it completely in one relentless motion. 

Chloe counters by pushing from the other end with her own dildo. 

Alma lets out a long, hoarse cry. 

Now completely filled in both holes. 

“Harder.” 

Helena controls the rhythm of the double penetration from behind. 

Chloe accelerates her thrusts. 

Slams her pelvis against Alma’s violently. 

Helena fucks Alma’s ass with deep strokes. 

Perfectly synchronized. 

Alma feels both toys at once. 

She trembles all over. 

Knees about to give out. 

Helena yanks her hair back. 

Whispers coldly in her ear: 

“Look Chloe in the eyes and tell her exactly what you are while we split both your holes.” 

“Say it loud!” Chloe roars, thrusting savagely. 

“Tell Helena who rules your body!” 

“I’m an open whore for you both!… 

Wreck my ass, please!… Chloe, push harder, milk the juices out of my pussy!” 

Alma screams with tears of pleasure. 

Chloe smiles cruelly. 

Pushes harder against her. 

Helena accelerates the pace. 

Fucks Alma’s ass with more brutal strokes. 

The sound of flesh on flesh, juices splashing, and moans fills the seventeenth hole.

Alma’s orgasm is an explosion. 

Her body convulses. 

She screams as hot jets burst from her pussy. 

Splash across Chloe’s abdomen and thighs. 

Her asshole clenches hard around Helena’s silicone cock. 

Milks it with uncontrollable spasms. 

Wave after wave of pleasure tears through her.   

Alma is left hanging between the two women. 

Legs weak. Body covered in sweat and juices. Gaze lost.   

Helena slowly withdraws the dildo from her ass. 

Chloe does the same with the double. 

Alma collapses to her knees on the grass. 

Panting. 

Both holes open, red, and pulsing in the emptiness. 

Helena strokes her damp hair.   

“You’ve been good. Tomorrow, on the eighteenth hole, in front of the club judge… we’ll see if you really don’t know how to say no anymore.”


Chapter 8: The Judge of the Eighteenth Hole: Consensual Orgasm

The eighteenth hole opens like a grand stage under the orange light of sunset. 

The wide green, bathed in golden tones that make the grass shine. 

From the elevated club terrace, several members watch with drinks in hand. 

They comment on the day’s final putts. 

The judge, Mrs. Laura Mendoza, stands at the edge of the green. 

Fifty-two years old. Imposing figure. Black hair streaked with silver. 

An expression of unbreakable authority. 

Arms crossed, she supervises Helena’s last putt with a critical eye. 

Helena positions herself with her usual elegance. 

The club swings with millimeter precision. 

But the ball rolls hard and veers off in the final centimeters. 

It passes just beside the hole without dropping. 

A clear, visible, public miss. 

Judge Mendoza raises an eyebrow with genuine surprise. 

“An unexpected lapse from you, Helena. That putt looked impossible to miss.” 

Helena sets the club down with deliberate calm. 

Turns her head toward Alma. 

Waiting by the buggy in her fitted uniform. 

Skin already covered in nervous sweat. 

A slow, dangerous smile spreads across the millionaire’s lips. 

“It seems I need a different kind of compensation today. 

Laura, allow me to offer you something far more satisfying than a perfect stroke. 

Alma, come here right now.” 

The young woman approaches on unsteady legs. 

Her heart pounds in her chest like a drum. 

Helena places a firm hand on her back. 

Gently pushes her toward the judge. 

“Kneel in front of Mrs. Mendoza and please her. 

I want you to show her what that tongue and those fingers are capable of.” 

Judge Mendoza’s eyes widen with shock. 

Cheeks slightly flushed. 

“Helena, this is completely…” 

“Enjoy it, Laura. 

Alma has learned to serve with great dedication. 

Don’t resist.” 

Alma drops to her knees on the green’s grass. 

The cool contact against her skin contrasts with the heat burning her cheeks. 

With trembling fingers she lifts the judge’s pleated skirt. 

Pulls the ivory lace panties down to her ankles. 

Sets them aside. 

The judge’s mature, fleshy sex is completely exposed. 

Thick, soft outer lips. 

The glistening interior. 

It gives off a warm, musky scent. 

Alma leans in. 

Presses her flat tongue against the judge’s hot vulva. 

Licks from base to clit in one long, reverent stroke. 

Focuses her attention on the sensitive knot. 

Circles it with the tip of her tongue in firm strokes. 

Then sucks it between her young lips with steady pressure. 

Alma slides two fingers into the judge’s vagina. 

Pushes them deep. 

Curves them to massage the front wall with rhythmic movements. 

Judge Mendoza lets out a low, hoarse moan. 

Grabs Alma’s shoulder to steady herself. 

Her hips tilt instinctively toward the young woman’s mouth. 

“This is… too much…” 

But her thighs spread wider. 

Offering better access. 

Helena positions herself beside them. 

Watches every detail with bright, possessive eyes. 

“Deeper with the tongue. 

Penetrate her interior like you want to devour her from the inside.” 

Alma obeys without hesitation. 

Her tongue pushes as far inside the woman’s hot channel as possible. 

Moves in wide circles. 

Her fingers thrust in and out faster. 

The judge begins rocking her hips against Alma’s face. 

Fucking her mouth with increasingly urgent movements. 

Her breaths turn into short, ragged gasps. 

Her moans grow less contained. 

From the terrace, distant laughter and conversation still drift down. 

Any casual glance could catch the scene. 

