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		Chapter One

		

		The morning before Kris's upcoming catfight, she prepared herself mentally for the contest in her ususal manner. Then recording her action in her diary the next morning. While she was in the shower getting ready for our journey to Holly and Alex's, I got a chance to read the explicit details on her 'preparation'...

		

		"I often enjoy this fantasy before I have a catfight... I can imagine the scene in detail when I am playing with myself.... I nearly always come.

		"Basically, I am in a bare, wood paneled room. The wooden floorboards are bare, and the formal sash-window looks out on to a garden.

		"In one corner of the room is an old-fashioned, wooden, upright dressing mirror, tilted towards me so that I can see myself.

		"And my opponent.

		"She is naked, save for sheer black stockings that accentuate her adorable tan skin. She has lithe, slim legs. Her breasts are boyish - small and firm.

		I have tied her hands behind her back with thin cord at the wrists so that the back of her hands rest on her firm ass.

		"She is gazing at me questioningly, but without saying anything. She can only make panting sounds.

		"You see - she is wearing a ball-gag. Her crimson lips are parted in an opponent's grimace by the red ball that presses into her mouth. Her nostrils are flared as they compete to breathe with the inward sucking of air through the small holes of the gag.

		"She turns her gaze from me to the mirror. I have positioned her so that it frames her perfectly, from the tip of her dark hair to the polish on her toenails. She knows she must not move away and is only allowed to bend forward.

		"She is a mirror-slut: someone who loves looking at her own wantonness. I can tell she is wet even without catching the faint scent of her arousal. She gets turned on by her own body's reflection.

		"The mirror never lies.

		"I cup one of her ass cheeks with my hand. It fits perfectly into my palm and she tenses imperceptibly, alert to what is to follow. Her ass is cool and firm and betrays little of the heat that lies within. Warmth that will be mine to take.

		"I am standing close to her now, so that her hip nudges me.

		"Still holding her ass, I caress her left breast, lifting it slightly, and then pinch one nipple, then the other, just a little, feeling them rise and swell to my touch.

		"She flinches for a moment, and then relaxes.

		"I lean forward to kiss the softness of her neck, and then mouth my lips towards her ear.

		"It's time to begin," I whisper.

		"Still holding her ass, my left hand strokes the short, soft fuzz of her neat bush, and then slides between the folds of her wetness. Small, gentle, soft strokes. No hint, yet, of the hard finger thrusts and circling to follow.

		"Up and down... up and down... with only a hint of inward exploration. With each stroke I can feel her getting more slippery.

		"In the mirror I can see her body flexing and bending as she anticipates my movements, the better to heighten her arousal.

		"Her nipples are hard now, without any encouragement from me, and her flat stomach is etched with momentary pleasure lines as she moves backwards and forwards, still only slightly, as she yields to my insistent rubbing.

		"Pushing her ass forward firmly, I now press into her with two fingers, small rapid strokes, in and out, in and out, in and out, and then finally slide up and part her hood. Her clit is almost ready, small and pink and pearl-like.

		"The mirror hasn't changed. The hard lines of the frame and the angular base and the flat glass are impassive. But the reflection has changed completely. My opponent's head is thrown back, her cheeks flushed, her chest reddening with arousal, her eyes half closed, saliva glistening on the vivid ball-gag.

		"It's time to ratchet things up a little.

		"Upping the circling movements on her clit, moving away and then returning, I pause for a moment. She thrusts forward immediately, silently beseeching me to continue, her head turned to me, eyes pleading and making a questioning gurgle through the gag.

		"But... she must know how her question is going to be answered?

		"Without resuming the arousal, I stroke her ass instead, first one side, then the other. Now there is a different rhythm to my lovemaking, which she is quick to respond to, moving her body with a slow writhing, pushing backwards into my hand.

		"I trace my finger down her cleft, trailing my finger tip between her ass cheeks, up and down, up and down, up and down, each time going just a little inward. Moving my other hand to my shoulder, I press her down so that she has to bend her knees, and, in doing so, open her ass to me.

		"I reach between her outstretched legs to her wet cunt and trail her excitement back between her legs and over the warm aureole of her anus, gently circling her ring, round and round, round and round, first one direction, then the other, back towards her cunt, more wetness, back to her ass, lingering over her perineum, knowing the heightened pleasure that she is experiencing there.

		"Her head is bowed forward now. The mirror shows her tousled hair falling over the nape of her neck, the one, two, three of the delicate bones in her arched spine. Her stockinged legs are splayed apart, waiting for what is next.

		"I pause for a moment, savoring the sight of her willing submission, and inhale the raw scent of her sexual heat.

		"Then, lovingly, I rotate my hand, and press the tip of my middle finger slowly but firmly into her anus.

		"Every time is the first time. The flinching, instinctual resistance never relaxes, never diminishes. As a kindness, I rest the fingernail tip within her sphincter, marveling at its persistent tightness, understanding the humiliating pleasure it affords.

		"And then the journey inward. Each insistent pressure is followed by a small backward movement, inward and outward, inward and outward, so that first my finger tip, then the next joint, and finally my whole middle finger is held tightly within her ass. The heat is quite different to her cunt. Hot. Fiery. Burning. Yet, only strokes away, is the cool ivory of her ass cheeks, spread apart by my other fingers, and thumb.

		"The mirror shows how she is impaled, and now I slowly lift upwards, only a little, but enough to force her to straighten her back, press deeper only my finger, only now I quickly withdraw and as rapidly move back in again. Only, this time, with two fingers in her ass, the better to gently hold her weight.

