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		The Pumpkin Eater

		

	
		Part One

		

		Iris struggled furiously as Molly's tongue shot into her mouth. The two staggered for several seconds before the bigger woman's weight bore the 22 year old Hispanic woman back to the wall. The 49 year old Molly's mouth was like a sucking vacuum as her tongue whipped around inside Iris's mouth. Iris was in trouble. Molly's full naked breasts were rubbing and grinding and rolling against Iris's own smaller tits, and she could feel Molly's shaved pussy against her slim inner thighs as the taller, heavier and stronger woman forced her legs open and humped her loins into Iris's crotch which was barely covered by a black micro thong.

		Molly's right hand slid down and cupped Iris's wet ass cheeks, pulling her in tighter as her mouth tried to devour the young girl. Iris continued to struggle helplessly, like a fly caught in a spider's net, but she was not strong enough. Molly twisted the hand in her hair, forcing her head back sharply. At the same time, she took her other hand away from Iris's ass and jammed it in between her thighs, tearing the thong off and squeezing her naked pussy mound so hard Iris's brain seemed to boil, and her body reeled in dizziness. She tried to scream but all that came out was a weak gurgling moan, and even that was silenced quickly as Molly's mouth slipped over hers once more.

		I sat back and smiled. It all was going according to plan. Due to some unlucky bets at the craps table I was heavily in debt to the sort of people in Vegas you could not afford to be heavily in debt to. Only my offer of my best friend Molly to sexfight an Hispanic mother and daughter in a private showing for the El Jeffe and the gamblers, had got me, Justin Thyme, off the hook.

		Somehow I had convinced Molly that it was an opportunity not to be missed. It was going to be easy money for her as she overpowered and then sexually exhausted two small underfed illegal alien Hispanic females. Another adventure in her Vegas trip which so far had led to her being the victim of a Asian tour group after the female Tour Operator Akiko had beaten her in a cat fight thanks to illegal help from the men when Molly was winning, the defeat of Akiko's lesbian lover and subsequent acid scaring of her with Molly's family signet ring, and her defeat in another bout with Akiko due to some help from me for which I am fully ashamed, but which was necessary at the time.

		I also felt a tinge of guilt about not telling her the full reason of this fight or the fact that Iris and her 45 year old mother Lena were undefeated in team sexfighting in Vegas for the past 5 years. They had arrived as border crossers and being Mexican they had got across by means of the 13 year old Iris fucking a 76 year old Spanish speaking Gangster. Quite a common way for the Spanish speaking young girls to get across the border, even more so in the long border between Texas and Mexico. Avoiding, as most Hispanic do, the physical catfighting or Lucha Libra wrestling that the majority of Mexican women excel in, Lena and Iris became involved in the rich person's sport: the sexfight betting competition where old rich men's wives, daughters and servants competed against other men's younger wives, daughters and servants for high stakes.

		

		And that was where we were now. In an expensive penthouse floor dining room sitting at tables watching Molly and Iris sexfight. The room was filled with rich Hispanics. Vegas Gangster types with their multiple girls; thick, gold chained successful Spanish businessmen flaunting their wealth, with their plain peasant wives from the time before they were rich (now expensively dressed), in attendance to stop their husbands finding a young gold-digger; sleazy looking illegal with their thin high cheeked slutty wives; uniformed generals with aviator sunglasses and young uniformed "girlfriends", trendily dressed Hispanic men and their dressed to kill female company; Asian middle aged men with their very under age, scantily clad, still with puffy nipples, girlfriends.

		English born Molly Morrison-Tennant was 5 ft 11, 160 lbs., auburn haired, 38B, 26, 36, and 49 years old, and when her mother Lady Felicia died she would become Lady Molly Morrison-Tennant. The sole child, she had a privileged aristocratic upbringing financed by the family estates in Kent. She was educated in England at the exclusive girls only Sherborne School in Sherborne Dorset and also attended Mon Fertile finishing school in Switzerland. At school as a year. 7 she had been seduced by all the year. 12 prefects, a traditional welcoming, but by the end of the year had fucked all of them individually till they cried for mercy. One of the prefects she gained her revenge on was Mellissa Eastman better known now as Mellissa House - Rolle and Molly's first personal bitch was Mellissa's younger sister Belle.

		As she grew older she became an expert archery woman and skater, narrowly missing out on English selection in both, though many claim she was not selected because she would not fuck the male selection board. Anyway, this was the grounding for her exceptional leg and midsection strength and the springboard for her obsession with the gym. The debutante season for the rich and idle titled upper-class gave her further education in dominating other women. Every man that called her a lez that season received a tape of Molly fucking/humiliating his girlfriend.

