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EPILOGUE


CHAPTER 1: Stripped Naked at the Mansion Entrance

Alma walked the gravel path. 

It cut through the gardens like a clean scar. 

Her pulse hammered in her throat. 

Fear twisted in her stomach. 

But under it, a sharp electric need already soaked her pussy. 

Before she even saw Helena. 

The mansion rose in front of her. 

Massive. Breathless. 

Gardens stretched in every direction. 

Tall hedges formed hidden corridors. 

Fountains spilled water in silent sheets. 

Over statues of naked women posed in obscene surrender. 

The infinity pool glittered at the far end. 

White lounge chairs lined up like altars. 

Waiting for bodies that would offer themselves. 

The main house was glass and black marble. 

Floor-to-ceiling windows caught the sky like watching eyes. 

Heavy columns guarded the entrance. 

Helena stood dead center on the portico. 

Motionless. 

Complete owner of the space. 

Her white dress clung to every curve. 

Like wet paint. 

Her eyes dragged slowly down Alma’s body. 

A slow, dangerous smile curved her mouth. 

“Strip. Everything. Now.” 

Alma tried to speak. 

Only a whisper came out. 

“Here, Mistress? Right at the front door?” 

Her hands shook as she fought the buttons. 

The t-shirt hit the ground first. 

Then the skirt and panties. 

Cool air kissed her stiff nipples. 

Her pussy clenched hard with nerves. 

She stood naked in the vast black marble hall. 

Bare feet on cold stone. 

Full tits rising and falling fast. 

Her mouth went dry. 

But her clit throbbed. 

Swollen. Already betraying her. 

Finally. 

She could belong to this. 

To her. 

Helena walked toward her. 

Heels striking the floor like whip cracks. 

She stopped a hand’s width away. 

Her scent wrapped around Alma. 

Like an invisible leash. 

“Hands behind your neck. Legs open.” 

Alma laced her fingers at the back of her head. 

She spread her thighs wide. 

Her pussy was completely exposed. 

Swollen lips shiny with the wetness already leaking down. 

Helena slid a hand between her legs. 

Fingers traced the soft skin of her inner thighs. 

Stopped right where the slickness began to glisten. 

“You’re soaked. 

Fear and want. 

I love that mix in you.” 

The older woman drew a slow, teasing circle. 

Around Alma’s entrance with one fingertip. 

No pressure. 

No push inside. 

Just tracing the edge of her puffy folds. 

Alma gasped. 

Rocked her hips forward. 

Chasing the touch. 

Helena pulled her hand away. 

Sharp. 

“I decide when I touch this pussy. 

When I slide inside you. 

When you come. 

You’re going to learn to wait.” 

“AHHH!... Please, Mistress Helena… don’t stop! 

Keep going, I beg you!” 

Alma’s voice broke. 

Body burning. 

Thighs trembling on the marble. 

Helena gave her a light, stinging slap. 

Two fingers on the tender inner thigh. 

“The mansion has rules. 

You will follow them. 

Your pleasure doesn’t belong to you anymore.” 

Alma panted. 

Body on fire. 

Helena stepped back. 

Looked at her. 

Mirrors along the hall reflected Alma’s naked form. 

From every angle. 

Flushed full tits. 

Thighs glistening with her juices. 

A face twisted in raw, desperate need. 

The woman in white held out her hand. 

Alma took it without hesitation. 

Helena threaded their fingers together. 

Drew her forward with that same gentle but unbreakable force. 

She led her down the long corridor. 

It opened like a throat of pure luxury. 

Helena’s heels clicked sharply on polished marble. 

Alma’s bare feet padded in silence. 

Leaving wet footprints that shone under the recessed lights. 

The hallway seemed endless. 

High ceilings. 

Crystal chandeliers. 

Tapestries of women lost in surrender. 

Half-open doors on both sides. 

Showed rooms of obscene wealth. 

Libraries. 

Velvet salons. 

A dining room with a diamond chandelier. 

Sparkling like a night sky. 

Money here wasn’t just wealth. 

It was power. 

A world built to own and control. 

Alma’s knees felt weak. 

Her pussy throbbed with a hot, empty ache. 

Climbing through her belly like fire. 

Thoughts slammed through her head. 

Could she survive this? 

Helena was so much more than the woman who fucked her. 

She was the force that had built this entire empire. 

Of pleasure and domination. 

What if her body broke before the end? 

What if her mind surrendered too soon? 

Panic rose. 

But a wild, hungry fascination kept her moving. 

Every room was more overwhelming than the last. 

Everything reminded her she could be part of this now. 

No longer just the golf-course girl. 

Now she could be the new one in Helena’s mansion. 

Helena felt the tremor in her hand. 

Smiled without looking over. 

Her free hand slid down Alma’s bare back. 

Slow. Deliberate. 

Until it cupped one soft cheek of her ass. 

Nails pressed in. 

Then she spread her open. 

Possessive. 

Exposing the tight pucker of her ass. 

And her swollen, dripping pussy. 

To the cool air of the corridor. 

The touch was electric. 

Direct. 

Alma let out a shaky gasp. 

But a small, trembling smile curved her lips. 

She loved this. 

Needed it. 

Helena squeezed and released. 

Kneading the flesh in a slow rhythm. 

As they walked. 

Every step made Alma’s slick thighs rub together. 

The constant wet friction dragging over her swollen clit. 

“Feel the mansion. 

Every corner was built for bodies like yours to surrender.” 

Alma’s eyes roamed the lavish walls. 

Overwhelmed. 

They stopped at a tall window. 

Overlooking the side garden. 

The pool glowed closer now. 

Turquoise water lit from below. 

Alma saw her own reflection. 

Overlaid on the view. 

A naked figure. 

Stiff nipples. 

Visibly puffy, shiny pussy lips. 

Helena stepped in close beside her. 

Pressed her clothed body against Alma’s bare skin. 

One hand rose to circle Alma’s throat. 

Firm but not choking. 

The other slipped between her legs from behind. 

Not fingers pushing in. 

Just the pads gliding over her outer pussy lips. 

With torturous slowness. 

She spread Alma’s own wetness upward. 

Coating her throbbing clit with the lightest possible touch. 

Teasing. 

Almost cruel in its gentleness. 

Alma pushed her hips back. 

Desperate for more. 

Helena withdrew the pressure. 

“Not yet. 

Look at yourself in the glass, Alma. 

Look how you’re dripping in front of my gardens. 

Tell me what you see.” 

“I see… I see a naked submissive, Mistress… 

A soaked slut who only wants you to break her.” 

Alma moaned. 

Pressed her flushed body to the cold glass. 

Helena took her hand again. 

They kept walking. 

“Soon… very soon… you’ll step into my forbidden salon.” 

The red-and-black lacquered door drew closer. 

With every step. 

More threatening. 

More irresistible. 

Alma doubted her own ability to endure. 

But the luxury wrapping around her intoxicated her too deeply. 

She didn’t want to run. 

She only wanted to fall. 

Deeper. 

Harder. 

Completely hers.


CHAPTER 2: Hot Welcome in the Kitchen

The woman in white pushes open the double doors to the service area. 

Alma steps into a world of activity that steals her breath. 

The main kitchen is enormous. 

The smell of fresh bread mixes with the scent of female sweat. 

Four women move with fluid, precise motions. 

“This is Alma,” Helena announces, voice clear and commanding. “Our new resident. 

Today you’re going to welcome her the way she deserves. 

