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		Part One

		

		You can call me Bridget. What you should know about me, I am a professional woman, a physical fitness instructor, who trains not only new athletes, but instructors, and teach fitness to corporate groups.

		I am a 37 year old red head, auburn really, all natural, 38D-35-40, spread over five feet seven of curved and fit. I dress conservatively, and to conceal because since I developed early and was shy, I have never found my body to be a source of pride, so much as embarrassment. Part of the reason for my lack of self-confidence. And why I am a fitness trainer.

		I was that good girl your mother always wanted, and my sexual horizons are my first boyfriend in college, and my husband.

		I think that the worst thing about me is that I cling too much to people. That is how I lost my first girlfriend. She said that although she was infatuated with me, I was too needy. That I was too high maintenance. Well that may have been but I think I could have been forgiven since I was just 16 and she was 18. I think we would still be together if we met today.

		But I still seem to go through women like water which brings me to this evening. I was surfing the web like I do on occasion when I am without companionship and came upon a site dedicated to sexual stories. Now being that I do not usually get into that kind of thing I was going to pass it up, but something in my head told me "What the hell, look around" So I did.

		There were many categories so I chose one at random and picked a story called "Belle". It was a fairly long and complex one but I could not get enough of it. I kept looking around my empty apartment guiltily thinking that I was going to get caught reading this. The more I read, the more turned on I got.

		I poured myself a glass of red wine and got comfortable on my couch. As I read I found myself slowly stroking my body as I read of this woman's exploits. It reminded myself of the times I used to masturbate in college when my roommate, Emery, used to bring her man-of-the-week over. She always thought I was asleep but I wasn't.

		To listen to her grunt and groan would always make me wet. I would slip off my panties and watch them in the dark. I could make out her face, contorted and grimacing with pleasure, on nights that I feel really lonely I think of those nights 8 years ago and smile to myself.

		I masturbated more then, than now, but after reading "Belle ", I was bound to give those days a run for their money. By the time I got to the end of the story, I was hot, bothered, and now a little buzzed by the wine.

		I made my way to the bathroom, turned off all the lights and lit some candles I had nearby. I took off my panties and noticed how damp I was.

		I stripped and put my leg up on the toilet seat and put my hand between my legs. I started to rub my lips methodically and after a few moments I looked down and I could see my hand glisten with my juices. I tasted myself, savored it and drew a hot bath.

		Now I don't have a great body but I think I look alright. As I got into the tub I let my chest sit above the water line and began to stroke my nipples. I spread my legs as far as they could and I made my way down to my clitoris and lightly flicked and played with it.

		I remembered the story I just read and thought of the woman in the story, Belle. She had a night where she masturbated with everything she could find in her bathroom. That turned me on so I looked around and found my back scrubber and put the wooden handle between my legs and pumped it up and down. My already swollen clit took an instant liking to it.

		I arched my back and in the candle light I could this giant handle attack my pussy. I bit my lip as I could feel that old feeling rising in me. But I knew that I was getting pretty raw from the handle, so I looked around for something else. In the story, Belle used a shampoo bottle so I decided to try the same thing.

		I have one of those bottles with the ridges up the side for easy gripping so I took it and put that side up against my screaming clit. I rubbed it furiously up and down my lips and I could hear my breath start to hitch. My hips were bucking and water was sloshing over the sides of the tub, but I didn't care.

		I kept thinking of Belle in the story and how she did whatever she had to do to get off, something I admire.

		"Belle ...Belle ..." I said over and over.

		I could imagine her standing over me, stroking my hair, smiling, watching me cum. Thinking of her brought me over the top. My legs slammed together as my body was racked by a fierce orgasm. I kept screaming her name over and over until it had subsided.

		I could feel a teardrop in my eye and knew it was there because of the pleasure and pain of being rubbed raw to climax. I laid in the tub slowly touching myself with my now trembling fingers. By now my lips were very swollen and it almost hurt to touch them but I didn't care. Something in my makeup caused me to respond sexually to pain. I think it always has.

		I inserted two fingers into me and I could feel another orgasm rise in me through the incredible pain/pleasure I was feeling. This time I was crying for old roommate Emery. As I came, I was sobbing and crying like a little girl. I couldn't believe it!

		I had tears streaming down my face, my fingers were ramming in and out of me and I was having one of the most intense orgasms I have ever had. As the waves of pleasure subsided, I dried myself off and drained the tub, thinking about what I would be doing tomorrow night, I smiled and went off to sleep, dreaming of Belle and Emery

		

	
		Part Two

		

		The next morning I arose basking in the glow of my self-gratification. My poor pussy was wonderfully sore from its intense workout, and each twinge of pain made me smile at the thought of last night.

		But today was a new day, I had high hopes for all that was in store for me.

		I was driving to the classroom to pick up materials for my next class. The office has another instructor drop them, so I can just go to the classroom and pick them up, and not have to journey all the way to head office all the way into the city. The light turned red, and I pulled to as top.

		I looked behind me and there was a Mediterranean woman, Greek I later learned, talking on her cell phone in her Audi and I was afraid she was going to hit me. I tapped my horn to get her attention, and she dropped her phone, looked down to get it, and hit my car in the rear bumper.

		She was clearly at fault, but I wanted to make sure she was okay, so I got out and got ready to exchange information. The woman who stepped out was not dressed for business, so much as she was dressed to be seen.

