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Chapter One

My
name is Taylor Davis and I am a 35 year old American from Chicago
working in the UK for a few months. I stand 5’7” and have a superb
figure, well-endowed up top with a 38B bust complementing the 26-36
curves of my waist and hips superbly.

I am very athletic often swimming and
working out. Agreeably outgoing I was not into women, but loved
men, a really quite daring flirt. I was really enjoying my time in
England and particularly the nightlife with whole clubland areas in
both London and Birmingham where most of my work took me.

There was nothing like going out for a few
drinks and being chatted up both in pubs but also in the clubs. My
provocative dancing style often drew men to me and therefore
allowing me to be the focus of attention, as I desired.

My accent helped draw them as well, the soft
purring North American lilt contrasting well with the loud cockney
or nasal tones of my evenings out.

Courtney Myers was also in her mid-thirties
an impish blonde with an almost punk style haircut. Her curvy
34B-26-34 figure standing 5’4” deceiving as she was a brutal
cockney always wanting her own way with a violent temper.

One thing she had in common with me was that
she too was an outrageous flirt who enjoyed the club scene.

We both just happened to be in “Club Tones”,
a particularly apt name for the nightclub as music blared out and a
fairly crowded dance floor gyrated. We had never met until we
collided in the midst of the moving throng.

“Oi watch it,” screeched the cockney as my
foot scraped her calf and bumped hips with her.

“Look out yourself, clumsy twit.” I retorted
in my American voice.

“Bloody foreigner” hissed Courtney giving me
a shove.

“Look it was an accident OK now forget it,”
I responded looking back at the impish blonde.

We continued to eye each other for a moment
then continued our dance. The song ended and we both moved away
toward the edge of the crowd to freshen up with a drink, both at
opposite ends of the bar, our predatory radar scanning as we both
looked for some company as the night was drawing to a close.

Then we saw her, tall dark
and gorgeous, gently gyrating to the music in a tight leather
miniskirt. A casual shirt open far enough to see her well-developed
cleavage. Target selected they set off in pursuit as a great oldie
number began to play. Being American, I didn’t think anything about
asking a girl to dance to a fast dance, Billy Idol’s
Mony Mony.

“Hi beautiful care to light up the dance
floor.” I drooled.

It seemed as though I wasn’t only female
with that idea.

“Like to sway with me darlin” called the
blonde cockney as the we collided again in front of the young girl
this time a gin and tonic and Bacardi and coke added to the
collision.

“Stupid tart” hissed the blonde as the
liquid spread across her invitingly short black dress.

“Idiot” I called as my daring red number was
equally stained.

We glared at each other for the second time
in almost as many minutes.

“You!” we both screeched realizing that this
evening was turning into a dodgem event, the girl forgotten we
simmered for a moment before turning tail and heading off to clean
up.

The tall dark and gorgeous sexy young girl
lost interest, turned and wrapped her arms around a tall Latina
lovely and swung onto the dance floor oblivious to the shouting
match that had taken place.

The ladies’ powder room was at the rear of
the dance floor, Courtney being more familiar was in first and
toweling her dress off when I came in. There was an uneasy silence
as we were the only two in the room as most of the girls were
grabbing partners for the last dance of the night.

“You stupid yank bitch, you’ve ruined my
dress you clumsy cow” screeched Courtney as she tried to damp out
the rapidly spreading dark stain.

“Me? You’re the clod. Who knows how you can
possibly dance if that’s how you walk,” I replied likewise dabbing
at a stain on my expensive red dress.

“Slag” screamed Courtney launching herself
at me and grabbing my hair in both hands and wickedly shaking my
head from side to side.

Momentarily shocked I quickly replied in
kind and the two of us whirled around the washroom dragging each
other by the hair as our short, fused tempers exploded into
violence.

Each of us retained one hand in the other’s
well coiffured hair and using our free hands we started slapping
the other’s face. Neither of us was new to this experience and had
often given a competitor a good slap, usually that had been enough.
Not this time though each of us was a wild fired up hellcat wanting
to demolish our opponent and walk away victorious.

Courtney stopped slapping me and changed
tactics clenching her fist and burying her knuckles in my face, a
crunching blow to my nose. Tears welled up in my eyes as a result
of the stinging blow and my free hand rose to cover my face.

Courtney threw another crisp punch at my
head her fist clubbing me above the left ear. I staggered sideways
releasing my hair hold and using my arms to protect my head as the
fiery blonde launched a series of wild punches at my head.

I retreated across the tiled floor and ended
up backed against a stall door arms raised forearms covering my
face. Courtney drove a low hook into my undefended red covered
belly forcing me to double up losing air from my lungs at the
crippling blow.

My hands dropped uncovering my face as
Courtney intended allowing her to land a glorious uppercut; her
fist crashing into my chin. I flew back sailing through the stall
door and sitting down hard on the toilet seat within, allowing
Courtney to turn away believing it was over.

Before any response from me, the door to the
club opened and in came two women who stood in shocked dismay at
the sight of the two near naked women in the room.

One screamed drawing some staff to the
scene, they quickly burst in and dragged me away from my English
rival as she kicked me again.

“Let me at her” I screamed
as I was dragged away by a pair of bouncers while another member of
staff helped Courtney to her feet.

We were swiftly moved to separate rooms
while club staff attempted to tidy the smashed up rest room. The
place was virtually empty and as the owner had had a number of run
ins with the local authority he was reluctant to involve the
police.

Neither were we as each of us was likely to
lose our job if a criminal matter came to light. Separate taxis
were called to take us away now covered in coats from the cloakroom
and wearing our badly battered shoes, we each clutched a bag with
the remnants of our clothing. As we were put into the taxis each
noticed a certain tall, female walking away with a striking Latin
lady and wondered why?

The following day I was in my hotel room
recovering from the brutal battle when my cell phone rang. “Hello”
I answered brightly not wishing to give away my condition.

“Right, Bitch,” snapped a familiar cockney
twang in my ear. “We’ve got some unfinished business if we ever
meet again” continued the caller.

