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Chapter 1: Wet Business

The boardroom takes up the entire sixty-ninth floor. 

One of the most imposing towers in Dubai. 

Curved glass throws a brutal view. 

Endless desert on one side. 

Turquoise sea on the other. 

The air is thick with power. 

And something more primitive. 

It smells of Italian leather. 

Of perfume only a handful of fortunes can afford. 

Of the electricity of millions on the table. 

Seven women. 

Every one of them an elite executive. 

Designer suits cut to hug every curve of their bodies. 

Heels clicking with authority across the black marble. 

At the head of the amber glass table sits Helena. 

Like an absolute queen. 

Majority shareholder. 

Her voice low, deep, and dominant. 

Every word worth tens of millions. 

The meeting is tense from the first second. 

They’re negotiating the merger of three luxury houses. 

Arguments over percentages heat up fast. 

Fists hit the table with restrained rage. 

Eyes lock like knives loaded with ambition. 

In a quiet corner—almost invisible yet impossible to ignore—stands Alma. 

White luxury maid’s dress. 

The tight skirt clings to her hips and ends just above the knee, showing the soft skin of her thighs. 

The subtle V-neck is enough. 

Her firm, round tits push against the fabric with every breath. 

No bra. Anyone can see it. 

Sky-high black heels force her back into an arch, offering the full curve of her round, perfect ass with every tiny shift. 

Hair pulled into a high, flawless ponytail that leaves her long neck bare and vulnerable. 

A slim submissive’s collar that not one of the women in the room misses. 

She’s standing. 

Hands folded in front of her. 

Eyes down. 

Breathing steady. 

Completely obedient. 

She doesn’t speak. 

She doesn’t move unless Helena gives the smallest gesture to pour water or coffee. 

For a second Alma feels a faint tremor in her fingers. 

She presses them together until it vanishes. 

Twenty-three years old and still surprised to be standing among women who can sign away entire empires with a single stroke. 

She draws one deep breath and steadies herself. 

A sticky heat slides down her thigh. 

It isn’t a blush. 

It isn’t fear. 

Being surrounded by women this powerful soaks her more than any order ever could. 

Alma’s presence changes everything. 

The Middle East vice president—early forties, dark-red lips, heavy tits straining the buttons of her blouse—can’t stop staring at the girl. 

She forces her eyes back to the percentages on the screen, only to realize she’s missed several minutes of numbers. 

Her pussy is getting wet, slow and steady, soaking the lace of her panties. 

She pictures Alma on her knees under the table, that obedient mouth working between her legs while the meeting rolls on. 

She crosses her legs hard and squeezes her thighs together. A flush creeps up her neck. 

The German CFO—blonde, cold, sculpted body—presses her lips tight. 

Alma leans in to refill a glass and the dress pulls tight across her ass. 

The German’s nipples harden against her bra. 

She imagines wrapping her fingers in that high ponytail, yanking the girl’s head back, and dominating her right there in front of everyone with a toy that would make her beg. 

No one says a word out loud. 

One order from Helena and any of them could be gone by the end of the day. 

Eyes keep sliding. 

Breathing quickens. 

Legs press together under the table. 

Alma feels a dense heat sliding between her own thighs. 

Every time an executive crosses her legs, the soft rasp of fabric sounds like an echo of what they all want. 

Her own pussy throbs—empty, needy—under the thin dress. 

She doesn’t dare lift her eyes, but she catches the scent of musk and expensive perfume rising from the table. 

She knows, with filthy certainty, that she isn’t the only one who’s soaked. 

Helena notices every glance. 

She knows exactly how wet they all are already—just from the silent presence of her submissive. 

And it turns her on. 

Her voice drops even lower, more dangerous, when she cuts into the argument. 

“The percentage stays at forty-two. Final. Anyone who disagrees can leave right now.” 

The silence that follows is heavy. 

One of the younger executives—a Dubai brunette with explosive curves—bites her lower lip so hard she almost draws blood. 

She pictures Alma on her knees, face buried between her thighs while she signs the papers. 

The French operations chief feels liquid heat flood her pussy. 

She digs her fingers into the edge of the table so she won’t moan. 

The deal closes. 

Digital signatures. 

Tight smiles. 

Short, professional applause that does nothing to hide the relief mixed with raw arousal. 

As the executives gather tablets and designer bags, several drift toward Helena under the excuse of congratulations. 

Instead of business talk they lean in close, lips almost brushing her ear, voices husky with want. 

“Lend her to me… I want a whole night with her.” 

“Let’s trade. I’ve got a new acquisition you’ll love. In exchange for a private session with your assistant.” 

“When are you going to invite me to meet her privately? I want to find out just how far her obedience goes.” 

Alma hears every whisper and feels her pussy throb harder—empty, needy. 

Knowing they all want her makes her burn. 

An irresistible lust for surrender. 

Helena smiles with the cold, sexual arrogance that only she owns. 

She doesn’t answer. 

Just tips her head slightly, as if she’s weighing every filthy offer. 

The women leave. 

Cheeks flushed. 

Nipples hard. 

Pussies throbbing with frustration and lust. 

When the last one steps out and the door clicks shut, Helena sinks back into her leather chair. 

She lets out a long, deep breath full of satisfaction. 

The meeting is over. 

But the real game has only just begun.


Chapter 2: Obedient in the Jacuzzi

Helena leaves the tower with firm steps, but her body is tight with tension. 

A chauffeur waits beside the black Rolls-Royce. 

Alma walks two steps behind her, silent, head slightly lowered, the white dress clinging to every curve of her young body. 

No one speaks during the ride. 

The air inside the car is thick with held-back desire. 

Helena feels her pussy throbbing under the tight pencil skirt. 

All those filthy stares in the meeting left her soaked. 

They arrive at the Burj Al Arab. 

The private elevator carries them straight to the top floor. 

The doors open and the presidential suite greets them like a palace hanging over Dubai. 

Two hundred square meters of gleaming black marble and gold. 

Three-hundred-sixty-degree views of the lit-up city. 

Infinity pool on the terrace. 

A bathroom that looks pulled straight out of a luxury erotic fantasy. 

Helena drops onto the white leather sofa with a rough moan. 

The meeting left her shoulders locked. 

Her neck stiff. 

Her clit swollen from pure sexual adrenaline. 

She glances at her phone. 

An encrypted message blinks on the screen. 

“We’ve found out you’re already here. 

I won’t wait any longer. 

Tomorrow I’ll send my girls. 

Don’t fail. 

I don’t want blood.” 

Alma notices the shift in her mistress’s face but doesn’t dare ask. 

Helena frowns slightly. 

She reads the message a second time, then locks the phone and sets it on the table. 

“Prepare the bath,” she orders in a low, commanding voice. “And take that dress off. I want you naked while you serve me.” 

The girl obeys at once. 

She pulls the white dress over her head in one slow, sensual motion. 

Her young tits bounce free. 

Nipples already hard as little pink pebbles. 

The white thong slides down her hips and drops to the floor. 

Reveals her perfectly smooth pussy. 

Lips swollen and already shiny with wetness. 

She walks barefoot to the bathroom. 

Her round, firm ass swaying with every step. 

She fills the infinity jacuzzi with rose salts and warm argan oil. 

Lights several vanilla-and-sandalwood candles. 

Dims the lights until only a golden, sinful glow remains. 

Steam begins to rise, scenting the entire air. 

She returns to Helena and kneels in front of her. 

With soft fingers she removes the heels. 

The white blazer. 

The silk blouse. 

Unzips the pencil skirt and slides it down along with the panties. 

Helena is completely naked. 

High, firm tits. 

Narrow waist. 

Wide hips. 

A smooth pussy already glistening with arousal. 

Her skin smells of expensive perfume and power. 

Alma follows her to the jacuzzi. 

Helena sinks into the hot water with a long, deep sigh. 

Steam kisses her nipples. 

Makes her pussy throb harder. 

Alma climbs in behind her. 

Kneels between her mistress’s open legs. 

Starts massaging her shoulders. 

Her hands glide down the back, working out the knots. 

Helena moans low, tipping her head back. 

“Lower…” Helena demands, voice rough. “Touch my tits.” 

Alma obeys. 

Her oil-slick hands slide up Helena’s sides. 

Cup her heavy tits. 

Knead them hard. 

Pinch the stiff nipples. 

Tug them. 

Helena growls in pleasure and spreads her thighs wider. 

Water sloshes against her legs. 

“Suck my pussy,” Helena orders, grabbing Alma’s ponytail and yanking her down. “I want to feel your tongue inside me.” 

Alma dives between her legs without hesitation. 

Hot water washes over her face as her mouth locks onto her mistress’s swollen pussy. 

She licks the outer lips slowly. 

Parts the slit with the tip of her tongue to taste the thick, salty nectar. 

With two fingers she spreads the pink folds until the clit is fully exposed. 

Erect. 

Swollen. 

Hard. 

Throbbing against her tongue. 

She sucks it hard. 

Drives both fingers deep at the same time. 