		Given her lesbianism, her athleticism and delight in dominance she became involved in the underground sex and cat fight circuits taking on tough West Indian immigrants, working class Glaswegians, unemployed Yorkshire and Lancastrian women. For someone who spoke with a plumb in her mouth like the royal family members and called her Mum "mother" and used words like "golly" and "jolly good show" she was capable of slumming and fighting as dirty as any of the underprivileged. Success led to Europe; the Muslim ghettos in France and Germany, the influx of willing girls from former Soviet controlled countries such as Poland, East Germany and Romania.

		Her own private affairs never lasted due to the frequency with which she needed sex and her dominance. A Masochist was no use to her because she needed to make her women do something against their will, not because they enjoyed being dominated. And now I had introduced her to Vegas

		My thoughts were interrupted by Iris.

		"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhh" Iris screamed, backing up against the wall as Molly moved forward and grabbed her again, one hand gripping her silky black hair, the other going around her and spinning her around. Reaching around Molly rubbed Iris's pussy, then straightened a finger and forced it up between her pussy lips, driving it deep into Iris's cunt tube. Iris could not push her hand away. With her head pulled back so sharply it was all she could do to maintain her balance, and both her hands were above her, trying to pry Molly's hand out of her hair.

		A second finger was thrust up into her body, and both pumped in and out furiously as Molly's thumb searched for her clitoris, found it, and then ground down against it. Molly pulled back suddenly, her face laughing at Iris as she shoved her back hard against the wall. She said something which Iris didn't catch, then shoved down on her shoulders. Already dazed, Iris would probably have fallen without any help, and she went down quickly under the pressure. Then she was squatting against the wall, hemmed in by Molly's legs, staring into Molly's wiry bush. She turned her head away, trying to crawl around her but her hair was gripped again and pulled hard. She cried out weakly, the sound drowned out by Molly's cry of triumph.

		Molly snarled and shoved her pussy into Iris's face, grinding her soft pussy lips and smoothly shaved pussy mound across her mouth and nose.

		"You'll suck me later tonight bitch" she said, in English, and then pulled Iris's hair and as the Hispanic gasped, she was rolled onto her back and Molly mounted her head to toe and went down on Iris's cunt with her tongue.

		"Ohh Ohhh Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh" the 22 year old Hispanic moaned as she came, her juices running freely and dripping off Molly's chin.

		Looking to my right I couldn't help noticing the Tijuana mother about 40 and her teenage daughter. My company at the table along with a Las Vegas gangster type eating noisily as his 4 street women shrieked in Spanish for his attention. With my nose for money I could see the clothes and jewelry next to me spelled real money. I was totally out of my league, but hell a man can look can't he?

		Two minutes later a higher squealing prolonged orgasm from Iris announced Molly was ruthlessly destroying the slim 5 ft 2 inch Hispanic.

		"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaeeeeehhhhhhhhh"

		It wasn't Iris but Molly who shrieked. While Molly was overpowering the tiny Iris her mother Lena had taken off her wrap around skirt, opened her cunt with her long fingers and withdrawn a 5 inch dildo concealed there. As she had crept up behind Molly , Iris had wrapped her legs around Molly's head and her arms around her hips, and then Lena had driven the oiled dildo into Molly's open upraised cunt and started to work it vigorously in and out.

		More guilt. Somehow I had forgotten to tell Molly this was not a tag match: it was one against two.

		As she fucked Molly systematically with the black thick dong, the one hundred pound Hispanic 45 year old undid her garter straps and took off her stockings. Smiling she entwined her long fingers in Molly's hair and snapped her head back, simultaneously ramming the wettened dildo into Molly's ass hole.

		The crowd who had been strangely quiet when Molly was controlling Iris came to delight hurling abuse at the bigger woman.

		"Ooaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh", bellowed Molly as she broke Iris's hold and reached backwards to grasp the dildo.

		Lena pounced and used one stocking to bind Molly's wrists behind her back, and with her daughter still clinging like a leach to the Englishwoman restricting her movements, Lena used her other stocking to tie Molly's bound wrists to her ankles. Then with a yank on Molly's hair she rolled her over onto her back like a turtle with her bound wrists trapped between the floor and her back.

		"You think you could beat a Latina that easily, you fool. It was a trap, and now you pay the ultimate penalty", Lena gloated.

		Iris took Molly's full breasts in her hands and started kneading her full tit flesh while Lena spread the struggling Molly's knees and leaned forward and began to lick and suck the English woman's slit, pushing her tongue in between the tight pussy lips, running it up and down the pink flesh and lapping against her clit, tasting the juices that had already been formed from excitement when Molly was controlling Iris.

