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		Chapter One

		

		It is, with the pressing of time, that fear increases and tests the courage of a person. Like one will react quickly to have a gasp of air to live, it is those things we all take for granted that are needed for the growth of valor. But is this always an unavoidable conclusion? Can certainty be argued against?

		To this day, the last name of the woman who had restored the country back to its glory days of magnificent splendor is unknown.' Melany, a flamboyantly sophisticated lady. Tall, incisive nose, gleaming-brown hair, and an undeniable beauty.

		Quite an immaculate lady, it was without any doubt that she was Basque. She was full of vitality; but she never had high levels of emotion. Although not a woman of many words, she would surely be the one to give away and expose anything that might be a danger to the country. She was the president's most trusted investigator.

		It is worth mentioning that she had learned from the celebrated: Jacqueline Vale, actually known as KitCat. A name given to her by the president, for expressively portraying; an excellent use of charm, unapologetic confidence, and concentration of high perception.

		These being the characteristics of both a kitten and an cat, to be blunt; this woman was a force to be reckoned with. So it came to pass, her 'death' was rather surprisingly strange.

		"Imitation involves a sophisticated cognitive process; however, stalking can never be imitated."

		On reexamining these words she expressed so enthusiastically, she never really said much either, but her aura denoted it. Vale, being the president's only and trusted emissary, was assuredly put in command over, everything that entered or left the country, but the presidential mansion too.

		This tall, well-built, striking, and recklessly smart lady could solve mysteries arising from an unpleasantly high degree of unremarkable evidence. Mysteries as small the size of the eye of needle, a perceived odor of something, a flicker, a glance, or a taste could lead to an unraveling of a possible coup, before it was devised by a terrorist of any shape, or form.

		February 14, Valentine’s Day, the pale crescent moon had shone like a silvery claw in the night sky. An exquisite night for a ball. The presidential ball occasionally proved to be the mother of all balls. This was a time given for the prominent to rub shoulders with one another. It was a huge, impressive mansion set behind an beautifying garden. It was secretive, yet so openly inviting.

		What seemed to be a granite staircase demonstrated a separation for the extreme reception rooms. Fancy ball gowns, accompanied with the finest jewelry and silver-shining tiaras, accentuated the mansion's esteemed beauty. She looked in the woman’s direction, but her attractive sight was confused by the shining of many red and green wine glasses.

		She was exquisite! Even the first lady, Malia; annually voted the country’s best dressed woman, and her usual stunning entourage were there, yet none could compare with Chandelier. She was regarded as one of the country's most astounding beauties. Yet rumors abounded about her licentious and prurient behavior. Supposedly an untamed animal when engaged in sex or combat.

		Sun bronzed skin, dark narrow eyebrows, and blushed high cheeks. Almost every everyone flashed a glance in her direction, but none dared to approach. The other beauties, were in awe, and seemed to curtsy in perplexing acknowledgement. The decorative chandeliers were effortlessly covered with differently colored crystals and had the most inviting ballroom appeal; Chandelier’s dress was no different, the sparkling layers made it look like she was intentionally living up to her name.

		KitCat, the guest of honor, was mesmerized. Alongside the precious pearl was one of the president's faithful stewards, who to Kit... had abruptly appeared, disturbing her captivating scenery.

		They were heading in her direction. Her heart pounded as though being hammered by a jack hammer. Her flushed and, fairly, sharp cheekbones were, suddenly, becoming too bright in spite of her requirement that she needed to be undistracted. As a huge matter of fact, it was highly unprofessional for a presidential investigator.

		"Pull yourself together, now, would you!" The steward surreptitiously called out, saving both the presidential society and Jacqueline from an awful embarrassment.

		As expected from a steward; she had brought her a message, from the president, who had not yet made an appearance. It was Jacqueline who introduced being fashionably 'late' to the president. "Are you certain about this, young lady?", She had asked a decade ago.

		But Jacqueline knew that annual balls meant one thing for the president; assassination opportunity. Every annual arriving time, was different. Jacqueline was very outstanding in customer services, but with the utmost discretion. She never attended any award ceremonies; "I do not want to be recognized in worldly accolades, to be quite blunt with you, Mr. President! I do not want to place your life in jeopardy."

		This time around, the president put his 'lateness' into good use. He brought to her an early Christmas gift: The message. It would, certainly and most completely, turn her world upside down. But, the president, well knowingly went ahead with it, he was the president, after all. Jacqueline was stealthy and much like a feline; loved her own space.

		The steward delivered the message, with the corners of her mouth widely turned up. "Well, I'll be damned!" Jacqueline exclaimed and pulled her hand out, in salutation.

		For once, Jacqueline sought to give the president a well-deserved standing ovation. The old man, as she had secretly addressed her, had played her cards very smartly. Knowing her, the steward thought she would have revolted. But she never really comprehended the president's relationship with Jacqueline, nobody ever did, not even the First Lady.

		She was like a daughter to her and for her the father she never had. She was not the type to speak about her up-bringing, but one could see the chill she got to the spine, whenever the administration ' questioned her about her family. But the most to raise a red flag, was a question about her father.

		An associate was brought in, to be of 'assistance' to her. The Chandelier was to be the one to do her the honor. Her radiant rays of beauty warmed the entire room, how could (only she) be immune to them?

		"Bunny!" Jacqueline called out to Melany.