You have my permission to do whatever you want with her.” 

No one stops working. 

Only the glances shift. 

All of them land on the newcomer. 

Silent. Curious. Evaluating. 

Ingrid, the head chef, a sturdy woman in her forties with strong arms and heavy tits, moves first. 

She spreads her legs wide and points to the floor between her thighs. 

“Kneel and eat,” Ingrid growls, eyes locked on the new girl. 

Alma freezes. 

She looks up at the woman in white. 

“Do what they tell you,” Helena orders, calm and final. 

Alma drops to her knees. 

Mouth open. 

Eyes fixed on the chef’s smooth, sweaty cunt. 

Ingrid lifts her apron to her waist. 

The smell hits hard. 

Musky. Thick. Irresistible. 

“You better have a good tongue,” Ingrid says, fisting Alma’s hair and shoving her face into her hot folds. “If that mouth doesn’t work, you’ll be licking all night until you learn.” 

Alma sticks out her tongue. 

Drives it straight between the slick, swollen lips. 

Licks greedily from the base up to the throbbing clit. 

Ingrid keeps working, hips rocking against Alma’s mouth. 

The young woman’s tongue fucks in and out of the soaked cunt. 

She sucks down the juices that keep flowing. 

Ingrid clamps her thighs around Alma’s head. 

Traps her there. 

Never stops moving. 

Helena watches with arms crossed, a satisfied smile on her face. 

She signals to Vivi, the slim kitchen assistant. 

Vivi pulls a small but thick black silicone plug from a drawer. 

Lubricates it with spit. 

Spreads Alma’s ass cheeks wide, exposing her tight hole. 

“Relax,” Vivi whispers, pressing the tip against the rear entrance. 

Alma moans into Ingrid’s cunt. 

The cold, slick toy forces its way inside her. 

Stretching her open. 

Centimeter by centimeter. 

Until the widest part pops in and seats itself. 

“AHHH!... YES, STRETCH MY ASS!” 

Alma cries out, eyes rolling back. 

“Shove it all the way in… I want my ass properly plugged while I eat the chef’s cunt…” 

Vivi pumps the plug in and out. 

“Look how the new girl’s hole gapes,” she teases, watching the stretch when she pulls it free before driving it back in. “She’s so open you could fit your whole hand.” 

Carmen, the tall head of service with her hair pulled back, approaches and sits on a nearby chair. 

She lifts her skirt. 

Reveals a swollen, open cunt. 

Helena nods. 

Alma, still feeling the plug move in her ass, is guided between the two women. 

Her tongue switches from Ingrid’s musky heat to Carmen’s fresh wetness. 

Back and forth in an insatiable rhythm. 

“FASTER, DAMN IT! SWALLOW ME WHOLE!” 

Carmen roars, gripping Alma’s head by the ears. 

“Yes, and the other cunt too,” Alma babbles, tongue dripping as she switches back to Ingrid. “Don’t worry, I can take both.” 

Isabella, the head gardener, steps in behind Alma. 

Delivers a hard slap to her ass that cracks through the kitchen. 

Then drives three fingers straight into the submissive’s soaked pussy. 

Alma moans against Ingrid’s cunt. 

Isabella fucks her pussy with her fingers while the plug keeps moving in her ass. 

The double sensation makes Alma’s legs shake. 

Helena circles the group, watching every detail. 

Alma’s fear melts into sloppy, desperate obedience. 

Her whole body becomes the center of their collective pleasure. 

Licking. Being fucked. Pinched and spanked. 

The staff keeps working like fucking the new girl is just part of the day. 

Helena snaps her fingers. 

The women lay Alma on her back across a granite surface. 

The cold stone against her bare skin rips a choked cry from her that turns into a moan. 

Ingrid and Carmen pin her wrists above her head. 

Stretch her out like an offering. 

Her heavy tits are completely exposed. 

Hard nipples pointing at the ceiling. 

Ingrid climbs up and straddles Alma’s head. 

Lowers her pelvis straight onto the open mouth. 

Her hot, dripping cunt covers Alma’s entire face. 

Crushes nose and lips against the soaked flesh. 

Alma can only lick and swallow the thick juices flooding her throat. 

Ingrid fucks her face with her swollen cunt. 

Carmen pulls a thick, veined black silicone dildo from the drawer. 

Lubricates it with the slick dripping from Alma’s pussy. 

Drives it in with one brutal thrust to the bottom of her cunt. 

Alma’s scream is muffled against Ingrid’s sex. 

“Look how she swallows the whole toy,” Carmen mocks, pounding without mercy. “She’s so tender she’s going to break before the guests arrive.” 

“I don’t think she’ll break,” Ingrid says. “The new girl is proving she’s tough.” 

Vivi kneels beside her. 

Starts sucking Alma’s nipples. 

Teeth grazing. Deep pulls. 

Isabella isn’t content to watch. 

She grabs a long wooden ladle. 

Smacks the inside of Alma’s thighs. 

The new girl moans with desperate pleasure. 

The granite beneath her back grows slippery with sweat and the juices pouring out of her. 

Her pussy clenches hard around the thick dildo. 

Carmen fucks her faster and deeper. 

“OH GOD… THEY’RE FUCKING ME SO DEEP!” 

Alma screams, arching off the cold stone. 

“Mistress Helena, look how your staff is using me… I’m soaking the granite, but I’ll hold on for you!… Are more guests coming?” 

Her clit stands out, swollen and throbbing, completely exposed. 

Helena leans down. 

Blows softly across it. 

Then delivers one sharp, open-handed slap. 

The crack makes Alma arch so violently she almost lifts Ingrid off her face. 

Her whole body shakes like it’s possessed. 

The orgasm rushes toward her like a runaway train. 

Her cunt walls squeeze the dildo in desperate pulses. 

Her ass throbs around the plug. 

Mouth full of Ingrid’s salty taste. 

Helena raises her hand. 

Everyone stops instantly. 

Ingrid lifts her hips. 

Alma gasps in broken pants. 

Face soaked with spit and pussy juices. 

Eyes glassy and pleading. 

“Not yet,” Helena says, voice low and full of dark promise. “Your first orgasm in my mansion won’t happen here.” 

The women remove the toys with careful hands. 

Leave her lying on the granite. 

Alma sobs with pure frustration. 

Body trembling. 

Pussy and ass pulsing with unbearable emptiness now that everything is gone. 

The woman in white crouches in front of her. 

Lifts her chin so their eyes meet. 

“My friends will be here soon,” Helena whispers, dark smile dangerous. “And they’re going to play with you until you can’t even walk. Get ready. This was only the appetizer.”


CHAPTER 3: Helena’s Friends – Private Performance in the Salon

Helena opens the oak doors to the main salon. 

The air changes instantly. 

Thick with expensive, heavy perfume. 

The space is a temple of power. 

Three velvet sofas circle a low glass table. 

Three glasses of red wine sit on it. 

In the exact center, under a chandelier that casts long shadows, Helena places Alma. 

“Stay here. 

Standing. 

Legs apart. 

Hands at your sides. 

Don’t move until I say.” 

Alma obeys. 

Her heart slams against her ribs like a war drum. 

Her naked body already carries faint marks from the kitchen. 

Nerves twist in her stomach. 

But excitement soaks the insides of her thighs. 

A hot, constant thread she can’t stop. 

Two pairs of high heels echo down the hallway. 

They enter like conquering queens. 

Sophia is tall. 

Dark skin. 

Black hair pulled into a ponytail that sharpens her cheekbones. 

