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Grudge Match by Becca Baldwin

"And....wrestle!"

Amber and I said it at the same time, and then slammed together hard. It was Amber and me alone in the gym locked in an after-hours grudge match, a rematch of the bout we’d engaged in during class.

She hadn't showered since then; that became obvious once Amber flipped me and locked her legs around my face.

The smell almost overpowered me. I felt sick. But, at the same time, it was embarrassingly familiar. Amber knew it, too. She tightened her thighs around my face and dragged me down.

I panicked and started to bicycle. This time, it wasn’t just bragging rights we were wrestling for. This time, the winner got to fuck the loser, right here on the gym floor. The big difference was, well... see, I’m a virgin. I only agreed to those terms if Amber agreed not to put anything in my pussy, even if she won.

I knew what that would mean. 

Amber would fuck my ass hard if she won. 

But if I won, what would I do? Slap Amber around? Make her go down on me?

I wasn’t like that. I’m not like that. I wouldn’t do that. I’m not into girls, really. I mean, as fantasy, sometimes, but... not for real. I mean, I don’t think so. Or I didn’t think so.

So... why did I agree to it, then?

Purely block-headedness, I guess.

As Amber began to dominate me in the ring, I realized what a mistake I’d made.

Now that it was an imminent threat, I was terrified of Amber winning and taking my ass. But the fear did more than just scare me. It did something to me inside. Something weird. Something warm. Something sweet and sexy and really intense. It made me weak. 

Would she force me to cum, like she’d threatened?

I couldn’t keep it together. Those filthy thoughts raged through my head, distracting me while I tried to struggle. 

Amber started to dominate quickly. She gave me a hard twist with her thighs and flipped me onto my back. She came down hard on my face, practically smothering  me.

I smelled and tasted her pussy. Again, I was assaulted by the thought of what Amber had promised to do to me if she won. I think maybe part of me wanted to lose.

But more of me wanted to win.

I gave it my all and squirmed free, spilling Amber onto her back. She hit the mat hard. There was no time-out as I scrambled to my feet and danced away.

Amber got up on her hands and knees again, then to her feet. She stood, poised to clash, laughing.

She said: “Nice going, Jenna! I almost had you, pussy-licker!”

I screamed and lunged, throwing myself hard against her body. I threw Amber off balance. She and I grappled again. I pushed her back, forcing her to lose ground. She was going down.

But then she surprised me again. As she dropped onto her back, she brought her knee up and slammed it hard into my crotch. I let out a squeal, then a howl as Amber's arm circled around me and her open hand slammed into my ass. When she hit the ground, the two of us bounced like a unit, and then she was on me, forcing me down and spreading me, jamming her knee up violently into my crotch again. I grabbed for her wrist, but I missed it. She brought her hand down across my face, slapping the shit out of me. That bitch slapped me silly.

Amber laughed. Before I could recover, she drew her leg back again for another blow to my crotch. I tried to close my legs, but Amber had one knee pinned tightly to my left thigh, with my other knee trapped between her torso and my shoulder. She had me at her mercy. Her knee slammed into my crotch again. Fighting dirty.

I gasped again, the wind knocked out of me. Before I could recover, I felt Amber's right hand laying into me -- three more hard slaps across my face, then a vicious slash down my tits, raking my skin and leaving furrows of red. 

I was down and in pain. My back arched. I was, like, less than useless all of a sudden. The pain caught me off guard, but so did the surge of energy. 

Desperately, I squirmed and tried to get up. I made it partway out of her grasp, but then Amber let go and leap to her feet. While I was still scrambling up, she came at me and landed on top of me, crotch to my face, bearing me down against the mat and very nearly smothering me. I tried to scream, but she had her thighs locked around me before I knew what had happened.

I flailed as I went down under her. Amber's thighs smothered me; I felt her pussy shoved firmly against my face. I gagged. I tried to turn my head, but she had a good hold on me. I struggled to get enough purchase to rise and throw her off me, but that only meant that I opened my legs -- and exposed what was probably my most sensitive spot, at least where Amber was concerned. 

My legs were spread wide as I struggled, and Amber took the initiative again. Her fist hit me hard, right in the cunt, and I squealed and writhed underneath her. My hopeless struggle only gave her the opportunity to tighten her thighs around my face, smothering me as she punched me again and again. When I tried to close my legs, Amber pinned them with her elbows, laughing. She had to hold me like that, which meant that her punches didn't carry nearly as much weight, now -- but she could deliver them at will, and she did. A dozen hard punches struck my pussy.

"Jenna!" she said chidingly. "Did you forget about Rule #2? Good sportsmanship goes out the window! This isn’t wrestling, Jenna, this is fuckin’ combat!”

“Quit talking!” I howled, struggling.

Amber laughed. She had me pinned good, my cunt at her mercy; what’s more, she was smothering me, and could shut me up just by coming down hard and sitting on my face. This she did whenever I tried to protest verbally; meanwhile, she kept stunning me with a series of punishing blows to my cunt.

Amber was smothering me so hard that I started to see stars. She alternated punching my crotch and smacking it open-handed, which I think might have hurt even more. It was more of a sting instead of a thud, but both were intensely painful. But the heavy blows did something to me inside. There was something humiliatingly sharp and nasty about the stinging sensation, but the deep throb that the punches sent into me caused a hot wave of sensation to pump through my body. I was getting intensely aroused. I was getting turned on. If she kept this up, I would cum.

I squirmed and fought desperately underneath her, but I couldn’t get free. She already had me pinned.

"I can't believe you're the same girl who beat me this afternoon!" laughed Amber as she punched and spanked my cunt.

Finally, her hand came down hard on my pussy to stay. Her fingertips found my clit and started to rub, dipping down into my slit periodically to bring up wet juices and get me all slippery.

"Oh, fuck, you are so fucking wet, Jenna. You know what? I think you might be a lesbian after all. One thing's for sure...a girl can't fight for shit when you're as turned on as you are right now.”

She laughed. She tightened her thighs.

“So I guess I already won, didn’t I?”

I struggled. Amber tightened her thighs. I couldn’t breathe.

"Tell you what," Amber said. "Lick me a little....just a few teeny weeny licks...and I'll think about letting you up."

I didn't have much choice. Amber had her legs tight around my face. She held me down with her thighs while her upper body pinned my knees open and placed my pussy at her mercy.

Sure, she was stroking it right now, kind of gently fondling it, but that could change any moment. She might punch my pussy, she might spank it...

....but for now, I just relaxed into the fondling. I hated myself for it... but I loved the sensation.

Amber purred: "Oh, yeah. That's it, baby. Do you even realize that you're moving your hips. Oh, I like that. Come on, Jenna, just give it up. You really wanna lick me. You know you wanna eat me out. Come on, be a lezzie. Just a few licks, and then I'll--oh, yeah. Oh, fuck, that feels good..."

I gave in. I started to lick Amber’s pussy tentatively. I don’t know why... I just did. I started eating her out.

Amber's voice turned to a sensuous moan as she teased me more.

“That's it, baby. Accept the inevitable. You’re my sex slave. Don’t fight it.”

She pressed down on my face.

“Lick harder!” she ordered.

I did. With her pussy crammed down onto my face like that, I couldn't do much other than lap at her clit and slit. But that’s what I did.

It got easier as I got used to the taste. Soon, I was lost in the pleasure of it. It was really embarrassing, but... I mean, other girls did it, right? It wasn’t exactly wrong, was it?

It didn’t feel wrong. My hips bucked and pitched as Amber alternately caressed my dripping-wet slit with her hand and let her middle finger circle my clit with mounting force.

She became more aggressive as I started licking her.

“Yeah, come on, Jenna. Go lezzie for me. I won you fair and square. You’re gonna make a good cunt-licker.”

I gave in fully, eating her cunt with growing comfort. Once she sensed that, Amber eased up enough to let me breathe more easily. 

Then she sat up and repositioned herself, wiggling her hips back and forth. She settled onto me, crossing her thighs together and cinching them hard so my face was trapped between them. 

Now upright a top me, Amber had all the leverage. She pinned my face down securely, trapping me between her thighs.

Amber’s hand stretched out and she started to finger my clit. I’ll give the bitch one thing: She knew how to pleasure a woman. It was no wonder she was the most notorious lezzie on campus. If you were into that, you’d form a line outside Amber’s dorm room. And at a single-sex college in the mountains, as you can guess, word on campus was that plenty of girls had been “into that.” Amber was known for her myriad conquests... including my roommate, Kirstin.

So why had she picked on me? Just because I’d won the bout against her?

It was wrestling! Why did there need to be a grudge match?

No, that wasn’t it, I realized. Kirstin had probably told Amber about that lezzie BDSM porn she had caught me watching that one time. Amber thought I was a lesbian, or at least bi.

For Amber, I realized, this “grudge match” was just an excuse to get our bodies in motion together... without coach there to stop anything that proceeded therefrom.

I didn’t care. I just relaxed into it. It was just... it was just sex... kind of. I mean, not sex. Because I’m not a dyke. I like guys. So this was just, like... I don’t know, I guess it was just a sport, and Amber had the upper-hand.

But if I was really straight, then I wouldn’t feel anything. And I kind of didn’t. I mean... not really. Just... kind of.

It was easy to relax and just let it happen. Amber explored me... and I let her. I even licked her pussy. I was done struggling, for now.

For a while, I accepted the fact that Amber had beaten me... and this was her reward. She wanted me to eat her out? Well, okay... I had agreed to the terms, so... I licked.

I licked her good. 

“Oh, yeah,” Amber purred, rubbing my clit faster. “You’re getting the hang of this, Jenna. I’ll give you pointers later, but... I think your instincts are taking over, Jenna. I think you wanted this all along.”

Her hand moved more quickly on my clit. Circles, back-and-forth, up-and-down, diagonal strokes, alternating pressure... she played my body like a violin.

I was getting close.

“Keep licking, Jenna. You get me off and you’ll get your reward.”

Like I had much choice? Amber’s new upright body position put her clit right where my tongue could reach it. In fact, I couldn’t help but pleasure her clit when I moved my tongue at all. Amber’s new position practically formed suction between my mouth and her cunt. I had little choice but to pleasure her.

So I did.

Amber had been wet from the start of the match. Now, she wasn’t just wet; she was dripping. I felt her juices running all over my face. Her smell intoxicated me. Even without a shower, even ripe from a hard day of wrestling and working out and running around campus in the oppressive heat, the taste was... sexy, I guess.

Her clit was firm, too. Her hips pumped and gyrated. She fucked my face. Her moans rose in volume. She was as turned on as I was. She was as close to cumming as I was.

But I was the one who was going to cum. Amber sure as hell knew what she was doing. Her hand worked around in circles, pressing firmly into my clit. I licked at her clit more quickly, a thrill building inside me as I felt the undulations of her body picking up speed. She fucked my face aggressively as she worked my clit in progressively more powerful circles.

I was helpless beneath her. I couldn’t stop the onrushing sensation. More humiliating was the fact that I no longer wanted to.

I think Amber could tell how humiliated I was. I guess she got off on it -- otherwise, why would she have pressed for this grudge match with me.

Amber also knew right when I was going to cum. I guess she’d been with a whole lot of girls, so she seemed to know exactly when I was about to reach the peak.

She pressed hard and rubbed her fingers faster, focusing on my clit but also bearing down on my face and moaning wildly.

Soon I realized that my legs were free. She had surrendered her leverage on my knees when she sat up straight. For a while now, I could have closed my legs any time... I just hadn't.

My hips pumped wildly. My back arched. My butt left the mat.

I came hard, screaming in pleasure.

I might be a virgin, but I’ve gotten off before. I mean, I touch myself and stuff, so I knew what it was like to have an orgasm. I’ve used my hand and a battery vibrator Mom bought me when she thought I was old enough. I like my hand better; the vibrator makes things too intense. It’s nice to have around for when I’m depressed or otherwise out-of-sorts; it’s a guaranteed orgasm, even if it feels a little too quick and invasive.

My roommate Kirstin has a plug-in vibrator -- a Sakami 3000 Relaxr, one of the most powerful kind. This one time when she was away for the night, I sneaked it out of its hiding place at the back of her underwear drawer, and... yeah, I “borrowed” it. I felt guilty about it, but what can I say? I was curious.

Well, that it was fucking intense. Too intense. The vibrations just blasted through me and took over my whole body and blotted out any conscious thought. It was uncomfortable. Physically, it did the trick so fast I hardly knew what was happening. I came so quickly I barely had time to enjoy it. I came so hard that I saw stars. I felt a little, well... violated.

I mean, I know I put the vibe down there, but... I didn’t expect it to just, like, grab hold of my body and mind and, you know, like, force me to cum. I guess I could have stopped any time I wanted, but... it was just so fucking fast!

I still feel guilty about “borrowing” Kirstin’s vibrator... but I guess you could say I got “punished” for it with that embarrassingly powerful, sort of confusingly intrusive orgasm. It was humiliating. Um... in kind of a hot way.

There was a similar quality to the intense orgasm that Amber forced me to have. She knew how to control my clit, I guess. I felt completely helpless... invaded, violated, ravished.

But oh, it felt good. Oh, oh, oh, it felt so fucking good.

As my orgasm blasted its way through my naked body, I never stopped licking Amber’s snatch. This wasn’t out of some sort of politeness... I just couldn’t stop myself.

My screams of pleasure were muffled by the hard pressure of Amber’s snatch against my mouth.

As I came, howling, my whole body shuddered and surged underneath her. I kept licking, more urgently than ever.

Amber tightened her thighs around my face, humping her body atop me. She was obviously getting close herself. She stayed focused, though. She kept rubbing me. She even kept talking dirty. She cooed and coaxed me through the explosive, humiliating orgasm.

“That’s it, Jenna. Fuckin’ cum for Mama. Give Mama all you’ve got, you fuckin’ lezzie perv.”

My orgasm went on for a long time. Eventually, I couldn't keep licking Amber’s pussy, because I felt like a limp noodle. I was completely overwhelmed with my own pleasure.

That's when Amber tightened her thighs even harder around me and started humping my face urgently.

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, oh, yeah, oh, fuck yeah,” she moaned. She was close.

I felt that hot surge of pleasurable energy that often follows a really good orgasm for me.

I knew what I had to do. The match wasn’t over. This had just been a time-out.

Amber began to howl in orgasm. I waited till she was mounting toward her peak; her thighs began to tremble violently.

I went for it.

I scissored my legs and worked my arm free, slamming it into Amber’s side. With a  vicious twist, I flipped her onto her back. She was still in the middle of her orgasm and was caught off-guard, acting almost confused.

But her combat instincts came back quickly.

As she went down, she managed to slap me hard across the face with her right hand and rake my tits with the nails of her left.

But then she was down on her back, and I was the one dominating.

We struggled. She squirmed free. She leapt up, but only made it halfway to her feet. I got my hand in her hair and pulled while I swept her with my leg.

She went down hard again, hitting the mat with a gasp. She was face-down.

I leapt atop her and got her in a nelson. I pinned her to the mat and brought my knee up into her crotch.

Amber yelped.

“You fuckin bitch! I was cumming!”

I laughed. I kneed her again, hard, right in the crotch. She howled in pain.

“I was cumming! That’s sacred!”

“Bullshit,” I laughed, and kneed her again. Amber squealed like a bitch.

Then, all at once, she was twisting her way free of my hold.

She threw me, but I managed to keep one knee locked around her body. She caught my long hair with her right hand and pulled so hard I shrieked.

Now on her back, Amber should have been in a vulnerable position... but she knew just what to do.

She brought her knee up and matched my crotch-kicks -- but with far more precise aim. She hit my cunt so hard that I arched my back and began to shudder all over.

I fought my way through the pain, came down atop of her, and pinned her. I got hold of her hair, and she of mine. My knee was shoved up in her crotch, and hers was between my legs, too, cocked just so that her kneecap grinded against my clit painfully. I was still spasming from the orgasm.

I pulled Amber’s hair, clawed at her tits, slapped her in the face. She did the same things to me; but she was the one who had kneecap-to-clit, and the shuddering spasms of mingled pain and pleasure just kept rolling through my body, threatening to dizzy me till I couldn’t keep hold of her.

I yanked on her hair.

“Ow!” she screamed. “Bitch!”

She yanked on mine. I barked: “Fuck you!”

Our faces were inches apart. Beads of sweat were standing out on both of us; our bodies were slippery.

I was the one who started the spitting. My mouth was filled with her taste; how could I not want to spit on her?

I hawked and spat in her face. She sneered and responded in kind. I did it again, and so did she. Pretty soon, our faces were covered not just with sweat, but with spit. It ran down into my eyes. It stung.

She jogged her leg, forcing her kneecap roughly against my clit.

I could feel the pain blending into an aching pleasure. I started losing my strength.

I made a move. I rolled to the side, bringing my hand up to her crotch.

That caught her off guard. Her thighs had been clamped together around my leg, at first, but now they slipped apart as I dragged her by her hair. The instant's surprise I gained was enough, and I was able to jam my arm up between her legs. Grabbing her pussy and shoving two fingers inside, I heard her shriek as I lifted her up off the mat.

I flipped her, using her cunt as a handhold.

Her pussy felt wet and silky, inside, soft and lush, like her slit had when I had been licking it.

I tried not to let that distract me; I kept fighting. Amber’s slim, muscular body described an arc over me, and she came down hard on the mat.

She squealed as she hit.

I flipped and landed on top of her, ramming my fingers up into her.

Soft. Silky. I remembered having my tongue up there. Girls were yummy. I wanted to be with girls... not like this, or not just like this, but gentler, maybe a little bit rough, but not this rough... making love... making hard love, even violent love, but...

I was distracted by those thoughts just long enough for Amber to make her move.

Amber scissored her legs, trapping my wrist and making me cry out in pain. She couldn’t get enough leverage to flip me, though. I whipped my hand back and lunged at her, slamming my own knee up between her thighs again; they were just open enough to give me a shot at her pussy. I landed atop her just as she closed them... so my hard knee-blow struck her pillowy ass.

I got her in another nelson -- Amber was apparently dumb enough to fall for the same hold twice.

My arms under her pits and my hands locked behind her head, I had Amber in a good position for punishment. I kneed her in the ass as hard as I could. Not in her cheeks, but right in the center. I’m pretty sure I struck her asshole.

She yowled in pain.

I pinned her down hard and gave it to her again... two, three, four, five, six blows to her ass-crack. Amber squirmed and struggled, but the strength was out of her. She breathed hard. She was shiny with sweat.

I pinned her to the mat and rammed my knee in the small of her back.

“Who’s the winner, bitch?”

“Please,” whimpered Amber. “Please don’t hurt me.”

I screamed, “Who’s the winner, bitch?”

I felt the exultation of having won. This lezzie slut may have forced me to cum... made me eat her pussy... made me get her off... but I was in charge now. I was the victor.

I heard Amber’s uncontrolled sobs. She had given in. I felt like a goddess.

But I wanted to hear it: “Who’s the winner, bitch?”

Amber murmured something through her sobs. I couldn't hear what it was.

I leaned closer. “What did you say, Amber?”

“Fuck you,” she whispered, and made her move... this time, a killing move.

I was so high on myself, I never saw it coming.

She wasn’t really sobbing; those were crocodile tears. With all the sweat and spit everywhere, it was hard to tell. When I leaned forward to hear her whisper the longed-for admission of her defeat... I was off balance.

She twisted her body and flipped me. She squirmed out of the hold, her sweat-and-spit-slick body providing a surface I just couldn’t grip.

I went down hard. The wind was knocked out of me. She was up quickly, towering over me, cackling evilly. A moment later, she was down hard on me, blowing the air from my lungs.

She landed on me three more times, stunning me. When she finally came down and stayed, pinning me, I fought and I kicked and struggled and tried to get free... but I was out of breath, stunned, and exhausted. I could still feel the ripples of my orgasm pulsating through my body... I wanted to curl up in a warm bed and bask in the afterglow, not keep on fighting.

But I tried. I really tried. When Amber was up again, ready to deliver another punishing piledriver, I aimed a kick at her, as close to a roundhouse as I could manage from a prone position.

She danced away. She caught my ankle.

She twisted my leg. I cried out in pain. Amber flipped me like I was a pancake.

Then she came down atop me, hard. This time, she was the one with her knee on my tailbone.

I could barely struggle anymore. The wind had been knocked out of me; my muscles were burning. My limbs felt like rubber.

Amber grabbed me by my sweaty hair with one hand. With the other, she parted my cheeks and rammed her three fingers up my ass again.

I let out a cry of dismay, feeling sensation pulse through my defeated body as my tight ass was violated.

With my orgasm still echoing inside me, having my butt stretched felt completely different than it had before. It's almost like the painful insertion started my orgasm up again.

I was already limp. I tried to struggle, but I knew instinctively that it was hopeless.

She had taken me.

#

I should have gotten up and made a fresh play when she grabbed her gym bag; she was off-center, and I could have flipped her. Maybe.

But I didn’t.

I was still spinning from the exhaustion. It would be so much easier to just... you know, to just let her do it.

It hadn't been all that bad when she’d ridden my face. It felt amazing when I came. It was the best orgasm I’d ever had.

And yeah, if you must know, I hadn't even minded eating her pussy. I mean, I’m not a lezzie... or I thought I wasn’t a lezzie... but... once I got my face in there, it’s as if instinct took over.

I shut my eyes tight, too ashamed to look at Amber. 

I heard the sound of her gym bag zipper.

A moment later, I felt the ropes.

Amber tied me up me like a pig.

I'd never been bound before... oh, I’d thought of it... who doesn’t? I guess I'd thought about it a lot. A whole lot.

So it felt kind of natural to let Amber tie me up. And that scared me. I should be hating this, shouldn’t I?

I started to struggle again, weakly.

But Amber had me pinned good. I had been tired out. There was no longer anything I could do.

Amber pulled my wrists back up behind me, forcing me to close my hands over the meaty parts of my arms -- hand-to-forearm-to-hand.

She pulled my wrists and forearms up tight in the small of my back.

Then she bound them.

She circled my wrists with tight loops of rope and knotted them so fast I couldn’t believe it. It took only moments before my wrists were tied. She eased up and let me fight a little. The knots were secure.

“Struggle all you want, Jenna. It’s over. Those knots won’t come free. You’re mine, bitch. I won the bet. Now I want my payout.”

Amber grabbed my hair and pulled it hard, making me gasp and cry out.

Out of her gym bag came this thing... like a collapsible metal pole with rings on each end that attach to padded leather restraints that buckle and padlock.

I was shocked. I had no idea what it was.

Well, okay, okay, that’s a total lie. I knew what it was. I’d seen one before... not in person, but in photos and videos.

It’s called a spreader bar.

How did I know? Well, I knew because... well, like I said, I’m a virgin, but it’s not like I hadn't learned how to get myself off. And, you know, sometimes a girl needs some visual stimuli.

So yeah, sometimes when I wanted to get off and I was tired or couldn’t get my mind focused, I go looking for porn online.

And it’s usually bondage stuff. I look for guy-on-girl, but... not always. I mean, it’s hard to find guy-on-girl bondage porn without also finding girl-on-girl.

And after a while, I guess I started to like the girl-on-girl porn. That’s how it came to be that Kirstin walked in on me that one time, watching some pretty hardcore lezzie domination porn on my laptop and rubbing my hand up and down between my spread legs. I had my headphones on, and the scene had loud music, so I didn’t even realize Kirstin was there with her arms crossed and a smirk on her face until after I came -- loudly. Kirstin saw and heard it all.

Had she passed on that little anecdote to Amber? Was that why Amber had sought me out for an after-hours grudge match?

It all seemed irrelevant, now. What mattered was that I was at Amber’s mercy.

The point I was making is... I recognized a spreader bar when I saw it. I knew all too well what it was used for.

And I guess I should just go ahead and admit that I’d had a few fleeting thoughts about actually buying some bondage equipment. That means that sometimes I even hit the links on websites that advertised things like “Buy the Equipment Used in this Scene!”

So I’d been to the higher-end pervert boutiques, and... I knew more than that this was a spreader bar. I didn’t know who manufactured it, but I knew from the quality of materials that it was probably a very high-end piece of equipment. It probably cost at least $300.

It was collapsible. That made it easy to carry around campus in your gym bag... in case you tempt your arch-enemy into a wrestling match with her sweet ass as the prize.

How long had Amber been planning this?

Amber unlocked the spreader bar and opened it to its full length. She secured the pin again, got down behind me and held open the left restraint. She put it around my ankle.

She circled my ankles tightly, first the left and then the right, buckling the leather restraints. The buckles were fitted with add-on padlocks -- optional, mind you -- so that you could lock up your slave or just buckle her. 

Amber used padlocks. 

I’ll admit, that made it hotter for me. Even if I got my arms out of Amber’s expert tie-job, it wouldn’t matter. Amber had the key those padlocks, so I’d be staying in this spreader bar until she decided to free me.

Amber’s last move was to loop rope around my waist in a harness, and then run a rope down and secure it to the center of the spreader bar.

That meant I couldn’t straighten out at all. I was forced to remain in a humiliating face-down, ass-up position.

My face was against the wrestling mat. My legs were spread wide. My pussy and asshole were exposed... but Amber had already agreed not to pop my cherry.

That meant I was about to get fucked in the ass.

But not yet. Amber wanted to thoroughly humiliate me first.

She tested the bonds with her fingers, then spanked my ass hard. I wriggled.

“Shake that tail, doggy!” she laughed, spanking my ass, thighs and pussy harder. “Squirm for me, bitch!”

She was doing it to see me squirm against the ropes and restraints, to ensure that I was bound tightly.

I sure as hell was. 

No matter how much I squirmed, fought, or wriggled, I remained securely tied, face-down, ass-up, legs spread, cheeks spread, cunt exposed crack exposed, tits and face to the floor, butt and thighs stinging from Amber’s merciless blows, clit aching from the periodic slaps, strokes or tweaks she gave it.

Sometimes she’d feel up my slit, and purr happily when she found out -- again -- how wet I was. I knew she could tell that I was even wetter than when we’d started. I couldn’t reach down and feel myself, but I know my own body. I’m pretty sure I just kept getting wetter and wetter.

Finally, when she was satisfied that I was immobilized adequately, Amber stood up. 

She came around to my front and shoved her boot in my face.

“Kiss it, bitch. Kiss my fuckin’ boot.”

Amber wore lace-up wrestling boots -- we both did. They were tan-and-white -- Warwick College colors. Bland, ugly. Who gives a small liberal-arts women’s college colors like tan and white?

“I said kiss my boots, cunt!” Amber hissed. She knelt down, grabbed my long hair and shoved my mouth against her right boot.

I whimpered and tried to pull away. I shut my mouth tight.

Gripping my hair with her left hand, Amber forced my head back.

Her right hand sailed down with a whistle, again and again, slapping me across the face till my eyes filled with tears.

An almost physical sensation of degradation pulsated through me, hot and humiliating.

Sweat and tears ran down all over me.

“I said lick my boots, bitch!”

My face felt sizzling-hot and red when Amber shoved my mouth back down to her smelly wrestling boots.

I started licking.