“How did you get this number?” I quizzed
surprise evident in my voice.

“Your card was in my things. I owe you
bitch.” Next Saturday at noon nude” challenged Courtney.

“Catfighting? You’re on” I snapped back.
“I’ll beat you senseless then smash your cunt in.”

“Not a chance whore” spat back the Brit
“You’ll need more than your big gob to beat me. Noon at the
Brighton Arms on Saturday.”

The phone went dead.

The wait until Saturday allowed us both to
cool down and think rationally, yeah we were still going to fight,
there was the matter of pride. However in a less ferocious manner,
we would settle things.

***

We checked in together without a scene and
made our way to Room 228. The clerk at the desk probably thought we
were lesbians, but Courtney and I didn't care. Not that we desired
each other - each of us would both admit (albeit begrudgingly) that
the other one was pretty, but at the time I thought we both
preferred men thank you though Courtney had never said as much. We
had driven to the small motel 35 miles out of the way to sweat
together this weekend - but in combat, not lust.

The other night we had fought to kill each
other. Now cooled off we fought because we enjoyed fighting. Not
that anything was forgiven between us - whatever had caused us to
come to blows in the first place - but we decided if we went to the
same places, we might as well learn to grin and bear it. Today we
would take out our frustrations and would shed our clothing and
square off woman-to-woman, wherever that would be.

The entire weekend was ours, and what better
way to spend it (other than sex) than by wrestling each other over
and over again in a small room that boasted almost all the
amenities of home. Heck, with room service, we never even had to
leave until Sunday night. A place to shower, a place to sleep, a
place to struggle and squeeze ...




Chapter Two

Once we were into the room Courtney opened a bottle of wine
and poured a glass and came and sat down. I was staring at her
slutty outfit when she said to me, "Taylor, are you a
dyke?"

Not only had the suddenness of her question
shocked me, but also the bluntness. I sputtered out, "Excuse
me?"

"Are you a dyke? A rug-muncher? Do you like
to eat pussy?" she asked matter-of-factly.

"I understand the question," I stated, "But
how could you ask me such a question?"

"Because you have been checking out my tits
since we came in here."

"That is not true," I stated adamantly. "I
am just shocked at what you’re wearing."

"Oh really," she smiled deviously. "So you
have not wondered what it would be like to suck on my nice, juicy,
round, tits?"

She stood up and moved right in front of me.
"Courtney, you need to stop talking like that immediately!"

She ignored my command. "Never considered
being on your knees begging to please me?"

I tried again, with sharper emphasis in my
voice and a pointed finger, "Now stop your trashy talk, bitch!"

She was undeterred. In fact she moved closer
to me,

"Never thought about being my personal fuck
toy? My personal slut?"

I tried to speak but no words came out. She
moved even closer, "Never fantasized about tasting my sweet
nectar?"

"Courtney, that is enough!" I demanded.

"Oh no I, I am just getting started."

She then grabbed my ass, squeezing my butt
cheeks firmly. I tried to move away, but her grip was too strong.
She whispered into my ear "Taylor, you have a nice firm ass. I
can't wait to fuck it with my strap-on cock."

She then lifted up my skirt and slid a
finger into my pussy before I had a second to respond.

"Fuck, Taylor, you are kinda wet. You are a
little lezzie, just like I said."

She fingered me for a few more seconds,
pulled her finger out and made a show of sucking on it, licking my
juices from her finger. She smiled and said seductively, "Not bad
for an old cunt."

And just like that, she calmly walked into
the bathroom as though the incident had never happened.

Stunned, I plopped myself down on the bed.
Had that scene just occurred, or was I dreaming? Or fantasizing?
No, it was real all right. My still quivering and wet pussy seemed
proof enough of that. I calmed down and figured her little scene as
a way to get into my head before the catfight.

Now I should note, and I may have already
said this: Courtney is a very attractive woman. She is pretty,
sarcastic, and outgoing. This mixture of personality traits seemed
to create a certain aura about her that I couldn’t really
understand. Although I was not a lesbian and had never even
considered even remotely experimenting in the past, there was
something oddly intriguing about Courtney.

When Courtney returned from her potty break
she locked the room door behind her and we both made preparations
for our inaugural bout. Tossing our suitcases aside, we stripped to
the skin and faced each other on our knees on the king-size
bed.

Both of us were in our mid-30s, Courtney had
fair white skin, in contrast to my golden tan. I stood about 5'7
and weighed around 135 pounds. Courtney several inches shorter. I
had long, reddish-blonde hair which I had tied behind me in a
ponytail. Courtney had short blonde punkish cut hair. Long-legged
and fairly busty, we were about as evenly matched as two women
could be, except for the height difference. The outcome would be
decided by two hands tightening about a vulnerable throat.

We were open to trying any sorts of
catfighting maneuver against each other, but I especially loved
choking my foes. I had throttled a girl in the States out cold in a
wrestling ring match, refusing to relent till she fell to the
floor. Courtney had triumphed in most of her fights in similar
ways. Now we were content to put the past between us aside,
although we both would still do anything to win. Anything.

The bout was started as I lunged forward to
seize Courtney by the throat with both hands and squeeze
ruthlessly, fingers crushing Courtney's neck. The blonde gasped for
a second before joining her hands and smashing them down on the
bridge of my nose. Wounded I let go and fell back on the bed,
Courtney surging forward after me; but I braced my feet against the
blonde's chest and thrust her back.

Regaining our knees, we grabbed each other
in grips of steel, arms wrapped tightly about each other's upper
bodies as we rolled back and forth on the comforter. Our legs
became entangled as we fell sideways and fought and kicked for
advantage, neither of us able to gain the upper hand (or foot). So
lost were we in our struggle that we didn't see the edge of the bed
coming up until we had rolled right off it and onto the floor with
a heavy thud.

Both of us were dazed by the fall and began
to sit up slowly, but Courtney recovered first. Getting behind me,
she scissored my waist from behind before draping her arms across
my neck in a chokehold. I gasped as the breath was double squeezed
from my body, but I managed to pitch forward until I was on my
knees, still under siege by the blonde.