Black pants that hug her powerful hips. 

Valeria is shorter but explosively curved. 

Platinum blonde hair loose to her waist. 

Tight red dress painted over her body. 

Both radiate sadistic curiosity at the sight of the new girl standing naked in the center. 

“Look at her, Helena,” the brunette purrs, dropping her designer bag on a sofa. 

She approaches slowly. 

“She’s even more delicious than you described.” 

The blonde circles Alma like a predator. 

Runs a finger down her spine. 

Stops just above her tailbone. 

Her nail drags with soft menace. 

“I want to see her dance,” Valeria says. “I want her to show us if she’s really worth touching.” 

Helena sits on the central sofa. 

Crosses her legs with elegance. 

Picks up a glass of wine. 

“Alma. Dance for us. Slow. Very slow.” 

Alma starts to move. 

No music. 

Only the pounding of her own blood in her ears. 

Her hips roll in slow, obscene circles. 

Her hands slide up her sides. 

She cups her tits. 

Squeezes them. 

Pinches her nipples until they harden like stones. 

Her thighs spread wider as she drops into a squat. 

Her cunt completely exposed. 

Swollen lips shiny and parting. 

Showing the wet pink inside. 

“Look… look how open and soaked I am for you,” Alma moans, rubbing her swollen clit in slow circles. “Mistress Helena… your friends are going to have so much fun with me. You have no idea how much of a slut I am.” 

“She’s perfect, Helena,” Sophia laughs, sipping her wine. “She already has me crazy.” 

Alma turns. 

Arches her back. 

Spreads her ass cheeks with both hands. 

Shows her tight hole and dripping cunt to all three women. 

Her movements are deliberately filthy. 

Drops of her own wetness fall to the floor between her feet. 

She pushes three fingers into her cunt. 

Moans as she does it. 

Sophia and Valeria clap. 

Their eyes burn Alma’s skin. 

“Come here,” the brunette orders suddenly. 

Alma crawls until she kneels between Sophia’s legs. 

The tall woman stands in one feline motion. 

Yanks her pants down. 

Reveals a leather harness holding a thick, veined black cock. 

She slaps it against Alma’s cheek. 

A heavy, wet sound. 

“Suck it. All the way. I want to see you drool.” 

Alma opens her mouth. 

Takes it deep. 

Feels the thick head hit the back of her throat. 

Sophia grabs her hair. 

Starts fucking her mouth. 

Deep, controlled thrusts. 

Saliva spills down her chin. 

Drips onto her tits. 

Valeria peels off the red dress in one motion. 

Sits on the edge of the sofa. 

Spreads her legs. 

Her cunt is smooth. 

Thick lips. 

A prominent clit throbbing visibly. 

“Get ready, sweetheart. This is only the beginning.” 

Sophia pulls the cock from Alma’s mouth. 

Before she can catch her breath, she grabs her hips. 

Bends her face-down over the low glass table. 

Alma’s tits smash against the cold, hard surface. 

Her ass raised and open like an offering. 

Valeria positions herself in front of her face. 

Forces Alma’s jaws open with her thumbs. 

Presses her hot, meaty cunt straight onto her mouth. 

Buries her until Alma’s nose is buried in it. 

Alma’s face is smothered in the blonde’s soaked folds. 

She breathes through the wet flesh. 

Her tongue drives in instinctively. 

From behind, Sophia lines the thick head against Alma’s cunt. 

Drives in with one brutal thrust. 

The thickness stretches her to the limit. 

Her inner walls yield. 

A wet, fleshy sound fills the salon. 

Sophia grips Alma’s ass with both hands. 

Fucks her with long, savage strokes. 

Pulls almost all the way out. 

Slams back in until her hips smack the soft flesh of the submissive’s ass. 

Every thrust smashes Alma’s tits harder against the glass. 

Her pussy juices splash backward. 

Thick drops stain the brunette’s thighs. 

Valeria grinds from the front. 

Rubs her swollen clit against Alma’s nose and tongue. 

Fast, demanding circles. 

The blonde comes hard. 

Her juices flood down Alma’s chin and neck. 

Mix with her own spit. 

“SWALLOW IT ALL!” the blonde roars. 

She grinds her cunt against Alma’s lips. 

“Work that tongue. Don’t leave anything uncleaned.” 

“AHHH… Y-YES, MA’AM!…” 

Alma babbles, mouth overflowing. 

“Your cunt will be shining when I’m done with it.” 

Helena sips her wine slowly. 

Doesn’t miss a single detail. 

The two dominants switch positions. 

They drag Alma to the floor. 

Sophia pulls the cock from her cunt with a wet sound. 

Lines it up against the submissive’s asshole. 

Alma’s ass opens slowly around the thickness. 

Centimeter by centimeter. 

Until the entire length is buried inside her. 

Valeria lies beneath Alma. 

Aligns her own cunt with the submissive’s. 

Starts grinding against her. 

Wild tribbing. 

Clit against clit. 

Pussy lips sliding wetly over each other. 

Hot, slippery friction. 

Now Alma is impaled on the cock in her ass. 

Her cunt grinds mercilessly against Valeria’s. 

The pleasure is so intense she feels her body might split in two. 

Sophia fucks her ass with short, deep strokes. 

Each one drives Alma’s clit harder against Valeria’s. 

The three female bodies move in perfect, brutal rhythm. 

Skin on skin. 

Sweat mixing. 

Juices dripping. 

The woman in white finally stands. 

Walks over. 

Slides two fingers into Alma’s mouth. 

Makes her suck them while the other two keep moving without pause. 

Alma feels the orgasm rising like a massive wave. 

Her inner muscles clamp down on the cock in her ass. 

Violent contractions that threaten to push it out. 

Her body arches hard. 

Legs shake uncontrollably. 

A long, muffled scream vibrates around Helena’s fingers. 

Helena pushes them deeper into her throat. 

“Tell me who that ass being destroyed belongs to,” Helena demands, looking down at her. 

“TO YOU, MA’AM! 

MY ASS IS YOURS… AND MY CUNT TOO, BUT I CAN’T TAKE ANY MORE, MA’AM! 

I’M COMING! 

I’M COMING!” 

Alma screams without control. 

Her cunt explodes in brutal spasms against Valeria’s. 

Hot, heavy jets squirt out. 

Soak the blonde’s pussy. 

Sophia doesn’t stop. 

Keeps fucking her ass. 

Every thrust wrings more contractions from her stretched hole. 

The pleasure tears her apart completely. 

Wave after wave. 

Alma convulses between the three of them. 

Drooling. 

Completely broken. 

Her body at the limit while fluids run down her thighs and onto the floor. 

Helena leans down and whispers in her ear: 

“You came without permission. Tomorrow you’ll pay for it at the pool… and tonight we’re going to fuck you until you can’t even think.” 

The two guests keep moving inside Alma without mercy. 

They prolong the night. 

The evening sun paints the salon deep red. 

Alma, exhausted and dripping, can barely register the promise of the pool. 

All she knows is that she won’t be sleeping tonight.


CHAPTER 4: Hot Afternoon at the Pool

The midday sun falls like a tongue of fire. 

Helena, Sophia and Valeria lead Alma down the stone steps. 

Straight to the pool. 

The air smells of dissolved chlorine. 

Smells of coconut sunscreen. 

The pool is a perfect rectangle of turquoise water. 

Surrounded by lounge chairs with white cushions. 

Beyond the pool there is only wind. 