		Systematically, to the cheering, one sided support of the Mexican and other wealthy Hispanics watching who were enjoying both their bet coming in ( It was to be how long Molly lasted not if she won), and a snooty British gal being humiliated, Lena tongue fucked Molly's cunt as she ass fucked her with the dildo. Molly moaned as she came again and again as Lena shifted from tonguing her to exploring her cunt and clit with her long practiced fingers. After ten minutes Iris abandoned Molly's tits and proceeded to finger the now unresisting Molly's ass; her fingers and her mother's working as one separated only by the wall between ass and cunt. .

		The Hispanic mother had noticed my sly, surreptitious glances which were, I must admit, spending more time on her mutton (old sheep) done up as lamb looks (Aussie slang for an older woman trying to dress younger) than her pouting, tarted up daughter or the Las Vegas call girls, one of who was going down on the gangster. She stood and sat again, adjusting her skirt and crossing her legs so that I could see her thighs stocking tops and bare flesh above the stockings with the garter straps. Maybe she thought I was a rich eccentric American who liked to dress down and not show his wealth because that was how I was dressed.

		Lena gave a gasp of triumph. Her sinuous fingers had found Molly's soft spongy G spot and she went into overdrive quickly causing Molly's body to jerk like she was having an epileptic fit. I smiled. It was going to plan, and I would be off my debt.

		The bell rang after 30 minutes and Lena reluctantly withdrew her fingers slowly sucking Molly's juices from them as Iris straddled Molly and teased a mild spray of piss from herself over Molly's body as a warning of what lay ahead.

		As the room attendant untied Molly, I argued violently with El Jeffe before returning to my seat spreading my hands to Molly. I hoped she thought I was arguing about the rules, and not the fact I was acting and pretending to be upset about the fact the beer was warm not ice cold.

		There could only be one winner here tonight, so my eyes wandered, and I concentrated on glancing again at the middle aged Latina next to me.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		Three minutes later, the second 30 minutes round started, and again Iris went out alone, far more confidently after what Molly had just been through. But she underestimated the Englishwoman who charged her like Jack Lambert in the NFL taking her to the ground and quickly wrapping her up in a 69 position with Iris on top.

		Lena approached and yelled at her daughter to roll off so she could join in, but despite her best efforts Molly was too strong and they remained locked in 69, head to cunt with Molly protected from Lena by the floor underneath and Iris on top.

		"I can't help", wailed Lena. "Tire the bitch so I can finish her".

		Bereft of her mother's help Iris and Molly went at it with the sole intention of proving who was the better woman.

		Iris's legs were over Molly's shoulders, her body held immobile by Molly's greater strength in the arms that encircled her. Molly spread Iris's pussy lips with her tongue and feasted on the nectar that oozed from her love hole. As her taste buds enjoyed every drop, I looked at Iris's face. Her eyes were rolled back, she was breathing hard through her mouth and her arms were sprawled at her side. She totally loved what Molly's mouth and tongue was doing to her pussy.

		It wasn't one way because Molly also enjoyed it as Iris's tongue plundered her slit. Two women: two different methods. Iris was frantically tonguing the clit that was still engorged from her mother's expert work while Molly was opting for a slow build up.

		She began nibbling with her lips on one of Iris's outer labia. Her tongue was tracing the edge of her love hole, partly to catch any stray juices that had escaped her before but mostly because Iris's pussy had so many sweet spots that she was almost certain to hit some of them. She continued to nibble, stopping short of her clit then moved her attentions to the other side of her pussy. Again, she planted butterfly kisses on the outer lip and traced her love hole with her tongue. Her progress was interrupted by an orgasm that rocked causing her to lift her head and groan with pleasure.

		Returning single-mindedly to her plan she nibbled and kissed her way up Iris's outer lip but stopped short of her clit again. Iris's thigh muscles were jerking spasmodically, thrusting her shaven pussy into Molly's face and I knew she was responding. Again, Molly had to break off as Iris's had trapped Molly's clit between her teeth and her feverish tonguing of the tip sent electric shocks through her aristocratic body. This was rather quick, and I thought she must be unusually horny. But not as short as the time before her third. How many could she take, I thought.

		"I got her mum, I'll take her out", Iris yelled.

		Molly moved her mouth back to the pair of lips where she had started, and this time concentrated on her inner lip. She caressed it with her tongue, swallowing the juice that was flowing freely. She started alternating between deep probing her and stimulating her clit, interrupted by her fourth and fifth orgasm before with a long wail, mostly arousal, partly fear of the arousal, Iris started cumming. Molly held on tightly to her thighs, plastered her mouth against her love hole and thrust her tongue in as far as it would go. Iris's thighs squeezed her head and her hands pressed Molly's face against her pussy as her body went into a series of shocks and spasms.