“Good girl,” purred Amber. “Good little bitch. Good doggy. You’ll make a nice little pet, Jenna. More! I want more tongue, bitch.”

I gave it to her. I flattened my tongue against the dirty, smelly leather of Amber’s wrestling boots.

When she leaned back and angled her foot to present me with the sole of her right boot... well... I just went right along with it.

I licked the sole of her boots, too.

Something soft, sweet and embarrassing seemed to flow through me as I did.

To my horror, Amber reached into her gym bag and took out a camera case. She unzipped that and withdrew a little white point-and-shoot.

She started snapping pictures of me worshipping her boots.

Flashes washed over me, blinding me briefly. Amber shot dozens of pictures in sports mode -- shot after shot of my tongue working over the leather of her boots.

That didn’t stop me. I didn’t protest. I just let her take pictures, even when she grabbed my hair, tipped my face back, and got a good shot of my face, showing my bound wrists and ass-up posture in the background.

Then she pushed my face back to her boots, and I started licking again. Warm sensations oozed through me. I could feel moisture running down the insides of my thighs? Sweat? Yeah, and some other things. Sweat, spit, pussy-juice. My clit throbbed powerfully.

I licked Amber’s boots with an increasing sense of submission.

“That’s it, slut. Accept your place. Show what a good little slave you’ll be for me. This doesn’t end tonight, slave. I undammed that fuckin’ river between your slut legs. You’re my bitch, now. You want everyone on campus to know?”

Part of me did. Part of me didn’t.

Most of me felt like it was Amber’s choice. I felt so damned submissive, now, I wanted to let her decide for me. Come out or stay in the closet? It was up to my Mistr--

Oh, fuck. Why had I thought that?

I mean, I’m not even bi. Or I thought I wasn’t bi. I’m sure not a lezzie like Amber. Why would I let her beat my ass like this and then start thinking as if she owned me?

I didn’t know.

“I asked you a question, bitch,” Amber said, the camera rattling with shot after shot. “You want every girl on campus to know?”

I shook my head desperately, never ceasing my wet kisses on Amber’s wrestling boots. My long hair tickled my back, shoulders, face. I kept licking. I worshipped my Mistress’s boots.

That felt right, now. My Mistress. The thought sent a surge through my body and into my clit, like there was a direct connection from Amber’s boots and tongue to my clit, cunt, and ass.

“Then you do what I say, when I say it. Do you understand, bitch?”

“Yes, M--uh...yes, Ma’am.”

I had stopped myself just barely in time. I almost called her “Mistress.”

To hide my mounting arousal, I lost myself in the task at hand. My tongue moved with increasing ease over the leather of Amber’s wrestling boots.

Amber kept shooting pictures with one hand. With her other hand, she held my long hair and pulled it and held my face down there against her boots. She made me keep up the worship until she was well and truly satisfied that I’d been broken.

Tingling sensations were raging through my body. Her feet smelled strong, but there was more. The scent of her pussy was stronger. It wafted down over me. I drew deep breaths of pussy and foot as I paid homage to my conqueror’s boots.

Naked except for her boots, Amber had nothing at all between her cunt and me. 

I closed my eyes tightly so I wouldn't have to look...but sometimes I looked anyway.

She had her pussy trimmed down to a little landing strip -- and the carpet didn't match the drapes.

I felt a soft sense of outrage when I realized this; I’m a natural blonde. Not that I didn’t know, already; I’d seen her naked before, and every natural blonde knows a fake blonde when she sees one. But it was another humiliation, knowing that I was about to worship this fake, dumb bimbo’s pussy.

Does that seem petty? Well... I don’t care.

Because I was equally distracted by Amber's hot body and bright blue eyes... and the scent of her pussy. I felt as dumb and as drunk as the guys always were when they hit on Amber at parties.

“That's it, Jenna. Worship your Mistress. Show me what a good loser you can be. That’s just the start of what you’re going to do for me, slave.”

She retrieved something else from her gym bag. It was a ball gag.

I felt her hand on my throat and her thumb and forefinger at my jaw, squeezing. She forced my mouth open. She shoved a ball gag in. She buckled the black leather strap tightly around my head.

Then, in a last show of total domination, she took a dog collar out of her gym bag.

I whimpered behind the gag, my eyes moist with tears of humiliation.

Amber buckled the dog collar around my throat.

She clipped a leash to it -- a bright silver chain leash that rattled when it moved.

Wrapping the leash around her hand, Amber pulled on it and slapped my face.

"Just like a dog," she purred, tugging at the leash. "Woof, woof, slave!" She spanked my ass. "Wag your tail, bitch!"

Her hand came down hard on my ass. A crack rang out through the wrestling ring. My squeal of pain was muffled by the ball gag.

So I wiggled my butt, per her orders. I wagged my tail something fierce.

Amber responded by spanking me more, and then rubbing my crack with her hand, laughing. I squirmed when I felt her fingers against my hole. Would she do something nasty with that, too?

"Good dog," she said. "Good little bitch. I'm going to make you a really good bitch, Jenna. You're going to make the perfect pet. Too bad I already agreed not to pop your cherry... but that’s all right. I already know what a hot little ass you've got. That will do just fine."

I felt my face getting hot as she teased me.

Pulling on the leash more tightly, Amber felt up my ass and then started to finger it. She pushed three fingers in easily, without even lubing me up first. That was no surprise; she’d done that just to throw me off guard when we were wrestling.

But it felt different this time. It felt more humiliating... and more delicious.

As she fingerfucked my tight ass, I squirmed. I squealed behind the gag.

Amber took her fingers out of me. She spat on her hand several times.

Then she shoved her hand back up inside me -- this time with four fingers up my back door, rather than just three. 

I wailed behind the gag, my hips pumping involuntarily as I struggled to take Amber’s four fingers up in me.

“Time to fuck, slave. I’m glad I planned ahead and brought my cock.” She laughed. “That way, if you're really so straight, you can just pretend I’m a boy. I guarantee you, no guy will fuck you as hard in the ass as I’m going to. And make you like it.”

I shut my eyes tight. Amber reached into her gym bag. She brought out the dildo and harness, but I wouldn’t look at it. I heard the rattle of buckles and the swish of straps.

I didn't dare look to see what she was doing. I knew.

She was putting on her cock.

I breathed hard, feeling the spasms of pleasurable anticipation and fear deep inside me as I waited for Amber to take me.

Amber went around behind me, holding a bottle of lube. She got down on her knees behind me and positioned herself in a forward position, ready to mount. The head of her huge cock rubbed up and down in my crack. 

I heard a wet, gloppy squirting noise and felt cool lube pouring down into my crack.

Amber's fingers forced their way up inside me again... only this time, less force was necessary. The lube eased the passage of fingers... just as it would

I groaned behind the gag. I felt her fingers stretching me open, far more gently than they had when we'd been in combat.

No gentle touch, though, could lessen the size of that giant cock she had strapped to her body. She squirted more lube on it, worked her hand over it. She got it nice and lubed up for me. Then she guided the big, swollen cockhead to my hole and held my cheeks open as she entered me.

The first penetration was difficult. Amber went slowly, taking far more interest in my humiliated pleasure than in any real desire to hurt me. When my tight asshole finally gave up its security, opening wide for the head of the silicone cock, Amber slid deep into me and said, "There, baby. Just let it happen. Just let yourself get fucked. You're going to cum for me, slave. You're going to cum till you scream."

Amber knew how to make me do just that. She fucked me slowly at first, opening my asshole up while she angled her hips as if trying to find the right position. Suddenly, something explosive occurred inside me. Pleasure shuddered its way through my naked, bound body. 

My eyes rolled back in my head again -- this time to stay for a while. I moaned like crazy behind the ball gag. 

If I'd been able to move, I would have pushed myself onto her cock.

But I couldn’t move. I was bound far too tightly. I had no choice but to let Amber take the lead. She fucked me more deeply, more firmly, picking up speed as she got more excited. A few minutes later, on one of Amber's really deep thrusts I felt a buzzing against my tailbone.

Amber cried out as she grinded her hips against my butt in the deepest thrust yet. 

I realized she had a vibrator in there - something tucked right up against her clit, deep inside her harness.

Amber cried out in orgasm just before I did. This was the second time I had cum for her, and it was a whole lot more powerful. I'll tell you the truth...I was almost in tears by the time I felt pleasure draining from me. If I'd felt limp before, after the first one, well, I was useless now. Thank goodness Amber had me bound. I wouldn’t have been able to move, or even keep myself on my hands and knees.

She wasn't quite done with me yet, though. From her bag, Amber took out a vibrator -- one of those battery models from Europe. It had this suction cup that fit right to my clit. I'd just climaxed a second time, and I didn’t think it was even possible that I might cum again. I started making "Uh-uh" sounds behind the gag, but Amber wouldn't listen. She knew my body better than I did.

The third time I came for her, I climaxed so hard I saw stars. By the end, when Amber was fucking my ass with a growing frenzy, upping the speed on her own vibe and pushing herself toward her second orgasm, I was helpless beneath her. She had her way with my ass, but every last inch of my body was hers.

By the time I felt her undoing my bonds, the world had a soft-focus sense about it. She got me untied and stretched me out on the wrestling mat. She massaged my wrists and gently held my hands over my head. Then she laid her naked body against mine, dripping sweat all over me.

She unbuckled my gag and pressed her lips to mine.

Her tongue forced its sway deep into my mouth. She kissed me deeply, her hands all over me. But she wasn’t an octopus or anything... she was too subtle for that. She played my naked body like a musical instrument.

She gently touched my neck, my breasts, my face, my belly.

Then her hand descended between my legs.

I tried to murmur "Uh-uh," again, but she wouldn’t hear it. Her tongue was what silenced me this time. I tasted ass on it. My ass. The ass Amber had just possessed.

She didn’t push her fingers into me, though, which was what I was afraid of. Instead, I felt her fingers on my clit, strong and confident. She began to rub my clit expertly, finding exactly the right angle and rhythm almost immediately.

My eyes rolled back. I struggled weakly, but Amber pinned me. She forced me aggressively toward another orgasm.

There was no way she could make me cum again. Was there?

Certainly not without a vibrator or something. Right? There was no way!

Oh, how wrong I was.

It wasn’t easy, but Amber did it. She made me cum again.

It took time. Amber was patient, deliberate. She wanted me to cum until I was helpless. And she was confident she could do it.

It seemed like she knew my body even better than I did.

She kept on kissing me, gently caressing my clit until something in my body told me that I was ready.

Then her grip intensified, her hand started moving faster and faster on my clit, and I just flat-out lost it.

I stopped resisting and relaxed into the humiliating forced pleasure.

A minute later I was arch-backed and howling, tossing my head back and forth as I howled.

If the janitors heard, well, I don't really care. I guess we really gave them a show, huh?
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Paintball Girls by Iggy Avery

Trixie Moll stalked through the particleboard labyrinth, paintball gun at the ready.

Cameras followed her every move. Lurking behind clear plastic panels, they were protected from the spray that would shortly ensue once the shooting started. Those cameras felt exquisitely comforting to her; she’d always been an exhibitionist. Becoming a porn actress had seemed natural. Being a relentless self-promoter had also come easily to her. She wanted every one of the cameras in the Paintball Girls competition labyrinth to catch her from a good angle. Thankfully, Trixie knew she had a lot of good angles. 

She wanted to look hot in every captured frame. She must put on a good show, win or lose. If she wanted a lucrative return invitation, she needed to give the director a lot of great footage from which to pull promotional stills. Competing on Paintball Girls provided a hell of a paycheck, and Trixie loved paychecks.

On the other hand, the omnipresent threat of her Team Green opponents -- and particularly Coco Coral -- felt far less comfortable to Trixie than being half-naked on camera. She wasn’t used to being stalked like an animal, but she was disturbed to find that it sort of turned her on.

Trixie wore a yellow bikini and yellow latex lace-up wrestling boots; Trixie was leading Team Yellow. Behind her came four more girls in matching yellow bikinis, each holding a paintball gun and watching warily for their opponents, who might pop up around any corner. They moved awkwardly, trying to seem like a military unit, but not quite wearing the responsibility comfortably. The two hours of “paramilitary training” provided by the site’s creepy old director, Barney S. -- a former Navy SEAL, if the nut job was to be believed -- had scarcely prepared them for the no-holds barred combat Team Green had provided them thus far. Those bitches were bad-ass.

For the benefit of the cameras, Trixie walked with her back arched, her shoulders head back, her long blonde hair streaming down her back provocatively. 

She spotted the shiny glass circle of a camera in the next corner; she shook her hair and ran her fingers through it, trying to present a good angle without looking like she was trying to present a good angle.

Every camera was protected by clear plastic. Once the paintballs really started flying, they’d need it. From the many Paintball Girls videos she’d watched (and occasionally jerked off to), Trixie knew it was likely that some of the cameras would get blacked out -- or, rather, yellowed or greened-out, depending whose missed shots hit them.

That was all the more reason to look hot as fuck right now.

Trixie pursed her lips and stuck out her tits. It was all about visibility in the porn game.

In combat, though, it was largely about not being seen. She was the team leader.

Trixie’s Team Yellow needed to get its collective booty in motion.

Trixie made hand signals to the rest of Team Yellow. She saw puzzled faces, so she just mouthed “Follow me!” and figured they’d get the picture. They did.

Trixie held her rifle at the ready as she crept toward the next turn in the maze.

She breathed slow and even. She approached the next corner.

Her hackles stood up. Something waited for her there.

Coco Coral. Team Green.

Trixie gritted her teeth. It was time to fuck some shit up.

She approached the corner.

#

Trixie and Coco were both the athletic type within the adult entertainment community, which meant they ended up working together a lot -- and competing more often than they collaborated. They were almost polar opposites when it came to “type”, but that didn’t matter. Coco was tall and black, over 5’11” and pumped like a bodybuilder -- except for her ample tits, which science and surgery had given her. Trixie was 5’5” and blonde, also bodybuilder-buffed, but with even larger tits than Coco. Given that Trixie was markedly skinnier, Trixie got billed as a “busty” model, whereas Coco was either “the black one” or “the female bodybuilder.”

Coco was also “the dominant one.” She did more Femdom videos than Trixie could keep track of. Trixie had done that, of course -- what veteran female hadn't? But Coco was far more experienced in the Femdom category. When it came to extreme fetish videos, Coco was nearly ubiquitous.

In addition to the weightlifting fetish videos Trixie had done alongside Coco, this would be Trixie’s seventh time appearing with her on fighting sites. It was no secret that this was a grudge match. Coco was always trouncing Trixie. There had developed a certain subset of fighting-girl porn fans who got off on watching Trixie get her ass kicked by the big, black beauty. It annoyed Trixie no end. Coco was a real bitch about it, too. Coco was a bitch about everything.

The standard practice on fighting-girl sites was that winners got to fuck the losers in the most humiliating ways sexual ethics and safe BDSM practice would allow. Coco had done that to Trixie a total of six times. Coco had beaten the shit out of Trixie on Gladiator Girls, where Roman costumes and padded “swords” could result in bruises almost as humiliating as the post-victory thrust of Coco’s enormous strap-on and the embarrassing howls of Trixie’s multiple orgasms as Coco forced her to ride the Loser’s Fuck Machine.

Then there had been Raunchy Rasslin’, where Coco had trapped Trixie in a thigh-lock and made her eat pussy before Coco’s victory had even been officially declared.

The third epic battle between the pair had been on this one site called Quarterstaff Cuckolds, where Trixie had to ride Keon Jordan for a while until, per the script, Coco came in to “catch” Trixie with her “boyfriend.” A quarterstaff duel resulted.

Quarter staves? Yeah, fucking quarter staves. Just like fucking Robin Hood, only padded to prevent actual injury. Trixie and Coco had battled with staves right there in the bedroom while Keon watched and cheered Coco on.

Conceptually, it was stupid, but it had taught Trixie a few things about the importance of peripheral vision. The scene had resulted in Trixie watching from her knees, in a semi-hogtie, with painful clamps on her tits, clit, and pussy lips, giant plugs shoved up her holes and a ball gag inside her, while Coco fucked Keon. The money shot was internal, and Trixie was ungagged and then had to “clean up.” 

It shouldn’t have been a surprise; Trixie had been doing cam shows in the weeks before their quarterstaff duel; she barely knew how to twirl a baton, much less fight with padded quarterstaffs. And why the fuck did the producers have cuckqueaned women grabbing quarterstaffs, anyway? What was wrong with a good old-fashioned catfight?

Similar cheating-boyfriend scenarios between Coco and Trixie had been played out on Boffer Bitches and Tushie Takedown. Both times, Trixie ended up in the same damn place she had been the first time she fought Coco -- bound tight with both her holes stretched by humiliating plugs, her face down in Coco’s ripe crotch. She was getting pretty sick of it. With her hard muscles and take-no-prisoners combat instincts, Coco always managed to kick Trixie’s ass and end up with her legs wrapped around Trixie’s face.

Their most recent battle had been on the hardcore catfight DVD series, directed by Tevon Boyd for Bonghit Entertainment. Bonghit published the nastiest catfight series in history; the series was called Combat Cunts. There, Coco had really shined, and Trixie had been soundly humiliated. After besting Trixie with a kick to the crotch -- not technically illegal, but certainly unsportsmanlike -- Coco had tied Trixie up with ropes and given her a long, hard ride. There had been a good twenty-five minutes of riding Trixie’s face, during which Coco came twice -- the second time, dousing Trixie’s face with ejaculate. By then, Trixie had been so fucking turned on that once Coco ball-gagged her and then strapped on a giant chocolate-brown cock, she was able to bring Trixie to a humiliating orgasm just by smacking the thick head on Trixie’s swollen, throbbing clit.

That had just been the first of many degrading orgasms Trixie would have on camera that day at the hands of her opponent.

As Trixie remembered it, Coco had been more abusive than necessary, fucking Trixie so hard with her strap-on that Trixie would have begged for mercy if she hadn't been ball-gagged. Naturally, Trixie had a balled-up white hankie in her right hand, which she merely had to drop to stop the brutal action. But Trixie wouldn't give Coco the satisfaction... so she’d endured.

Coco hadn't been satisfied until Trixie had given up three humiliating orgasms for the camera. She’d taken Trixie’s ball gag out, and Trixie, exhausted and beaten, had listened to the cruel growl of Coco’s dominant voice in her ear, and repeated the words to the camera just as her “Mistress” demanded. A promise of fealty. An acceptance of slavery.

What really pissed Trixie off, though, is that after her most recent defeat at Coco’s hands, she’d kept replaying the scene in her mind.

For weeks, Trixie would think it through in intimate moments... trying to fantasize that she’d won the catfight and dominated Coco.

Instead, she always ended replaying it how it happened.

Things had gotten worse once the DVD was finally printed and released, and a copy showed up at Trixie’s apartment by courier.

Trixie had instantly popped the DVD in, feeling almost like she was in a trance. It was a fucking compulsion. She’d watched the scene three or four times in a row, getting alternately pissed off and turned on.

She’d ended up wanking furiously.

That first time wasn’t the only time, either. Trixie still watched it. She always came. Sometimes a couple of times. Sometimes more than a couple.

Trixie had even woken up some mornings with the epic scene playing on repeat, the vibrator still buzzing next to her, overheating.

Fire hazard. If her apartment building ever burned down because of that goddamn vibrator, Trixie planned to blame Coco for that, too.

Trixie had endured those four humiliating orgasms on Coco’s strap-on; then, she’d eaten Coco’s pussy to say “thank you.” She’d moaned the required phrases of obeisance after Coco had bested her.

But what worried Trixie wasn’t what happened. It was what part of her wished had happened.

In her mind’s eye, she endured more than just those four humiliating orgasms... she was forced to have five, ten, twenty orgasms... a lifetime of orgasms, a journey from the Bonghit Studios dungeon to the auction block...

Trixie knew defeat was a risky thing for a fighting-sport B-lister to fantasize about.

That’s why she needed to win this one.

Trixie had accepted defeat after having her ass kicked on Catfighting Cunts... but she’d be damned if she’d let defeat take her now, in the rematch.

Trixie knew she had a chance to redeem herself at Paintball Girls. Coco’s greater body size and more developed muscles meant fuck-all with everyone armed to the teeth with paintball guns. 

Trixie had been trounced and topped by Coco Coral a humiliating six times.

She’d sworn to herself that Paintball Girls would not be the seventh.

Trixie rounded the corner, paintball gun at the ready.

#

Trixie’s hear leapt. There were two girls in green bikinis! Simone Flesh and Raven Fux from Team Green were down at the far end of the particleboard corridor!

Better yet, they were facing away from Trixie.

This wasn’t High Noon. Trixie was happy to shoot a bitch in the back.

Trixie raised her paintball gun, aimed, and pulled the trigger six times in rapid succession.

With a quick string of hissing noises, yellow paint splattered all over Simone and Raven’s near-naked bodies.

Two members of Team Green were down! 

The director’s voice blared from the loudspeaker overhead:

“Simone Flesh and Raven Fux are out of play!”

Cursing, the two girls in green -- now spattered with yellow -- trotted for the exits.

Behind Trixie were her Team Yellow teammates Scarlett Sweet, Kimber Kreamm, Geena Bell and Bobbi Bush.

“Way to go, Trixie!” Kimber shouted.

Trixie looked up at the camera in the corner and gave it the thumbs-up.

She made a “V” with her fingers, brought it to her mouth and wagged her tongue. She was indicating what Team Green would be doing in the not-too-distant future.

But then all hell broke loose.

#

As it turned out, Simone and Raven were some sort of decoy. Team Green had split. Coco and crew had circled around and outflanked Team Yellow.

They appeared far behind them, at the end of the perpendicular corridor.

Trixie barely got a glance of olive flesh and green bikini before she ducked behind a nearby protective panel.

She howled at her teammates:

"Retreat!"

It was too late. Scarlett, Kimber, Geena and Bobbi started running, but the paintballs were already flying.

“Take cover!” screamed Trixie. “Stand your ground! Return fire!”

Green paint exploded across Bobbi’s back. The brunette had already lost her top -- which was not that surprising, considering how little of it there was to begin with. When she pivoted and tried to return fire, she took about half a dozen paintballs on her tits.

“Crap!” she yelled.

The P.A. blared: “Bobbi Bush is out of play!”

Meanwhile, Scarlet, Kimber and Geena were running like hell, down the opposite corridor, all three of them screaming. Still screaming, they disappeared around a corner.

Trixie was left there, alone, hiding behind a narrow particleboard panel.

Three girls in green bikinis started creeping down the hallway, paintball guns at the ready.

"Oh, shit," muttered Trixie.

She popped up and fired off a snap-shot; it was too far to hit with anything but dumb luck.

Trixie was down again, behind her cover, before she heard the paintball go splat. A hail of green balls hurtled her way and splashed everywhere. She was covered in green -- but none of the balls hit her.

The P.A. crackled again: “Candy Cummings is out of play!”

“Yes!” Trixie hissed happily.

"Oh, fuck me!" said Candy, dropping her rifle and jogging for the nearest exit. 

A moment later, Trixie popped up and caught Jerica Van Horne ducking into the cubbyhole about halfway down the corridor. Trixie’s quick shot went wide. She took cover again as Jerica leaned out of the cubby and delivered a steady stream of suppressive fire. 

Trixie felt paintballs whizzing over her head. The wall behind her was almost solid green. A thick green mist drifted across Trixie’s body.

Distantly, Trixie heard her teammates squealing. There were hisses and splats. The P.A. stayed silent.

Coco. Coco was the only Green left. It was four-to-one. Trixie exulted. It was a guaranteed win. She thought about how hard she’d plow Coco’s ass. She was really going to give it to her!

But she had to get free of her pinned-down position, first.

Jerica was a lousy shot, but she had good cover. It provided excellent protection from Trixie’s quick shots, with a field of fire that put Jerica in control. Trixie only had to twitch, and Jerica seemed to sense it, sending a hail of paintballs her way.

Wild shots rained down the corridor in bursts of five or six, splattering green over the particleboard not far behind Trixie. Hell, Trixie was getting enough blowback from the wet green impacts that she probably looked like she should have been out of the game already. Trixie hoped that freak of a director Barney S wouldn’t call her out -- because if he tried that, Trixie would have to slap a bitch. That couldn’t be good for her fucking career, could it? 

Trixie stuck her gun hand out from behind the partition and tried to blast Jerica. It was hopeless; at this angle, she couldn’t get a clean shot. Worse, whenever she tried it, Jerica hurled the vengeance of the ages Trixie’s way. Trixie’s back, shoulders, and ass were pretty much Oscar the Grouch at this point. If she couldn’t get this supposedly “water soluble” shit out of her meticulously bleached and styled blonde hair, Barney S and his weird company of pervert nerd jerkoffs could expect a goddamn letter from her lawyers.

Trixie tried one more time to catch Jerica off-guard. The result was a hail of green gunfire.

Until her teammates returned, Trixie was pretty much fucked. She just hoped Coco didn’t outsmart them.

Miserably, Trixie realized how forlorn was that hope.

Worse, her teammates were nowhere to be seen. She hadn't heard them called out over the loudspeaker, so... what the fuck? Where were they?

Trixie howled: “Hey! Team Yellow! Get your shit together, sluts! We’ve got Hamburger Hill on Aisle Five! Somebody pop this cunt, will you?”

Scarlett appeared at the far end of the corridor, her weapon lowered. Not seeing Jerica in her cubbyhole, Scarlett screamed back at Trixie:

“Enough with the womyn-hating language!”

“Look out! She’s hiding right there! Shoot her! Shoot her!”

“I don't see her! And I’m not shooting anyone until you fuckin’ apologize, dick! There, how does that feel?”

It feels fine, Trixie thought. Jesus Christ, we’re all porn stars. You’re going to call me on language?

Now wasn’t the time to debate Scarlett’s Critical Theory take on abusive language in porn, though. Trixie played nice with her high-maintenance teammate.

“Sorry! I’m sorry! That was rude of me. I love cunts! I love all cunt! Now pretty please shoot?”

“All right, whatever!” shouted Scarlett. “Who am I shooting again? And watch your mouth when you describe her, Trixie!”

“Please shoot the goddess in the cubicle!”

“Asshole! Now you're just being sarcastic!”

Enough with the asshole-hating language, Trixie thought.

She said, “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, you’re right!” Trixie breathed hard as she hid behind her cover. “Jerica’s not a goddess or a -- the other thing! She’s just, um, about halfway down the corridor, in the cubicle!”

“What the fuck’s a corridor?”

“Hallway! Halfway down the hallway, in the cubicle!”

“What the fuck’s a cubicle?”

Trixie screamed: “Cubbyhole! I mean cubbyhole!”

“Don’t you take that tone with me! I don’t see her! Where?”

Trixie thought, Why bother?

Mild debates with Scarlett in the dressing room had already convinced Trixie that debating feminism with a girl who’d done three semesters at Vassar before quitting to “empower herself” through porn was roughly equivalent to six Valiums, a handful of SSRIs, a tumbler of Scotch, and an Ambien.