Moving the treetops. 

The mansion feels cut off from the rest of the world. 

The three dominants wear tiny bikinis. 

Barely covering their nipples. 

Barely covering the triangle of their mounds. 

Alma walks naked between them. 

A plug already buried in her ass. 

Placed there earlier by Helena. 

The woman in white points to the edge of the pool. 

“Into the water. Lean on that float. On your back. Legs spread wide.” 

Alma steps into the warm water. 

Lies back. 

The sun heats her tits. 

Heats her smooth cunt. 

Still sensitive from the night before. 

The float holds her up. 

Her legs strain to stay wide open. 

Sophia enters the pool. 

Wearing a thick transparent silicone dildo with a suction base. 

She positions herself between Alma’s floating legs. 

Presses the head against her swollen cunt entrance. 

The water makes everything slicker. 

The dildo sinks in with one slow push. 

Only the handle remains outside. 

Valeria approaches from outside the pool. 

Kneels at the edge. 

Her fingers find Alma’s clit. 

Swollen. Red. Standing out. 

She pinches it hard. 

Pulls upward. 

The brunette starts moving the silicone toy. 

In and out under the surface. 

Water splashes around the penetration. 

Creates small waves. 

The waves lap at Alma’s hard nipples. 

Helena floats beside her. 

Holds her by the shoulders to keep her in position. 

“Breathe through your mouth. Feel how the water fucks you at the same time we do.” 

The blonde releases the clit. 

Clips cold metal clamps with a chain onto each nipple. 

Tightens them until Alma arches. 

Alma moans loud. 

The chain hangs between her tits. 

Helena tugs it gently. 

Shocks of pain that turn into liquid pleasure. 

Alma floats completely exposed. 

The sun bronzes her skin. 

The water licks every inch. 

The dildo fucks her without mercy. 

The clamps pull on her nipples. 

Her ass clenches around the plug with every thrust. 

Amplifying everything. 

“AHHH! 

I LOVE IT WHEN YOU PULL MY TITS, MA’AM!” 

Alma screams. 

Twists in the water. 

“Look how I open under the water while your friend wrecks my cunt!” 

“What a crazy nympho,” Valeria mocks. 

Pinches her thighs. 

“We’re going to use her like a floating toy in front of the whole mansion.” 

Valeria slides into the pool. 

Positions herself behind Alma’s head. 

Grips her wet hair. 

Helena pulls harder on the clamp chain. 

Stretches the nipples to the limit. 

Alma’s cunt spasms visibly around the dildo. 

Juices begin to leak out. 

Dilute in the water. 

Helena signals. 

Everything stops at once. 

Sophia pulls the dildo out with a watery sound. 

Valeria moves away. 

Between the three of them they lift Alma from the water. 

Hold her by the arms. 

Lay her on her back on a lounge chair. 

The sun hits her wet body directly. 

Her juices shine like oil on her skin. 

“Legs on my shoulders,” Helena orders. 

She positions herself between Alma’s knees. 

Alma obeys. 

Rests her heels on her Mistress’s shoulders. 

Helena leans in. 

Drives her tongue straight into the open, pulsing cunt. 

Licks with hunger. 

Sophia and Valeria take positions on either side. 

Suck her tits. 

Suck her nipples with the clamps still on. 

Alma trembles on the lounge chair. 

Her body covered in water droplets and sweat. 

She begs with a broken voice: 

“Please, Ma’am… I can’t take any more… let me come, I beg you…” 

Helena lifts her head for a second. 

Lips shiny with fresh juices. 

Smiles with that cruelty that controls everything. 

“Not yet, my slut. Hold it. The day has only just begun.” 

Helena rises suddenly. 

Mouth glistening. 

Chin dripping. 

They drag Alma by the waist. 

Take her to the wide steps in the shallow end. 

The young woman ends up on all fours on the second step. 

Torso submerged to her elbows. 

Ass completely out of the water. 

Exposed to the burning sun. 

The hot mosaic burns Alma’s knees. 

The water laps at her forearms. 

Laps at her belly. 

Sophia straps on a curved dildo with a flared head. 

Pulls the plug from Alma’s ass. 

Drives the cock in with one thrust. 

Alma lets out a hoarse cry. 

The length sinks to the hilt. 

Stretches the muscle in a tight, burning embrace. 

Fills her completely. 

Valeria lies on her back on the lower step. 

Water barely covers her tits. 

She pulls Alma’s hips down. 

The submissive’s open cunt presses against her mouth. 

The blonde licks with fury. 

Her tongue drives in and out of the vaginal channel. 

Teeth graze the swollen clit. 

Helena kneels right at the pool’s edge. 

Directly in front of Alma’s face. 

Spreads her legs. 

Alma buries her tongue in her Mistress’s soaked cunt. 

Now Alma is fully connected. 

The brunette’s strap-on pounds her ass. 

Long, deep strokes. 

The blonde’s mouth devours her pussy. 

Her own tongue buried in Helena’s hot sex. 

The sun burns her back. 

Burns her ass. 

Leaves the skin red and shiny with sweat and water. 

Every thrust from Sophia rocks Alma’s body forward. 

Drives her tongue deeper into Helena. 

Presses her clit harder against Valeria’s insatiable mouth. 

“Spread that cunt wider, slut,” the blonde orders from below. 

“Y-YES, MA’AM!…” Alma babbles. 

Ass pointed at the sun. 

“My ass is wide open for Sophia’s cock… and my cunt is all yours, Valeria!” 

The brunette speeds up. 

Fucks her ass with strokes so deep Alma’s cheeks shake. 

Valeria pushes two fingers into the submissive’s cunt while still licking. 

Helena grips Alma’s head with both hands. 

Grinds her clit against her nose and tongue. 

Pleasure builds in Alma’s belly. 

A ball of liquid fire. 

Ass full and hammered. 

Cunt devoured and fingered. 

Mouth full of Helena’s musky taste. 

Her whole body shakes. 

Inner muscles contract around the strap-on. 

Contract around Valeria’s fingers. 

Visible spasms. 

Alma feels the orgasm rising. 

Unstoppable. 

Legs weak. 

Vision blurred by sun and pleasure. 

She moans against Helena’s cunt. 

The sound vibrates straight into her Mistress’s clit. 

Helena feels the contractions on Alma’s tongue. 

Pulls away. 

Sophia yanks the strap-on from her ass with an obscene wet sound. 

Valeria removes her fingers and mouth at the same time. 

Alma is left alone. 

On all fours on the steps. 

Panting. 

Ass and cunt pulsing empty and dripping. 

Her whole body convulsing from denial. 

“PLEASE, MA’AM… I BEG YOU!” 

Alma sobs. 

Drools onto the hot mosaic. 

“Drain my juices… my cunt hurts from how swollen it is… let me come completely!” 

Helena lifts her chin with two fingers. 

“Not yet, pretty. Tonight, in the forbidden salon, you’ll come until you forget your own name. But here, under my sun, you only learn to hold it for us.”


CHAPTER 5: First Hour Inside the Forbidden Salon

Helena says goodbye to Sophia and Valeria. 

They stay by the pool a while longer. 

Then they’ll leave the mansion. 

Helena grips Alma’s wrist. 

Firm pressure. 

Leads her down a side hallway. 

The twilight light bathes everything. 

It makes Alma’s naked skin glow. 

Tanned skin. 

The hallway floor is polished marble. 

Cold. 

Slippery under her bare feet. 

Alma walks on shaky legs. 