		"And now my other hand has gathered into her sweet wetness. It is time to complete.

		"Slowly at first, but then more forcefully, I work her to orgasm...

		"Aghhhhhhhhhh.........AhhhhhhHHHHHHHH

		"In the mirror, I can see her beginning to wriggle with excitement, torn between the competing sensations of her cunt and ass.

		"I jiggle my finger in her asshole and press harder and harder against her clit.

		"She is straining now, her face as scarlet as her gag, her eyes screwed shut, her chest rising and falling with each gasp, her nostrils flared.

		"Her clit is hard, slippery to the point of exultation, and my other finger is clamped tight by her ass.

		"There is a frenzy of movement as she approaches her climax.... She wills me to circle her clit harder and faster with my thumb as she bucks and rocks her ass upon by two fingers, clamping them in grasp of erotic love. "I pull my head back and glance in the mirror. She is reared on her legs, breasts pulled high, hips thrust forward, writhing in silent exhilaration....intent only on satisfying her need for a molten orgasm which - Ahhhhhhhh...ahhhhhhh....ohhhhhhhhh -

		"She slumps forward against me... chest heaving... her ass relaxes as I slowly easy out my fingers.... she quivers momentarily as I gently touch her clit one last time.... her breathing slows...

		"Tenderly, I carefully unbuckle the ball-gag as her lipstick smeared lips seek mine.. her untied hands hold me tight, then caress my breasts and move down my back to my ass.

		"She whispers in my ear, 'Now it's your turn......'"

		***

		My girlfriend and I pull up to the secluded beach house, and we can see that Alexandra and her girlfriend Holly have already arrived. From across the dunes we hear the sound of surf gently caressing the beach in a soothing, rhythmic pattern. I know from past experience though that nothing can soothe Kristin right now. She didn't talk for the last half hour or so of the car ride; my lover always gets quiet and pensive before a big catfight, probably from a combination of nervousness, anticipation, and focus.

		Kris is 5'5" with shoulder length blonde hair, beautiful blue eyes, and a cute smile accentuated by pink lipstick. Right now she is wearing jeans and a white halter top, and she slings her bag over her shoulder as we gather our stuff and walk up to the front door. Holly lets us in, and I shake her hand, finally meeting in person after e-mailing for weeks. I can see dark haired Alexandra in the background, and there is immediately an icy, palpable tension between her and Kris. The two beautiful adversaries give each other a cold, angry stare across the foyer of the beach house. I know that the two ladies have been e-mailing and texting back and forth, but I have no idea what they've been saying – all I know is that they hate each other's guts.

		Kris and I like to find catfight opponents for her on-line, and she has a few fights per year. She loses most of the time, but that's kind of the point because my girl is submissive and gets off on being beaten up and then crying about it in my arms while recovering. Even on the rare occasion when Kris wins she always takes lots of punishment. Despite her demure persona Kris is really tough and has a very high tolerance for pain. I know her fantasies better than she knows them herself, and what really makes her sweet pussy wet is fantasizing about being bound, beaten up, and humiliated – preferably in front of an audience. We have our best, most animalistic sex when her pussy finally recovers after one of her catfights.

		I met Holly several weeks ago and we arranged for our girls to fight at this rented beach house. Her brown eyed, exotic looking partner Alexandra looks like a perfect opponent for Kris – dominant and sinister with an obvious mean streak, and she is bigger and stronger than Kris as well. Alex is in phenomenal shape and looks slightly muscular while still being feminine. She has slightly darker features as she is half White and half Asian, and right now she is wearing a sports bra, black yoga pants that go down to her calves, and sneakers. An outfit that shows off her athleticism. About a week ago, one day when I was bored at work and feeling discretely horny, I decided to e-mail Alexandra with some special requests, just to build up the tension:

		"Dear Alexandra.

		I'm really looking forward to your fight with Kris next weekend. One of the reasons why I picked you as my girl's opponent is because you seem pretty tough, and I wouldn't tell Kris this but I'm hoping that she loses because nothing makes my pussy wetter than watching my girl lose and take punishment. She is my submissive pain slut and I know she loves it just as much as I do.

		I should let you know that Kris's weak spot is her belly, her lower belly in particular. For some reason she is really sensitive to punishment down there. I didn't tell this to her last opponent, but she figured it out during the fight because she noticed that Kris would squeal more intensely whenever she hit her over her uterus or ovaries.

		The other thing I'll tell you is that my favorite thing when it comes to my girl is pussy punishment - especially when her clit gets hurt. Nothing in the world turns me on more than clit torture, and nothing makes me hornier than seeing it happen to Kris. I know she can take it, and likes it in fact, because I torture her clit in the bedroom all the time and it makes both of us wet as hell.

		On my birthday last year we were doing my favorite scenario, so she was bound by the wrists to our bedroom door in her Supergirl outfit. I took down her red skirt, ripped open her pantyhose, and then pinched her clit as hard as I could between my fingers while she squirmed I made her drop to her knees with tears running down her cheeks, and then I led her around on all fours by the hair while whipping her ass. I finally tossed her onto the bed and ate her pussy until squirted a HUGE glob of girl goo all over my face.