		I swear, the cost of her white silk dress could have bought my car, and the price of her manicure probably paid for the repairs to both. The woman unfolding from the car made me stop my somewhat snippy demand for her license and registration. She was stunning.

		Flowing out of the car like a goddess descending from Olympus, she moved with a sort of supple sensuous grace that left me feeling like lumbering cow. Her dress looked formal from a distance, but closer in revealed very tight, cocktail dress and much of her body, down to the swell of her generous hips was highlighted more than concealed.

		The form fitting style and color of the dress called attention to the swell of her high firm breasts, just as the water like flow caused your eyes to follow the roll of those hips, the line of those long bronze legs, and wonder at the mystery just concealed between them.

		Looking up into her eyes, flashing like onyx above an odd gold chain of medallions hanging around her neck, I saw a look of bored anger and contempt forming on a face that was exotic, beautiful, and fierce in the way of a falcon.

		Her lips were warm and sensuous, a lipstick of blood red matched the smoky eye shadow to give her face a sort of opulent and open sexuality, coupled with the hauteur of a goddess slumming among mere mortals, gave her the power to stun a man at fifty paces, and it seems my own gender was not defense enough against her regard when she turned those eyes on me.

		A voice as rich and dark as her eyes rang from the Greek woman "You frumpy little cow. You made me drop my phone, on my toe, and I think you broke it. The toe, not the phone. What have you got to say for yourself?"

		I held out my license and registration.

		My own reply was professionally courteous "Ma'am, you were driving while talking on your cell phone, that is against the law. You struck me from behind when I was stopped at a red light that is against the law. Your insurance will pay for the repairs, but I will need your insurance paperwork. I am no driving instructor, but I can assure you, there is no reason to argue, just exchange our information and be on our separate ways"

		I was trying to be reasonable, but the angry beauty in front of me did not look reasonable, she looked like a falcon unsure of whether to scream and tear someone in half, or soar back to the heavens where she belongs. Turing to look at me, her gaze was smoldering. Her voice rang now with challenge-

		"You call that little bump a hit from behind? You have no idea what my husband Ari will do to my behind when I tell him of this. Then you would know when you have been hit from behind, and when you have been only tapped."

		She turned her rather curvy rump suggestively and glared at me. I tried to be reasonable with her, offering assistance against what I thought she was saying.

		"Spousal abuse is common in some communities, I know, but the police are there for you, and we have shelters if you need to get away"

		She cut me off, stepping forward and grabbing my long red hair. My voice sounded in a mouse like squeak as she took me and walked me to my own car's hood like a mamma cat with an unruly kitten.

		Her voice dropped low, threatening, and very sensual

		"First you get me in trouble with this nonsense about the car, and then you wish to destroy my marriage by involving the police, and you go on to accuse my community of being abusive. You racist self-absorbed self-righteous little slut. You probably are so uptight you have no idea that a spanking can be as much a reward as punishment, and that a strong woman needs to be reminded periodically that her man is stronger yet.

		In fact, I think your uptight little conservative ass needs a good spanking, and I need an apology. Well my little red headed harlot, let's see about your education right now"

		I put my hands on her wrist holding my hair, prepared to rotate and break her wrist and defend myself. Things did not go as planned when instead of striking me, her hand cupped my ass cheek and her lips descended on mine for a kiss that started soft, and swelled into an insistent hungry exploration of my mouth that drove all thought from my head, and resulted in my hands falling loosely to the swell of her hips as she teased my tongue into dancing with hers, and her hands roamed my body seemingly at will.

		Breaking the kiss with a giggle, she spun me around and looped a turn of her gold chain around my wrists behind my back, then leaned forward and undid my belt, sliding it down my jeans to pool at my feet.

		I started to protest, but she was having none of it. Her voice now was dripping with honey and laughter

		"Don't be silly, who spanks through clothes? Unruly wives and ungrateful children are spanked bare bottom. Everyone knows that. Oh my god, what is that you are wearing on your bottom? Are those men's underwear, or do they make something that hideous for women? No, don't answer, I think little enough of you already, if you tell me you want to wear these granny panties I will lose what little respect for you as a woman I still have"

		Without further ado, she whipped them down to my feet, and slapped each calf once to spur me to step out of jeans and panties. I was naked from the waist down at the intersection, and cars were slowing to watch as they passed, but no one was interfering. Sounding now like a proud teacher with a slow student finally making progress her voice was a mix of wonder and exasperation.

		"Look at that, you are trainable! You have quite a nice arse, but a lousy attitude. Proper training can fix that you see."

		She sounded so reasonable, but here I was stripped half naked in the street!! I opened my mouth to shout at her, but I think she anticipated my outrage and was waiting when I turned to yell at her. She popped my panties into my mouth like a gag and laughed.

		"See, there is a use for them. I wouldn't even slow down my talking if you jammed my thong in my mouth. Even your big mouth can't handle these ugly things"

		Before I could think about spitting them out, the spanking began. How can I describe it? She cupped my throat in her hand to bend me back, then alternated hard vicious slaps to my ass that rocked my body, with full ass caresses that grazed my mound and little puckered hole.