Her body still vibrating. 

A whole day of denial under the sun. 

Her cunt throbs with a burning emptiness. 

It climbs up to her tits. 

Dries her throat. 

Helena says nothing. 

Just walks. 

Pulls her along. 

The chain tinkles through the hallway. 

At the end of the corridor a private preparation room opens. 

A white marble bathroom. 

A sunken tub in the floor. 

Golden faucets that gleam like jewels. 

Helena pushes her inside without ceremony. 

Turns on the taps. 

Hot water pours out hard. 

Fills the air with steam. 

Steam scented with essential oils. 

Smells of vanilla. 

Helena strips off the white bikini. 

Two quick motions. 

Steps into the tub. 

Her slender, powerful silhouette glows through the steam. 

“Sit on the edge.” 

Voice low. 

Alma obeys. 

Ass resting on the hot marble. 

Legs spread wide over the tub’s rim. 

Helena kneels in the water between her thighs. 

Grabs a natural sponge soaked in oil. 

Begins to wash Alma’s body. 

Deliberate slowness. 

First her tits. 

Squeezes the firm, young flesh. 

Drags the rough sponge over her nipples. 

Until they turn dark. 

Hard. 

Then down her belly. 

Along her sides. 

Reaches her open cunt. 

The sponge passes again and again over the swollen lips. 

Presses against her clit with every stroke. 

Alma arches her back. 

Lets out a guttural moan. 

The oil makes everything slick. 

Her entrance pulses visibly. 

Helena drops the sponge. 

Uses her hands. 

Spreads Alma’s pussy lips with her thumbs. 

Pushes two fingers deep inside. 

Explores the inner walls. 

Slow. Circular. 

Her thumb massages the swollen clit. 

Alma gasps. 

Nails digging into the tub’s edge. 

Her whole body shaking. 

Helena adds a third finger. 

Stretches her. 

Fucks her with cruel slowness. 

Hot water splashes against her thighs. 

Pleasure rises fast. 

Helena stops. 

Pulls her fingers out. 

A wet, shiny sound. 

“You’re not coming,” she whispers against Alma’s ear. “Not yet.” 

She picks up an enormous black anal plug. 

Thick silicone. 

Wide heart-shaped base. 

Lubricates it with oil from her own hand. 

Presses it against Alma’s hole. 

Already sensitive from the day’s use. 

The toy is much bigger than anything she’s taken before. 

The wide head forces the entrance. 

Slow, constant pressure. 

The muscle yields. 

Swallows it whole. 

An audible pop. 

Alma lets out a hoarse cry. 

Her ass stretched to the limit. 

Filled with a pressure that reaches deep into her belly. 

Her clit throbs harder. 

Helena twists the plug inside her. 

Pushes it deeper. 

Turns it. 

Grinds against every nerve ending. 

“Stand up,” Helena orders. 

She fastens a white leather collar around Alma’s neck. 

A metal ring at the throat. 

Attaches a thin chain. 

“Now walk with me.” 

She leads her naked. 

Oiled. 

The huge plug buried in her ass. 

The chain tinkling. 

To the end of the hallway. 

There stands the red-and-black lacquered door. 

Tall. 

Imposing. 

Wrought-iron handle that looks like a claw. 

Helena stops in front of it. 

Her free hand caresses Alma’s cheek. 

Drops lower. 

Squeezes one of her still-sensitive nipples. 

“Behind this door there is no mercy.” 

Her voice heavy with dark promises. 

“Only me, you, and everything you’ve always been afraid to want. 

You’re going to walk in broken with anticipation. 

You’re going to beg me to destroy you.” 

Alma trembles from head to toe. 

Heart pounding in her throat. 

Her cunt dripping oil and juices down her thighs. 

Helena grabs the iron handle. 

The lacquered door swings open completely. 

A deep whisper. 

Reverberates in Alma’s chest. 

Helena tugs the chain. 

Forces her across the threshold. 

The world changes instantly. 

The forbidden salon reveals itself in red-and-black gloom. 

It seems to breathe. 

Dim crimson neon lights trace the polished stone walls. 

Create shadows that move on their own. 

Dark wood furniture. 

Shiny metal. 

The smell hits first. 

Freshly oiled leather. 

Old female sweat. 

Melted candle wax. 

A thick musk of used, well-fucked cunts. 

Hangs dense in the air. 

The floor is black non-slip rubber. 

Cold. 

Slightly sticky under Alma’s bare feet. 

Designed for bodies to slide. 

To stay exactly where they’re placed. 

Helena guides her to the exact center of the room. 

Drops the chain. 

Leaves her standing. 

Arms at her sides. 

Alma trembles visibly. 

Her nipples so hard they ache with every breath. 

The giant anal plug still buried deep. 

Pressing against spots she never knew existed. 

Her clit throbs with every beat of her own heart. 

Helena walks around her. 

Slow circles. 

Like a predator before the first bite. 

“There is no escape here,” Helena murmurs. 

She stops behind Alma. 

Presses her naked body against the submissive’s oiled back. 

“Here you exist only to obey.” 

Her hands slide down Alma’s sides. 

Stop at her ass. 

Spread the cheeks hard. 

Expose the black plug jutting out. 

Helena pushes it deeper. 

With the palm of her hand. 

Then pulls it out barely an inch. 

Drives it back in. 

Fucks her ass with the toy. 

No hurry. 

Savors every contraction of the muscle. 

Alma feels her knees buckle. 

Helena holds her by the waist. 

Pushes her forward. 

Her tits press against a St. Andrew’s cross. 

Black wood. 

Rising in the center. 

The surface smooth. 

Cold. 

Helena lifts Alma’s arms one by one. 

Secures them with thick leather straps to the upper rings. 

Then spreads her legs. 

Fixes them too. 

The submissive is left completely open. 

Exposed. 

Cunt and ass offered without any shame. 

Helena stands in front of her. 

Her hot breath brushes Alma’s lips. 

“You’ll be in here all night. 

No rest. 

No mercy. 

I’m going to fuck you until your voice breaks. 

Until your cunt and your ass stay open forever.” 

Alma moans. 

Head thrown back. 

Her whole body shaking on the cross. 

Helena steps back. 

Contemplates her work. 

The bound submissive. 

Oiled. 

Plug buried deep. 

Cunt shiny and open. 

Eyes glassy with absolute desperation. 

Then she moves to a side table. 

Picks up an enormous vibrator. 

Turns it on. 

The deep buzz fills the forbidden salon. 

Like a promise. 

Helena smiles. 

That perfect cruelty that controls everything. 

“We start now.”


CHAPTER 6: The Forbidden Salon – The Dungeon of Pleasure

Helena watches Alma a few seconds longer. 

Savors the sight of her bound and trembling on the cross. 

She turns slowly toward the side table. 

Picks up the enormous vibrator in her right hand. 

The deep, heavy buzz is a palpable threat. 

With the toy in hand, she steps between her submissive’s spread legs. 

Pushes them open wider with her knees. 

Lowers the vibrator until it barely brushes Alma’s swollen, shiny pussy lips. 

The first contact makes Alma jerk hard against the straps. 

Helena smiles with that perfect cruelty that controls everything. 

She adjusts the angle. 

Presses the head of the vibrator directly against Alma’s swollen clit. 

Holds it there firmly. 

The buzz travels straight through her sensitive flesh. 

The power is brutal. 

Deep, heavy vibrations flood the young woman’s entire pelvis. 

Her pussy lips tremble. 