		The president had just grandly arrived. Whatever Jacqueline wanted to discuss with Melany needed to be done at tremendous speed. Jacqueline was expected to be present for a discussion regarding the sudden partnership, between herself and the beautiful Chandelier. The steward had confirmed it.

		It was not every day that anyone had had the privilege of being the KitCat’s steward, let alone her aide-de-camp. Not being anyone, Melany was the best woman for the job. This time around Jacqueline personally presented to her the honor. There was a special aura about her. The Bunny was a rare jewel. Jacqueline always felt it was a stroke of luck to have run across her, and then convincing her to join the administration.

		They had met in a coffee shop, down the street. Jacqueline had never heard somebody stand up for their free coffee like she had done. Wednesday was free coffee day, although she never drank coffee, she always found herself ready to study the lives of coffee drinking patsies. And, because it was a place she had liked as a younger girl.

		The show that Melany put on that day, gave her a flash back to several weeks before. The authority with which she demanded her coffee was admirable. As she approached, in response to the call, instant revulsion arose at a darted glance towards Chandelier.

		She learned it was the day she arrived in the city where Melany lived; those thoughts caused her to begin stewing about their previous altercation with Bunny, Chandelier walked from the train station to the Coffee Shop she knew many in the administration frequented. The place everyone called the Speedy and Filthy. She needed a coffee and a bagel or a muffin. The lines were long as usual and she was more than a little pissed by the time she got to the front of the line.

		Some bitch said, “Next.”

		Chandelier bumped around the woman in front of her and started to order her muffin, but instead she said, “You.”

		Melany blinked in disbelief and snarled, “You.”

		Melany smiled, dug into her purse. Instead of paying for a muffin she merely said, “This is my card. Call me if you ever want to finish things.”

		~~~

		The memories quickly vanished and Jacqueline continued the introductions. "I would like for you to meet my newly assigned aide-de-camp." Jacqueline said. "Madam, meet my trusted friend Melany."

		She rarely called her Melany, she preferred Bunny, it was all an act to keep their professional relationship most secret.

		"I beg your pardon?" Melany exclaimed, with an expression Jacqueline had never seen before.

		At first, she thought it was anxiety, it was her aide-de-camp's first ball after all, but her investigative gut confirmed otherwise. Quite frequently it was never wrong. The trance she had been in, Jacqueline could see right through. She could see well enough to know that someone had a hand in the induced emotion.

		Due to the respect she has for the president's time, she opted to inquire about it later.

		"Ah, where was I?... yes, this is Miss Cha..."

		Interrupted by Melany, "... ndelier Mordre."

		She took her hand to shake it. "I am glad to have your acquaintance. Jacqueline could sense the mirth dripping from Melany’s comment."

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		The turbulent secret and evil life of the Lenovo beauty began early. Chandelier started to get into the rough domination and submissive scene when she was 17, Chandelier saw pictures and videos on the net, and read sexual stories involving authoritarian activities, bondage, and so forth. Chandelier found herself getting very horny thinking about being a slave, doing whatever her mistress wanted of her. Chandelier just loved the idea and the feeling of being completely dominated and humiliated. Made to do things for others in sexual favors.

		Chandelier imagined messing up on purpose to see how her mistress would treat her loving the pain and pleasure mixed into one. One of her fantasies was she was a slave sold to a Mistress who owned a harem full of little slaves.

		She started her off by examining her, seeing how good looking Chandelier was, and if Chandelier was healthy and obedient. She would then take Chandelier to her chamber where she further examined her. She watched her moves, her actions, the girl’s response to her. She made the girl undress her and fetch her items to her chamber.

		After she’d shown her obedience she saw how much pain Chandelier could endure. Mistress threw her over her lap and proceeded to spank her hard. Chandelier cried out for her to stop, even though this was what Chandelier wanted all along. She muffled the girl with her own pair of panties she made the girl take off before hand, shoving the fabric into her throat and continuing to spank her.

		When she thought Chandelier had had enough she rubbed her red warm cheeks and told her to settle down. After she comforted her she made the girl get on her knees and took the panties out of her mouth. Before Chandelier could do anything she grabbed her long hair and pushed her in between her legs, forcing Chandelier to pleasure her. Her scent was divine and her taste was to die for.

		As Chandelier dined on her pussy, she took a riding crop she made the girl fetch for her and smacked her ass every once in a while. If Chandelier slowed down she hit her; if she went too fast she hit her. Or she would just hit her for her own evil pleasure.

		Before she was done with the girl, she told her to get on her bed on all fours. Chandelier did as she was told whimpering from her sore bottom and just rested there. She got on the bed behind the girl and rubbed her asscheeks in her soft hands, then smacked them, then soothed the pain again.

		Chandelier felt her get closer to her and something rubbed against her inner thigh. She didn't warn her as she ruthlessly shoved a strap-on into her pussy. Chandelier cried again but the pain turned into great pleasure. Chandelier moaned and bucked back onto her fake cock and begged for her to let her cum. She told her to cum like the fucking slut Chandelier was.

		She went insane as Chandelier let loose a great orgasm, bucking into her still, her grip on her hair stayed tight, and didn't let her rest. She kept penetrating her until Chandelier climaxed again, and again. She fucked her for what seemed like hours, unable to move, unable to get away. Chandelier felt faint and that's what the girl did. Chandelier fainted on to her bed as mistress let loose of her hair.

		When Chandelier woke up she was next to her mistress’s bed naked with a collar around her neck. She stood in front of her and put a leash on her. She said my new slave name is Pussy and Chandelier will act just like one unless told otherwise.

		Chandelier was her sexy Pussy.