		As Iris spasmed, Molly rolled her to the wall and quickly adjusted positions so that she sat with her back to the wall, Iris held motionless, the back of her head and shoulders on the floor with Molly's legs crossed over Iris's throat and Iris's legs over her shoulder and trapped between the wall and her back. It was a variation of the classic Mexican sex fight, control position with the helpless Iris's cunt wide open in front of Molly's face and Molly protected from Lena. There could be no escape and from this position of power for the next 20 minutes Molly tongued and fingered the defenseless 22 year old drawing longer and stronger orgasms from her. The periods between cumming lessened as her guttural deep moans and shuddering groans intensified.

		Meanwhile the round faced, heavily made Hispanic mother next to me dropped her purse. I bent down to retrieve it at the same time as her.

		"You like me better than my daughter or these Las Vegas sluts"? She questioned.

		I looked up from the purse to see an unbuttoned blouse exposing, as she bent to reach for the purse, 2 tits with large dark nipples laid out for exposed display on a quarter cup bra like meat on a butcher's tray. Obviously false she had kept them about 33 or 34 but enhanced them to a D cup.

		Shocked, I nodded my agreement and sat back and looked at the contest

		Finally, as Iris's body wrenched and flopped her mouth opened and vocal chords strained but no sound came out. Her body went into seizure as Molly almost swallowed her clit and it came. Her scream of defeat

		"OOOOOOOOOOOOooooooohhhhhhhhhhh Ooooooooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh nooooooooooooooooooooo moooooooooooooooooooooore".

		She was out of the sexfight.

		Molly thrust Iris's inert body aside and stood like a lion over a gazelle's carcass. Her face, neck and breasts were covered, and her hair matted from Iris's cum. She glared defiantly and aggressively at the crowd before advancing towards Lena. The bell rang, but she continued her charge until restrained by two attendants.

		"Are you scared bitch. That was your daughter and you are mine tonight", she bellowed at Lena struggling against the two holding her.

		"Yes, I'm scared if you are going to hit me, cow, but for sex just bring it on", replied Lena. "Anglo, Asian, Spanish, Filipinas, Canadians, I've beaten them all."

		During the next 3 minutes rest Molly yelled her threats at Lena and abuse at the crowd but stopped as Lena took a gold plated candle holder from a nearby dining table surrounding the contest area, placed it on the floor, squatted and placed her cunt over it. Remaining in that peculiar Asian squat westerners can't copy, she strained and slowly but steadily the 10 inch long candlestick holder disappeared into her cunt. Her long cunt lips were like a boa constrictor mouth widening to swallow its prey. Her muscles on her taut 23 inch belly rippled as her cunt engulfed 7 inches of the monster.

		With a moan of satisfaction, she reached down and removed the golden implement and rolled the still wet ornament towards Molly in an unspoken challenge. Molly was in a no win situation. She could either refuse the challenge or embarrass herself by trying something she had never tried.

		She ignored the candlestick holder at her feet and tried to ignore the derisive jeers of the biased onlookers.

		Christ, a leg was touching mine and I could feel a 6 inch stiletto heel against my ankle. Next a hand took mine and guided it under the short skit and between her thighs, so my palm rested on her garter straps. I was guided higher. She wore no panties. It was unfair. I was a sucker for long inner cunt lips, and she had the longest set I had ever experienced dangling free from her wet gash. She guided my fingers higher and I went to work on her clit..

		Back to the fight and a stripped naked Lena had one of those body types that some would argue was too skinny, but slight was a better word. All her thinness did was show off her small but firm tits. Even at 45 she was still high breasted, with nipples that stood out even when not aroused. Tonight, they were beginning to extend at the mere thought of beating the bigger woman and seeing off another challenge. Her breasts were even more remarkable in that there was still not the slightest hint of sag, in spite of her age.

		Lena scanned down over her flat, hard belly to the dark, long silky pubic hair that covered her cunt. It lay in a mat and she idly ran her fingers through it to pull it out to its fullest. It was as black as her hair and continued between her legs and when she walked without panties on, she could feel it brush between her legs and it always excited her.

		God, everything excited her. Since she was twelve years old, she found out that practically anything touching her skin was enough to arouse her. The first time she had an orgasm was cycling to school and the seat worked between her cunt lips. The friction between her legs as she cycled on that humid Mexican day set her clit tingling. It began to rise, lubricated by the sweat from the humidity and her own juices and started to poke out between her cunt lips but was stopped by the leather seat.