Spread wider with every pass. 

The plug buried in her ass amplifies every wave. 

Turns the sensation into something double. 

Something overwhelming. 

Every time the vibrator presses exactly where the pleasure hurts most, her cunt contracts. 

Contracts hard around nothing. 

Her ass clamps down on the plug with desperation. 

The moans soon turn into guttural screams. 

They echo through the dungeon. 

“AHHH!... MA’AM, YOU’RE GOING TO BREAK MY CLIT... I CAN’T TAKE IT...! YOU’RE DESTROYING ME!” 

Her body convulses against the straps. 

Her tits shake violently with every spasm. 

Hard nipples brush the cold air. 

Her voice starts to crack. 

“PLEASE, LET ME COME... I BEG YOU, MA’AM!” Alma sobs. 

Head thrown back. 

“I CAN’T HOLD IT ANY LONGER...” 

Helena eases the pressure. 

Watches her with that cruel smile that promises this is only the beginning. 

An entire night. 

The mistress of the mansion finally turns the vibrator off. 

Sets it aside. 

She steps up to the St. Andrew’s cross. 

Unbuckles the straps one by one. 

Holds Alma’s body against hers. 

With a slow, deliberate motion, she pulls the plug from her ass. 

Leaves the sensitive hole. 

Open. 

She lifts Alma without effort. 

Places her in front of a suspension harness hanging from the ceiling. 

Ready for the next stage of her complete surrender. 

The wide, padded leather harness sways slightly. 

As if it already knows Alma is going to fill it. 

Helena settles her inside the harness. 

Adjusts the wide straps under her thighs and back. 

Alma is left suspended in the air. 

She spreads her legs to the maximum. 

Secures her ankles in rings. 

Fixes her wrists, binding them above her head. 

Alma feels the harness wrap around her. 

Like a padded leather cage. 

The wide straps press against the backs of her thighs. 

Press against her lower back. 

Hold all her weight. 

She floats in the air with nothing touching the floor. 

The constant pull on her wrists, bound above her head, arches her back. 

Pushes her tits forward. 

Leaves them exposed. 

Heavy. 

Her legs, spread wide by the ankle rings, stay open with no way to close. 

She feels the tension in the inner muscles of her thighs. 

Cool air brushes directly against her swollen, wet cunt. 

Against her sensitive, slightly open ass without the plug. 

Every small swing of the harness rocks her like a living pendulum. 

Reminds her she controls nothing now. 

Not her legs. 

Not her arms. 

Not the distance between her body and the floor. 

The suspension runs through her entirely. 

It isn’t just the lack of support. 

It’s the constant awareness of being hung. 

Offered. 

Completely accessible. 

She feels gravity gently pulling her pelvis downward. 

The straps keep her up. 

Create an erotic tension that travels up her spine to her throbbing clit. 

Her cunt stays exposed without shame. 

Lips parted by the forced position. 

Wet and shiny under Helena’s gaze. 

The padded leather grips her flesh firmly. 

Without pain. 

That constant pressure, combined with the impossibility of moving or protecting herself, creates a mix of vertigo, shame, and deep arousal. 

She is suspended in the air. 

Helpless. 

Floating between floor and ceiling. 

Ready to be fucked with nothing to do but swing and moan. 

“I’m so open for you, Ma’am...” Alma groans, unable to stop the swinging. 

Helena straps on a thick, long cock. 

Slightly curved upward. 

Already shiny with lube. 

She steps between Alma’s spread legs. 

Grabs the suspended hips. 

Lines the wide head against the soaked cunt entrance. 

Pushes with her whole body. 

The cock sinks in with one deep thrust. 

Opens her inner walls with slow, total pressure. 

Alma lets out a long, guttural moan. 

The harness begins to swing with every thrust. 

Creates a pendular motion. 

Helena’s cock slides in and out in a hypnotic rhythm. 

Devastating. 

The mistress fucks with controlled but growing force. 

Drives the length to the hilt with every swing. 

Strikes that deep spot that makes Alma’s eyes roll back. 

Her strong hands hold the submissive’s hips. 

Guide the motion. 

The sound is raw. 

Wet. 

The constant splash of the strap-on driving in and out. 

Alma’s broken moans bounce off the walls. 

The soft creak of the leather harness. 

Alma’s juices fall in thick, shiny strings from her open cunt. 

Drip to the rubber floor. 

Form a growing puddle with every thrust. 

Pleasure rises fast. 

Unstoppable. 

Alma feels her insides contract around the thick cock. 

Feels every stroke fill her completely. 

No denial. 

No waiting. 

Helena speeds up. 

Fucks her deeper. 

Harder. 

Lets the harness swing her like a pendulum of pleasure. 

“I’M COMING!...” Alma screams. 

Voice breaking. 

“I’M COMING, MA’AM!... I CAN’T TAKE ANY MORE!...” 

Alma’s cunt contracts violently around the thick cock. 

Squeezes it like a hot, wet fist. 

A clear, powerful jet shoots out of her. 

Splashes Helena’s belly and thighs. 

Cascades to the floor. 

Her whole body shakes inside the harness. 

Legs tremble against the straps. 

Tits bounce with every spasm. 

The orgasm tears through her in long, brutal waves. 

Rips sobs of relief and pure pleasure from her. 

Helena keeps fucking her without stopping. 

Prolongs every contraction. 

Wrings out every last drop of ecstasy. 

Helena smiles against her neck. 

Bites the sweaty skin softly. 

Alma’s body keeps convulsing. 

“You deserve it,” she whispers, voice rough with triumph. “And this is only the beginning of the first night.” 

The harness keeps swinging gently. 

Alma hangs exhausted and shiny with sweat and fluids. 

Her cunt still pulsing around the buried cock. 

The dungeon seems to breathe with her. 

Ready to devour her for the entire night. 

The young woman, hanging and spent, already feels the tingle of what’s coming next. 

Even before Helena moves again.


CHAPTER 7: United – Shared Sweat in the Dungeon

Helena unbuckles the harness straps. 

A sharp click. 

Alma drops to her knees on the rubber floor. 

Legs without strength. 

Body still convulsing from the last orgasm. 

The mistress of the mansion lifts her without effort. 

Takes her to the low black leather bed. 

In the corner of the dungeon. 

She lays her on her back. 

Folds her legs against her chest. 

Ties them with thick straps. 

Leaves her cunt and ass completely exposed. 

Vulnerable. 

“Look how much of a slut you look like this,” Helena murmurs. 

She drags her fingers through Alma’s swollen, shiny cunt. 

“Open. Wet. Ready for me.” 

She picks up the black double-ended silicone dildo. 

Long and thick on both sides. 

Slides one end into herself first. 

Sinks one head deep into her own cunt. 

A low growl of pleasure. 

The other end juts outward. 

Heavy and shiny with lube. 

She climbs on top of Alma. 

Lines the free cock against her ass. 

“Breathe,” Helena orders. 

Voice low and firm. 

“Open for me.” 

The first push is slow. 

Deliberate. 

The wide head forces Alma’s ass entrance. 

Stretches the tight ring. 

An unrelenting pressure. 

The young woman lets out a long, trembling moan. 

The thickness begins to invade her. 

Centimeter by centimeter. 

The dildo works its way deeper inside. 

Thicker and deeper than the plug before. 

Helena sinks all the way in. 

The dildo joins them brutally. 

Both feel the weight and rigidity of the object piercing them. 

The mistress starts to move. 

Every thrust makes the dildo slide in and out of Alma’s ass. 