Any or all of which Trixie could have used when she heard a squeal and humped up to see a series of green blooms splatter up Scarlett’s naked torso; Jerica had leaned out and fired a series of snap-shots; in a few fractions of a second, Scarlet was green as a summer meadow.

Miserably, Trixie shot Jerica in the back. Yellow paint splattered everywhere.

Jerica whirled on Trixie. “You cunt!”

Scarlett howled: “You, too? All of you, line up so I can kick your asses!”

Old, weird, pervy Barney S was laughing his ass off as he announced over the P.A.:

“Scarlett Sweet is out of play! Jerica van Horne is out of play! Please proceed to the nearest exit, girls!”

“Hey!” snapped Scarlett. “What’s this ‘girls’ shit?”

Jerica slung her weapon over her shoulder so she could flip a double-bird as she passed -- one to the camera, and one to Scarlett.

“It never ends, this shit,” said Jerica.

Ain’t it the truth, thought Trixie.

As Scarlett and Jerica disappeared through the nearest exit, Barney S announced:

“Remaining in play are Trixie Moll, Kimber Kreamm and Geena Bell from Team Yellow, and Coco Coral from Team Green!”

Three to one. Trixie shivered. She didn’t like those odds.

She stood in the corridor, breathing hard, weapon at the ready.

“Team Yellow!” Trixie shouted. “Where are you?”

In response, Geena Bell emitted a screeching sound of what Trixie figured was probably sheer terror or something. It would haunt Trixie’s nightmares for the rest of her life. Trixie would dream of getting trapped with Geena in a booth at a tradeshow in Vegas, and having to listen to her make noises like that for a whole afternoon. Geena’s screech of pure terror was more or less indistinguishable from the noise she made when one of her friends showed up somewhere, or when she was texted a snapshot of a cute puppy.

“Team Yellow?” called Trixie.

“Hold on, boss! Hands full!” The shout came from Kimber, in some distant twist of the labyrinth. It echoed through the particleboard battleground.

Trixie frowned. That could mean any number of things on a porn set. There wasn’t supposed to be any sex yet. Not until the battle was finished... and everyone knew who got to run the fuck.

Waiting for her team to join her, Trixie lost herself in the brief fantasy of a bound Coco Coral writhing on the end of her strap-on. Her clit gave a throb in response, but... from the way Trixie’s bitches were screaming, she figured the possibility was remoter by the second.

So Trixie thought about the other thing, and her clit throbbed harder. Her yellow bikini was slimy with green blowback, like most of the rest of her. If it hadn't been, Trixie would have gotten it wet thinking about what happened to her if Team Yellow lost.

As team captain, she’d get the hardest treatment. Coco Coral would dominate the shit out of her. 

Trixie squirmed. She remembered the cameras. She arched her back and pointed her face at the camera above, pulling a duck face like you wouldn’t believe.

She shoved her hand in her bikini bottoms.

“Mmmm, combat makes me so hot,” she purred, loud enough that she could be sure the onboard mic picked it up.

Her cunt was gushing.

Womyn-hating language be damned, her cunt was so fucking wet she might have been pissing herself.

#

Seconds later, Geena and Kimber rounded the far corner in a dead run. They were both breathing hard, their tits heaving. Not incidentally, their racks had both popped free of their tops. Trixie was pissed. What was this, “let’s pretend we’re Trixie Moll” day?

“Hey! What the fuck?” Trixie shouted as they ran toward her.

“Ohmigod!” howled Geena. She dove behind the particleboard panel that had served as Trixie’s cover. “It was a slaughterhouse! It was a nightmare!”

Trixie said: “You do know this is paintball, right?”

Trying to duck behind the particleboard cover, Kimber slipped and went down hard. Good thing the floors were padded.

Geena screamed: “Ohmigod! Kimber! Kimber! Are you all right? Speak to me!”

Panting, Kimber got on all fours and shrugged. “Whatevs.” She put her butt in the air. She looked more like she was advertising “doggy-style for sale” than like a woman in combat. In fact, she’d even dropped her weapon.

Geena wailed desperately: “Ohmigod! Where did all this green paint come from?”

“Paintballs,” Trixie said with excruciating patience. “What the fuck happened?”

“It was a slaughterhouse!”

“You said that,” Trixie frowned. “What, did Coco pull a No Country for Old Men or something?”

“Ohmigod! What are you talking about? Ohmigod, is that like that fucking Hannibal movie with the brains and stuff? Ohmigod! You are so weird! Aren’t you listening? It was a nightmare!”

Trixie changed tactics. She looked serious and said, “I’m so, so sorry, private. That must have been so hard for you.”

“That’s what she said!” Kimber giggled.

Trixie gritted her teeth.

“Private, tell me, specifically, how was it a nightmare?”

“Ohmigod,” said Kimber. “Are we privates?”

“I want to be a lieutenant,” pouted Geena.

“What was Colonel Hogan?” asked Kimber.

“He was a perv,” said Geena.

Coco rounded the corner behind them.

Again, Geena made that damn screeching sound.

Green paint sprayed everywhere.

At close range, those fuckin’ things hurt.

#

“Geena Bell is out of play! Kimber Kreamm is out of play! Trixie Moll is out of play! Victory for Team Green!”

Oh, fuck, thought Trixie.

Her tits stung from the close-up shots from Coco’s paintball gun.

Her pride hurt far worse.

Since Trixie was the last to go, she lay on the floor, per Paintball Girls rules. It was Coco’s privilege to carry her off of the field of battle.

Trixie panted in exhaustion. Green paint trickled down her torso, between her tits, over her thighs. Trixie was covered. It was humiliating.

Trixie heard the click-squeak-clunk of the exits as Kimber and Geena exited, both cursing up a mean streak. Womyn-hating language, indeed.

With the battle decided, the cameramen moved in and got close-up shots of the defeated Trixie. Trixie tried to lay still, but that fucking green paint tickled as it ran down her ass-crack. It was like having bugs everywhere. She was also covered in sweat. She felt filthy. She squirmed.

Coco towered over her, a chocolate-brown goddess without a whisper of yellow paint on her. Hell, the bitch didn’t even have any blowback from green shots, which was pretty surprising considering she’d blasted Kimber, Geena and Trixie at point-blank range.

Per Paintball Girls rules, Trixie lay still to be claimed by her opponent.

Coco smiled at her. Damn, that bitch was pretty. No wonder she could be such a cunt and still get Trixie’s juices flowing.

“Let’s get some stills of Coco with her foot on Trixie’s ass. Conquering hero and all that.”

Damn, Barney S was a motherfucking pervert!

Coco shoved Trixie onto her stomach and stood, striking muscle-magazine poses for the still cameras while two cameramen kept getting video. One of them crouched down right in front of Trixie; Coco leaned down, grabbed Trixie’s hair and forced her head back. Trixie groaned as Coco pulled her hair.

When she felt submissive, Trixie loved having her hair pulled.

She groped in her tumultuous emotions for how she did feel. Was she feeling submissive, right now?

What did it matter?

She’d lost. She had yet another brutal fucking to look forward to. A hard, deep, humiliating plowing at Coco’s hands, the way only Coco Coral could give it.

Trixie felt a warm surge of pleasure inside her.

“All right,” said Barney, the perv. “Get her some green rope. Tie Trixie’s hands and feet. Or I can do it, if you don’t know how.”

Coco laughed her ass off at that one.

Once Trixie was bound, Coco hoisted her over her shoulder. It pissed Trixie off that Coco seemed to put so little effort into lifting her. The bitch barely even seemed to be sweating.

Coco didn’t squirm or fight. She just let Coco carry her off.

I’m the spoils of battle, Trixie thought. She gets to do anything with me. 

Trixie’s clit was already pulsing.

#

Coco paused to grandstand for the camera.

"This one's a real good cunt-licker," Coco said to the camera, indicating Trixie with obvious pleasure. “I’ve had her before... five times, was it, Trixie?”

“Six,” Trixie murmured angrily.

“Six,” Coco laughed. "She likes getting it up the ass, too. I think I’ll strap it on and give it to her real hard... just like I did a few months ago." To Barney, she said, “Can I mention another producer?”

“Why not?” answered Barney. “We’re affiliates.” His voice sounded weirdly enraptured. He’d obviously seen the catfight video and liked it. How many times had that pervert jerked off to it? Honestly, you’d think when a guy’s a porno producer, he’d outgrow that kind of stuff. Trixie felt vaguely disgusted at the thought of Barney S jacking it to this scene while he was editing.

Coco repeated for the camera: “I’m going to fuck Trixie Moll in the ass real hard, like I did when I beat her on Catfighting Cunts for Bonghit Entertainment.”

Barney gave Coco the thumbs-up.

"Let's get this fresh meat to the dungeon," said Coco. She smacked Trixie’s ass, laughing. “I’ll make her squirm.”

Coco carried her conquered opponent into the Punishment Dungeon.

#

The fun at Paintball Girls didn’t end at the close of hostilities, of course. Around here, there were no armistices; triumphant teams were more like rampaging Mongols.

The team that boasted the last member remaining in play got “fuck ‘em” privileges. That meant they worked at a team to fuck every one of their opponents however they wanted to.

Oh, each girl on Team Yellow had a safeword or a safe-gesture; she’d also filled out a checklist, of course. There were things she wouldn’t do things she'd rather not do, things she might do, things she wanted to do... but no performer got booked for Paintball Girls without knowing the site's unspoken rule. Don't put restrictions on the opposition, because the harder you took it, the better the fans would like it. And the more the fans liked it, the more likely it was that you'd be booked for a rematch.

But the kicker was this: anything marked “won’t do” or “rather wouldn't do” on your checklist, you didn’t get to do to your opponent if you were the winner.

Trixie had been overconfident; she realized that, now. She had counted on her skill at paintball beating Coco’s natural athleticism.

That had been a bad call.

Whereas Trixie’s teammates would probably end up eating lots of pussy, getting spanked a bit and maybe fucked gently, Trixie had put happy faces on almost every line-item. “Cunt-Whipping”? Happy face. “Tit-Whipping”? Happy face. “Extreme Nipple Play”? Double happy-face. “Rough Anal Strap-on”? Triple happy-face with two stars.

Trixie knew all too well that Coco made it a habit of doing the same.

Trixie knew if she’d won, she would have made the bitch provide a good show for the fans. It would have been a delicious payback.

But now, it was Trixie who would be paid back... for her overconfidence.

She felt surprised at how desperately slick her pussy got as Coco carried her off.

Maybe that recurrently overheating vibrator wasn’t Coco’s fault after all.

Maybe Trixie really did want this. Maybe she’d wanted it all along.

One thing was for sure; Trixie was sure as hell turned on.

If she had to be Coco’s bitch again... well, at least she’d be a good little bitch for her.

That made Trixie feel hot all over... inside and out.

#

In the dungeon, all five girls on Team Yellow would be tied up and worked over side-by-side, however Team Green wanted to fuck them.

Coco bossed Jerica, Candy, Simone, and Raven around like a team captain should. Her authority transitioned smoothly from the battleground to the dungeon.

Coco left the task of cuffing, securing and immobilizing Team Yellow to her subordinates on Team Green, under Coco’s barked supervision. Meanwhile, Coco went to the toy rack to choose what implements she would use to establish total dominance over the defeated Team Yellow... and particularly Trixie.

Still dripping yellow and green paint from carrying Trixie over her shoulder, Coco looked hot. Trixie mused a little about how fucking hot bright colors looked on brown skin like Coco’s. They really made the cruel bitch’s curves stand out. Trixie felt guilty for admiring her conqueror, but... what the fuck? This was just a job, right?

Yeah, right. Trixie squirmed desperately, feeling her clit pulse with every heartbeat. Her pussy was dripping.

Coco selected a sturdy-looking strap-on harness and a very large cock to go in it. A second cock -- more like a plug, really -- came off the rack, to settle inside the harness and fill Coco's pussy while she fucked. 

Trixie watched over her shoulder in amazement as Coco selected yet a third plug -- this one much thicker and shorter, more diamond-shaped, non-anatomical.

She lubed it up, reached back and put it up into her ass with a moan of pleasure. Her dark lips fluttered upward into a bright smile while the camera operators zoomed in on her butt and her face at the same time.

Trixie watched in admiration as Coco shoved the second plug up into her cunt, then slipped the largest of the three into the harness and, as she cinched the straps tight, forced it up into her ass.

Trixie felt all weak just seeing the look on Coco’s face as she penetrated her ass. She guessed that Coco would get it as good up the ass as she gave it to Trixie. Coco would feel every hard stroke.

Last but not least, Coco grabbed an egg-shaped vibrator with an external battery pack, and shoved it down into the inside pocket that would hold the vibe against her clit while she fucked.

She switched the vibe on to “high.” Coco’s dark eyes rolled back in her head; she let out a little gasp as the vibrations assaulted her clit.

She started stroking her cock with her hand.

Meanwhile, Jerica, Candy, Simone, and Raven cuffed Scarlett, Kimber, Geena, Bobbi and Trixie, per Coco's earlier instructions... with Trixie right in the middle, two girls on each side.

As team captain, Trixie would get the hardest fucking of all. That was traditional.

Coco had clearly planned this out. 

“You know what to do,” purred Coco happily, stroking her silicone cock.

The cocky bitch! Coco planned for this, Trixie realized. She'd given her teammates explicit instructions as to how she wanted her conquered opponents positioned and pleasured for maximum humiliation.

How could Trixie blame her? She'd done much the same with Team Yellow, though she wasn't sure any of her teammates remembered what she'd said. They were almost as clueless about bondage as they were about paintball.

Still dripping paint and covered in sweat, Trixie and her four teammates found themselves strapped into face-down, ass-up positions on the specialized bondage benches Paintball Girls had just for this purpose. They left each woman’s legs spread wide, their wrists secured in a neutral position at her sides. 

Girls could stay bound like this for quite a long time, Trixie knew. She’d wanked to many a scene of extended humiliation following paint-spattered defeat in the labyrinth.

Trixie shivered as she thought about how having Coco on her for... how long? Thirty minutes? Forty? Trixie could do that standing on her head.

Trixie loved sex... and she was used to being submissive. Especially to Coco. This was her seventh defeat, and... so be it.

Trixie knew she’d get it hard.

They might all be passed around between members of Team Green, traded like fuckdolls.

But Trixie knew she’d subjected to the bulk of Coco's attentions.

And she wasn’t at all sure she minded that. That’s what disturbed Trixie most of all.

#

Post-defeat humiliation scenes usually featured one-half to three-quarters of an hour of hard fucking, BDSM, punishment, domination, and erotic humiliation.

The greater the grudge between the players, the longer and harder the fucking would be.

But Trixie and Coco didn't have a grudge exactly, did they? They just had, well, a relationship. The bitch might be mean to Trixie, but... it’s not like it had ever been a real competition, had it?

Trixie felt more intensely submissive to Coco than she’d ever felt before. 

It was about to begin.

#

The post-competition humiliation started out with some pussy-eating.

Jerica, Candy, Simone, and Raven seated themselves in front of their defeated opponents, each picking one. Jerica shoved Scarlett's face in her crotch; Candy, Simone and Raven did the same to Kimber and Geena and Bobbi, respectively.

Meanwhile, Coco started toward Trixie, stroking her cock obscenely.

"I'll take this one," she said.

Coco grabbed Trixie's long, dark hair, her brown fingers lacing through the green streaks.

"What do you call me, cunt?" Coco growled, slapping Trixie in the face with her cock.

Trixie felt a wave of submissive energy going through her.

"Mistress," she said. 

The camera operator was only inches away, catching Trixie's humiliation up close. The big onboard microphone even caught the humiliating words.

"What are you to me?" asked Coco, her deep voice rich and sultry.

"Cunt," whimpered Trixie. "I'm your cunt, Mistress."

Once again, Coco slapped Trixie with her cock. Then she forced Trixie's mouth open, shoved her cock in, and started to fuck Trixie's face.

###

Trixie had to give Coco one thing: She knew how to face-fuck a girl. She did it so it looked real rough -- but in reality, Trixie had time to prepare herself for the first choking thrusts of that big silicone cock into her throat. 

Trixie felt a wave of relief. Coco was going to be rough on her, all right. But not so rough that Trixie couldn't enjoy herself.

Assuming Trixie surrendered properly, and cooperated in her own humiliation.

Trixie tried to do just that. When the sculpted silicone cockhead on Coco's ebony-black dick pressed against the back of Trixie's throat, Trixie made a great show of gagging and choking on it for the camera and microphone. She made audible gulps and gagging sounds, letting drool collect so that when Coco pulled out after five or ten thrusts, spittle poured out of Trixie's mouth and onto the floor. Coco responded by slapping Trixie again, first with her hand, then her cock, then her other hand, pulling the white girl's long dark green-streaked hair the whole time. Trixie wiggled her but tin response and whimpered, "Sorry, Mistress!"

"What are you to me?" Coco snarled.

Shivering, Trixie moaned, "I am your cunt, Mistress."

"Then act like one," Coco snapped. "Open up."

When Coco shoved her long cock back into Trixie's mouth, Trixie made an even more audible show of choking on it. Coco responded by plugging Trixie's nose. Trixie let a long, glistening, humiliating string of spit leak out of her mouth before she finally let herself choke down Coco's huge cock.

Trixie heard the cameraman purring softly, "Oh, yeah," in satisfaction as he saw the big silicone dick going down Trixie's throat.

Behind him, the director made equally happy noises. "Oh, yeah. That's good. Get lots of that."

Trixie drooled some more, did some more choking, and relaxed for Coco's increasingly aggressive thrusts. The whole time, Coco kept tight hold on Trixie's hair to ensure that her throat was positioned just right to make it easier on her. She had no intention of injuring such a fun toy.

That didn't stop her from pulling her cock out of Trixie's mouth and slapping her some more.

Or making Trixie repeat over and over again that she was Coco's cunt, Mistress.

Or, once Trixie was obediently fucking her face onto Coco's huge cock, reaching down Trixie's body to start spanking her ass and cunt, alternately, holding her lips open for one of the cameras and also parting Trixie's ass-cheeks to show them the hole she would most surely ravage once she had finished with Trixie's mouth.

Trixie had always liked anal sex, so it was a natural choice for her to do anal once she got into the industry. Hell, when Coco had given her that brutal ass-fucking at Mark Vincent Productions a few weeks ago, Trixie had loved every minute of it. Well, loved _and_ hated. It certainly was hard to take. She'd had to reach deep inside herself and find her reserves of inner strength that allowed her to take all the sensation of Coco's huge strap-on repeatedly pounding into her rear hole and hitting her G-spot. And she'd had to do all of that while giving Mark Vincent -- a legendary perv -- exactly what he wanted: the sight of Trixie's humiliated catharsis.

Trixie had made a name for herself as a bottom in hardcore boy-girl scenes. Hardcore bondage and SM directors like Mark Vincent liked to see her cry. And cruel tops like Coco loved to _make_ girls like Trixie cry.

After a few more slaps across Trixie's face, Trixie reached the point of no return. The tears started flowing, and not just because her gag reflex had been repeatedly violated.

Coco went around her, positioned herself over Trixie's tight ass, and grabbed the white girl's long, dark hair, forcing her head back while she pushed her giant silicone cockhead up against the brunette's tight rear hole.

That's how it was going to be. Not even a cursory stop in her pussy. One thrust would go so far toward making Trixie's eyes roll back in humiliated pleasure... But no. Coco went right for the butt. Well, that was her reputation, wasn't it? She liked to see girls break on camera.

Trixie broke for her. Tears started flowing. Sobs wracked her body. She cried out as Coco's huge cock violated her rear hole.

Trixie almost lost it, squealing wildly as her ass actually had to stretch to accommodate Coco's strap-on cock. After all the big dicks Trixie had taken, it was a surprise to find that Coco could still actually force her to stretch. But she managed to take it, while Coco held Trixie's hair tightly, pointing her humiliated face at the camera.

"What am I?"

"Mistress," sobbed Trixie, feeling her G-spot ache crazily as Coco's downward thrusts struck it what a steady rhythm.

"What are you to me, bitch?"

"I am your cunt, Mistress...." Trixie's eyes _did_ roll back, now, her cheeks black with tears, green paint running down her cheeks as Coco began to fuck her.

Trixie felt the purring motor of Coco's vibrator, heard the satisfied moans of her co-star as the latter fucked her way into Trixie's tight asshole. 

But Trixie was already there; she had been known for cumming on camera, for real, ever since her earliest scenes.

And nothing got her there faster than a deep combination of humiliation play and a good, strong, deep ass-fucking at exactly that angle, downward and aimed at the anterior... Which Coco seemed to know instinctively.

Trixie came with a scream, sobbing in humiliation right up close and personal into the camera. The humiliation was real, but Trixie savored it, as she savored the catharsis of her intense orgasm, and -- even more -- the catharsis of her welcomed tears.

Cameraman and director both were totally focused on Trixie's green-spattered, tear-streaked face.

Alongside Trixie and Coco, the four other Team Green members -- Jerica, Candy, Simone and Raven -- were busy getting enthusiastic lick-jobs from the defeated Team Yellow. Now and then they would trade off, sharing each girl as pleased them. 

Barney was happy to let the eight women get picked up by the other cameramen. He focused on Coco’s hard scene with Trixie... because that was the grudge match his customers would tune in for.

With her show of emotional humiliation -- gagging, choking, drooling, crying and now cumming with a screaming orgasm -- Trixie had stolen the spotlight. 

Trixie couldn't see much through her tears, but she liked to think that her teammates were pouting. They were terrible paintball players... they deserved this.

Maybe she did, too.

Trixie felt a deep sense of pleasure at her own defeat.

After all, in this business, it was all about exposure... and this was the best kind of exposure she’d ever gotten.

#

Coco didn't ease up after Trixie's first screaming orgasm.

She kept pounding the brunette's ass and made her keep reciting lines of humiliation for the camera. 

Who was Coco? 

"You are my Mistress!"

Who was Trixie?

"I am your slave, Mistress!"

Every time Trixie said things like that, she felt the warm caress of the cameras centered on her.

She took pleasure in the fact that her show of extreme submission allowed her to hog the lion's share of the footage... and, she knew, would result in a lot of new fan attention.

Coco came once, several minutes after Trixie’s first forced orgasm. Trixie wasn't sure if it was the vibe in her harness or the vigorous thrusting that did it. But one thing was for damn sure: Coco's thrusting certainly was vigorous.

After that, Coco switched sides again and shoved her cock into Trixie's mouth.

Trixie's eyes widened as she gagged on the taste of her own ass.

Oh, yeah, she had checked a "YES" on that box, hadn't she? Ass-to-Mouth. She’d hoped she’d be able to use that degrading technique on Coco.

It hadn't worked out that way... so Trixie tried to be a good loser.

Trixie choked down Coco's big dick again, whimpering and whining for the camera as she did.

Behind her, another camera zoomed in to get plenty of shots of her wide-gaping ass.

Pervs loved that, for some reason. Gapes. Trixie didn’t mind at all how it felt having her ass stretched wide -- in fact, she loved it. But she didn't get the kink of wanting to “gaze into the abyss.”

Not that it mattered. She’d been defeated. She didn’t need to “get” anything. She just needed to do what her Mistress commanded her to do.

Oh, yeah, and Barney. He was directing. Fine. If he wanted “gapes” from her, well... her ass certainly was pretty stretched. Trixie did not need to “get” it.

One thing Trixie did get, as far as turn-ons went, was Coco.

The girl was really quite a bitch, but... Ohmigod, she was so fucking hot.

She was a very aggressive top. Trixie liked it hard.

It bewildered Trixie, sometimes, hat anyone other than her would work with a Domme who played so hard. But then again... Trixie had not even known how hard she liked it until Coco defeated her again and again.

Coco’s dark body was streaked with sweat and painted with splashes of yellow and green. 

Coco took a short breather while the director ordered the camera operators to get some still-deeper shots of Trixie’s gaping asshole.

How humiliating!

Trixie wiggled her ass for the camera... because she was a team player.

The breather didn't last too long, though. Coco came back with a big plug-in vibrator -- and a fresh cock in her harness.

She worked her new dick up into Trixie's cunt while she held the vibe against the white girl's clit.

Trixie came again, howling, while she felt her cunt filled up by Coco's big dick.

#

Since most post-defeat humiliation scenes at Paintball Girls lasted only thirty to forty-five minutes, they often jumped right into the action. 

By contract, the scenes were supposed to be no more than one hour. That was all a girl could usually take, after the physical demands of a down-and-dirty paintball battle.

But no one tried to get Coco to stop after she'd abused Trixie for more than an hour and a half.

At one point, some female production assistant checked with Trixie.

“Do you need to stop?” the woman asked Trixie.

“No, Mistress,” Trixie purred, shaking her head. “However she wants me. I’m hers.”

Trixie wasn’t quite sure why she said it like that... she just did. It came naturally. The words seem to just flow from her lips.

The stacked blonde had lost any reluctance to be dominated by Coco.... however Coco wanted, for as long as Coco wanted. Trixie accepted it... wanted it... needed it. Coco had broken her. Maybe that had been what Trixie had craved all along.

Trixie wasn't complaining, that’s for sure. Or, rather, she did complain, but it was all for the camera. It was all part of the shtick. In reality, Trixie had never enjoyed herself more.

After a while, Coco took off Trixie’s cuffs and flipped her over, securing her on her back with her legs spread wide and her wrists at her hips.

Coco put a ball-gag in Trixie's mouth. 

She made the girl cum again with the vibrator, then fucked her "mish" -- missionary position -- while she looked into Trixie's humiliated eyes and made her cum yet _again_ with her big, hard, chocolate-brown cock.

The other performers had petered out by that point. All four tops had been exhausted, and all three of Team Yellow's losers had demonstrated their submission.

Coco, on the other hand, didn't get tired. And she wanted Trixie’s submission to be repeatedly demonstrated. It felt like she would never be satisfied.

And maybe Trixie didn’t want her to be.

Coco took great pleasure in fucking Trixie hard and making her cum with humiliating moans, squeals, and shudders.

Coco came, too. Her second orgasm came from fucking Trixie's pussy. 

Coco's powerful hips pumped her big silicone cock repeatedly up into Trixie, while Trixie's bound body arched and struggled to meet each thrust, fucking herself onto her opponent.

Correction, co-star. They were collaborating, right? That’s what Trixie had decided, about halfway through. We’re collaborating on a scene of my defeat and total humiliation... and my submission to my Mistress...

After Coco fucked Trixie hard again, she undid her bonds and removed the ball gag.

Some production assistant put a huge dildo in Coco’s hand. It was much bigger, even, than the strap-on cock Coco had been using on Trixie. It, like the strap-on, was chocolate-brown... roughly the color of Coco’s skin.

Coco pressed the giant dildo into Trixie’s hands. It took both of them just to hold it.

Coco bent forward and growled in Trixie’s ear:

"Cum for your Mistress, cunt. Fuck yourself on this big cock for me."

Trixie said, “Yes, Mistress.”

Coco kissed Trixie, hard and deep, her tongue plunging into the blonde’s open, drooling mouth.

“Fuck yourself hard,” Coco ordered. “I want it all in you. Every inch.”

