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		Chapter One

		

	
		Gracyn Day had the thankless task being Sheriff of Crescent Springs’s. Her partner didn’t appreciate the risks she took. Her sister didn’t thank her for using her degree for something useful instead of helping on the family farm. Fuck, she thought, cruising to a stop on State Road 237, half of the townspeople got nervous around her and the rest sucked up to her authority.

		The 911 call had been forwarded to her prowler while she was checking out middle school kids selling crank. False alarm there, but this looked like a live one.

		Woman dead.

		Found lying in the front yard of the Gibson’s yellow house. She had visited Jordan and Leah Gibson before when the neighbors called to complain. Seems Jordan and Leah had a stormy relationship. Into kinky stuff and such.

		A group of neighbors stood aside respectfully to let her through. A heavy-set woman she knew as Sabrina pointed to Jordan’s body lying supine in a flower bed. It almost looked as if she was showing off a heifer at the county fair.

		“What d’ya think, Chief?” Sabrina Whittaker asked, walking up. Sabrina was a veterinarian who knew pretty much everyone in a fifty-mile radius.

		“You tell me, Sabrina. I just got here.”

		“She looks dead to me. Like she had a heart attack, but that’s just my opinion. I ain’t examined her.”

		“Looks pretty dead,” she answered. “How’d it happen?”

		Sabrina pointed. “Ask Leah. She might know. I was passing by and saw the people standin’ here.”

		“Leah?” Gracyn called. “C’mon over here.”

		An ashen-faced woman in her twenties sidled up. There were no tears, Gracyn noted, filing the fact away the way her deputy would have done if she’d been there. Leah was wearing yoga thong and an NKU Norse tee shirt. Norse weren’t doing so good this year, Gracyn thought.

		“Want to tell me what happened?”

		“Jordan was drinking. In the front yard. She beat on me again, like the last time I called you guys. Then she started pissing on me,’ on the back porch.”

		“I remember your calls of domestic violence, but I don’t see any blood on you. Where’d she beat you? I don’t smell any pee either. Did you take a shower?”

		“She thumped me good this time. She raped me, peed on me, and knocked me out. So, after I woke up, I went out and bought her a bottle of Jim Beam at the Sav-a-lot thinking it’d be a peace offering. Seemed to work.”

		Leah wasn’t showing a great deal of remorse over her partner’s demise, Gracyn thought. She was looking at her late partner as if she were a lawn ornament.

		“So you gave her a bottle of whiskey. Then what happened?”

		“Weeell….” Leah drew that one out, as if she was set to tell a highly complicated story and needed to marshal the facts so they could march out in proper order. “We were sitting on the back porch and was almost finished with the bottle when she saw the gopher. I had a little bit, you see..” She held finger and thumb half an inch apart. “I told Jordan I’d get her gun for her. She hates gophers somethin’ awful.”

		“But you both were drinking on the back porch and Jordan is pitched out here in the front yard.” She hoped Leah would get to the point.

		“Yeah,” she said, and went on with her group of thoughts. “I got her Smith & Wesson and a handful of shells. The gopher wandered into that there drainage pipe. Well, Jordan fired a bunch of shells into the pipe, but she missed. She was pretty drunk and went to take a look. Seems she heard the gopher in there so she told me to get a flashlight.”

		“Which you did,” Gracyn offered.

		“Actually no. Batteries were dead. Jordan said, ‘I can’t see the damned gopher in there,’ so I said I’ll get you some gas and you can burn her out.

		“Gasoline, Leah?”

		“She keeps it in the shed. I brought her a coffee can full. She poured it in the pipe and then threw a match in, but the stuff didn’t go off. So, I said, Why don’t you go further in, and she did.”

		“Leah, that doesn’t sound too smart,” Sabrina said. “Woman could get hurt.”

		“Yeah.” Gracyn saw a flicker of a smile, like a firefly glimpsed before it was gone. “‘Get me more gas,’ she told me, so I got the whole can. She went down the pipe and I guess poured it all in the hole.”

		“And lit it?” Gracyn offered.

		“Guess so. I saw her butt sticking out a little way and then there was a whoosh. Jordan shot out of that pipe like a rocket. She flew all the way over the house. Almost hit the TV antenna. Sure sounded funny as she passed overhead. Like one of those drones.”

		“Well, Leah, that is some story. And what exact time did this happen?”

		“About an hour ago.”

		“Leah, it’s 7:30 p.m. now. You waited at least half an hour to report it to the police?”

		“I was pretty shook up. So, is that all?” She looked once at her partner and then her gaze floated up to watch the setting sun.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Three months ago…

		“Hahh, hahh, hahh!”Brianne, the unemployed porn actress laughed at the remark.

		Several customers in the restaurant turned to see the source of the noise.

		"Skilled labor? The only skill I have is making a bottom beg for it. Not many jobs where that's a quality they're looking for. Sure. Ask you friend. What could it hurt? Thanks."

		"I will. Now, about a place to stay, you don't like the boarding house?"