Feels the tight walls of Helena’s pussy clamp and milk her hand. 

Helena arches hard and cries out in pure pleasure. 

Grabs Alma’s head by the ponytail. 

Uses it like a leash to shove the girl’s face tight against her wet pussy. 

Thrusts her hips in rough, hungry strokes. 

Fucking her submissive’s mouth. 

Forcing her to swallow every drop while Alma’s tongue tries to reach deeper. 

“Harder, fuck… just like that, suck my clit hard… don’t you dare stop… yes, like that!” 

Water splashes everywhere. 

Helena’s moans echo off the marble. 

Alma pushes in a third finger. 

Curves all three upward. 

Rubs the G-spot while her tongue lashes the swollen clit without mercy. 

Helena’s whole body starts to shake. 

Her tits heave. 

The orgasm hits her like a lightning strike. 

She clamps her thighs around Alma’s head. 

Comes hard. 

Hot jets of pleasure flood her submissive’s mouth, mixing with the jacuzzi water. 

But Helena is still raging with need. 

She hauls the girl out of the water by her hair. 

Alma lands on her back on the cold marble, completely exposed. 

Helena settles between her thighs. 

Spreads her legs wide. 

Pushes her knees up toward her chest. 

Drives three fingers straight into Alma’s soaked pussy. 

Fucks her with raw force. 

Fast. 

No mercy. 

While her other hand twists Alma’s nipples and her teeth sink into the girl’s neck. 

Alma stares up, eyes glassy, fixed on Helena’s tits bouncing above her face. 

Completely surrendered to the brutal rhythm her mistress’s fingers force on her. 

She knows her body is not her own. 

And that knowledge makes her gush even harder, soaking the marble under her hips. 

“Come for me, Alma,” Helena growls against her ear. “I want to feel you come all over my fingers while you think about every one of those whores from the meeting who wanted to fuck you.” 

Alma moans, body already convulsing. 

Helena doesn’t slow down. 

Alma drools onto the marble. 

Eyes rolling back. 

Completely wrecked. 

“Yes, Mistress, harder! Break my pussy with your fingers—I’m all yours!” she howls, dignity gone as Helena’s thumb grinds her throbbing clit in hard, relentless circles. 

The submissive explodes in a violent squirt. 

Her pussy walls clamp down on the millionaire’s fingers in wild spasms. 

Alma screams. 

Arches hard off the marble. 

Gushes around Helena’s fingers. 

Shakes like she’s being shocked. 

Helena kisses her hungrily. 

Bites her lips. 

Sucks her tongue. 

Keeps her fingers moving deep inside, stretching the orgasm until Alma is crying from pure ecstasy. 

They sink back into the hot water together. 

Wrapped around each other. 

Helena presses a soft, dangerous kiss to Alma’s sweaty forehead. 

Whispers against her wet hair: 

“Tomorrow the mafia boss’s girls will be here… we have to be ready for anything. Rest, precious. You’re going to need your strength.”


Chapter 3: The Mafia’s Claim

Three firm, precise knocks hammer against the presidential suite door. 

Helena crosses the living room with steady strides. 

White pencil skirt glued to her hips. 

Silk blouse half-open, the lace underneath barely containing her heavy tits. 

She opens the door without hurry. 

“Come in,” she says, voice clear and professional. 

The leader of the group steps in first. 

No rush. 

Eyes locked on Helena the entire time. 

Tall. 

Flawless olive skin. 

Charcoal-gray suit cut so sharp it showcases her generous tits. 

Behind her comes a woman with explosive curves. 

Full lips. 

Sharp gaze. 

And a third with short platinum hair. 

Athletic body. 

Controlled presence. 

All three carry the quiet power that makes people measure every word. 

Helena points to the black leather armchairs around the low glass table. 

“Sit. Let’s get to it.” 

While they settle, Helena calls toward the bedroom without raising her voice. 

“Alma. Come serve the champagne.” 

Alma appears at once. 

She’s wearing a transparent white lace bodysuit, ridiculously short. 

It clings to her skin like a second damp layer. 

Her firm young tits show clearly, pink nipples hard and erect. 

The thin fabric outlines the swollen shape of her shaved pussy. 

She walks barefoot to the table. 

Hips swaying. 

Round ass fully exposed by the thong disappearing between her cheeks. 

The leader swallows hard when Alma leans forward to pour the first glass. 

Her tits almost brush the table. 

The lace stretches tight over her pussy, clearly marking the slit between her lips. 

The curvy one squeezes her thighs together. 

A flush creeps up her neck. 

The platinum blonde shifts in her seat. 

Nipples hardening under her jacket. 

Alma serves in silence. 

Her bare ass cheeks gleam under the suite’s golden light. 

Every time she bends to refill a glass, her cheeks spread wide open, offering a full, shameless view of her tight pink asshole. 

The transparent lace between her legs is so soaked it shows her swollen, glistening inner lips. 

Thick wetness already dripping down her thighs. 

The leader takes a sip and speaks in a measured tone. 

“Four million. The boss expects the deal closed tonight.” 

“Two and a half,” Helena answers, crossing her legs. “And I’ll throw in two of my direct contacts in Singapore who’ll give you full access to the Asian market next quarter.” 

The explosive-curves woman watches Alma lean in again right in front of her. 

The submissive’s pussy is only inches from her face. 

Swollen, shiny lips. 

The mafiosa breathes deeper. 

Her own cunt starts to heat up. 

“Three million,” the leader counters, voice a little rougher. 

“The contacts are interesting, but the boss values immediate liquidity.” 

Alma moves to the platinum blonde’s side. 

Crouches to refill her glass. 

Her tits sway. 

The lace plasters completely to her pussy, showing the thin trail of wetness running down the inside of her thigh. 

The platinum blonde clenches her jaw. 

Crosses her legs hard. 

“Two million eight hundred thousand,” Helena offers, never looking away. “Transfer right now. The contacts include priority and exclusivity for six months.” 

The platinum blonde speaks in a low, precise voice, eyes tracking every movement of Alma. 

“Two million eight hundred thousand seems balanced. The boss appreciates when partners negotiate with mutual respect and real benefits.” 

The leader nods. 

Takes another sip as Alma passes by her. 

The sweet, hot scent of the girl’s cunt reaches her nose. 

Helena calmly pulls out her phone. 

Makes the transfer. 

Turns the screen toward them. 

“Done. Two million eight hundred thousand. Confirmed in your accounts.” 

The leader checks the confirmation. 

Puts her phone away without losing the smile. 

Looks back at Helena. 

“Perfect. The boss will be satisfied with this closing. Always a pleasure doing business with you, Helena.” 

The three stand, ready to leave. 

Alma remains by the table. 

Body straight. 

Nipples hard. 

Pussy visibly soaked under the lace. 

The leader pauses a second. 

Her eyes lock on Alma’s dripping crotch. 

“Before we go… a courtesy visit for the boss.” 

Helena smiles calmly. 

Gives Alma a sharp slap on the ass that makes her jolt. 

“Tomorrow at ten. Come pick her up.” 

Alma feels a cold knot tighten in her stomach at her mistress’s words. 

Her heart kicks harder. 

Her pussy gets even wetter just imagining what kind of “courtesy” the mafia boss is expecting. 

The leader tilts her head with respect. 

“Excellent. The boss will consider it a very personal gesture.” 

The three women leave. 

The door clicks shut. 

Helena is left alone with Alma in the living room. 

Her own pussy throbs under the skirt, soaked from the victory—and from having her submissive on full display the entire time. 

Without warning she grabs Alma by the hair. 

Yanks her down to the floor while unfastening her own skirt. 

“Those whores left your cunt dripping. Clean my fingers with that submissive little mouth before I spread you open and punish you for getting so wet in front of them.” 

The mafia storm comes tomorrow. 

But tonight isn’t finished yet.


Chapter 4: Burning Whips

A black Bentley Mulsanne with tinted windows waits at the private entrance of the Burj Al Arab. 

Alma steps out of the suite dressed exactly as Helena ordered. 

Long white cashmere coat covering her to mid-thigh. 

Nothing underneath except a cold steel butt plug already seated deep in her ass. 

And a vibrating egg switched on inside her pussy, pulsing harder and softer in an unpredictable cycle. 

She walks with her legs slightly apart. 

The plug presses with every step. 

Alma climbs into the car without a word. 

The Bentley glides silently through Dubai’s avenues toward the marina. 

Thirty minutes later the mafia boss’s luxury yacht rocks gently at anchor off the Palm Jumeirah. 

Two security women in black with earpieces meet Alma on the deck. 

“The boss is waiting below,” one says, pulling the coat off without asking. 

Alma is left completely naked except for her heels and the plug in her ass. 

“Hands behind your back,” they order. 

They lead her down wooden stairs to the main cabin. 

The door opens. 

Alexandra, the mafia boss, sits in a black leather armchair. 

Legs crossed. 

Sculpted body wrapped in a long black silk dress slit high to the hip, showing tanned, toned skin. 