		So during or after the fight if you strip my girl naked, spread her legs, and really go after her clit with your finger nails (and I mean REALLY go after it – do NOT hold back) then I will give you an extra $100 for each day that my girl's pussy is sore after the fight. So if her pussy is sore for a week and a half then you'll make over a thousand dollars

		In her past catfights I have seen her opponents do downright hellacious things to her pussy and she has been able to take whatever they can dish out.

		So when you fight my girl, I want you to go after her clit and go after it really well So we are looking forward to the upcoming fight – let me know if anything comes up between now and then but if not I'll see you in a few days.

		Tara

		PS: Remember what I said about going after my girl's pussy. I don't want you to hold back – do EVERYTHING to her vagina, pussy lips, and especially her clit. I know she can take it."

		Alex wrote me back a day later and simply said:

		Tara:

		"You're on. I'm looking forward to fucking up your pathetic slut's pussy.

		Xoxo,

		Alex."

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Kris and Alexandra go off to get changed while Holly and I prepare the fighting area in the basement of the beach house. It's a large, wide area with plush, cream colored carpet and some furniture that Holly and I push to the perimeters, including the large couch that she and I will watch the fight from.

		There is a locked door on the far end of the fighting area, and when I ask Holly about it she simply says that it's a celebration room for after the fight. The rules for the fight will be simple – anything goes, and the first girl to give up or be pinned is the winner. A submission will only be allowed if the loser screams it out, preferably if she is in tears.

		I will be in charge of counting for a pin because Holly will be filming the fight. The videos of Kris's past fights are some of my prized possessions, and I get off to them frequently.

		One of my favorites was when poor Kris fought this trashy brunette named Misty and the bitch just pounded the hell out of my girl in a lopsided slaughter. God it was so humiliating... Misty really rubbed in her dominance and taunted my girl mercilessly all night (she worked on my Kris for a long, long time); Misty mauled her pussy until Kris was in tears, made her kiss her ass and feet, and then she forced a soundly beaten Kris to crawl around on all fours with a leash around her neck until she ended up kneeling in front of Misty's woman, forced to eat her pussy until she came all over her pretty face before Misty dragged her back for more punishment. I've watched the video of that fight more than a hundred times and it makes me cum every time.

		The girls return from their respective bedrooms, Alex in a black bathrobe and Kris in a cute pink bathrobe. I can see that Alex has black stocking feet beneath the bottom of her robe while Kris has white stocking feet. Kris walks up to me, we kiss, and I give her a big hug while whispering, "I love you" into her ear. Kris then walks back over into the fighting area and Alex gives her a dagger-filled look of disdain. The two beauties start to slowly untie their bathrobes, and then they let them slip down to the floor to reveal their fighting attire – and the psychological part of the war between these two ladies has begun. Alexandra is wearing a black lace bra, black lace panties, and black thigh high stockings while Kris has on a pink silk bra and panties with white thigh high stockings. She looks more beautiful than ever when she fights. Kris has white tape wrapped around her fists while Alex has black fingerless gloves, indicating that these lovely ladies mean business tonight.

		Holly strikes a bell with a small hammer and Kris and Alex start to circle each other with their fists raised. Kristin has a look of complete concentration and focus on her face, with a slight hint of nervousness, while Alex has a confident, bitchy smirk. This feeling out process goes on for about thirty seconds, until my beautiful girl breaks the tension by swinging a blow at Alexandra's face with her right fist. Alex easily parries the blow with her left forearm, and then delivers a quick strike to Kris's left tit followed by an underhanded dagger thrust to the throat.

		Kris backpedals toward the wall with her hands around her throat, gasping for air with a stunned look on her face, and it's obvious right away that Alexandra is the better, stronger, and more experienced fighter. My God, Kris is probably going to get her ass kicked bad... and she is going to look SO good in the process. My mouth is dry from anticipation and my pussy is leaking juices I am sure I could fill a gallon jug. I've waited months for this moment.

		Alex steps up, slugs Kris in the gut, shoves her against the wall, and then steps up again and PLANTS her right fist as hard as she can directly into Kris's lower belly. She doesn't waste any time going after my girl's weakness. Kris's mouth opens and her face contorts in a look of utter disbelief at how much the blow hurt, and then Alex grabs my girl's hair, pulls her head forward to bend her over a little bit, and then delivers an uppercut to the tummy so hard that it lifts Kris's stocking feet off of the lush carpet.

		From the animalistic way that Kris shrieks and the look of pure horror on her face after the blow it's obvious that Alex's gloves are loaded. Oh no. Two years ago Kris fought a black girl who had loaded gloves and it proved to be the most brutal, lopsided beating of Kris's life – even worse than that Misty fight.

		The mean Black bitch pounded my poor girl for over twenty five minutes with nothing but feeble, feminine slaps in return.

		. After the fight I had to help Kris clean up after that fight. She was a bit unsteady as I dressed her, but she was talking about a rematch as soon as we got in the car.

		. Alex smiles at Kris's reaction after the huge loaded glove uppercut to the tummy, and then she grabs Kris's shoulders, presses them firmly against the wall behind her, and then brings her black nylon covered knee up into Kris's white panties. Hard.

		Kris lifts off the floor again and moans from the cunt crushing blow. Alex follows this up with another punch to the gut and then three more slow, deliberate knee smashes to the pussy while looking Kris right in the eyes in dominant fashion as Kris gives her a frightened, pained look in return. Alex steps back to survey her handiwork as Kris slowly drops to her knees with her hands on her crotch.