		"It's okay for a bit Leah, but.. I really need a place of my own. "

		"Okay. You said you could get by for about six months. Let me know how much you can afford and I'll check what we have . You never know."

		Brianne smiled. "Thanks Leah. You never let a gal down." Leah felt Brianne's foot running up her leg. "Do you?"

		The bolt of electricity from the touch ran through Leah. She had been called a slut before. Was she about to do something slutty? Yes, she was. This unexpected appearance of Brianne, her former friend from her days working for VCX video making porn films, had complicated things. She and Jordan hadn't made each other any promises and...

		"No. I don't. My place is closer."

		She called for the waiter and paid the check. Half hour later, she was naked, and on all fours, with a naked, and very sweaty Brianne behind her, shoving her strap on into her hot wet cunt.

		"OH GOD. It feels as good as it did the first time Butch. "

		"THEN SHUT UP AND TAKE IT YOU MOUTHY BOTTOM. SHOULDA GAGGED YOU."

		"Yes ma’am. Yes. OOOHHHHHHHHH. OH GOD."

		"That fucking businesswoman fuck you this good?"

		Leah felt her orgasm drop. She was trying to keep the two of them separated in her head and Brianne's comment just broke the barrier.

		"Brianne. Butch. Please.. Just fuck me. Get it done..."

		Brianne was too lost in what she was doing to realize what had happened. When she finished, and her girl goo running down her thighs and girl goo was dripping out of Leah's cunt, the two of them lying next to each other, she spoke. "I blew it, didn't I, Leah?"

		Leah took a deep breath. "Brianne. Brioche." ("Brioche was her nickname for Brianne because, well, she was always eating her), "I don't know. I... I feel something about this gal, and I don't know what it is. She's GREAT in bed, just great. And she gives me back my sass and then some. "

		"Is she smart, Leah?"

		"She is. Wicked smart."

		Brianne made a bit of a sad face. "That's why we didn't work off screen Leah. I wasn't smart enough for you."

		Leah ran her hand through Brianne's hair. That was the truth, but she wasn't going to say it.

		"There were a lot of things. Remember the old expression, 'don't shit where you eat'? We were fucking on screen and it was SO good, I didn't want to spoil it."

		Brianne gave a quick laugh. "You always WERE a good salesperson Leah. But I know you too well." She began to get up to get dressed. "Can I still see you? Maybe for lunch, or a cocktail if your woman is working, or..."

		"Sure. I'd like to introduce the two of you. You should get to know each other because, well, you're very much alike."

		Unfortunately that never happened, Jordan was irate at her lover’s dalliance with Brianne and an ugly argument broke out between them. Ending with Jordan telling Leah to clear her personal things from her place, and never darken her door again.

		***

		When Leah got to Jordan's house, the box of her personal things wasn't on the porch as Jordan had told her. She rang the bell.

		"It's open, come on in."

		Gingerly, Leah pushed open the door. She didn't know what to expect, so getting grabbed from behind by Brianne was the last thing on her mind.

		"I GOT HER MS MORGAN."

		"HEY BRIANNE. WHAT THE...."

		Leah struggled in Brianne's grip, even though she knew, there was no way she was getting loose. They had never done a capture or bondage video together, but she knew Butch's reputation as being strong.

		She heard the steady, regular "click" of what sounded like boots on Jordan's wooden floors. She heard what sounded like a strap hitting leather, and she felt Brianne holding her tighter. Her cunt jumped when she saw Jordan enter the room, in head to foot leather. A Leather Muir cap. A, black leather bustier and knee high boots.

		"Get her downstairs Brianne. I think if you strap her to the table, face down, that'll work."

		"YES MA’AM! LET'S GO BITCH!"

		Brianne began to push Leah toward the basement stairs. She wasn't getting much resistance, and she laughed. "Everyone's gonna get what they want tonight, bitch girl. Look at you, bringing people together."

		"Don't sully her jacket Brianne. Make her take it off before you tie her down."

		"YES MA’AM! It's a nice jacket."

		"Brianne.. what we did we... mmmmmmmmmmph"

		Brianne's hand covered Leah's mouth. "SHUT UP. What you did was WRONG, and now... rug munching BITCH. You're gonna PAY."

		"Thank you JESUS!" Leah thought, as she felt the straps go around her wrists, and then felt her jeans being pulled off .

		She saw them tossed in a corner. Jordan stood in front of her. She tossed the flogger she had in her hand to Brianne.

		"You wanna smack her around before you tongue her?"

		"FUCK YES!" Jordan smiled as she stood in front of Leah and dropped her own thong. Her cunt pulsed like a Venus fly trap. "SUCK IT YOU WORTHLESS BOTTOM."

		After spending the afternoon lamenting how she was never going to have Jordan's magnificent cunt again, Leah couldn't believe her luck.

		"NO TEETH" Jordan warned, as the first strike of the flogger came down, and Leah winced.

		"Mmmphngnggng" she answered.

		Jordan laughed. "How about you warm her up, Brianne? Give her ten, then I'll fuck her face.

