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         The clicking of heels echoed through the empty yet chic apartment. Bianca, panting in a hurry, grabbed a sheaf of documents from the nearest desk and thumbed through them in an expression of silent panic. No, I can't be late! Ms. Viviane hates is when people are late! She pursed her thin lips as she skilfully fished five precious sheets from the bundle of pages, then carefully packed them into a carry-on suitcase. Holding back a sigh of relief, she dashed for the exit, almost losing her balance – she was not used to this type of footwear, but she couldn’t show any clumsiness in front witnesses. She was about to grab the doorknob when she stopped abruptly and took a step away. Mirror. Giving her reflection a quick, critical look, she immediately used her hands to smooth out a disobedient strand of blonde hair tied in a short ponytail at the nape of her neck. To be sure, she brushed invisible dust from her collar and straightened the perfectly straight, short skirt. She had to. The procedures dictated it. And her superior's taste.

         Taking a deep breath, she opened the door, drastically changing her appearance. She marched through the hall with a smooth, determined step, her face frozen with a forced, unnatural solemnity intended to add to her professionalism. No one could see how she really felt. No one could see the clammy hands, or the heart fluttering with fear, beating even harder when she saw a female figure in a chic armchair near the elevator, accompanied by a butler and three subordinates. She swallowed nervously, waiting as long as she could, waiting to be noticed by the captain, Viviane.

         “Reporting for duty, madam,” she announced in a clear voice, tilting her neck so low that her chin almost touched her own breasts.

         It was customary to do so. And although Ms. Viviane did not ask her favourite assistant to refer to her by military rank outside working hours, Bianca strictly followed all the rules of etiquette and personally chosen discipline.

         Dressed in a navy-blue suit and chinchilla fur boa, the captain raised her sharp green eyes, piercingly scanning her from head to toe. Bianca felt her stomach nervously twist with every passing second. She breathed again only when the woman guardedly raised the corner of her red lips, bobbing her head and shoulder-length curls to confirm her approval. She was an absolute perfectionist, both in her private and professional life. She had never accepted any deviation from the self-imposed norm.

         “Let's go. The limousine is waiting,” she communicated in a sensual voice, getting up.

         “Yes, madam,” everyone in the hall said, throwing themselves into their duties, which the captain, thankfully for them, did not need to remind anyone of.

         The butler, head bowed, called the elevator. One of his subordinates threw Viviane's jacket over her shoulders, the other carried two briefcases, a suitcase, and an elegant handbag, and the third lit the captain's cigarette. Bianca, on the other hand, falling straight into place, began to follow her with dignity, carefully mimicking the pace of the superior’s blood-red stilettos, matched to the colour of her lipstick, while keeping at least two steps behind. This was the procedure of submission.

         Upon exiting the apartment building, the butler opened the limo door for Viviane and her assistant. The captain, with a snap of her fingers, ordered her subordinates to place the briefcases inside and then close the door – their presence was no longer needed. There would be plenty of servants where the chauffeur was driving them to tonight. Above all measure.

         Bianca's hands tightened nervously, still not sure where or why they were going. The dismissal of the subordinates bothered her a bit – Ms. Viviane liked to show off her status and high rank. And if it wasn't necessary, why did she only take her? Her jaw clenched. Stupid. The captain was not wearing a uniform. It had to be something private. Although she always wore the subtle scent of expensive musky perfumes and harmonious makeup, today she looked… different. Special. Unfortunately, staring at her face for too long was a shameful display of a lack of culture, so Bianca only noticed the precious diamond earrings, nothing else. They maintained a tense, professional silence the rest of the way.

         When Bianca left the limo upon reaching her destination, she felt her jaw drop. They parked right in front of a villa… no, not a villa. A huge palace! And the name of the owner engraved in gold was known to everyone, from privates to lieutenants. The peak of any hierarchical pyramid. A mysterious figure standing above all of them. The general.

         She closed her gaping lips with difficulty, straightening her posture, and composing herself with great effort as Viviane emerged from the door held open by the chauffeur. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed the captain performing strangely familiar movements on the way to the mansion – adjusting a perfectly straight skirt, brushing dazzlingly clean cuffs with the back of her hand. Bianca paled, coming to a terrifying conclusion. General Matilda… ranked above her as well!