A wet, steady rhythm. 

The other end moves inside Helena’s cunt at the same pace. 

The two women are connected. 

Every roll of Helena’s hips fucks them both at the same time. 

“Fuck… how open you are,” Helena growls. 

Her hands dig into Alma’s thighs. 

“Feel it. Feel me fucking your ass while I fuck myself with your body.” 

The rhythm turns wilder. 

Helena drives the dildo with deep, fast thrusts. 

The submissive shakes uncontrollably beneath her. 

Her ass clamps hard around the thickness invading her. 

The pleasure becomes too intense. 

“Helena…” Alma begs. 

Voice broken. 

“I’m going to come…” 

“Do it,” Helena answers. 

She doesn’t stop. 

“Come with my cock in your ass.” 

The orgasm tears through Alma with violence. 

Her body arches. 

Her ass contracts in strong, rhythmic spasms around the dildo. 

A long, broken scream rips from her throat. 

The contractions travel through the toy straight into Helena. 

She feels her own cunt being squeezed hard. 

Pleasure slams into her full force. 

Helena comes with a deep, guttural groan. 

Her cunt pulses around the dildo. 

She keeps fucking Alma’s ass straight through her own orgasm. 

The two women shake together. 

Joined by the same object. 

Bodies pressed close. 

Tits rubbing. 

Moans mixing. 

Helena breathes hard above her. 

With slow movements, she pulls the double dildo free from both bodies. 

Alma is left with her ass open and sensitive. 

Pulsing. 

The mistress of the mansion sits up. 

Grabs a thick, heavy strap-on with two firm balls at the base. 

Fastens it quickly around her hips. 

She rolls Alma onto her right side. 

Lifts her upper leg. 

Folds it forward. 

Leaves her swollen, shiny cunt completely exposed. 

“Now I’m going to fuck your cunt,” Helena says. 

She positions herself behind her. 

“And I want you to come again.” 

She lines the wide head against Alma’s vaginal entrance. 

Drives in with one deep thrust. 

Alma lets out a muffled moan. 

The thickness stretches her. 

Fills her completely. 

Helena starts fucking her with firm, steady strokes. 

She grips her hip. 

Every time she slams her hips forward, the balls at the base of the strap-on slap and grind hard against her own swollen clit. 

The constant friction pushes her to the edge. 

Fast. 

The young woman comes first. 

Her cunt contracts hard around the thick cock. 

Body shaking between broken gasps. 

The feel of that violent squeeze pushes Helena over the edge. 

With a deep groan, Helena comes too. 

Her clit pulses against the base of the harness. 

She keeps fucking her through the final thrusts. 

Bodies joined and rocked by pleasure. 

When it’s over, Helena stays inside her a few seconds longer. 

Breathes hard against her neck. 

Alma no longer knows where her body ends and Helena’s begins. 

Only pleasure exists. 

Sweet pain. 

The certainty of being completely owned. 

When the first light of dawn filters through the high slits in the dungeon, Alma lies exhausted on the black leather. 

Body covered in sweat, marks, and fluids. 

Cunt and ass open. 

Pulsing and dripping. 

Helena lies down beside her. 

Naked and shiny with sweat. 

Slowly strokes her damp hair. 

“An entire night,” she murmurs against her ear. 

Voice rough. 

“And you’re still here. Broken. Addicted. Mine.” 

Alma closes her eyes. 

A weak, trembling smile appears on her lips. 

“Yes…” she whispers. 

Voice broken. 

“I’m yours.”


CHAPTER 8: The Final Test – Role Reversal Game

Helena and Alma enter the master bedroom naked. 

The mistress of the mansion closes the door. 

A final click. 

The light is low and golden. 

White candles stand on tall pedestals. 

They cast long shadows across a king-size bed. 

A huge window shows the starry night. 

The pool gardens glitter in the distance. 

Helena stops in the center of the room. 

Her perfect, tense body glows in the candlelight. 

Her nipples are already hard. 

Her smooth cunt slightly swollen. 

Anticipation. 

She looks Alma straight in the eyes. 

Without a word, she hands her a leather whip. 

“Tonight I don’t command,” Helena says. 

Voice low, almost soft. 

“Make me yours. I want to feel what you feel.” 

Alma takes the whip. 

The weight of the handle hits her palm like an electric shock. 

Her heart pounds so hard she feels it in her throat. 

Helena, the mistress of the mansion, kneels in front of her. 

Alma stands frozen. 

Something tightens in her chest. 

Can she really do this? 

She looks down at Helena. 

The woman stays kneeling, waiting in silence. 

“Helena… are you sure I can do this?” 

Alma’s voice wavers. 

“DO IT NOW!” Helena growls. “I want to feel what you feel. Show me what you can do.” 

Alma swallows. 

Grips the whip handle hard. 

Tries to order the chaos of emotions roaring inside her. 

She takes a step forward. 

She’s done so much already that this suddenly doesn’t feel impossible. 

She stares down at Helena on her knees. 

Her mind shifts. 

“THE GREAT HELENA ON HER KNEES FOR ME!” she growls, barely recognizing her own voice. “Spread those legs wider. I want to see the cunt that’s always controlled me!” 

Helena obeys. 

Spreads her thighs. 

Exposes her shiny, already wet lips. 

Alma raises the whip. 

Brings it down with a sharp crack across Helena’s firm tits. 

The mistress of the mansion lets out a sharp moan. 

Her body jerks. 

Another lash, harder. 

Leaves a perfect red line across one nipple. 

Helena gasps. 

Still kneeling, offering herself. 

Alma feels her own cunt throb with pure power. 

She grabs Helena by the hair. 

Yanks her forward. 

“LICK ME!” Alma orders. 

Voice rough with need. 

“I want your tongue inside me while I look you in the eyes and make you mine!” 

Helena leans in. 

Buries her face between Alma’s legs. 

Her tongue drives deep. 

Licks with hunger. 

Sucks the young woman’s swollen clit like she wants to devour it. 

Alma moans loud. 

Her hips rock against Helena’s mouth. 

But she doesn’t lose control. 

She raises the whip. 

Brings it down across Helena’s arched back while the woman eats her. 

Every lash makes Helena’s tongue fuck deeper. 

Faster. 

Inside her cunt. 

Alma’s juices run down Helena’s chin. 

Fall in thick drops onto the carpet. 

Alma pulls harder on her hair. 

Literally fucks her face. 

Her thighs shake. 

Pleasure and power. 

“THAT’S IT, FUCK! SUCK ME HARDER, MY QUEEN!” Alma pants. 

Voice fierce and broken. 

“I want to come in your mouth while you feel the whip!” 

Helena moans against her sex. 

The vibration shoots straight to Alma’s clit. 

The whip cracks again across her raised ass. 

Leaves red marks that shine in the candlelight. 

Alma feels the orgasm rising fast. 

Unstoppable. 

She comes with a hoarse scream. 

Grinds Helena’s face hard against her cunt. 

Hot jets spray out, soaking the mistress’s mouth and neck. 

“You like how your slut punishes you, Helena?” Alma groans. 

She yanks her hair upward. 

“LOOK AT ME WHILE YOU SWALLOW MY JUICES!... I want to hear you swallow with every lash!” 

“AHHH… YES, MY LOVE… Y-YES!” Helena moans between her legs. 

Eyes burning. 

“Destroy me… make me pay for every hour I kept you tied…” 

Helena swallows everything. 

Licks without stopping. 