		"Can't have you lose that cunt Ma’am"

		Jordan backed off, teasing Leah by playing with herself while she took the flogger from Brianne.

		"NNNNNNNNNG. NNNNNNNNNNNG"

		Jordan counted them down... 10... 9.. 3... 2... 1. DON'T RESIST CUNT. LET HER GET HER TONGUE IN YOU."

		"Yes ma’am" Leah got out before she felt Brianne's tongue in her ass, and Jordan's cunt on her mouth again.

		"Don't work it too hard blondie. If I cum, you're gonna stay tied to this table till I'm ready to fuck again."

		"MMMMMMMMMNNNNNG" Leah couldn't answer.

		Brianne's tongue work was really, REALLY good. She wondered if she had needed to do that with her sugar momma. She never thought that...

		"OH FUCK I'M GETTING WET" Leah thought.

		She could feel Jordan sex getting wetter, and wetter in her mouth.

		"Okay Brianne, let's change positions. "

		Brianne came up front and Leah saw the cunt she knew from so many movies.

		"My turn . Wait until..." Leah screamed as Jordan SLAMMED into her.

		"I SHOULDA TAKEN THE FUCKING 14 INCH DILDO TO YOU, AND MAYBE I WILL. " Jordan slammed the 10 inch strap on into Leah HARD..

		REALLY hard.

		She calmed down after about five thrusts, and then it was "safe" for Brianne to plaster Leah's mouth with her own cunt. Jordan and Brianne developed a rhythm: they thrust forward and they pulled back. Everything she learned as a power bottom for film came back to Leah.

		She had never been spit roasted before, but... it was just coordinating her ass and mouth, right?' It wasn't that easy, but she got into the rhythm. She was well lubricated from Brianne's tongue, and now... she "begged" for more of Jordan by trying to back into her cunt as much as she could.

		She could feel Jordan's thighs slapping at her butt, and Brianne's tummy hitting her nose.

		"What have I done?" she thought.

		Well, at least for the moment, she brought two hot women to climax, at just about the same time.

		"Roll her over. Let's each take ten strokes on her cunt. Let's see who brings her off."

		The two DOMMES were having a blast, teasing Leah's cunt. One would hold down her wrists, while the other had her turn. Then they'd change positions. Every time Leah thought she was close, the turn was up. But she was getting closer and closer and then.

		"OH MY GOD THANK YOU MA’AMS. THANK YOU."

		Leah's hips pitched forward, and her orgasm was huge.

		"Ha ha. Guess you'll have to wash THAT carpet, Ms.. Morgan."

		"I oughtta make her clean it with her jacket, and if she wears it tomorrow see what June says."

		Leah blushed. She knew exactly what June would say.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		"Now listen up Leah. Listen good. This is how it's gonna be. Brianne and I are gonna share you for a while. We decided that, for maybe 3 months, we'll take turns: for a while me, next Brianne, then all over again. On weekends, the two of us. At the end of that time.. you'll have to make a choice. Or...." Jordan smiled a weak smile. "The three of us will go our separate ways."

		Leah stifled the big smile she felt. Was there really a choice? "Ma’am... who am I staying with tonight?" she asked. "With me Leah. " Jordan answered. "Your stuff is NOT packed up. You'll need something to wear tomorrow when we send you off to work.”

		"I'll see you tomorrow Ms. Bottom" Brianne winked as she got herself together.

		"Hey thanks babe. I appreciate it." Jordan hugged Brianne.

		"You're thanking ME? I got TWO jobs today."

		Leah couldn't help but laugh at that. "You hired her?"

		"She came in right after you called me. How could I not?"

		Leah was thinking: "I'd suspect June had something to do with all of this but... NAH. She couldn't have."

		In fact, at that minute, June was tossing out the box of maple cremes Jordan had sent to her home that night. In fact, she didn't have anything to do with THIS one whatsoever. The cremes were to "keep an eye on that girl" in the future.

		***

		Starting the first night of Leah’s stay at her house, Jordan turned up the heat on the situation from what, despite their mutual nudity, still seemed very formal. Leah was somewhat shocked as Jordan grabbed her head and pulled it so she was inches from her pussy.

		"Like what you see, slut?",

		"Yes, very much so Mistress."

		"Good, because it will become the center of your whole world," said Jordan as she sat back on her bed. She continued, "Brianne told me that you were not good at sitting on your knees sucking pussy, that you preferred having your face sat on. Well, the first thing you're going to learn here is that you must spend many hours kneeling between my legs."

		Jordan then pushed Leah’s head in closer so she could do just that. She could not stop staring at her pussy and she could tell. She reached down and caressed Leah’s hair.

		"Pretty, isn't it?" she asked.

		The girl could only nod in response. "Make it cum," said Mistress and Leah felt herself instinctively leaning into kiss her fold of pink lips.

		The girl was floored by how soft her lips were and the sweet taste. She licked her up and down for a couple of minutes, then Mistress pulled her away by her hair. She looked down and said, "My, you ARE a cunt eating lezzie whore aren't you?"