		She began to chuckle low when she caught me trying to move against her hand during the caresses. Flinching from the anticipated pain was a mistake, for in pushing myself farther up the car hood, I exposed my pussy to her fingers when she probed my sex. She stopped and licked her finger clean of what she grazed between my legs when she discovered how hot and wet my married white pussy had become.

		Her voice now held simple uncomplicated delight "A proper slut spanking requires full display, and your big cow udders are still covered. We can't have that." She said.

		Reaching forward, she tore open my blouse, buttons flying everywhere. With an odd economy of motion, she popped the clasp on my bra and pulled it over my breasts, cupping them both fiercely and grinding me against the car hood as she mimed humping me.

		She kissed my neck as her hands cupped my breasts and pinched the nipples, lifting my heavy breasts by the nipples until I whimpered and begged through the gag.

		Laughing, she pushed me forward again over my car hood. Now my breasts were bare, and my pale pink nipples revealed as fully erect. Grabbing my hair, she pulled me back to keep my upright, and began to spank me again. Each blow making my breasts bounce, and drawing honking and hollering from the male, and even some of the teenage female drivers as they watched the Greek goddess spanking my ass as red as my blushing face.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		My gag had fallen out, and as the spanking continued, she would alternate slaps and sliding fingers, both into my sex, and then later, into my virgin ass, using my own juices as lubrication. Soon she was making me beg, and choose which hole she would toy with between slaps, and making me beg her to continue, rather than leave me hanging.

		Fingers driving into my pussy as she called me her little English poutana, her porcelain slut, she drove me to the edge of orgasm, and then left me hanging.

		She whispered in my ear that I needed to ask before I was allowed to cum. I shook my head. I would not! She began now to probe my ass, rather than my needy dripping pussy and the edge of my release hovered just beyond me as she began to pound me slower, then with increasing speed and savagery.

		If anything, the denial forced my body far past any release I had ever allowed myself without going over the edge. She laughed as I whimpered and moaned. Finally I began to speak, to beg honestly, and she would not listen, would not listen until I was shouting at the top of my lungs!

		"PLEASE may your little American poutana cum? Please ma'am I am begging you!"

		I was screaming at the top of my lungs, I could hear her laughing, and hear the honking of the men in the passing cars, enjoying the show. I no longer cared. I no longer cared about anything except being let over the edge; to cum.

		I accepted that I needed permission to do so, and would do whatever it took to get it. Laughing, she finally granted permission, and it was like releasing a bowstring, my body simply snapped directly into a spasm that bent me in half, face down against the hood, feet coming right off the ground. It was only her hand in my hair that kept me from falling off the car, and to the pavement.

		I have never cum that powerfully in my life. With a flick of her wrists, she unwound the chain from my crossed wrists and freed my arms. Her voice was imperious, a disappointed goddess addressing ungrateful worshipers

		"There now, you have your spanking, and your reward, but where it the kiss for my pain? You made me drop my phone on my toe, what are you going to do about it?" She asked haughty and cold as any falcon looking at prey.

		She extended one delicate, sandal clad foot, and pointed to the big toe. She had her camera phone in her hand now, as I crawled to her feet, bent my head down and kissed her toe, before taking it into my mouth and sucking it like a little cock.

		I kissed and caressed her foot, all the way to her delicate bronze ankle. Beginning to draw the saree up her beautiful legs, her laughter took on a low, deeply stirring hunger. Rich Hindi accent teasing now, she teased me

		"Is that all you want to kiss better, my little English poutana? Do you maybe want to kiss my mouni better?"

		Her Greek accented voice left me guessing what poutana meant, but pretty sure what mouni meant, and pretty sure I wanted to kiss her pussy. I began to kiss my way up her legs, her thighs and into the golden valley between them. She spread her legs, and offered me access to her garden of earthly delights. Dark and furry, her pussy was exotic and responsive.

		I began to explore her, running tongue along the outside of each lip of her labia, before beginning to suck on them gently. Her taste was divine, and soon my control was fading and I was lapping at her "mouni" like a starving dog.

		Looking up into her laughing eyes, I saw she was filming me naked on my knees eating her pussy, and I didn't care. All I cared about was pleasing her. She was trimmed, that is her pubic area was shaped like a heart. It was perhaps the single most beautiful sight I have seen, other than that of my newborn daughters when they were first given to me.

		I caught my breath in wonder, with one hand she let me know when it was time, and drew my face to her clit, and I began to lick and suck it. I know it is hard for me to cum when my husband does not keep a rhythm when he eats me, so I strove to build a rhythm and then increase the speed as her cries became more urgent.

		Taking her clit into my mouth and flicking my tongue across it, I was rewarded when she dropped her phone a second time, and this time because both her hands were on my head, driving me inside her as she came.

		Her screams gave way to sighs, and ended in a sort of happy giggle. She patted my head, and began to adjust her clothes from their frenzied disarray. As she adjusted her dress to something resembling modesty, I picked up her phone and tried to hand it to her.

		Her voice sang out, a relaxed happiness filling it with warmth.

		"Put in your number and name slut, then I will have you come over and arrange for our mechanic to fix your car. I don't want to go through insurance. My husband and I are billionaires by the way. We find insurance a nuisance.

		Oh, you may want to wear something that slides off in a hurry, there is a good chance if Ari is angry with you that he will want to spank you too, and if he does, he won't be as gentle to your clothes as I was"

		I got my clothes back on, and was unsure what to do now.