		Already wet, it rubbed rhythmically against the seat, giving her what felt like tiny electric shocks each time a leg pushed down on the pedals. At the end of three blocks, she was breathing hard and could feel her nipples tight against the white traditional Roman Catholic school uniform pressing against her now-swollen breasts.

		In the middle of the street, it hit her, and she almost passed out as the orgasm started between her legs and passed up her body. She jumped off the bike just in time as a second orgasm ripped through her, more powerful than the first. Out of breath, she let her head clear and realized what had just happened. And loved it. By the time she got to school, she had three more and had to go to the girl's room to dry herself.

		From that moment on, she had found that many things could bring her to orgasm. She experimented over every part of her body and spent many a night in her room while studying, rubbing this or that to see what effect it had. One night, as she wrote out a homework assignment, her thumb and index finger on the other hand had idly slipped inside her blouse and began rubbing her nipple. Her nipples always felt as though they were connected to her clit with an electric wire. A couple of good squeezes and she got wet. A few more and her clit extended. A few more and she was breathing hard and within a minute, she came. That night, she wasn't really aware that she was feeling herself until she stopped writing for a moment and realized she was hot and getting more worked up by the moment.

		As her fingers tightened on her tit, the sparks began to fly, and she began to grunt slightly as the waves of pleasure began to hit her full force. A moment later her back straightened and then curved back, and she ripped open the Ai Yao top from her shoulders to expose her breasts to the coolness of the room. The other nipple hardened immediately, and she traded hands and began teasing both of her nipples, teasing them up to even greater lengths. That night they never stood any taller and were extended almost an inch. She pulled them straight out and twisted them back and forth. It hit like a wave and passed through her cunt and belly. She slumped forward on the desk. As usual, the next day she got an A on the test.

		Over the following years she increased her capacity to cum and continue cumming and this gave her one of her great sexfighting advantages plus her experimentation on her body gave her an almost inexhaustible list of ways to arouse the other woman.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		With Iris now out of the event and only Lena and Molly to compete they were handed their new thongs; the crowd laughing and jeering as Molly struggled to get the petite sized pink thong past her thighs.

		"Elephant" "Why put it on, Lena will have it off you".

		Both women met in the center of room on their knees to continue the match. The lights were switched off with spotlights only illuminating the contest area. The crowd was going wild encouraging Lena. The bell rang, and the women slid around each other cautiously, neither wanted to be the first to be stripped of the thin cloth that provided some protection from the skin-on-skin friction that gave the other the upper hand. Molly made the first move lunging into Lena and wrapping her up a bear hug. Both women grabbed the backs of each other's thongs and pulled them up into the ass of their opponent, trying to rip the thin cloth and draw first blood.

		Molly felt her thong starting to give and quickly tried to break away from the Hispanic mother, but as she moved away Lena held on, and a tug-o-war ensued. The crowd roared its approval as Molly, on the defensive tried to get her t-back from the grasp of Lena who was sawing it into her cunt and ass. But Lena had fought this way many times and held on and quickly slid in front of Molly and locked Molly's head between her thighs and pulled the thong deep into her ass. Molly sank to her stomach to try to escape, but it was too late: the pink material gave way with a loud RRIIPP!! The crowd cheered at the sight of the now naked Englishwoman as Lena waved the tiny garment over her head to applause before tossing it away.

		Molly acted on instinct: she rushed the Hispanic and slid her hand inside her thong to Lena's crotch trying to massage her pussy to life. The sudden move caught her off guard and she was knocked over and Molly pulled the black micro thong to the side, freeing her pussy for her other waiting right hand. Lena's head spun as Molly stroked, rubbed, pulled, and massaged her cunt. Her pussy was stirring; her juices were flowing and her clit enlarging. This had only happened involuntarily a few times in the Hispanic woman's career. She was confused as she tried to battle back.

		The crowd was silent and shocked at the turn of events. Usually Lena had her opponent well under control by now, but this white challenger was going to be different. Lena managed to slip out from under Molly and roll to her stomach trying to protect her pussy. The larger stronger Molly grabbed Lena's black thong and began to rip it from her toned, shiny golden body. The thong gave way and for the first time in her sex-wrestling career, the Hispanic was stripped nude by her opponent in a bout in front of the crowd. The momentum had shifted; the crowd began to worry as the underdog pushed for the upset win. Molly knew she had better attack while the Hispanic champion was still at a disadvantage and quickly tried to attack. Lena met Molly and the two locked up in another bear hug.