		Alex then gets a more serious, almost frightening look on her face before leaping into the air and clubbing Kris across the back with her left arm – knocking her face first into the carpet. The dark haired bitch then grabs Kris's blonde hair and starts dragging her across the carpet, before dropping down to her knees and slowly, methodically, and forcefully rubbing Kris's face into the floor by the hair. Alex then simply says, "Bitch..." through clenched teeth as she slowly lifts a gasping Kris off the floor and up to her feet, slugs her in the belly again, and then bends Kris over and delivers 1... 2... 3... 4... 5... 6 consecutive knee smashes to Kris's mid-section.

		Kris bends over clutching her tummy and gagging, and Alex takes the opportunity to scoop her up... extend her right knee while facing me... and then SLAM Kris's back across her knee to deliver a huge, devastating backbreaker. Kris's eyes close and her mouth opens slightly as she is arched across her rival's knee, and Alex takes the opportunity to dig her sharp fingernails into Kris's belly and rake them back and forth for a painful belly claw that makes my girl squirm.

		After doing this for a while Alexandra looks me right in the eyes, smirks, and then slips her right hand into Kris's pink panties to start mauling lover's pussy – as if to say, "I want that money".

		I have essentially put a bounty on my girlfriend's pussy in this fight, and Alex damn sure as hell wants to claim it. Alex pinches Kris's clit with those sharp fingernails and I can see the bulge of her hand within Kris's panties while my beautiful girlfriend gasps in shock..

		Alex stands up, patiently waiting for Kris to struggle up to her knees, and then when she does Alex runs in and PUNTS my girl in the belly so hard that she flips onto her back, with the slapping sound of Alex's foot hitting against Kris's belly flesh reverberating throughout the room.

		Kris lies on her back clutching her belly and grimacing in pain, and a relentless Alexandra kicks her hands away and then stomps down into her belly... and then a second time... and then a third stomp to the gut.

		Alex drops down and goes for the first cover of the fight, pinning Kris beneath her, so I go over, drop down to my knees, and slap the carpet for a pin but Kris kicks out at "1". I go back over to the couch while Alex grabs Kris by the hair, lifts her up to her feet, and shoves her against the nearest wall before tagging her in the gut with another huge punch from that loaded glove.

		Alex mockingly plays with Kris's hair, and then reaches behind, undoes Kris's pink bra, and then slips it off before tossing it aside and then unloading a barrage of uppercuts to Kris's scrumptious white tits.

		The poor good girl moans after each blow. Once Kris's boobs are nice and bruised up, Alex whispers something into Kris's ear that makes Kris look upset, even causing some tears to well up in her eyes – I don't know what she said but it looks like it really hurt my girl's feelings.

		This mean bitch likes to dish out psychological pain as well. The bad girl then grabs Kris's panties and strips them down to the floor to leave her in just her white stockings – revealing that my girl likes to be clean shaven down there. Alex then walks over to me, twirls the panties, and then tosses them at me before blowing a kiss to rub in her dominance.

		However, when Alex turns around a furious, tearful, and now practically naked Kristin rushes up to her and kicks her right between the legs! A surprised Alex drops down and Kris goes nuts just wailing away on her with wild abandon, until knocking her onto her back, straddling her, and just pounding away with her taped fists. A ferocious Kris manages to rip off Alex's bra and then starts to hammer Alex's bare boobs while the dark haired beauty squirms beneath her and tries to buck her off and slap her blows away.

		Kris keeps the upper hand like this for a few minutes, and she pounds Alex pretty good until the dark haired bad girl's tits are bruised up just like Kris's. Eventually Kris grabs Alex by the dark hair and smashes her face into the wall a few times before unceremoniously dumping her down to the floor like tossing a bag of trash into a landfill.

		I can tell that Kris legitimately wants to win this fight – there is something about Alex that stirs up primal hatred and anger in my girl. Kristin jumps into the air and splashes down on top of a topless Alex, and then she hooks her right leg. I'm mesmerized by the fight, so I forget my duty for a few seconds, and Kris gives me an annoyed look and says, "Count!" while slapping the floor.

		I go over, and slap the carpet with my right palm once, and then twice ... and then Alex manages to kick out and shove Kris off of her. A frustrated Kris looks over at me with a pouty expression as if to say, "I had her... why didn't you count faster?" but then when Kris turns around to dish out more punishment Alex socks her right between the legs, making Kris drop down clutching her crotch with her mouth formed in an "O".

		A sneering Alex then pulls herself up to her knees, brushes hair out of her face, and then the two sexy warriors go toe to toe on their knees in a hate filled slugfest. Kris is so mad (what did Alex fucking say to her to make her that mad?) that she actually holds her own quite well despite being hammered with loaded gloves by a bigger, stronger girl, and eventually Kris clocks Alex so hard across the left side of her cheek that she draws blood and busts her lip open.

		Alex scowls at Kris while slowly rubbing the blood from her mouth with her left hand, and the look of hatred from those sadistic, exotic brown eyes makes Kris hesitate for just a split second. Kris goes to throw another blow, but Alex blocks it, grabs Kris's right wrist, and then delivers one... two... three... four unanswered blows to Kris's belly.

		Alex crawls over and throttles Kris all over, including a few double fisted axe handle blows to the belly, and then she picks her up by the hair, walks her across the room like a dog, and then shoves her back against the wall and delivers a crushing kick to the cunt.