		~~~

		Her first mistress Chandelier met when she transferred in from another division where Chandelier worked. Her name was Martha, a very busty woman with a bulbous rear-end. She had dark hair that was starting to gray at the temples. She wore business suits all the time. She used scarves to tuck into her blouse to hide that her neck was showing age spots and wrinkles. Chandelier was attracted to her and she knew it.

		She invited Chandelier out for a drink after work one night. The gossiped about the other employees as they got a little tipsy. She invited the girl to have a bite to eat at her apartment and she accepted. They left Chandelier’s car in the parking lot of the bank and they took her car to her place.

		On the ride to her place she took charge and put her hand on the girl’s knee. She let Martha run her hand between her legs. When she reached the girl’s panties she pulled them aside and wiped her finger between the crack. She pulled her hand out and smelled her finger and sucked it. She said something about it being tasty. Then she put her finger between Chandelier’s legs again.

		When they pulled into her carport stall they walked the stairs to the second floor and to the door to her apartment. It was a rather nice but typical apartment. The thing looked like she rented it already furnished. There was nothing that looked personal or feminine about the place.

		Martha's first act was to kick her shoes off and remove her jacket. She also removed her scarf and blouse. She was in a skirt and bra. She told the girl she wanted to be comfortable while she was in the kitchen. She went in and made a salad for the two of them. She defrosted a couple of NY Strip steaks in the microwave and made a cracked pepper paste with seasoning like sage and thyme. She grilled them with a hood over them so that they cooked to a delusion medium that was tender enough to be cut with a fork. After dinner she put the dishes in the dishwasher.

		When we moved to the living area she sat next to Chandelier on the couch with her right leg under her body. That placed her higher than the girl as she drew the girl to her. She started unbuttoning the girl’s blouse as Martha pulled her to herself so she could kiss her mouth. The young girl offered no resistance and was stripped to the waist in no time. She stopped kissing her mouth long enough to suck one of her nipples into her mouth. When she tried to move Martha bit her nipple until she sat still.

		Chandelier had never been so dominated as much as she was doing to her. She took her to her bedroom and removed the rest of her clothes. She then removed her own clothes and playing the man all the way she took out a strap-on dildo. She mounted the young woman like a man. She held her ankles and drove the shaft home. By the time Chandelier climaxed sweat covered her face and breasts.

		Martha was sweating all over too. Her body was slippery when the girl held onto her butt as she fucked her. She was completely under Martha’s control all night. The young girl felt terrible in the morning having to go to work in the clothes she had on yesterday, in spite of using Martha's shower to freshen up and finding a perfume that did not remind her of Martha. It felt like everyone knew that she had been with Martha all night.

		~~~

		Martha provided a lot of information to the girl about the rough lesbian lifestyle. She related to Chandelier that she first became aware of lesbians by reading Criminal Investigation reports of their confessions. In those days, homosexuality was not only frowned upon but was a criminal offence in may part of the country.

		The authorities would make gay women, detail all of their activities, naming all of their partners and exactly what they did and with whom. By the way this applied to males also.

		Since almost every one of these males and females were caught in the act itself, or if you prefer with the meat in their mouth, there was very seldom any arguments. Of the several hundred of these cases I reviewed not a single one elected a trial, just took the punishment offered.” We’ve come a long way since then.” Martha said.

		It was at that moment that Chandelier vowed to move to the CID division. It would provide her access to many things related to lesbians, dommes and rough sex.

		One day on a walk together we stopped by a craft store. Sitting on the counter was a block of green jade, perhaps 4x4x12. Really nice piece of stone, no flaws, or inclusions.

		Inquiring as to the purpose of this the owner said two young lady's had brought it in to be carved into a penis with scrotum, she added that the two of them were an item.

		I that this must be kind of an unusual request.

		She replied, “Apparently I had gotten a reputation for good work of this sort because I am getting about four such commissions a year.”

		The owner continued, “I have a little part time business, selling knives at home shows and flea markets, usually on weekends. Last year I noticed a strange trend. I had been filling out an order with a supplier and needed one more item to make the lower limit, so I ordered three Bowie Knives, a long knife with a blade that is double-edged at the point. Price break you know. They even had a name something like Crazy Eddie, or Ugly Joe.

		“They were 15" including handle and the only possible use would be to hang them on the wall, since most people do not get in that many knife fights in this day and age. Much to my surprise sold them all the first two days, all to woman.

		“That supplier never had any more of those. I tried a few Samurai Swords but those all got bought by men. Then about a month ago I put an order together for knives, and the supplier had an announcement that the Goddess Swords from the country of Concourse were back in stock, so I ordered two.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Actually, they were much nicer than the aforementioned Bowie Knives. All stainless steel with a sculpture of Venus on the half shell as the handle resembling a phallic symbol, sharp blade, with a stainless steel scabbard.

		“The first day out with the Goddess Swords, one of the local lesbians stopped by and bought one. I know because I have talked to her and her girlfriend before. The next Friday I was at another Flea Market and a young lady stopped by and gazed at the remaining Goddess Swords covetously for about five minutes. I have no idea what her sexual orientation was or is.

		“Looking at where her pants came on her hips you knew that if they were just 1/8 of an inch lower some dark curly hair would be exposed. Every once in a while you see a girl like this, who seems to be built for sex.

		“This is all my impression, perhaps she is a celibate kindergarten teacher.

		“Last Saturday a young lady and her girlfriend came by my set up and gazed and played with the sword for about five minutes.

		Cannot remember what the other girl looked like, but the one up front got my attention. She was a natural blond, no makeup, fit, trim (but not undernourished), with just enough tan to look really healthy. Good voice and good hearty laugh.

		“In other words an "The girl next door.”

		“They looked and sighed over the sword, then decided to think it over.

		“About a half hour went by and the blond came back, made my day, she said she just had to have that sword. This is the scene that keeps playing over and over in my mind. Here is this sexy little blond completely naked except for a belt from which dangles the Goddess Sword.

		“Standing there in the half darkness of her bedroom, legs slightly apart to give her female lover access to her mons Venus. She has drawn the sword and is using it to keep her lovers mouth and tongue in contact with the area she wants serviced.

		“Her pubic hair is blond also and has not been trimmed. Her lover's mouth is completely buried in her pussy, sucking her clit, and running her tongue into her vagina.

		“The sword is really beautiful and adds just the right touch of domination over her lover. Would I trade places with her lover.

		“Oh yeah!”

		“You don’t happen to have another Goddess Sword do you?” Martha asked in a sultry voice.