An employee on her knees on the green, devouring the club judge’s sex. 

Helena watches beside her. 

“Keep going… don’t stop…” 

Judge Mendoza moans, fingers tangled in Alma’s hair. 

She presses her harder against her pulsing sex. 

“That mouth… those fingers… you’re driving me crazy.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Judge…” 

Alma whispers against her sex, never stopping her licking. 

“Whenever you want, you can come in my mouth.” 

Helena leans close to Alma. 

Whispers in her ear: 

“Harder. I want to see her fall apart in front of everyone.” 

Alma redoubles the pace with fierce hunger. 

Her flat tongue strokes the judge’s swollen, juicy folds. 

Presses hard against the erect clit. 

Three fingers now stretch the judge’s mature, hot vagina. 

Pushing her to the limit with fast, curved thrusts. 

The judge clenches her teeth. 

A guttural moan escapes her throat. 

Her internal walls contract violently around the invading fingers. 

Thick juices run down Alma’s wrist. 

From the elevated terrace, conversations gradually fade. 

Several heads turn toward the green. 

Some members set their drinks aside. 

The scene unfolds in full view. 

Helena leans slightly. 

Orders in a low, cutting voice: 

“Spread her lips wider with your other hand and lick deeper. 

I want her to feel your tongue all the way inside.” 

Alma obeys without hesitation. 

With her free hand she spreads the judge’s thick outer lips. 

Fully exposes the pink, glistening interior. 

Drives her tongue as deep as possible inside the contracting channel. 

Moves it in wide, aggressive circles. 

Judge Mendoza lets out a long, hoarse moan. 

Her knees tremble. 

Her hips move on their own against Alma’s face. 

Fucking her mouth with growing urgency. 

Sweat shines on her cleavage. 

Her breasts rise and fall with ragged breaths. 

“God… that mouth… those fingers…” 

Laura gasps, unable to hold back. 

Helena smiles with dark satisfaction. 

Places a hand on the back of Alma’s neck. 

Pushes her harder against the judge’s sex. 

“Swallow it all when she explodes. Don’t leave a single drop on the grass.” 

Alma accelerates even more. 

Her fingers drive in with controlled violence. 

Curve and stretch the judge’s inner walls. 

Her tongue lashes and sucks the clit with savage intensity. 

The wet, obscene sounds of penetration and suction mix with the moans. 

Louder and louder. 

Suddenly the judge’s body tenses like a bow. 

A brutal orgasm tears through her. 

Her vaginal walls contract hard around Alma’s fingers. 

Milking them. 

A hot, abundant squirt shoots against the young woman’s tongue and throat. 

Alma drinks greedily. 

Swallows every thick, hot drop flooding her mouth. 

Licks and sucks without stopping. 

The judge moans loud. 

Her hips shake against Alma’s face. 

Wave after wave of pleasure makes her visibly tremble. 

Her juices run down Alma’s chin and neck. 

Glisten under the setting sun. 

When the orgasm finally subsides, Laura Mendoza is left panting. 

Legs weak. Skirt rumpled. Face flushed. Eyes glassy. 

Alma continues licking softly. 

Cleans every fold with absolute devotion. 

Helena gives the signal to stop with a slight gesture of her hand. 

The woman in white helps the judge straighten her skirt. 

An elegant, serene smile. 

Judge Mendoza looks at Alma. 

Still kneeling, lips swollen and shiny with her own fluids. 

Then she looks at Helena. 

With her voice still broken by pleasure, she says: 

“I think this girl is exceptional.”


Epilogue

The full moon bathes the fairway with cold silver light. 

Helena stops the buggy in the most hidden corner of the course. 

In the distance, the club lights look like distant golden points. 

Only the two of them. 

The silence of the grass. 

And the weight of everything that has happened. 

Alma remains on the buggy seat with her knees apart. 

Remains of Judge Mendoza’s juices and her own fluids cover her thighs. 

Her chest. Her chin. 

Her pussy and asshole pulse open, red and swollen. 

Contracting in the night air as if still waiting to be used. 

Helena steps down from the buggy. 

Approaches with slow steps. 

Removes her white shirt without hurry. 

Reveals her mature, firm breasts. 

She stops in front of Alma. 

Lifts her face with two fingers. 

Looks directly into her eyes. 

“Today you knelt in front of the most powerful woman in the club. 

You devoured her pussy until she came in the middle of the green. 

You did it because I ordered you to. 

And you would do it a thousand times more.” 

Alma trembles. 

She doesn’t look away. 

Her swollen lips part. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

Helena opens her legs and sits on the edge of the buggy. 

Exposes her mature, swollen pussy, glistening with excitement. 

Grabs Alma’s ponytail. 

Pulls her down. 

“Tomorrow you’ll quit your job here. 

You’ll move into my mansion. 

You’ll live to serve me. 

Your mouth, your pussy, and your ass will belong to me.” 

“Yes, ma’am… thank you.” 

Helena leans in and kisses her for the first time. 

A deep, possessive, violent kiss. 

Claims every corner of her mouth. 

When she pulls back, she rests her forehead against Alma’s. 

Whispers against her lips: 

“Lick my pussy now. 

Use that mouth that just served another woman. 

I want to feel how you worship me.” 

The night wind blows softly over the empty course. 

Alma licks the woman in white’s sex. 

The young woman, exhausted and completely surrendered, feels that the game has only just begun.

THE END.
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