		"Yes Mistress," she replied.

		"NO," she said. "Say it ALL back to me!"

		"Yes Mistress Jordan. I am a cunt eating lezzie whore."

		Jordan smiled. "Do you want the pleasure of servicing my desires, of worshipping my cunt, my tits and my ass and becoming a complete slave to me." Leah repeated it all back in the affirmative.

		"Good! Now get to work bitch," she yelled as she grabbed the girl’s hair and jammed her face back against her pussy. She returned to licking her. She must have done it for half an hour and Jordan came multiple times. As she neared climax each time, Jordan would wrap her legs tightly around the girl’s head and start to call her a slut. She would shudder as she came and more of her juices would coat the girl’s chin.

		Her jaw was sore at the end of it but she was incredibly aroused. Jordan told her that her reward for pleasing her would be to let her masturbate to orgasm.

		"I will never be licking you or fingering your pussy. You are not worthy of that now, but you will learn to love cumming on your hand while kneeling before me," she said. "NOW, rub your clit till you cum!"

		Leah was instructed to keep eye contact with her while she diddled her wet pussy, which made her feel very much inferior to Jordan as she stood above her. Leah came explosively a minute later. Jordan commanded her to lick her wet hand clean.

		Since Jordan and Leah both work full-time career-oriented jobs so when they were out in public together, most people would just consider them partners. When they are alone, Leah assumed her duties of sex slave.

		While staying at Jordan’s Leah’s clothing was very limited and subject to Jordan’s whims. She purchased her a few outfits, including that of a catholic schoolgirl, cheerleader, and tennis player, all of which have short skirts. She was not allowed to wear underwear and usually had a tight top to go with it. Fortunately, Mistress, the name Leah was to use for Jordan, heated her house well, so the girl was not cold in the winter in such skimpy clothes.

		As they sat around the living room following dinner, Mistress would often beckon her with her finger. Leah knew that she must drop to her knees between Jordans’ legs. She then leisurely peeled off her thong and pulled her head in close. Mistress would look down say something like: "You may begin now."

		Leah would then lick her pussy and clit until she had cum several times and left her face drenched in her secretions. With each climax, she was verbally abusive and called her a whore and a slut who would be forever on her knees eating pussy.

		When Jordan wanted a change, other nights she would make Leah eat her ass. Of course, she had done this for Brianne but Jordan expected an equally thorough ass sucking, which she apparently had still not properly learned. The first time she did not perform analingus to her expectations, she gave her a spanking. She had never been spanked so hard and it was a surprise that it turned her on. She beat her ass red and told her she would get another spanking the following night if she did not suck her asshole completely clean.

		Leah made sure to do a better job the next time and when she was done, Jordan instructed her to bring her face up to hers. Mistress sniffed all over her mouth, nose and chin before she pronounced that she had done a good job.

		"Your face smells like you've been eating an asshole!"

		She now ate her ass almost as much as her pussy and rubbed her clit to bring her to orgasm when her tongue was completely inside her rectum. Leah actually felt Jordan’s sphincter clutch at her tongue when she came.

		***

		A few weeks after servitude began, Jordan came home with a dog collar. Leah was told she would be wearing it on certain occasions, the first being that evening. She was ordered to strip and only wear the collar. Under the moonlit sky, Mistress, herself nude, took her out in the backyard. She was 'walked' around by a leash on all fours. When she had gotten the hang of it, Mistress asked "Does my doggie have to pee?" Leah nodded. "Then go ahead," she said.

		Leah couldn't believe how kinky it felt to be treated this way and peed onto the lawn.

		Jordan then brought her back to the patio and commanded her up on her knees. She asked whether it felt good to pee on the lawn like a dog and Leah told her yes, very much.

		"Now rub your clit and cum for me," she ordered. The girl began her ritual of masturbation while crouching between Jordan’s legs.

		She began saying softly, "mmm, you like pissing when I tell you too huh?" The girl was nearing orgasm and a little lightheaded from all they had been doing. She was shocked back to reality when Jordan harshly yanked the leash so she was up against her pussy and felt Mistress let a stream of hot pee go right into her face. Jordan said loudly, "Drink my urine you goddamn whore. What kind of woman lets herself be turned into a dog? Well I'm going to make you my toilet. Drink it!"

		The girl opened her mouth and got so much pee that she gagged. Jordan stopped for her to catch her breath, then dragged her down on her back and squatted over her. Again, her stream resumed.

		"You....are....going...to...drink...every...drop... You.. fucking slut!," Leah heard her hiss.

		She drank so much pee, her stomach felt queasy. Then Jordan ground her pussy into her face, all the while calling her cunt-eating slut. Leah never did cum herself that night but it was one of the most thrilling she’d ever had.

		The strangest thing from that night however was that while Jordan was relieving herself over Leah’s face, something caught Jordan’s eye. At first Leah didn’t notice it, but then saw that it was some small animal scurrying through the backyard. Then Leah recognized it. It was a gopher.