Thirty-eight. 

Straight black hair falling to her waist. 

Dark eyes that look like they can read a soul. 

Her big, firm tits press against the fabric. 

On the ebony table beside her lies a full spread of toys. 

Black silk ropes. 

A massive strap-on. 

Nipple clamps. 

A double-headed vibrator. 

A soft leather whip. 

A collar with chain. 

“So you’re Helena’s new assistant,” Alexandra says in a deep, velvet voice without standing. “Come closer. I want a good look at you.” 

Alma walks until she’s a meter away. 

The egg vibrates inside her pussy and makes her thighs tremble. 

“Kneel.” 

Alma drops to her knees. 

The boss leans forward and lifts her chin with two fingers. 

“Look how pretty you already are—soaking wet. That plug in your ass. Did Helena put it there for me?” 

“Yes, Mistress… And I’m also wearing a vibrating egg buzzing in my pussy,” Alma answers, voice shaking with arousal and fear. 

Alexandra smiles with slow, dangerous heat. 

“Nice detail. Stand up. Hands behind your neck.” 

Alma obeys. 

She understands she’s facing a woman who always gets exactly what she wants. 

A shiver runs down her spine. 

The boss picks up the black silk ropes and starts binding her with expert precision. 

She wraps them around Alma’s tits, tightening until the flesh swells. 

Nipples harden into stones. 

She runs the rope between Alma’s legs, driving the egg deeper into her pussy and brushing the anal plug. 

Alma moans. 

“You like being tied, don’t you?” Alexandra asks, giving a sharp tug that seats the silk knot directly against Alma’s swollen clit. 

“Yes, Mistress…! It drives me crazy being your tied-up slut!” Alma gasps. 

A thread of saliva hangs from her lip. 

The knot cuts her with pure pleasure. 

The boss finishes the knot, grabs the collar chain, and pulls her toward the floor. 

“Face down. Ass up. I want to watch you drip.” 

Alma positions herself exactly as ordered. 

Alexandra picks up the soft whip and trails it slowly down her back, all the way to her cheeks. 

“Helena trained you well, but I’m going to take you further.” 

The first lash cracks across her ass. 

Alma jolts and moans. 

“Ah!” 

“Count,” the boss orders. 

“One…” Alma gasps, voice broken by the burn and the heat. 

Alexandra smiles cruelly and raises the whip again. 

The leather hisses through the air and lands with a sharp, clean crack on the left cheek—right where the black silk rope digs hard into her skin. 

“Two!” Alma cries out. 

She arches hard. 

The impact makes her bound, swollen tits bounce violently. 

The third lash hits the upper curve of the right cheek, crossing a fresh mark. 

Alma jerks. 

The cold steel plug shifts inside her ass, pressing the thin wall that separates it from the vibrating egg. 

The egg buzzes nonstop in her cunt. 

“Three!” she counts, breathing already ragged. 

Instinctively she pushes her ass back, seeking more contact even though it hurts. 

The plug moves again. 

The vibrator sinks deeper. 

The fourth impact lands cruelly at the base of the left cheek. 

Her round ass shudders, raw. 

The lash drives the anal plug forward, crushing the inner walls of her rectum against the egg. 

The egg vibrates like crazy inside her. 

“Four!” Alma screams in a high, broken pitch. 

Completely surrendered. 

The silk rope has dug so deep between her inner lips that it works like a saw of pure pleasure, grinding her erect clit with every spasm. 

Her pussy is so out of control that a thick strand of wetness drips from her crotch, slides down her thigh, and stains the cabin carpet. 

Fifth lash: dead center, right above the plug. 

“Five!” she shouts. 

Tears start to shine in her eyes. 

It isn’t just pain. 

It’s that dangerous mix that’s driving her insane. 

Alexandra pauses for two seconds, letting the burn settle into Alma’s reddened skin. 

She trails the tip of the whip gently over the marked cheeks—almost tenderly. 

“Keep counting out loud, slut. I want every number clear.” 

She continues without mercy. 

Six. 

Seven. 

Eight. 

Each blow makes Alma’s whole body tense. 

The rope between her legs presses harder against her clit. 

She feels her own wetness pouring down her thighs. 

The ninth is even more intense—precise, cruel. 

Alma can no longer control the trembling in her legs. 

Her breathing is a continuous pant. 

“Nine!” she forces through clenched teeth and tears, trying to hold back the orgasm that’s already rising. 

The tenth lash falls with all of Alexandra’s strength. 

It hits the exact center of both cheeks with the hardest, driest crack yet. 

The blow drives the steel plug deeper, forces the vibrator tight against her inner walls, and makes the rope grind her clit with brutal force. 

“Ten!” Alma screams, voice shattered between pleasure and shame. 

“I’m sorry… Mistress… I can’t hold it… I’m… I’m coming… I’m sorry!” 

Her body shakes out of control. 

Her cunt clenches rhythmically around the vibrating egg. 

More hot liquid gushes down her thighs and pools on the floor. 

Alexandra sets the whip aside, satisfied. 

She stands behind Alma and strokes the now red, burning cheeks with an open palm, squeezing hard so the girl feels every bit of the heat. 

“Very good…” she says in that deep velvet voice, almost proud. “Ten lashes and you already came.” 

She lowers her hand and pushes two fingers into Alma’s soaked cunt. 

“You came without permission,” she murmurs. 

Her fingers circle the vibrating egg and push it deeper. 

“You’ll pay for that with the huge strap-on on the table.”


Chapter 5: Submission on the Mafia Yacht

“Mistress… please…!” 

“Shut up and take it.” 

Alexandra picks up the nipple clamps. 

She places them one by one on Alma’s nipples—swollen and hypersensitive from the silk bondage. 

The metallic click makes Alma jolt. 

The sharp bite of pain does too. 

She moans louder. 

Her bound tits are even more exposed, nipples trapped and dark. 

The mafiosa stands and peels off the long black silk dress in one smooth motion. 

Completely naked. 

Tanned, toned skin. 

Big, firm tits. 

Hard nipples. 

Narrow waist. 

A shaved pussy already glistening with wetness. 

She straps on the harness and seats the huge black silicone cock. 

“Face down. Ass up. Don’t move.” 

Alma obeys instantly. 

Alexandra kneels behind her, grabs the collar chain with one hand, and yanks back, forcing her to arch harder. 

With the other hand she rubs the thick head of the strap-on over Alma’s slippery entrance, then pushes in slowly… and drives it home in one hard thrust. 

The vibrating egg is shoved even deeper. 

Alma screams in pure pleasure. 

Alexandra starts fucking her. 

Deep strokes. 

Slow at first. 

Then faster. Harder. 

Every thrust shifts the steel plug inside her ass. 

The egg vibrates without mercy against her G-spot. 

The wet slap of skin on skin fills the cabin. 

Alexandra digs her nails into Alma’s hips and drives upward with a sharp, brutal stroke, burying the cock to the hilt. 

The submissive’s mouth falls open in a silent scream. 

Her whole body locks tight around the thick invasion. 

“Please, Mistress! I’m going to come again!” Alma begs, completely lost. 

“Breathe deep. This is only the warm-up,” the boss growls. 

She lifts her hips again. 

“I want you to feel every vein of my cock rubbing your walls.” 

Alma tries to move, but the ropes around her swollen tits dig in harder with every thrust. 

Alexandra keeps her pinned, forcing her to stay still while the thick shaft stretches her without mercy. 

“Feel how I’m stretching you open?” Alexandra asks, voice rough, pumping with slow, heavy strokes. 

“Feel every vein of my cock filling your cunt.” 

“Yes… Mistress… you’ve got me completely open…” Alma gasps, eyes rolling back, drooling onto the sheets. 

“I love the way you break me… I’m yours… use my pussy however you want.” 

The mafiosa smiles, dark and satisfied. 

With one hand she loosens part of the ropes crossing Alma’s torso, then grabs a polished steel spreader bar from the table. 

She opens it all the way and locks it to the submissive’s ankles, forcing her legs obscenely wide. 

“Now you can’t close them even if you want to,” she says, tightening the buckles. 

“I want you completely exposed.” 

Alma trembles as the boss lifts her like she weighs nothing and flips her onto her back on the king-size bed. 

The spreader bar keeps her thighs stretched to the limit. 

Alexandra takes a thin steel chain, clips it to the nipple clamps, and pulls it taut. 

The nipples stretch painfully upward. 

“Look at your tits,” she murmurs, giving the chain a gentle tug. 

“So red… so sensitive.” 

Alma arches hard, letting out a long moan. 

Alexandra settles between her open legs, rubs the strap-on against her swollen clit, then drives it back into the soaked cunt in one hard thrust. 

“Aaaah!” Alma screams. 

The sound bounces off the polished wood walls. 

The boss starts fucking her again—slow but deep. 

Every stroke makes the spreader bar tremble. 

Alma writhes in the ropes. 

The anal plug presses hard against the thin wall separating the two holes, making the cock feel even thicker. 

