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		Prologue

		

		Young Heloise is left a lot of money when her wealthy uncle dies. However, her uncle's secretary, Rowan Morrison, a 36 year old MBA has been named as her guardian until she marries or reaches thirty years of age, at which time she will officially take possession of her inheritance.

		Heloise has been raised in the lap of luxury and was already a millionaire several time over since her parents died. But all her wealth never gained her any social skills. She was and is a spoiled brat and to know Heloise is to hate her.

		Ms. Morrison, a native of Scotland, is a 5'10" beauty. She has a slim and very trim looking figure at 34C-28-36, with piercing blue eyes and an elfin nose. The Scottish lass hides the fact that she feels she was 'robbed' of the uncle's millions since she had been his mistress for four years.

		Because of her anger over the inheritance, Heloise's 'guardian' enlists confederates to constantly come up with schemes to get rid of Heloise so that she can get her hands on the money herself.

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Heloise McAllister is beautiful. Standing at 5' 8" and measuring 40D-24-36, with flaming-red-hair and dazzling green eyes, there was no doubting her outer charms. The trouble was on the inside. To put it bluntly, Heloise is a spoiled rich girl, she was mean. She was arrogant, rude, xenophobic and racist, and just downright nasty when it came to getting what she wanted. And what she seemed to want most of all was other women's men. Not that she couldn't have easily gotten one (or a dozen) of her own, but where was the fun in that? No, her favorite pastime was going to the local meat-market, a dive called "The Hell Hole" by those who frequented it, even though, officially, it had another name over the door, and picking out a stud and then batting her eyes and shaking her tits until the poor sap forgot all about the woman he was with and left with Heloise.

		Naturally, she only used him for that single night--But, oh, what a night!--since she wasn't really interested in him per se, and then laughed at the thought of him trying to get back with his girlfriend or wife or whoever he'd been with at the Hole. If he was unfortunate enough to ever see Heloise again, she ignored him completely, unless he was with a new woman, of course. Then she would walk up and give him a big kiss and remind him of the amazing night of passion they'd shared and rub her chest against the dumb prick, not to mention rubbing his dumb prick itself, until he ditched another girl, and another relationship, for a night of hot, wild, monkey love with the red-headed bimbo.

		The women who frequented the Hell Hole got sick and tired of Heloise's antics, but none of them dared to challenge the big red-head, being as how they were either too scared or too pretty to risk a confrontation with the intimidating whore. Heloise had a reputation for not only stealing men, but for kicking ass, too. The fact that she was rich and soon to become richer allowed her to pursue her 'hobby as a "catfighter" for a well-known company. No one had ever seen her fight anywhere but on the videos the company produced, and that was not lost on the local trawlers, nor on the Hole's waitressing staff, who always got stiffed out of a tip when Heloise lured a man away from his date.

		So, the two groups pooled their money and hired a "ringer" to come in and deal with the red-head slut: A gorgeous black woman named "Honey" King. Honey worked for a bar in another town that featured wrestling and foxy boxing and she was the champion of that establishment in both "sports." Standing at 5' 10" and measuring 40D-28-40, with short hair that had red highlights and piercing hazel eyes, she was an even more alluring and impressive figure than Heloise. But Honey didn't steal other women's men. She didn't need to, having been happily married to her high school sweetheart, Jack, for over five years. So when a stranger came into the Hole and approached her one night and told her about the homewrecking redheaded whore who was making their lives miserable, and flashed a wad of greenbacks at her, Honey readily accepted their offer to teach the slut a lesson she wouldn't soon forget.

		A few nights later Heloise was cruising the Hole to see if there was any new meat when she spied a delicious looking black man she'd never seen before. And, better still, he was with a gorgeous woman. She was dressed to kill in her usual attire of a black sports bra, white blouse, left daringly open, and hip-hugging spandex shorts that showed her perfect ass off to perfection. A pair of high-heeled boots and a black bandana around her throat completed her outfit. Smiling smugly, she sauntered over and sat at a nearby table and started her seduction routine while the girls behind the bar giggled quietly. When she had the black hunk's attention, which didn't take long, she said in a husky whisper, "Hey, stud, I haven't seen you around here before. What say you and me get out of here and go back to my place?"

		"Excuse me?" Jack said. "Can't you see I'm with someone?"

		"So? Why settle for rump roast when you can have US Grade A Prime sirloin, hun," Heloise said, shaking her tits and batting her eyes.

		Jack got up from the table and the red-head whore licked her lips at the sight of his well-built 6' 2" frame. His head was shaved bald and his eyes were a deep, rich shade of brown. His skin was like fine, imported chocolate and the muscles beneath it rippled as he stood up and nodded. "You're right, sweet thing. Let's get out of here, babe," he said. Heloise smiled in expectation of mind-blowing sex with the handsome man, until he reached down and took the hand of the woman he was with. "I've had enough of the local sights for one night," he added.

		"Huh? You're rejecting me?" Heloise stammered, stepping close and pressing her tits into him.

		"Back off, red, or I'll hand you your pearly whites on a platter," Honey snarled, standing up and pressing a finger into the buxom bimbo's breast.

		"Stay out of this, bitch, or you'll be the one who'll be eating through a straw," the red-head replied, focusing her attention on Jack as she batted the woman's hand away.

		"Okay, I gave you every possible chance to walk away, but you're as worthless and cheap a piece of gutter-slutting trash as they told me you were," Honey said, stepping into a solid blow to the bimbo's belly that left Heloise gasping for breath.

		The black woman reached out and grabbed the bandanna around the slut's neck with her right hand and twisted it until she began to choke. "I thought you were a big, bad cat-fighter, sweetie. Can't you take a little punch?"

		Heloise coughed and took her first real good look at the woman whose man she'd tried to steal and realized that she was not only beautiful, but big and hard-bodied besides. She was wearing a tight-fitting half T-shirt and a pair of black bicycle shorts with a red- stripe down the sides. Even in her white sneakers, she was taller than Heloise in high-heels.

		The red-head swung her right arm up and tried to hit Honey in the face, but the taller woman just laughed and dodged the clumsy attempt while swinging the gagging slut around by the bandanna and knocking her back against a chair. The black woman then drove another hard punch deep into Heloise's exposed gut and the whore would have crumpled to her knees were it not for the black's grip on her bandanna.

		"It's time to teach you a lesson about leaving other people's things alone, baby," Honey said, leveling a shot into Heloise's right tit.

		The red-head bimbo grunted and tried to cover her chest but the black woman raised her right hand, causing Heloise's hands to go to her throat as she was lifted to her tiptoes by her bandanna.

		"That's right, leave those big boobs out in the open so I can play with 'em," Honey growled, landing a powerful blow into the bitch's left tit.

		When Heloise again tried to sag to her knees, Honey yanked her up hard and buried her fist in her heaving tummy all the way up to her wrist.

		"Damn, girl, you need to stand up or I might have to find some way to keep you up while I finish kicking your red-head ass."

		Heloise collapsed forward, resting her head on Honey's shoulders as her hands circled the taller woman's waist in an effort to stay on her feet, and began sobbing, begging her to stop. Honey just laughed and released the bandanna only to wrap her powerful arms around the bitch's upper body and squeeze her in a crushing bear-hug.

		The red-head whore moaned as Honey's rock-hard nipples dug into her own, painfully flattening them, and her legs kicked feebly in the air. The black woman tensed her arms and sent a shock-wave of agony rippling through the bimbo's body, causing her to gurgle out a plea for mercy before her head fell back limply.

		The crowd cheered at the sight of the cruel slut unconscious in the black woman's arms, but Honey wasn't through yet. She carried Heloise over to a coat rack that was hanging from one of the walls and placed her bandanna over one of the hooks and then stepped back and nodded in satisfaction. Heloise's feet were barely touching the ground, so she was in no immediate danger of choking to death, but this way both of the black woman's arms were free to work the slut over.