Rising slowly to my feet, with Courtney
still mounted on my back, I wrapped my long arms over and
underneath Courtney's smooth thighs until I stood up straight (with
Courtney on me like a writhing, wriggling backpack) and then
steeled myself for my counterattack. I waited one, two, three
seconds as Courtney continued to crush me at both ends, then drove
myself backwards at full speed until I crashed into the wall behind
us.

Stunned by the blow, Courtney felt her grips
loosen. Two more back-first crashes into the wall and she tumbled
off of me to land heavily on the green-carpeted floor. I knew it
was now my turn to make my opponent pay, and I reached down to grab
Courtney by the ankles before dragging her to the middle of the
room between the bed and television, the carpet scraping and
roughing up Courtney's tender breasts.

The blonde sobbed slightly, but next thing
she knew she was being hoisted in the air and turned 180 degrees.
She felt arms wrapping about her waist and fists knotting in the
small of her back, followed by intense pressure as I began crushing
her in a classic textbook bearhug.

Courtney's arms splayed out helplessly to
the sides as I intensified my vise-like hold, squeezing the life
from the blonde while bouncing the dark-haired girl up and down on
her toes. Courtney moaned as she felt her spine snapping under the
relentless pressure; she saw my blue eyes ablaze, my white teeth
firmly clenched, as I funneled every ounce of effort into my thin
but strong arms.

Feeling the fight draining from her,
Courtney began to push under my chin with both hands, trying to
push out of my grasp, but I only reared back and lifted the blonde
even higher into the air before slamming her back down onto the
soles of her bare feet.

Frantic now, Courtney decided to circumvent
the immediate problem by giving me something else to concentrate
on. Her left hand clamped over my mouth, while her right hand
pinched my nostrils shut to complete a perfect smother hold.

My eyes grew even wider as I struggled to
breathe and found no air coming in. I squeezed Courtney even
harder, further damaging the blonde's back, but the other woman's
soft hands held fast over my face. Frantic now, I released the
blonde from my arms and seized Courtney by the wrists, but then
Courtney rammed her knee up into my crotch, bone connecting on bone
with a sharp crack.

I whimpered and whined, but my cries were
muffled by Courtney's suffocating hands. Desperate to escape as the
room began to swirl around me from lack of oxygen, I pulled and
tugged like mad, using up much of my air in the process, until
finally I wrenched free and gasped for breath, sweaty breasts
heaving and falling as I sucked in sweet lungful’s of breath.

My mini victory was short-lived, though, as
Courtney again drove her knee up into my crotch, dropping me to my
own knees. Courtney then spun me around and threw me face-first
against the dresser. I was stunned and offered no resistance as
Courtney reached down in front of me and grabbed my breasts.

She pulled me up to my feet and began
mauling my mammaries from behind, our respective ecstasy and agony
fully apparent in the mirror in front of us - Courtney grinning
wickedly in domination, I suffering silently with eyes shut
tight.

The blonde continued to rough me up in this
manner for the next few moments, my soft fleshy mounds like silly
putty in her greedy, grasping hands, until she slammed me down
headfirst into the dresser again.

I was almost knocked cold by the blow but
hung in there as I clutched at the dresser and tried to regain my
feet. I stumbled the first time, and then the second, displacing
the drawer in front of me, but I began to rise slightly on the
third attempt. A wicked thought crossed Courtney's mind as this new
opportunity arose in front of her. She knew she really shouldn't -
but she also figured when would she ever have the chance to do this
again?

Smiling evilly she grabbed me by the back of
the shoulders, forcing me down again until my breasts were all the
way inside the open drawer; then she released me and pushed the
drawer shut hard - with my hanging tits in the way.

I wanted to scream, but Courtney quickly
covered my mouth with one hand to stifle me, while using her other
hand to keep pressing the drawer forward, assaulting my chest as if
it were stuck in compactor. Tears spilled from my eyes, but not
just from pain.

My anger rising as my consciousness fully
returned, furiously I reached up and back with both hands and
clamped them upside-down around Courtney's neck to begin choking
her, the blonde having leaned too close to me. Courtney began to
gag and sputter as I pressed my thumbs down hard on the blonde's
windpipe, and she released both my mouth and the drawer to try and
pry my fingers loose from her throat.

My hands continued to grip and squeeze as I
rocked my body back and forth to free my trapped bust, until at
last I was loose. I then felt hands sliding around my own throat
from behind as Courtney decided to choke her way to freedom, and
for long moments we stood there in the small room, stalemated in
our awkward double-chokehold.




Chapter Three

Finally I broke the tie. I got my arms under Courtney's legs
again, as Courtney throttled me, and rising up with the blonde on
my back, toppled Courtney back onto the bed where we began to
struggle once more.

I turned violently to wrench myself free
from Courtney's behind-the-back stranglehold, and the two of us
then fought face-to-face on the comforter, me on top, raining down
slaps and punches on her pretty face. Seizing the advantage as
Courtney tried to cover up, I grabbed the blonde by the hair before
flattening myself down against my foe and forcing my bouncing boobs
over the blonde's face in a classic breast-smother.

Courtney clawed at my shoulders with her
nails and scissored my waist with her legs, but I continued to hump
and grind my chest against Courtney's face, cutting off her oxygen.
Our pussies ground together as we strained against each other, both
of us feeling ecstasy even as we fought against each other.

I held Courtney's head even tighter, the
flesh of my breasts filling Courtney's breathing passages, the
blonde's jaws too constrained to open and bite her way free as she
had done before in these situations.

Courtney's legs fell limply away from about
my torso as she weakened in my grip. Finally, when Courtney was on
the verge of passing out, I released her and got up off her.
Getting behind the blonde, I pushed Courtney up onto her ass before
reaching underneath the blonde's legs to grab her under the knees.
I then reared back to put terrible pressure on Courtney's legs and
lower back, but the exhausted blonde could offer no resistance.