“Mistress… please… let me come again… I can’t hold it much longer…” 

“Not yet,” the mafiosa answers, freezing her hips. 

“I want to see you beg with tears in your eyes.” 

Alma sobs in frustration, her whole body vibrating. 

“Please… Mistress… let me come… I need to explode around your cock… please…” 

Alexandra smiles and suddenly accelerates, fucking her with savage force. 

She yanks the chain on the clamps and pushes the anal plug deeper with her fingers. 

“Now. Come. I want to watch you squirt until the sheets are soaked.” 

The second orgasm hits Alma like a freight train. 

She screams without control. 

Her cunt clamps violently around the strap-on. 

Hot jets spray under pressure. 

The plug makes her feel completely stuffed. 

Her body convulses, legs forced wide by the bar, nipples stretching painfully. 

But the mafiosa doesn’t stop. 

She rips the cock out, leaving Alma’s pussy gaping and throbbing, then flips her again in one smooth motion. 

The spreader bar now forces her ass high, face pressed into the sheets. 

“Fuck!” Alma howls. 

Alexandra positions herself behind her, predatory smile in place, and yanks the steel plug out in one hard pull. 

Alma’s asshole gapes and pulses. 

The boss lines up the huge black cock—still slick with the submissive’s juices—and pushes the thick head into her ass. 

She opens her without mercy and buries it to the root. 

“Aaaah! Yes! My ass! You’re going to break it, Mistress!” Alma screams, arching and pushing back for more. 

“Enjoy it, luxury slut,” Alexandra growls. 

She fucks her ass with short, brutal strokes. 

The vibrating egg keeps grinding against the walls of her cunt. 

Alma can’t form words anymore—only moans and cries of pure pleasure as her body shakes. 

The third orgasm rips through her, even more violent than the last. 

Alexandra pulls out hard, unstraps the harness, and climbs over Alma’s face. 

She spreads her own soaked pussy lips with her fingers. 

“Lick me. I want to come in your mouth while you’re still shaking.” 

Bound, clamps still on, Alma obeys with total devotion. 

She licks the mafiosa’s dripping cunt, sucks the swollen clit, pushes her tongue inside, and drinks everything she can reach. 

Alexandra groans low, grabs the submissive’s hair with both hands, and grinds her pussy against the girl’s mouth without mercy. 

In less than two minutes she lets out a rough, guttural roar and comes with brutal force. 

She clamps her thighs around Alma’s ears and smothers her with her squirting cunt, flooding the girl’s mouth and throat, forcing her to swallow every drop. 

“Swallow it all, submissive slut… don’t let a single drop fall,” Alexandra pants, still trembling over her face. 

Alma works with maximum devotion. 

“Good girl…” the boss murmurs, finally relaxing. 

She carefully unties the silk ropes. 

Alma’s tits are free—swollen and hypersensitive. 

She removes the clamps gently and kisses each nipple to soothe the burn. 

Leaves the collar and chain in place. 

Pulls the vibrating egg from Alma’s pussy and reseats the steel plug exactly where it was. 

“Go back to your mistress,” she orders, giving the chain one last tug before releasing it. 

“Tell her I’m grateful for the visit. And get ready. Helena’s partners from the Dubai meeting are even more twisted than I am.” 

The two security women enter. 

One drapes the white cashmere coat over Alma. 

The soft fabric brushes her sensitive tits and marked ass. 

The other guides her toward the exit, firm hand on her back. 

Alma climbs the wooden stairs on trembling legs. 

On deck the warm Dubai air hits her face. 

The black Bentley Mulsanne waits at the marina, engine already running. 

During the ride back to the Burj Al Arab, Alma sits carefully on the leather seat. 

Every time the car hits a bump or takes a turn, the steel plug shifts inside her ass—reminding her exactly who just fucked her.


Chapter 6: Night with Two Mature Women

The private elevator of the Burj Al Arab rises in silence. 

Alma rests her forehead against the cold steel. 

Her body is still pulsing with the echoes of the yacht. 

Sensitive pussy. 

Ass slightly open. 

Nipples brushing the light fabric of the coat. 

The doors open straight into the presidential suite. 

Helena sits on the central sofa. 

Legs spread. 

Black silk robe falling open on either side. 

Between her thighs a young submissive with short blonde hair licks with total devotion—slow, deep, tongue sliding in and out of the millionaire’s glistening cunt. 

Helena strokes the girl’s head with lazy fingers. 

“Perfect timing,” Helena says without raising her voice. 

A woman in her fifties rises from one of the side armchairs. 

Silver hair with golden highlights. 

Voluptuous body kept in perfect shape. 

Heavy, high tits. 

Still-defined waist. 

Wide hips. 

Firm ass that moves with authority under a short white linen dress. 

Her full lips curve into a predatory smile. 

“Helena, your submissive is even more delicious without the assistant clothes,” the woman says in a deep, cultured voice. 

“I’m taking her until tomorrow. Fair trade. My new blonde stays here with you.” 

Helena lets out a low moan as the blonde licks harder. 

“Deal, Claudia. Take her. Use her until she can’t walk. I’ll handle this one. You know our rules.” 

Claudia walks over to Alma, opens the coat with one hand, and lets it fall to the floor. 

Her eyes travel over the naked, marked body. 

“Perfect,” she murmurs. “Look how you’re still dripping from the yacht. Come, precious. My driver is waiting.” 

Alma doesn’t even have time to pick up the coat. 

Claudia takes her by the wrist and leads her naked to the car. 

The drive to the mansion in Emirates Hills lasts twenty minutes. 

Heavy silence. 

Claudia doesn’t touch her—only watches. 

The mansion is a modern palace of glass and white marble. 

Claudia takes her straight into the main living room. 

Another woman in her fifties is waiting. 

Redhead. 

Long hair to her waist. 

A body that radiates experience. 

Enormous natural tits. 

Soft belly. 

Thick thighs. 

Shaved pussy already shining under an open red velvet robe. 

Alma draws a deep breath. 

She has barely had time to process what happened on the yacht. 

She already senses this mansion is going to push her further. 

“Morgana, look what Helena sent us,” Claudia says, pushing Alma into the center of the room. 

“All night for us.” 

The redhead stands and circles Alma slowly, trailing her nails down her back. 

“God… so young, so used, and still so fresh. Kneel in the middle of the rug.” 

Alma obeys. 

Both mature women drop their robes at the same time. 

Their bodies contrast with Alma’s. 

Heavy tits that sway with every step. 

Wide hips. 

Mature cunts already swollen and wet. 

Morgana runs a hand over Alma’s ass and feels the cold metal of the plug Alexandra left inside. 

She smiles in approval. 

“Good girl. You came prepared.” 

With a practiced move she pulls the steel plug free and sets it aside on a side table. 

“Much better for what’s coming.” 

Claudia takes a pair of polished steel cuffs lined with velvet. 

She locks them around Alma’s wrists in front of her body, then hooks them to a discreet ring hanging from the ceiling. 

She raises Alma’s arms until the girl is forced onto her tiptoes, body fully stretched and exposed. 

“Look how her ribs show when she breathes,” Morgana comments, moving in behind her. 

“I want to feel that cunt around my fingers while Claudia works your tits.” 

The redhead kneels in front of Alma, parts her pussy lips with two slender fingers, and slides them in slowly. 

She curls them upward. 

Her tongue finds the swollen clit and sucks it with expert force. 

“Fuck… she’s soaked,” Morgana growls against Alma’s cunt. 

“Tastes like yacht and fear. I love it.” 

Alma moans loudly, body trembling. 

“Please… Mistress… my pussy is so sensitive… lick me soft.” 

Claudia steps to the side, picks up two large glass suction cups, and settles them over Alma’s nipples. 

She pumps the air until the nipples swell inside the glass. 

“You’re going to feel every lick twice as hard,” Claudia says, giving the cups a gentle tug. 

“And we’re going to enjoy every second.” 

Morgana speeds up her fingers inside Alma’s cunt, adds a third, and lashes the clit without mercy. 

“Tell me what you feel, luxury submissive,” Morgana demands, looking up. 

“I want to hear you beg while we make you come.” 

“You’re filling me… your fingers are so slender… my clit is on fire… please… don’t stop,” Alma gasps, hips rocking against Morgana’s mouth. 

Claudia lets out a low laugh, yanks hard on the steel cuffs, and lifts Alma a little higher so only the tips of her toes brush the rug. 

Morgana keeps three fingers buried deep, working them in slow, thorough circles while her tongue flattens the swollen clit. 

“Listen to that wet sound,” Morgana says. 

She pulls her fingers out for a second and shows them shining with thick strands. 

“She’s dripping like she’s never been fucked.” 

Alma moans, body tight, nipples trapped and throbbing inside the glass cups—red and pulsing. 

“Please… Mistresses… I’m right on the edge…” she begs, voice breaking. 

“You’re not coming yet,” Claudia warns. 

She picks up two harnesses fitted with thick, veined black dildos. 