		Honey slapped her across the face until she opened her green eyes and then began to struggle. When the whore reached up to try to get her bandanna free from the hook, Honey snapped her head back into the wall with a solid right to her chin.

		"Just hang there and enjoy this like the skanky piece of rotten meat you are, red," she said, firing a series of lefts and rights into Heloise's tits.

		The slut moaned and groaned as the merciless black woman's fists buried themselves in her tender chest, too hurt to even try to cover them up when they popped free of the black bra. Honey grinned like a wolf and tore into the newly exposed tits with even more ferocity until they were not only black and blue but looking a little lopsided besides.

		"I think one of your implants got loose, bitch," she laughed, launching a series of uppercuts into the bimbo's jiggling jugs. "Okay, enough of that, now it's time to get serious."

		Honey then began working lefts and rights into Heloise's belly, letting her fists linger a bit so that what muscles the red-head whore had never had a chance to recover. Heloise gasped as the punches landed and drool began running from the corner of her panting mouth. Honey just laughed and lowered her blows so that they struck just below the whimpering red-head slut's waistband, leaving her totally breathless.

		"And now I think we need to deal with the real culprit," Honey said after a couple of dozen hits to that tender area.

		She then brought her right fist up from the floor in a devastating uppercut that landed flush between the bimbo's legs so hard it actually lifted Heloise up off the floor and released her bandanna from the hook.

		The red-head bitch landed unsteadily on her feet and looked at Honey through crossed eyes as her arms dangled uselessly at her sides. "N-n-n-no...m-m-m-m-more," she gasped.

		Honey nodded and said, "You're right about that, slut."

		She then reared back and punched Heloise squarely in the mouth, spinning her completely around before she toppled backwards to land on her ass beneath the coat rack, very, very unconscious.

		The crowd at the Hole burst into wild applause and everyone congratulated Honey and thanked her.

		"You know, any of you ladies could probably have kicked her fat ass," she remarked after getting a long, deep victory kiss from Jack. "Those videos she makes are all show. She doesn't know how to fight any more than I know how to fly a jet. I would have done this for nothing, it was worth it for me just to teach that gutter-skank a lesson. 'Sides, she never even landed a single punch. There is one thing, though..."

		"Ach, jes name it," grinned stranger who financed the massacre, gratefully paying the money to Honey.

		"If you don't mind, Jack and I would like to take little miss bitch home and have some private fun with her cheap ass," Honey said with a big smile.

		The stranger laughed. "She's jest lucky ye dinna have time t'be messin' aboot with the likes o' her b'fore," the stranger replied.

		Another member of the crowd chimed in, "I know if I ever see her slutty face again I'm gonna give her a worse beating than you did." The rest of the Hole's women loudly echoed that sentiment.

		"Oh, then I wouldn't dream of denying you ladies that singular pleasure," Honey giggled as Jack went over and hoisted the unconscious bitch over his shoulder. "We'll be sure to leave enough for the rest of you to have fun with." Then she and Jack left with their "consolation prize" as the crowd once again applauded.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		"Wake up, bitch. Time for round two."

		The sparkling green eyes fluttered open and Heloise McAllister groaned as pain suddenly enveloped most of her body, but especially her 40D's and her crotch. The 5' 8" woman with flaming-red- hair and dazzling green eyes looked around her in confusion. She was in a strange bedroom, seated on the edge of a king-size bed.

		"Ohhh...Wh-where am I?" she asked, trying to focus on the blurry figures standing in front of her. "And why are my hands tied behind my back?" she demanded, pulling at the rope that bound her wrists.

		"Don't you remember me, slut-cake?" Honey King asked sweetly, bending over and affording Heloise a good look at her own 40D's, which, while just as big and round as the red-head bimbo's were at least hers were free of bruises.

		Jack, was 6' 2" with a bald head and eyes that were a deep, rich shade of brown. His skin was like fine, imported chocolate and the muscles beneath it rippled as his wife ran her fingertips across his chest. Honey was wearing a lacy red bra and panties and Jack had a black and white striped pair of briefs that barely contained his bulging package.

		Recognition abruptly dawned in the whore's green eyes and it was followed very quickly by fear. "You! You're the black bitch who beat me up at the bar!" Heloise snarled. "If my hands weren't tied..."

		Honey laughed and leaned against her husband, letting one hand dangle next to his stiff penis and occasionally brushing against the fabric of his straining shorts. "You'd do what, you skanky piece of trash? This isn't one of your silly video catfights. You've hurt a lot of people and now it's time to pay your tab."

		"I never laid a hand on your man," Heloise said defensively, the true predicament she was in finally getting through to what little brains she had when she realized that she was clothed in nothing but her black bra and panties. "Why are you doing this?"

		"Think of me as a 'bill collector'," Honey said with a throaty laugh. She grabbed a handful of Heloise's red tresses and forced her to her feet. The black woman forced the slut backwards until she was pressed up to Jack's unyielding frame and she could feel his manhood against her panties.

		Heloise let her hands brush against his throbbing briefs and was rewarded with both a tingle of delight from Jack and a hard slap by Honey. "Keep your filthy hands off of my man, bitch!" she shouted, snapping Heloise's head around with a slap from the other hand.

		"Ungh...Oomph!!!" Heloise grunted when a third shot to her belly left her gasping for breath.

		When the bimbo started to crumple to her knees, Honey snapped, "Hold her up, baby, while I really give those tits and that tummy a working over." Jack grinned and easily held the red-head bitch up by her shoulders so that his wife would be able to continue her long overdue molestation. "Perfect, baby, just perfect," grinned Honey, attaching her hands to the dazed slut's breasts, which were already an ugly shade of purple from her earlier beating. When the tall black woman started squeezing and twisting them with evil minded intensity, she nearly punched Heloise in the face with her own jugs, the red-head whore cried out more urgently.

		"Oh! Ow! Not my tits! Please, ugh! No more tit squeezing!" Heloise gasped, struggling feebly in Jack's grasp.

		"Anything you say, slut-cake," Honey said with a laugh, moving lower and began a deep, punishing claw hold to Heloise's heaving belly and her solar plexus. Making mush out of her ab muscles.

		"Ohh! Argh! Stop! Please stop!!" the red-head bimbo whimpered, trying to bend over to protect herself, but Jack's grip on her shoulders held her firmly in place.

		"You know, slut-cake, I'm not normally a violent person. Oh, sure, I wrestle and fight for a living, but I like most of the girls I'm up against and it's mostly a show for the pervs--Although, I will admit that every once in a while a match can turn into a real shooter. But I've never seriously hurt anyone before, or even wanted to," Honey said softly, while continuing to pound away with punches that were increasingly powerful and aimed even lower. "That is, until I met you." She dropped to her knees and applied a crushing claw right between the sobbing whore's legs. She continued to work on the bitch's pussy as she went on. "I knew you were bad from the description of the waitresses, but I had no idea how bad until tonight. I gave you every chance to walk away, but you went after Jack like I wasn't there, like I didn't matter, and, slut-cake, that's just not right. People shouldn't treat other people like that." She stood up, breathing a bit heavy herself, and raised the chin of the whore, forcing Heloise to look at her. "But, and this is the part that will just crack you up, I'm kind of grateful to you. See, I realized when I was using your big tits as a punching bag at the bar while I was choking you with your bandana that I really needed to cut loose on someone, that I'd been bottling up all the petty little angers I felt towards friends, co-workers, and even family, and that sooner or later they would have exploded, probably all over some poor idiot who was just in the right place at the wrong time. But now I don't have to worry about that. Knocking the shit out of a skanky piece of gutter-dwelling slut like you has made me feel much better. And this little extra bonus round has helped even more. You get what I'm saying, you big-chested bimbo? Is any of this coming through?"

		Honey grabbed Heloise by the hair and shook her head back and forth but the red-head whore's only response was a weak moan.