		~~~

		Chandelier and Martha had an intense D/s relationship, exactly what each wanted. After a few weeks, Martha indicated she wanted to spend more time with the young girl. She insisted that Chandelier go home after work and pick up some clothes and toiletries to spend a few days with her. She felt like a girl about to do something wickedly dangerous. When she arrived at Martha's apartment she opened the door dressed in leather crotch-less pants. The girl noticed that she had a thick pubic bush for the first time. Martha was very demanding and insisted that she suck her cunt right there with the door open so anyone walking by could watch.

		The girl was terrified that someone would see them. So the girl knelt in front of her and started licking and sucking her cunt as fast as I could. She wanted to make her cum before anyone walked by. When she came, she simply closed the door afterwards. Martha led her to the bedroom and had her lie face down on the bed. She was told to bury her face in a pillow. She felt hands undress her and when she was naked she felt a wet mouth claim her butt.

		Chandelier was squirming around on the bed as she felt a tongue invade my anus. When she whimpered through a climax she was allowed to stand up. To her horror it was a strange woman that had just made her climax with her mouth and tongue. The other woman was about the same age as Martha and looked just as much like a dyke as Martha.

		The girl was getting frightened about what she had gotten into. The new woman went around the bed and got on the bed. She moved her crotch under the girl’s face and placed her thick legs over her shoulders forcing Chandelier’s face into her cunt. She had to suck her or smother.

		Martha had put her strap-on dildo on again and this time she lubricated my asshole. When she pushed it into the girl’s ass she thought she was going to rip her open. To her utter amazement she climaxed while she was fucking her ass. When the woman she was sucking climaxed, she made the girl’s face wet with her juices. She got up and dressed and left without cleaning up.

		Chandelier moved and saw that the bed was wet where her cunt had been. Now she was frightened by the power Martha held over her. What would she make her do next? In the morning she reported to work early and turned in her resignation. She moved to another State and found another position.