         The palace was breath-taking, making even a partial estimate of the extent of property owned by its owner impossible. The maid, who looked more like a high-class businesswoman than a housekeeper, led them to a glass elevator, which went up to the top floor, where the penthouse and the general's office were located. Confirming that the appointment was starting right now, she did not even dare to escort them to the ebony door of the enormous office. Bianca's knees trembled, and she was happy to be a step behind her superior. She knew that should the piercing gaze of those green eyes catch her in their sight, she would not pass the test of decency in her expression at this point. She bit her lips and gritted her teeth, as her gaze swept from corner to corner. There was no dust in the cold stone interior. Everything shone with unnatural radiance, purity and cool mastery. It left no doubt as to who it belonged to.

         The office was like a library or meeting room for elite council members. It was huge, suspiciously cosy compared to the rest of the palace, but still distinguished by its unnatural sterility and attention to detail. None of the hundreds of books on the shelves protruded even a centimetre out of place. The stacks of documents were arranged straight as a ruler. The curtains of the windows with a stunning view created a perfect symmetry. There was not a single streak on the onyx table.

         Captain Viviane stopped two paces in front of the table, then leaned forward, bending at a right angle at the waist. Her jet-black curls flowed from her shoulders as she stared at the floor. Bianca, speechless with terror, immediately did the same, feeling a painful crack in her spine.

         “Reporting for duty, General,” Viviane announced in a voice her assistant had never heard.

         And although she really wanted to see what the mysterious figure – whom she had not noticed yet in the splendour of the room – looked like, she did not dare to change her position, holding her breath.

         “Duty? Come on, Viviane,” a deep, sexy, hoarse female voice replied. “We're after hours.”

         The captain stood up, adjusting her jacket. It was a moment before Bianca realised she should do exactly the same.

         “Did you really take her with you? You overwork her.”

         She hadn't had time to relax her muscles from the demanding bow before another spasm hit, when she realised that the Lady General meant… her! Despite her best efforts, she felt as though both pairs of eyes dug into her body like needles.

         “I know. She's my best assistant,” Viviane replied, raising the corner of her red lips. “That's why I wanted her to… relax a little with us.”

         Bianca's heart, so far pounding, stopped. Relax!? Every minute of today's service had been torture! She bit the tip of her tongue, chiding herself for thinking like that when she realised she was still being watched. It was as if the woman staring at her could read the poor assistant's shaky thoughts without revealing her own.

         Matilda was sitting in a large armchair, a cigar in her carmine lips. Even relaxed and cross-legged, she gave Bianca the shivers. Her elegance matched her high position and wealth, wearing a white jacket and skirt made of genuine leather from a rare albino animal. She wore her blonde hair in a neat bun, and the contours of her face were sharpened by agate framed glasses. From behind their lenses, a pair of piercing blue eyes stared at her, sparked with a sinister gleam in response to Viviane’s words. Nevertheless, the red lips smiled broadly, contrasting with the restrained emotions of the captain. Apparently, the higher the status, the less concern about strict etiquette.

         “With us, you say…” Matilda considered, resting her chin on the back of her hand in mock reflection. “Okay. She will definitely learn something new today. And will become an even better… assistant.”

         Bianca swallowed, in panic tilting her head in agreement. She will learn everything, yes, because she will never be able to forget the honour of looking the general in the face! In her own home!

         Captain Viviane tried to give the general a brief report, presenting a suitcase full of carefully selected papers, but Matilda dismissed it with a firm wave of her hand. The black-haired woman fell silent as if she were enchanted, humbly lowering her green eyes.

         “Leave me alone. I said: no politics in my house. And no business in my spare time. That’s an order.”

         “Of course, General,” Viviane replied in a voice unlike herself, to Bianca's astonishment.

         “Maybe a change of environment will finally make you learn. Let’s go, it's about time. En un instant!”

         Bianca turned around in a flash, grabbing the doorknob to open the door for the ladies, but froze at the words of her superior.

         “You really are getting old. Since when did you get so touchy?”

         “Since you got so overzealous. Forward march!”