		Molly could feel the wetness of Lena's cunt against her sopping wet pussy (the previous work over by the mother and daughter, then the battle with Iris and now Lena had excited her) but knew she had the Hispanic worried. But as the two sexfighters rubbed tit to tit, thigh to thigh, and cunt to cunt, in the bear hug, Lena regained some composure and started to grind her pussy into the white woman. She was a 100% sexfighter while Molly was a catfighter who sex fought. Furthermore, Lena's constant pleasuring of her body had given her an ability to cum for longer periods. Molly's breathing was getting heavier and the feelings in her cunt were becoming more difficult to contain. Both fighters' heads were resting on their opponent's shoulders, and Lena began to tongue Molly's neck and earlobes while increasing the speed of her humping of their pussies.

		Meanwhile the Hispanic mother was cumming and forcing my finger deep into her cunt. Not once or twice but continued multiple orgasms. I glanced away from the fight to see her biting her lip to keep the sound in.

		Molly in desperation tried to go back on the attack, releasing the mutual bear grind and pulled Lena's left leg up, dumping the mother on her back and pinning her with a full body press. Still cunt to cunt and tit-to-tit the Hispanic mother could see the look in Molly's eyes, and it was a look of lust. The bigger woman was turned on. Even more than she was, and with their cunts were interlocked between them. Lena pushed up with her legs, grinding their wet, slippery cunts tighter against each other. She wasn't sure if she could take much more without cumming hard, but she could tell that the Englishwoman on top of her was closer to cumming than she was. Suddenly Molly tried to break away, but Lena locked both arms around Molly and rolled them over.

		Molly bucked and squirmed in an effort to escape the pin, but Lena hung on like a limpet and began to furiously hump Molly's cunt into submission. Molly couldn't escape; her ass was involuntarily humping up and down as she began to lose all control. Lena sensed the end was near and slipped her right hand down Molly's backside to her flexing muscled ass. Molly's eyes were half shut and she was powerless to stop the Hispanic mother as she felt Lena's long fingers glide down her crack and begin to gently massage her asshole.

		"Give it up, bitch!" Lena taunted. "You can't hold out. You know you want to cum. Give it up to me.! Cum on bitch, let's see that cunt explode!"

		The tip of Lena's index finger slid up Molly's tight asshole. This, coupled with Lena's cunt rubbing up and down her throbbing clit, sent Molly over the edge. Her body writhed and bucked with the intensity of her orgasm. The raw force of which caught Lena off guard and in trying to ride it out on top of Molly, her juicy cunt shot load after load of hot cum juices all over Molly's spasming cunt.

		Suddenly my fly was unzipped, and my meat exposed. It quickly became rigid.

		"You want to see me fight", she whispered as she expertly started to give me a hand job.

		Recovering quicker Lena kissed Molly aggressively, pushing her down and swarmed all over Molly's body. She turned her so that they were in sixty-nine position, with herself on top, and she began assaulting Molly's pussy so passionately that Molly had to give in, looking up at Lena's wet cunt wanting to respond but overcome by the building waves of another coming orgasm. Lena's fingers slipped between Molly's asscheeks pressing against her asshole. Then, just as Lena's lips closed over Molly's clit, one of her fingers slipped inside Molly's ass, driving in deep. Molly's whole body froze for an instant, as if an electric shock had passed through her.

		"Annhh! Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" she cried out, tears squirting involuntarily from her eyes.

		But the sensations were incredible. With Lena sucking her clit and fingerfucking her ass hole, Molly exploded in torrents of cum. The paroxysms of ecstasy wrenched and throttled her writhing body, bringing clotted cries of bliss from deep in her constricted throat. When it was over, she lay gasping for breath, her cunt and asshole throbbing in unison, wondering how she would be able to continue.

		As Lena continued to eat the unresisting Molly, her daughter Iris gave a vaginal sucker to her mother who her attached it to her cunt and used the vacuum pump to swell her cunt and clit to an abnormal size. Then she swung Molly around and stuck her legs past Molly's sides and inched forward. Lena's small firm tits with their monstrous erect nipples pushed against the inside of Molly's thighs and as she pulled Molly forward, their wet pussies slowly pushed together again.

		Molly's cunt lips were still swollen and slick from the sexfight's earlier activities, but Lena's were huge from the vacuum pump and her lips slid over Molly's cunt. They fitted together as Lena leaned back on her elbows and began to lift her ass up and down. Their lips continued to slide over each other and fresh cum began to flow from both of them. Suddenly, Molly felt something hard between her lips and it kept growing.

		"Feel it bitch. I'm going to fuck you raw with my clit."

		It was now up in Molly's cunt, a thick unwelcome protuberance. Lena's hips were moving with a life of their own and her head was leaning back as she fucked. Their cunts pushed together and suddenly, Molly bucked too hard and the clit pulled free and ran back into her ass crack and poked at her sphincter. She shuddered and trembled. It was so wet back there that Lena felt no discomfort, just an even stronger need to thrust.