Even though it was quite difficult to get the dildo inside her, Trixie did exactly as Coco had ordered. She was done fighting her craving to serve. She was done resisting Coco’s dominance.

Coco had beaten her fair and square, Trixie knew. In her own perverse interior logic, Trixie felt like she’d become Coco’s property.

Hell, seven times? How could Trixie not admit that Coco was the superior woman? She felt a deep sense of pleasure at finally admitting that. It felt good to serve. Trixie let her will dissolve into Coco’s more powerful personality. Trixie obeyed her Mistress.

Trixie took a long time and endured a great struggle to fuck herself onto the huge dildo. It was really enormous. She just kept forcing herself onto it, only asking for lube once. When she did, the production assistant looked at Coco before she gave it to Trixie.

Coco nodded.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Trixie mewled as she felt the wet drizzle on her slit.

The lube eased the giant cock’s passage, and Trixie finally got it all into her, her pussy stretched to capacity and beyond.

Then Trixie started to fuck herself onto the big cock, her pleasure mounting as she looked into the close-in camera.

Trixie pounded herself to another screaming orgasm.

Which one was this? Her fourth? Fifth?

Trixie didn't even know.

But she did know that her G-spot had been getting it hard and deep at just the right angle for so long that it didn't surprise her what happened.

When she made herself cum on Coco’s orders, Trixie ejaculated like a fountain.

She squirted all over the camera.

Luckily, someone had seen this possibility coming... who knows? Maybe Coco had felt Trixie’s swollen G-spot and known there was a chance she’d squirt.

They were using one of the protected cameras, a clear plastic panel in front of it. A cameraman was down on one knee, aiming the camera right between Trixie’s legs as she exploded, blasting female ejaculate everywhere.

Trixie’s face reddened.

She stayed there, spread and stretched, dripping paint, girlcum, pussy juice, sweat, tears, and smeared mascara.

The giant dildo slid out of Trixie.

Her pussy twitched and spasmed with the aftereffects of her orgasm. It felt empty.

Trixie looked at Coco for approval.

Coco smiled at Trixie, then nodded to Barney, the director.

“And... cut,” said Barney. “I think that’s a wrap!”

Coco blew Trixie a kiss and started toward the locker room to wash up.

Trixie slumped forward and scrambled to her hands and knees.

She started after Coco, following her Mistress’s green-and-yellow footsteps.

Coco was happy to find her new pet crawling into the shower with her. She caressed Trixie’s messy face, pulled her hair, and spread her pussy-lips to direct the shower massager right where it made Trixie’s eyes roll back and the moans of humiliated pleasure start rolling out of the blonde’s wide-open mouth all over again.

As it turned out, Coco was not quite finished with Trixie after all.

They took a very long and very hot shower together.
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Roller Ball by Echo Thomas

The Battlin' Bombers skated miserably into the locker room.

Their pretty faces were heavy with defeat and purple-blue with bruises; their skintight stretch uniforms were torn and dirty. Normally the Bombers would have taken pleasure in the fact that their opponents, the Screamin' Mimis, didn't look much better -- but today was a special case. Today, their Captain's wager hung glumly over their heads as they filed into the dark chamber that stank of female sweat. Jenny Blake led the way, her teammates staring daggers into the back of her jersey. Jenny's soul was sinking. If she hadn't made that stupid bet, the team would have nothing to look forward to but a cramped overnight bus ride back to Minneapolis. Now, they were going to be lucky if they slept at all.

"Well, well, well," chortled Frankie Petrocelli, captain of the Mimis, as she stood in front of Jenny and grinned. Her lithe body was stripped below the waist, her legs slightly spread so Jenny could see her pussy, even smell its sharpness over the dank odor of the locker room. She still wore her roller-skates and her jersey, splattered with Jenny's blood from their encounter against the railing. "If it isn't the losers. Well, girls, you ready to make good on your captain's gamble?"

The Bombers shifted nervously. They had all gone pale.

Though the bleeding had stopped, Jenny's eyebrow still throbbed. "Don't include them," she said hastily. "It was my bet. You and me, Frankie."

"Ha! As I recall, it was your team against my team, just like on the rink. Only this time those knee pads of yours will get put to some real good use. Wasn't that the bet, Jen? Don't you remember?"

Gap-toothed grins on their lusty faces, the other Mimis crowded in close behind their captain, savoring the thought of taking sexual revenge on their nemesis, a team that had crushed them so many times before it had nearly broken their spirit. Most of the Mimis were already stripped down and ready to be serviced, some completely nude, some wearing only their skates; others had taken off their pants but left their jerseys on.

"Let them go," said Jenny. "I'll take care of you."

"What?" The pleasure on Frankie's face was obvious.

"I'll take care of you, Frankie. I'll fulfill my end of the bet."

"Ha! And what about my girls?"

Jenny dropped her eyes. "Them too," she said.

The Bombers began to whisper among themselves in horror.

Frankie grinned.

"You'd service all my girls just to protect yours?"

"That's right," said Jenny. "Every last one of them."

"Right here, in the locker room? Right now? On your knees, Jen?"

Jenny nodded dejectedly.

Frankie's laugh was harsh. "What do you think, girls?"

Big Lady Boom Boom stroked herself, her legs slightly spread as she hungrily eyed Tammi Black, a mean spitfire of a girl who had given Lady Boom the knee more than once. "I dunno, Frankie, I've been lookin' forward to seeing that bitch Tammi on her knees."

"From what I hear, that doesn't take much doing," laughed Frankie. Tammi blushed, her face angry as she realized her reputation preceded her. "All right!" shouted Frankie. "I'll agree to let you take care of the bet, yourself -- on one condition. Your girls have to watch."

Jenny's eyes went wide, and the whispers behind her grew louder. The deal didn't seem fair, but what could she do? She'd made the bet with Frankie, and now her teammates were on the line. If she didn't fulfill her end of the wager, they'd all have to pay the price.

Even as Jenny felt a quivering humiliation in her belly, there was also a certain excitement. Hadn't she and Frankie done exactly this that long-ago weekend at the National Roller Derby Finals when they'd put away a six-pack of Schmutz beer and tumbled into the hotel bed together? They'd never spoken of it since -- but the incident was never far from Jenny's mind.

Jenny met Frankie's eyes, and in that instant she knew the truth. Frankie would take so much more pleasure in this than just the satisfaction of having beaten a rival in the rink. There was hunger in her eyes, but also -- Jenny could have sworn -- a certain tenderness. Or was she just imagining things?

Jenny's heart welled up, and in a single throb of her hungry cunt she dropped her eyes, the humiliation giving way to an embarrassed eagerness.

She nodded.

"Then it's settled." Frankie looked at the Bombers. "Girls, get comfortable. You're gonna be here awhile." She turned to her own team. "And you girls line up!"

There were evil chuckles among the Mimis as the Bombers crowded nervously together and prepared to watch. To Jenny's surprise, she could have sworn she saw vague smiles on the faces of several Bombers as the Mimis selected their places in line behind their captain.

Jenny reached down and checked her knee pads. She'd be needing them.

#

First, Frankie skated over and sat at the edge of the bench. "Off with the jersey," she said. "You want me to get rugburn on my thighs?"

Jenny thought about protesting, but she was already hot. Besides, what did it matter if she knelt there fully-clothed or half-naked? Obediently, she took hold of her sweaty, filthy jersey and lifted it over her head, revealing the swell of her breasts in the tight white sports bra Her nipples were plainly evident through the light material. Jenny only had a moment to wonder why her nipples were so hard before she realized Frankie had noticed. Then they got harder -- much harder -- as Frankie's gaze roved over them. 

Frankie grinned wolfishly and licked her lips. Then she spread her legs.

The Mimis all crowded in to get a better look. Jenny kicked off and skated over to Frankie. Executing a skid, she dropped to her knees in front of her, her knee pads cushioning her descent. 

Frankie chuckled cruelly, reaching down with one hand to roughly tweak Jenny's nipples through her sports bra. "If I didn't know better, Jen, I'd think you were going to enjoy this as much as I am." Frankie's other hand snaked into Jenny's mousy-brown hair, grasping the clip that held her pony tail and unfastening it. She shook out Jenny's hair, then took hold of it firmly.

Jenny looked up, half-angrily, half-desperately, and saw the heat in Frankie's eyes.

"And nothing would please me more," said Frankie, so quietly that the other girls couldn't hear. She took hold of that mousy brown hair and pushed Jenny's face roughly into her crotch.

#

Jenny was surprised how easy it was to let her tongue slide out and work its way into Frankie's moist cleft. Frankie's crotch was ripe with the sweat of a the long match, and God forbid she might have showered before taking her pleasure with the rival captain. But to Jenny's surprise, she didn't recoil from the sharp taste; rather, she found herself pressing deeper into it, tongue burrowing between Frankie's swollen pussy-lips and into her hole. 

A raucous cheer went up from the Mimis as Jenny ate Frankie out, followed by a matching series of despairing mumbles as the Bombers saw their leader taken down a peg. Am I failing her team? Jenny wondered. No, she told herself, just teaching them to make good on their bets.

With a start, Jenny tasted the tangy gush of Frankie's pussy juice as Frankie let out a low moan of pleasure. Jenny licked deeper, working the tip of her tongue an inch into Frankie's body as she lapped up the sharp nectar. God, I don't remember it tasting this good the first time, Jenny thought. She recalled the long hours she'd spent in Frankie's sweat-reeking hotel bed, her face buried between these very thighs, lapping at this very cunt. Her senses dulled by Schmutz beer, she'd been unable to stop herself from pleasuring Frankie again and again as her nude roller derby rival twisted and writhed on the bed. Then, the taste had been barely noticeable -- mild even. Now, it was overwhelming and seemed to fill every corner of her consciousness as she drove her tongue rhythmically into the squirming captain's entrance, coaxing moans and whimpers from her. Frankie's hand gripped Jenny's hair, giving Jenny a strange sense of comfort. However humiliating it was to be forced to service the enemy captain in front of her team, Jenny knew there was no way Frankie was going to let her off -- she'd be on her knees till an orgasm careened out of every Screamin' Mimi in this locker room.

But for now, it was Frankie who was owed....and how! Demandingly, she pulled Jenny's hair to guide that eager mouth up one fraction of an inch into position over her swollen, throbbing clit. Jenny obediently licked it.

Frankie let out a sigh of satisfaction and her team cheered, shouting "Suck it, Bomber!" and "Eat that pussy, Jen!" She heard a couple of nasty "lesbo" comments, but Jenny felt a surge of wicked pleasure knowing she was going to service every last one of those women before the stadium closed for the evening. That should change their tune! For now, she slipped her hands under Frankie's thighs and lifted her slightly, pulling her body hard against her own so she could lick and suck her pulsing clit with more gusto. 

Every few seconds, she would let her tongue dip down into the sopping tightness of Frankie's pussy, filling her mouth with that succulent tang. As Jenny serviced her, Frankie reached down and caressed Jenny's firm breasts, pinching her nipples to bring forth a gasp now and then. If my nipples are this hard, Jenny wondered with a lascivious rush, just how wet is my pussy?

Her body responded to the pleasure of eating Frankie again after all these months. As she squirmed and rubbed her thighs together, her juices soaked the polyester fabric. Jenny desperately wanted to reach down and touch her pussy, rub herself as she pleasured Frankie, but that would be too humiliating, too exposing in front of her team. She couldn't possibly reveal that she was enjoying this, could she?

Then Jenny heard a gasp behind her. Surprised, she lifted her face from Frankie's crotch to glance over her shoulder. What she saw sent a bolt of lightning through her spine, and made her head spin.

Tammi Black had her tights off and was spread wide on a spare bench while Brenda Shaughnessy knelt between her thighs. Delores McGovern had Shirley Jorgensen up against the wall, hands working under Shirl's jersey as the two of them kissed hungrily. Celeste Sweeney, Meg Polowski, and Geraldine DeFazio were wrapped up in a greedy threesome on the floor at the edge of the shower, their clothes bunched in improbable configurations as their hands and mouths avidly sought each others' bodies. Little Lucy Spunkmeier, the youngest girl on the team at 19, was propped alone against a wall with her pants around her knees. Her hand worked in slow circles between her legs as she caressed her ample breasts and she watched the scene with utter fascination. 

How the hell did something like this happen? Jenny wondered. More importantly, How come it never happened before?

But a quick glance up from Frankie's crotch assured Jenny the Mimis were no less carried away. Though they seemed to be saving themselves for her attentions, they were helping each other strip down for the privilege, and their side of the locker room was a sea of sweat-glistening female flesh.

"Hey!" snapped Frankie as she gripped Jenny's hair and pushed her face back into her glistening crotch. "Don't have second thoughts now that you've started an orgy, bimbo!" And Jenny didn't. She surrendered to her hunger as she worked her tongue up and down Frankie's clit. Frankie's moans rose in volume, and now that Jenny knew her team would be anything but horrified to see her enjoying herself, her fate was sealed. As she tongued Frankie's clit, she undid her belt, pulled her pants down just far enough to get her hand wedged between her legs, and pressed her fingers into her own softness. Yep, I'm wet all right. She worked one finger into her hole and rubbed her clit up and down in time with her tongue-strokes on Frankie's. They were going to come together, or damn close. Jenny felt like their clits were one, merged in the surging hunger that flowed between them. Jenny felt her clit explode with pleasure. Her orgasm shuddered through her body as Frankie let out a wail. Jenny didn't let that throbbing clit go for one instant as the two of them came together. Jenny went off so hard her ears rang, Frankie gently stroked her hair. Soft sucking sounds and cries of ecstasy echoed in the locker room as the Bombers trysted fervently behind her.

Suddenly, a cry went up as the Mimis scrambled to get back in line.

"Me next!"

"No, me!"

"I was first!"

"No, I was, bitch!"

Still holding Jenny's hair, Frankie pulled her head back and bent forward to kiss her. She licked the thick tang of her own juice from Jenny's lips. So quietly the other Mimis couldn't hear it, Frankie whispered: "You do my girls right, and I'll make you happy."

You already have, Jenny wanted to say, but that was way too corny for a roller derby queen -- even a losing one -- so she just nodded as Frankie's thighs disappeared from around her face. 

Another Mimi's replaced them, and Jenny Blake went back to work.

#

Crashed out in her underwear on the bus later as the Wisconsin moon blazed overhead, Jenny rubbed her aching jaw. Her clit and pussy throbbed with overuse. She had lost count at a dozen orgasms, and that was only on the sixth Mimi. She didn't think she'd ever come so much, and she'd certainly never eaten so much pussy. But while the whole time she would have preferred Frankie's pussy to those of her teammates, it was Frankie's beguiling whisper in her ear that drove Jenny to new enthusiasm in servicing the rival team. Every of and encouragement she heard made Jenny want to do the job that much better.

Luckily, it was a sleeper bus, so there was a bunk for each Bomber, except for Celeste and Meg, who didn't mind doubling up (and Jenny noticed that Gerry's bunk had mysteriously become vacant).

Jenny sneaked a hand down her panties and touched the sore flesh of her pussy, gingerly stroking herself with mingled pain and pleasure. Could she have gone on? When she'd finally finished off the last Mimi (with an orgasm that almost made the skater box Jenny's ears), Jenny found herself wishing there were more for her to service, or more girls in general -- like maybe her own team, say, to compensate them for the humiliation of having lost. But the Battlin' Bombers had soundly seen to each others' physical needs, and, surprisingly enough, to those of the few Screamin' Mimis who hadn't been content with Jenny's ardent tongue. Strangely, the two teams, so vicious on the skating rink, were bizarrely tender to each other among those locker room benches. It was downright touching, and it wouldn't have been out of the question for Jenny to think up an inspirational motto about sportsmanship if she hadn't been too busy eating jock pussy at the time. 

Now, it hardly seemed worth the effort to think up a pithy saying when all Jenny wanted to do was lie there and stroke herself, thinking about Frankie's clit on her tongue, Frankie's thighs against her cheeks, Frankie's tender whisper into her ear. She could feel her pussy juicing and her clit getting hard again, the accompanying burn mingled with a desperate desire to push herself further.

The bus ground to a halt. Testily, Jenny climbed down from her bunk and quickly pulled on her sweaty jersey, tugging it down past her crotch so she was at least passably decent. The bus driver, after all, was a nun.

"Sister Evelyn?" Jenny stuck her head into the cab of the bus as the cowled sister opened the door.

"Looks like someone's in trouble," said Sister Evelyn, pointing to the silver-white bus parked on the side of the highway, and the crowd of jersey-clad young women waving at them.

#

There really wasn't enough room for a second team on the Bomber bus, but it really wasn't surprising that most of the Bombers were quick to pipe up about not minding to make room. When Jenny heard a few wicked comments about how the Mimis were going to have to "pay for the ride," she knew that sore pussy of hers wasn't going to get much rest on the way back to Minneapolis.

"All right," she sighed. "Double up!"

The bus wasn't restroom equipped, so Jenny called for a bathroom break and went behind a bush herself. By the time she returned to the bus, the girls were all nestled back in their bunks, two and three to a berth. Damn, she thought, it must be cramped in there. The giggling sounds coming from the curtained bunks didn't do much to convince her otherwise.

Her eyes still hadn't adjusted to the dark on the bus, so she'd already shucked her jersey and climbed into her own bunk before she felt the warmth of flesh pressing against her, felt the hard kiss on her lips, felt the hand sliding up her tight cotton tank top, smelled the familiar sweat that made her overworked pussy feel an infusion of new life.

"Nice work in there tonight," whispered Frankie.

Jenny moaned as she wriggled out of her shirt. Frankie tugged down her panties and worked herself around until she could lie naked with her thighs spread around Jenny's face.

"Thanks," said Jenny softly. "Do you have any idea how tough it is to get these girls to throw a game?"

Frankie reached down to caress Jenny's face, and slipped her fingers between Jenny's lips. Jenny gagged on the faint taste and smell of gasoline.

"Probably almost as hard as it is to get a fuel valve propped open without anyone noticing," she said, and her mouth descended between Jenny's spread legs.

Yeah, well I guess I'll find that out next season, Jenny wanted to say, but she was too busy moaning. And then, her mouth was full.
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Frat Party Catfight by Devyn Powell

The frat party was going at full speed, with drunk men hooting and hollering and carrying on all over the house. Of course, the back yard was the real center of action, though, since that's where the show was about to start. 

Andrea had worn her sexiest bikini, thinking she should look as good as possible. 

And she did look good -- that was for sure.

Andrea was just barely nineteen, with large, round, firm breasts and hard thick nipples that jutted out enticingly. Her waist was slender and flared voluptuously into a pair of slim but powerful hips. Her legs were muscled and smooth from hours of dance practice, and the skin of her face was clear and bright. She had a healthy tan from swimming a lot, since the university had a full-sized pool and that was the best place to meet guys.

The thin white bikini she wore was, on the bottom, nothing more than a thong that pulled up between the smooth, tight, well-rounded cheeks of her ass, hiding almost nothing. Her legs were long and lush and shaved, oiled with baby oil so she'd be more slippery, and she was barefoot as the rules demanded. She had painted her toenails red just for this occasion, and her dainty feet were quite pretty.

The white bikini top was quite revealing, too, almost see-through, showing much of Andrea's cleavage and the inviting bulges of her tits. Andrea's big, dark nipples, hard with excitement and anticipation, were clearly visible through the bikini top, which was quite damp with sweat. Andrea's long blonde hair flowed in lush curls over her bare shoulders. Her makeup was caked on thick and slutty -- she knew there would be dozens of guys out there howling for a turn-on.

Andrea felt embarrassed as she looked herself up and down in the bathroom mirror -- she was going to go out like this in front of all those people. She had thought this would be easier. But now that she was here, at the party, the full weight of the humiliation was washing over her. And she felt like she could never go out there and do it. But she knew she had to do it -- and she had to fight. Fight as she had never fought. Or else she risked not only eviction but total and complete public humiliation. Her resolve to win the prize was absolute.

#

Andrea had lived with Rick for most of her sophomore year. The two of them lived on her trust fund, on the allowance her grandmother had earmarked to support Andrea through college. Andrea and her wealthy parents had something of a falling out, but even her bitch of a mother couldn't touch the trust fund that was legally Andrea's. And so she received an allowance every year, and would receive it until she completed her undergraduate degree or stopped going to school full time. Then the leftover money would go to Andrea's parents. 

It wasn't a lot of money for a year in college, but it was enough to have some fun. Rick and she had spent the money gleefully, squandering it on beer and drugs -- Rick more than Andrea. 

She and Rick indulged in horny drug parties, and Andrea let Rick take full advantage of her fruitful, nubile young eighteen-year-old body. 

Rick had fucked her to full advantage, even talking her into letting him fuck her in the ass and take a few Polaroids of her nude. She had to admit she kind of liked getting buttfucked, even though it made her face turn red in shame to think about it. But she had come more than once impaled on Rick's huge pole shoved up her ass, and the orgasms were intense in a way that was deliciously different than being fucked in the pussy.

And posing for the camera had really turned her on. He brought home porn videos and fucked Andrea while she was spread on the living room floor, watching and listening as the women on the TV took cum up the ass, in the cunt, and all over their faces. 

Rick did all those things to Andrea -- fucking her in every position, even fucking her tits a few times when she was blasted on drugs and incredibly horny for his cum. She took full loads of his cum on her face and tits and in her hair, and let him take Polaroids of her like that, even though she thought it was incredibly degrading.

Somewhere deep inside her, though, she kind of liked it, like she was turning into a disgusting slut who would do anything for sex and get off on it.

She was embarrassed by her own shamelessness, but it excited her to be a dirty girl like that. Andrea had never been with a guy who was so into kinky sex. She fell madly in love with Rick, and wanted to do everything to please him, even when he made her feel humiliated. 

But while Rick was teaching Andrea all the degrading delights of the flesh, he was also spending all of her money. And, she later found out, cheating on Andrea with every slut who would spread her legs for him behind her back. She let him take what he needed, and he needed it all. She hadn't realized he was spending it on other chicks -- he had some lingerie models over once while she was at class, and of course they were just veiled prostitutes. 

And little did Andrea know that Rick was known as a good date at the sorority houses -- he'd spend lots of money on a girl, as long as she put out for him. He told her all about it when they had their final screaming fight. He certainly had a good time spending Andrea's money! And everything he'd done made Andrea feel more and more humiliated. 

Andrea had, perhaps, been a little too trusting. And before long she had discovered that Rick was spending even more than she thought he was. When they had a screaming fight and she'd finally thrown Rick out of the two-bedroom apartment, Andrea had realized that she was left without a penny, and with a huge collection of Rick's porn movies, most of which involved anal sex and tit-fucking. 

She was desperate. Without money to pay the rent, Andrea would be thrown out of her apartment. And after the fights she'd had with her parents, she could never go back to live with them! She would be on the street. Swallowing her pride and savoring the humiliation, Andrea called up her Mom and begged for a little money, just to get her through until the end of the summer when the next year's allowance would be automatically deposited in her bank account. But her mother would have nothing to do with her daughter, and told Andrea that perhaps this time she'd better learn her lesson the hard way. 

The rent was already late, and Andrea had less than a week to come up with the $500 she owed on the apartment -- or be kicked out. There was no way she could come up with that kind of money, no matter what kind of job she got. She called around to all her debutante friends, but of course they had all dumped her when they found out she was broke for the year. And Rick was no help at all. Andrea heard from some friends that he had a new girlfriend, a real rich sorority slut named Mindy Stephenson, and she kept him fixed up with booze and drugs as long as he fucked her real good and ate her pussy like a good obedient boyfriend should and took her around to all the good parties. Rick had no need for Andrea anymore. 

Andrea even found herself wondering if she could make money by turning tricks. She had read about girls who did it to make money in college, but she had no idea how to do it -- it seemed so dangerous, and so degrading.

But Andrea would gladly have gone to bed with a guy for money, if she could just figure out how to do it. What would she charge? How would she keep from getting raped? But Andrea was desperate, and turning tricks was the only thing she could think of. 

She even got all dressed up one night in her tightest dress, thinking she would go down to the bad part of town and see if she could get picked up. She wore a tight pair of panties and high-heels, and the white dress she was wearing was so tiny on her it was barely decent. 

It was kind of funny. She'd bought the dress for Rick, when he wanted to pretend she was a hooker. He loved playing degrading little games like that. They made an appointment for Rick to pick her up on a street corner in the red-light district. She'd gotten all dressed up and put on her makeup and gone down to the section of town with all the strip joints and cheap motels. Rick had told her that all the hookers used these suppositories that you put in before sex, which would melt and lubricate you for that wet-and-ready feel. 

Andrea hadn't wanted to do it -- she thought she could get wet enough on her own, but Rick had insisted -- he wanted it to be realistic. Just to be safe, she had put two of them in, wanting to be wet enough for him. She had been able to feel the lube leaking out of her pussy. But Rick was an hour late, the bastard. It hadn't taken Andrea long to realize she'd gone way overboard on the lube -- her pussy was leaking, soaking her panties. It made her feel like she was incredibly wet -- too wet for comfort.

Andrea had walked the streets like that, and guys had started propositioning her. 

The cops even drove by real slow, watching her, and she was terrified she was going to get arrested. But she was turned on knowing that Rick was going to fuck her "for money." Her nipples were plainly visible through the tight dress and her pussy was getting sort of wet even on top of all the lube she'd put into her pussy. Especially with all the guys who were obviously really hot for her. But Rick kept not showing up, and Andrea got more and more pissed. Then Rick had finally driven up in his car. Andrea was fuming, but she did what Rick had told her to do. She went over to the driver's side of the car and bent down as he rolled down the window. She pulled her dress down, flashing her tits at him -- she hadn't worn a bra. She could smell that Rick had been drinking. "Want a date?" she asked him, her voice shaking. "How much?" he asked her. "A hundred," she said. "I give great head." "I don't want head," he said drunkenly. "I want a half-and-half. I want to fuck you in the mouth and cunt." This wasn't in the plan! But Andrea just couldn't say no to Rick. "That'll cost you one-fifty." "Fuck you," he said, "I'll give you fifty for both. Take it or leave it." Tears had welled up in Andrea's eyes. "All right," she said, and got into the car. Rick leaned over and slipped his hand up her skirt. "Nice and wet," he said, fingering her pussy. "I want to fuck your tits, too." "All -- all right," Andrea had said. Rick had driven her to a sleazy motel and paid for the room -- ten dollars for an hour. 

Once in the room, Rick had told her to get on her knees. Andrea went down as Rick took out his hard dick. She started to blow him, getting incredibly turned on as she sucked his cock. But then he told her to pull down her dress, and she did, exposing her tits. 

Rick had started to tit fuck her, rubbing his cock between her large breasts. Andrea pushed her tits together, doing the work for him. It wasn't long before Rick started to come, shooting his load all over Andrea's face and tits and into her hair. 

"Lick it clean," he told her. Andrea licked his softening cock all over, and it wasn't too long before he started to get hard again. 

"Take off all your clothes," he told her. "And get on the bed, on your hands and knees. I'm going to fuck you doggy-style." 

Andrea did as she was told, taking off the tight dress and slipping off her panties. She felt degraded and humiliated, but she didn't want to displease Rick -- after all, this was his fantasy. 