		Honey shook her own head and proceeded to slap Heloise's until she opened her eyes and resumed crying.

		"Okay, now that you're back with me, I've got some good news, and I've got some bad news. The good news is that I'm through beating on your wide, white ass, for tonight," she added with a cruel wink. "The bad news is that Jack has the same problem with pent-up anger that I do and he's gonna work out his frustrations on you, too. Of course, that news isn't all bad."

		Heloise whimpered what sounded like a question and Honey said, "He wants your arms free so you can fight back before he knocks your silly, man-stealing cunt inside out and then uses you like the human condom you are until your pussy is so fucking tired of fucking you might very well become a lesbian."

		Jack let go of her shoulders and Heloise sank slowly to her knees and then toppled over onto her face, leaving her ass sticking up in the air. While Jack leaned down and untied her hands, Honey grabbed her by the hair and lifted her face off the carpet. "We'll let you get a little rest before Jack cleans your clock, though. He's looking forward to this and he wants it to last. Pleasant dreams, slut-cake."

		Heloise was only dimly aware of Jack lifting her up and tossing her onto the bed. By the time he and Honey had left the room she was fast asleep, despite the pain in every part of her once-gorgeous body.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		The crimson haired beauty softly moaned and reached out to embrace the pillow, hugging it to her body.

		. "Ohh," Heloise McAllister groaned as the soft pillow rubbed against her big jugs. Then, her eyes snapped open and she looked around her at the strange, but frighteningly familiar, surroundings and realized that it hadn't been a dream. She really had been confronted by a tall black woman who called herself Honey and been beaten badly in front of those low-life scum at the Hell Hole, her favorite trolling grounds.

		As if that hadn't been bad enough, she now recalled as she crept quietly off the enormous bed, the crazy bitch and her husband, Jack, had brought her to their home -where Honey had literally used Heloise's body as a big piece of Play-doh and clawing, twisting and squeezing every inch of her body, the whole time rattling on about justice and pent-up anger and other things the red-head bimbo only dimly remembered and couldn't have cared less about.

		Noting with some alarm that she was wearing only her lacy black bra and panties; she silently opened the closet and quickly found some sweat pants and a T-shirt that she could wear home. She glanced over at the barred window and then listened at the door for a few minutes before deciding that her captors were either asleep or in a different part of the house.

		She opened the door as quietly as she could and almost screamed when she found herself nose to nose with Honey King.

		"Going somewhere, cunt?" she asked, smacking her right fist into her left palm. She was still wearing nothing but a bra and panties, but the black woman's were red. Heloise's heart sank even farther when she saw Jack standing behind his wife and suddenly recalled something about fighting him..

		"No, baby, this time she's all mine, remember?" he grinned. "You ready, bitch?" he asked Heloise.

		The red-head whore's excuse for a mind whirled. Sure, she'd fought both men and women before, but they had all been staged fights for the video company she worked for and every last move and counter-move, even the cheesy dialogue and barbs, had been carefully scripted and rehearsed.

		And, while Heloise won most of her battles, it was only because the directors all loved the way she did a victory dance, shaking her tits and ass exuberantly, after each triumph. And even though she knew this somewhere deep in her brain, she still honestly believed that she was a good fighter and that she had legitimately beat all of her opponents.

		And she had faced men like Jack before and come out on top, literally. The trick was to use her body, not as a weapon, but as a sexual stimulation device and then take it to him when he was off-balance and finish him by riding his face until she exploded all over him.

		She was sure that was how things would end up with Jack. Plus, she told herself that Honey had only beat her shitless in the bar because she'd been taken by surprise and hadn't gotten a chance to fight back. After she'd beaten her man down and made him please her, she'd teach that black bitch a lesson, Heloise thought happily to herself as she nodded her head dumbly.

		Suddenly, the muscular black man had launched himself at her and landed sitting hard on her gut.

		"Ugh!!!" the whore moaned as the breath was driven from her body and she was painfully reminded that she was hardly in great shape after the two beatings Honey had given her.

		She looked up and saw he had his fist raised, ready to deliver a knockout blow to her face and almost sighed in relief that it would soon be over at least.

		So, she was more than a little surprised when Jack simply rolled off her and shook his head. "That would be too easy. Get up and fight back, you useless skank," he snarled, climbing off the bed and motioning her to come at him with his hands.

		Heloise let out a primal roar and, gathering all her strength, literally threw herself at him.

		Unfortunately for the stupid slut, he just laughed and easily caught her, cradling her for a second before dropping down on one knee and quickly flipping her over and slamming her gut across his thigh. "Argh!!" she groaned as he pushed her off his leg and she hit the carpet and rolled into a fetal position, hugging her knees and softly whimpering.

		"On your feet, bitch," Jack laughed, grabbing her by the hair and forcing her to stand up.

		He then sent her sailing to land on her back on the bed.

		"Ooh, that was a nice one, baby," purred Honey from the doorway. "Now really give it to her, punish this dumb whore good."

		As she watched Jack slowly crawl across the bed and up the prone red-head's writhing form until he was once more seated on her tummy, she casually dropped one hand inside her panties and began fingering herself.

		Heloise grunted as Jack bounced almost playfully on her stomach and raised her head to look at him. His left hand flashed out and slapped her solidly on the forehead, right between her green eyes. Her head snapped back to the mattress and her eyes were now crossed as her tongue slipped from her slack mouth.

		"That's right, cum-bag, just lay back and enjoy this," he said, gripping into her melons, flattening the luscious orbs painfully against her ribcage and causing her body to jerk spasmodically with each painful twist and squeeze.

		"Oh, yeah, honey! Work those tits!" Honey encouraged, her fingers working more furiously as her other hand began to fondle her breasts. "Flatten those suckers good!"

		"Anything for you, darling," he grinned, scooting up a bit and really powering his grip onto the black and blue tit-flesh, trapping the swollen nipple between his fingers and twisting his wrists. He was rewarded by the red-head slut crying out as the pain suddenly brought her back to the land of the living.

		"Oh, my god!!! What the fuck are you doing to my tits, you black mother-fucker?" Heloise screamed. "Oh! Ow! Owww! Aaahhh!!!"

		Jack snapped a claw into her, just below the heaving belly, and she suddenly stopped her caterwauling as she was deprived of oxygen. He looked over at his wife and smiled. "I hate to interrupt you, but would you mind coming over and shutting this bitch up so I can enjoy myself?" he asked, casually gripping into Heloise's solar plexus when she took a deep breath and started to scream again.

		"My pleasure, honey," Honey replied, climbing onto the bed and then atop the brutalized bimbo's face, lowering her pantie covered ass directly over the whore's mouth as she tried to suck air into her burning lungs.

		She then casually slipped her hand back down her panties and continued fingering herself while her other hand found the slut's nipples and gave them good hard tweaking. She smiled as each titty-twister caused the beaten red-head beneath her to send a blast of hot air up between her legs and leaned forward and kissed Jack as he leaned forward himself to slide his briefs down, letting his magnificent cock finally spring free.

		"She doesn't really deserve that," Honey said petulantly, raising her ass up just long enough to slide her own panties off and gazing with undisguised lust at her husband's throbbing manhood.

		"Don't worry, babe, she won't enjoy it," he said with a savage grin.

		He lifted Heloise's groin up until he could slide forward and insert his dick into her asshole and Honey giggled when the red-head bitch let out a muffled scream as her anus was painfully violated.

		He worked himself back and forth, occasionally punching the whore in the tummy when the mood struck him, until he started to growl and then he suddenly arched his back and grabbed the comforter tightly with both hands.

		Meanwhile, Honey had also worked herself into a frenzy and she, too, was nearing climax as her hand ceased pulling on the red-head skank's tits and she instead reached back with both hands and grabbed two handfuls of Heloise's sweaty, scarlet-colored hair and forced the bimbo's face even deeper up her ass as she continued to grind her pussy on the sobbing bitch's face.