		Was I seduced, or bullied. I wasn't' sure.

		Was I humiliated, or maybe I was redeemed.

		I was so confused.

		Right up until she grabbed my shoulders, turned me around, and kissed me hard, long, and deep. Hugging me tight, she whispered quietly in my ear with such fake kindness that it washed over me like glaring sunlight, blasting away all my doubts and fears. I knew what I needed to do.

		"Oh my pretty little Bridget, I am Eleni. Ari and I are going to so enjoy you, and you will at last learn how to enjoy yourself"

		I may have been publicly used and humiliated, spanked and used, but I had just had the most profound sexual experience of my life, and was promised that it was only the beginning. I would not be reporting this accident. I would call Eleni, and ask for instructions. I had made up my mind I was going to exact my revenge on the lovely Eleni, and i wanted her husband Ari to witness the humiliation.

		I waited a few days, and then called Eleni and asked if we could meet. She was still her haughty self, but asked me to come to her place. I refused and said i had a better idea. I suggested a nice seaside setting, along Orange Beach.

		"Please bring Ari, Eleni. I believe he will love seeing us together" I said

		"When, Ari is a very busy man, I will need to see if we can find a time that is suitable from him." Eleni snapped.

		"You name it. This weekend is open for me."

		"I will call you back. I will need to get an appropriate swim suit for our meeting." Eleni responded.

		Eleni returned my call that evening. We on the same stretch of gulf coast beach to teach me and learn how to enjoy myself. My idea of that differed from Eleni's and Ari's quite a bit. I outlined the terms of our meeting, the outcome to determine if Ari had us both or not. Eleni reluctantly accepted my terms.

		When the time had come to find that out I changed slowly into my outfit for the meeting, I was in shape, not curvy but powerful with feminine muscles in the right places. A cascade of auburn hair curled lightly to the middle of my back, my hair always worn long however much it seemed impractical for what I had planned. As I adjusted the straps on my simple, white halter neck thong bikini, I thought that I looked ready for what she would surely face. I stretched a bit, and then without another word, I turned, heading for the door out of the beach hut...

		

	
		Part Four

		.

		So normally, I always feel a little nervous before a big fight. Edgy I guess, you know, like wondering what my friend and her husband have in store for me, what I might be able to use on her, and so on. But as I walked out of that beach hut, I probably felt calmer that I had before 95% of my arguments. You see this time, I knew Eleni, knew what I was going to do to her, what she would try to do to me. And I knew I had her number this time! Walking through the sand dunes that backs into the little secluded beach, it's almost like I'm going on a nice stroll to the beach for a day out.

		The weather is warm, but not unbearably so, no wind to speak of. Probably good weather for sun bathing, or maybe today, revenge. And then as I pass through a little gap in the dunes, there she is, the Greek bitch who I had little success in the past. Standing there, her husband standing behind her out of the sun, hands on hips, she stares right through me, as I step on to the beach, unmoved by my presence it seems.

		I have to admit that she is a good looking woman; an inch shorter, a few pounds lighter, she's every bit as strong as me and she knows how to use all of that curvy body as a weapon in subduing a person. But so do I, I remind myself as I walk up to her.

		Ari, noting this was not going to be ménage of any kind moved away from us and disappeared over a dune. Later, most likely to help his pummeled wife

		"So, you came then Bridget?' Eleni sneers at me. "I thought you'd be to chicken shit after our last encounter. You're brave, I'll give you that." She smirks at me.

		"Fuck you bitch!" I shoot back as she stands there adjusting her scarlet bikini. '"'m ready for you this time, and I'm going to make you beg me to st" "I'd love to see that, cunt!" she fires back, moving forward to stand breast to breast with me on the beach. I feel the familiar rush, that tingle of excitement as our bodies touch for the first time; the thrill of aggression to come sending an electric charge through both of our bodies I'm sure. Face to face now, noses almost touching as well, Eleni re-emphasizes her last insult 'CUNT!' she yells, straight in my face.

		"Fucking whore!" I spit back at her as time seems to stand still there before, as if on an unseen signal, both of us are in each other's hair, ripping and tearing at each other. I feel the burning sensation in my scalp as Eleni's fingers drag across it, knowing that she feels the exact same thing from my hands tangled in her dark hair. I swing a knee at her, hoping for a pussy strike early in the match, she blocks it, my knee harmlessly catching her thigh instead.

		'Fuck' I think to myself as caught off balance now, the grip Eleni has of my hair puts me down in the soft sand. At least I think it's soft enough until she bounces the back of my head off it twice. A little dazed, I manage to scissor her right leg, stopping her from moving up to pin me. The brunette knows she's in charge though right now, forcing my right boob out of my halter top and I grit my teeth as she attacks, a punch, followed by a heavy-handed slap which she converts quickly to a mauling grab. I let out an involuntary gasp of pain as I feel her nails sinking into my tit; still held by the hair too, I start to look for a way out. Grabbing the bitch's long dark hair, I pull her down towards me and then with my free hand, deliver a right hand into her rib cage.