“First I want you to feel what two real women can do to a body like yours.” 

She straps one on over her wide hips and hands the other to Morgana. 

The two women unhook Alma from the cuffs and throw her onto the enormous round bed in the center of the room. 

Morgana straps on and lies back on the bed, the thick black cock pointing straight up, gleaming under the low light. 

Claudia positions herself behind Alma and adjusts her own strap-on. 

“Ride my cock,” Morgana orders, voice rough, spreading her legs wider. 

“Sit all the way down. I want to fuck you while Claudia opens your ass.” 

Alma crawls forward obediently and straddles Morgana, trembling with anticipation. 

She grips the base of the strap-on with one hand and lowers herself slowly. 

She moans as the thick head forces its way into her swollen, slippery cunt. 

Centimeter by centimeter she impales herself until Morgana’s cock is buried to the hilt. 

The redhead sits up, grabs the back of Alma’s neck hard, and pulls her into a kiss—immediate, brutal, possessive. 

Morgana tangles her tongue with Alma’s, licks, sucks, and claims her mouth without pause. 

Behind them Claudia coats the huge black cock with the thick, hot juices overflowing from Alma’s pussy, using the girl’s own wetness as lube. 

She presses the veined head against Alma’s already stretched asshole and feels it pulse with impatience. 

“Relax… I’m going to fuck your entire ass,” Claudia says, and pushes in with steady force. 

Alma tries to scream as Claudia’s strap-on starts to open her, but the sound is completely swallowed by Morgana’s mouth. 

Centimeter by centimeter Claudia sinks in until her hips slap against Alma’s cheeks. 

Now both mature women have the young submissive completely filled. 

Morgana’s thick cock throbs inside her cunt. 

Claudia’s is buried to the root in her ass. 

They start to move. 

Morgana thrusts upward with her hips, fucking her from below with slow, deep strokes. 

Claudia almost pulls all the way out of her ass, then drives back in hard. 

They settle into a relentless double rhythm. 

Every thrust makes Alma’s body jolt violently between them. 

Morgana fists Alma’s hair and yanks her head back, breaking the wet kiss for a few seconds. 

A thin strand of saliva still connects their lips. 

“Two holes full,” Claudia growls, digging her nails into Alma’s hips and pounding her ass with violence. 

“Say it! Tell us what the fuck you are to us while we stretch you open from both ends.” 

Alma sobs, babbling, mouth red and open, panting into Morgana’s face. 

“I’m… your toy…!” she howls. 

Morgana drives her hips up hard. 

“I’m your luxury slut, Mistresses! Use me… fuck my ass and my cunt harder, break me completely!” 

The redhead answers by intensifying the kiss, sucking Alma’s tongue harder, nipping her lower lip, and speeding up the thrusts from below. 

Claudia matches the pace, fucking Alma’s ass with short, brutal strokes, her pelvis slamming against the girl’s cheeks again and again. 

The double penetration is pure lust. 

The two thick rubber cocks slide in and out of both holes in perfect, devastating coordination. 

They stretch her sphincters to the limit and make her sound like a wet well with every thrust. 

The echo of skin smacking skin, the wet slap of her juices spraying the thighs of both mature women, fills the room. 

The pleasure becomes unbearable. 

The two thick strap-on cocks fuck her without mercy. 

Alma trembles violently between them. 

Both holes clench rhythmically around the rubber shafts. 

The pressure builds past the breaking point. 

She tries to speak but only muffled moans escape into Morgana’s mouth. 

Her nails dig into the redhead’s shoulders. 

The orgasm rips through her like an electric shock. 

Her body arches hard and convulses between the two women. 

Her cunt and ass squeeze rhythmically around the cocks pounding her. 

Hot jets of juice slide down the strap-ons and over her thighs. 

She screams into Morgana’s mouth. 

Her legs give out. 

Her hips move on their own, fucking herself on both cocks as the pleasure rolls through her in brutal waves, one after another. 

The night in the mansion is going to be endless.


Chapter 7: Two Submissives Under the Dress

Golden evening light filters through the suite’s floor-to-ceiling windows when Helena opens the main wardrobe. 

She pulls out a blood-red haute-couture dress. 

The fabric pours over her hands like liquid. 

Deep neckline that plunges to the navel. 

A side slit that climbs all the way to the hip. 

Alma watches from the bed. 

Her body is still marked from the night before. 

Nipples sensitive. 

Pussy throbbing with residual heat. 

“Tonight you’re not appearing as my submissive,” Helena says, walking over with the dress in her hands. “Tonight you walk as one of us. An equal. Someone who takes what she wants.” 

Alma swallows hard. 

Her heart pounds. 

Helena slides the dress over her head. 

The fabric clings to her curves like a second skin. 

The neckline leaves her tits almost completely exposed. 

The side slit shows the entire length of her thigh with every step. 

Helena adds a diamond choker that glitters against her throat. 

Impossible black stiletto heels. 

“Look at yourself,” Helena whispers, turning her toward the full-length mirror. “That pussy is going to stay soaked all night under this fabric. And no one will know… until you decide.” 

The reception is held on the terrace of a private penthouse on the top floor of Dubai’s most exclusive tower. 

An infinity pool glows under soft lights. 

The water reflects the stars and the city lights. 

Low tables hold caviar, oysters, and bottles of Krug champagne. 

Soft electronic music drifts from invisible speakers. 

Elegant women chat in small groups. 

Some keep their submissives kneeling at their feet. 

Others walk them on fine leashes like living accessories. 

Helena enters with Alma on her arm. 

Every head turns. 

The red dress draws the eye like a flame. 

“Tonight Alma walks beside me, not behind,” Helena announces to a nearby cluster, voice low and certain. 

A tall woman with short silver hair smiles in approval. 

“Finally letting her out to play. Interesting.” 

Helena takes two glasses of champagne and hands one to Alma. 

“Drink. Enjoy. And when you see something you want… take it.” 

Alma stands absorbing the scene. 

Helena speaks with a woman of sculpted body who has a black-haired submissive on a fine silver leash. 

The woman whispers something in Helena’s ear. 

Helena smiles, sets down her glass, and turns to Alma. 

“I’m going with her for a while. Her submissive is new and I want to try her. You stay. Have fun. Remember—tonight you’re one of us.” 

Helena disappears through a side door that leads to the private rooms, the blonde and the submissive following. 

Alma is left alone in the middle of the terrace. 

Her heart beats in her throat. 

The red dress clings to her skin. 

She feels the cool air rise through the slit and brush her bare pussy underneath. 

For a moment fear freezes her. 

She wonders if she can actually act like Helena. 

Then she looks around. 

Two young submissives circulate near the pool. 

Dressed only in black lace lingerie and heels. 

One is a brunette with olive skin and soft curves. 

Big, shy eyes. 

The other is a slender blonde. 

Small, perfect tits. 

Curious gaze. 

Alma draws a deep breath. 

For the first time she will not wait for orders. 

She will give them. 

She walks toward the girls with slow, steady steps. 

The dress parts with every stride, flashing the full length of her thigh and the curve of her ass. 

“You two,” Alma says in a low but firm voice, never raising it. “Come here.” 

The two submissives approach at once and drop their eyes out of habit. 

Alma studies them calmly, savoring the new power. 

She doesn’t shout. 

She doesn’t yank hair. 

She only speaks—soft, almost sweet—but with an authority that makes them tremble. 

“Look me in the eyes,” she orders. 

They obey. 

Alma traces a finger along the brunette’s lower lip, then brushes the blonde’s nipple with the lightest touch. 

“You’re both beautiful. And tonight you’re going to please me.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” they whisper in unison, voices already husky. 

Alma smiles. 

Her pussy throbs under the red dress. 

“Good. First you’re going to kiss each other. Slowly. I want to watch your tongues tangle while I look.” 

The two submissives turn to each other and kiss. 

Mouths open. 

Wet tongues slide together shyly at first, then with growing hunger. 

Alma watches. 

Her clit swells against the thin fabric. 

“Deeper,” she murmurs. “Touch each other’s tits while you kiss.” 

The brunette’s hands rise and squeeze the blonde’s small tits. 

The blonde moans into the other girl’s mouth. 

Alma feels a liquid heat slide down her thigh. 

“Stop,” she orders softly. 

They separate, breathing hard, lips swollen. 

Alma steps closer and stands beside the infinity pool. 

The blood-red dress falls like a cascade of fire over her skin. 

The water mirrors the lights and the starry Dubai sky. 

“Now you’re going to kneel—one on each side of me. And you’re going to make this night unforgettable. No rushing. No noise. Only pleasure. Are you ready to please an equal?” 

Both nod, eyes shining with desire and submission. 

Alma feels a new, addictive power flood her body. 

For the first time she is not obeying. 

She is taking. 

The two submissives—the soft-curved brunette with the big eyes, the slender blonde with the small perfect tits—breathe unevenly as they kneel beside her. 

Alma drops her voice to a warm, precise whisper. 

“Closer. One on each side of my legs. I don’t want anyone to notice what you’re doing… but I want to feel every single thing.” 