		Both husband and wife blew their loads at the same time. Honey's climax covered Heloise's face with her love juices while Jack's release was so powerful and so full that his dick was actually forced out of Heloise's asshole. When they could move again, the pair looked down and saw that Heloise was once again unconscious and both of them chuckled at the sight of her face covered in jizz and looking like a clown had pissed on her from the way her mascara and make-up had run across her features.

		"Oh, baby, that was awesome!" Jack said breathlessly, climbing across Heloise to embrace his wife.

		"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself, and that slut here obviously didn't," Honey said, giving him a deep kiss as they got off the bed.

		"I've always wanted to do a woman up the ass," he confessed as they dragged Heloise off the bed.

		"Yeah, I know. But you ever try to give it to me up the ass and I will rip your dick off and rape you with it, you understand me?" she asked, not sounding quite so playful.

		Jack nodded emphatically and his wife said, "Good," and then dragged Heloise out into the hall by her hair before Jack picked her up and carried her to the front door.

		He set her down so that she was sitting with her back against the door and then went back and grabbed her clothes and purse. He came back just in time to see Honey spitting between the slut's open legs and grimaced.

		"One for the road," Honey said with a cruel chuckle before opening the door and tossing Heloise's things out into the yard.

		She then grabbed the whore's ankles and dragged her outside, making no effort to cushion the red-head's empty head as it thumped down the stairs and along the stone walkway. She left Heloise propped up against her mailbox, next to her garbage cans, and hoped the trash collectors would enjoy the present she'd left them.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		The big boobed girl softly moaned and reached out for something to cover her body.

		"Brrr." Heloise McAllister shuddered at the coldness and her green eyes fluttered open to see if she'd left her window open.

		Then all the memories of the previous night came flooding back in a rush and she grimaced as she recalled the painful beatings she'd suffered at the hands of the King's. And all because Heloise had made a play for Mr. King.

		Well, and for countless other men, too, but that was beside the point. The point, Heloise reasoned, was that she was sitting next to the curb in nothing but her bra and panties. She was just about to get up and retrieve her purse and clothes from where they lay behind her in the yard when she heard the unmistakable sound of a garbage truck approaching.

		The red-head slut smiled as she climbed unsteadily to her feet, figuring that she could sweet talk her way into a ride back to the Hell Hole and her car. She could always count on her physical beauty to get just about any man to do just about anything she asked.

		She grabbed her things and then let out a horrified little gasp when she checked her face in the mirror of her compact and saw that it looked like a drunken, blind clown had applied her make-up. She also noticed with growing disgust that blush, mascara, and eyeliner weren't the only things on her face.

		Stifling her growing nausea as the events of last night came more clearly into focus, she found a faucet and forced herself to endure the freezing cold water, using it to clean herself up as best she could. She then did her best to re-apply her make-up and then slipped into her clothes, which weren't in bad shape, all things considered.

		By the time the garbage truck pulled to a stop at the King's curb she was looking as good as could be expected and felt confident that anyone lowly enough to collect refuse for a living would be easy enough to seduce a ride out of.

		"Holy Shit!" exclaimed an angry, and very female voice. "The strange lady with the accent was right on. You are the red-head puta who stole my Diego!"

		"Do I know you?" Heloise asked, looking for the author of the voice, but the only thing she saw was the garbage truck. "And I don't remember anyone named Diego."

		"No, of course not. Why should you, gringa? You used him and then tossed him aside. He tried to apologize and come back to me, but I am a proud woman, zorra, and I would not take him back after he had soiled himself on you."

		Confused, which was not an unusual state for the red-head bimbo by any means, Heloise looked around for the person who was talking to her, but the only person she saw was the garbage collector who rode on the side of the truck. Then, looking closer, her green eyes widened in surprise as she realized that it was a woman.

		"That's right, whore, I am over here. What? Did you not think a woman could do this job?" the woman asked derisively.

		She was short, 5' 4" give or take an inch, with bronze skin and angry dark eyes. She was attractive enough, but it was impossible to tell what shape she had in the coveralls she was wearing. Likewise, the baseball hat on her head concealed her hair, although, several dark strands hung down the side of her face, so the color, if not the length, was easily determinable.

		Heloise smiled in relief. At least she wouldn't have to worry about some little Mexican bitch kicking her ass.

		"It's not my problem if you weren't woman enough to satisfy whatever your boyfriend's name was, sister. I've never forced myself on anyone. I've never needed to."

		She turned around, figuring she'd have to walk back to the Hole after all, when pain exploded in the middle of her back and she was suddenly knocked to the ground.

		"Ugh! What the fuck are you doing, you crazy little burrito-loving twat?" Heloise screamed as two hands fastened themselves in her hair and she was yanked roughly to her feet.

		"I'm a trash collector, chica, so I'm just doing my job," smiled the Mexican snapping her right across Heloise's cheek and stunning the whore as she rub her cheek after the surprisingly powerful blow.

		But if the slap had shocked the dim-witted slut, then what happened next absolutely blew her excuse for a mind. "Time to clean up this block," the smaller woman said, hoisting the big bimbo onto her shoulder and then walking over to the back of the truck.

		"No! You wouldn't dare!" Heloise shrieked, trying to wiggle free from the vengeful vixen to no avail.

		The little Latina just laughed and tossed the screaming skank into the waste deposit bin. When Heloise struggled upright and attempted to climb out, the other woman slapped her across the mouth and snarled, "Just relax, you little bitch, or I will activate the compactor and rid this town of your stinking carcass once and for all."

		She proceeded to empty the King's trash on top of the furious red-head whore and then called to the driver to make a short detour before continuing their rounds. The driver, who had seen everything in the truck's rearview mirrors, laughed and said he knew just the place for the two women to settle their differences. The Mexican laughed and hopped on the riding board.

		"You have no idea how much I have longed for this day, senorita. No idea how many times I have prayed to all the saints in heaven to let our paths cross so I could avenge the wrong you did both to Diego and to me," she said as the truck rumbled down the street.

		"Who the hell are you?" Heloise asked, lying back in the filthy contents of the bin and trying to make herself as comfortable as possible.

		"My name is Carmen Contreras de Soto. You have brought dishonor to me and you will be punished for it," she replied as the truck pulled into the parking lot of a recycling plant and came to a stop. Carmen hopped down and began to peel out of her coveralls. "You may now exit that bin, puta."

		"The name is Heloise, taco-breath," the red-head bitch muttered as she crawled from the truck and landed on the ground at the little Latina's feet.

		She stood up and did her best to wipe the garbage off of her and then looked over at Carmen and gasped. Beneath the coveralls the smaller woman had been hiding a very impressive body. Heloise guessed her measurements to be 38D-26-40 and saw that she was now wearing a half T-shirt and tight-fitting jogging shorts, an outfit that put her muscular body on display to perfection.

		Carmen laughed at the shocked expression on the slut's face and then removed her baseball cap and a cascade of raven tresses fell gently around her shoulders.

		"After what you did to Diego, I vowed that no woman would ever take another man from me and began to work out in the gym and develop my body so that I could fight for my man if necessary," she explained, calmly circling the bigger woman. "And also in the hope of this day, of this meeting with you, Heloise. Had I been this powerful that night at the bar, Diego would never have left with you because you would have been lying unconscious at my feet. But, no, that was not to be. So he left me at our table and went home with you. But, really, perhaps I should thank you, since it was because of that night and my decision to get into shape that I met Luis, my one true love."

		She paused in front of the red-head whore and then shook her head and slapped her solidly in the face. "Nah! I think I'll play with you like I planned."

		Heloise spun around slowly from the force of the blow, rising onto her tiptoes, her arms flailing helplessly as she struggled to maintain her balance. Somehow, she did manage to stay upright, although her legs felt more like rubber than flesh and bone, and even attempted some offense, swinging her right wildly at the smaller woman.