She simply whimpered and scrunched her
airborne toes, her helplessness evident in the mirror. I held
Courtney this way for the next minute or two, biting down on a toe
or two of the blonde's to hurt her a little bit more, before
sliding my hands down to the blonde's reddish, blonde-furred
crotch.

"No," whispered a frightened Courtney. "No,
don't …"

"Shhh," I whispered back softly.

Once there, my fingers began to pry
Courtney's fleshy pussy lips apart, spreading them wider and wider
until Courtney was fighting madly to both stay conscious and not
cum all over the comforter. But we both knew it couldn't end like
this. There was only one way our combat could conclude. I released
my hold, sank my hands into Courtney's ass, and pushed Courtney
forward to the corner edge of the bed.

Rolling the blonde over, I again flattened
myself atop her and entwined my legs under and over Courtney's,
locking my ankles around the blonde's, until I had achieved a
perfect grapevine. I also bound Courtney's wrists tightly with my
own hands, to prevent any sudden counterattacks.

Courtney's head lolled just over the edge of
the soft semi-luxurious bed, and I decided to finish this round of
our weekend-long fight. First I bit down on Courtney's left breast,
chewing heartily on the erect brown nipple and the soft surrounding
white flesh, as Courtney squealed softly, hoping it would end soon,
the blonde knowing she was going down to defeat but too tired to
really resist any more.

A minute or more later, and I decided to go
for the coup-de-grace we had both been expecting. My face right in
Courtney's, I locked both of my hands about the blonde's throat and
began to squeeze methodically, making short sharp thrusts with my
thumbs and hands. We both bounced up and down on the bed, Courtney
growing more subservient, me growing more frenzied the harder I
choked my victim, until I felt I was going to orgasm right then and
there; Courtney's throat felt good in my hands as they sank deeper
into its soft, yielding flesh.

The blonde had no leverage and no route of
escape. She could only scratch at the back of my shoulders as she
felt her consciousness slipping away. My hands held, pulling the
blonde's head up and down slightly as their pressure slowly but
steadily increased.

Both our eyes were shut tight in respective
ecstasy and agony as before, the roles reversed this time.
Courtney's resistance grew ever feebler, the breath being squeezed
bodily from the beautiful blonde. A final thrust of my gripping,
squeezing hands; a final languid gasp from the anguished, fading
blonde … and then we were still.

Only I was left awake.

I had just taken the lead in our
head-to-head catfight/choking competition.

The second round started after Courtney
regained consciousness. She was raging with anger as her woozy head
cleared..

We circled each other in a slight crouch. I
went immediately for the element of surprise, and swiftly reached
out and clamped my hand onto one of Courtney's breast. The she
yelped, and tried to wrench my hand free, and I did let go, but
pushed upward when I did, slamming my balled up hand into the
bottom of Courtney's chin.

The blonde stumbled backward, but quickly
regained her footing, and, to my surprise, came charging at me.
When she closed, Courtney ducked down and tackled me around the
waist, sending both of us sprawling to the green carpet.

I rolled and grabbed Courtney around the
head, holding her against my tummy, while the suddenly trapped
blonde reached under me and wriggled one hand under my ass. I was
trying to crush her head in my armlock, and Courtney moaned with
effort to get free as I swung one leg over Courtney's waist,
scissoring her. Courtney flailed to get free, her face plastered
against my firm tummy. Seeing no way to break free, Courtney
maneuvered her hand into my ass crack, and quickly, before I could
predict the next move, pushed her middle finger into my anus. I
threw my head back and let out a cry as Courtney worked the finger
deep, twisting and ramming it in and out of my puckered hole until
I loosened my grip.

My cheating opponent pulled away, her finger
popping out of my ass, and scrambled to her feet. My eyes were
blazing with rage as I stalked Courtney. I feigned a punch to the
stomach and got the reaction I wanted: Courtney dropped her hands
low and I seized a fistful of short, silky hair and yanked
downward.

The blonde cried out and strained, trying to
pull away, but she was slowly being lowered, and I hastened the
process by sending a vicious kick up between her legs when an
opening appeared. My foot struck Courtney's pussy with a thud, with
such force that it pushed my big toe up between her pussy lips just
enough to make it stick there a moment.

She shrieked and toppled over, clutching her
wounded womanhood leaving my big toe covered in her pussy juice. My
teeth clenched, I shot my foot up again, this time catching the
kneeling girl in the tit, sending her flying backward. Courtney
sprawled onto her back exposing her sex to me, thus giving me a
clear shot at her pussy. She started to turn over and try and stand
up, but I was fueled with revenge for the finger-fucking I took in
the ass, and I pounced on Courtney's frame, mashing my body down
onto the fair-skinned girl.

The blonde gasped as the air left her, and I
pushed Courtney's legs apart with my own. With savage pumping
thrusts of my hips, I humped Courtney's crotch, pounding my pussy
into hers, which was still aching from the kick.

She made desperate attempts to push me off,
but being too strong for her, I gripped my weakened opponent’s
wrists and held them down while I punished her with my relentless
humping. As Courtney panted in pain, I clamped my mouth onto
Courtney's lower lip, and took the lip in my teeth, stretching it
out and threatening to tear it from her mouth. Courtney screeched
loudly as she watched me devastate her, and fear coursed through
her at the thought of her lip being bitten off.

I let go of the lip and then straightened
up. I slapped Courtney hard, several times, causing her eyes to
blur with tears, and then I punched the milky breasts below me with
roundhouse swings of both fists. Courtney writhed and moaned under
me, her body delirious with pain and panic.

With cat-like quickness, I got up and
reversed my position, kneeling over Courtney, straddling her face
as I reached forward and gripped some of her pussy hair.

"Noooooo.." Courtney wailed, but her protest
was silenced as I lowered my humid crotch down onto Courtney's
face, covering her face and hair.

As I tore a handful of pubic hair from
Courtney, the short-haired girl’s screams of pain were muffled
gasps as her mouth was smothered by my cunt. I rode her face for a
few moments, savoring the moment, throwing my head back in ecstasy,
but I knew I wanted this to be a bit more dramatic so I got up,
leaving Courtney rolling slowly and gasping for breath.