		“Fuck, I hate those fucking things…” Jordan shouted to no one. “The next time I see one of those little cocksuckers I’m going to shoot the motherfucker with my Smith & Wesson pistol.”

		Leah was stunned, she had never heard Jordan get riled over something so trivial. What did a gopher ever do to her, she wondered?

		From that day on, occasionally when they were sitting on the deck at night, Mistress would take the glass Leah was drinking out of, lower her thong and piss a little in it. The girl happily drank it down, which, by her twisted grin, pleased her immensely. Surprisingly neither of them ever saw a gopher out there again either. Maybe the little critter took Jordan’s threat to heart. Leah thought.

		Jordan had a very stressful project at work a few weeks later and would come home very wound up each night. After the third night, she arrived home and called Leah to the front door. "Lie down on your back now," she said.

		She did as told and Jordan stepped out of her shoes and pulled her stockings and panties down from under her skirt. She quickly squatted over her face so that the skirt covered her head and chest and sat down on her face.

		She rocked back and forth on her lapping tongue and mouth for almost 20 minutes, grinding her cunt and asshole all over her. When she was done, Jordan said, "Now THAT was a great stress reliever."

		Each of the next few nights, she was summoned to the front door when she arrived home for the same treatment.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		The following week at Jordan’s, Leah had her face sat on for only five minutes, when Mistress told her she had something for her to take out of her jacket pocket. Leah reached into retrieve a strange-looking strap on with a very small harness. She told her it was a 'chin-strap on' and to put it on immediately.

		Leah pulled it over her head and lie back again while Mistress lowered herself down on the fake cock, facing forward. The girl couldn't believe how she brought her full weight down on the dildo, which the girl had tightly attached to her chin as she began to ride it

		She was bouncing up and down on her head and groaning as she did. Occasionally, her clit rubbed against her nose and mouth, which she loved. Mistress came twice this way. Then she got off her face and turned around. As she prepared to squat over her, she spread her ass cheeks wide and said "bon appetite!" She sank down on the strap on and her asshole reached her mouth. She fucked the strap on again, while the girl’s tongue was forced up her ass. Leah made her anus quite wet. When she was done cumming this way, she leaned back to sniff her face, which she always did now when Leah ate her ass. Mistress pressed forward to kiss her forehead and reminded her "You smell like ass. Dirty Whore."

		***

		The next morning she told the girl, that the chin ‘strap on’ wasn't the only thing she had bought.

		That night she was collared and nude and Jordan took her in the bathroom and gave her an enema. She was a little uneasy emptying her bowels in front of her, she had to admit. Then, she had her bend over and slowly twisted a thick, very well lubed butt plug into the girl’s asshole.

		Next she was positioned face down on Mistress' specially designed sex cushion. She came over to face the girl wearing a strap on that was considerably larger than the one Brianne used and carrying a regular dildo, equally long with a strange button on the flat end.

		Leah told her, “I've never had anything so large inserted inside me.”

		"Well, then, you'd better help me get it wet," Jordan replied as she pushed the fat head of the strap on against the girl’s mouth.

		She'd only sucked a real cock a couple of times and never a fake one. But she knew that was about to change. She sucked the head a little and got a very rubbery taste. Mistress kept pushing until it was nearly at the back of her throat. The girl started to get the hang of it as Jordan fucked her mouth.

		Suddenly Jordan stopped and pulled the strap-on from her mouth and moved around behind her. She started to rub the head all over her pussy but it was clear it would not easily go inside her and she squirmed.

		Jordan strongly slapped her ass and said "That's it! If you're going to squirm around while I try to get this inside you, I'll have to tie you up."

		She was flabbergasted as Jordan got silk ropes she had never seen before from her dresser and in five minutes, tied each of her limbs down. Though she'd never been bound before, she completely trusted her, as it was obvious she never wanted to cause her any extreme pain. She then resumed working the dildo into the girl’s pussy. This time, it went inside her and she groaned loudly. The head felt extra thick. And Jordan pushed it in slowly, but steadily.

		In a couple of minutes it was in her all the way. She let Leah’s pussy loosen up and then started pistoning in and out if her. The girl could tell Jordan loved using the strap on. While she said things such as "like that, you slut?" Leah could barely pant back, "yes Mistress, thank you"

		With the butt plug still prying her asshole wide, she had never felt so exposed and open. Then Jordan said, "You know what else Brianne told me that you liked?"

		Leah could not think straight and didn't answer. WHACK, she felt a very strong slap on her ass. She realized what she wanted her to say but she was hesitant. After another slap, she said "buttfucking?"

		"Of course," she answered, slowly pulling the butt plug from the girl’s anus. "Why do you think I put this in you in the first place?"

		As the plug popped out, she felt an incredible sense of emptiness in her butt. However, the head of the strap on was quickly placed up against her rear hole and Jordan was grabbing her hips for leverage.

		The thick dildo went into the girl much easier than she expected. The plug had definitely done its work well. But a few inches in, she could hear herself groaning involuntarily. She'd never had such a thick tool pushed up her ass. Mistress slapped one of her ass cheeks yet again and asked, "What's the matter?"