She crawled onto the bed, doggy-style, her ass in the air and her legs spread. Rick came up behind her and pushed his cock into her pussy, which was still gushing from all the lube she'd put in earlier. He began to fuck her easily, and he was rough about it. But Andrea had been most surprised when he took his cock out of her pussy and guided it between her ass-cheeks. "Hey! I don't do that," she said, but Rick was already pushing into her, his cock lubricated with her pussy. Before Andrea knew it, she was taking it up the ass, and Rick ass-fucked her until he shot his load all over her ass and back. She didn't have money for a cab, though, so she had to ride the bus looking like that. And when she got down to the  

Then Andrea had gotten to talking to her friend Jane, who was working her way through college. Jane was a gorgeous jock girl in her senior year, a pre-med student on the volleyball and soccer teams. Jane was not quite twenty-one, a year older than Andrea but two years ahead in school.

Jane was a perfect student on the fast track. She was known for being extremely aggressive with men, with more than a little bit of a reputation as a slut. And rumor had it that she'd fucked a few guys with their girlfriends, too -- real kinky three-way type stuff with pussy-eating and everything. 

It made Andrea sort of nauseous to think about it -- could one woman really do that stuff to another? It wouldn’t even feel good, would it?

Jane was incredibly tall and slender, her disciplined and toned body full of well-conditioned muscle. She was even a couple of inches taller than Andrea, with enormous but very firm full-nippled tits and a hard, muscled ass. Her lush bleached-blonde hair was cut in a bob just past her jawline. Jane's lips were full and sensuous, and her eyes big and bright and green. Jane was famous for riding her bike around campus in incredibly tight bike shorts which clung to the cheeks of her ass and showed off her crack, and a tight white tank top without a bra which outlined her tits and their hard firm nipples in sweaty cloth -- giving all the campus guys hard-ons. 

But Jane was such a bitch to men that the guys could never so much as get the time of day until Jane decided she was horny. Then there was no shortage of guys begging to give it to Jane. All Jane had to do was snap her fingers and pull her tight, sweaty bike-shorts down, and guys would crawl to her on their knees begging for the chance to lick her pussy and asshole. Andrea would have given anything to have that kind of power over men, both because she wanted to control them and because she got horny an awful lot. But Andrea knew she would never be as hot or as aggressive as Jane. Even so, Andrea had to admit that Jane was incredibly sexy, and Andrea was more than a little jealous of her. Andrea couldn't help but wonder what Jane was really like in bed -- and more importantly, what Jane had really done with her clothes off that gave her such a reputation around campus. 

Jane told Andrea about a frat party that would be going on where they needed some entertainment. The frat boys wanted to watch two women wrestle in a ring set up in the back yard of the frat house. There would be a few of their sorority bitch girlfriends there, but it was mostly frat boys. They were willing to pay real good -- and this particular frat had a lot of high-rollers from rich families with fathers who could provide the money for their sons to party -- but of course, it was a contest. 

The winning girl would get the whole take -- a cool $1,000. And the loser would have to eat the winner's pussy in front of the whole crowd, and wouldn't get a dime. Jane was helping to set it up, since she'd been an exotic dancer for a while last year and knew how to do such things. She wasn't sure who the frat was going to get to wrestle, but she thought she could get Andrea in on it, and if Andrea won, her money troubles would be over. 

"Who would I be wrestling against?" Andrea asked nervously, squirming her tight ass on the bench in the quad as she listened to Jane. It sounded like fun, and even kind of sexy, but how humiliating to wrestle another woman in front of all those guys. . .And what if she lost? Andrea had never eaten pussy before, or even thought much about it! It seemed so degrading and humiliating! 

"I don't know," said Jane. "Probably no one will know until the day of the match." said Jane. "But you probably shouldn't worry about it. It'll be some helpless freshman girl with no muscle who's never even had her cherry popped. You shouldn't have any problem beating her and then you get the money as well as a nice, good pussy-lick in front of everyone." Jane smiled flirtatiously, licking her lips and tossing her hair in her most seductive way. Her nipples began to get hard underneath the tight white tank top she wore, making her breasts more evident. 

"I don't think I'd be into that," said Andrea nervously, unable to hide her embarrassment -- and her interest. 

"Well, it's part of the deal. If you win you get your pussy eaten in front of everyone, for as long as you want. As a matter of fact, you can do whatever you want with the girl for the whole night." 

Andrea felt a flush of warmth go through her cunt and thighs. Andrea had never thought of herself as having lesbian tendencies, but that certainly did sound like it would be fun -- Andrea could think of about a million things to do with a nubile and helpless Freshman girl while she had total control over her. She could wrestle the anonymous Freshman into submission and then she'd finally find out what it was like to have her pussy eaten, long and lush, caressed by a younger woman's tongue. Andrea's cunt was starting to get wet. She could do whatever she liked to the helpless Freshman virgin! Explore her body in front of everyone. . . .slide her fingers inside the girl. . . .Andrea forced herself to stop thinking like that, it was like she was some sort of lesbian or something! Disgusting! Even so, it sounded like something she could enjoy. . . But what if she couldn't beat the other woman? 

Andrea had tossed and turned all night, naked and sweaty in her bed, thinking about it. She desperately needed that money. She was a superb athlete, having been on the swim team and in private dance classes all through high school. Andrea was just over six feet tall, not quite six-one, slender and muscled, and she felt sure she could wrestle almost any girl to the ground. If she could just win this contest, she'd have enough money to take care of the rent. 

And if she lost. . . . 

Andrea found herself getting very wet while she lay there in bed, nude, and thought about the match. Finally she had to slide her fingers in her pussy and fuck herself until she came. She imagined her opponent licking her off in front of the entire fraternity. . . .Andrea pictured herself as the dominant bitch-queen, the victor in a contest of strength. Making her opponent worship her dripping cunt and humiliating the poor Freshman in front of everyone. 

Despite her reservations, Andrea agreed to do it. Jane smiled devilishly, telling Andrea she wouldn't regret the decision. Jane had made a few phone calls -- and here Andrea was, in the bathroom of Omega house, getting ready to go out there and fight for her one grand. And she felt ready, but she was so terribly afraid. It would be humiliating to roll around on the floor to get these sick frat boys off. She imagined all those guys beating off to the sight of her wrestling with another woman, and she felt vaguely nauseous. But Andrea didn't even care about that. All she wanted was to win. 

#

Mindy Stephenson stepped up to the platform and lifted her megaphone so that everyone could hear her loud and clear in the packed back yard. She wore her cheerleader's outfit, an incredibly short skirt that showed off her tanned and luscious legs, and a tight jersey that clung to her beautiful big tits, showing her erect nipples -- all in the school's colors. Mindy was really turned on -- her pussy was wet in her tight white panties under that cheerleader skirt. There was nothing she loved more than watching two worthless sluts battle it out for a measly one grand, with the loser giving the winner a good cunt-licking for all to see. Mindy usually came herself before the match was decided. Watching the two sluts wrestle violently on the floor, she would rub her pussy against whatever guy she could get -- tonight it was her new boyfriend Rick -- until she climaxed. Standing so that as many of the frat boys as possible could see right up her skirt, Mindy announced the match. 

"Tonight, frat faggots and sorority sluts, welcome to the Omega House and the fifth monthly CONTEST OF THE BATTLING BITCH- WHORES!" There was an uproarious cheer. "That's right, you all know what's going to happen! Tonight, before our drooling mouths and hungry eyes, a brand new, virgin little girl is going to get in this ring and wrestle against our very own reigning champion, Viper!" There were more screams of approval. "That's right, boys and bitches, we've got us a cherry tonight! A little virgin who's going to do her first match against that deadly bitch! Since she's a virgin to this kind of sport, she's decided to call herself Cherry!" 

The crowd was going wild. They started chanting "Cherry! Cherry! Cherry!" in an erotic rhythm, screaming for the match to begin. Andrea felt her face growing red with humiliation and anger. She was being set up as the innocent, naive virgin. Her eyes were moist. She couldn't believe how embarrassed she was to be exposed like this in front of everyone. But she had agreed to do it, and she needed that money. So she would have to give in and go out there and wrestle for her life. She would have to cease to be Andrea and start thinking of herself as Cherry. 

It was horrible. But she would have to give up her life, her identity, and become Cherry, the dangerous, vicious female wrestler! 

The frat boys were screaming, chanting "Viper! Cherry! Viper! Cherry!" There was a wild round of applause as Viper came out, and the boys started screaming her name. Cherry knew it was time for her to make her appearance. 

Cherry threw her head back, tossing her hair with attitude. She arched her back, pressing her ample tits through the straining, thin fabric of her bikini top. She felt the humiliation washing over her nearly nude body and felt the anger welling up inside her, the determination to fight for that prize. Knowing that her cunt was wet from the excitement and the smell of sweat from the crowd, Cherry walked around from behind, and up onto the stage. 

The crowd screamed as their Cherry, their little wrestling virgin, took the stage. Cherry got a sudden wave of stage fright and humiliation, and then stopped dead and stared with her mouth open, looking into the crowd. 

Standing there by the wrestling ring was Mindy Stephenson, Rick's new girlfriend, doing the announcing! She looked at Andrea and started to laugh, knowing full well who she was. As she laughed, Mindy shouted into the megaphone, "Go to it, girl, you might as well eat pussy since Rick won't let you suck his cock anymore!" Andrea choked back her humiliation and began to sob, barely able to stop herself from bursting out in a full screaming and crying fit in front of everyone! 

And standing next to Mindy was Rick, his arm around Mindy's waist and his hand sliding up her skirt to squeeze her ass! He waved at Andrea and laughed, then turned and started French- kissing Mindy Stephenson so that their tongues were visible to everyone! Rick started squeezing Mindy's tits while Andrea stood there, her body flooded with hot jealousy and humiliation! 

The tears poured down Andrea's cheeks but she managed to keep from sobbing openly. She restricted her sobs to stifled chokes deep in her chest as she watched Rick going at it with Mindy. Mindy reached down and rubbed her open hand over the thick bulge of Rick's cock sticking through his white cotton surf shorts. She thought of all the times she had sucked that cock until it filled her mouth with come, all the times she had pushed her tits together and let him slide the cock between them, all the times she had taken the thick organ in her pussy or her ass until it spasmed inside her and injected her with his white-hot load. All the times she had taken that load over her face and tits and in her hair, rubbing it in because he liked that. Andrea forced herself to turn away. 

Andrea fought with herself and made herself become Cherry, the fighting bitch, all over again. The humiliation had left her week, but she felt a sudden wave of jealousy. Maybe if she won the match and humiliated her opponent, Rick would dump Mindy and take her back! Then he'd fuck her right. . . . 

Now Andrea, Cherry, was madder than ever and more determined to best her opponent and win the match. Her face full of rage, Cherry turned to face the other woman and gasped in horror as she got sight of her opponent. 

Cherry's opponent stood six foot three, slender, deadly, well-muscled at the other end of the wrestling ring. With big, firm tits, full lips and hair bleached blonde and cut in a bob, Cherry realized in a second that it was Jane! A shudder of terror went through Cherry's near-nude body as she looked Jane's magnificent body over. 

Jane was glorious in her battle fury. She wore a black bikini even skimpier than Cherry's, showing off most of her huge firm tits. Jane was smooth and shaved where the black bikini thong plunged straight down to the very edge of her pussy. Her tanned, firm flesh was oiled from top to bottom with the same slick baby oil Cherry had used, giving her skin a threatening, dangerous sheen. Jane's face was a mask of anger and fury, her eyes burned bright with determination. Jane was certainly the queen of all girl-jocks! 

Cherry turned red with embarrassment as she realized that she'd been had. There was no way she could beat Jane in a woman- to-woman match! She was doomed to lose the wrestling match -- and pay the price! 

A shiver went through Cherry's half-naked body. 

"You bitch!" Cherry screamed. "You fucking bitch, Jane! You set me up!" 

Jane came toward Cherry, her knees bent slightly. The two of them circled the ring in wrestling stance. 

Jane laughed. "That's right," she said. "I set you up. And you're going to eat my pussy right here, on your knees, before you get out of this ring! Don't take it personally, it's only for the money, and because I want you to eat my pussy! But the name isn't Jane, you little Sophomore slut! It's Viper!" 

As Jane screamed her battle name, she leapt at Cherry, her full fury blossoming and exploding on the smaller woman. Jane seemed to transform in that moment into Viper, the slut with violence pumping through her veins. Viper snarled as she came down on Cherry's half-naked body, getting firm hold of Cherry's hair and yanking Cherry's head back hard, making her scream wildly in pain. It felt like Viper was going to rip Cherry's hair out at the roots! Cherry felt herself losing balance as Viper pulled her hair mercilessly. The two Amazons slammed their naked bodies together in a contest of wills, until Cherry felt herself losing her balance. Suddenly helpless, she went down under Viper. 

As Cherry stumbled and feel with Viper over her, Viper reached down and grabbed Cherry's top. With a terrifying show of brute strength, Viper ripped Cherry's flimsy, thin bikini top off her breasts and threw it into the crowd. Cherry's breasts flew free, sweat-slick and exposed to the crowd. 

The crowd was screaming as Viper landed on top of Cherry and started slapping her face, hard, over and over again. Cherry's head rang as she felt Viper's open palm connecting repeatedly with her cheek. Viper, overwhelmed by the moment, screamed insults and taunts at Cherry as she slapped. "How do you like this, slut? You know you're finished! Lick those lips, bitch, you're gonna be eating pussy before long!" 

Cherry was stunned, but she managed to struggle valiantly as Viper got hold of her wrists. Viper yanked Cherry up and pushed her face-down onto the wrestling mat as the frat party exploded with applause and chants of "Viper! Viper! Viper!" Cherry felt herself being pulled to her knees, and then Viper's knee came slamming into Cherry's ass, wedging between her parted legs. Cherry moaned in agony as Viper hit her again, pounding her knee into Cherry's cunt. 

Cherry screamed in rage and made her move. Slick with baby oil and sweat, she squirmed out of Viper's grasp and got her arm around the stronger woman's neck. She pulled Viper down hard, then rolled on top of her. Viper howled in rage as Cherry, following her innate fighting instincts, brought her knee up as hard as she could to slam between Viper's open legs and connect with her cunt. 

Viper's eyes went wide and her breath was knocked out of her as Cherry came down on her stomach, punching hard. Slashing out with her long, painted fingernails, Cherry scratched four thick red furrows across Viper's chest, digging deep into the flesh of her breasts and getting hold of the bikini top. Cherry ripped and the flimsy top came free, exposing Viper's large breasts with their four slashes from Cherry's fingernails. 

Viper screamed again in anger as Cherry slapped Viper's tits as hard as she could. Cherry laughed in triumphant glee as she started pummeling Viper's tits and face and ramming her knee into Viper's cunt. The weight of Cherry's body preventing Viper from closing her legs. 

Viper's eyes and mouth were open wide in astonishment -- she was off balance and open wide. She couldn't manage to get back on top; Cherry's fury had caught her off guard. She lay there, spread wide and vulnerable, as she took Cherry's knee in her cunt again and again, suffered the vicious slaps and scratches on her breasts and face again and again. Cherry was learning to enjoy the pleasure of pummeling another woman into submission! Viper wailed in agony as Cherry rammed her cunt and slapped her tits. Then, as Viper saw Cherry throwing her head back and laughing in dominance, Viper moved like lightning. 

Cherry wasn't sure what happened then, but Viper leapt like a fox, throwing Cherry over her head so that she landed on her back, hard. Then Viper was on top of Cherry, yanking her head up and closing her thighs around Cherry's neck, slamming her fist into Cherry's cunt as she grabbed hold of Cherry's bikini bottoms and pulled. The flimsy material tore and disappeared, leaving Cherry naked and vulnerable, her pussy exposed for the crowd to see! 

That's when Viper started hammering her fist into Cherry's cunt, sending spasms of pain through Cherry's naked body.  

Viper brought her crotch down hard, doing a body-slam on Cherry's face. Cherry gasped as she caught sight of Viper's bikini-bottomed cunt coming down at her fast. Then she saw stars as Viper landed firmly on Cherry's face, pounding her head against the floor of the wrestling ring. Cherry gasped for air, and Viper came hurtling down again, smashing her cunt into Cherry's face hard, pounding her head into the ground so that she saw stars. Then she sat there on top of Cherry, grinding her hips, working her cunt back and forth, milking out cunt-juice and rubbing it against Cherry's face so that Cherry was almost suffocated. Viper laughed and grinned cruelly as she felt Cherry struggling, unable to get air. Cherry was getting weaker, and as she squirmed and struggled spasms of pleasure went into Viper's supple, powerful body through her cunt. She forced herself down harder and held Cherry's face against her pussy, keeping the vulnerable girl's head against the mat as she tried unsuccessfully to breathe. 

Cherry's head was pounding in agony. She struggled and fought, but Viper had her pinned good. There was no way she could get up -- she was trapped! Cherry couldn't breathe or move, and Viper was going to torment her until she was unable to defend herself. And then. . .the match would be completed. Cherry would pay what she owed. Viper would use her. 

The smell of Cherry's sweat and the sharp tang of Cherry's cunt pumped Viper's passion to new heights. The thought of Cherry on her knees made Viper laugh evilly as she held the girl down. 

Viper knew it was time to drive home her victory. She squeezed her thighs together, almost crushing Cherry's face and head between them. Then, using the weight of the front part of her body, she pried Cherry's legs further apart so that her naked cunt was exposed. Laughing in jubilant ecstasy, Viper hammered her elbow down -- slamming the hard bone right into Cherry's soft, open pussy! 

The smaller woman's body exploded in pain. Cherry's back arched and her whole naked body twitched in torment. She struggled vainly against the stronger woman. 

Viper slammed her elbow down again, hitting Cherry's cunt dead-center. Cherry's legs splayed open weakly, twitching as she felt the deep, wet, private center of her womanhood assaulted by Viper's cruel, brute strength. She felt Viper moving again to get a better angle, and then Viper slammed into Cherry's cunt again, this time with her fist -- harder than ever! 

Cherry tried to shout in agony as Viper punished her, but there was no air in her lungs. She was still being smothered by the full, sharp-smelling mound of Viper's nylon-clad pussy. Tears filled Cherry's eyes as she took the punishment again and again, losing strength as she tried desperately to breathe and to free herself from the brutal beating Viper was administering to her cunt. With a feeling of absolute terror, Cherry felt the last strength going out of her nude body. 

Viper slowly eased the mound of her pussy off of Cherry's face, letting the poor helpless girl breathe. Cherry sucked in air weakly, barely able to move or think. 

Then, just to be cruel, Viper brought her crotch down hard, on Cherry's face, stunning the weaker girl with the vicious cunt-blow. Cherry saw stars and felt herself being smothered again, overwhelmed and devoured by the smell and feel of Viper's dominant cunt. She was almost unconscious as Viper held her pussy down on top of Cherry's face. 

Viper laughed, lifted her arm, and gave it to Cherry in the cunt, hard, slamming her fist home just to make her moan in agony. Viper was getting incredibly wet from tormenting this little bitch. She liked feeling Cherry squirm underneath, liked hearing the desperate, pathetic moans low in Cherry's throat as she suffered. Viper lifted her body, easing her cunt off of Cherry's face, resisting the temptation to slam it down again and knock the slut unconscious. It was so much sexier to have Cherry awake and ready for further punishment and humiliation. So Viper slapped Cherry's cunt with her open palm, a sharp pain just to wake the girl up a little. Cherry's lips parted softly as her nude body twitched in agony, and a groan of terror and humiliation and pain escaped her. Cherry panted, desperately trying to get air in her lungs. She was weak and bruised all over -- especially in her cunt. She was helpless under her opponent's superior power. Cherry knew that she had been defeated, and that she was going to be used by Jane, used and humiliated like a whore in front of all these people -- and used by another woman, to make things worse! Cherry felt tears filling her eyes. 

Viper, unable to resist the temptation to brutalize her opponent until her spirit was utterly broken, slammed her fist into Cherry's cunt, making the smaller woman sob in pain. Then again, and again, until Cherry was totally dominated and completely defeated. Cherry lay beneath Viper's powerful body, unable to resist and knowing that she would now have to pay for her arrogance, to put out her tongue and perform the most degrading and submissive and humiliating act a woman could do on another woman. She would have to service Viper's pussy. 

Cherry felt Viper rolling her naked body over and forcing her face-down against the mat, pressing her tortured tits into the plastic. Panting in exhaustion, unable to think, Cherry realized that she had been forced into a kneeling position, ready to be initiated into the world of the defeated by Viper. Ready to be humiliated totally. 

Cherry felt her terror and revulsion flowing through her naked body. Then she felt her weak arms being pulled back and her wrists being forced together so that Viper could tie her up. Viper gave Cherry a quick, hard knee in the ass, pounding into the soft flesh between the helpless woman's tight, smooth, round ass-cheeks to keep Cherry down and motionless in her kneeling position. Then Viper quickly tied Cherry's wrists together with the remains of Cherry's own shredded and sweat-soaked bikini bottoms. She did it easily, without the slightest effort, obviously having done this to many women before. Cherry realized that she was just the latest in a long line of girls Jane had tricked into becoming her defeated prey and servicing her pussy in front of the crowd. She was nothing, just one of many useless whores who had been wrestled into submission and turned into public slaves by Viper. By Jane. 

Once Viper had tied Cherry's wrists, she pulled the girl up to her knees, forcing her into the submissive position. Viper grabbed hold of Cherry's hair and yanked it back, forcing Cherry to turn her face up into the light. Cherry whimpered for mercy as Viper pulled her hair harder. Viper looked down at Cherry, smiling evilly, savoring the moment of her triumph. Then Viper put her lips together and let a bead of saliva form between them. Cherry saw it coming, knew what Viper was going to do. But she was bound and helpless to resist. Cherry whimpered desperately as Viper's spittle dribbled down onto her face; Cherry tried to shake her head out of Viper's grasp and get away, but the gob of spit landed right on Cherry's face, right in the middle of her cheek. There was an explosion of applause and insane, screaming cheers from the crowd. The crowd was in a feeding frenzy, devouring Cherry's defilement. The warm spit splattered across Cherry's face and lips, and Cherry had never experienced such total humiliation. Cherry was sobbing now, her whole naked body wracked with the agony of her humiliation. Viper pulled Cherry's hair harder, growling at her viciously. 

"Hold still, you little slut! Keep your mouth open!" 

Cherry tried to pull free, but Viper took hold of Cherry's chin and hair at the same time, pulling hard. Cherry, suddenly terrified and overwhelmed by the pain of having her hair pulled so roughly, looked right up into Viper's face. 

Viper's mouth was set like that of an executioner who was enjoying her task. Viper's lips curved in a smile as she forced Cherry's lips apart and let another gob of spit form between her lips. 

"No....no....no...please no...." Cherry was whimpering and sobbing like a girl. The trail of spit -- much more of it this time -- sailed down and landed right on Cherry's upper lip, some of it dribbling into her mouth, some splashing across her lips, and a long, stringy strand dribbling down onto her breasts. The crowd exploded again in cheers and applause, and Cherry could hear the telltale sounds of frat boys banging their sorority slut cheerleader girlfriends -- right there in public! She knew that Rick was no doubt boning Mindy, who was getting off seeing her humiliated like this. Cherry was hysterical, unable to control herself, driven to the very brink of terror by Viper's cruel humiliating actions. She begged, whimpering and sobbing, pleading with Viper not to make her do this. 

With one hand, Viper began to smear her spittle into Cherry's face, rubbing it over her cheeks. She reached down and started smearing the spittle over Cherry's breasts. Cherry felt a warm flush of betrayal going through her. When Viper was finished smearing it in, Cherry knew it was time for another drop. Viper pulled back on Cherry's hair, forcing her head back. She towered over Cherry, looking down demandingly. 

"Open your mouth, you fucking little whore! Open your mouth and put out your tongue!" 

Cherry managed to open her mouth as Viper formed another drop of spittle. But Cherry was sobbing too hard to keep her mouth open properly, and the spittle splashed across her cheek and ran down her chin onto her tits again. The crowd was screaming ever louder. 

"That's right, bitch, keep it up. Keep it up and I'll throw you to the crowd!" 

Cherry started sobbing wildly, and Viper slapped her hard, bringing her to her senses. Cherry managed to choke back her sobs as she felt Viper smearing the spittle over her cheeks and down onto her tits. Viper slapped Cherry's tits hard, then pulled her head back again. 

"Do it," said Viper. 

Cherry couldn't believe what she did then. But she was beyond believing, she was deep into the realm of madness. Cherry knew that Viper owned her now. Her face sticky with tears and Viper's spit, Cherry parted her lips and stuck out her tongue. 

"That's a good girl," said Viper, smiling down at her new slave. "I'm gonna have that tongue pierced so I can put it on a chain. Drag it out when I want it." 

Then Viper, holding Cherry's head back, let a bead of spit form. It was bigger than any of the others. 

Cherry closed her eyes. 

She felt the warm spittle landing on her tongue, dead center. 

The reaction of the crowd was incredible. It had become an orgy. It was obvious that everyone was fucking at once, watching Cherry give up her innocence. 

Obediently, Cherry let Viper's spittle slide to the back of her mouth. 

Then, submissively, she swallowed. 

The crowd screamed. Viper laughed. Viper looked down at Cherry, who quickly opened her mouth again and put her tongue out. 

Viper let another drop of spit fall on Cherry's tongue. Cherry swallowed. Then another. And another. And another. 

Cherry was sobbing again when Viper finally let go of her hair, leaving Viper there on her knees, legs spread, sobbing her humiliation with Viper's spittle drying stiff and hard on her breasts and face. 

Viper put up her arms as the crowd cheered for her. She was displayed her tits to their hungry gaze, flexing her muscles for them. She was showing her magnificent body to the crowd, soaking up their admiration. She looked down at Cherry and laughed, wedging her feet between Cherry's knees and forcing them open further. The crowd cheered when she did that. And then Viper stood there, showing Cherry to the crowd as her bound and submissive lesbo slave, savoring the moment before she, the mighty Viper, humiliated the little bitch Cherry totally and forced her face into her freshly-shaved cunt. Cherry knew it would happen soon, but Viper tortured the younger woman, dragging out the moment of her defeat. Viper stalked around the stage, flexing her muscles while Cherry knelt there sobbing. 

Cherry didn't have the guts to look at the people cheering for her humiliation and defeat. But she finally managed to turn her puffy, red face to the crowd and open her wet, bloodshot eyes to see the people who were laughing and berating her. 

Cherry looked out into the crowd and saw people going wild, screaming and waving their arms to cheer Viper on. Mindy and Rick stood right at the edge of the wrestling ring, groping each other and making out heavily. Rick had one hand down Mindy's shirt and was squeezing her braless tits. Mindy was watching, flushed, grinning, as Cherry knelt submissively. Cherry realized with horror that Mindy's short skirt was, as she expected, pulled up to her waist and Rick was porking her from behind!  