		But the little Latina easily ducked beneath the looping haymaker and sent another right handed slap into the big bitch's side, just below the strap of her black bra, and Heloise let out a "Woof!!!" as the pain to her ribs hit home.

		While she was half bent over and gasping for breath, Carmen moved around and smacked her in the tits, causing the whore to jerk upright, setting her up perfectly for the solid smack to the pit of her stomach.

		"Oomph!!!" The red-head bimbo exhaled loudly as the air was forced from her body and she leaned over and placed her hands on her knees and tried not to throw up.

		But Carmen had no intention of letting her catch her breath and circled behind her and delivered a kick worthy of any soccer star right between her legs, sending the taller woman tumbling face first to the ground, her face smacking against the ground as her hands flew instinctively to her pussy.

		Her chin got scraped up pretty good and when she rolled over Carmen grinned viciously at the sight of her foe's defenseless body. She grabbed the sobbing whore by the hair and stood her up and then started punishing her stomach with her free hand. Curling her fingers into a claw she clutch the skin over her belly button. Squeeze, twist, pull went the enraged Latina's claw while Heloise could only respond with, "Oof! Argh! Ugh! Oomph!!!"

		When Carmen finally stopped torturing the bitch's belly like a ball of silly putty, Heloise stood on wobbly legs, her knees tucked together in an effort to remain standing and her arms hanging limply at her sides. Carmen smiled and then stepped back and jumped up into the air and smashed her foot into the side of Heloise's face, sending the big whore flying sideways.

		The slut twisted in the air several times before landing hard on her side next to a bunch of recycling bins where people could drop off their newspapers, bottles, and cans after hours. Heloise groaned loudly and, using the bins for support, somehow struggled to her feet, thinking in the back of her excuse for a mind that she could still beat the smaller Mexican.

		She took a step towards her and then pitched face-first onto the ground, leaving her beautiful ass sticking up in the air and her face buried in the mud, the bruises on her left cheek, which had taken the brunt of the impact and then gotten spiked into the turf when she slid forward after striking the ground.

		"I think she's out cold, Carmen," laughed the driver of the trash truck from where he had sat watching the fight on the hub of the vehicle.

		"Yeah, I'd have to agree with that," Carmen nodded after walking over and flipping the red-head whore onto her back with the toe of her shoe.

		She reached down and grabbed the skank's right nipple, which had popped free sometime during her beating, and gave it a good hard twist.

		"She's definitely out cold," the Mexican confirmed when Heloise didn't so much as whimper in response to the tit-torture.

		"So, you ready to get back work before we get fired?" the driver asked, hopping down from the truck and walking over to get a better look at the unconscious whore.

		"Just one more thing," said Carmen, bending down and grabbing Heloise's hair and then lifting her up and placing the red-head bimbo over her right shoulder.

		She walked over to a freestanding trash can and kicked the lid off with her foot and then dumped Heloise ass-first into it. She then walked over and picked up the slut's purse and hung it around her neck before picking up the metal lid of the trash can and whacking it sharply on the top of the bitch's head, like she'd seen them do in WWF hardcore matches.

		She laughed when she saw how dented the lid was and then dropped it and turned to the driver and said with a smile, "Just doing my small part to clean up this city."

		The man just laughed and they both got back into the truck and headed off to finish their rounds, leaving Heloise with her cheeks wedged between her knees, both arms sticking up over her head, and her shoe dangling loosely from her left foot.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		The ditzy red head softly moaned and rolled over, covering her ears with her pillow in the process in an effort to drown out the insistent pounding, which she at first had thought was only in her mind.

		The maneuver also uncovered Heloise McAllister's body, which was currently more black and blue than its usual creamy white. When even that didn't drown out the noise, she reluctantly sat up, shaking her head of flaming-red-hair and opening her dazzling green eyes.

		"Ohh." She groaned as the pain made itself felt and the memories of the past day rushed back.

		First she'd been beaten twice by Mrs. King, once at the bar called the Hell Hole by the locals and once at the King's home, where she had also had her clock cleaned by Mr. King, and finally some crazy Mexican trash collector named Carmen had stomped her shitless in the parking lot of a recycling plant.

		After that last beating she'd awoke in a trash can, her spine bent painfully to such a degree that her legs had been extended over her head. She'd managed to get out with the help of several of the men who had arrived for work and discovered the red-head and removed her ass from the trash can, albeit with no small amount of difficulty, thanks to how deeply the slut had been stuffed into it.

		A grateful Heloise had then sucked both of them off in thanks and for a ride back to the bar. There, she'd finally gotten into her car and driven home, taken a shower and seen to her many injuries and bruises as best she could before collapsing on her bed.

		Shortly after her head hit the pillow, however, the pounding had started and was continuing even as the red-head whore made her way unsteadily to the door of her apartment.

		"I'm coming, I'm coming! Keep your fucking shirt on," she snarled, holding her hands to her head, letting her lacy robe fall open to reveal that she was wearing nothing but leopard-print bra and panties. "What the fuck do you want?" she demanded, flinging the door open. "Ugh!" she exclaimed as a punch to her nose knocked her on her shapely ass.

		She looked up and saw an attractive Asian woman wearing a short skirt and a loosely fitting blouse glaring down at her.

		"Who the hell are you?" the dazed bimbo demanded, rubbing her sore nose.

		"I'm Tsai, Aki's mother," she replied, stepping inside and casually reaching behind her and closing the door.

		She wasn't very tall, standing at maybe 5' 2" at the most and her figure was that of a typical Japanese woman, measuring 34B-22-32 and weighing maybe 110 pounds soaking wet.

		"A European woman called me and said you are the guilty party. Did you give my son this filth?" she inquired, pulling one of Heloise's catfighting videos from her handbag.

		"Yeah. He gave me a hand moving some stuff and noticed the shelf full of tapes so I gave him one," Heloise replied, gesturing with her head at the bookcase filled with the numerous catfighting and foxy boxing tapes she'd made over the years. "What's the big deal?"

		"Kiyoshi is twelve years old! You had no business exposing him to pornography," Tsai hissed. "Especially such ridiculous rubbish as this." She scowled at the video box.

		"What do you mean? That tape has one of my best matches," Heloise said defensively.

		"Matches? When I watched it all I saw was a fat white whore rolling around with an Asian woman. It was clear from the limited action that you had no knowledge of offense or defense and that it was nothing but a staged mockery designed to fulfill the depraved fantasies of men. And the fact that you were deemed to have won the so-called match was the biggest laugh of all since it was obvious that the Asian woman could easily have kicked your ass, had she been allowed to really fight you instead of sticking to some silly script that assured your victory," Tsai said, snarling as she said the last word.

		"Are you kidding me? I had over six inches and almost 20 pounds on Mie! She's lucky I didn't really give it to her when I had the chance," Heloise said derisively, pushing up with her arms and attempting to stand up.

		"I did not say you could get up, bitch!" Tsai growled, stepping forward and slamming the heel of her right foot down into the whore's belly and knocking her back to the floor. "Besides, weight and height are no match for skill. I could easily kick your ass and I am even smaller than Mie."

		"Oomph!" Heloise grunted as the foot struck and she fell back. "You've gotta be kidding me, sister. You've been eating some funny rice if you think you'd have a chance with me. I would wipe the floor with your narrow ass and give you a worse beating than I did to Mie. You're just lucky that I'm not exactly in peak condition right now or I'd have already knocked the yellow off you and sent you packing,"

		Tsai gritted her teeth and her fists clenched and unclenched at her sides. "No, white whore, you are the one who is lucky. I observe that you have been in some recent fights, and I see from your injuries that they were not the typical staged affairs you're used to. So, I will give you time to rest and your wounds to heal and then I will show you that skill and technique are more effective than weight and height." She abruptly turned and casually added, "You have one week. Make good use of it."