		Alex then presses her body against Kris's and their sweaty tits rub together; Alex grabs Kris's wrists. Alex takes a break from the punishment to lean in, say, "Awwww does it hurt?" and then she leans in and sensually kisses the boo boo on Kris's left cheek. Alex then stands back and grabs both of Kris's tits and squeezes them like lemons. The mean bitch then kisses the right breast, then the left.

		. Next, Alex kneels down and sends several uppercuts right to Kris's cunt that rattle her body, and then stands up looks over at me, smirks, rubs her right thumb and middle finger together in the "money" sign, and then she leans close to Kris's ear and says, "I'm sure your partner will enjoy this as much as me, you fucking loser" before moving her right hand down Kris's battered body to her mid-section, walking her fingers down to her crotch, and then getting a real good pinch on her clit and squeezing as hard as she can. Kris's legs start to shake, and she moans out from the brutal clit pinch.

		Alex then digs her right thumbnail and fingernail into each side of Kris's sensitive bundle of nerves and then rakes her nails down several times, slowly and forcefully. Poor Kris's face is contorted in agony with her mouth gasping open and closed like a guppy on a dock.

		As Kris sits on the floor Alex grabs her hair and then hit her hard in the right eye – noticeably making her eye swell up even more. A majority of Kris's flesh from her waist to the top of her head is covered in bruises, welts, or other marks including almost all of her face and belly.

		The mean brunette then grabs my girl by the tits and drags her by the tits away from the wall. Alex decides to take down each of Kris's white stockings one at a time to make her fully naked, and she uses one of them to bind Kris's wrists above her head. Alex then lifts up Kris's bare ankles and stomps her in the cunt several times – making the hurting blonde cutie moan with each forceful thrust of her heel.

		Alex then jumps up and drives her right knee into Kris's crotch, and now it's time for what I've really been waiting for. I can tell that Alex really wants to earn her money now. The brunette bad girl goes to work on Kris's labia, slaps her in the vagina a few times, and then she twists her clit like tuning a radio.

		Oh my God it must hurt so much; Kris just softly gasps with her eyes open wide. Alex her work on her clit, mashes her clit between her fingers, yanks on it, and everything else. At one point she even pulls her entire body a few inches by yanking back hard on her clit.

		Alex then takes the index and middle fingers of her right hand and slips them into Kris's vagina. Alexandra subsequently curls her fingers inside, rubs her fingers along the inside of Kris's vaginal walls, and then pulls her fingers back. A few times. And then she goes over to get her goodies.

		Alex takes out a simple wooden clothespin, spreads my girl's pussy lips open to expose her clit as much as possible, and then firmly snags it on. Kris suffers terribly while Alex methodically abuses the clit for a few minutes, twisting her clit among other things.

		Finally, Alex puts the clothespin aside, and then she curls around Kris's body while whispering something into her ear with a cruel smile on her face. Whatever she says makes Kris start to sob softly in response.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		She then grabs Kris by the hair and says, "Up you go..." She pulls my blonde, battered beauty up to her feet on wobbly legs, knee lifts her in the gut one more time (really, really hard), and then puts her in a bear hug, lifts her up into the air, extends her knee, and DRIVES my girl's cunt right across her knee for a huge, cunt crushing reverse atomic drop.

		Kristin just sits on Alexandra's knee facing the ceiling with her eyes shut and her mouth slightly open in an expression of utter defeat. Alex mockingly and sensually kisses Kris on her swollen eyes before letting my girl just slowly slump off of her knee and down to the floor like a beaten sack of flour.

		Alex seductively straddles my girl, pressing her wrists into the floor, and then slowly lowers her boobs into Kris's face like a candle wick being dipped into wax. Alex presses Kris's wrists into the floor even more firmly and then nods at me to come over and count.

		I'm so horny that I can barely make it over there, but I kneel down and slap my palm against the floor. And damned if Kris doesn't struggle a little in a feeble attempt to kick out, even after all she's been through. I've never seen her so determined to beat a woman so clearly superior to her.

		I slap my palm against the floor a second time, and then after a lengthy pause I slap my palm into the floor for the third and final time. Kris has been pinned. Holly dings the bell a few times, and Alex gets up, stomps Kris in the belly, and I raise her hand in obvious, dominant victory.

		I know that it's not over, of course. Alex grabs a softly sobbing, completely helpless Kris by the blonde hair and drags her over to that mystery door. Holly, with her video camera in hand, opens the door to the room and I can clearly see that Alex turned it into a gigantic memory foam bed.

		Oh no. Alexandra lifts Kris up to her feet by the hair, dumps her onto the mattress, and pins her wrists and grapevines her legs to spread and slightly elevate them. Alex begins to grind her pussy into Kris's pubic bone. Alex then looks at her with lust in her eyes which she turns Kris on – making a grunting sound. She shoves her pussy firmly back into Kris's pussy, with such force Kris felt it all the way back to her cervix, and then roughly tribs her like she's sanding wood while my girl moans in agony.

		After quite some time Alex slows the intensity (for now, at least) and she looks at me and says, "I got something special just for you and your girl's sensitive clit – although this will probably cost you a lot of money. She won't be able to wear panties for weeks."

		Alexandra stretches the grapevine on Kris, and resumes the tribbing at a furious rate, using her coarse pussy hair like an emery board. She works over to my girl's clit, then starts to slowly scrape it back and forth across her clit while my girl shivers in anguish.