          
      

         Riding in the limousine in a direction unfamiliar to Bianca, they indulged in ordinary conversation that did not suit them. They gossiped, joked, laughed, and complained about typical girlish topics. As an assistant, she had to pinch herself several times to make sure that she was not dreaming, because the whole situation crossed the limits of absurdity for her, surpassing her wildest expectations. For example, when she felt Matilda's eyes on her, and a deep voice with its characteristic hoarseness reverberated in her ears.

         “Do you know where we're going, child?” she asked with an almost indulgent smile.

         Bianca was not a child. She was a woman, although in the presence of older ladies like Viviane and Matilda, her femininity felt infantile and overshadowed in every respect: their round, graceful bodies, style, perfection, and self-confidence. She was just a private, after all. And only the best assistant. Even the regular maids in the palace looked chicer than she did!

         “N-no, General,” she replied, cursing herself for the stutter. She could have sworn she felt Viviane's deathly cold gaze on her.

         But Matilda only deepened her smile.

         “Luxuria. Does that mean anything to you?”

         “No, General. I’m sorry.”

         Hearing that, the woman laughed harshly.

         “But you have nothing to apologise for.”

         “I'll make sure you extend your knowledge on the subject, Bianca,” Viviane added. Normally the assistant would have considered it a terrible threat, but now she found something more… sinister in her voice.

         Fortunately, they both changed the subject, not noticing her presence until the end of the journey. Bianca, covered in a cold sweat, could think of nothing but Matilda's carmine lips, Viviane's green eyes, and the mysterious word “Luxuria,” which she repeated like a mantra, but she couldn’t for the life of her guess what it stood for.

         And even if she knew, she wouldn't have believed it.

          
      

         From the outside, Luxuria seemed like another opulent palace, surrounded by acres of fabulous gardens. What awaited inside would turn Bianca's world upside down.

         The huge pearly hall was shaded by exotic palm trees growing in pots, and just in front of the reception desk there was a small pool, shimmering with a shoal of little fish and the bright colour of water lilies.

         “Welcome to the Luxuria Baths, ladies,” declared the chubby receptionist, bending at the waist, as was his custom. “I received your reservation and adapted our place to your requirements. All facilities are at your disposal today for your exclusive use.”

         Bianca felt dizzy. Baths!? In a panic, she looked around, recognising the style of this place and recalling the thermal baths she had visited as a teenager. Such places were usually bustling with life and for a small fee, anyone could take advantage of the wealth of swimming pools, thermal waters, hot springs, treatments, and steam saunas. Today, apparently at Matilda's orders, everything was deserted. And intended for… the two of them. But surely the assistants had no right to take advantage of such intimate privileges?

         “Bianca!” Viviane's sharp voice snapped her out of her surprise, bringing her to attention. “What's wrong with you? We’re going to the changing room. Do I have to remind you of the distance at which you must follow me?”

         “No, madam. I… I thought I had to stay here. I did not know that…”

         “And were you given such an ORDER?”

         “No, madam. I was just… I wasn't prepared.”

         “My assistant has to be prepared for anything. No exceptions.”

         “I'm sorry, madam. It won’t happen again.” Bianca closed her eyes, bowing her head low in a gesture of submission. She had to close her eyes as she felt her pupils glaze over with emotion at the scolding.

         “I'll make sure of it,” the captain threatened, turning around and clicking her heels on the floor without further discussion.

         It was a clear sign for Bianca to immediately catch up with her and walk at least two paces behind her. Then, during her entire stay in the changing room, she did not dare to make a sound.

         Due to the shock of sensations and scolding, she had completely forgot about bathing suits. She prayed that their absence would not be a mishap on her part, but on a wooden table near the changing room lay cotton towels folded into squares. Before any of the women noticed, Bianca had wrapped herself in one of them from neck to toe. To her amazement, both the general and the captain did exactly the same, albeit less modestly. Holding back the flushing on her face with all her willpower, she reluctantly followed Viviane down the azure corridor that led to the caldarium, one of the bath's main rooms.