Mindy started to laugh and shouted, "Don't feel bad, Andrea! I'll keep Rick satisfied like you never could! I fuck him real good! He likes fucking me better than you, anyway, I'm not a sloppy hole like you! Since you're a born wimp, and I hear you can't get any cock or suck it right once you get it, you might as well give in -- just become a lesbo pussy-licker! So go to it, bitch -- slurp up some pussy!" 

Rick was groaning as he fucked Mindy's ass, but he couldn't help laughing. He just stood there pounding into Mindy from behind, watching Cherry and laughing at her. "That's right, Andrea! You never could suck cock, anyway -- not like Mindy here! She sucks it good, lots of deep-throat, lots of mouth, not the way you used to. You use way too much tongue, Andrea, you useless little whore! You always wanted to use your tongue! So you might as well put it to use eating cunt!" 

The noise of the crowd got louder, chanting Cherry's name. 

Cherry sobbed in humiliation as the crowd chanted her stage name louder and louder. 

Viper was satisfied that Cherry had been tenderized for her ultimate humiliation. She stood over Cherry and pulled her own bikini bottoms down the long, sweat-slick smoothness of her legs. She slipped off the bikini bottoms and turned them inside out, exposing the soaked crotch, which was slick with the thick juices of Viper's cunt. Viper pushed the crotch of her bikini bottoms into Cherry's face, smearing the juice over the weaker girl's lips and cheeks so that she was overwhelmed by the smell. Viper smeared Cherry's face up good, mixing her cunt juices with her spittle and Cherry's tears. She rubbed the wet juice into Cherry's blonde hair, letting a thick gob of spit mix with her cunt juices on the top of Cherry's head. Cherry was weeping as she felt Viper rubbing the spittle into her hair. It was just one more humiliation for the helpless Cherry. 

Viper threw the bikini bottoms into the crowd, and a cheer went up. Viper stood as victor before her cheering throng, towering naked over the unfortunate girl who had given her that victory. With horror, Cherry felt Viper's fingers snaking through her spit-soaked hair, and she knew that this time Viper was going to take what she wanted from Cherry. Absolute submission. 

A sorority girl appeared behind Viper with a folding chair so that Viper could sit down and receive her tribute. 

Viper pulled Cherry's head forward, hard. She forced it down between her thighs as she spread them, wide, displaying her Amazon pussy like the flower of divinity that it was. 

"Worship it," snarled Viper. She forced Cherry's face down into her crotch, and Cherry smelled the overwhelming tang of Viper's juicing cunt. Viper's pussy was wet, soaked with the juices of arousal from pummeling Cherry into submission. And now Cherry would have to drink those juices. The smell was overwhelming and rank, unbelievably strong. It was obvious that Jane hadn't washed her pussy in days. She had been saving up the ripe odors of her fragrant young body, saving them for use in humiliating and disgusting the helpless young slut who ended up between them as the mighty Viper's cunt-worshipping slave. 

As repulsive as the overwhelming taste and smell were, Cherry had no choice but to accept defeat. 

The chants of the crowd got even louder. Cherry felt the flames of her fear burning hot as she heard Rick and Mindy chanting her name -- her real name! "Andrea! Andrea! Andrea!" The rest of the crowd took up the cry and Andrea realized that they all knew who she was! 

"Come on, you little bitch. Give it up. Give up your cherry. Your tongue-cherry. Eat my pussy, just like I said you would. Slurp up my cunt-juice, slut! Just like you've always wanted to! You're the loser. It's time to put that dirty mouth to work and show them what a fucking lesbo whore you really are. All these people are waiting for a show!" 

Cherry sobbed in humiliation as Viper forced the helpless girl's face deeper between the spread thighs of the goddess.  

Tentatively, Cherry let her tongue laze out of her mouth and tasted the incredibly strong, overwhelming tang of Viper's sopping wet cunt. Her stomach seized up as she tasted another woman for the first time. Her head spun as she realized what she was doing -- she was using her tongue to pleasure another woman! But Cherry was helpless under the power of Viper. Cherry, fighting back the waves of nausea from the powerful taste of Viper's dominant cunt, worked her tongue into the fragrant crevasse. Wriggling her tongue deeper, she began to lick Jane's pussy. 

"Not good enough! You've got to do it better than that, bitch! Come on, you better start working that tongue, you little slut, or I'll never let you sleep in my bed after you get kicked out of your shitty apartment!" 

Cherry knew that if she didn't do it right Viper would never let her go, would hold her down until she ate that filthy pussy and liked it. And she knew that Jane was her only friend left, the only one she cold beg to put her up when that bitch of a landlord threw Andrea out of her apartment. 

But there was something more important that caused Andrea to offer her tongue to her new mistress as a pleasure instrument. 

Jane was the better woman, and she had won the pleasure of taking Cherry's tender, moist virginity -- at least, her virginity with another woman. Cherry would have to give it up. And the most humiliating part was that despite her fear, Cherry had always known she would lose the match, and end up on her knees servicing the woman who defeated her. Worshipping her cunt in front of everyone. 

Cherry heard police sirens in the distance and knew that the University police were coming to bust up the frat party. But that didn't get Cherry off the hook. She still had to finish her service. 

Cherry slipped her tongue more passionately out of her mouth and drove it deep into the soft flesh of Jane's pussy. The taste and smell were overwhelming, and Cherry felt waves of sudden desire flowing through her near naked body as she submitted to the ripe taste of sweat and cunt. She realized what she had known all along. She had lost the Match; she could never get Rick back -- he would go home and ball Mindy and cum in her snatch and she would suck his cock better than Andrea ever could. Cherry was a humiliated whore. And she was destined to be sprawled on her knees, wrists tied behind her back, servicing the better woman and pleasuring the hungry pussy against her mouth. 

Giving in, Cherry released her inhibitions and turned herself over to ownership of the better woman, the winner of the frat party catfight!
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Catfighting Roommates by Kylie Cooper

Ashley already had my ass in a sling when Amber came home early from work and caught us. And when I say "ass in a sling," I mean that quite literally.

You see, my roommate Ashley had just done a very thorough job of tying me into the black leather sling that adorned the big, open space of our live-work loft on Jimenez Street. She had my ankles buckled into padded black leather restraints and affixed to the sling's chains very high up and very far apart, so that I was basically helpless to keep her from having her way with my ass. My wrists were secured in a neutral position just above my head, my elbows slightly bent so that I could stay there for a while. And believe me, when Ashley gets going with that strap-on, she expects you to stay there for a while. And "a while" could mean anything from twenty hard, ass-fucking minutes to more than an hour. Either way, I was staying there until Ashley decided I wasn't.

Speaking of Ashley's strap-on, she was wearing it already and looked hot as hell. Her tanned and toned athlete's body was naked except for the harness and her favorite knee-high dominatrix boots. Her blonde hair was rumpled and her pretty face was without makeup; she had just woken up half an hour ago and roused me from bed, having decided she wanted to fuck me in the ass. I was not consulted on this matter, and I knew better than to argue. The cock was the same pale-tan color as Ashley's flesh; at a glance, I might have thought she was really some improbable androgyne, possessed of a hot pair of fake D-cup tits and a giant cock with which she was prepared to bugger me.

And when I say "giant," I mean giant. That thing was huge; it was over twelve inches and very thick, with detailed contours to the cockhead and dramatically realistic veins all down the shaft. The silicone monster had a big pair of balls that hung down below Ashley's harness, lending an even more realistic look to her strap-on genitals. I had taken that dick before, but it wasn't easy; even my well-trained butthole resisted intrusions of such magnitude. Nonetheless, I knew Ashley. I had no doubt she'd make sure that thing entered me, whether or not my butthole -- or me -- liked it.

Even my complaints would be kept to a minimum, since I could barely make a sound. I was securely gagged, and not just by some simple ball gag. Nope: Ashley had forced my mouth open and strapped in a second big cock, equally realistic and just as thick, but considerably shorter. It was long enough to fill my mouth thoroughly, though; even a scream would be muffled down to a barely-audible groan. The black leather strap was buckled tightly at the back of my head.

Around my throat was a second strap, this one a black leather dog collar, one that padlocked rather than buckled -- but Ashley hadn't put there. The collar belonged to Amber; she had padlocked it on me two weeks ago, right after she'd hit on me, hard, and told me she was going to fuck me in the ass. Since then, it had only been off when I showered with her. She even made me wear it in public.

But that collar wasn't the only thing Amber locked on my body the night she first fucked me. In fact, that was the only time she'd fucked me. Now that she'd "claimed" me, she wanted to make sure I didn't fuck around on her. Over my protests, she'd locked a chastity tube on my virgin cock. Hell, I'd never even been with a woman before! But Amber had been more concerned about me cheating on her than about the fact that I protested every time she wrestled me down and shoved her huge strap-on cock up my butt. I'd learned to take it without too much complaint...hell, it even kinda felt good sometimes, after I got past the initial pain and humiliation of the extreme stretching. Sometimes my little dick even tried to stiffen in its chastity tube, and I had to breathe through the pain of that, too, just relaxing around Amber's giant cock as she rutted into me savagely.

So, yeah, I guess I'd learned to relax; I'd learned to take it. I even liked to pretend that Amber was really my girlfriend, instead of...I guess my Mistress. I did everything she asked, hoping she'd finally give it up to me some day, maybe just out of pity. It broke my heart that Amber wouldn’t even consider letting me fuck her, just as a mercy-fuck, at least once, so I wouldn't be a virgin anymore. Hell, it had only been two weeks, I guess; maybe she'd come around and I'd finally get my dick wet.

Of course, Amber would have to unlock it first.

As with the collar and the strap-on and the clamps on my nipples and the face-slapping and spitting and scratching and spanking and all of that, Amber told me she was "practicing" for her change in career -- from "wrestling stripper" at infamous The Crystal Club into well-paid pro-Domme. She just needed to practice, so that's why there was a sling in the middle of the room. And that's why, as the pair's roommate, I had found myself the victim of Amber's "practice."

And now Ashley, ever jealous, had decided to put the screws to me, as well. I tried to protest that Amber considered me her property now, but Ashley had just laughed. All I could think, as I struggled there, spread, in the sling, was "I hope Amber doesn't catch us..."

"I've never fucked a boy's ass before," Ashley purred happily as she closed in my spread, exposed hole. "Girls, yes, but...I think a boy must be tighter. Don't you think?" She laughed. "Oh, yeah, I forgot. Amber told me you're a virgin. You haven't fucked a girl yet." She cackled. "Or a guy, either...you haven't fucked ass, have you? But Amber says you take it up the ass like a good little bitch. She says you take it like a faggot, but you squeal just like a girl."

My eyes grew big as I watched Ashley closing in on me, guiding her giant cockhead up to my hole.

"You gonna squeal like a girl for me?" Ashley asked. "I hear you squealing for Amber every night. I get wet in my bed all alone. I touch myself. It's kind of embarrassing. I mean, you're such a loser. I can't imagine why she fucks you. I mean, I know she says that she's straight and all, but I love her. Can't she see that? Why did she choose you over me?"

I attempted to shrug. My eyes zeroed in on the glistening cockhead as it approached me. 

"That's why I want to find out what the fuck she could possibly see in you. I think it's how cute you look when she violates your ass. Does it hurt real bad? Is it real humiliating when Amber rams it up in you, good and hard?" 

Desperately, I nodded, grunting behind the cock-gag. I hoped my obvious nervousness would make her go easy on me. That was stupid of me.

"Good," said Ashley angrily. "I'm glad she hurts you. Men deserve it. I'm going to give it to you even harder than she does. I'm gonna shove it up your ass so hard it's gonna go all the way through you. Get ready to feel it in your throat, slut."

I whimpered in fear. The size of the dick, I was used to. But some nights Amber gave me a very rough fucking, and other nights it was sweet and romantic. Much can be changed by depth of penetration, not to mention angle. And when Amber was very turned on for feeling pissed at me -- she could be mercurial and moody -- that's when I expected her hips to pump wildly, pounding and slamming into me so hard that sometimes tears rolled down my cheeks.

But Ashley's cock didn't make it into me just yet. Just as she started to rub it against my hole, I heard the sound of the front door. Keys jangled in it. Ashley was so focused on my impending buggery that she didn't even hear the door until after the door had opened and slammed. 

Amber stood there gaping at us in shock.

Ashley and Amber's live-work space is built so the front door opens on the main open area -- which included the leather sex sling. There was no way to disguise what was happening -- no way to hide what was about to happen. When the door slammed, Ashley turned and gasped.

"Oh! Hi, Amber. I was just...practicing?"

Amber was so shocked that she just stood there for a moment. She wore a tight white halter and tighter white yoga pants with pink stripes down the sides. She wore flip-flops on her feet and a full load of stripper-makeup on her face. Her hair was done perfectly. She even wore a dog collar.

I knew instinctively what had happened. I don't know if Ashley figured it out, but it should have been obvious from the squeals she'd heard Amber wrench out of me the night before in celebration of our "anniversary." She'd fucked me so hard she'd given herself a string of bruises across her pubic bone. I'd noticed them just before I'd dropped off to an exhausted sleep.

The Crystal Club is considered a high-class joint. I knew the floor manager "inspected" each girl after she was undressed for her shift, to make sure she didn't have any trashy hickeys, bruises or track marks that might cast a shadow over the club's reputation. Clearly, Amber had stripped down and made herself up, even done her hair -- and then been "inspected" and sent home for being bruised. She was "damaged goods," as far as the club was concerned.

I knew that wouldn’t make Amber happy. That seemed obvious from the angry look on her face in the split-second before she took in what was happening. Before she'd even seen me in the sling and her roommate "cocked up" and about to fuck me, Amber had been pissed off as hell. If none of this had happened, Amber would still probably have marched right into her bedroom and strapped on her cock to work out her anger on my tight ass. She would have pounded me at least as good as she did the previous night.

But now, things were different. Amber wasn't just going to be angry about her missed shift at The Crystal Club.

Now, she had plenty to be mad about -- at both me and Ashley.

Amber's beautiful face turned in an instant to a mask of rage. She didn't wait for an explanation. She came at Ashley in a rush, leaving her flip-flops behind. She impacted her roommate with a bestial scream, slamming her down to the ground right in the middle of the big open area. Amber pinned Ashley down and started slapping her viciously across the face and tits, raking Ashley's flesh with her fingernails.

Amber screamed: "Take my boyfriend, huh? Wanna fuck my boyfriend, bitch? Is that what you want?"

"Amber, stop it! I was just--" Ashley's plea was cut off by a hard punch across her face. That got her mad. All of a sudden, Ashley transformed from a pleading best friend to a vicious combatant. 

Ashley got her hands free. They began to flail. She clawed at Amber viciously. Amber recoiled from the slash of her roommate's nails across her tits; in an instant, her tight white halter was ripped halfway open and her tits were hanging out. Ashley's knee came up hard and quick into the small of Amber's back. It threw Amber off balance. Amber was stunned, giving Ashley the advantage for a moment. Ashley flipped Amber over her; Amber pivoted and managed to land on her hands and knees, rather than on her back, which would have knocked the wind out of her. But her position wasn't as much of an advantage as she thought, because Ashley moved fast. Ashley came in hard and fast behind Amber, ramming her knee in between her stunned roommate's opened legs. Ashley's knee connected with Amber's crotch, and Amber let out a high-pitched squeal that rivaled any humiliating sounds of buggery I'd emitted the night before.

I knew what had happened. Ashley's knee had connected with Amber's bruised pelvis. Served her right! She'd given herself those bruises from fucking me so hard the night before! Amber was so stunned that Ashley was able to grab hold of her hair and give her another two or three knee-jabs, hard in the crotch, before Amber rallied and tried to surge forward out of her roommate's grasp.

Amber's try was unsuccessful. Ashley came down on top of Amber and slammed her knee into Amber's butt. She flattened Amber, forcing her into a spread-eagled position on the cheap, thin carpet. Amber was helpless for a moment. Ashley pulled Amber's hair hard, making Amber scream. With her knee at Amber's tailbone, Ashley started to punch Amber's ass hard. Amber howled in pain.

"You knew I had a crush on him!" Ashley hissed. "And you fucked his brains out and made sure I could hear it! Who's the bitch now, bitch?"

I watched in amazement as Ashley lit into Amber with vicious punches to the ass and arms -- but her dominance wouldn't last. Amber emitted a great, desperate sob, howling, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry Ash, I love you, I love you, please don't hate me!"

Ashley was so stunned by Amber's sudden admission that she paused. She also lost her balance.

That's all it took. Amber was up and on her in an instant, twisting around and grabbing Ashley's hair as viciously as Ashley had grabbed hers. Amber's knee came up, this time, slamming into Ashley's crotch. Unfortunately for Amber, Ashley was still wearing the strap-on, with its silicone balls. That meant there was padding. Ashley barely reacted to the knee-blow that would have flattened another woman.

To Amber's credit, she recovered quickly. She switched tactics, pinning Ashley's thighs with her knees and going for Ashley's tits with her free hand. She raked Ashley's mounds, leaving red trails of agony across their surface; then she grabbed Ashley's nipple and twisted. Ashley shrieked. While Amber twisted harder, Ashley flailed at Amber's upper half; a moment later, the halter was hanging in shreds, and Amber's tits were out, raked with red marks from Ashley's nails.

"I was lying, bitch! I don't love you! I never did! I'm straight! You give good head, bitch, that's why I cum for you! You fucked my boyfriend? I'll fuck you!"

I wanted to cry out that Ashley hadn't actually fucked me yet, but of course I couldn’t. I was still gagged with the massive cock Ashley had shoved into my mouth to silence my screams. It effectively silenced me, all right -- which only meant that the shrieks and screams, curses and accusations of the two women echoed through the open space with a deafening intensity.

I struggled in my bonds, whimpering. I had a front-row seat to the battle of the century...but what happened when one of them won? Would they have worked out their anger on each other? Or would I end up getting the worst of it?

They went at each other viciously. They pulled hair and slashed with their nails. Amber used Ashley's strap-on cock as a handhold to flip Ashley over so Amber could get partially up and kick Ashley's butt viciously with her bare foot. If she'd been wearing the kind of high, heavy boots Ashley was, the blow would have been truly punishing; as it was, it certainly didn't look easy to take. Ashley yowled in pain and recoiled from each butt-kick, but she managed to recover. A moment later, she squirmed out of Amber's grasp and got hold of her hair. Amber made it all the way to her feet and then felt herself slammed herself into the carpet, face-down, ass-up. Ashley's claws had ripped Amber's yoga pants open; strips of them dangled from gaps down her thighs and calves that revealed Amber's creamy, tan flesh.

Pinning Amber again, Ashley used her roommate's tactics against her. Ashley got up on one booted foot and kicked her in the crotch with the other. The heavy boot made an impact, all right. Amber's scream was deafening.

A few more hard kicks and the battle seemed all but over. Amber broke into sobs, tears flowing from her previously cruel, cold eyes. Her heavy makeup was already smeared; now, mascara ran in black rivers down her cheeks. 

There was a set of heavy hemp ropes near the sling; Amber had been practicing her knots on me last night before she took me to bed. 

Ashley reached out and grabbed the hemp ropes. She pinned Amber down with her boot on the prone stripper's tailbone. Amber cried out in pain. Ashley uncoiled the ropes and went to work. Apparently, she didn't need any practice tying ropes. With an expert's grace, she forced Amber's wrists up behind her and circled them with the ropes, tying Amber securely forearm-over-forearm. Then Ashley ran a single hemp rope up and bound it to Amber's long blonde hair, forcing the prone girl to arch her back and shove her ass up high in the air. Once it was tied off securely, the rope ensured that Amber could not mount an effective resistance anymore.

Ashley left Amber bound on the floor as she rose and went to the toy chest. I could see Amber wriggling on the ground, trying to get free, but her struggles were weak. By the time Ashley returned, it was clear they were about to get even weaker.

One of Amber's favorite bondage toys -- I'd been bound in it repeatedly -- was the "spreader bar." This adjustable metal rod with attached shackles had been used to force my legs open wide, making me keep them spread while Amber bent me over and fucked me from behind. The bar was adjusted for my legs -- and I'm considerably taller than Amber. Ashley didn't seem to care about that. She quickly circled her roommate's ankles with the padded shackles, locking them in and forcing Amber to keep her legs spread improbably wide.

Then Ashley grabbed Amber by her hair and her wrists. She dragged Amber her feet and pushed her toward me.

"You're so in love with him?" snarled Ashley. "fine. You can suck his cock. And I'll tell you what, Amber. I'll keep my hands off him. I'll just fuck you."

Amber whimpered: "Ash, what I said -- I'm sorry. I do love you. I was just mad. I'm sorry. I love you, baby, you have to know I would never hurt you--"

"Shut it!" screamed Ashley, smacking Amber on the ass. She bent Amber over and shoved her face into my crotch. Amber looked up at me through eyes blurry with black mascara tears. I've never seen a woman look so humiliated. Was this really the bitch who had grudgefucked my ass last night until she had a line of bruises from hip to hip? Some celebration! And what did she think that would do to my sensitive asshole? 

Amber was about to find out. Ashley pressed her body up tight behind her roommate's and reached around Amber to get hold of the key that dangled from a silver chain in Amber's cleavage. It turned Amber on to wear it to work -- and everywhere else. It had somehow survived the epic battle, and Ashley now put it to good use. It was the use I'd been begging Amber for.

Ashley fitted the key into my padlock. I heard the lock go snap. I felt the cool air as my chastity tube came open. Ashley took it off of me and tossed it over her shoulder.

Ashley grabbed Amber's hair and shoved her face into my balls. Amber whimpered in disgust. Ashley answered the whimper with a knee to Amber's crotch. Then she reached down and raked Amber's but with her fingernails. I heard Amber's yoga pants ripping.

"Suck his balls! See what a bitch you are? See how swollen you've made them?"

After that punishing blow to the pussy, Amber didn't resist anymore. She started licking my balls, even if it made her gag and retch audibly. The model of chastity tube I'd been locked in was made so that water runs through it; I could still pee and rinse myself off in the shower every morning, but things still had gotten pretty ripe in there. With my cock and balls freed, the pungent, musky smell wafted up from my crotch. The taste must have been even worse.

But Amber sucked my balls anyway. How could she not? Ashley had a grip on her hair, and kept ramming her knee in Amber's crotch just to punctuate every command.

Ashley had to kick Amber exceptionally hard to get her to obey the next order.

Ashley said: "Now lick his hole. See how wide you fucked it? You really hurt the poor little bitch. Eat him out. Soothe it."

Amber whimpered in humiliation and defeat. She tried to resist, but Ashley pulled her hair and kneed her a few more times. It took five or six knee-jabs before Amber finally let Ashley push her face down till her mouth was against my asshole.

A surprised groan came from behind my cock-shaped gag as I felt Amber's tongue up my ass. My cock had been quickly swelling in response to the stimulation on my balls, and now it got all the way hard in an instant.

"Good girl. Eat out your boyfriend, bitch. Lick his ass. You're going to find out just how he felt last night. I'm going to help you."

Amber's tongue came away from my ass. She squealed: "No, please, Ash, I'm really sorry, I--"

"Shut up!" howled Ashley, delivering another punishing blow to her roommate's crotch. "Just keep eating that ass. Lick it as good as you lick my pussy. You'll be eating me out a lot more, Amber. I think you'll like that."

"Okay, Ash," Amber said breathlessly. "I'll do that. But don’t make me--ow!" 

Another knee-jab silenced Amber. Her tongue went back up my ass. I started to moan. My cock throbbed with two weeks of denial. My balls ached with two weeks of built-up cum.

I heard ripping. Ashley tore at Amber's white yoga pants. They came away in shreds. Little pieces of them still clung to Amber's lower body, but I could tell Amber's crotch was exposed.

Ashley positioned herself behind her roommate and guided the head of the strap-on to Amber's hole.

"Please, Ash, please don't--" began Amber.

"Silence, slave," Ashley growled. "What, you don't want to fuck me because you're straight, baby?"

"Yes," Amber gasped. "I mean...no, I guess...I just...that one's so big..."

"I know," said Ashley. "I could hear your little bitch squealing all night. I came so hard touching myself to that beautiful sound. But you know what? This time I want to hear it from you. Get your tongue up his ass!" 

Ashley held Amber's face down between my cheeks, almost smothering her, as she guided the dickhead up to Amber's asshole. The cock had been covered with lube before Amber got home -- but it had surely gone tacky or rubbed off as the two women fought. Ashley didn't add any more lube; she gave it to Amber dry.

Amber let out a squeal of dismay as she felt her tight asshole being violated. Ashley's hips surged forward, slamming the dick all the way into Amber. She kept both hands on Amber's head, alternately pulling her hair and shoving her face harder into my crack. Sensation flooded my body as Amber ate me out with more enthusiasm, perhaps accepting the idea that Ashley was in charge.

Behind her, Ashley began to fuck Amber rhythmically. Her hips rammed the giant cock into her butthole. Amber surrendered to the sensation, letting her asshole open wide for every thrust. I could see her face transforming gradually from anger, humiliation and defeat to soft, slow, building surrender. It was the same look she got when she rode my face hard, almost smothering me as she guided me in rhythmically stimulating her clit with my tongue. She got that look when she was ready to cum.

The orgasm erupted out of Amber in a slow-building moan that rose to a groan, then a gasp, then a shriek, then a scream. Amber had always been a screamer, her four or five orgasms a night always accompanied by a deafening series of moans, groans and howls. This one, though, was louder than all the rest put together. I could see Ashley's happy, cruel face, taking deep satisfaction in making her roommate cum with explosive force.

"Tell me you love me," said Ashley. "And mean it."

"I love you, Ash."

"Mistress," growled Ashley. "Call me Mistress."

"I love you, Mistress," said Amber, her voice hoarse from her screaming orgasm. Without being told, she returned to licking my ass, now eating me out with obvious enthusiasm. Her tongue got so far up my ass that I squealed myself, but nothing more than a faint, muffled sound escaped the cock-gag. My eyes rolled back in my head; the sensations were incredible.

"Tell me you'll do everything I say from now on."

"I'll do everything you say, Mistress. Everything." Amber's words sounded wet, as she slurped and lapped at my asshole.

"Tell me whatever's yours is mine."

Amber said meekly, "Whatever's mine is yours, Mistress."

"Tell me I can fuck your boyfriend if I want."

Amber gasped. Her tongue stopped moving.

"Say it!" Ashley grabbed Amber's hair and pulled, slamming her back onto that giant cock. 

Amber moaned in defeat: "You can fuck my boyfriend if you want, Mistress."

I looked down between my legs and saw a wicked look of excitement on her face. Part of me believed that she actually wanted to say it.

Ashley pulled Amber away. She forced her roommate into a standing position and force-walked her around to my side.

"Don't mind if I do," said Ashley, bending Amber over so her shoulders were on the edge of the sling and her face was on my belly. Her blonde hair scattered all over my chest. I could smell the cheap stripper perfume she always wore at work. The smell choked me. 

Amber whined in humiliation. Ashley reached up to the chain assembly that supported the sling, and lowered the leather apparatus two shuddering steps. When she was finished, I was at just the right height for Ashley, with her high-heeled boots, to stand in front of with my cock pointed right at her snatch. 