		Over the next ninety minutes or so my poor Kris and her sensitive pussy suffer horribly in many different ways just like this while I watch, transfixed with my sopping cunt pulsating with each scrape of the emery board pussy, each droplet of girl goo that drips from Kris's cunt, each slap of their wet belly's , each rub of the cunt...

		But after all, I know she can take it.

		***

		Or so I thought.

		It happened when Alex remembered that there was more of her new opponent to explore. She had been nipping playfully at Kris's shoulder, when her eyes and one of her hands slid south, to linger at the round globes Kris's ass. Her brief time with Holly had introduced her to analingus, a new delight that she had continued to indulge in with her, both giving and receiving. The hunger gripped her as she rolled Kris onto her belly, the vanquish woman moaning as Alex kissed her way down that tensing back. As her mouth slid down the curve of her spine, she arranged herself on the mattress, so that she was in between Kris's soft thighs, splaying them gently apart as the beaten woman offered no resistance , glancing back over her shoulder with an shocked and horrified look.

		"Have you ever had your ass eaten?"

		Kris's eyes widened.

		"No," she murmured, "been fucked in the ass, but never that."

		"Can I eat your ass?"

		Kris resigned to her fate nodded wordlessly, blushing furiously as Alex quickly leapt into action.

		Her hands grabbed at Kris's ass cheeks, spreading them wide to reveal the tight bud nestled in the cleft between. Just beneath it was the drooling slit that Kris had been wanting to sample, still dribbling nectar, the runoff glistening on her upper thighs.

		Breathing deeply, sucking down a whiff of sex-suffused air, Alex gave an exploratory lap.

		"Oooh, shit," Kris murmured.

		Alex giggled, setting herself into a quick series of licks, up and down the crinkled hole. Her hands gripped tighter at Kris's ass as the blonde woman began to squirm, gasping and panting, the sensations familiar but at a different spot on her body.

		Just like it had been with Holly and others the taste of Kris's ass could only be described as purely her, as if somebody had distilled her essence. The flavor made Alex continue her pattern of swift vertical licking, waggling her tongue to reach the edges of those warm cheeks. Kris was by now moaning raggedly, her knees pressing into the mattress, her hands fisting into the cover.

		The continued passage of Alex's tongue over that slick asshole made it glisten, Alex's drool running down into Kris's slit. Having sated her hunger, however briefly, for the pleasures the threshold contained, Alex poked her tongue through the tight anus, accessing the warm confines beyond. Kris grunted, pushing back immediately at the intrusion. To keep her anchored, Alex held tighter to her ass, denting the plentiful flesh. Her tongue wriggled deeper, Alex moaning into her prize as she received more of that inimitable Kris flavor, this time searing onto her taste buds from all sides.

		As she plumbed those welcoming depths, one of her hands snuck up to Kris's sex, and began to caress at the briefly neglected folds. The added sensations made Kris quiver, her blonde hair fanning out down onto her upper back as she tossed her head, a desirous hiss escaping from her lips.

		Shuddering shamelessly at the piquant taste Alex shoved her tongue deeper, wriggling it about, both savoring as much as she could and sending sparks of pleasure right up Kris's spine. As the sounds grew louder and lewder, both the wet slurps from her tongue lodged eagerly inside Kris's backside and the grunts and growls emanating from Kris, Alex set herself to her task, to eating out this attractive and submissive woman's ass, maintaining a steady rhythm.

		A few fingers slipped through the drooling slit below her prize, sliding into that welcoming channel, adding more sensation. In response, Kris pushed back against Alex, undulating slowly against her mouth and fingers.

		The backwards movement became more and more insistent as the pleasure built. Alex was now happily gorging on the flavorful flesh, switching tactics, from tongue-fucking her ass to licking at the glistening anus, while all the while fingering her pussy. Her own delighted purrs joined the soft cacophony.

		There was a flutter of self-satisfaction tinting this marvelous experience.

		Before meeting Holly, she had thought herself a fairly experienced lover.

		But the talented female had opened her eyes to several different things, all of which Alex had quickly come to enjoy, incorporating them into her life with Holly.

		And now she was introducing Kris to something, even if it was not all that crazy or kinky. She would forever be the first person to do this to her, and that was an intoxicating thought.

		Although not quite as intoxicating as the simple yet delicious taste of this young woman. It drove Alex to keep licking and tongue-fucking, pushing Kris through several orgasms, more of her nectar flowing forth, streaming over Alex's fingers, working steadily in her cunt.

		The steady movement of Kris's hips back against Alex had become sloppy, Kris's knees trembling, her head tossing back and forth, her pale flesh jiggling, all from the overwhelming ecstasy. A series of keening cries quickly came out. At that moment all thoughts of her recent defeat gone from her memory.

		Alex first slid her fingers out from that twitching slit, the digits coated in creamy cum.

		Her tongue next vacated that delicious ass, but before leaving it fully alone, she smeared the clinging nectar over the gleaming asshole. It provided a wonderful contrast between the two flavors, similar in their Kris-ness but different in the subtle flavors and in where they had come from.

		Shameless in her thirst, Alex dragged her tongue all over the slice of flesh, cleaning up the mess she had herself created. Kris groaned, glancing back over her shoulder, coming down from the high, watching Alex indulge in her flesh.

		Only once she had lapped up all that addictive nectar did she move on.

		Kris peered back over her shoulder, moaning as Alex kissed her way up the tensing flesh before her. Her muscular body rested atop Kris's curvier frame, the younger woman reaching back to meet Alex's in a kiss, murmuring as she found her own flavor.