		"She pulled Molly forward again and pushed. Her clit slipped back inside. She pulled back and it slid up her crack again. Back and forth, back and forth, from the bottom of her pussy to her splayed open asshole. Her own hips were lunging and twisting as her fingers worked on Molly's ass. On one of the stokes she kept it open and suddenly, the thick, enhanced clit slid up inside Molly's ass.

		I was close to cumming when suddenly the Hispanic's husband arrived. A bloody Police Commander with those starched, crisp, iron pleated shirts and trousers that look like they are changed every five minutes. Yes. and a pistol in his holster longer than my cock. My hard-on disappeared in a second. But at least the fight was going to script and my debts would be cleared.

		Molly's eyes popped open and she gasped. "Nooooooooooooo." But Lena was in total control and sat up, her clit still in Molly's ass and she started to use her fingers on Molly's cunt .

		Ohhhhhhhhhh Gooddddddddddd I'm coming..." Molly wailed.

		The hand was touching me again. This time it was slick and wet with her own cum and despite my efforts my cock was hardening. Didn't this woman know I was scared.

		Lena's butt was banging away relentlessly on Molly's ass and her clit was reaming out her asshole while her fingers of one hand teased her clit and the other hand's fingers entered and found Molly's G spot again. Molly futilely struggled to fight but felt another orgasm building in spite of efforts. All she knew was that her clit was on fire and the friction on her pussy and the probing of her ass was getting her hotter than she had ever experienced. Her ass tightened even more, and she came in a succession of gut wrenching, soul destroying. climaxes at the hands and clit of the Hispanic.

		Her body gave way and she slumped inert on the floor. It was over.

		She started to mouth the words of defeat.

		"Iiiiiiiiiiiii gii"iiiiiiiiiiiiiiivvvvvvvvv".

		She never finished as the older Latina had quickly moved to face sit her and muffle her cry of defeat.

		"I've won and now I'll humiliate you before I let you call out", she hissed into her ear.

		She stood up to admire her handiwork. Molly lay writhing and moaning on the floor. She stepped back so all the could see the result and she could enjoy their plaudits before returning to humiliate the bigger woman.

		Stepping back, she placed her foot on the discarded candlestick holder she had used earlier which rolled under her sweat covered sole like a roller skate. Like a cartoon character she went up and down in slow motion landing and striking her head on the floor.

		Bounce, bounce, bounce, bounce. Her hit the floor in a succession of thuds each smaller than the other. She was out cold. It was like a WWE scene as two fighters tried to recover before the 10 count.

		It was Molly who was first to rebound, and she crawled across to the slowly stirring Lena and wrapped her up in the sex fight control position. With the back of her head, neck and shoulder blades pinned to the floor by Molly's sitting leg scissors, the small of her back pressed against Molly's tits and the back of her thighs resting on Molly's shoulders, she was trapped, and Molly started to eat the wide open, still swollen cunt that lay unprotected in front of her face.

		The crowd roared its disapproval, screaming for a non-result because of Lena's trip and fall, but Molly continued to probe with her tongue and fingers. Her own nipples were rock hard but now Lena was beginning to pant.

		"I'm going to come. Oh, God, that's good. Oh, Oh, Unngh, Unch,Unnnnnnnnnnnn."

		She started to shake and came hard. Molly pulled her head away and watched. Her own body was shaking from what had gone before and the fact she knew she was in control. Lena's swollen cunt convulsed as she came. Molly put her head down and started sucking on Lena's clit again. She groaned and groaned as pleasure surged through her body.

		"Shit. Oh, shit. Suck it. Oh, suck it." She was on fire. Molly 's own excitement grew again. Lena began tossing her hips and moving her head from side to side. Molly fondled Lena's asshole. The smell of hot cunt filled the room and Lena began to cry out as she came again. A finger slipped inside the inner fold and found her wet clit. As soon as it brushed by, Lena arched up off Molly and came, groaning loudly and grunting as the waves of pleasure gripped her stomach and interrupted her breathing.

		I lost my own battle and my cock exploded in the Hispanic's hand.

		Lena tried to get up, but it was too painful. Molly reached her first and kicked her hard in the stomach. The Latina groaned and rolled away on the ground.

		"Get up on your feet, Lena!" Molly taunted, slowly circling her prey. "Try and beat me, in front of this group huh? Show me who's the better bitch!"

		She clenched her fingers. Her blood-red painted nails were razor sharp and ached for Lena's flesh.