		"That all you've got cunt?" she sneers at me as I swing again. By the third time one lands, she's not looking quite so cocky though, and as my knuckles test her body once more, she's suddenly looking to get away from me. It's a minor victory though as she keeps her grip of my hair forcing me half upright and with my side exposed to her,

		I feel her knee crash hard into my ribs sending me sprawling into the sand. I roll quickly to the side, just feeling her toes brush against my body as I evade a follow up soccer kick to the body before I grab her ankle, bringing her down into the sand with me. Diving at the brunette bitch, we wrap hands in each other's hair once more, rolling in the sand in a snarling, angry cat ball as we trade insults and hair pulling, looking for the advantage.

		I look for another knee to the pussy, this time more successfully as I roll Eleni beneath me and look to set about pressing her body into the sand. A second knee helps me to quell any resistance she might be about to muster and then I'm all over her, legs spreading hers in a grapevine as I hammer at her ribs and belly with my fists, each meeting of knuckles and body drawing a little groan from her.

		I let out a moan of my own as I fell her tearing at my hair, her nails dragging across my scalp, but I pay her back in kind , nails dragging across her body before I dip my head forward, hungrily sinking my teeth into the tits. A move that I have used so many times in previous fights.

		"Fucking cunt!" she snarls at me as I move my head away from her quickly, not letting her grip my head to pull me into a smother. A hard slap cracks off my face, stinging my cheek before she rears a fist back before punching hard into my tits.

		'Brunette slut!' I fire back along with a right hand just under the armpit that puts paid to that immediate resistance so I think, but she grabs at my boobs once more, nails and strong fingers mauling me as I hear myself cry out in pain. Replying in kind, I latch a hand on to each of her breasts, twisting and mauling hard as we both squeal and scream at each other through the pain.

		I use my position on top of Eleni now, forgoing the grapevine totally as I try to bear down hard on her, working her tits over for all I'm worth. Lost in the moment though, convinced I'm gaining the upper hand, I expect Eleni to grab my wrists as she releases my breasts, but no, she's more cunning than that, instead slamming a right hand into my crotch.

		'Nnnnggghhhhhh!' I groan as her knuckles crash into the front of my bikini; there's no time to recover from that either as a second shot crashes home after the first, and then a slight bridge from Eleni removes me from position on top of her.

		Rolling into the sand, I involuntarily reach for the pain between my thighs, a mistake I realize too late as the bitch is on me. A handful of hair brings me to my knees before a hard knee to the side of the head dazes me a little.

		The next thing I know, her hand is between my legs, me feet are pointing at the sky, and then I'm dropped hard in the sand in a body slam by the brunette who takes it up a gear looking to beat me down and take me out. She lands on top of me, knees landing on my chest as I gasp, winded from the impact. A handful of hair lifts me head from the sand, allowing her to crack slaps off both cheeks.

		I grab for her free hand, hoping to stop the onslaught, but Eleni brushes my attempt aside, slaps, then back hands me across the face, and then she's in my hair, a double handful as she pulls my face tightly into her crotch.

		'Submit cunt?' she asks as she tries to pussy smother me.

		I dig my feet into the sand, but the soft, loose surface gives me no purchase to bridge. Eleni senses it too, shifting forward a little more, pushing her crotch harder on to my face, as she covers my nose and mouth and I know I'm in trouble for the first time in the scuffle.

		It's no time to panic, but that's easier said than done when you're trapped and struggling to breathe! I rake my nails down her thighs to no avail, swing a couple of ineffective punches at her body and then, go back to another ineffective attempt at a bridge.

		"Give up you worthless fuck!'" Eleni taunts, crowing now that she has the upper hand, and given the pre-agreed rules of multiple submissions until one gives up the match, I agree, crying out a muffled "I give!"

		

	
		Part Five

		

		It's a risk I suppose, the brunette bitch could just keep smothering me and try to claim the quick win, but her ego won't let her turn down the chance to punish me some more, so she lets me back to my feet before rushing me with a clotheslining that bowls me into the sand once more. Head spinning more than a little, I try to get myself together, but I'm suddenly gagging, struggling for breath as a soccer kick slams into my belly.

		The brunette bitch is all over me now as I desperately look to cover up, scrambling away, if I can, as a barrage of kicks and slaps rain down on me. Trapped on my back, Eleni reaches over me to grab my auburn hair and once again I feel the burning pain in my scalp as she pulls hard now.

		I'm trapped in a seated position, head pulled painfully by Eleni's iron grip on my hair and the bitch looks to thread her foot between my legs for a crotch kick. Defending again, I take a swipe at her ankles, knocking her off balance a little. Again, she tries, and I block as before, with her a little off balance, I strike back, raking a kick across her belly from my position on the floor.

		The air is expelled from her lungs as she snarls 'cunt!' at me in a gasp of air as the heel of my foot sinks into her stomach a second time and she falls to the sand close to my feet. Hurting from the brunette bitch's early attacks, now it's my turn to attack, grabbing a shock of brunette hair before slapping at her body and breasts.

		Making sure to drag my nails cruelly across her skin as I do so. This is a catfight, and there's no room for niceties against a bitch like Eleni. She's quick to recover too, her hand pulling on the front of my bikini, pulling it up into a wedgie that I quickly put to a stop, with a series of slaps to her face, forcing her to cover up.

		Staying on her, I pull her to her feet by the hair, taking a punch to the stomach before delivering an uppercut to the jaw, sending her crumpling to the sand at my feet. The pace has been fast and there's no time to let up as I stomp on her side, before diving down on top of her with a full body splash.