She did not bother to take off her harness. She just pulled it to the side, leaving her huge dick dangling down in front of her, rubbing against my leg sometimes after Ashley lifted her high-heeled boot up onto my thigh and planted it there.

So situated, Ashley guided my cock up to her pussy. She went bareback, rubbing it up and down in her slit. 

"Make sure you see everything, baby," Ashley said. "I want to know if you need me to move. You know, to give you a better view of me taking your boyfriend's virginity."

"Yes, Mistress," said Amber, her voice thick with humiliation.

Amber was forced to watch from less than a foot away. She stared right at my cock and at Ashley's pussy while Ashley prepared to take my virginity. 

"I know you were looking forward to breaking him in yourself," Ashley said. "That stupid Mistress act you played with him didn't fool anybody. I know you've got feelings for him, you romantic cunt." She hissed the word cunt and laughed cruelly to see Ashley recoil slightly from it.

Ashley said with delight: "It feels good to steal this from you, bitch. This way, I'll always be his first..."

With that, Ashley brought herself down on my cock. I groaned in pleasure as her tight cunt engulfed me. I'd never experienced such an exquisite sensation. She was much tighter than I expected -- but then again, who did I have to compare her to? The only part of me that had been in a woman was my tongue. It had been shoved into Amber's pussy quite a bit in the last two weeks, and almost as often up her ass, as she forced me to rim her.

"Oh, yeah, that feels good. Doesn't that feel good, bitch?" She was talking to me, looking over her shoulder as she rode me, and I nodded fervently. It did feel good; it felt incredible. I was getting a rush of excitement from losing my virginity. This had to be the strangest circumstances to ever lose it, but I didn't care...it still felt incredible.

And I'd been with both my hot stripper roommates, now. Maybe not in the way I'd anticipated when I'd signed that lease, but...what did I care?

"He won't last long," Ashley said as she bounced her ass up and down in my lap. "It's been...thirty seconds? I'm guessing ten more. We'll have to train him to last. What's that, slave?" Ashley looked over her shoulder again and watched me. "What's that? Does that feel good?"

From behind the cock-gag, a strangled yell erupted. I was about to cum.

"Inside me? As if!" laughed Ashley, pulling herself off of me at the last second. She moved quickly, twirling around and grabbing her roommate's hair. Ashley forced Amber's face close to my cock as she jerked me off quickly.

I came, howling. My head was tipped up at just the right angle so that I could see the hot blasts of cum exploding over Amber's face. Amber recoiled in disgust, but Ashley's hand was tangled up tight in her hair. She held Amber down there and made her take every last drop of hot seed on her face.

"You built it up by teasing him, Amber," said Ashley. "It's only right you get to enjoy it."

"Yes, Mistress," Amber said softly, submissively. 

Ashley wiped my softening cock off with Amber's blonde hair. She dragged Amber off to me and shoved her to her knees.

A moment later, Amber had Ashley's dick in her mouth. She was sucking it eagerly, even though it had just come out of Amber's own ass. There was no hint of 

Then she said, "I'll tell you what, Amber. I'm going to give you a chance to show me you're not really mad. I'm going to take you to bed and let you taste your boyfriend's cock on my hole. After I wash your mouth out with soap for saying those bad things about me." She laughed. "And for putting your tongue where it doesn't belong. After all, you're a lesbian now, aren't you?"

Amber glanced furtively at me, my semen dripping humiliatingly off her face.

"Yes, Mistress," she said to Ashley.

Ashley smiled at me. "She always is for a while after I beat her ass. Don't worry, slave. She'll want some boy-ass before long. But I think, for now, it'll be just me and her. You're quite comfortable?"

I just stared, wide-eyed, gape-mouthed.

"Good," Ashley said. "Come on, bitch. Let's go make love."

Ashley dragged Amber to her feet, forced her arm up behind her back and force-walked the defeated stripper toward Amber's bedroom.

She left the door open. I guess she wanted me to hear. I guess I belonged to Ashley, now, and maybe so did Amber. Ashley wanted Amber to be forced to "perform" for me.

At first, I was surprised Ashley decided they would fuck in Amber's bed. 

But once I heard Amber's moans of pain, the swish of the whips, and the sounds of leather-on-flesh, I understood. Planning on "transitioning" to being a Pro Domme, Amber was the one with a dozen hard pain-toys...from clamps and clips to whips and paddles.

I heard Amber crying out in pain and submission as she suffered under an onslaught from every cruel toy she'd "tried out" on me in the last two weeks.

Ashley seemed to know what she was doing. She brought Amber to tears three times, in a crescendo of cries and howls and moans and whimpers. Then, after a very long time, Ashley coaxed a "Yes, Mistress," out of Amber when she demanded to know if my girlfriend wanted to be fucked.

Ashley made Amber beg for it. Then she sent Amber out to the bathroom, to wash the strap-on.

I was still in the sling. Amber had to pass me. She still had nipple-clamps on her nipples, and clothespins on her cunt-lips. I've never seen such humiliation in a woman's face.

As Amber went into the bathroom, I saw that Amber's pretty ass was bright red. There were hand-marks on it, and deep welts from a paddle or stick. There were whip-marks on her back.

A minute later, Amber came out of the bathroom holding the freshly-scrubbed dildo.

She couldn’t resist looking at me. I saw the cold fire in her eyes. Humiliation, excitement, arousal, surrender. And yes, resentment. She wanted to hurt me even more than before.

With a smirk, Amber blew me a kiss. I shivered to see it. I knew I'd get mine.

But now it was Amber's turn to get fucked. Ashley had won for the moment. Amber was cowed. She would let her roommate do what she wanted.

Ashley strapped on that hole-stretching monster and gave it to Amber good. They fucked all afternoon and into the evening. I'd never heard Amber scream so loud as she did the first two or three times she came.

Then Ashley took off the strap-on and, from what I could hear, sat on Amber's face for an hour or two. I heard the muffled sounds of Amber trying to breathe, while Ashley laughed at her struggles and kept slapping her, ordering Amber to "try harder" to make Ashley cum.

Eventually, after a struggle, Amber complied. When it came to eating pussy, I guess Amber knew what she was doing. Before long, Ashley started cumming.

They fucked all afternoon, and into the evening. My limbs became cramped, but I didn't care. I was in heaven. I got to listen to the very loud sex in Amber's room, my little dick stiffening as I savored every delicious moan.

They were both screamers, as it turned out.


“Baby Face” first appeared in Warming Trend. Copyright © 2003 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Baby Face by Ashley Tanner

Jamie Arturo warmed up in her corner. She shadow-boxed like a fiend, working herself into a calm and dangerous frenzy. I sat across from her, stretching and scared, remembering yoga classes in Provincetown and a girl who looked a lot like Jamie. My muscles felt tense. I worked them. I bent and spread, thinking about how good Jamie was and how shitty I felt in comparison. I thought about pain. I thought about brain damage. I felt the fear fill me up inside, pulsing like pleasure but ten times as hot.

Fuck, she was hot.

Guys in the audience were whooping and catcalling, shouting their grotesque approval for Jamie -- and some of them, even, for me. I might have been grossed out by all that male flesh and those foul-mouthed things they were all shouting, but I was used to it. And what's worse, half of me didn't even blame them.

Look, objectify me if you want, you dig? I'm an athlete. I'm used to it. I'm used to playing in the boy's sport and always being treated like a slit, one level down from the meat that male fighters get treated like. I'm used to being sexualized. Hell, half the time, I don't even mind it. As long as the purse is a big one, I couldn't give a shit if guys take home autographed pics of me and do what they do to them. Just don't ask me to clean up afterwards.

But Jamie was something different. She wasn't just hard, she was gorgeous. I mean, sexy in that way only possible for a bitch who can kick your ass any damn time she wants. And I wanted her to, half of me, just to get this shit over with. Hell, I wanted to fight her, for real, to show what I've got. But most of me wanted to feel her hands on me, taking me down...hurting me.

Shit, you start thinking perverted, like me, and your sport's in real danger. I won't apologize for being kinky or being a dyke. Fuck you if you can't take either. But anyone with a brain knows there's a thin line between athlete and masochist. That line is defined by willpower. Strive to Dominate, and you just might take home a belt. Let yourself crave the feel of the mat beneath you, the smell of your own blood, the howl of the crowd as the ref proclaims your defeat -- and you've got a whole other problem.

That's what I wanted, now. I wanted to bite that mat hard. I wanted to give. I was tired, too tired, so tired of fighting. And the one fighter in history I'd ever seriously fantasized about losing to was right there across the ring from me.

Jamie's body was tight and her trunks were tighter. The guys in the audience liked that. I liked that, too. Her halter was snug on her tits. I saw nipple. I saw flesh. I could almost smell her. I tried not to think about how she would smell in the clinch. I tried not to think about hitting that mat underneath the whirling torrent of her punches.

Women's boxing is a special kind of sport here. It's taken half-seriously by the men who run all semi-pro bouts. They need asses on chairs and bets placed with bookies. And what gets guys in the door is a pair of hot bitches with rock-hard bodies tearing into each other. Oh, don't get me wrong; once the bout begins, they see how hard we fight and they learn not to fuck with us.

But when we're up there, we're meat of both kinds. We get sexualized. We get cheered for. I can't tell you what it's like to be a man in the ring; hell, with all of the queer bait and gay-for-pay hustlers I've met in the sport over the years, I don't doubt they get a charge out of it, some of them.

But it's different. Jamie was the favorite not just because she was a better boxer. She was the favorite because she was hotter. She knew how to work it. She played to the crowd. She showed more flesh. She moved with a dancer's grace -- an exotic dancer's grace. Hell, she would be out there lap-dancing these pigs if it would pump the purse up another $100

And I liked that. Admired it. I liked Jamie's ruthlessness, but I also liked her sensuality. I liked it enough to be like her. I liked it enough to want to lose to her.

Which was looking like a goddamn good thing, because I was scared shitless. Jamie was going to pound me. 

See, it's not that I couldn't have held my own against the legendary Jamie Arturo, mind you. Fuck legends. Fuck 'em right in the keyster and leave 'em with rugburn. If I'd had the time to do what I do, to train, I would have been ready. I would have felt the familiar power in my blood and my bone and my sinew; I would have known Jamie faced a real fight from a real fighter.

But I hadn't. There had been no time to train. I'd been tending to Dad's funeral. I'd been writing his eulogy about how a daughter should follow in her father's footsteps just like a son should (only maybe a little bit better). Mom's illness had just added to everything, and now they were both gone. The family finances were hopelessly sunk. It made everything worse. Mom's health insurance turned out to be shit; Dad didn't have any. I tried to keep my shit together while I was back in Fort Wayne dealing with it, but the fight had taken a back burner. 

I knew I wasn't ready.

But Jez had convinced me, saying she knew there was no way I could lose. I wasn't so sure, but I'd let her talk me into it. Now, seeing Jamie throw shadow punches like a human double-barreled jackhammer, I was having second thoughts.

"You ready to kill, Maxie? You ready to kick some ass?" Jez was behind me, rubbing my shoulders, slapping me on the back. I sneered at her.

"I'm ready to get my ass kicked like the last three times."

"Don't you talk like that! You're the greatest. There's no way you'll lose."

"No way?" I snorted.

The ref climbed into the ring.

"You just go out there and do your best. You're the greatest." Jez ran her fingers through her gray crew-cut, upsetting her eye patch slightly -- for an instant, I caught a glimpse of the scar tissue underneath.

"That's Ali."

"Fight like a butterfly, sting like a bee."

"It's fly like a butterfly."

"What, did I train you to be an English teacher?"

The ref announced the fight.

#

"In this corner, from Providence, Rhode Island, weighing 110 pounds, The Providence Pounder, Miss Jamie Arturo!"

The crowd cheered. Jamie danced around the ring, gloved hands over her head, her face a mask of anger. I'd fought Jamie Arturo three times -- two TKOs, one draw -- and each time her face had been calm, even, the very symbol of focus. Now, she was all over the place, her taut muscles bunched and her arms flailing everywhere as she danced. Underneath the half-open red satin robe, her mocha-colored body was sheened and glistening, her white sports halter already dark with perspiration, her form-fitting shorts clinging to her body. Her short black hair shone with moisture. Her teeth were bared, her tight breasts heaving as she breathed in and out, in and out like a bull about to charge. She shot glances at me with daggers in her eyes. I tried not to wet my pants.

"And in this corner, from right here in Brooklyn, weighing 114 pounds, Miss Maxine 'Baby Face' Flanagan!"

I lifted my arms over my head and took a circuit around the ring. My heart was pounding, adrenaline pumping through my veins. Jamie stared at me, her body rigid like a coiled spring. We touched gloves and the ref sent us back to our corners.

I heard the bell like a death gong. The fight started as the two of us danced into the ring. It shouldn't have been that easy for her, but I was watching too close, too frightened of feeling one of those fists hitting me. I expected her to jab a few feints my direction, rather than doing what she did, which is hit me with all her might before I had a chance to realize that this one was for real.

The blow connected, and I went down. The arena was a merry-go-round spinning around me. I could taste blood pooling around my mouth guard. I knelt there while the ref counted and waved Jamie away. I watched her cruel face whirling past me in a circular rhythm. The ref reached five.

I struggled to my feet and the crowd cheered. Jamie came at me and I lost ground, but I managed to block a few punches. Then she connected again. And again. And again.

I dropped to my knees and remembered my deep breathing. The crowd was howling, cheers and boos in equal amounts. I heard shouts of "Go play with the kindygartners" and "Get out of the ring!"

I made it up on the count of six. Now I was getting mad. When Jamie came at me, I body-slammed her and rained punches into her belly. She clinched me and smacked me on the side of the head with her arm. There were boos and the ref broke us up. The bell went off.

Back in my corner, I sat there breathing heavy while Jez's face floated around me, her musical voice telling me I was the greatest, the damn greatest, there was no way I could lose. No way.

"Tell that to my head," I said, and heard the bell.

My anger had dissolved to be replaced by fear. When Jamie's first punch connected with my jaw, I got another two into her midsection, but she shrugged them off as I danced back out of her range. She came after me and I managed to put a good one on her chin before she socked me in the chest so hard I almost went down again.

I stood there wheezing as Jamie drew back for a pile-driver. Our blows connected simultaneously, but I was the one who went down.

I was up again before the ref reached three, and I was mad again. Don't let the round end, I thought. If I lose this anger I'm a goner. I charged Jamie with fury in my stance and went after her with all I had. She blocked and dodged, playing defensively. I thanked my lucky stars for that, but she managed to hold me off until the bell rang again.

"I thinks she's getting scared," said Jez as she dumped water on me. "You're wearing her out."

"Yeah," I said, swallowing blood. "Great strategy to tire her out by hitting her fist with my face, huh?"

"You knock that off!" hissed Jez. "Go out there and murder the bitch!"

"Maybe she'll break her knuckles on me," I said, and the bell went off.

This time the anger was there right away. The two of us clinched, traded blows, clinched again. Jez was right: Jamie was tired. I could feel it in the right hook she put on my chin and the left one that hit high on my cheek.

But I was getting tired, too, much more tired than Jamie. I knew it was now or never. Either this was a three-round fight, or it was Jamie's.

I lit into her with a right uppercut and matched it with a left hook. She tried to feint and parry, but I was all over her. I didn't have time to think about it, to weigh my strategy; I just knew that I had the advantage and if I didn't press it the match was lost. I rained blows on her face while she tottered and stumbled.

Then, while she looked for me in the whirl of the crowd, I have her the coup de grace -- a haymaker right in the kisser.

Down she went, her body stretched out on the canvas. I watched as she laid there, her eyes closed. I waited for her to get up. She squirmed a little, but she didn't get up.

The ref counted to seven. Eight. Nine.

I stared at Jamie Arturo, puzzled.

Ten. The ref grabbed my hand and lifted it over my head, announcing me the winner. I just stared at Jamie, and felt ice water flood down my spine as her eyes popped open and she stared at me, just for a split second, with those daggers that told me she hated me, in that moment, more than anything else in the whole fucking world.

Then her eyes were closed again, Jamie was out, and I was the winner. The conquering hero.

#

"What did I tell you? You're the greatest!"

I just stared into nothing while Jez peeled strips of tape off my hands.

There was a knock on the dressing room door.

"Hold on a minute," said Jez. She slipped out the door into the dark hall, and I heard voices.

When the door opened again a minute later, the hall was empty. Jez and a shit-eating grin on her face.

"Got a present for you, said Jez, and pressed a plain white envelope into my half-taped hands.

I opened the envelope. Inside was a stack of hundreds. I took them out and counted them. I lost count at fifty, and I wasn't even close to halfway through.

"What's this?"

"Payoff on a little bet I had going. Only right to share the wealth."

"How much did they give you?"

"I put down three grand on a 20-to-1," said Jez.

"And how much did they pay you?"

"What do you mean? It was a 60 grand payoff."

"Yeah, but what was your side of the deal?" I said, staring hard into Jez's steel-grey eyes. 

Jez just stared at me for a long time.

"Maxine, I'm insulted."

"Don't bullshit me, Jez. Tell me who put you up to it."

"Max, don't fuck with me on this, just take the money--"

I threw the envelope at her. It fell to the floor, scattering hundreds. "I don't want your stinkin' money, Jez. Tell me who paid Jamie to take a dive. And why didn't you fucking tell me?"

Jez smiled.

"I don't know what you think you know, Max, but from what I hear you can't afford to look a gift horse in the mouth right now. And neither can your mother."

"Don't say shit about my mother."

"She's a whore," Jez said. "And you'll take the money." She turned and walked.

"I'll see you in hell!" I shouted as she pulled the door open.

"Yeah, probably," said Jez. "But you'll have that roll in your pocket, Max."

"You're fuckin' fired!" I shouted as the door slammed, but Jez didn't answer.

I stripped off the last of my tape, shucked my halter and shorts, and went into the bathroom. I left my blood pooled in a fist-shaped hole in the bathroom mirror. The hot water felt good, but didn't do much to get me clean.

#

Later, I watched from the shadows of the alley as Jamie Arturo walked out of the stage door and hooked her black helmet on her handlebars as she took the Triumph down off its center stand and started it up.

The roll of hundreds burned in my Jacket pocket, the outside bills soaked with blood from my cut hand. Blood money.

She had on her black leather Jacket with its kidney pads and silver reflective stripes across the back. Leather pants, high boots, and a grim look on her face. The leather fit her form like a glove. God, she looked magnificent. A woman like that could beat a hundred pretenders like me. 

She strapped on the helmet and hit the gas. Her Triumph screamed as it took off.

I hit the starter on my already-warmed-up Norton and took off after her, keeping my distance.

#

She didn't get back on the freeway and head back to Providence. She drove to a run-down bar in Soho and parked her bike outside. I pulled up once she was safely inside with her helmet still on her head.

I padlocked my helmet on the rack as a couple of cute babydykes in black leather eyed me.

"Hey, you're that boxer, ain't ya? I heard you beat Jamie Arturo tonight!"

Their eyes were wide with admiration, their bodies taut with barely-discovered sexuality. Starfuckers, maybe. Easy pickings for the likes of me.

"You got me confused with someone else," I said, and went inside.

#

Jamie's helmet lay discarded on the floor as she leaned against the bar with whiskey shots lined up in front of her. The place smelled of mold and booze, piss and female sweat. Women were pressed in so deep there wasn't a chair to be found, but somehow Jamie Arturo had cleared a space at the bar. She was breathing hard, her head hung low in between tossing back the shots. "Folsom Prison Blues" played on the jukebox.

I threaded through the crowd as women all around me embraced and caressed and ground against each other in time to the music. I closed my eyes for a minute and drank it all in; I hadn't been in a dyke bar since before Dad died -- two months -- and I hadn't had sex in as many months. Training, working, believing that maybe sexual pleasure would destroy my focus on becoming the best boxer I could be, prevent me from becoming as good as my idol, Jamie Arturo. Jamie never had sex, the rumors said. Never at all.

"Hey, sweets, you looking for someone?" It was a gorgeous black dyke with dreadlocks and a white choker, leather pants and a white T-shirt that clung to her large breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra.

"Maybe," I said.

"Well look no further. I'm someone, and you have the most magnificent eyes. You never see black hair with blue eyes."

The lady's eyes were blue.

"Black Irish," I told her. "What's your excuse?"

She laughed, a musical sound that made me want to take her in my arms. "Well now, that's a long story," she said, smiling as she draped her arms around my shoulders and put her face so close to mine I could smell her breath and almost taste the whiskey sour. Her mouth was gorgeous and broad, her lips full and perfectly-formed, just barely parted as she talked. "Maybe you should let me tell you that story, what do you say? Somewhere nice and quiet?"

I took a deep breath, smelling the woman's perfume mixed with whiskey and sweat. I wanted to take this woman home on the back of my bike and fuck her until the sun came up, fuck her with all of my bloody fist while those lips moved in wordless moans, drowning out all the echoes of shame and disgrace and betrayal in my ears. I wanted to kiss her, now, to taste that whiskey sour and give away my soul.

"Maybe some other time," I said.

"I'm leaving for Paris in the morning, sweet thing. It's now or never."

"That old line?"

She smiled some more.

"Not too convincing, eh?"

"Not too."

Her arms flowed from around my shoulders. "Well, maybe I'll see you around."

"Maybe so."

"You do have beautiful eyes," she said.

"I appreciate it."

"You aren't on your way to kill someone, are you?"

I shrugged. "Probably not. Why do you ask?"

"You got that look about you. And besides, nobody ever turns me down."

"Somehow I believe that."

"Don't get caught."

"See you around."

#

I got up close to Jamie without her spotting me. I reached out and took her last whiskey shot, tossed it back without a chaser.

Jamie stared at me, her dark eyes bloodshot and watery.

"Fuck me," said Jamie Arturo.

"Looks like you need another drink," I said, my mouth and throat burning with whiskey fire as waved at the bartender. "I'm buying."

"Yeah, you would," she said. "You can afford it."

"Yeah, funny thing, somebody came by and handed me a big roll of bills tonight. You wouldn't know anything about that, would you?"

"Fuck off, Flanagan. You got your shot at the title. Now leave me alone. I'm too old to be drinking with third-graders." The bartender came over with a tray of shots, set them down in front of us.

"Fourteen-fifty," she said. She was an Asian girl in a black tank top and patent-leather pants with the top button unbuttoned. I looked into her eyes as I held out a hundred.

"Keep the change," I told her as she eyed the bloodstained bill.

"You serious?"

"Serious as death. I just won the fucking lottery."

"No kidding. What's with the blood?"

"Think of it as an easy way to swap bodily fluids."

"Don't talk to this sleazeball, Marie. Just take her money and ignore her."

The girl took the bill, holding it gingerly. She stuck it under the cash register and went back to serving drinks.

"You use that bill as a tampon, Flanagan?"

I slammed down a shot and coughed. "Funny thing, you turn 28 in this business and suddenly somebody wants to put you out to pasture. Who?"

"I'm 27. Who what?"

"Bullshit. Tomorrow's your 28th birthday. Tell me who."

"Next thing I know you'll be stealing from my underwear drawer. What the fuck are you asking me, Flanagan?"

"You know, I used to fucking worship you? I thought you were the best woman boxer in the world. I wanted to be just like you. I even started studying meditation after I read an interview with you where you talked about centering yourself before a match."

"Spiritual peace is way overrated."

"Yeah, I get that. I used to fantasize that I would meet you and we'd become lovers, and you'd teach me everything you knew about boxing."

"You ain't that young, Flanagan."

"Tell me who put you up to it."

Jamie's back stiffened; she stood up straight and looked me in the eyes.

"I don't know what you're talking about, Flanagan."

"Yeah, you do. Somebody paid you to take a dive. I know it wasn't Jez."

"I don't take dives," growled Jamie, her hands forming into fists at her sides. "You beat me fair and square, Flanagan. Now leave me alone."

"Bullshit. You could have left me bleeding on the mat. Who paid you off?"

I didn't see it coming, not that I could have stopped it if I did. Dykes were crowded against the bar and I didn't have any swing space. But I still went down.

Women gasped and cleared around me as Jamie dumped the tray of drinks on me. Shot glasses and whiskey rained down on me. Then Jamie was gone, the crowd parting for her like the Red Sea for Moses. I hauled myself to my feet just in time to see her disappear through the door.

I made it to the door before the path she'd hewn had disappeared. I hit the alley in a full run and saw Jamie Arturo pulling her bike off the center-stand, the helmet resting on the seat.

I didn't slow down as I raced at her, and she had her helmet halfway on as I hit her. We spilled across the bike and I heard mirrors breaking as we all hit the ground. Her helmet skidded away. I held Jamie down and smashed my fist into her face as hard as I've ever hit anyone. She brought her knee up into my crotch and I went tumbling over her as she grabbed my wrist. I heard her screaming in rage as she jumped on top of me and drove her open palm into my face, trying to break my nose. If I hadn't turned my head at the last instant, she would have succeeded. I grappled her and tried to yank her over and get her on her back, but she twisted and we rolled uncontrollably across the alley. I kneed her in the belly as she grabbed my hair and pulled.

"Who put you up to this, bitch?" she said, and hit me so hard in the face I would have sworn the force of the blow was going to rip the hair out of my head as she gripped it. My vision dimming, I brought my fist up into her stomach and pushed, managing to get her off of me. Her hand slipped and I yanked my head away, feeling the searing pain as I lost a few strands of hair in the process. I danced back as Jamie jumped to her feet, blood streaming down her front from her bloody nose.

We squared off as women flooded out into the alley, watching us and saying things like "Somebody stop them!" and "Call the police!"

We stared at each other for an instant, and then she was on me again.

I managed to sidestep and duck, bringing my shoulder up to catch her in the stomach. The wind went out of her as I lifted her off her feet and shoved, my back feeling like it would crack under her weight as I rammed her into the brick wall. I heard her make a strangling noise and then she locked her arms around me, holding me too close to get a shot in. We wrestled like that up against the wall for half a minute, and then I knew I was winning. Jamie was weakening, and I held her against the wall as I got my hand free and drew back for a punch that would break this bitch's jaw.

That's when I saw her shaking, saw the tears in her eyes shimmering under the streetlights. Saw her gasping for air as she fought to hold back the tears.

I stood there half-holding her, half-ready to punch. Jesus, I'd fought 34 fights and never had a girl cry on me. I felt her whole body succumb to the sobs, shaking against me as I held her hard against the wall. Then I put my arm around her.

At first I just wanted to make sure she couldn't free her arm and hit me, but when I realized all the tension had gone out of her muscles, I let my arm find its way around the small of her back and felt her bury her face in my neck as she sobbed.

I took a deep breath, smelling blood and fear and anger. Smelling her hair tonic, and feeling the great Jamie Arturo sob uncontrollably against me.

I heard "I guess it's a lovers' quarrel" and "Tell the police not to come" as I held Jamie in my arms, still up against the wall. I got hold of her face and pulled it up so I could look at her.

"It's all right," I told her.

"No it isn't, Flanagan," she said through her choking sobs. "It's fucked up beyond all recognition."