The brunette slides first, crawling elegantly until she is under the side slit of the dress. 

The blonde mirrors her on the other side. 

The red fabric partially covers them—a private hiding place in the middle of the terrace. 

Powerful women chat and sip champagne only a few meters away. 

Alma parts her legs slightly and rests one hand on the glass railing, as if she is simply admiring the view. 

“Start slow,” she murmurs. 

They obey at once. 

The brunette’s warm, wet mouth travels the sensitive skin of Alma’s thigh, leaving a shiny trail. 

The blonde kisses with devotion, tongue light as a feather, brushing exactly where the skin thins. 

Alma exhales slowly, controlling every breath. 

“Higher,” she whispers. “Both of you. I want to feel your tongues on my pussy at the same time. Compete over who gets me wetter.” 

The brunette reaches first. 

She nudges the minimal fabric aside with her nose and drags her flat tongue over Alma’s swollen lips. 

The blonde follows a second later, licking the other side. 

Both mouths work in perfect sync around the already throbbing clit. 

“Fuck… just like that,” Alma says under her breath, almost to herself. “I want to feel how hard you’re trying.” 

The brunette’s tongue grows more insistent, circling the clit in slow, thorough loops. 

The blonde slips the tip between the outer lips and tastes the juices already starting to flow. 

Alma clenches her jaw to keep from moaning out loud. 

Her free hand drops and strokes the brunette’s hair gently—almost tenderly. 

“Good girl… deeper with that tongue. And you, blonde—slide two fingers in slow while you lick. I want to feel both of you opening me.” 

The blonde obeys without hesitation. 

Two slender fingers glide into Alma’s hot, soaked cunt and curl slightly. 

Her tongue keeps working the clit alongside the brunette’s. 

The soft, wet sounds are muffled by the music and distant conversation. 

Alma feels the pleasure rise like a slow but unstoppable tide. 

Her voice stays soft, controlled, almost seductive. 

“Now compete. See which one of you makes me tremble harder.” 

Both submissives double their efforts. 

The brunette sucks the clit with more pressure, pulling it between her lips. 

The blonde works her fingers in a perfect rhythm and adds a third when she feels Alma open further. 

Their tongues brush against each other over the dripping pussy. 

“That’s it… just like that…” Alma whispers. 

Her knees tremble slightly. 

“You’re both so obedient… so hungry… you’re driving me crazy and no one even knows.” 

The orgasm approaches like an elegant, devastating wave. 

Alma grips both girls’ hair harder, holding them exactly where she wants them. 

“Don’t stop. I want to come in both your mouths at once. And when I do… swallow every drop.” 

The pleasure rolls through her deep and silent. 

Alma arches her back just a fraction. 

She bites her lower lip hard. 

Her cunt clenches around the blonde’s fingers and floods both tongues. 

A low, controlled moan escapes her throat—almost inaudible to the rest of the terrace. 

The submissives keep licking with devotion, gathering every drop, stretching the orgasm until Alma finally stills them with a soft caress on their heads. 

“Stop… stop now,” she whispers, voice rough with pleasure. 

“You were perfect.” 

Both girls emerge from under the dress, lips swollen and shiny, staring up at her with pure adoration. 

Alma smooths the dress back into place with calm precision, as if nothing has happened. 

Her pussy throbs—sensitive, satisfied. 

The reception continues around her as though nothing occurred. 

But Alma knows something inside her has changed tonight.


Chapter 8: Paying the Lost Bet

The private casino occupies the underground floor of a Dubai tower. 

Invitation only. 

Women only. 

Bets that can change lives in a single hand. 

The air smells of expensive leather and Cuban cigar smoke. 

Low golden lights fall over the green felt tables. 

The clack of chips is the only sound that matters. 

Helena walks as if the place belongs to her. 

She wears a tailored black suit that hugs every curve of her body. 

The jacket is open just enough to show the red lace of her bra. 

Alma follows two steps behind. 

Dressed in a black leather corset and a short skirt that barely covers half her thighs. 

The deep neckline leaves her tits exposed to the edge. 

Every step makes the fabric brush her already hard nipples. 

Helena sits at the main poker table without asking permission. 

The other players—all millionaires with sharp eyes—greet her with slight nods. 

Across from her sits Katerina. 

The Russian is nearly six feet tall. 

Platinum-blonde hair cut straight at the jaw. 

Cold gray eyes. 

A gym-honed body maintained with military discipline. 

She wears a tight white dress that clings to her big, firm tits like a second skin. 

“I love it when you play, Helena,” Katerina says with a thick accent, stacking her chips with precision. “You always bet like money doesn’t matter to you.” 

Helena smiles as the cards are shuffled. 

“Because it doesn’t. What matters is winning. And tonight I especially want to beat you.” 

The game begins. 

Bets climb fast. 

Helena plays with dangerous calm. 

She reads her opponents like open books. 

She wins the first three hands and stacks chips in front of her. 

Alma stands at her side, pouring heavy crystal glasses of whiskey every time Helena snaps her fingers. 

Katerina watches Alma with open interest. 

“Your girl is so still,” she comments while tossing chips into the pot. “Do you have her trained not to get wet in public?” 

Helena lets out a low laugh and raises the bet. 

“Alma gets wet when I tell her to.” 

The game continues. 

Two players fold after losing fortunes. 

Only Helena and Katerina remain at the final table. 

The air turns electric. 

Other women drift closer to watch, whispering, their own pussies throbbing under luxury dresses. 

Helena loses a big hand. 

Then another. 

Her stacks shrink. 

Sweat glistens in her cleavage. 

Katerina, by contrast, smiles wider. 

“Looks like the luck changed,” the Russian says, pushing a massive pile of chips into the center. “Everything in front of you. Or would you rather fold?” 

Helena clenches her jaw. 

She glances at Alma for a second. 

The submissive’s breathing has quickened. 

The black corset outlines her hard nipples. 

“Everything I have,” Helena answers, pushing her last chips forward. “And if I lose… I still have her.” 

Katerina raises an eyebrow. 

Her gray eyes gleam. 

“You’re betting her?” 

“Yes. The whole night. No limits.” 

The cards are dealt. 

Absolute silence falls. 

Helena reveals her hand with a smile—a full house that would normally be enough to win. 

Katerina shows hers slowly. 

Four queens. 

Helena freezes. 

The full house is worthless. 

She loses every chip she brought. 

She loses Alma too. 

Katerina gathers the chips calmly, stands, and walks to Alma. 

She grips the girl’s chin with two fingers and forces her to look up. 

“Tonight you’re mine,” Katerina whispers, loud enough for Helena to hear. “And I’m going to use you until you can’t even close your legs.” 

Alma trembles but doesn’t drop her gaze. 

Helena stays seated, breathing hard, her cunt throbbing with a mix of rage and arousal. 

Katerina takes Alma by the arm and leads her toward the private exit. 

“See you tomorrow, Helena,” she says without turning. “If your submissive can still walk by then.” 

The door closes behind them. 

Helena is left alone at the empty table, body burning with defeat and desire. 

The night has just begun for Alma. 

She had only just discovered control, and already Helena has handed her over to another dominant. 

But instead of fear, what burns in her chest is a mix of curiosity and want. 

Katerina is harder than Helena. 

And Alma wants to know just how far that hardness can go. 

The Russian closes the door of her suite with a soft click that lands like a sentence. 

The room is a luxury cube suspended over the desert. 

Mirrors cover the entire ceiling. 

King-size bed with black satin sheets. 

Floor-to-ceiling windows show Dubai glittering like a diamond necklace. 

On a black marble console sits a precise military arrangement of objects: 

A harness fitted with two dildos of different thicknesses. 

A flexible leather crop. 

A steel plug with a jeweled base. 

Several black silk straps. 

Katerina slowly removes her white jacket, revealing broad shoulders and firm tits under a silk shirt. 

She looks at Alma the way someone evaluates a new acquisition. 

“Take everything off except the heels,” she orders in a cold, cutting Russian accent. “Then stand in the center of the room, legs apart, hands behind your neck.” 

Alma obeys. 

Her skin glows under the low lights. 

Katerina circles her, unbuttoning the shirt with deliberate slowness. 

“Helena bet you like you were a luxury car. And I won. That means tonight you’re nothing more than my trophy. An expensive hole I’m going to use until you beg me to stop.” 

She stops in front of Alma, pulls the black silk tie from her own neck, folds it carefully, and uses it to bind Alma’s wrists in front of her body. 

She tightens the knot just below the sternum, forcing Alma’s arms up and her tits pushed high. 

Alma’s breathing quickens. 

Katerina takes the leather belt from her own trousers, doubles it, and tests it against her palm with a sharp crack. 

“Bend over. Grab your ankles.” 

Alma folds. 

Ass exposed. 

Bound wrists pressing into her tits. 

The first stroke of the belt lands on her right cheek—a clean, stinging crack. 

Katerina whips with precise rhythm, alternating sides. 