I let Courtney get to her hands and knees
and saw her trembling. Just as the girl made a move to stand, I
kicked her in the side.

"UGGHH!" Courtney grunted, collapsing to the
carpet. I knelt next to the stricken girl and grabbed her hair,
then pounded the blonde's head into the green carpet. After a
flurry of these head banging’s, I let go and watched Courtney lay
there, drool dripping from her mouth and darkening a spot on the
carpet.

I smiled and pushed her over onto her
stomach. Courtney's movements were in a drunken slow-motion, her
body was too wracked with pain and abuse to respond and fight back.
Her legs could only bend and cycle pitifully as I then stood, and
stomped my foot twice, three times, four times into Courtney's
lower back.

The naked girl shuddered and let out an
agonized croak, and urine spilled from between her open legs as her
body quivered from the savage beating. I stood over Courtney, my
skin glistening with sweat, my breasts heaving with complete
dominance and savage destruction of my pretty foe. I looked down at
Courtney, as if the short-haired girl were my freshly caught and
devoured prey.

I spit on the Courtney's back and walked
slowly to the bathroom. Getting there I found a tube of lube and I
rubbed a generous amount over my throbbing shaved pussy, perineum
and her butt hole. I was going to enjoy my pleasure without the
friction burns from my vigorous tribbing.

I returned to the bedroom and stood over
Courtney. I put my foot against Courtney's hip and shoved her over
onto her back. She groaned softly, barely moving. Then, I mounted
her beaten, milky body, my legs wide, my damp lubed pussy pushed
snugly against Courtney's. I rode her, grinding my sex against the
beaten girl, rubbing my clit against the soft contours of
Courtney's mound, thigh, and vulva. It was a near frictionless
ride.

The defeated blonde turned her head to the
side, eyes shut tightly as I took her with complete my mastery of
her body. Finally, the sensations overwhelming me, my body arched
and tensed, and I squealed with pleasure, my hair tossing as my
body spasmed with joy. I lay there on Courtney for a couple of
minutes, my juices leaking onto my beaten foe's skin, sopping what
was left of her pubis. Then I climbed off her and raised my hands
in victory as I had won two straight rounds.




Chapter Four

While my defeated opponent lie unconscious I made some
adjustments to the room, I pulled the bed clothes off and covered
the mattress with a large plastic drop cloth. Then I attached, some
fur lined hand cuffs to the head board and some nipple clamps that
I secured to the head board.

Courtney been unconscious for about fifteen
minutes when I decide to rouse her. My battery had recharged in the
interlude, the new arena had been set up and now I wanted to
continue to teach my beaten foe how to behave like the loser she
was. I rubbed my foot over her face to rouse her. It took several
attempts before she started to come to. She looked around with a
confused look on her face then opened her mouth to speak.

"No more words." I cut her off. "You're to
stay quiet." I dragged her to the plastic covered king sized bed. I
then proceeded to lock Courtney's wrists into the fur-lined cuffs,
attaching them to restraints. Her ankles got the same treatment. I
put a pillow under her head and put a liter of Dasani next to her
mouth.

"Here, drink." She took the water
gratefully; she had serious cotton mouth right now. I tossed the
bottle aside after she drained it and straddled her body. I rubbed
my cunt against Courtney's and leaned down to kiss her hard on the
mouth.

"OK, lover. From here on I'm in charge."
Courtney took a big gulp of air. I could feel the throbbing wetness
in my cunt; this was no dream.

I pulled back up and started rubbing against
Courtney's cunt again. I moaned and released a measured pulse of
piss down my foe’s swollen cunt.

"Ewwwwh..." Courtney moaned.

She could feel the stream dribble down her
cunt lips, pooling and wetting her dry ass. I let another slight
stream go and Courtney was so aroused she damn near ached. Almost
unconsciously her arm moved in order to get her hand down to her
clit but the restraints held it back.

"I knew that was gonna happen" I said ,
still grinding my cunt on her mons, "I knew I'd better restrain you
before you shortened the fun."

I let another burst of piss soak Courtney's
cunt; this time strong enough to hit Courtney's swollen, distended
clitoris. Courtney could feel the piss surround her clit head,
tickling the outside of her labia lips. The piss pool had soaked
her ass and wet her lower back. I had moved up now and was
straddling Courtney's stomach.

I reached out and started stroking
Courtney's nipples. The feel of her nipples hardening and her wet
cunt electrified my spine. I could see her bush, drops of wetness
still clinging to some of the hair, her swollen labia, her swollen
clitoris. I brushed my cunt across Courtney's belly; I released
more piss on her belly, soaking her skin and leaving a small pool
of piss in her belly button.

I leaned over her and grabbed something off
the headboard; I presented a gleaming pair of tit clamps to
Courtney.

Courtney bit her lower lip at the sight. She
knew how brutally I touched and bit her nipples-- but tit clamps? I
stroked Courtney's nipples to a proud erection, and gingerly placed
the clamps on each one. I then tightened, alternating one at a
time. Each tightening sent delicious shivers down Courtney's back,
directly to her clitoris, which would've been screaming in ecstasy
if it could scream.

I moved forward, pushing Courtney's tits
together with my thighs until her nipples were almost touching.
They were still sensitive from the pain of the tit clamps. I took a
deep breath and blasted a well-aimed rivulet of piss onto
Courtney's nipples. She felt the hot blast against her hard, sore
nipples; the sensation sent her into orbit. The piss ran down her
tits and behind her back; she could feel it encroach her hair. Her
whole body was now laying in a pool of warm pee. Her arms ached to
touch herself.

She could see where the stream of piss was
leaving my body and she longed to lick off the drops clinging to
the engorged labia. I smiled at her.

"Getting greedy, eh? Your tongue can't reach
it. Yet."