		Their mouths moved eagerly, tongues tangling hotly, Alex shifting off Kris and onto the mattress proper. This new position found her pressed against Kris's front, her smaller breasts rubbing against Alex's larger set. Once again, they spent some time making out, simply experiencing how each other felt and tasted.

		"How was that?" Alex finally asked her, when the kiss broke, Kris buried her face in Alex's shoulder.

		"Uhhh you are a psycho you know?"

		"Good. I'm glad you enjoyed it."

		Kris nodded, now biting at Alex's neck, an evil smile curling the corners of her lips.

		"Can I...can I do that to you?" asked Kris.

		Alex beamed happily.

		"Of course!"

		Kris snickered as Alex bounded up onto her hands and knees, eager to provide Kris's first taste of analingus. Her own pussy was drenched, her arousal ratcheted up by eating out Kris's ass, further ratcheted up by the promise of having Kris do the same to her.

		Impatiently, she peeked back over her shoulder to watch Kris take up position. The younger woman shot her a grim smile as she took hold of Alex's ass, spreading the cheeks to get closer to the crinkled ring of flesh nestled between.

		A moment later, the wet pressure of a tongue made her suck in a breath. Kris's hands dug into her flesh, her tongue wriggling against Alex's anus, gathering up the taste there. Moaning softly, Alex hung her head, fighting the urge to push back at her, wanting to let her take her time. To her, such new experiences needed time, so that they could be better savored.

		It seemed that Kris, like her, was in no rush. She took time to leisurely lick and lap not just at that tight asshole, but all around, sometimes breaking off to leave a playful kiss on one of her cheeks or her taint.

		"You have a unique taste," she hissed.

		"Thanks," Alex teased.

		Kris giggled, eagerly going back to her new prize.

		Before long, Alex's eagerness got the better of her, and her hips began to work, pushing back insistently at Kris. The younger woman got the message, pushing her tongue through the clasping hole. Both of them groaned, Alex at the feeling, Kris at the flavor.

		That wet tongue set to its task, slathering all around on her insides, the better to gather up as much of that wonderful taste as possible. The enthusiasm in Kris's administrations made Alex giddy, her evidence that Kris had quickly come to enjoy this, had found a new indulgence in eating out her ass.

		When Alex pulled away, clambering off the mattress, Kris reacted in distress, glancing up with a confused mumble.

		Her solace in the moment was raking her eyes up and down Alex's nakedness as she rummaged through her dresser.

		"There you are," Alex said, pulling something from the drawer.

		"What?"

		Alex grinned, turning to show off the vibrator she had taken from her dresser.

		"Figured I'd get him involved."

		"Him? Does she have a name?"

		"Yeah, Vinny. Vinny the Vibrator."

		Kris giggled as Alex climbed onto the mattress.

		A flick of her finger, and the vibrator began to buzz.

		The cool plastic nudged against her sex, making her jump, exclaiming softly from the sensation.

		Behind her, Kris settled into position again, her tongue quickly shoved through Alex's asshole. The dual stimulation helped to drive her lust up, that humming vibrator rubbing at her slit while that wet tongue worked eagerly inside her.

		A shameless moan fell unbidden from her throat when Kris pushed the vibrator into her. The waves reverberated through her core, joined by the simpler, more natural feelings that Kris's tongue gave her. Kris kept the sex toy lodged inside her, not yet moving it, letting Alex get used to the intensity. Her determination was audible in how loudly she slurped and sucked at Alex's ass, alternating between fucking the warm insides and rotating her tongue around to taste as much of it as she could reach.

		Alex could not, and did not want to, stop herself from pushing back. Her hips worked insistently, the mat cover rumpling from how her body undulated atop it, her legs spreading wider, her pussy dripping down onto the fabric. Not willing to let herself be deprived of this newfound treat, Kris adjusted quickly to her activities, squeezing hard at her ass with her free hand while her other hand began to work the vibrator, pushing it deeper, pulling it back with a steady rhythm.

		"Oh, fuck, yes, don't stop," Alex mewled, feeling the cascading vibrations reach into what felt like every corner of her overly sensitive body.

		As the pleasure built, Alex became aware of a familiar sensation, that escalating tightness in her core that heralded a messy, squirting finish. This time, it built slowly, gently, easily, a less harsh and agonizing build-up than with Holly. There was still no doubt in her mind that she would feel that tightness swelling to a breaking point that would then release blazing ecstasy along her body. If she had patience, she would let it gradually build, indulging in the slow climb.

		But such patience was nowhere to be found.

		Her hand strayed down past her belly, to her clit, quickly rubbing the pads of two fingers along the sensitive nub.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		The third source of stimulation, especially to such a part of her body, added more fuel to the fire, spurring the pace of the build-up, the tightness swelling quickly. The sensations were still lighter and softer than with anyone else, but no less pleasurable, no less capable of pushing her over the orgasmic edge into the chasm of carnal chaos beyond.

		"Fuck, I'm close, I'm going to squirt," she groaned, the tightness building faster.

		"What, you can squirt?"

		"Uh-huh," Alex murmured, breathing heavily as her hips continued to work back against Kris's administrations.

		"Awesome. Let me know when you're about to go off, k?"

		"Okay. Fuck, don't stop, please don't stop."

		"Why would I stop?" Kris asked rhetorically.