Alma steps back, shaking. 

Chest heaving. 

Thighs shiny. 

She looks down. 

Helena is still on her knees. 

Face drenched in juices. 

Eyes bright with chosen, absolute submission. 

Alma smiles with new ferocity. 

Points the whip toward the bed. 

“Get up and lie on that bed with your legs spread wide,” she orders. 

Voice low and full of promise. 

“Because now I’m going to fuck you until you scream my name the way I scream yours.” 

Helena rises. 

Walks to the bed. 

Lies on her back. 

Spreads her legs to the maximum. 

Holds them open with her hands. 

Offers herself completely. 

Alma grabs a strap-on from the nightstand. 

The biggest cock she’s ever seen. 

Thick. Long. 

Veined, hyper-realistic. 

She fastens it with trembling hands. 

Climbs onto the bed. 

The heavy XXL strap-on swings between her legs. 

Thick, veined silicone shines in the candlelight. 

Helena lies completely open. 

Knees pulled back to her shoulders. 

Hands holding her own thighs. 

Cunt exposed and pulsing. 

Alma steps between those spread legs. 

Presses the wide head against her mistress’s soaked entrance. 

The thickness forces her inner walls open. 

Spreads her with a deep, wet sound. 

Helena lets out a long moan. 

“LOOK AT YOURSELF, FUCK!” Alma growls. 

Voice rough with animal lust. 

“The queen of the mansion spread open like a slut for me!” 

She starts fucking her with long, brutal strokes. 

Every thrust makes Helena’s tits bounce. 

Her cunt swallows the massive cock deeper. 

Alma grabs Helena’s wrists. 

Pins them to the mattress above her head. 

Holds her down. 

Speeds up. 

The sound of hips slapping wet flesh fills the bedroom. 

Mixed with Helena’s screams and Alma’s savage grunts. 

Without pulling out, Alma picks up the whip with her free hand. 

Brings it down across Helena’s exposed tits. 

The lashes leave bright red marks against pale skin. 

“SCREAM FOR ME, HELENA!... I want to hear this thing wreck you from the inside!” Alma roars. 

She whips her tits again. 

“Tell me who’s in charge on this bed now!” 

“YOU… AHHH… YOU’RE IN CHARGE, ALMA!... Break me completely… fuck me harder, my slut!” Helena screams. 

Eyes wide. 

Helena arches hard. 

Her cunt clamps down on the young woman’s cock with force. 

Alma doesn’t stop. 

Fucks harder. Deeper. 

The whip keeps falling across her tits. 

Her belly. 

Her inner thighs. 

“I want you to feel everything!” Alma pants. 

Sweat drips from her forehead onto Helena’s chest. 

“I want you to come screaming while I destroy you!” 

Helena breaks. 

Her orgasm is explosive. 

Her body convulses violently. 

Her cunt spasms around the thick cock. 

Visible contractions. 

Hot jets spray out under pressure. 

Soak Alma’s belly and thighs. 

Alma doesn’t stop. 

She pulls the cock out with an obscene sound. 

Unstraps the harness. 

Drops it on the floor. 

She climbs on top of Helena again. 

Presses her cunt against hers. 

A wild, desperate trib. 

Their swollen clits grind furiously. 

Pussy lips slide wetly over each other. 

Hot, slippery friction. 

Alma moves her hips in short, brutal strokes. 

Her mouth finds Helena’s. 

They meet in a violent kiss. 

Bite lips and tongues. 

Helena, still shaking, starts pushing up with her hips. 

Finds Alma’s rhythm. 

Their bodies move together. 

One single machine of pleasure. 

Sweaty skin sliding. 

Nipples rubbing. 

Clits crashing again and again. 

Alma pushes two fingers into Helena’s ass. 

While they keep grinding. 

Fucks her from behind at the same time their cunts devour each other. 

The second orgasm hits both women at the same time. 

Alma screams against Helena’s mouth. 

Her cunt contracts and sprays a hot jet. 

It mixes with Helena’s fluids. 

Helena arches so hard she almost lifts Alma off the mattress. 

Her whole body shakes. 

Another orgasm tears through her. 

Longer and deeper than the first. 

“GOD… WE’RE MELTING TOGETHER, HELENA… WE’RE COMING TOGETHER!” Alma pants. 

She bites her wet lips. 

“Feel my tongue… feel how I’m breeding you with my fluids…” 

The two women stay locked together for several seconds. 

Entwined. 

Panting. 

Sweaty and shiny with juices and spit. 

Helena pulls back slightly. 

Looks Alma in the eyes. 

Smiles, exhausted. 

Kisses her swollen lips softly. 

Her eyes already shine with that dark spark that has always defined her. 

“Next time…” she whispers against Alma’s ear. “We’ll play with something much more dangerous.” 

The night closes over the mansion. 

The role reversal between mistress and submissive has ended. 

But the real game has only just begun.


EPILOGUE

The morning light enters softly through the tall windows of the master bedroom. 

Alma kneels on the thick carpet. 

Naked. 

Hands resting on her thighs. 

Eyes lowered. 

Exactly as Helena has taught her. 

She doesn’t move. 

She doesn’t speak. 

She only breathes. 

Obedient. 

Awed by the absolute power radiating from her mistress. 

As if it had never left. 

The mistress of the mansion, already dressed in an impeccable white suit, walks around her. 

Slow, confident steps. 

Her heels click against the marble. 

She stops in front of Alma. 

Lifts her chin. 

“Look at yourself,” Helena says. 

That calm voice. 

“A few weeks ago you were the shy girl from the golf course. 

You barely dared to look at me. 

And now… now you’ve wielded the whip. 

You’ve fucked with hunger. 

You’ve discovered your own fire.” 

Alma swallows. 

Cheeks burning with shame and pride at the same time. 

Her eyes shine. 

That mix of shyness and absolute devotion that excites Helena so much. 

“You’ve progressed more than I expected, my young submissive,” Helena continues. 

She runs her thumb over Alma’s lower lip. 

“You gave me exactly what I wanted.” 

Helena leans down. 

Kisses Alma’s forehead. 

Cold tenderness. 

She straightens. 

Walks to the window. 

Looks out at the gardens and the infinity pool glittering under the morning sun. 

“Tomorrow I leave for a business trip to Dubai,” she announces without turning. “A full week of meetings, dinners, and negotiations with people who move billions. And you’re coming with me.” 

Alma lifts her gaze for a second. 

Surprised. 

But lowers it immediately at the weight of the command. 

“We’ll travel on my private jet,” Helena continues. “You’ll sleep at my feet in the most exclusive hotel suite in the city. You’ll be my personal assistant—silent and obedient.” 

Helena turns. 

Walks back toward Alma. 

Stops directly in front of her. 

Spreads her legs slightly. 

Lifts the skirt of her suit with one hand. 

Her cunt, still slightly swollen from the night before, is only inches from Alma’s face. 

“Kiss,” she orders. 

Absolute calm. 

Alma leans forward without hesitation. 

Presses her lips to her mistress’s sex with devotion. 

Kisses it with reverence. 

Helena strokes her hair with possessive gentleness. 

“Welcome back to your place, my perfect submissive,” she whispers. 

Alma closes her eyes. 

Her heart beats with that familiar mix of delicious fear and total excitement. 

Helena smiles, satisfied. 

She looks at the horizon above Alma’s bowed head. 

“Get ready, darling,” she murmurs. “Everything we’ve lived until now was only the beginning.”

THE END.
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