The skin turns red and hot. 

Every blow makes Alma sway slightly. 

Her tits swing. 

Her cunt drips visibly down the insides of her thighs. 

“Look how wet you are,” Katerina comments. 

She runs two fingers through the soaked slit and holds them up so Alma can see them in the ceiling mirror. 

“Helena spoiled you. I’m not going to spoil you.” 

She sets the belt aside, picks up the jeweled steel plug, coats it with Alma’s own saliva, and slides it into her ass in one firm push. 

Alma lets out a choked cry at the cold metal. 

Katerina leaves her trembling for a few minutes, then straps on the double-dildo harness—one thick and veined in front, one longer and more flexible behind. 

She climbs onto the bed, grips the jeweled base of the plug, and yanks it out in one hard pull, leaving Alma’s sphincter open, slick, and pulsing in the air. 

“Now you’re going to feel what real double penetration is, doll,” the Russian growls, positioning herself behind Alma’s raised ass. 

She lines up both rubber cocks and drives forward with the force of her hips. 

The thick dildo invades Alma’s hungry cunt. 

The rear one sinks without resistance into her stretched ass. 

The double stretch rips a scream from Alma against the sheets. 

“That’s it… take all of it,” Katerina growls, starting to fuck her with long, deep strokes. “Feel me filling both your holes while Helena is downstairs losing more money.” 

Alma trembles as pleasure and pain crash together in a brutal wave. 

“Please… Katerina… I’m soaking…” 

Katerina laughs—cold and satisfied—and speeds up. 

One hand grabs the knot of the tie and yanks Alma’s arms back. 

“Don’t call me by my name. Call me Owner tonight. And beg louder. I want to hear you say you prefer my cock to Helena’s.” 

“Yes, Owner…! Your cock fills me so much more than Helena’s!” Alma howls. 

Saliva drips onto the black satin. 

Her ass shakes with every thrust. 

“Break me completely! I’m your casino slut… Fuck my ass until I come, Owner, please… use me!” 

Katerina picks up the crop and starts using it on Alma’s hanging tits while she keeps pounding without mercy. 

Every strike makes the nipples harder and redder. 

“Good casino slut,” Katerina murmurs, leaning down to bite Alma’s shoulder. “Tomorrow Helena will get you back, but today you’re going to come thinking about me every time you close your legs.”


Chapter 9: Madness in the VIP Room

The music pounds like a living pulse inside the underground club. 

Purple and gold lights sweep the circular dance floor. 

They flash across sweaty bodies and jewels worth fortunes. 

Women only. 

Raw desire dressed up as elegance. 

Helena shoves the VIP door open with her shoulder. 

Alma follows in silence to the center of the floor. 

Her dress is little more than a shiny black scrap of fabric that clings to her skin like oil. 

The skirt is so short every movement flashes the lower curve of her ass and the wet shine between her thighs. 

Helena pulls her tight against her body. 

One firm hand on Alma’s hip. 

The other slides under the dress and brushes her bare, hot pussy. 

“Dance like you want every woman here to fuck you tonight,” the dominant whispers in her ear, then bites the lobe. 

“Because that’s exactly what’s going to happen.” 

Alma moans low. 

She rolls her hips, turns, and grinds her ass against Helena’s pubic bone to the beat of the bass. 

Her nipples stab against the thin fabric, visible to anyone who looks. 

Helena smiles against her neck, sinks one finger between the swollen lips, gathers the wetness, and brings it to her own mouth. 

“You’re already dripping, my perfect submissive.” 

Two figures cut through the crowd and plant themselves in front of them. 

Sofia—tall, athletic, short brown hair, elite-runner body—wears a transparent mesh top that shows her dark, hard nipples. 

Lara—shorter but with explosive curves, long platinum-blonde hair—wears a silver dress that barely contains her heavy tits. 

She smiles with pure hunger. 

“Helena, finally,” Sofia says, stepping in until her tits brush Alma’s. “And you brought your favorite assistant. You’re sharing tonight, right?” 

Helena never stops grinding against Alma’s ass as she answers. 

“Tonight we’re partying. Do whatever you want.” 

Lara presses against Alma’s front, slides a thigh between her legs, and grinds her own pussy against the girl’s through the minimal fabric. 

“Fuck, Helena, she’s burning,” Lara growls, rubbing Alma’s clit with her thigh. “Feel how it’s throbbing. Let’s dance a little before we fuck her in the VIP room.” 

Alma gasps, trapped between the three women. 

Sofia moves to her side, grabs one tit through the dress, and pinches the nipple hard while dancing pressed against her. 

“Look at her, Lara. Already shaking. Imagine how she’s going to scream when all three of us eat her at the same time.” 

The floor is packed with bodies. 

The four of them form a tight knot of lust. 

Helena keeps grinding against Alma’s ass from behind. 

Sofia squeezes her tit. 

Lara bites her neck, thigh still pressing the soaked pussy. 

The music swells. 

Helena’s fingers slip under the dress again and drive two fingers into Alma without warning, fucking her to the beat of the bass. 

“Feel this,” she whispers against Alma’s ear. “My friends are watching me finger-fuck you in the middle of the floor. And soon it’s going to be their fingers opening you.” 

Alma throws her head back and moans out loud. 

“Yes… please… I want to feel all of you…” she begs, voice broken by pleasure. 

Sofia laughs, slides her hand under the dress from the front, finds the swollen clit, and rubs it in fast circles while Helena keeps pumping her fingers. 

“Look how she opens up,” Sofia says, voice rough. “She’s begging for all three of us to use her at once.” 

Lara grabs Alma’s face and kisses her hard, shoving her tongue deep. 

Her heavy tits mash against the girl’s. 

“VIP room. Now,” Helena orders. 

She pulls her shining fingers free and licks them clean. 

“I want to watch my two best friends wreck my favorite submissive while I come looking at it.” 

They separate just enough to walk. 

Alma stumbles forward, cunt dripping down her thighs, nipples hard as stones. 

Sofia and Lara flank her, hands on her waist, on her ass—pinching, squeezing. 

Helena brings up the rear, smiling with the arrogance that promises a night without limits. 

The VIP door closes with a heavy thud that cuts off the outside world. 

The room is a cube of black velvet and low red lights. 

A huge circular sofa sits in the center. 

Mirrors cover three walls, multiplying every movement. 

Helena drops onto the sofa, spreads her legs, and nods at Alma with her chin. 

“Kneel in the middle. Hands on your ankles. I want you open for my friends.” 

Alma drops instantly, grips her ankles, and the black dress rides up to her waist, leaving her pussy completely exposed and glistening. 

Sofia and Lara move in like wolves. 

“Fuck, Helena, what a delicious little mouthful,” Sofia says, ripping off her mesh top and freeing her tits. 

Lara kneels behind Alma, spreads her ass cheeks with both hands, and spits directly onto her hole. 

“This ass is begging for tongue,” she growls, then buries her face between the cheeks and licks the rim with hungry strokes while her fingers part Alma’s pussy lips. 

Alma moans high, body trembling. 

Helena opens her blouse and starts stroking her own clit slowly, watching the scene. 

“Eat her ass, Lara. And you, Sofia—get in her mouth. I want to see her choke on your cunt.” 

Sofia plants herself in front of Alma, grabs her hair, and yanks her head back. 

“Open your mouth, club slut. I want to fuck your throat.” 

Alma opens. 

Sofia straddles her face and lowers her shaved, soaked pussy straight onto the girl’s tongue, then starts rolling her hips in short, deep strokes. 

“That’s it… swallow all of it,” Sofia growls, tits bouncing. “Feel me filling your mouth while Lara opens your ass with her tongue.” 

Lara licks harder, pushes the tip of her tongue into the tight hole, and drives two thick fingers into Alma’s cunt, curling them to hit the exact spot. 

“She’s so open,” Lara says against the flesh. “And dripping like a fountain. Helena, your girl is a machine.” 

Helena stands, peels off her pants, and moves beside Sofia, spreading herself so Alma can lick them in turns. 

“Switch,” she orders. 

The three women move in almost perfect sync. 

Alma goes from one cunt to the other, tongue exhausted but obedient. 

Lara pushes three fingers into her ass and two into her pussy at the same time, fucking her hard. 

Sofia pinches and stretches Alma’s nipples, yanking them as if she wants to tear them off. 

“Look how she’s shaking,” Sofia laughs, voice rough. “She’s right on the edge.” 

“Don’t come yet,” Helena warns, grabbing Alma’s face and pressing it into her own cunt. 

“Hold it. I want you to come when all three of us come on you.” 

Lara speeds up her fingers. 

The wet, filthy sound fills the room. 

Alma cries out in pleasure, tongue working nonstop between Helena’s and Sofia’s pussies. 

“Please…” she begs between licks. “I need to come… please…” 

Helena fists both hands in Alma’s hair and grinds her cunt against the girl’s face without mercy. 

“Shut up and take it—you know how,” she growls, spreading her legs wider and smearing her wetness over Alma’s tongue. 