		When she replied that the thickness took getting used to, she leaned into the girl’s ear and said, "Oh Leah, your asshole will never be quite the same after tonight but that's okay because it's MY asshole to fuck from now on anyway!"

		And as she said that she pushed further into the girl. She clutched the bed sheets hard and felt Jordan sawing it into her ass. The sensation gradually began to feel good and she could sense that she might orgasm. She felt Mistress' breasts touching her back as she positioned the length of her body directly against Leah. She was reaching for something. Then she felt it, the thick dildo she'd carried over to the bed being pushed into her pussy. Because her cunt had been stretched out minutes before and was still sopping wet, Mistress pushed it to the hilt in record time.

		Then, she leaned in close to Leah’s ear and said "Look at you Leah. You've got big dildos pushed up your pussy and ass!"

		By the tone of her voice, the girl could sense her getting more turned on. Mistress was now pumping her asshole harder as she hissed in her ear in time with her strokes "What...kind...of...woman....lets...herself...get... fucked in the ass?"

		As Leah started to answer "A wh—"

		Mistress turned on the switch on the dildo in the girl’s pussy and it vibrated wildly. Leah could not finish her words. The vibrator pushed her over the edge. She exploded in orgasm and literally shrieked out loud as she spasmed. After a good 30 seconds or more, She passed out, just for a short time.

		When she woke, the girl saw Jordan untying her and grabbing each of her hands. She could tell how weak the girl was, yet unceremoniously dragged her down the hall to the spare bedroom. Jordan had set up the floor of the room with three inches of memory foam and a plastic tarp, covering the room wall to wall. Then she threw the girl down leaving her face up on the mat.

		Jordan parted her legs on either side of her body and let a torrent of piss rain down on Leah. She spent an extra amount to time drenching her face and hair. In addition to her most mind-blowing orgasm, what she was doing to Leah was making her feel lightheaded. And Jordan was saving her best for last. Jordan loved the smell of her own piss on Leah’s body.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		“Come on get up you worthless slut. Now that I have your attention, I’m going to make you a deal you won’t be able to refuse.” Jordan smirked.

		“As you wish Mistress.”

		“Tell you what Leah let’s make a little wager.

		“What kind of wager, Mistress.”

		“A bit of a contest,. I win and you’re my slave for the month to do whatever I wish to you. You win, which you won’t, and I’m all yours,“ Jordan said sticking out her hand.

		“Wait a minute, what kind of contest?” Leah asked a bit puzzled.

		“A sexfight, of course.” Jordan sneered.

		Leah hesitated accepting the offer but went ahead against her better judgement when Jordan called her chicken. She agreed after being bullied by her lovely Mistress who told her, “Alright now just be ready to get a nice fucking tonight, I have a brand new twelve inch dildo that has your name written all over it. Like they say ‘Loser’s always get it in the rear’” Jordan opened her shapely build legs and did a bump and grind for Leah and laughed at Leah’s shocked expression.

		“Okay, and during the fight I don’t have to call you ‘Mistress right?”

		“Certainly. Is it a deal slut?”

		“Okay, deal.”

		Leah struggled to her feet, fighting her lightheaded situation, when out of the corner of her eye, she realizes that Jordan was moving quickly toward her. She engaged Leah in the middle of the room, grabbing Leah’s breasts eliciting low hisses of discomfort from the girl.

		Her fingers crushed Leah’s malleable flesh seeking out the most sensitive areas to attack. Slowly but surely Jordan had the advantage shifting from attacking both tits to zeroing in on one. She squeezed Leah’s right tit near where it meets her breast bone while using her free hand to slap down on the trapped teat. Jordan seemed an expert tit torturer who in under a minute had her opponent crying out for release.

		Leah felt this was a golden opportunity to fix this fucked up mess. This mistress, slave bullshit had now gone too far. She shouted at Jordan, “Get the Fuck off my tit bitch before I tear you’re fucking hair out root by root,” then grabbed two handfuls of Jordan’s short Bob cut. She’d win this battle and teach the smug ass bitch Jordan a lesson.

		Leah shook and tugged which had Jordan crying out in pain for the first time ever, but not letting up on her breast abuse on Leah. The girl cried out and released Jordan’s hair grabbing her wrist and tried to pry her hands off her now tenderized teat. Seeing that this wasn’t working Leah decided to go back to attacking her opponents boobs and grabbed both of Jordan’s tits by the nipples and twisted and pinched for all she was worth.

		Jordan laughed telling her outclassed submissive bottom, “Is this all you’ve got?” before reapplying her double claw hold forcing Leah up against the bedroom wall.

		Leah tried her best to inflict damage but was out of her league against the seasoned Mistress and tit fighter who had her bent backwards. Leah squeezed her close and tried to shut out the paralyzing pain shooting through her right boob which Jordan now had bloodied.

		The docile beauty realized this strategy wasn’t working changed tactics releasing her Mistress’s huge nipples. Leah’s hands shot up and out wrapping around Jordan’s throat trying to choke the fight out of her hated Mistress.