         The assistant's brown eyes widened in a mixture of positive amazement and sudden shock. The end of the corridor opened into an enormous room, the darkness of which was illuminated by the light of a thousand flickering candles. Most of them were placed on marble statues surrounding a huge hot-water pool. All of them depicted nymphs, muses, or goddesses, naked, in bold poses – some of them spouted a stream of water from bowls, jugs or… from between their own legs. The artist's craftsmanship was clear in even the smallest details of their carefully carved bodies. On the other hand, the largest of the sculptures was in the middle of the pool. It showed a naked woman sitting on the back of a jumping dolphin. The masterpiece depicted even the tiniest details, including flowing curls as well as… gently raised breasts, which were covered in a steamy mist of condensation. The pool of water exuded warmth and the scent of rosemary, jasmine, and bergamot. Single rose petals drifted on the crystal-clear surface. The hum of the fountains hypnotised, tempting and inviting.

         Bianca noticed with fear the sudden movement of the general. The old woman shamelessly threw her towel on a wooden lounge chair. As if feeling the gaze of the assistant, she turned over her shoulder, stretching her lips in an enigmatic smile. Despite the heat that prevailed in the room, the girl felt herself tremble, covered in a cold sweat. Every time she looked down, her pupils accidentally hit the enormous breasts of the general, and her lips dried despite the omnipresent moisture.

         “What are you waiting for?” she heard her superior's harsh tone from behind her back. “Undress yourself. That's an order.”

         Before she had time to think about what kind of order she had just received, she turned to the captain, open-mouthed, ready to announce her readiness to obey. But she was speechless.

         Viviane was standing behind her now, completely naked. She was wrapping her hair with the towel, pressing her urgent green eyes into Bianca. And her body… None of the goddesses carved in the caldarium would be ashamed to have such a body. A full bust, narrow waist, round hips and long, shapely legs. Had she ever imagined such a sight under her service uniform? Or under an elegant suit? Would she even dare to DREAM of the day she could see the captain in all her glory, without clothes, staring at her for far too long, against procedure?

         The splash of Matilda jumping into the pool saved her from confusion.

         “Don't be so cruel to her. We have a lot of time.”

         The assistant did not intend to disappoint both women at the same time, even if the general still indulged her. In all honesty, she feared her seeming gentleness far more than the anger of the harsh Viviane. A soldier has to follow orders – no matter what. She must be ready to die at the word of her commander, her captain, her mistress.

         Contrary to her better instincts, Bianca unwrapped the towel with an exceptionally tremulous movement of her hand. The creeping light of a thousand candles flickered on her body, illuminating the small, protruding breasts, the slim figure, and the pubic mound trimmed exactly according to the hygiene rules imposed by the superior. The rest of her body had to be completely shaved, as she always did, although it was the first time the captain had ever verified it. And she did not fail to cast her green eyes on Bianca’s body more intensely than usual.

         Bianca jumped into the deeper part of the pool with a loud splash, not rising to the surface for a moment. Here, at the bottom, she wanted to scream at the top of her lungs, yell, cry, and struggle. She had never been as resistant to stress as she claimed when recruiting. She never admitted to herself the… attraction she felt towards her superior. On the other hand, who wouldn't feel it? A beautiful, strong, articulate woman holding half an army under her sway. But Matilda? She had only just seen her for the first time in her life, never having dreamed of a similar honour before, and now she was to look at her enormous, wet, breasts floating above the water?! She fought with herself, her cheeks turning red until she ran out of breath. It was the only thing that forced her head above the surface.

         “There she is. Our little seal,” Matilda croaked suggestively.

         Bianca froze, deluding herself that immersing her body in the crystal-clear water to some extent concealed her from their intrusive gaze.

         “Come here. Ms. Matilda wants to take a look at you.”

         Torn by fear from the inside, without a word of objection, she swam closer to the shallows, where both beautiful women settled – clearly relaxed, relinquishing the tensions of their overworked bodies to the hot water steeped in aroma. Viviane stretched her legs out, eyes narrowed. Matilda allowed one of the fountains to splash water on her back, and Bianca couldn't keep her eyes from following the tiny rivulets that ran down her breasts.

         As usual, she stopped two steps in front of the General… but she was beckoned closer with a gesture of the hand. Even closer. Matilda traced a circle in the air with her finger. Bianca turned. She felt a hand drip hot against the back of her neck, then a sudden looseness. Matilda had removed the hair tie she usually used to create a short ponytail – loose hair and fancy buns were intended for senior rank women.

         “Such beautiful hair. Today you can show it to us,” said Matilda hoarsely, stroking it with gentle movements of her hands.