		She found that she never forgot Martha and as she got older she developed a taste for younger women and sexfighting. She had become a dyke much like Martha.

		~~~

		Year’s advanced and her persona evolved. The very experienced lesbian domme Chandelier was masturbating tonight thinking about the woman she had been paired with in her upcoming. She wondered if ‘The Bunny’ had any idea what she was going to do to her.

		Chandelier followed the instructions in the embossed letter. They had arranged appointments for primping: manicure, pedicure, waxing, massage, hair, massages, etc. The promoters of the Bunny Challenge spared no expense. She put on the hand-delivered too elegant-and-fragile for practical use pale pink tennis dress. It was tissue thin with ridiculously low top barely held in place by micro-spaghetti straps. Her rock hard pink nipples threatened to puncture the sheer pink top. The accompanying shoes were pale pink strapless four inch heels. She could tell they would fit perfectly. All this spoke volumes to her about the quality of the promoters.

		She had been given the prestigious honor of a match with Melany ‘The Bunny’ herself. Chandelier smiled knowing it was her reputation as a savage fighter that had earned her a chance at the big titted Basque. Her pussy throbbed in anticipation.

		The match started like a furious explosion. Melany raked her claws down Chandelier's sweaty right tit and fastened on the already raw nipple. Chandelier gasped but was using her leverage to sweep Melany or ‘The Bunny’ off her ass and slam her to the mat. They were close enough that the bitch's head was rolled up by the wall. Chandelier endured the tit pain and mounted the down girl. Her tit was wrenched and the other claw came up for her other tit.

		The mount wasn't perfect since her right foot and calf were under the bitch's back and Chandelier's knee was stressed, but she was on top and two fat natural tits bounced below her wet, tennis dress. Jacqueline's chin was on her chest so she had perfect view as Chandelier's white tipped pink nails plunged into the world famous 36DDs. The bunny moaned as her assets were scratched, probed, and crushed under the weight of Chandelier's upper body.

		Chandelier's breast exam told her that the tits were indeed natural and far more firmly packed with tubule's, sacks, glands, and matrix than any other tit she had gouged. The bunny was a fucking freak! Chandelier really hated tits that were bigger than hers and the fact they were natural and better than money could buy sent her over the top. She went wild trying to rip the thick based bags from the chest wall. The bunny grunted with each jerking pull, but she didn't lose her concentration.

		Chandelier felt the pain in her tits increase as nails dug into the underside where her own connecting tissues hooked her store bought beauties to her chest. The finger nails were sharp and practiced. She was being sawed! Chandelier added a brutal twist and a pull to her attack and was rewarded with a howl by the bunny. Then pain exploded in Chandelier's back. She pitched forward into the air-filled wall. The Bunny's long legs had somehow driven a brutal knee into her spine. For a moment her arms just wouldn't respond. She felt the bitch's face sliding under her cunt and tried to capture the head, but now the claws were on her ass.

		Chandelier got her arms back. She pushed on the wall with her left and shot her right down between her and the wall to grab a wad of wet blonde hair. The Bunny kicked and jerked, but now her forehead was still under Chandelier's ass and Chandelier had a full hand of blonde hair as a bridle. Unfortunately the bitch could breathe. Chandelier tried to slide her ass back over the whore's nose and open mouth, but the nails clawing her ass held her in place. It was a stalemate for a few minutes. Then Chandelier realized her ass cheeks had been spread. She started to move, but it was too late. A long finger tipped by a gold and white manicured nail jammed into Chandelier's pink asshole.

		Chandelier could not stop the scream from coming out of her mouth. Neither could she escape rising up trying to climb off the ass raping finger. She did manage to hold the hair so as the finger left her ass the tangled blonde rope of the Bunny's hair actually did a simulated wedgie. As the Bunny sat up her long hair twisted in rope slid along Chandelier's cunt lips. Chandelier actually enjoyed getting her cunt juice on the long hair and jerked up harder knowing she still had the bitch trapped.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		However, Melany was not helpless. The incredibly limber long-legged beauty rolled up and jammed both feet up into Chandelier's armpits from behind. They looked like a ball of female flesh for more than minute as neither could force the other to surrender their position. But when Jacqueline again got her finger close to Chandelier's asshole the spy let go of the hair and found herself pushed up tits first into the wall. Melany's legs were so long and strong that the Bunny essentially rolled over as she thrust Chandelier up and half over the wall. Chandelier ended up hanging tits first over the wall with her scratched bare ass exposed for the roaring audience. She kicked back blindly luckily just missing Melany's face. The kick landed a glancing blow on the rising woman's shoulder and drove her back on her ass against the other side of the small arena. Chandelier managed to get turned around and on her feet just as her enemy stood up. The crowd applauded them both.

		Chandelier was soaked. Her tits were in agony and her ass wasn't much better. She was also decidedly tired and huffing and puffing. How long had they been fighting? She was used to five minute rounds and without a clock imagined they must have been going for thirty minutes at least. She later learned the opening clash had lasted for almost seven minutes before both girls took a standing minutes rest sucking in air and glaring at each other.

		Chandelier noted Melany's hair was tangled mess and limp down her back. More importantly the bitch's tits looked like red balloons. She had marked the girl for sure. Deep scratch marks, bright red skin, bruises forming all around the globes. Chandelier still hadn't got her claws into the rubbery flesh of those pink nipples. Her eyes focused on the nipples like they were targets. She threw aside her exhaustion and advanced. Melany snarled.

		They clashed with a splash of tits and wrestled for position, scratching each other's arms and shoulders. Knees drove into flat hard bellies, muscled thighs and even grazed hairless cunts. The battle was distressingly even from Chandelier's point of view. She was becoming winded again and she couldn't out wrestle or over power the balloon tit bitch in front of her. Another knee to her slit forced Chandelier back to the soft wall. Jacqueline showed her a new tactic by delivering an elbow grind to the tit even as the hand attached to the elbow held Chandelier's left arm by the elbow. Then a belly, mound, and tit slam further winded Chandelier. She was being worked over and it scared her!

		Chandelier released her hand hold on the bitch's left arm and endured a strike to her ribs. She again went for the mane of wet hair. The Bunny cursed as her head was jerked backwards and she lost her position. As the celebrity shifted she opened her thighs and Chandelier's knee cracked perfectly into that big clit. Finally she got a gasp and felt the other blonde weaken. Chandelier slide along the wall and tried a power move with the long blonde hair. She hoped to throw the bitch on her back. Instead the jerk got a scream and a stagger backwards.

		Chandelier took advantage with repeated right fists to the belly, ribs and tits as the long-haired beauty scrambled to regain her balance and take the crook out of her neck. Chandelier made sure that wasn't easy as she jerked and pulled the hair moving always without warning dragging the celebrity fighter off balance just in time. Chandelier jerked again, but this time Jacqueline was ready and she dived with the jerk ramming into Chandelier's right hip and taking her hard into the side of the small arena. They bounced off the wall and fell side-by-side with the Bunny at Chandelier's cunt level. Chandelier was immediately glad they couldn't bite yet. Her relief was short-lived as claws attacked her clit.

		The bitch had dug in under her sleeve and gouged the pink meat directly. Chandelier rolled her back and pushed off the wall to slide away, but the Bunny's tits smashed down on her own and she was body to body with the wrong body on top. There was a long period of writhing as they clawed and punched each other, but Chandelier couldn't get the bitch off her and they slid around the now pink tinged clear sweat drenched plastic. The weight of the other woman combined with exhaustion to further weaken Chandelier.

		Inch by inch, the hated Bunny maneuvered herself into position and suddenly the big balloon titted Basque was astride Chandelier's sweaty belly. A long tit mauling session began. Chandelier held her own for a while since she gouged her thumbs up under the raised aureole and into the tubes beneath the fleshly mass. She could see the agony it was inflicting on the woman above her. The look made up for the crushing, clawing, pinching, and twisting of her 34DDs. Chandelier tried to knee, but the bitch was too far up her body. She bucked but Melany swayed above her and stayed on top. Growing desperate, Chandelier pressed up from below extending her arms trying to lift the other woman off her by the under the nipple thumb hold.

		She was rewarded with a desperate moan and about three inches between the wet cunt of her attacker and her own wet belly, but the arms were too weak to hold. Jacqueline came down with a wet slap and suddenly slide up Chandelier's belly rolling up Chandelier's fat 34DDs between the V of her legs. Suddenly Chandelier's mouth and nose were in that wet slit and her hair was being pulled hard upward. It was an expert face sit smother. Chandelier's legs kicked. She bucked. She writhed. Sweat and pussy juice were dripping into her forced open mouth. She mistakenly made spitting sounds which alerted Jacqueline she was in position.

		Chandelier heard the Bunny shout, "Drink it bitch."

		About a third of the crowd must have expected something like this because they shouted, "Look out below and laughed."

		Suddenly hot piss was filling Chandelier's nose and mouth. She sputtered, swallowed, and lost her breath. She stomped her foot three times fast. A disembodied voice asked, "Was that a tap out?" She slammed her foot down three more times.

		The stinking cunt was off her immediately and she rolled over coughing and spitting. Unfortunately the sweat and blood was now liberally mixed with golden Basque piss. Pornographers might pay for beauties to piss on their face, but Chandelier had no taste for another woman's piss. Rather than escape the pungent stuff she rubbed her hair and face in a pool of it before she raised her head and pushed up to her hands and knees almost passing out with the effort.

		The disembodied voice said, "The Match to Jacqueline, with her famous golden face sit."

		Laughter and applause followed. Chandelier heard bets being settled and the audience actively wondering just how badly Chandelier had been beaten.

		A disappointed, Chandelier pushed up and turned to face the haughty looking bitch that had just humiliated her worse than she had ever experienced. Despite her exhaustion, Chandelier felt a burst of energy from her enraged soul. One day she would take the smile of that cocky whore or die trying!