		Jordan knew the danger of having your air supply cut off as her favorite finisher was the breast smother. She quickly decided to abandon her tit attack instead reached up raked her fingers across her slave’s eyes.

		Leah cried out releasing Jordan’s throat and stumbled to the other side of the room. Jordan’s bigger breast heaved up and down as she gulped in much needed air massaged her scratched boobs. She turned and glared at her still blinded sub and stalked across the bedroom ready to resume hostilities.

		Jordan grabbed Leah by her hair swung her in a circle while throwing hard punches into the girl’s torso. She then released the dazed fighter sending Leah careening chest first into the wall. Leah had the bad luck of striking her knee on the unpadded wall falling to the floor clutching her knee.

		Jordan was an unrelenting hellion who seemed to want to do more than just beat Leah but totally destroy her. Again she used the girl’s hair to pull her up to her knees and twisted her head as if trying to tear it from her body. But this time Leah fought back and threw her fist up between Jordan’s legs. Leah smiled as she felt her knuckles connect with Jordan’s unprotected pussy, who instantly dropped to the ground.

		Leah took a moment and gathered herself before going on the attack and stomped her floored Mistress concentrating her attack on Jordan’s breasts. She then used her wet ass and dropped it down not once, not twice but three times onto Jordan’s breasts flattening her treasured tits.

		Leah then shuffled back, placed her ass on Jordan’s face again cutting off her air supply. She grabbed one of Jordan’s legs and stretched it up in the air. Leah pulled back on the limb trying to tear her suffering Mistress in two.

		“Make a wish bitch “Leah told Jordan before she slammed a fist down between her spread legs. The trapped shaking self-proclaimed Mistress of Leah screams of pain could barely be heard beneath her opponent’s planted ass. Leah sent two more pussy pounding punches down into Jordan’s crotch before she suddenly screamed out in pain and surprise.

		Leah moved faster than anyone would have expected from a girl in her condition cursing holding her left butt cheek.

		“You fucking bitch you bit me, you fucking bit my ass and twat,” Leah cried out as Jordan scurried away trying to put some distance between her and her now pissed off ass bitten sub.

		Jordan struggled to her feet as a pissed off Leah charged across the bedroom ready to put her rival down once and for all. Outstretched arms, hands curled into claws Leah swiped at Jordan only to find empty space where the reeling fighter once stood.

		Jordan ducked under Leah’s attempted attack and grabbed her around the waist shoving the pissed off sub into the unpadded wall. Leah struck her knee on the only unpadded part of the room. She crumpled to the ground holding her knee trying to hold back tears of pain.

		Jordan knew her opponent was now her prey and dragged Leah up from the floor hoisting her opponent in the air. Leah found herself first lifted then deposited down via a body slam bouncing the back of her head off the well-padded floor. The stunned brawler laid barely moving moaning unable to defend herself compliments of Jordan’s devastating maneuver.

		Jordan stood shaking off the effects of the brutal cunt busting she just received going back to work on Leah. Jordan grabbed her opponent’s right leg stretched it out across the floor looking to the Leah’s eyes for her discouragement.

		Leah’s look gave her the thumbs down sign garnering a wide grin from domineering girl who stomped her trapped subs knee. Jordan then jumped high in the air to deliver a brutal knee smash across Leah’s ankle.

		The reeling sub was out of her head with pain rolling her torso around trying to free her trapped limb. It didn’t work as Jordan worked her way up to her rivals thigh delivering several knee drops into it .

		She then stood and grabbed Leah’s other leg spreading them wide jumping in the air delivering a knee between them in a devastating drop. Leah’s body shook uncontrollably as her foe completely decimated her privates. Jordan showed no mercy hitting her with two more cunt busting blows that had tears of pain rolling down decimated girl’s cheeks.

		“What’s the matter Leah you can dish it out but can't take it .Well boo hoo bitch because I’m going to destroy your ugly pussy before I make your sorry ass submit.” Jordan screamed.

		She then proceeded to stomp Leah’s privates before slowly grinding her heel down hard that brought even louder squeals of pain. The rejuvenated Mistress then stretched Leah’s legs as wide as they could go. She then down and asked Leah, “Let’s see how flexible your hooker ass is.

		Jordan then jumped in the air and landed her legs on top of the inside of Leah’s’. This forced both of the trapped fighter’s legs flat onto the mat forcing Leah to perform a complete split.

		She was really in trouble a let loose a wail that echoed around the bedroom as her hamstrings were stretched beyond their normal range. The added weight of Jordan sitting astride them bouncing up and down didn’t help. Jordan slowly rose off of her downed foe allowing Leah to grab the inside of her thighs rolling back and forth along the mat.

		Jordan stood surveying the damage proud of the job done downing her rebellious sub. The part-time catfighter knew once you took away an opponent’s ability to stand you stripped them of their power base.

		Leah attempted to rise barely making it to one knee before Jordan resumed her attack. She kicked Leah’s legs out from under her sending the girl crashing to the mat on her back waddling like a turtle turned on its shell.