		Lena stood up shakily and assumed a battle stance. She looked at Molly with hatred and defiance. She blocked Molly's whizzing claw attack with her forearms, even though the nails bit into her flesh. The smaller Latina parried blows with her enemy, until Molly made a mistake and gave her an opening. Lena quickly shifted her body weight and kicked upward. Her foot slammed into Molly's breast and knocked the bigger woman off her feet.

		Molly landed hard on her ass. Shit! I can't give her any advantage! I've got to end this now!

		Lena gave her no more time for recriminations. The Latina leapt on top of the blonde and punched Molly in the face.

		Molly struck back. She grabbed Lena's face with her right hand and dug her thumbnail into Lena's cheek. Lena screamed as Molly raked her nail down Lena's cheek, drawing a trail of blood in its wake.

		Lena squeezed Molly's breast, but the blonde ignored the pain. She kept gouging Lena's face, until the Latina tried to get away. As Lena yanked her body away, Molly grabbed Lena's hips, already bruised from her fall, and yanked body back toward her.

		Lena stood up her naked breasts quivering. Molly launched herself to her feet, Lena's neck her next target, twisting her hands into a weapons.

		The Latina touched the bleeding wound on her face.

		"What's a matter amiga?" Molly taunted her. "Don't ya like my little beauty mark I gave ya? I know the gals back at the Taco Bell are gonna loooovvvee it, cutie!"

		"No matter what happens now..." Lena rasped, her throat still constricted from the torment, "I'm gonna get you yet!"

		Molly laughed and circled Lena, staring at the bitch's eyes with deadly intent. She flicked her hand at the Latina's face.

		Lena dodged it and tried to punch Molly in the face.

		Molly caught Lena's arm, wrapping up her elbow. She jerked the limb, and brought Lena crashing down on the floor. She stabbed Lena's cunt with her big toe.

		"Tough talk from a whipped pussy!" Molly said. She kicked each of Lena's breasts, then her pussy once more.

		Lena groaned and clutched her pussy, protecting it from Molly's toes.

		Molly cackled and crouched on the ground. She grabbed Lena's legs and twirled the Latina over onto her stomach. Molly gripped Lena's legs tightly in a Boston crab, and then release one of her legs, and her right claw to sliced into Lena's cunt. Using her nails like a razor blade, she sliced Lena's pussy lips leaving nasty looking red marks, across lips legs, and then dropped the Latina's lower body.

		Lena lay naked upon the floor, the Latina pushed her hands on the floor, trying to get up.

		"You're not goin' anywhere, honey!" Molly said, grabbing her hair with her left hand. She balled up her right fist and smacked it into Lena's buns.

		Lena screamed and her body shivered. Molly could sense that all the fight had just gone out of her. She punched Lena in the ass again, this time digging a finger deep into her anus.

		"GOD, YOU CUNT!" Lena yelled. "I give up! I submit to you!"

		The cat lust spread like wildfire through Molly's body. Part of her wanted to take Lena home, lock her up in the dungeon, and invite friends over for a gang bang. Another side of her wanted to fuck Lena right now in the ass. The darkest part of her...the cattiest side...wanted to kill Lena right here and now and be done with her enemy, once and for all.

		She shoved her finger into Lena's ass twice more.

		"You're my mistress!" Lena pleaded. "Take me! Take my daughter as your prize!"

		Molly looked up and saw that Lena's daughter had returned her seat, and stood next to, restlessly watching her mother on the floor.

		"I will take your daughter..." Molly said. She saw Lena's candlestick, the one she tripped on, next to her body and grabbed it. She pulled the metal under Lena's throat and pulled it tight. "...and I'll take your life, bitch!"

		Lena sputtered as she started to choke and tried to get away. It just made Molly hornier. Molly straddled Lena, sitting on top of the Latina's ass and back, to keep her body trapped. The cat lust exploded within her and Molly still wished she had a dildo to pump into Lena's butt. Maybe this candle stick?

		Despite her darkest thoughts, she wasn't really planning on killing the bitch. But she had to give the Latina sexfighter a lesson in power and domination that would haunt her every time she faced anyone in a fight again. Molly planned to release the choke hold when Lena started to pass out.

		Molly came to her senses and stopped the choke. But everything has an end and even Lena's ability to cum or fight was no exception. Forty minutes later she gasped and managed to moan

		"I giiiiiiive. Oooooooooooh Nooooooo mooooooooooooooooore".

		It was over. Molly had won. But not the result El Jeffe wanted. He wanted a victory by the mother after Iris was beaten. I was still in debt and I had a Hispanic woman holding my cum covered cock while her husband with a handgun bigger than Dirty Harry's, sat 2 seats further away with only his daughter between him and his wife.

		END
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