I started working my way up Courtney's body,
moving at a slow, studied pace. By the time I straddled Courtney's
face, Courtney could feel her own bladder straining from the liter
of Dasani . I carefully lowered my cunt onto Courtney's mouth,
spreading my cunt lips so that Courtney's hungry tongue could lap
everything up. I then loosened Courtney's right hand, which
immediately started toward her own swollen clit.

"Easy, baby." I admonished, holding back
Courtney's arm. "Let's make this last a bit longer."

I grinded my hips to the rhythm of
Courtney's tongue greedily licking off what was left of my piss
spending extra time on my clitoris and my urethra, the source of my
flow. I raised up again, releasing her arm and spreading her cunt
lips. Courtney waited. My cunt was swollen and purple; she could
see my piss hole release a strong, golden current of warm piss. The
current captured the glint of the light as it hit Courtney's face.
Courtney felt the warm piss glide down her face and her hair.

I relished it and soaked every bit of skin I
could get under the stream. Courtney lapped the stream of piss with
her tongue, let it sweep down her neck and between her breasts. She
rubbed her clit, feeling the wet skin of her labia stroke the
sensitive organ. She let loose of the piss in her own body; and as
she did she had the most incredible orgasm ever. During our water
sports I realized that not only was Courtney a lesbian but she was
a bottom or sub. She enjoyed being humiliated by me as the golden
showers demonstrated.

Her second orgasm started from her clit
towards her relaxing urethra, it went into her vagina and up her
spine, to her throbbing wet nipples, it went from her swallowing
mouth into her mind. Her mind was gray, but a shaft of yellow light
came through as she came; the woman who had bested her was
there.

She felt my clitoris in her mouth as she
regained consciousness. She licked gently, realizing that I was
having my own orgasm. I flopped beside her, still breathing heavily
and took her head in my hands.

"How did that feel?" I said .

"Disgusting. Awful." lied Courtney, still
barely able to talk as she tried to sit up in bed.

“Sorry, but you sounded like you enjoyed
it.” I replied.

Regardless of her opinion of my treatment of
her, I dragged her to the bathroom and I helped her into a tub of
warm water where I ended up taking liberties at molesting her in
various ways. Kneeling next to the tub, I held out the soap in
hand. "Here you go, loser. See if you can get the piss off of
yourself."

After Courtney snatched the white bar from
my hand, I pulled out my cell phone and took some steamy pictures
of her in the tub."

I tweaked one of her nipples. "But we can
take a shower later before we retire for the night maybe.”

At the same time, Courtney had lathered her
hand and then slid it into the water and ran it around her vagina
and her anal ring. Then I joined in. Underneath the warm soapy
water, I used the bar of soap to massage her intimate areas,
working my fingers around the sphincter. I kissed Courtney
intimately while trying to get my index finger inside her ass, and
then work it around the thick inside lip of my hated rival’s
rectum.

Courtney blindly reached up and found one of
my tits and played with it. Eventually my work allowed me to scrub
her entire body and clean off all the urine it was coated in Then
we both stood up both holding each other so she wouldn't slip and
fall, I turned on the shower sprayer and rinsed the girl and the
tub clean. With the shower head still on, I then hooked the sprayer
head back to the shower handle.

"Let's get cleaned up." I dropped my robe
and climbed naked into the shower with her. I lathered one hand and
massaged her still quivering, stretched anus. I didn't stop until
the water ran cold.




Chapter Five

Shower finished, I pulled Courtney back to the bedroom,
carefully disposed of the pissy drop cloth and threw her on the big
bed. I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her to my cunt.
Courtney’s face drifted across my groin, encircling my saturated
pussy. With my eyes shut, I envisioned her lovely face near the
center of my soul and when her fingers gracefully stroked my outer
lips, I sighed knowing she was close. My stomach surged like waves
of a furious ocean, my legs, outstretched and tense. The only thing
that would ease my anxiety was my defeated foe’s mouth... her hot
breath soon glazed my dripping cunt.

Settling in, Courtney's nose and lips
smoothly swam closer to me, bringing me to the edge of known
reasoning. I didn't know what I enjoyed more... the anticipation of
her tasting my pussy, or her actually doing it. Unexpectedly, I
felt Courtney's open mouth wallow across my aching vagina, like she
tried to swallow it whole. My body jerked when her tongue wrapped
around my clit, I tried to take a shocking gasp of air. I felt like
a fiery bullet had shot me. I rose up, grasping her head in my
hands, like lifting a thousand-pound barbell.

"Oh mother fucker!! FUCK YEA!!" I screamed,
feeling Courtney's lips part my own, feeling that sizzling tongue
slip beyond the savory folds of my feminine essence.

She moaned in lucid delight, twisting her
head so her tongue could dive in deeper. I loved feeling those
muffled moans reverberate throughout my pussy... it heightened my
euphoria, causing me to quiver like a helpless leaf in a blustery
wind. And God, she was so slow in her actions.

It seemed she loved eating pussy. It felt
like the most glorified sensation I have ever felt. It’s different
with each lover I guessed but with Courtney a closet lesbian, her
loving feast carried a plethora of fantasy, desire, and thrilling
lust. It wasn't long before her tongue met my clit agian. And as if
that wasn't enough, two of her fingers easily glided inside my
womanhood, hungrily sucked in by my greed and gluttony.

God, she was a natural... like she knew
exactly where my g-spot was... and find it, she did... and what
followed was a blinding horde of cries of lust... gasps for more...
and shameful confessions of depraved passion.

The only thing I remembered after that was
every muscle in my body contracting at once... as if a hundred
piece symphony beginning a harmonious sonata. My teeth furiously
clenched as I held onto my breath... yet Courtney remained fixed on
me, her sole focus was me.

A million tiny stars exploded behind my
closed eyes as I shouted, "Courtney, Courtney, Courtney" over and
over again.

It was the most splendid orgasm a woman had
blessed me with... she not only brought my body to its peak, but my
heart and soul too.

"Kiss my mouth like you would my asshole." I
quietly begged, curving my full lips in a knowing smile. Her lust
for women no longer a secret.