		Jordan looked to finish her hobbled opponent and dropped down crushing Leah with a big running body splash. The wind knocked from the girl who is now easy pickings as Jordan stretched her legs out trapping Leah in a tight grapevine hold.

		She entwined her legs around Leah’s limbs slowly forcing them open. Leah tried to resist but her legs were in no condition to take on her rival’s as Jordan slowly but surely started to dominate.

		The beaten girl tried to muffle a low agonizing moan which escaped her pursed lips anyway. No matter how hard Leah tried the combination of the pain between her legs and the paralyzing cramps left her at her opponent’s mercy.

		“Fuck I can’t take anymore, I fucking give let me go” she screamed tears now flowed freely.

		“No bitch not yet, you’re not getting off that easy, lay still and I’ll make it quick. Resist and I’ll make sure your wheeled out of here on a stretcher,” Jordan punctuated her statement by giving Leah’s burning hamstrings another little tweak.

		“Fuck bitch stop it, you’ve won I submit” she screamed. “If you don’t stop I get you, maybe not today, but I’ll get you.”

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Jordan laughed the treat off. She was still breathing hard but evenly, her breasts and nipples jutting out in triumph, while Leah lay with her face turned to the side, eyes closed, moaning, and whimpering with aches all over.

		Then Jordan grabbed hold of Leah's right foot and lifted up her right leg, propping it up against her shoulder, Leah found herself almost thrusting her pussy up to meet Jordan's descending one, before she caught herself. She bit her lip. No, she wouldn't give the bitch the satisfaction...

		But her willpower was almost drained, and the mental battle was all but lost. Jordan's dominating advantage, overwhelming display of strength, and superior sexual prowess all combined to sap Leah's fighting spirit. The humiliation, the shame, of being defeated like this, while she seemed helpless...

		Jordan's pussy mashed forcefully against Leah's, flooding Leah's mind with the liquid warmth of that contact. Soft, wet flesh planted itself firmly upon her pink, swollen womanhood. The tribbing began.

		She was being fucked. Jordan was doing it, fucking her, even though she wasn't using a strap-on - it was the same, in effect. Jordan's pussy was... was stronger than hers. Jordan's juices were flowing down, into her own pussy - wasn't that part of being fucked? And Jordan held her right leg firmly in place with one arm - she had always been so proud of her leg muscles, but now she couldn't move her trapped leg even a bit - Jordan flexed her left biceps, grinning triumphantly down at Leah.

		Leah could bear no more, she could fight no more, she could hold out no more. Her fingers left marks in the foam mat as she arched her back, stiffened for one long moment... and then the convulsions overtook her body and she jerked and shuddered and cried out in the throes of the most powerful orgasm she’d ever had forced upon her.

		She was dizzy, and soft, like pudding, and wholly unable to resist as Jordan scooped her up into her arms and cradled her like a kitty, in her strong arms.

		"Poor little pussy," she laughed, harshly. "Here, let Mama make it all better..."

		The veins on her breasts could be seen, pale blue, just below the skin surface on her heaving breasts - they were slightly bigger than Leah's but at the moment, they seemed so large, so powerful...

		As if hypnotized, Leah found herself opening her mouth and accepting the large pink nipple that Jordan proffered. The soft flesh - so incongruous when seen against such hard, strong muscles - pressed in all around her mouth, almost closing off her nose. Her eyes closed, and she suckled.

		There she was... stupid Leah... broken and defeated decisively, sucking obediently on the breast of the stronger, better Jordan. Her surrender, this time, was total.

		Jordan smiled down informing Leah that she knew she’s won and that she was and always would be the girl’s Mistress before she slowly lowered her ample breast down onto Leah’s face. The evil Mistress cinched in her breast smother and wrapped her arms around Leah’s head and told her conquered foe “Nighty night bitch.”

		Slowly Leah resistance waned as her air flow was completely cut off leaving her an unconscious sweaty heap of broken fighter on the floor. Jordan rose wiping the sweat and drool off her breast and sensuously massaged her good sized mammaries.

		***

		Present day…

		Sabrina scratched her head. “Damned if that ain’t the craziest accident I ever heard.”

		“Nope, it’s murder,” Gracyn said. The neighbors stood like an audience for a performance at the town band shell. “Guess you gotta be a woman to understand. Leah managed to get Jordan to kill herself. So she won’t beat on her anymore. With her dead she gets the house and the pickup.”

		“Murder?” Sabrina said. “That’s an odd one. Aren’t you gonna take her in?”

		“For what? Scrubbing Jordan’s DNA from the gene pool?” Gracyn asked. “See, Jordan wanted the gopher, and the gun and the gas, and she lit the matches. She was a knucklehead. No crime in that.”

		“But how’d you call it murder?”

		“I saw Leah in town last week. She was singin’ that song, by that guy from Simon and Garfunkel. Remember it back in the day? Well, Leah found the fifty-first way to leave her lover. Murder by human cannonball. And Sabrina, check and see if Leah pissed on the body.”

		END
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