         “As an exception,” Viviane added sternly, but she brightened almost immediately, staring at the exposed body of the assistant standing motionless. “After all, I don't look at you like this every day… but you've grown up. You've changed. You've become a seductive woman under that uniform.”

         “Th-Thank you, madam.”

         Bianca's face flushed bright red, and her hands desperately wanted to cover the exposed parts of her body that the captain was now commenting on. And which by no means escaped the general's attention. Viviane grabbed a metal bucket at the edge of the pool, then approached, nodding knowingly to Matilda.

         “It's an infusion of cloves and soapwort. Wash my back.”

         With that, Viviane leaned on one of the marble steps, exposing her entire back side. Bianca, to whom she had handed the pail, flushed pink up to her ears, obediently approached the woman and knelt beside her. She lathered the beautifully fragrant mixture with her hand, then coated her superior’s back with it. Had she ever touched such superhumanly smooth skin before? Had she ever been closer than two steps behind those shapely buttocks in her life? Having chosen the career of a private assistant, had it crossed her mind that she would be ordered to wash the back of a naked captain in the steaming pool of a public bath?!

         She washed her, applying soft layers of foam and fearfully moving her hands along her spine. In fact, Viviane was spotlessly clean already – but Bianca was too stunned to notice. And to remember where her back ended and her bottom started. Before she knew it, her hands were massaging the plump buttocks in a circular motion, and a sudden sigh escaped the captain's lips.

         Unexpectedly, Matilda's foam-covered hands joined the action, watching the event with undisguised pleasure. In horror, Bianca tore her hands off the superior's buttocks, and when she realised what she had done, she suddenly felt the general touch her own breast, soft but firm.

         “The assistants must also be clean, my dear,” she whispered in her ear, caressing her small breasts with protruding nipples.

         Bianca held back a groan, as well as the hands she desperately wanted to shield herself with – she would not dare to oppose! Not Viviane, much less Matilda, who was now paying special attention to her nipples, apparently very… dirty. Unclean. Revealing what she felt inside and what she really wanted to hide.

         The temperature of the pool seemed to be rising. Her cold sweat turned into waves of muggy heat as she gulped the steamy humidity, shaken by the movements of Matilda's agile fingers, now embracing her from behind so that she could not shield herself with her hands – or even feel tempted to do so. Foam flowed thick down her chest, while the general stroked her belly, then mound, which made her heart beat violently… then she returned to her breasts, circled them, squeezed playfully, and then with tender strokes rewarded the stiff, intensely pink nipples.

         Bianca, burning with shame and unimaginable… honour? pleasure? fear? closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation. It was easier that way. Without wondering why she was in such a position, she had to be obedient and humble. She was good, no! the best assistant. She was going to endure everything that her superiors expected of her, even… a bath. A very intimate bath.

         And just as she thought she would replace meditation with pleasure by indulging in the moment without objection, she suddenly felt something else. Something more familiar, firm, examining her sharply between her legs. Bouncing in the water with a soft splash, she clenched her thighs, realising she had just trapped Viviane's hand between them.

         Without warning, the captain gave her a violent slap, making the assistant squeal aloud and free her hand. Matilda stroked her head with her hand and gently, soothingly kissing her neck. But if it hadn't been for the pain and shock, Bianca would never have remained calm. Viviane's hands grabbed and opened her helpless buttocks, peering critically inside them, then plunged her fingers along the slit, wandering lower, deeper.

         “Well, well.” The captain stretched out her hand, studying her fingers, which were shimmering with a translucent, sticky juice. In excess amount.

         “Oh, that’s where she’s really dirty!” Matilda exclaimed, strangely excited, grabbing her shoulders with strong arms.

         “You were right, she needs to be washed. Take her,” Viviane hissed ominously as she grabbed her assistant by the legs and lifted her up.

         Bianca hovered on the surface of the water, stunned by shame pulsing through her veins. The naked women pulled her closer to the sculpture, which was pouring a rapid stream of water from a jug. Now Viviane tugged her legs even harder – lifted them above the surface, bending and spreading them, displaying her pulsating pink flower. Matilda rested Bianca's head against her own breasts, holding her shoulders all the time, preventing her from drowning.