		As the Asian woman turned around, Heloise scrambled to her feet and then rushed her as she opened the door, flattening the smaller woman against it as it slammed shut. "I'm surprised one of you people actually fell for a `Pearl Harbor' move like that," the red-head slut grinned, punching the smaller woman in the back.

		Tsai grunted and twisted around, only to find her face surrounded by Heloise's impressive tits. She expertly twisted out of the way of another punch and rammed her bony knee up between the bimbo's legs hard enough to feel it strike against the whore's pubic bone.

		"Ack!" Heloise grimaced, gasped for breath, and backed slowly away with both her hands covering her aching pussy.

		The Asian smiled and snapped quick, powerful slaps into the tempting targets on the bitch's chest, causing the dim-witted red-head's tits to jiggle and bounce in their spotted confinement.

		Heloise feebly raised her arms in an attempt to block the flurry of punches only to receive a kick to the belly for her efforts. She stumbled backwards, amazed at the force behind the blow, and landed on her ass next to her couch.

		Tsai yelled out, "Ki yah!" and jumped in the air and landed with both feet on the slut's gut, folding her in half like a matchbook.

		The smaller woman then slid her feet to either side of the panting whore and her ass slammed down on Heloise's tummy.

		"You should have accepted my offer to let you rest for a week," the Asian said quietly as she reached down and grabbed the big bimbo's tits and began to savagely squeeze and pull them every which way until they worked themselves free from the bra. "Now I will beat you today and a week from today." She dug her painted nails into the sensitive areolas and the struggling bitch beneath her howled in agony. "Today's beating is for being stupid enough to attack me when my back was turned, revealing that you are indeed without honor."

		She released her grip on the ravaged breasts and bounced up and down on the sobbing slut's stomach several times before flipping around so that she was facing Heloise's feet and slowly inched her way backwards, pulling her skirt up around her waist, until her pantie covered ass was resting on top of the beaten bitch's face, with Heloise's bandaged chin pressing erotically into her sex.

		"Next week's beating will be for being stupid enough to give my son pornography." She then delivered a series of karate blows to the red-head whore's crotch using the edge of her hands.

		Tsai smiled as a flood of hot air exploded against her backside when Heloise screamed at the new pain and continued her assault until she felt that the shrieking had stopped. The Asian then flipped around again, landing heavily on the heaving gut and bringing a grunt from the bitch beneath her, and then scooted up until she was seated on the huge jugs of the whore and her knees framed the broken bitch's face.

		"Do you now admit that skill is more valuable than size, white whore?" she asked, reaching back and grabbing the slut's savaged snatch, digging her nails into the already sore flesh, when Heloise didn't respond right away.

		"I told you I wasn't in peak condition, you slant-eyed skank!" Heloise sobbed. "Just you wait until next week. I'll bitch-slap you back to Japan!"

		Tsai let out a furious combination of howl and roar and sent a stinging slap to the startled bitch's cheek.

		"You are the dumbest white whore I have ever met!" Tsai snarled, delivering another slap. "Just admit that I have won this struggle and I will go and leave you to prepare for our next encounter."

		"You only won because I've been used as a punching bag by three different people in the last few hours!" Heloise yelled stubbornly. "Just wait until next week, you – Mmmph!"

		"Shut up!" Tsai cried, moving so that she was sitting on the red-head whore's face, completely covering her mouth and quieting her ravings.

		She shifted her legs so that she could settle her full weight on the bitch and then calmly reached down and used her delicate fingers to pinch her nostrils closed. Heloise bucked and writhed beneath her, but she was too weak to do more than give the Asian a bit of a ride.

		When she stopped struggling, Tsai released the smothering hold on her nose and reached back and drove her fist deep into the barely conscious bimbo's belly, enjoying the rush of air between her legs. She then scooted back off of Heloise's face and slapped her sharply until the green eyes fluttered open and looked up at her drunkenly.

		"I know that you think my breasts are small and useless compared to yours, white whore, but I will now demonstrate that once again skill is more important than size," she said, calmly removing her blouse and then the plain white bra, exposing her small, but perfectly-shaped tits.

		The little pink nipples were rock hard and surrounded by small, pale aureole that did indeed look pitiful in comparison to Heloise's enormous boobs with their dish-sized areola and nipples that were the size and thickness of an adult's thumb. But when Tsai leaned down and drove her breasts into those of the slut, it was the red-head's tits that were crushed and her nipples that were pressed painfully into her flesh.

		"N-no! Not my fucking tits! Enough with the tits already!" Heloise gasped out as the little Asian ground her orbs mercilessly into Heloise's ravaged melons.

		She began to struggle again in a futile effort to escape from her tiny tormentor but the Asian had her legs entwined around the longer gams of the bimbo and was stretching them out with a painful grapevine, preventing her from doing anything more than toss her head from side to side.

		You need to know when you have been beaten, white whore, and to acknowledge your betters," Tsai said, delivering a stinging slap into Heloise's side without easing up on the breast battering. "But you will never do that, I see, so I have no choice but to leave you unable to continue your empty boasting."

		She slowly slid up until her small, perfect breasts were over the furious slut's face and then reached up with both hands and pressed them together, completely sealing off the bitch's breathing passages. Heloise's legs kicked feebly and her arms flopped against the carpet as consciousness slowly left her.

		Tsai held her position for a minute longer, making sure the big red-head was indeed out cold, before sitting up and looking down with satisfaction at the wreck of a woman beneath her.

		With a girlish giggle, she slowly peeled her panties off and then scooted up until she was seated on Heloise's face once more. Only this time she slid her fingers down inside her neatly shaved pussy and fingered herself to a gushing climax with one hand while she grabbed and pulled at the unconscious bitch's tits with the other.

		Once she had completely satisfied herself, she stood up and smoothed down her skirt before placing her panties in her handbag. She casually inspected the videos in the bookcase, snorting with disgust at the various pictures of Heloise standing victorious over "vanquished" foes.

		Then, with an impish grin, she selected several titles, including one whose packaging suggested that the red-head slut actually lost the matches on this particular tape, and placed them in her handbag.

		Tsai then walked over to the door and, after one last look at her handiwork, smiled and left Heloise to sleep off her latest beating, already looking forward to their next encounter, more excited at the thought of once more dominating the stupid skank than she would have thought possible at the beginning of the day.

		

	
		Chapter Six

		

		The bruised and pummeled woman softly moaned and rolled over, and then sat up when that resulted in her striking the side of her couch. The woman Heloise McAllister, shook her head of scarlet hair, opened her dazzling green eyes, and looked around in confusion, trying to figure out why she was on the floor of her living room.

		Then she recalled her encounter with her Japanese neighbor, Aiko, and she groaned as she carefully readjusted her leopard-print bra back over her bruised and scratched up breasts.

		"Lousy yellow bitch, using that martial arts stuff on me," the scarlet haired slut said as she slowly, painfully, stood up and made her way into the bathroom.

		She paused to check herself out in the mirror and let out an infuriated and disgusted scream when she saw her beautiful face covered with girl goo.

		"That stinking slant-eyed cunt!" she growled, cleaning her face off vigorously with a washcloth and then re-applying her make-up.

		The big bimbo made her way out to the kitchen to get something to eat, only to be reminded by her practically empty fridge that she hadn't gone shopping this week. With an annoyed sigh, she trudged back to her bedroom and carefully got dressed in a half T-shirt and shorts combination and then headed for the nearest grocery store.

		Heloise made her way down the frozen food aisle, gazing longingly at the triple fudge ice cream but buying the fat-free raspberry yogurt instead after glancing down at her stomach and not liking the way it had started to hang over the top of her shorts. She reluctantly pushed her half-filled shopping cart away from the tempting dairy section after one last look back at the delicious treats. And that's when her cart struck something.

		Or, to be more precise, someone.

		"Hey! Watch you're going," said a dusky-skinned woman, shoving the cart backwards so that the handle struck Heloise sharply in the belly.