		~~~

		After days of depression Chandelier needed something to take her mind off the recent sexual humiliation, she needed some kind of prurient diversion. Chandelier hadn't seen this place advertised in any of the gay and lesbian newspapers and had only heard about it by word of mouth, but apparently this gay bath house was going to be open to women only from 6 PM to 6 AM on Valentine’s Day, so Chandelier went alone.

		It was crowded when she arrived shortly after 6, and she found out all the private rooms had already been taken so she paid her fee and took her sheet and towel, along with her locker key, with the elastic band for around the wrist.

		As Chandelier made her way to her locker with her sheet and towel she overheard somebody say that they had come from hundreds of miles away just for this event, and looking around Chandelier saw women of every description, in various stages of dress.

		Some in just panties, others in just hose and still others wrapped in their sheet. Looking around the strippers amused her although the pictures of the naked men didn't, but Chandelier thought if she was to let some gay guys use her house for the night she wasn't about to take any pictures of naked women that she might have.

		Chandelier chose the towel form of dress with it gripped tightly as she made it to the showers. She was shocked. She had never seen this much sexual openness, as in the showers. It was a sexual Disneyland.

		One of the women was leaning against the wall, with one leg resting on a pipe and jilling her pussy as she watched a couple of Goth chicks nibbling on each other’s breasts.

		Her concentration was interrupted by this older woman who came up to her and asked if she wanted her pussy taken care of, as she watched Chandelier play with her rock hard nipples. Chandelier politely refused although she was horny, and the woman went to the next solo woman and asked the same thing.

		Finally the next woman down the line said yes and the older woman kneeled on the tile floor and started to lick her pussy hungrily.

		Chandelier thought if she was going to see the whole bath house, she had better wait until she found somebody she really liked, and not the need of her pussy being satisfied, so Chandelier dried off and went first to the video room.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		The lighting was very subdued and, looking around for an attractive soon to be partner, Chandelier took a seat on one of the couches, next to, she was sure was not much over eighteen, pretty girl, who was looking at her then at the movie and was finger fucking her hot young pussy.

		As Chandelier looked around she saw many of the women had their fingers in their pussy or somebody else's and were fingering like mad. Looking back to the girl beside her she looked and smiled at Chandelier and whispered for her to part her legs, which Chandelier did.

		It only took a moment for her to find Chandelier’s pussy and her fingers played her like a fine musical instrument. Lightly playing her fingers across her delicate folds, patting her swollen clit, and then plunging them deep in her hot pussy, while whispering again for me to do her.

		As Chandelier played with the young girl’s peach fuzz covered pussy, Chandelier wanted to taste her, but kept on fingering her as she squirmed on the couch. She was having orgasms one after the other as Chandelier felt her tight little pussy grab her fingers with her contractions.

		Chandelier could see her sweet honey running down her legs and so desperately wanted to taste her that her own small orgasms seemed insignificant and Chandelier needed a big orgasm to satisfy her pussy.

		Whispering to her, Chandelier asked where they could go so she could taste her, even asking if she wanted to go home with her, but she politely refused saying she only got off by being fingered. So after Chandelier politely excused herself she left the movie room and continued to explore the rest of the building.