		I feel a satisfying weakening of the brunette beneath me as I crush her with my body and then slide my body into position to snap her legs wide open with a grapevine.

		'Give up bitch!' I snarl in her face.

		Not waiting for an answer I treat to her a bit of her own medicine plunging my breasts in to her face in a tight breast smother. God knows I've spent enough time in her version this hold myself; it might not be my best move, but a set of D cup breasts in your face can be a pretty effective weapon!

		Still, I let out a bit of a cry as Eleni's nails sink into the side of my breasts, looking to force me off her. I respond to that, looking to spread her legs wider as I do so, and I can feel the brunette's legs quivering as she tries to battle mine unsuccessfully.

		Grabbing both of her wrists now, I pin her firmly in the sand, breasts in her face and I settle in for the long haul with the breast smother. I've been told that women hate to submit to their own hold; that makes it a perfect move to punish her and wear her down I hope.

		Releasing one hand, I slip my right arms between our bodies, sliding it across her throat in a loose choke hold that adds to her predicament I think. Immediately though, I feel the bitch wrap her hand in my hair, looking to use it to pull my breasts out of her face. Perhaps a mistake on my part to go for the choke, but a quick and nasty rake of the eyes puts her back in her place as she cries out a muffled 'fucking cheating bitch!' as my breasts push squarely into her face once more.

		"Give up if you don't like it slut!" I remind her as my body slowly but surely starts to grind her into the beach again

		. I know that she won't give up, not easily, not yet; the longer I get to punish her through, smothering her with my tits, the better for me. I release one of her hands again, raking my nails down her side and thigh, but she fires back, slamming a fist into my ribs.

		'Ooooff!' I let out as I feel her knuckles testing my body once more before I get back control of her hand again, pinning it above her head to the sand. Now she's carrying all of my weight as I press down on her as hard as I can, tits in her face once more and I can feel her struggling even more for air now.

		But she still won't give up, replying with a muffled 'fuck off!' when I ask her again. 'All good by me bitch' I think to myself, now convinced that I have hit on the perfect strategy for beating her. I'm happy to stay on top, patient, waiting for her to tire herself out as she tries to dig her heels into the sand in a futile attempt to buck me off.

		'I can't breathe' I hear the brunette bitch whining from beneath me.

		"Submit then you stupid slut!" I remind her, grinding my breasts even more firmly into her face to make sure there's no way out.

		"No, I won't" I hear her reply as she tries once again to force her way out from under me.

		This time, I raise my body slightly, giving her hope before I drop back, slamming my belly into hers as I push her back into the sand. I don't ask her again if she wants to give, I'm happy to let her reach that conclusion on her own. She's not used to being caught in this position though, and not sure I won't take the chance for the quick win myself, she tires herself some before finally blurting out "I submit!"

		"I thought so "I sneer confidently in her face before carrying on with my attack, bringing her to her feet before delivering a straight punt to the crotch.

		Not letting her drop as I keep hold of her hair, I floor her with a hard clothesline instead, sending the brunette flying back into the sand. I'm on top and determined not to let it slip as I take up a position behind her before clubbing her across the shoulders with a double fisted blow to put her on her belly down in the sand.

		She's an inviting target as I drop both of my knees into her lower back, her back instantly arching involuntarily in pain as she cries out from the impact and I wrap my arm tightly around her throat. Having spent two or three minutes getting smothered, the last thing she needs right now is a choke hold, believe me, I've been there.

		Immediately both of her hands grab at my forearm around her throat, the nails digging into my skin. I'm quick to reply in kind though wrapping the fingers of my other hand in Eleni's brunette hair, digging my nails into her scalp as she lets out a strangled cry of pain.

		"Give it up bitch!" I suggest as I tighten my choke hold oblivious to her nails tearing at my forearm still.

		She's not one for quitting though, I'll give her that much as she simply doesn't reply and instead she redoubles her frantic efforts to escape the choke hold. I think I finally have her as her hands pull away from my forearm, scrabbling at the sand; just in time I realize that she has a handful of sand that she throws at my face.

		Eyes shut to defend against that, I'm surprised as I feel the sharp pain of a back hand or maybe even an elbow to the face and suddenly I'm the one knocked into the sand, on my back as I try to regain my senses quickly. I feel her grab the front of my bikini top, wrenching it from my body with ease before grabbing two handfuls of my hair to haul me to my feet. I've barely stopped screaming at the bitch in protest when she sticks her foot in my belly and monkey flips me to the sand.

		Catching a glimpse of the perfect blue sky, I wheel through the air, attempting to brace for the inevitable hard landing.

		"Oooooff!" I groan as the air is driven from my body by the landing in the apparently not so soft sand. Instinctively I roll as I hit the sand though, narrowly avoiding a flying elbow drop as the brunette also lands hard in the sand of her own accord, and temporarily we are both winded, there is the briefest lull in the action as we both try to will our bodies back into the fight.

		

	
		Part Six

		

		I gather myself first, going to Eleni's hair as we both get to our knees, she responds cruelly, sinking her nails into the underside of my right boob as I let out a corresponding shriek of pain.

		"Cunt!" she snarls at me as I twist her head and neck painfully by the hair.

		"Fucking slut!" I respond as she twists my boob before sinking those nails back in sending shots of pain through my body; both on our knees down in the sand, the fight has become a war of attrition as we both look to punish and wear the other out. I'm getting the worst end of it though as she works my boob over pretty well causing me to cry out in pain.