Her eyes shot open, never having heard such
a sordid divulgence fall from a woman's mouth. "You said you were
soft and slow." I said.

She could only nod yes as a long gaze
ensued. I was taken by this woman's obvious thirst... amazed...
breathless.

"You love this soft round ass, don't you?" I
suggested as I gingerly kissed the surface of her lips so lightly.
Like some mindless zombie, all she could do was nod yes once more.
I had the woman’s number...

"Do it. You know you can." I spoke, savoring
my lips with hers.

She quickly shifted my body, taking my head
in her hands as I cracked a cunning grin. Courtney returned my
confident gaze as she slowly parted her lips, timidly pressing to
mine. She closed her eyes to imagine my juicy backside in her
mind.

As our lips brushed coupled, Courtney
abruptly went limp from her imagination as I tediously swirled my
head, pretending it was the delicious orifice of my hindquarters.
Helpless and dazed, it was all Courtney could do to keep herself
together.

"Oh fuck." Was all I heard before slipping
her tongue out to skim my lips, simulating the soft pucker of my
juicy opening. Seeing that wrinkled asshole in her mind's eye, I
rolled my tongue across her velvety texture.

"God." Courtney softly uttered. "You're
amazing."

"It'd be better with my cheeks squashing
your face." I replied.

With a slight nod of surrender, Courtney
slipped out of my arms so I could lie flat on my stomach. She
needed no more encouragement as she swiftly jumped up to straddle
my ass. She began massaging my neck and shoulders to try and loosen
me up... after all; I needed to be ready for her tongue's grand
entrance.

Now atop me, she took in the full scale of
my back with her loving massage. She slumped over to nuzzle her
face between my neck and shoulder.

"Oh Taylor, you're gonna love what I do to
you." She avowed, barely gnawing my cheekbone like a starved
animal.

I sighed like she was about to push me off a
mile high cliff. I knew exactly what was about to happen and didn't
offer any resistance whatsoever.

"God, I've always wanted someone to really
do this good." I said in a weakened voice.

"Yea?" She hungrily shot back.

"Oooooh, fuck yea..." I replied. "I... I
just hope my ass is good enough for you."

"Let's find out." she said as she crawled
down my back, massaging and kissing the deep valley of my flowing
spine.

Of course I knew she'd love it because that
was one of the first things I checked out when I first saw her.
It’s always the first thing I look at when sizing up a woman, that
is are they checking out my ass. But she didn't know and teasing
her like this made me drip with defiant lust.

Sizing up my neck and shoulders, the
familiar hunger for ass possessed her as she sealed her mouth to my
neck, sucking my skin while her hands fluttered down my sides. I
balked as she sank her teeth on my shoulder, getting acquainted
with her thirst for ass. She wanted me... wanted nothing more than
to enable me the beauty of anal bliss.

"Oh fuck." I gasped, angrily clutching the
sheets beside my face.

My savage guttural reply was all she needed
to hear as she lifted her mouth from my flesh, glazing my neck and
both shoulders with her anxious tongue. She brought her hands back
up, twisting them over to run the backs of her hands up and down my
back. All I could think of was this woman eating my ass, and that
she was stepping in the role of my beloved slave. I unlocked the
uncivilized animal in her, unleashing the true nature in her...
that of a wanton lesbian slut bent on fucking me with her
tongue...

She seemed to love every fleeting second I
allowed her to partake in this taboo coupling. She flattened her
tongue on my shoulder blade, casting a trail of savory saliva over
to the low valley of my spine... this was the path that would lead
her home to her awaiting feast of all feasts.

She lapped the wedge of my spine like a cat
to milk... swaying down, leaving a trail of her saliva as obvious
evidence of her anal trek. She grunted with hoarse gasps of
delight, knowing my ass was near... I soon felt her breasts on the
fleshy orbs of my ass, engulfing her into the sexy fires of lesbian
hunger. With her full breasts pressed to the spheres of my ass, she
gazed up along my back, placing her fingernails below my shoulder
blades.

With a lustful cry, she tediously scraped my
back downward until her palms rested on each supple orb of
pureness. I boldly fought for each breath, holding the sides of my
head in salacious agony, crying, and moaning like a child knowing
it was about to be punished.

"Your ass is so perfect, Taylor." She
whispered, taking in the rewarding sight of my fully rounded buff
cheeks.

"I love hearing you say that." I helplessly
replied into the pillow.

Courtney was now paying strict attention to
the wondrous darkened cleft dividing those two mounting spheres of
flesh she envied. "I don't know what's more sexy... the cleavage of
your tits, or this big sexy ass." She uttered.

I slithered on the bed like a snake, hearing
her revelation as she brought her palms down on each cheek of ass
with intensity, grasping a nice chunk of flesh with
determination.

"God, look at this ass." She growled,
readjusting her hold, kneading the flesh like sacred swells of
delicious bread. "My Taylor’s beautiful ass... so sweet...
wide."

I screamed "Fuck yea... talk about my ass
bitch. I love how you make it sound."

"Oooh." she shot back, aroused by my
vulnerability. "Like it when I talk about your ass, huh?"

"Oh God yea. Jesus." I replied with a
shudder that shook every muscle in my body. Her hands continued
their lengthy caresses, admiring my ass's striking width, glazed
with its delicious soft tan.

She loved how simply round its shape was...
full... healthy... ripe. Her breath grew shallow as she soaked in
this glorious site. The inviting cleavage that assured her that a
mouth-watering treasure lie tucked between her two plentiful
spheres... it just had to.

With an impatient breath, she lowered her
lips to my right cheek, planting a full open mouthed kiss upon the
outer crest of my cheek... her lips savored the prized flesh as her
heart raced... She kissed the cheek as she would my lips... soft,
loving and tenderly. Crooking her jaw, she opened her mouth as wide
as it could go, gently sucking in my ass flesh... engulfing it as
she would my breast. She lifted her face, sucking my ass with her
mouth, popping off of it with a pool of her boiling saliva coating
it...