		At the top of the stairs Chandelier heard screams coming from a room at the end of the narrow hall. It was the BDSM room. “Ah,” thought Chandelier to herself. “Now her is the place I’ve been waiting to find.

		Approaching the doorway Chandelier saw this cute blonde being fucked by a tall brunette with a huge dildo and screaming for her to fuck her hard. Chandelier’s pussy was getting soaked as she saw the brunette fucking the blonde and whipping her breasts and tummy with a riding crop.

		As the brunette whipped she kept asking, “Are you my slave?”

		The blonde screamed, “Yes.” As one orgasm after another rushed over her beautiful body.

		Finally the blonde couldn't take anymore and begged for the brunette to stop which she did and the blonde got up to leave after thanking her brunette mistress.

		As Chandelier stood there and watched the brunette stand defiantly, with all the other women who were watching, Chandelier dropped her towel and told her, "Come here bitch and kneel." wondering if she would obey.

		It was a silent war of mind control and domination. Chandelier marveled that the woman resembled the Bunny; it would make is that much sweeter to dominate this bitch.. Sort of an ass whipping by proxy

		Moments later she walked to Chandelier and surprisingly dropped to her knees and said, "Yes Mistress".

		"Now hand me the dildo, and the riding crop bitch" Chandelier said, showing her who was in control, "and kiss and lick my feet."

		Without looking up the brunette took off the harness and handed it to her along with the riding crop, and started to lick and suck her toes, as Chandelier put on the harness with the cruel looking purple dildo sticking straight out in front of me.

		"Do it better bitch" Chandelier said as she dragged the riding crop along her back before Chandelier raised her arm bringing it down savagely, and watched the skin jump into a pink welt.

		Whipping her time and time again Chandelier told the brunette to get her ropes and watched as she scrambled to her toy bag and brought out her pink ropes. Having her laying on her back with her legs up in the air so Chandelier could easily get to her pussy and ass, Chandelier bound her as tightly as she could. Wrapping the ropes around her beautiful breasts and legs.

		All the while asking if she was her slave and having her agree that she was. Then kneeling between her legs, Chandelier lubed the dildo with her pussy juice, and held the tip to her asshole, before pushing her hips so it would enter her tight asshole, which brought screams from her mouth.

		Chandelier had decided against gagging her so she could hear her scream. As Chandelier watched the purple cock disappear in her puckered asshole Chandelier brought the riding crop down across her beautiful breasts. Knowing the whipping would intensify her passion Chandelier kept whipping her.

		The skin was turning from pink to a nice shade of red as the riding crop connected with her breasts, then her tummy. Chandelier knew she was getting close so she brought the crop down on her pussy. Whipping her swollen clit as she screamed from pain to passion.

		It didn't take long for her screams that went to passion and then loud moans with her screaming "yes", as she exploded in a mind blowing orgasm.

		It still wasn't what Chandelier was looking for or needed to satisfy her hot wet pussy. Chandelier had been having little orgasms almost from the time Chandelier entered the place but needed more. So Chandelier thanked her, took off the harness and went exploring the other rooms.

		The next floor up was the orgy room and as Chandelier looked in Chandelier saw many women, of every description, laying on mattresses strewn on the floor tasting all they could taste. Chandelier noticed this one beautiful girl lying by herself and fingering her pussy as she watched the others. Chandelier wanted her mouth on her and her mouth on Chandelier so she walked over, introduced herself and laid between her legs.

		With her face inches from her beautiful pussy, Chandelier looked up into her dark flashing eyes, and breathed in her wonderful scent. Raising her arms above her head Chandelier buried her face in her pussy. Licking her delicate folds and pulling her pussy lips with her lips and allowing them to snap back almost like elastic.

		Squirming from the attention her tongue was giving the girl’s pussy, Chandelier attempted to lower her hand to her needy pussy to rub her own swollen clit but the girl told her to wait, which Chandelier did. Swirling her tongue over the girl’s swollen clit brought forth more moans, which got steadily louder, but blended into the other moans in the room, and between blowing a little air on her hot wet pussy and licking her, Chandelier almost couldn't hold her still.

		It was then that her body went stiff, a gurgling sound came out of her mouth and Chandelier tasted her sweet girl honey.

		As her body went limp Chandelier rolled on her back and pulled the girl on top of her. They kissed and Chandelier allowed her to taste some of her sweet honey that she had given Chandelier only moments before. Breaking the kiss she kissed and licked down to her chest, paying close attention to her needy breasts. As she licked her nipple, Chandelier felt her hand clutching her breast like a claw.

		Fingernails digging in and turning pain to passion.

		Chandelier was getting like a wild woman as the girl sucked her breast in her mouth and suddenly bit down on her rock hard nipple. Having the pain turn to passion as it reached her pussy.

		Soon she had made it all the way down to Chandelier’s wanting pussy and laying between her legs she put her tongue magic to work. Licking every crevice and nibbling. As Chandelier ran her fingers through her beautiful hair, she could feel the tingle building, until it was too much for the floodgates to hold and Chandelier had the strongest mind shattering orgasm she ever had.