		Alex hung her head, her fingers rubbing faster at her clit, the tongue in her ass working hard, the vibrator snug inside her cunt buzzing enthusiastically.

		All she had to do was let the trio of sensations build. The swelling tightness reminded her of Holly, who had first made her squirt, one of many things the female had introduced her to.

		Her moans grew louder and more desperate, provoked by the consuming sensations, by the way the ecstasy built, spreading out from her belly. Kris worked the vibrator in and out, the plastic by now dripping with her cream, buzzing along as it fucked her. As the tightness swelled to the breaking point, the stimulation afforded her overwhelmed body made the sensations blend together, all that pleasure coalescing in her core, the same regardless of where it had come from. The pads of her fingers rubbed harder at her clit in an effort to push herself over the edge.

		She felt the swell of ecstasy reach its peak.

		"I'm going to squirt," she hurriedly gasped.

		Alex squealed excitedly, and Kris felt her move, throwing herself into the line of fire, right underneath Alex's twitching pussy. The vibrator slipped out from her movement, but the sudden deprivation of stimulation could not stop the swell from hitting its breaking point.

		The tightness burst.

		Wet sounds issued out in the room, accompanied by wavering cries from Alex, her body buffeted by waves of euphoria, the tightness unwinding to send white-hot ecstasy into every corner of her body. Her cunt was caught in a series of spasms, spurting out splatters of her nectar, right onto Kris's face. The younger woman groaned; her hands thrown up onto Alex's lower back to keep her in the desired position. The waves of sublime sensation overwhelmed Kris, her body jerking and bucking, hands yanking at the mattress, knees pushing down hard against the mattress, sweat-slicked hair whirling about her face. More gushes fired out onto Kris, the proximity between her face and Alex's pussy such that the wet spurts slapped against the former with a definite impact.

		Alex rode out the waves, her shameless cries trailing into breathless moans, the heavy bursts transitioning into weaker dribbles, the copious juices dripping off onto Kris. The pleasure dimmed gradually, from agonizing ecstasy to gentle euphoria, until Alex was left panting and gasping, her body glistening with a sheen of sweat, trembling all over from the exertion and the aftermath of the severe sensations.

		"Seems like you really got into that," Kris whisper, sliding out from underneath her, "that was so fucking weird."

		Still quivering, Alex could only moan back to her, letting herself slump forward onto her belly, heaving herself over onto her back to get a better view of Kris.

		Her face was glazed with Alex's cum, little clumps clinging to her hair, thin rivulets streaming sluggishly down her cheeks. One of those rivulets met her quickly extended tongue, which she then put to work licking up the area around her mouth. As Alex watched, lounging lazily on the mattress, Kris began to drag her fingers through the mess on her face, cleaning the clinging cream off each digit with an exaggerated lewdness, sucking and slurping loudly as she did so.

		"You taste so good," Kris murmured, her eyes wide, in slitted at what had just happened.

		"Thanks," Alex giggled, amused and pleased at the younger woman's enjoyment of her squirted juices.

		The vibrator hummed still, momentarily forgotten on the mattress. Alex snatched it up and beckoned saucily to Kris with a curled finger. The younger woman smiled wanly at her, moving up to her until again they were entangled, Alex now licking and lapping at Kris's cream-slicked face while she caressed the vibrator along Kris's curves. When the sex toy reached her pussy, Alex tried to slide it slowly inside, but she felt Kris press against her, and take the vibrator from Alex, grunting with aggression.

		Kris worked the vibrator into a completely stunned Alex's still sopping cunt.

		The dark hair woman was wide eyed as Kris immediately clamped a tight body scissor onto Alex from behind. Hooking her arms under Alex's, Kris rocked back to lift Alex before slamming her naked ass back hard into the mattress. Alex moaned in surprise, so Kris repeated the move before a series of powerful forearms across the back of the neck softened Alex up for the finish. Kris knew if she played along with the ass licking, she would get her chance.

		Now Kris went for a double breast maul, her thighs still controlling her now screaming opponent who was in big trouble. Kris sensed it and she was also keen not to extend the fight any further than necessary. She knew Alex to be a tough, dangerous woman, as shown by the recent pummeling she had dished out to Kris, but right now she had her where she wanted her.

		A hard elbow around the back of the head sent Alex woozy; Kris took no pity on her, wrapping her arms around her throat now, a simple rear sleeper hold all she would need surely to put the ailing brunette out. Alex fought hard, arms pulling, scratching, at Kris's but there was no way she was getting out of the hold, Kris pouring on the pain for the shocked disoriented fighter.

		'Give up bitch, or I'll choke you out!' Kris told Alex, giving her little chance as she racked up the pressure on the choke hold even more.

		'I.......no, no.......I submit!' Alex cried out now,screams it out, she is in tears. knowing that she was beaten, Kris having cleverly turned the tables on her to claim the victory. Sadistically, Kris didn't[ release the choke, she was dead set on putting Alex out.

		Alex, pulled at the arms around her neck, pawed at the air, futility and groaned, grunted and growled in the shock of being tricked. She continued to struggle, but Kris had Alex's squirming, sweaty body trapped, and Alex could feel the darkness begin to descend on her consciousness.

		Kris held tightly to the spasming body in her grasp, as Alex succumbed to the sleeper, her body began to twitch and jerk. Finally it just stopped, her breathing very shallow. The only sound in the small room, was the quiet breathing of the two combatants, and the loud hum of the vibrator, lodged in Alex's dripping cunt..

		END
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