		Looking to release her hair, I fire back with a right hand to the body, only catching her a glancing blow as she shifts cleverly and the bitch is quick to respond, her other hand closing around my throat in a tight choke.

		My protests about the boob maul are somewhat muffled as she tries to choke that second submission out of me, and I'm suddenly fading quickly from her powerful grip. In desperation, I push up her scarlet bikini top, exposing her impressive tits as well, now as I snap an uppercut in to the underside of them, but too little effect as she takes it, telling me to "submit you little fucking pussy!"

		I manage a strangled "fuck you!" in defiance, but still trapped in the brunette bitch's powerful choke hold, I'm in trouble. Getting ever more desperate, a moment of clarity comes into my thinking; she's choking me with her right arm out straight, hand grasping my throat. On the verge of having to submit anyway, I chance it, swinging two powerful punches up into her armpit, and I succeed in breaking the choke now as she wrings her arm and shoulder in some pain.

		Unwisely now, she continues working on my tits for a moment and I strike again with a powerful forearm to the chest, knocking her back into the sand. I'm fast to get to my feet, but in no rush to get straight on top of her, cautious instead that she could catch me if I rush into her, so she gets back to her feet, removing her own partly dislodged bikini top as we rejoin the fight, both topless now.

		The action has moves a little closer to the sea now, as we're circling each other, half in and half out of the wetter, firmer sand where the surf has recently been. As we come together, both of us go for the same attack, two hands buried in each other's long hair, tearing, pulling and ripping as we snarl insults and defiance in the others face.

		She shoots a knee into my body, taking my breath away and in a flash, I'm thrown down the beach, landing hard in the firm, wet sand now. It coats my body a little as I roll across it, mixing with the sweat, scratching lightly at my skin. There's little time to recover either as Eleni rushes in to aim a soccer kick at my body which I'm able to defend, catching her foot and using it to tip her to the sand.

		I lunge, grabbing her hair to make sure she stays down as I fold her right arm behind her head, pinned flat to the sand, I'm able to control that with the same hand that's wrapped tightly in her golden brunette hair. Now I look to get control of her left hand which is currently scratching at my body.

		A couple of left hand punches to her armpit get her attention and then as I sink my nails into her breasts, she comes to me, grabbing for my hand to stop the tit torture, and I'm able to pin that one to the sand, sitting on her just below her breasts before shifting slightly to trap her arms beneath my knees.

		"Got you now bitch!" I tell her gleefully as I start to rake her tits with my sharp nails.

		"Fuck you cunt!" she snarls back defiantly, but she's trapped pretty well and she knows it too as I hammer six hard punches into the armpit. I'm going to test how that shoulder feels, and the little grunt of pain each time my fist connects makes me think that the answer is probably 'not so great'. Still, I don't limit my attacks to her arm as I sink my nails back into her tits again as I invite her to 'give the match slut?'

		There's defiance and pain in her eyes in equal measure, but no reply as I claw her armpit now, causing her to cry out in pain before I deliver a cross punch to her jaw. It's not my best ever punch, delivered a little awkwardly, but she's not expecting it and dazed as she is by it, she doesn't spot me rubbing my hand in the wet sand, coating my fingers before wrapping them around her right breast in a sandy breast maul that draws an instant shriek of anguish from Eleni.

		Her cries of pain are music to my ears as they intensify when I start another sandy twist of her breast; it might not draw the submission from her, but there's no question it's softening her up. Breaking from the boob maul for a moment, I crash two punches into her armpit while I still have her right arm folded behind her head, torqued just enough to make each punch that little bit more effective.

		"Give up bitch?" I ask her again, cutting short her reply with another sandy tit maul that leads to a cry of pain instead of her answer the question.

		I can tell that I'm hurting her now, but she's tough to make submit. I go back to the body now, punches to the breasts, the stomach, all looking to soften her up before I decide to bring her back to her feet once more.

		That's a bad move as it turns out as the brunette bitch rakes my eyes, taking me by surprise and following up with a right hand to the jaw dropping me to my knees. Blinking my eyes frantically, I just about get my arms up to block her thigh strike to the face, avoiding the worst of it although it still knocks me back into the sand.

		There's little time to recover, Eleni taking a handful of hair to force me to all fours before she drops to her own knees, elbow crashing into the back of the head and sending me a little dazed onto my belly in the sand. Immediately she's on me again with a big splash across me lower back and then I feel her fingers lacing through my hair as she uses it to yank me back to my feet.

		'Bitch!' I complain as my neck feels the strain from her hair pulling; that pain is followed quickly by the stinging pain of a back handed slap to the cheek and then she pushes hard on the back of my head, forcing my face into the wet sand as she tries to use it as an ally for a smothering attack.

		I turn my face on the way down, just enough to avoid the worst of it, but with my face pinned to the sand by a tight grip of my hair, the bitch slaps hard and often, punishing me and trying to force me to give up.

		I cry out in frustration more than anything as I'm pinned there in the sand, the slaps sting, but they're not going to force me to submit, not today. Eleni knows that too, I think, though it doesn't diminish her enthusiasm as she hammers away; I can feel her legs trying to trap mine too, perhaps looking to spread me with an inverted grapevine.