         The assistant screamed as she realised what they were going to do. Against all procedures, she tried to kick, but neither Matilda nor Viviane, holding her legs open, even twitched. They both brought her closer and closer to the stream of water – Bianca hissed, feeling hot drops of splashing water landing on her lower abdomen, pubis, and labia…

         At the general’s command, the young assistant's vagina was pushed under the strong stream. Bianca howled in painful ecstasy, trying to break free or cover the vulnerable area with her thighs, hands, whatever, but the women were unrelenting. They watched as the water cleaned her slippery, shiny pussy, wrapping around her swollen vulva. As the delightfully pulsating clitoris stiffened, the girl's body was flooded with a wave of pleasure. As the vagina and anus opened spasmodically in an attempt to free themselves, they filled with spring water, overflowing with its excess. Bianca's screams turned into piercing moans, and her attempts to escape turned into unrestrained spasms of her hips.

         “Are you clean now, Bianca?”

         “Yes, yes!”

         Viviane lifted her bottom higher, which caused the stream of water to lash her vagina under even greater pressure. She screamed loudly, feeling her body eagerly close to orgasm, but the hot water was not caressing her as passionately as she would have liked.

         “I’ll ask you again: are you clean already?”

         “YES, madam, YES! I swear I'm clean!”

         Exchanging smiles, the two women released her simultaneously. Bianca landed in the water, torn from the very edge of pleasure, disoriented, out of breath, trembling with excitement.

         “Perfect! Then we can go to the sauna.”

          
      

         The sauna room consisted of wooden planks arranged in steps, two large furnaces where heated coals glowed and fragrant incense burned, pitchers filled with ice water, and a dozen or so layers of thick steam. Still as hot as she could be, Bianca felt dizzy when she saw nothing but a thick fog of sticky, herb-scented humidity. Fortunately, she didn't need to see anything at all. Matilda's tender hands guided her to the right place, offering support, and ensuring that her arousal did not drop even for a moment. Stroking the buttock that had been hit in the pool, where the captain's red handprint had blossomed, she led her to one of the central steps and gracefully placed her on her back. The blushing Bianca panted with heat and leapt excitedly at the sight of Viviane coming towards her with two pitchers in her hands.

         She lifted one of them just above the assistant’s belly, slowly tilting it. Bianca's eyes widened, forcing herself to remain in one position, waiting in horror to see what would happen next. Matilda stroked her feet with her hand, grasping her ankles to be sure… and slightly parting her legs.

         Bianca gasped with pleasure as an oily, intensely fragrant, warm liquid poured over her stomach. A mixture of honey and precious oils which served as a lubricant for massages in the public baths. Apparently… not only that.

         She felt a trickle of oil pour over her breasts, and cool on her exposed nipples. How it twisted, dripping from her belly, how… it filled her mound. Matilda lifted her legs, opening her thighs even more so that the honey-scented liquid gently slid down her labia, unlike the ruthlessly gushing stream of water.

         After all of the mixture was poured out, Viviane knelt down beside her, massaging it all over Bianca's body, starting with her breasts. She did not fail to squeeze the proudly erect nipples and carefully feel the small but firm breasts of her assistant with her hands. Tickling her belly, she slid lower, between her open legs. There she paused, her fingers inspecting the size and warmth radiating from the pleasurably swollen labia. With two fingers she peeled them apart, and with the third she stroked the clitoris, still unsatisfied and stiff with sensation. Moving rhythmically up and down, she pulled a hollow moan from the girl's mouth, which quickly turned into an astonished grunt. Something cooler, and certainly much harder, brushed against her vulva. Something glistening in the light of the incandescent fire of the furnaces with a black glow. Matilda was holding one of the basalt massage stones, but it was very… unusual. Large, carefully polished, oblong, with a very, very lewd shape. Lewd enough to bring to mind a certain male organ. She dipped it in the mixture of honey and oils, lubricated it, and then brushed its smooth tip against the wet hole. Bianca gasped, beads of sweat streaming down her forehead. The moisture that trickled down onto the wooden planks betrayed her once again. Viviane accelerated without warning, playing with her clitoris in circular motions, and Matilda slowly slid the basalt dildo into her vagina – so deep that the assistant could feel her fingers gripping the stone. She bucked her hips, taking a desperate gulp of air. The overwhelming ecstasy took away her senses.