“Suck harder.” 

Alma licks with wild devotion, nose buried in her mistress’s hot, dripping folds. 

She knows they won’t let her rest until they’ve all exploded. 

She stretches one hand toward Sofia’s cunt and the other back toward Lara’s legs. 

“Finger me deep,” Sofia demands, grabbing Alma’s wrist and forcing the girl’s fingers straight into her own pussy. 

Alma pumps hard, curling them exactly where Sofia needs them, thumb grinding the swollen clit. 

At the same time her left hand finds Lara’s soaked cunt from behind. 

Lara leans forward, spreads her thighs wider, and Alma drives three fingers in at once, fucking her with the same brutal rhythm she’s receiving. 

Lara growls against Alma’s ass and speeds up her own fingers. 

“Fuck, you’ve got such a soft hand…!” she pants, cunt clenching around Alma’s fingers. 

“Don’t stop…” 

Helena tightens her grip on Alma’s hair and face-fucks her with short, deep thrusts, soaking the girl’s chin and neck with her juices. 

“That’s it… swallow every drop,” she moans, watching Alma choke on her cunt while her hands wreck both friends. 

Sofia leans down and stretches Alma’s nipples with cruel tugs while grinding against the hand fucking her. 

“I’ve got it… I’m so close…” Sofia sobs, tits bouncing. 

Lara bites Alma’s shoulder, drives her fingers deeper, faster, wilder. 

“Me too… fuck, I’m gonna come…” 

Helena watches all three of them in the surrounding mirrors. 

Alma sucks her clit with desperation. 

One hand fucks Sofia’s cunt. 

The other destroys Lara’s. 

Lara answers with the same violence, fingers slamming in and out of the submissive’s pussy and ass at full speed. 

Helena’s scream hits first. 

“I’m coming… I’m coming!” 

Her cunt explodes against Alma’s tongue, flooding her mouth with hot, heavy jets that Alma swallows while still licking. 

Helena’s orgasm triggers the others. 

Sofia comes with a choked cry, cunt clamping Alma’s fingers and soaking her hand and wrist in a powerful squirt. 

Lara screams, convulses hard against Alma’s back, and sinks her teeth into the girl’s shoulder. 

Alma’s own climax is endless—brutal spasms that shake her from head to toe. 

Wave after wave of juice pours from her cunt and runs down her open thighs while her mouth stays locked on Helena’s pussy, licking like she’s possessed. 

The four of them stay trembling, connected by mouths, hands, and fingers. 

Helena keeps grinding her soaked cunt against Alma’s face. 

Sofia and Lara leave their fingers buried inside Alma, feeling the aftershocks still rippling through her. 

Helena looks down, still panting, and smiles with dark arrogance. 

“Good girl. You’ve earned your place at tomorrow’s final meeting…” she says, stroking Alma’s wet hair. 

The VIP room smells of sex and victory. 

Outside, the music keeps pounding.


Epilogue

The same boardroom on the sixty-ninth floor is charged with electricity once again. 

Curved glass shows the golden desert on one side. 

Turquoise sea on the other. 

But no one is looking at the view. 

Seven women occupy their seats around the amber glass table. 

Every one of them in designer suits that hug every curve. 

Helena presides at the head. 

Black hair loose. 

Sharp gaze. 

To her right sit Claudia and Morgana—the two mature women in their fifties. 

Heavy tits. 

Knowing smiles. 

Across from them, Alexandra, the mafia boss, in a tight black dress. 

Expression of a dangerous queen. 

Katerina, the tall, cold Russian, drums her fingers on the table. 

Sofia and Lara, the two friends from the club, sit together. 

Legs crossed. 

Eyes bright with anticipation. 

Alma stands in the same corner as always. 

But now every one of them knows her. 

She wears the same white luxury-maid dress. 

Short skirt. 

Subtle neckline. 

Yet her eyes no longer stay on the floor. 

She looks at each of them with a calm that makes the women shift in their seats. 

The meeting starts tense. 

High numbers. 

Percentages argued in cutting voices. 

Helena speaks with absolute authority. 

“Forty-two percent stays,” she says, tapping the table lightly with one finger. 

“Anyone who disagrees can leave right now and lose the contract.” 

The mafia boss leans forward, tits pressing against the fabric. 

“Forty-five. And I’ll give you access to three ports you still don’t control.” 

Katerina lets out a low laugh. 

“Forty-three. And I’ll cover air transport for the first six months.” 

Claudia and Morgana exchange a knowing look. 

Sofia bites her lower lip while staring at Alma. 

“Forty-three,” Helena finally accepts. “We sign now.” 

Tablet screens light up almost at the same time. 

Digital signatures. 

A collective sigh breaks the built-up tension. 

“Closed,” Helena announces, leaning back in her executive chair. 

“And now… we celebrate right here. Alma, call private service. Champagne, caviar, oysters, and sushi. Whatever they want. Have it brought up immediately.” 

Alma obeys. 

Her voice soft but firm on the phone. 

Ten minutes later two waitresses enter with silver trays. 

Chilled bottles of Dom Pérignon. 

Plates of black Iranian caviar. 

Fresh oysters. 

Bluefin tuna sashimi. 

Glasses fill. 

Laughter starts low, then rises. 

Morgana lifts her glass and looks at Alma with open hunger. 

“To the deal… and to Helena’s assistant who sat through the entire meeting in silence.” 

Everyone laughs. 

Claudia runs her tongue over her lips. 

“Helena, we’ve already signed the deal. Time for a little fun. Don’t you think your submissive could entertain us now?” 

Helena smiles with the arrogance that controls everything and orders the girl. 

“Climb onto the table, Alma. They want to watch you strip on the glass while we drink to your health.” 

Katerina gives the table a soft slap with her palm. 

“That’s right. Slow. Like the professional you are.” 

Sofia and Lara look at each other and nod, already wet just from the idea. 

The mafia boss smiles with malice and leans back in her chair. 

“Come on, girl. Show us everything you’ve got.” 

Alma climbs onto the amber glass table without hesitation. 

The white dress clings to her body as she walks to the center. 

Afternoon light hits her like a spotlight. 

Every woman settles deeper into her chair, glass in hand, eyes locked on her. 

Alma starts to move. 

Slow. 

Sensual. 

She lowers the side zipper of the dress. 

The white fabric slides off her shoulders and reveals her firm, round tits. 

Nipples already hard as stones. 

The dress drops to her hips. 

She turns slowly so they all see her perfect ass and the white thong disappearing between her cheeks. 

“Fuck… look at how she moves,” Lara murmurs, opening her blouse without shame. 

Alma pushes the dress all the way down and kicks it aside. 

Left only in the thong and heels. 

She bends, spreads her legs, and slides the thong down slowly, showing her smooth, already glistening pussy. 

Every woman breathes harder. 

Claudia runs a hand over her own cleavage. 

“Turn up the volume, precious. I want to watch you touch yourself while you dance.” 

Alma obeys. 

She cups her tits, pinches her own nipples, then slides one hand down to her cunt. 

She spreads her lips with two fingers so every woman can see exactly how wet she is. 

The mafia boss stands first. 

“Enough of the show. Now I want to touch.” 

She steps to the table, grabs Alma by the hips, and pulls her down until the girl is lying on her back on the cold glass. 

Morgana and Claudia take positions on either side of the table, mouths on Alma’s tits, sucking and biting the swollen nipples. 

Katerina settles between Alma’s legs and drives her tongue into her cunt with a rough moan. 

“Tastes like victory,” she growls against the flesh. 

Sofia and Lara climb onto the table and straddle Alma’s face from either side so she can lick them in turns. 

“Everyone enjoy yourselves,” Helena orders, voice thick with arousal. 

“I love watching my submissive become the center of this boardroom table.” 

The orgy explodes. 

Fingers, tongues, and tits tangle over Alma’s body. 

The mafia boss drives three fingers into her cunt. 

Katerina sucks her clit without mercy. 

Claudia and Morgana squeeze and suck her tits. 

Sofia and Lara grind against her face from both sides. 

Moans. 

Wet sounds. 

Low orders fill the room. 

The multi-million deal is already forgotten. 

Only Alma’s body matters now—open and used on the amber glass table. 

Dubai glitter far below. 

The meeting is over. 

The real party has only just begun.

THE END.


No matter what title you choose…

Follow Lana Ravish and you’ll lose control... again and again.

https://www.amazon.com/author/lanaravish

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1: Wet Business


    		Chapter 2: Obedient in the Jacuzzi


    		Chapter 3: The Mafia’s Claim


    		Chapter 4: Burning Whips


    		Chapter 5: Submission on the Mafia Yacht


    		Chapter 6: Night with Two Mature Women


    		Chapter 7: Two Submissives Under the Dress


    		Chapter 8: Paying the Lost Bet


    		Chapter 9: Madness in the VIP Room


    		Epilogue


  



Guide

		Cover

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88






OEBPS/image_rsrc1B7.jpg
OBEY IN

LANA RAVISH