		Fighting against that, as best I can face down and ass up on the beach, I try to find any way back into the fight again, managing to grab her brunette hair as it strays into my reach. I pull that as hard as I can while she succeeds in spreading me with the inverted grapevine and again we're snarling and yelling insults and defiance at each other down in the sand.

		"Give up cunt?" she asks me as her strong thighs keep me spread wide.

		"Fuck you, I'll make you bald whore!" I reply, hoping that's clear enough for her on whether I'm going to submit to her as I yank hard on her hair once more hearing a little yelp of pain that makes me think I'm having an impact on her now.

		She decides against carrying on with the grapevine now, trying to bring me back to my feet and I realize this might be my chance. As she stands over me, I rise up slowly before slamming a punch straight up into the pussy. The look on her face shows me that she just didn't see it coming even before the guttural groan of pain as she drops to her knees in front of me, both hands clutching her pussy.

		A short head-butt to her chest sends her onto her back in the sand, but now I know that I have to take advantage, so tired and sore as I am, I'm straight over to her. Pulling her up by her long brunette hair, I shoot a knee hard up into her belly, looking to drive the air from her body.

		Holding her up now by the hair, I go for a second knee lift into the pussy; she's defenseless to it and the howl of pain from her tells me that I've got her now as I allow her to crumple to the beach. Grabbing her by her brunette hair now, I drag her squealing down the beach towards the sea.

		I have plans for her, but first of all, I drive a knee into her ribs, making sure that she stays well under my control. Then we arrive at the edge of the sea where I pull her to her feet once move, sliding my hand between her thighs and lifting her, I body slam her there on the firm sand.

		There's no real give in that surface I know, and she moans from the impact, rolling and clutching her side for the brief moments that I let her before pulling her back to her feet, lifting her again and this time delivering an across the knee backbreaker, before pushing her off my knee into the edge of the surf. The spray of the water hits my body, refreshingly cool as it kicks up from her impact in it. I know it won't be refreshing her too much though, this time, as I drop down hard, straddling her as I let my butt crash into her belly.

		Grabbing her hands now, I pin them to the sand above her head as a wave breaks gently across her body, her nipples stiffening involuntarily from the cool water. Dipping my head forward, I take one of those stiff nipples in my mouth, nipping at it with my teeth as she whines in protest now. That's not my plan to finish her though and as I release her nipple from my mouth, I fight to wrap her legs up in a grapevine.

		She defends, legs lifted into the air looking to keep them out of my grasp, but it's a waiting game now as I switch my grip so that I can keep both hands pinned firmly to the sand with just my right hand.

		With my left, I pull her scarlet colored thong into a wedgie, pulling hard and as she starts to cry out from that, I push the thong down on to her thighs, leaving her fully exposed to a left handed pussy claw that immediately sees her legs drop and then I have her, legs controlled and slowly, surely spread by mine as I release that pussy claw.

		Another wave breaks against our bodies now, and I'm setting her up to finish her off as my legs win their battle with hers, a cry of pain escaping her lips as I spread her wide now, her legs suddenly giving up the fight.

		"You're going out now slut!" I spit in her face as I quickly wrap my arms behind her head and pull her face firmly into my breasts to show her my very own version of the super smother. Immediately, I feel the vibration of her attempts to breathe against the naked skin of my breasts, and I try to pull her face even further into my breasts, her nose and mouth covered firmly by my breasts.

		It's simply a matter of time now I know as I maintain the hold while the cool water of the gulf continues to break against out intertwined bodies. I can feel as much as hear her continued moans and groans against my skin as she starts to fade in the smother now.

		She gets a hand free, groping for a target as she becomes increasingly desperate, scratching as my shoulders and back before hooking on to the waistband of my white bikini briefs. I grit my teeth as I feel the fabric starting to cut into me, determined not to be distracted by her attack, but I quickly feel the strength starting to go out of the attempt.

		"I submit!" she blurts out, muffled by my boobs in her face, hoping to be turned loose.

		"Not today you bitch!" I reply "you're going out!" I tell her as I keep my tits planted squarely in her face. Our bodies glisten in the late afternoon sun, a sheen of sweat and sea spray covering us as the struggle starts to come to an end.

		"No........no" I hear her moan now, but there's no way out for her and it just takes a few more moments as I feel her start to go limp, the air starved from her by my smother hold, A couple more seconds just to make sure the bitch isn't faking it, and then I climb off her, removing her thong fully as I drag her ass just clear of the surf.

		There is nobody about to witness the victory, but we both know the score as I turn on my heel, collect my white bikini top from further up the beach where she threw it during the fight.

		It's hard to describe the feeling I guess as I pick my way back through the sand dunes to the beach hut where I left before the match. I'm not surprised that I won the match in many ways; I thought I had her number this time, but I'm elated that everything went perfectly to the plan I had hatched.

		Does it change anything I wonder to myself? Probably not; it doesn't take away from the humiliation she gave me, but to finally dominate the brunette bitch in my own victory is satisfying to say the least.

		I enter the beach hut now, telling Ari that he'd best go and retrieve his woman from the beach as I hang my bikini top on the back of the chair and sit down. Sore and tired from the match, I'm smiling as I think just how I beat Eleni at her own game!

		Maybe I would avail myself of Ari, just for spite, and let Eleni watch. If she wakes up soon enough. I wasn't waiting all day for her.

		END
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