		She was an inch or two shorter than the red haired whore, but of a stockier build, measuring 36B-26-34. She had dark hair, half-hidden beneath a linen scarf wound around her head, and dark eyes with a red spot in between them. She was wearing a plum colored bare-midriff dress and her navel was pierced with a golden barbell-like charm.

		"Oomph!" gasped the slut. "Geez, no need to get your turban in a twist."

		The other woman was about to walk away when her brown eyes widened in surprise and then narrowed in anger.

		"You! You are the worthless tramp my Kabir found so interesting!" she hissed, ramming the cart into the red headed bimbo's stomach again, only harder this time.

		"Woof!" grunted Heloise as she almost lost her balance and pitched headfirst into her cart. But she somehow managed to stay upright and said in her most threatening voice, "Lady, I don't know who the fuck you are, or who this Cabbie guy is, but I'm telling you now that this is not a good time to get on my nerves."

		"Kabir was my fiancé and, I'm sad to say, a fan of yours. I think he owned all of your videos and insisted that I watch them with him as a sort of sick foreplay. In fact, it got to the point where he couldn't even make love to me without having one of your damn videos on the whole time," she growled, glaring across the cart at the bemused bimbo.

		"I don't doubt it," the red headed whore grinned. "I mean, look at you. You're a dumpy little thing and I'm...Well, I'm me. Of course he'd prefer me to you. What man in his right mind wouldn't?"

		She proudly stuck out her chest, and then winced as the material of her bra dug into the tender tit-flesh, reminding her of her recent battles.

		"Very true, that is why I left Kabir and joined an exclusive woman's club. You see, I thought the reason he hadn't found me sexy was because I was out of shape, but at the gym I met someone who taught me that the fault was Kabir's, not mine," the Hindi woman explained.

		"Well, that's just peachy. I hope you and your new guy are very happy. Now, if you'll move your fat ass, I have shopping to do," Heloise said, attempting to push her cart around the smaller woman.

		"Oh, you misunderstand...Heloise, is it not?" the Hindi asked, reaching out and preventing the cart from moving by her. The red head whore nodded, scowling, and the other woman smiled and continued, "Yes, I thought I recalled the name from the many times Kabir moaned it during our love-making. I am Sneh. Anyway, as I was saying, my new lover is not a man, she is a woman, Dharshana, and she completes me."

		"Great. Drop me a line at `macnchez@home.com' and I'll be sure to include you two on my Christmas list," the tramp said with a deep sigh and once more attempted to move her cart by the Hindi woman.

		And once again Sneh prevented her from doing so.

		"Listen, you crazy carpet-munching twat, I don't know what you want from me, but I've got better things to do than stand here all day and listen to you go on about how happy you are now that you've discovered your inner dyke. So, for the last time, get your fucking fat ass out of my way."

		"What I want, you brain-dead bimbo," said Sneh, her voice dropping to a menacing whisper as she shoved the cart out of the way and advanced on the taller woman, "is to thank you for being the unknowing instrument that allowed me to find who I truly am. And the only fitting way I can see to do that is...This!"

		She suddenly slapped Heloise right in the face, knocking the silly slut back into the low freezer, right on top of the frozen yogurt. Before the whore could even attempt to right herself, Sneh grabbed her by the hair and literally pulled her out of the storage unit and onto the floor.

		"Get up, Heloise. My gratitude is only beginning."

		She roughly yanked the whore to her feet and then reached into her chest, gripping and flattening the right tit painfully. The tired tramp let out a howl and Sneh smiled and snagged the left breast with equal ferocity while bringing her knee sharply up between the red haired bitch's legs, causing Heloise to rise to her tiptoes and let out a strangled scream.

		The noise from the catfight brought several checkers and the manager to the frozen foods section, not to mention the growing knot of shoppers, but when they saw who was getting the worst of it they made no attempt to stop Sneh from beating the scarlet haired bitch. A few of the checkers who had been the previous victims of Heloise's attitude, and whose boyfriends/husbands were fans of the company she worked for, and of her especially, even shouted encouragement to the Hindi.

		"Kick that bitch's ass, lady!" they called out.

		Sneh nodded and powered a punishing blow to just below the waistband of Heloise's shorts, and all of the air in the big whore's body just left in an agonized.

		"Whoosh!" She would have collapsed to her knees had it not been for the tight grip the Hindi had on her hair.

		"On your feet, bitch. You heard the people," she said, ramming her knee into the same spot as the previous punch.

		With no air left in her lungs, Heloise could only make disgusting gurgling noises as drool dribbled from the corner of her mouth. The Hindi yanked her upright again and then snapped her right foot into the whore's crotch several times in rapid succession, each blow bringing a panted whimper from the slut as she feebly tried to block the flurry of blows with her hands.

		"Keep your hands out of the way or I'll just break them," Sneh warned, continuing to kick the skank in the pussy. Heloise pulled her hands away and the Hindi nodded. "Good tramp," she said, rearing back and delivering one last kick to the slut's aching pussy that lifted her completely off her feet. Heloise landed unsteadily, her knees pressed tightly together and her green eyes crossed from the pain.

		The red haired whore wobbled back and forth and likely would have fallen face-first on the ground had Sneh not leaned back against the freezer and then shot both her feet up and straight into the dizzy bitch's chest. Heloise went flying backwards and struck the glass door of the stand-up freezer with her head and then did topple slowly over to land tit-first on the ground.

		The small crowd applauded and Sneh bowed. "Thanks, but the show's not quite over yet," she said, walking over and looping her arms beneath the barely conscious bimbo and lifting her up onto her knees.

		"What in the name of Shiva is going on here?!" demanded a dark-skinned woman, pushing her way through the knot of people. "Sneh? What are you doing?"

		"Hi, Dharshana. I'm just doing like you taught me and taking control of my destiny," she replied with a giggle, placing the crimson haired slut's head between her legs and then looping her arms around Heloise's waist.

		"Is that who I think it is?" Dharshana asked. "She really is here just like the strange lady had told us."

		"Sure is," Sneh replied, leaning back and flipping the bimbo's feet straight up as her head slid free of the Hindi's thighs.

		Sneh then power-slammed her on the cold floor, the dazed bitch's back taking the brunt of the blow. Heloise groaned pitifully but Sneh just laughed and rolled backwards while still maintaining her grip on the slut's legs, launching her over her and sending the skank flying face-first into a pyramid display of canned goods.

		When the last of the cans had settled, partially burying the battered and broken red head bitch, Sneh walked over and dragged Heloise from the pile by her hair and then reached down and hooked her arms around Heloise's chest, under her arms, and lifted her until she was just off her knees.

		"Dharshana, meet Heloise. Heloise...? I guess now's not a good time for her, what with her being unconscious and all," Sneh laughed.

		"Well, I guess we'll have to take her with us, so I can have the pleasure of making her acquaintance when she wakes up," Dharshana giggled, grabbing Heloise's cart and transferring the contents into the freezer. "Don't you think?"

		"I couldn't agree more," Sneh nodded, hoisting the unconscious red head onto her shoulder and then dropping her roughly into the empty cart to the cheers and applause of the store's crew and patrons.

		She and Dharshana kissed, causing the crowd to break into fresh applause, and then they pushed the cart, and their unwilling guest, out to their car.

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		

		The unlucky bimbo softly moaned and tried to roll over but felt only cold steel that blocked her attempts. Heloise McAllister next attempted to stretch out her frame only to discover that she couldn't. It took a couple of seconds for her to realize that she was lying in a metal shopping cart dressed in nothing but her bra and panties.

		She shook her head of flaming-red- hair, opened her dazzling green eyes, and looked around to see where she was. The last thing she recalled was being beaten senseless by some insane Indian dykes in their private wrestling ring. She blinked in the glaring sunlight and then noticed a small crowd of people snickering at her plight.