		It took me a full 5 minutes to recover. Stumbling out of there hours after Chandelier had entered she promised herself that she would return, but only when she was strong enough to visit all the rooms. It did in fact divert her attention from her recent humiliation.

		~~~

		It was no secret to Jacqueline that Chandelier was prominent for her beauty, but she knew more than just that. In fact, both knew two sides to it. Jacqueline's suspicions also had been correct; her presence had turned Bunny sour. The Bunny excused herself. KitCat, not wanting to make a scene would attend to her later.

		The next day, before day break, Jacqueline had hurried to Bunny's room. Knocking was foreign to her. Besides, which investigator has ever needed a key to unlock a door, more especially before the break of dawn?

		"For a spy, you sure are one sick bloody fool!" Melany shouted and made her way to the bathroom.

		"Watch your tone, Bunny." She understood why she was blazing with fury. "You think you know everything, Bunny? Well you know bloody nothing."

		Melany knew that Chandelier was the country of Lenovo's most important spy. She was irritated by Jacqueline's agreement to the charade. She stood there, expecting Jacqueline to explain further, but she did not. Lenovo was a country, South of their country.

		Not much information needs to be known about this society of people other than; they have been enduring and successful.

		Why?

		Nobody knows.

		One of the reasons why Jacqueline was hired. Maybe Chandelier would shed some light on the mystery.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		Jacqueline’s thoughts focused on that demon from hell Chandelier. A demon that needed to get a violence fix on regular basis. Chandelier always needed to hurt some bitch; her favorites were low class slit licking street dykes! From domination to underground female on female combat her cruel and lascivious appetite and desires were something she needed to satisfy constantly.

		Jacqueline acknowledged that besides her penchant for violence, Lenovo spy possessed investigative skills were just as amazing. From a single letter feel, she would deduce the currency of the place, who has sent it, even before she opened it. The speed of horses would give her a clear indication of urgency and if whether, or not, they were of war.

		She was not only a fixture of beauty but gave light to every hidden conspiracy. More than merely ornamental or ornate she often became like a crystal prism refracting and illuminating heretofore clandestine or hidden plans.

		Chandelier however was taken down a notch when she went against the Concourse country, Jacqueline's territory. She was bested by that undeniably attractive Basque bitch. What Bunny had not known was that Chandelier and Jacqueline shared a remarkable history. Nobody was bound to find out; a lot was at stake.

		"It was bound to happen." Melany said in console to Jacqueline. The unthinkable had happened

		A few months after Chandelier had been assigned to a reunion with her lover, in Concourse, her ornamental body was found murdered in her cottage. An ornate ivory handled sword was embedded in her stomach known as the Goddess Sword. That is what Jacqueline told everybody. Nobody had seen her corpse or the sword. Melany, as shocked as she was, cared less.

		Shortly after, Jacqueline committed suicide. Surprisingly she too had used a Goddess Sword for her death, another note was left for Bunny. For some peculiar reason she knew that this was no suicide, she could read between the encryptions of the suicidal note. She was in great dismay.

		Jacqueline had left behind skills of stealth, agility, and sapience for her friend (as written in the note) but one significant of them all: a citation. The one thing Jacqueline sang off. The Bunny never understood it.

		Lenovo, exulting over the 'fall' of the mighty KitCat, made way to the country. Melany needed something to defuse the threat permanently. Her world was cold, and heart left heavy. She was vulnerable. Death had come faster than a flash of lightning. Seeing that the 'golden age of imperial splendor' was about to fall, she contemplated Jacqueline's citation. In Jacqueline's honor, she turned the cited into action.

		Investigators barely believe in miracles, but in that moment, the Bunny did. In doing what Jacqueline loved to say, an intricate breakthrough for the country was found. There they were wrapped in an old worn leather pouch. Pictures of unspeakable brutal depravity, hidden under the only two adjoined tables in the country. In a very deceitful grin, she repeated Jacqueline's famous, finally understood, words: "How the tables have turned."

		END

		

		

		

		About the Candice Christian

		

	
		Candice was born in Paris KY on 9 January 1988. Her parents, George Bertrand Christian, an attorney who once aspired to be an actor, and Frances Hollowell insisted that Candice and her sister Simone, be sent to a Catholic school. Candice was deeply religious as a child, at one point thought of becoming a nun.

		

		

		

		Other books by Candice Christian

		

	
		Please visit your favorite e-book retailer to discover other books by Candice Christian

		A Covert Affair

		A Viper's Tongue

		An Unheeded Warning

		Assuming Control

		By the Short Hair-Girl's Femdom Wrestling

		Curved Hips and Ruby Lips

		Finding Her Virtue

		Hot Spots & Damp Spots, Soft & Hard Spots

		Into Thin Air

		Lesbian Polygamy

		Loose Lips Sink Ships

		Marriage Counseling- A Husband’s Dream

		Priory of Pain

		Revenge-The Last Laugh

		Separate Ways: The Conclusion to Tale of the Mistress and the Step-Mother

		Sexy Thongs & Fatal Cravings

		She Called No One

		The Last Time

		The Lesbian Lair & Other Dirty Little Secrets

		The Shadow of the Pyramids

		Vows so Tender, Never Said

		With Lust in Their Eyes

		

		

		

		Connect with Candice Christian

		

	
		I really appreciate you reading my book! Please, if you have time, review my book.

		Here are my social media coordinates:

		Join me on Facebook Group:

		
			https://www.facebook.com/pg/Fans-of-Candice-Christian-2167845756865295/about/?ref=page_interna
		

		Favorite my author page:

		
			https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/914732
		

		Subscribe to my blog:

		
			https://eroticlesbianromance.blog/
		

		Visit my website for free stuff and news about releases:

		
			https://candicechristian20.wixsite.com/website
		

		

	OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