         Matilda, after a few thrusts and pulls, also decided to speed up. The basalt organ plunged into her with a wet squelch, deeply penetrating every pulsating nook and cranny. Viviane caressed her clitoris, which felt as if it was steaming like the red-hot coals. The girl's body vibrated, her mouth opened in loud, moaning shouts, and her hands dug into the hot planks of the sauna. She writhed as much as the naked women pleasuring her would allow her to. Every glance at their seductive figures only further awakened Bianca's lust, making her howl like a cat in heat. The dildo continued to penetrate vigorously, and the captain's fingers did not slow down, making the entire clitoris vibrate.

         “Please! I… I can't take it anymore! I have to…”

         “You have to? And were you ordered to?” Viviane said with an ominous smile on her red lips.

         Bianca screamed as tears ran down her cheeks. She was close, so close, too close! She couldn't hold back anymore, she had to come, now, en un instant! Feeling each successive movement of the dildo splashing her wetness, and her muscles clenching against her will, she could no longer curb her own lust.

         “I beg you! Please let me come! Please, Captain, General, PLEASE!”

         Matilda nodded. With an unusually wide smile, Viviane gripped the tall pitcher with her free hand. It was too late by the time Bianca saw the brass pitcher tilt over her open legs. A cascade of freezing ice-water poured over her red-hot, wet pussy. Pain, shock, and additional stimulation made her arch, lift her hips, and let out a spasmodic howl. A sweet wave gushed over Matilda from between Bianca's legs, enviable even to the sculptures above the pool. Viviane felt with satisfaction the tight contractions of an orgasm on her hand, which she had brought on with both pleasure and torture. The hot flesh burst into thick steam on contact with the icy water, filling the sauna with the scent of honey, cloves, sage, and sex.

         “Did you learn anything new today?”

         “Yes, Captain.”

         “Will you expand this knowledge?”

         “Yes, General.”
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Bella stood at the train station with her bag in her hand, looking at the city in front of her. The ground was covered in snow and in the light of the streetlights she saw a couple of lonely snowflakes falling slowly from the sky. Everything was white and the branches of the trees were heavy with snow. It was Lucia night, the annual tradition in which a girl dresses in a white gown, ties a red ribbon around her waist, puts on a crown of burning candles and performs traditional songs along with her choir of handmaidens and ‘star-boys’.

Here we go again.

The white station house was covered in Christmas lights and lit up the otherwise dark night. A car approached the parking lot and slid on the icy asphalt. Loud music was pumping out of the car’s speakers. Once it had stopped in front of her, a window was rolled down and, the next second, Daniel popped his head out of it.

‘Bella! Bella notte. Bella chica,’ he slurred.

He raised his bottle and laughed.

She saw Lottie in the driver seat. Of course, she was driving! Lottie with the blonde hair and the tattoo-covered arms. Bella laughed and put her bag in the trunk. She jumped into the back seat next to Ollie. He was hot. He gave he a bottle of beer. They were almost thirty but when they left the parking lot at high speed, everything was just as it had always been. Like when they were all twenty and studied together.

‘You should have come earlier, Bella. You have no idea what you missed today!’ Daniel shouted in the front seat. The others laughed.

‘What happened?’

‘You’re curious now, aren't’ you?’

‘We were performing at King’s Garden, you know?’ Ollie started.

‘It was a great performance!’ Lottie screamed. ‘The singing was beautiful.’

‘Nice place too. Fuck, the oldies there get aquavit with their dinner and they offered it to us too,’ Daniel said.

He turned his head and looked at Bella with a spark in his eyes.

‘But it turned into a huge mess,’ he said. ‘And before we know it, all the old folks are staring into a broom cupboard. Two of our star-boys were fucking in there!’

‘Ha-ha, what? Who were they?’ Bella laughed.

The beer and the fact that two of the guys had already had sex made her feel warm. She blushed and she felt a pulsating sensation between her legs. She twisted and turned in her seat and placed her hands in her lap with her fingers angled inwards, towards her crotch. The tiny movement was enough to make her whimper.

Ollie looked at her.

‘Are you okay?’ he whispered.

‘Mika and Carl!’ Daniel interrupted. ‘Can you imagine? Carl against the wall with his white gown pulled up over his ass and Mika behind him! In the middle of the act! I’m surprised nobody had a stroke! Haha!’
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