		"Get a camera, losers!" she snarled, endeavoring to sit up. "This is as close as any of you saps are gonna get to this kind of perfection, so enjoy it while you can."

		As she tried to climb out of the cart, she lost her balance and upended the cart, causing her clothes and purse, which she'd been laying on, not to mention the cart itself, to come crashing down on her head when her ass struck the pavement of the grocery store parking lot.

		This naturally brought more laughter from the spectators but the big bimbo just got up and shot them a nasty scowl as she pulled her shirt and shorts on.

		She was about to walk over to her car when her stomach growled loudly, reminding her why she'd been at the grocery store in the first place. With a resigned sigh, the red-head whore made her way into the store and quickly picked up enough food to get her through the day, glaring furiously at anyone who dared to crack a smile in her general direction, especially the skinny little bitch who rang up her bill.

		Tomorrow, she promised herself as she paid for the food and made a hasty exit out of the store, she'd go and do some serious shopping at a different store. As she was heading for the parking lot while simultaneously balancing a heavy sack of food and digging her car keys out of her purse, she ran smack into a tall woman with a head full of brown hair who was just coming out of the bank next to the store, resulting in the red-head's sack and the brunette's handbag falling to the ground.

		"Fucking hell watch where you're going you douche bag," the red-head whore growled, stooping to retrieve her groceries.

		It was then she noticed that a gun was sticking out of the other woman's purse, along with a huge wad of bills. Heloise looked up at the brunette and caught a fist to her face that struck just above the bridge of her nose and knocked the slut to her ass. On her way to the ground she realized it was her Uncle's Secretary Rowan Morrison.

		"Ye're jest lucky I dinna have time t'be messin' aboot with the likes o' ye, Heloise" the brunette hissed with a Scottish lilt as she kneeled and gathered up her purse.

		She was about 5' 10", measuring a slim and very trim looking 34C-28-36, with piercing blue eyes and an elfin nose. Wearing a black fishnet body stocking with a black leather vest, skirt and boots, she looked quite imposing.

		"But there's always time for one more shot, ye flaming-head floozy, God knows I've tried to put you away for good." she said, standing up and leveling a kick at the downed red-head's head.

		Unfortunately for the brunette, just before her boot would have struck the side of Heloise's head, the Secretary fell to her back and the ferocity of the intended blow was so great that the Scottish woman lost her balance and fell on her ass next to the dazed whore.

		"Ach! Ye'll pay for that, ye sneaky spoiled skank!" she exclaimed, rolling over onto Heloise's belly and grabbed two big hands full of the bitch's big tits.

		When Heloise cried out, begging her to stop, the brunette quickly flipped around so that she was seated on the red-head bimbo's face.

		"That ought to keep yer damned cum-hole shut, ye over protected cow-titted cunt!" she growled and continued to punish the red-head's boobs with alternating squeezes and twists that squashed them so violently it caused the poor bitch's bra to release its captives, leaving the tramp's jugs pitifully exposed. A situation the brunette instantly took advantage of as she grabbed the rock hard nipples and began to savagely twist them.

		Suddenly, she let out an ear-piercing shriek and tried to jump up, only to be held in place by the fact that the red-head's teeth were buried in her ass, holding on like a Rottweiler with a kitten in its mouth.

		"AHHHH!!! Let go, ye crazy cow!" the brunette screamed, driving piston-like power-shots into the red-head's belly until she felt the whore's teeth release her flesh.

		She immediately stood up and stomped her boot down on the red-head's chest, grinding her heel savagely into the battered flesh until Heloise couldn't even manage enough breath for a cry of pain and began to sob silently.

		But the brunette was angry now, and, displaying the temper for which both her attitude and her race are famous, she dragged the slut to her feet and rammed her knee up and into the heaving gut of the beaten red-head a few times, which brought a flood of drool from the slack mouth of the gasping bitch.

		The Scottish woman then spun around and threw the slut tit-first into the side of a white van. Heloise struck the vehicle like a fly on a windshield and started to slide slowly to her knees but the Secretary walked over and punted a soccer-style kick up and between her legs, straightening the red-head whore back up.

		She then grabbed her by the hair and started pounding her face into the side of the van until it was streaked with red from her crushed, but not quite broken, nose and a mouth full of blood.

		"Not so ficken' tough are ye now, ye great pudding!" the brunette grinned, spinning the wreck of a woman around and slapping her hard across the face, sending a spray of blood from her mouth and onto both the van and the pavement of the parking lot.

		She delivered a devastating knee-lift into Heloise's belly and the red-head bimbo folded like a cheap tent, dropping to her hands and knees and coughing up bloody foam. The Scottish woman laughed and hauled her back up to stand on wobbly legs and once more sent her flying by spinning around and sending the barely conscious red-head slamming into the hood of a small car.

		Heloise tried to stay upright, but she couldn't get a grip on the slick hood of the car and slid to her knees, gasping for breath and trying to focus on her opponent, but the world was literally a star-filled blur to the red-head bimbo at this point and she was pretty much at the mercy of the brunette.

		Assuming the Scottish Secretary had any, of course. The brunette, knowing she was now in total control of the slut, casually walked over and grabbed the red-head by the hair and proceeded to smack her face against the car's grill until it, too, was tarnished with the bimbo's blood.

		"Had enough, have ye?" laughed the Scottish woman, shaking Heloise's head back and forth. "Well, more's the pity for ye, then, since I'm jest getting' warmed up."

		She once more dragged Heloise to her feet by her hair but this time she stepped back and drove her right foot straight out and into the red-head's gut, sending her flying backwards about five feet. The slut probably would have sailed even farther had her backwards motion not been suddenly and violently halted when she slammed into the side of an SUV.

		The bitch whimpered as her back struck the large vehicle and then she fell slowly over and onto the pavement with her battered breasts once more taking the brunt of the impact.

		Laughing cruelly, her Guardian walked over and forced Heloise to her feet, even though it was clear that not only was there absolutely no fight (left?) in the red-head bimbo, but that she was only barely clinging to consciousness.

		"Still with us, then, are ye?" she laughed, snapping the bitch's head from left to right with stinging slaps. "Well, me pretty little lamb, I think it's finally time to put ye out to pasture," she giggled, cocking her right fist for the coup de grace.

		But, as had happened earlier, just before the blow struck, Heloise's head slipped down and out of the way, causing her Guardian's fist to strike the side window of the SUV so hard she not only set off the vehicle's alarm, but busted the window and her wrist besides.

		As she howled in pain and cradled the broken limb to her chest, Heloise finally released her hold on the waking world and toppled slowly to her side as several police cars surrounded the brunette and her red-head victim.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		The pair of striking green eyes fluttered open and Heloise McAllister groaned as pain suddenly enveloped most of her body, but especially her 40D's and her crotch. The 5' 8" woman with flaming-red- hair and dazzling green eyes looked around her in confusion. She was in a hospital room, dressed in a hospital gown. "Ohhh...Wh-where am I?" she asked, trying to focus on the blurry figure standing in front of her.

		"Ms. McAllister, I am your late uncle's attorney Philip Stone."

		"I feel like I've been run over by a Scottish Mack truck. Why did Rowan kick the shit out of me?"

		"Well it seems she has been embezzling money from your inheritance and she had just withdrawn a half million dollars from it when she ran into you." The attorney explained.

		"She what?"

		"Yeah it seems she thought your uncle was going to give her the money and she was really upset. She has been doing it for several weeks now. You are lucky on two accounts. One was bumping into her when you did and two you now are awarded the balance of the inheritance as stipulated in the will."

		"I really don't need the money actually, my parents left me with an ample trust fund."

		"Well, if you don't want the three hundred million dollars I am sure you can find someone who does." The attorney smiled at Heloise.

		Heloise had been eying Mr. Philip Stone and he was a hunk. "Have you ever wrestled a woman before Phil?"

		END
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