That's when I kissed her, not because I wanted her, though I did, but because in that instant of surrender I saw in that face everything I'd ever wanted to be, and everything I'd lost when Jamie Arturo had taken a dive. Everything Jamie Arturo still was, no matter how much she'd betrayed her dreams and mine.

I tasted blood and spit. I tasted whiskey. I felt Jamie's mouth soft and hungry against mine, felt her tongue on my lips. Felt her arms around me, pulling me close.

"Do you really want to know, Baby Face?" she whispered.

"Yeah," I said. "I really want to know. Pounder."

She pushed me away, roughly, and I let go. She forced me against the wall and held me there as she looked at me.

"Then follow me," she said, walking toward the fallen Triumph.

#

She led me on a complicated game of follow-the-leader through the twisted streets of Manhattan and on to the Brooklyn Bridge. She topped the speed limit by 20 miles an hour, and it was all I could do to keep her in side. She rode as magnificently as she boxed.

She pulled up in front of a motel on Massapequa Street and parked her bike. She didn't say a word to me as I pulled up next to her. I marveled at how fine her ass looked in those leather pants. It had been a couple of years at least since I'd had a sexual fantasy of fucking Jamie Arturo. One was long overdue, even if it happened in the real world.

She let us in to room 27. It was dark and I reached for the light switch. She caught my hand, lacing her fingers in mine, and kissed me, her leather-clad body tight against mine.

I had thought I'd insist she tell me right away who had put her up to taking a dive, but everything disappeared in the taste of Jamie's blood. She pushed me against the door and kissed me hard, harder, biting my lips as she ground her hips against mine. I felt my nipples stiffening in my black T-shirt, felt them rubbing against the leather Jacket. Jamie brought her hands slowly up my front, her palms grazing my breasts with their hard nipples, her hands finally working their way under my shoulders so she could slip my Jacket off. For an instant while the sleeves were halfway down my arms, I felt a rush of terror, like she was going to hit me, like she'd lured me to this motel room so she could kill me. But even as my pulse raced, I gave in to the fear, let Jamie undress me, knowing she could do with me what she wished. My leather Jacket joined hers and she went to work on my T-shirt.

She lifted it over my head, unhooked my bra, peeled the damp cotton over my breasts. Holding me hard against the door, Jamie bent down and kissed my nipples, then sucked them into her mouth as she unbuttoned my chaps.

I went to help her get her Jacket off, but Jamie slapped my hands away and kept unfastening my clothes. I let my arms hang limp at my sides as Jamie got my chaps open in front and knelt down to pull the zippers down the insides of the legs. She took them off of me and stayed on her knees, burying her face in my crotch and nuzzling my pussy through the jeans so her chin worked my swollen clit and I gasped.

She pulled off each of my boots and unbuttoned my 501s. I wasn't wearing anything underneath, and when I stepped out of my 501s I was naked. Jamie still had her Jacket and boots on.

She stood up against me, her leathers rough and unforgiving against my naked body. Her hands drew dual paths up my sides as she caressed me, and then she slammed her knee between my legs and I gasped as she ground her leather clad thigh against my pussy. She kissed me, hard, as she worked the rough material against my bare flesh. I could feel it getting slicker as my juices bubbled out onto her leather. Her hands worked my nipples and I felt myself breathing hard.

"I should shower."

"No," she said.

"I should clean that cut on your eye."

"No."

"You've got blood on your face."

"Yeah, I do," said Jamie. Her hands dropped and curved around me; she took hold of my ass and lifted me off the ground. I felt light-headed as she carried me over to the motel bed and set me down gingerly on it, face-up so I could watch her undress in the light from the corridor outside. And watch her I did, fascinated by the way The Providence Pounder's body moved as she doffed her Jacket, tank top, boots, leather pants, and underwear. Her body took my breath away.

She climbed onto the bed and held me for a long time, gripping my naked body tight to hers as our breathing synchronized like some kind of Provincetown Yoga. Then she kissed me, our tongues mingling, and kissed her way down my body.

My back arched when I felt her mouth on my cunt; I was so hot for her, I thought I was going to come right away. Instead, I let her tease me, felt the throb and pressure of her tongue on my clit as I ran my fingers through her hair, making my hands greasy with hair tonic and blood. She didn't even miss a beat when I accidentally touched the cut on her eye.

Then I came, thrashing under her as I felt droplets scattering over my upper body. The cut on my face had come open again, and the white starched sheets were dark with my blood.

#

"Joseph Martinez," said Jamie, staring up at the ceiling. "You know the name?"

"I've heard it," I said. "Mostly on the news. He put you up to it?"

"He's my brother," said Jamie. "Half-brother, really. I tried to disown him, even changed my name, but....when your family's like mine, it doesn't work that way. He helped me out once. I owed him one. I told him I wouldn't do it this way, I wouldn't take a dive. But he knows things about me...."

"They wouldn't throw you out of the league for being a dyke," I said. "Not anymore."

"That ain't the half of it. Joey paid Kiki Marino to hit the canvas on one of my first fights. That's how I got my first shot at the local title. He threatened to tip off the Board if I didn't go with him on this one."

I felt my heart breaking. I been at that fight, I'd thrilled at Jamie's unbelievable moves; I'd felt the rush of adrenaline as I realized that this kid from Providence had beat the champ. That made me think maybe I could do it. Now I knew it was all bullshit. "You knew Kiki was going to dive?"

Jamie shook her head. "Nope. But you think the cops are going to believe that?"

"He'd be screwing himself," I said.

"He'd figure out a way. Besides, if I don't do what he wants, he has other ways to fuck me up."

"What are you going to do?"

"You better get out of here, Max."

"I'm staying."

"Things are going to get ugly."

"I don't give a shit. You're my fucking idol, Arturo. Martinez. Whoever the fuck you are. I owe you something."

"You don't owe me prison."

"You saying that's what's going to happen?"

I saw the blue lights outside, heard the sound of wheels screeching into the motel parking lot.

I looked at Jamie.

"You tell me," she said, and "I'm sorry," as I heard the pounding on the door.

#

It's the day of my final release, the day after the trial, three days after Mom died in Buffalo. I got the news from a distant cousin, who told me I shouldn't come to the funeral. I always was an only child.

If there's appeals the cops will need me back, but for now I'm free. Except for the $50,000 bounty the cops told me Joey Martinez put on me.

They offered me witness protection. I turned them down. I don't trust those pigs any more than I should have trusted Jamie.

She's waiting for me outside the county jail, leaning up against her Triumph with her leather Jacket half-open, a white T-shirt underneath. She's wearing cat-eyes and she looks like she just ate the canary.

"I should fucking punch your lights out," I tell her.

"But you won't."

"What the hell are you here for?"

She cocks her head toward a second helmet, hanging off the Triumph's rack.

"I'm here to pick you up. Way I understand it, if both of us don't get out of town pretty quick, we ain't worth much."

"We ain't worth much to begin with. Way I understand it, Arturo, doesn't matter if we get out of town. They'll find us."

"Is that why you testified? You've got a death wish?"

"No."

"Why, then?"

I took a deep breath, looked at Jamie. "I testified because when I was 19 I watched Kiki Marino take a dive and didn't even know it. Then a few years later I watched you a dive, and that's why I fucking testified. How about you? Why'd you tip off the cops?"

Jamie chuckled.

"Because my brother's an asshole, and I hated your guts. Little did I know you weren't that much of a bitch after all."

"They'll find us," I said.

She nodded. "Maybe. But I got one question for you, Flanagan."

I just looked at her.

"Does a champ die on her feet, or her knees?"

She held out the extra helmet. I reach out and took it.

"You know the answer," Jamie said. "You always were a ballsy bitch."

"Same here," I told her. She kissed me, once, hard, before she let me put on the helmet on. I felt my head spinning like it did when she clocked me.

#

I climb on the back of the Triumph. Everything's rough and smooth all around, hot and cold at the same time. My nipples are hard against my leather jacket. I smell the oil as she starts up the Triumph. Her body is tight and hard against my front as I wrap my legs around her and put my arms under her tits.

She guns it. We're back-heavy. She pops a wheelie. It scares the living shit out of me, but Jamie just laughs and whoops, a joyous redneck sound from deep inside her helmet. My heart races. My blood pressure soars. I'm throbbing in my jeans, pushing up firm and wet from behind. I hold tight to Jamie: against her hard body, against her pulsating Triumph. 

We hit the Lincoln Tunnel doing 60, and we never look back.
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Seal Team Bravo by Teri Siracha

Insertion was accomplished at 0500. Witgenstein, elected leader by her comrades, led the crawl under cover of the half-darkness as dawn cracked an egg across the sky above the stinking morass of the Florida swamp. The Mud Bath, everyone called the swamp in question -- and as for the sergeant, everybody called her Witty.

Monica Witgenstein had a black belt in Judo; she could also field-strip an M-16 faster than anyone in the Western Hemisphere and shoot the fruit out of Carmen Miranda's hat at 1500 yards. Witty was a 29 years old, a Master Sergeant in the U.S. Marines. Eve Singer was a 30-year-old Navy lieutenant and had a hopeless crush on the her.

It was beautiful, the way Witty moved in the darkness, swathed in the stink of the swamp, testing each step ahead of her for enemy booby-traps, all focus and fire as she looked around her, waving her compatriots behind her. There was Eve Singer, second in command and former Olympian, Missy Tompkins, demolitions, Antonia Bresler, satellite uplink expert, Liz Garcia, who could climb a pane of glass for 1,000 yards straight up, and Jane Palovitch, one hell of a pool shark, who took endless shit getting called "Hell of a bitch" even though she was the most easy-going among them (as long as she wasn't playing pool).

They were SEAL Team Bravo of the first all-female Navy SEAL class: The Pentagon's solution to rising public pressure when the fruit salad realized that the frat boys they'd signed up to protect the sanctity of this country's borders and interests didn't want to share their toys with the icky girls. Singer, Witgenstein and the others had been picked from among thousands at the tops of their respective callings.

SEAL Team Commander Witgenstein paused in a crouch at the edge of the fetid river. There in the middle of the sluggish green water was a rusted-out old Caddy, a bright yellow beach ball duct-taped to its roof. The Caddy was about 1,500 yards downriver, but it was inaccessible from the shore because of the way the swamp grass petered out close to the place where the SEALs were hiding. Walking out of this grass would be asking to get spotted and taken out by a sniper.

Retrieval of the beach ball (ostensibly a nuclear warhead from a crashed B-2) would have to be achieved by waterborne personnel, and while they were all expert swimmers, there was only one former Olympic contender among them. Singer.

Witty chewed on a smokeless, cherryless commando cheroot, the kind you ordered from a catalog for psycho survivalists who didn't want the ATF helicopters to spot them hiding in the hills with their stockpiles of AK-47s and kilos of Mother Nature. Witty took the cheroot out of her mouth, spat on ground, pressed the throat-mike against her jugular. Singer eyed the way she held that mike against the flesh of her throat. Damn, that throat was kissable.

"Target has been spotted," muttered Witgenstein. "Stay alert for enemy snipers. We're retrieving that target by covert river assault. Singer, it's your show now."

"Aye, Commander," said Singer, blood pumping as she slipped off her pack, unslung her air-rifle. Taking the extra dagger from her belt and putting it between her teeth, Singer crawled forward, belly against the ground.

Singer slithered into the water like a sea-snake, disappeared under the murky, slime-covered surface even as the dawn sunlight lit it up. Witty chewed on her cigar, watching the trail of little ripples as Singer broke the surface every 100 feet.

"Almost there...." Witty muttered, her pulse pounding.

Finally, Singer broke the surface close to the edge of the little island, just at the place where half the Caddy stuck into the water. Waterproof binocs held against her eyes, she scanned the area for enemy personnel -- snipers, patrol boats -- and, finding none, crawled onto the trunk of the Cadillac.

"Come on....come on, Singer..." growled Witty, low in her throat, watching through binoculars as Witty crawled from the trunk of the Cadillac onto the roof. Witty took the dagger out from between her teeth and held it ready to sever the single strand of duct tape.

"Jesus....Jesus!" snarled Witgenstein, grabbing her throat mike. "Singer, you've got--" But by then it was too late. The trunk of the Caddy had floated up soundlessly, and the enemy -- in the form of Master Chief Lazarus, that smug son of a bitch -- had Singer's hair gripped in his hand, her head pulled back, a razor-sharp commando dagger at her throat before Singer could say "Shit!"

Lazarus was so close to Singer that the rumble of his voice came through Singer's throat mike -- almost unintelligible, but there nonetheless, a smug fuck-you to all of them.

Sounded like "Afternoon, Lieutenant."

It was an impossible shot, the effective range of these air rifles 1200 yards, maximum. But Witty wasn't thinking about that -- she wasn't thinking at all. She was nothing but well-oiled training and razor-sharp precision as she raised the paint-gun to her shoulder and sighted the Master Chief's head.

#

"You should have stayed in Washington," growled Lazarus, his breath hot on Singer's neck. "Making coffee for generals who haven't seen combat and never will. Not trying to play army with the big boys."

"Yes, Master Chief," said Singer calmly, her body twisted at an impossible angle as Lazarus held her. She eyed the switchblade in her boot, wondering if there was some way she could get her hand down to take it out before Lazarus cut her throat.

"You looking for this?" asked Lazarus, casually reaching down with one of his long arms and plucking the switchblade from Singer's boot.

Then there was the explosion, the splash, red covering Singer as she grabbed Lazarus's wrist and twisted, yanked, brought her hand down on his elbow, listened to him scream as she plucked the little switchblade out of his hand, said quickly "Yes, Master Chief, actually I was looking for that, thanks," and then kicked him in the balls as hard as she could, businesslike and no-nonsense, taking only small satisfaction from the obscene choking sound he made as he disappeared into the filthy water.

Then the paint pellets were exploding all around her, thirty of them hitting the Caddy at once, plunking into the water, as Singer quickly slit the duct tape holding the beach ball to the roof of the Caddy. She grabbed the ball and dove into the river, ignoring the Master Chief's gurgling sounds as he sought desperately for a handhold on the Caddy. Singer crushed the bubbling beach ball to her chest as she swam underwater, hearing the muffled chirps of the paint pellets leaving red and green and yellow trails through the frothing water as she headed for rendezvous with SEAL Team Bravo.

#

Fifteen hundred yards away, Witty put another pellet in the Master Chief's forehead -- impressing even herself -- when he tried to crawl out of the water. She chewed on her cigar and chuckled to herself.

"That's my girl," said Witty as Singer rose from the swamp, slime-covered and dusted with red that might have been the Master Chief's blood -- in a perfect world, that is.

#

It happened later, much later, after Witty and Singer had spent their hour in the Admiral's office being fitted for their new assholes. The Admiral wanted to talk to Witty alone for a minute or two, but then he ordered Singer in to his office so the two women could sit side by side while he waved that cigar at them threateningly and yelled about the way they "went overboard, the worst thing you can do in the Navy!"

Hey, how many times could the pompous bastard expect Singer to apologize for kicking Master Chief Lazarus harder than was necessary for training purposes, or Witty to say she was sorry she had blown him away a second time while he was trying to climb out of the water? "Truth be told, Sir, I didn't really expect to hit him a second time...I just figured I'd squeeze off a shot, you know, scare him a little, but I mean, I surprised even myself."

Which was the right thing to say under the circumstances. Singer and Witgenstein had placed government property -- that is to say, the Master Chief -- under risk greater than was necessary to complete the training exercise, and the Admiral was having none of it.

 , thought Singer, ! Of course, when it was the Master Chief it was, um, a different story....

But both Singer and Witty felt somewhat vindicated when the Admiral stood there for a long time staring at them, puffing on his cigar and shaking his head. They saw the corners of his mouth twist upward in a grotesque display, and finally he couldn't suppress the laugh any longer.

"You two killing machines are dismissed," he growled through his laughter. "Try not to whack anyone before reveille, is that understood?"

"Yes, sir!" they both barked.

"Your team's already scrubbed down -- they're headed for chow. You bad-asses can eat, too." The Admiral's nostrils flared distastefully. "But for God's sake, shower first, will you? You smell like the Mud Bath."

"Yes, sir! Thank you, sir!" they said in unison, and hauled their slime-covered asses out of the Admiral's office, leaving trails of rancid swamp-water behind them.

#

After it happened, Singer couldn't say for sure why she did it. She'd been thinking about it since the first day of SEAL training, but they could get washed out in a second for what they did.

But after seeing Witty -- Monica -- that morning, moving like a well-oiled machine, leading the tightest-operating SEAL Team that ever graced the swamps of Florida's Camp Washington, nothing could stop the flood of love and respect she felt for her SEAL Team Commander.

Then again, maybe it was just the sight of Witty, covered in slime, stripping off her fatigues, her ropy muscles flexing under that smooth white skin.

Singer had watched Witty undress dozens of times, of course, but she'd never really her. She couldn't have gotten away with really  her -- someone might notice, and then there'd be hell to pay.

But this time, with all the rest of the team away, getting chow, there was nothing to stop the way Singer's eyes roved over Witty's tight, taut-muscled body as she stripped down to her mud-soaked skivvies and stood there in the bunkroom, staring back at Singer.

"What the hell do you think you're staring at, Lieutenant?" growled Witty, and Singer would have looked away and mumbled an excuse if it wasn't for the cocky way Witty stood there with one filthy, naked foot up on Singer's bunk, close to her pillow, her toned thigh so close to Singer's face, so close she could smell the sharp musk even over the rank swamp-smell. Singer was sitting on her bunk, naked except for her sports-bra and underpants, her bare thighs smeared with drying mud. Witty didn't need a sports bra -- she just wore the tank top, which, before Singer could answer her, Witty grabbed and wriggled out of, pulling it over her head and revealing the firm apples of her pert little tits with their hard mauve grape-sized nipples.

Singer would probably have looked away and mumbled an excuse even , if Witty hadn't taken that filthy tank top, filthy and sharp with swamp-mud and the smell of Witty's sweat -- and draped it over Singer's head, pulling the fabric down into her face.

Was it the cheekiness of the gesture, or the way Witty's scent worked its magic in her body, pumping the hot desire from Singer's core and making her pussy go hot and molten? Singer knew she was getting wet fast as she took a deep breath, inhaling the sharpness of Monica Witgenstein's scent.

That's when Singer knew she was going to make a pass at her SEAL Team Commander come hell or high water. Nothing could stop the torrent of hunger that was building up inside of her -- hunger for this soldier who was doing everything but ordering her to use that mouth of hers the way it was  to be used.

Something held Singer back, though, some sense of duty and honor, some knowledge that what they were about to do was, in technical military terms, a shit magnet. But it all became academic in the instant she felt Witty's bending over her, felt the sergeant's hot, violently-hungry mouth against hers, felt Witty's tongue pressing through the thin white membrane of the discarded tank top. In order to do that, Witty had to bend pretty far over -- Witty was four inches taller than Singer -- so she put one combat-booted foot up on Singer's bunk, the bare flesh of Witty's thigh rubbing against the side of Singer's body, even brushing her left tit through the soaked cotton of her bra. Singer didn't know why her hands so easily found their purchase around the slender meat of Witty's upper body, her moist palms rubbing those small, dark nipples and finding them firm with arousal (or was it the cold?). They just sort of  as she fell into Witty's demanding kiss, into the rush of need she felt welling up inside her. But it felt deliciously right, to be touching Witty's breasts like that, to feel them small and tight and hard in her hand. Such an intimate gesture between comrades -- so natural.

Singer could taste the salt and smell the tang of Witty's body, so unfamiliar and tantalizing; she could even taste the rank slime of the Florida swamps, so familiar and unappetizing. Witty pulled down the tank top and pressed her body against Singer's, their tongues thrusting against each other until the moment Witty bit Singer's lower lip -- not enough to break the skin, but enough to make the battle-hardened lieutenant gasp with sudden pain. Then Witty pulled back, running one hand up her sweat-and-slime-streaked body till it cupped one tiny breast, pinching as her other hand gripped Singer's hair.

Singer could feel the tightness of Witty's muscles, knew a wrestling match between the two of them would be a dangerous battle indeed. But wrestling wasn't what either of them had in mind.

Witty jerked her head toward the showers. "My guess is that we got about fifteen minutes of semi-privacy before those ladies get done with their chow. I'll be in the showers. Heating up."

Then Witty turned on her heel and marched to the showers, her walk the oiled battle-cant of the professional soldier -- the grace with which she deftly hooked her panties with her thumbs and hopped out of them without breaking her stride only a momentary waver in the pure militarism of those precise movements. As Witty disappeared, naked, through the door to the white-tiled latrine, Singer noticed for what felt like the thousandth time what a goddamn fine ass that soldier had -- with a pulse of anticipation and a throb of hunger going through her body as she thought to herself that this time was different: This time she was going to  some of that ass.

Singer stood, noting the wet ass-print she left on her bunk -- , she thought, and smoothed it. She marveled yet again at how foul and filthy she felt. She didn't think a shower with Sgt. Monica Witgenstein was going to help one goddamn bit, but at the moment that didn't seem like a problem.

Singer stripped out of her skivvies in nothing flat.

#

When Singer entered the showers, Witty had all eight nozzles blasting the white tiles at top volume. Singer weaved in and out of the scalding-hot sprays as she approached Witty, looking like a fucking Grecian goddess in all that steam. She was lathered up, her short hair foamed with white and her back dribbling suds. Witty turned as Singer approached. Her front was soaped, the outline of her body shrouded as if by a faint white exoskeleton. Clouds of steam boiled and rolled with her every movement.

"What's with all the water?" asked Singer.

Witty fixed her with a pointed glance, harder than any the Master Chief had ever given either of them. "We're gonna need all the noise we can get, recruit, to cover the noises you're going to make."

Singer stepped into the spray, moved closer and stared into Witty's hard eyes, saw the upward curve of her lips as their naked bodies pressed together, sliding easily against each other.

"Monica--" Singer began, but Witty stopped her with a single straight finger across her lips.

"Call me 'Sergeant,'" said Witgenstein. "It's more military that way."

And with that, the single straight finger became a hand, prying Singer's lips apart, and their lips met, hungry, devouring as Witty slammed Singer against the white tiles. With a surge of energy, Witty brought her knee up between Singer's legs, and Singer felt a shudder go through her body as the hard ridge of Witty's kneecap pressed into her swollen clit. A moan escaped Singer's lips when Witty pulled back for an instant, and Witty chuckled. "I can't hear you," she singsonged softly, and kissed Singer hard again, working her knee around in a grinding circle, up and down, until each steady thrust of it was almost lifting Singer off of her feet. The hot water scalded Singer's skin, making it sting -- but the pain of the hot water was going away as the pleasure of Witty's thrusts brought her closer. Now the water just felt good, damn good -- as hot as hot could be without hurting you, without  hurting you, and Singer was groaning as Witty kissed her one last time and then growled "hang on" and disappeared -- down on her knees, coaxing Singer's thighs apart and pushing her back to lean harder on the white-tiled wall, as Witty's mouth molded to the contour of Singer's pussy. That tongue was pushing its way in -- this time not demanding, but asking to be let in, gentle but firm, and with a shudder Singer admitted it, her swelling pussy-lips parting for Witty's mouth as the sergeant drank from Singer's gushing pussy, gulping the water that ran in beads and rivulets down Singer's belly and into her shaved crotch, letting it mingle with the ripe taste of Singer's juice, flowing faster and hotter than all eight nozzles combined. Then Witty was on her clit, suckling and licking, nursing like a baby seeking the only nourishment she had ever known, and Singer was shuddering, almost screaming at the intuitive dance of Witty's tongue-tip on her clit. But there was only a minute of that blind, raw bliss -- Singer gasping and hovering on the edge of her climax -- before Singer felt a finger sliding into her, nail clipped close with military precision, finger curving up to tease Singer's throbbing G-spot as it stroked its way into her pussy.

"You like that?" groaned Witty hungrily, her tongue only leaving Singer's clit for an instant, not even pausing to hear the answer before her mouth molded again to Singer's cunt, tongue working the lieutenant’s clit.

The answer from Singer was a rapturous "Oh, yeah, oh fuck yeah" as Witty's middle finger stroked its way in and out of her pussy, and Witty let a second finger join it, bringing another moaning, squirming assent from Singer as Witty gave her the come-hither motion to beat all -- and Witty could hardly say no, how could she? This was the orgasm she'd been wanting for weeks, ever since she first saw Witty standing rigid at attention on the first day of SEAL training -- this orgasm, twisting, writhing and moaning on Witty's mouth, on her fingers, feeling Witty inside her, feeling Witty's tongue on her clit. And so she answered Witty's gesture and she came hither, hard, harder than she'd ever come before, her thigh muscles spasming, her knees threatening to give out as she shuddered and moaned, her pussy contracting tight around Witty's thrusting fingers. And as she finished her hot, hard come, her body still tingling with the power and her brain feeling like the top of her head had just come off, Singer saw her whole fucking career flashing before her eyes, her "operational experience" gone down the shitter because of how bad she wanted to get her pussy eaten by this sergeant from Oklahoma, and , like it or not she didn't give a shit, she didn't care one goddamn bit, because tomorrow morning she was going to fall out at reveille and go do her fucking job, and if that wasn't good enough for the U.S. Navy, then fuck 'em -- at least she'd come hard on Monica Witgenstein's hungry tongue, and that would do nicely, thanks.

Then Witty was up, pressing naked against Singer, steadying her against the white wall as she kissed her, one more time, then twice, then a third time, their tongues mingling as the U.S. Navy orchestra began to play outside -- that is, as they heard the sounds of women complaining ("They gonna make us do it again? All 'cause of that fuckin' hot shot...."), their voices carrying easily as they straggled past the fogged-over window, just inches from the place their SEAL team commander was having the cunt-juices licked from her face by an eager, bright-eyed lieutenant Singer.

"Tit for tat, Sergeant," said Singer as their bodies separated and she gracefully grabbed a white cake and began to soap herself. "You saved my ass today. I'll save your ass tomorrow."

Witty was whirling around the shower room killing six nozzles -- all except an adjacent pair. She took the soap out of Singer's hand and began to lather herself.

"You'll have the chance, lieutenant," said Witty. "We're back in the Mud Bath tomorrow morning."

For an instant, Singer just stared.

"You shitting me?" she growled.

Witty shook her head. "Orders of the colonel. Reveille at 0300."

Outside, the bunkroom was filling with the rest of their class. Singer took a long, deep breath of hot steam as she imagined hauling her ass out of bed at that obscene hour. Then she thought about doing it next to Monica Witgenstein, imagined the sight of Witty in action, imagined doing tomorrow what they'd done today: Functioning as a team, the best team in the service for another of the most grueling days anyone on Earth had ever experienced. And she thought about the few minutes she and Witty might be able to steal from the Navy at the end of that day -- when, tired and miserable, Singer could prove to this cocky marine that she could do as good as she'd just been done. That’s what made reveille at 0300 sound like the invitation to a friggin' party.

Singer grinned and shrugged. "Oh-three? They're letting us sleep in, eh, Commander?"

And when Witty scowled and flipped her off, Singer grumbled, "Don't tempt me, Sarge, not with the ladies at home."

Witty smirked and turned off the water.
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