Courtney found me staring at her across my
shoulder, looking far within her soul... knowing she was in her
element. She knew then what she wanted to see and decided to wait
no longer. With our gaze locked on each other, she sank her face
between my cheeks, submerging her mouth in my ample ass. Both her
hands rested atop the mounds, spreading apart the large melons so
her tongue could greet the pungent flavor of my magnificent
meal.




Chapter Six

I
yelped, grasping her head, and I dug my nails into her blonde hair,
pulling her face deeper between the globes. Now fully submerged,
her tongue slid out, relishing the loving warmth and tangy flavor
of ripened ass. Licking each side of the crack; lapping, lunging,
and glossing the skin as best she could, she seemed that she was
electrified... this was more than she ever expected.

Something so meaningful and extraordinary.
She vigorously tugged and shoved the mounds of ass so her face
could be deluged amidst my buxom cheeks. She struggled to breathe
through her nose, filling her nostrils with my peppery scent. And
it wasn't much longer before her dripping tongue fell flat atop my
crinkled asshole, hopefully for a lengthy swab.

The saltiness stifled her tongue
momentarily, but only made her hungry for more. My body, squirming
and writhing, suffered beneath the languid "kiss". She spread apart
my quivering mounds, sliding her tongue out to lay it flat atop the
delicious asshole she wanted her mouth sealed around... She was
slow and deliberate... loving and sensitive to my every need... She
reacted to my movements, spiritually united in the glory of our
feminine symmetry. She was kissing my asshole just as she did my
mouth.

"Can't believe... tasting me like this." I
gasped in shocking accuracy.

Her only reply was to sway her head between
my mounting globes, flattening her tongue even more. I made a fist,
violently striking the bed in magnificent shock of getting my ass
eaten by my defeated enemy.

She seemed hypnotized by the event... the
feel of my ample ass in each palm... the pungent flavor... the
scandalous reality of French kissing a woman's ass. She became a
demented animal, hell bent on stabbing my ass with her tongue.

She circled my crinkled hole with
painstaking accuracy, slothfully mopping across it with reckless
hunger. she could watch my profile between the sordid valley of my
cheeks. I tried to look at her yet was paralyzed by her tongue's
expertise... my eyebrows creased, mouth agape... my face violently
contorted like a deranged mental patient.

Wanting to see my reaction, she tightened
her tongue, sinking it further into my warm delicious anal passage.
With utter finesse, her lips sealed about, encompassing my delicate
asshole. My eyes lit up, bulging from my face, looking as if she
had just stabbed me with a steel sword.

"Fuuuuuuuck!" I cried out at the top of my
lungs.

I could tell Courtney was captivated by my
traumatic facial gestures by this act of wanton desire. She was
conquering me, her dominator, overthrowing me with her tongue.
Something so small and trivial, yet so powerful in its deeds.

My head collapsed as I began whimpering like
an injured child... helpless and weak while Courtney’s tongue sank
deeper surrounded by the smooth tissue of my delicious rectum. She
ceased tugging and pulling my bronzed mounds of ass, only to graze
their orbed shape with the back of her hands.

Lost in the blinding frenzy of her feast,
she reminded herself just how big my ass was, and how she would
lather every supple inch of my cheeks later with her tongue. But
not before she would swirl her tongue inside the undiscovered
sweetness of my bowels.

My hips gyrated beneath her. She slowed her
pace, appreciating the fullness of my backside with eager hands. My
hand clamp down on hers, pushing her fingers down into the pulp of
my right cheek; clutching her hand in assured conviction.

"Oooooh, I wish you could just stay there...
just eat my ass like this forever." I gasped between anxious
breaths.

She responded by kneading my fleshy cheeks,
moving her fingers like rhythmic waves of the ocean, lapping at the
sands of my beach. She curved her tongue, swirling to taste every
recess of my ass. This became our paradise... fleeing into the
realm of the most intimate experience for either of us.

Her moans of wanton hunger, garbled by pure
thick ass... she had found her niche... her calling in life. All
that mattered was tasting my backside with the zeal of a famished
beast.

"Tasting me." I helplessly uttered. "My
ass... you have my ass."

Courtney groaned in agreement, squeezing the
abundance of my ripe orbs.

"Yea," I replied, clenching her hand
tightly. "God, I can feel that tongue so deep. Its soooo good... so
fucking good... deep."

She swayed her head, trying to plant her
tongue further... and she did. Sinking in probably another inch, my
body compressed, suffering through another desperate stab. She sped
up her rhythm, sliding in and out of my moistened asshole.

I moaned even louder as I felt the saliva
from her tongue dribble into me sensitive rectum. She spread my
butt cheeks apart wider with her hands, causing my quivering
butthole to expand a little more. This allowed her to dig her
tongue in even deeper. She began tongue-fucking my anus, thrusting
her tongue in and out rapidly.

Finally, I couldn't take it any longer. I
squeezed my pelvic muscles tightly, my asshole momentarily inhaling
her tongue almost fully inside. My rectum started to convulse and
push her tongue back out. The ensuing orgasm sent waves of pleasure
throughout my body, and I braced as a gush of milky secretions
streamed out from my pussy.

"Oh, my, GOD!" I screamed. The stimulation
of the sensitive nerve endings in my anus delivered waves of
arousal that resulted in an intense orgasm unlike anything I had
ever experienced before.

This anal orgasm crippled me beyond anything
I had ever experienced before. I'm not sure how long she ate my
ass, but before she finished, there wasn't one portion of my ass
that didn't either get kissed, licked, or tongued. I couldn't
believe how easily I let her have her way with it. Before her face
lifted from my balmy ass, she gave each side of my ass crack
several long laps with her tongue, savoring the luscious tang of it
before meeting me in a powerful, lascivious kiss.

My arms gripped her with zest, vigorously
kissing her lips, mauling her face and chin like a savage. My
gratitude boiled with thankfulness as my hands held her face,
making sure she wouldn't budge as I lapped away.

“What on Earth will we do tomorrow?” I asked
coquettishly as I looked at Courtney..

END
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