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		Samantha Winslow

		

	
		Convent of Shame

		

	
		Prologue

		

		This story uses the name of a Liberal Catholic Church. The author has taken liberties in so far actual Roman Catholic Order are named as part of the LCC. The Jesuit and the Dominican Orders are in no way affiliated with the LCC. Read the description from Wikipedia below:

		The name Liberal Catholic Church (LCC) is used by a number of separate Christian churches throughout the world which are open to esoteric beliefs and hold many ideas in common. Although the term Liberal Catholic might suggest otherwise, it does not refer to liberal groups within the Roman Catholic Church but to groups within the Independent Catholic movement, unrecognized by and not in communion with the Pope nor the rest of the Catholic Church.

		There are essentially two groups of Liberal Catholic churches: those which espouse theosophical ideas and those which do not.

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		I tried to make sense out of the last several days as the plane began its descent across the eastern Atlantic into the peninsular city of Dakar, capital of Senegal. From there it would be several hours of a dusty ride northeast to the village of Sagata, in Louga Province. I tried hard not to think of this as a banishment, and why it might have been banishment baffled me. The Abbess had seduced me. I hadn't been anything but reserved in the convent until she had lain with me--or, more pointedly until I had agree to lay under her. I was very careful because of my past. But then, of course, Abbess Maureen had known of my past. And with the power that gave her over me, what choice did I have but to lay under her when she commanded that of me?

		It was black women--large, athletic black women--who had been my downfall. Abbess Maureen was a large black woman. The woman sitting next to me in the plane was one too. Big, athletic , a heady musky scent of femininity about her. Someone who could hold me captive and have her way with me, as women had when I was working the streets of New Orleans--before I was saved, brought into the Catholic Church, and given purpose and a habit.

		I sensed that the woman sitting next to me in the plane--most probably a Senegalese businesswoman--was interested in me. But she hadn't signaled nor did I expect her to. My black habit now was a barrier to that. I had taken up the sisterhood for the barrier it would provide.

		It didn't provide a barrier to Abbess Maureen. She'd said that it was a reality of her sect of the Liberal Catholic Church, a progressive, serving church that worked the streets of New Orleans--the soup kitchens and the food pantries, the addiction and AIDS clinics, and the counseling for the downtrodden and social victims. I had been such a victim of society, she told me. I grew up virtually on the street. And being small of stature, more cute than attractive, and vulnerable, I was able to survive on the streets of New Orleans only by selling my body to other women and sometimes men.

		That had all changed, of course, when the Liberal Catholic Church took me in, gave me a home and a purpose, and sent me through convent. And provided an outstanding education earning my PhD. Abbess Maureen had guided me the whole way. And when I was under her charge, in her Abby, she explained to me that hers was a particularly liberal sect of the Liberal Catholic Church. She said that, although certain things were banned, personal pleasure and physical release weren't--and receiving this from and giving it to other women wasn't irrevocably counted as a sin. Abbess Maureen certainly had her way with walking the edge. There were limits, though, to what would stop short of sin in women having their pleasure with other women. Physical penetration was a sin. These limits didn't prevent her from touching me and kissing me. And it didn't prevent her from coming to my cell in the night, lying beside me, and touching me intimately to evoke physical release and urging me to do the same with her.

		Release was good and necessary, she'd said. It wasn't sinful in her sect's definition of the term. The full meaning of this meant nothing to me at the time. I probably should have asked for specific guidance. Over the weeks the touching led to grasping and stroking with the hand--and providing sexual release, first her masturbating me and this moving into the two of us masturbating each other simultaneously. Eventually, it went to her lying on top of me or stretched out behind me, or the two of us standing, and her holding me close, and masturbating me while she pressed her cunt against my thigh and she rubbed it there to an orgasm.

		There was a steady escalation of the need for arousal and release, though, and one night we were breathing hard and writhing against each other, her leg between my thighs, her hand on my breast, and I begged, "Do it. Take me. Don't tease me anymore. Fuck me."

		I reached into the drawer of my night stand, and retrieved my special toy, for just such an occasion. A broad black leather belt, with a strap to fit between the legs. And an attachable dildo, eight inches long, and shaped true to life, black in color. I handed this to Maureen, and she grabbed it without hesitation.

		I was in such a state of arousal, having had women before, that my mind went to all of the black dykes--athletic , powerful women just like the Abbess--who had taken me fully. My need and pleading moved her arousal beyond her control, and she stepped into the strap on and went straight for my, swollen labia, with the dildo in contact with my cunt slowly but firmly and began to move it increasingly vigorously against me. I had been fucked--and roughly so--before. There was nothing I was doing with her that I had not experienced with women before. We bucked against each other to a shared climax. The back end of the dildo doing a fine job of stimulating her clitoris, and her soggy sex dripping down to my channel. She satisfied my need as well as any woman had done. I could tell that she had been equally moved and satisfied--at least to the fulfillment of her release.

		It then had been as if she'd been struck by lightning, though. She sprang from the bed and ran out of the cell, crying out "Sinful!" Moments later she reappeared, accusing me of being a tempter, and handed me a hand whip. My penance was painful and self-inflicted. She assured me that hers would be too. She stayed around to ensure I used the whip on myself and it seemed to me that she enjoyed watching that.

		I didn't see her after that. I was confined to my cell. Two days later I was called into the presence of Sister Elizabeth, Abbess Maureen's mentor, and informed that I was leaving imminently for a foreign mission assignment to a Liberal Catholic Church community church and school in Sagata, Senegal. It was, of course, spoken of as a privilege and a progression of my training as a Catholic nun. I had difficulty seeing it that way.

		I didn't understand what I had done. I didn't understand the difference between what Abbess Maureen seduced me into doing and what sinful was--at least how the Abbess's sect defined sinful.

		* * * *

		The two women, both big, black, athletic women, wearing only loincloths were wrestling in the center of a crudely marked ring in the dust at the center of the village. Each was trying to take the other down as they locked and smashed each other's breasts, embraced each other with athletic arms, and danced around in a circle. It aroused me. I knew both of the women, and both of them aroused me even when they weren't pitting muscle against muscle in a dance of control and domination. Each of the combatants were sporting erect nipples from their exertion. I was wet inside my black habit, and I so wanted to touch myself. But there was no way of doing so in the public square without attracting notice.

		Idrissa, the rectory's cook and housekeeper, tall, willowy, and dark brown, stood beside me, egging the women on. One of the women in the ring, Malla, was my driver--and Idrissa's lover. The two made little effort to hide their sex play from me. Indeed, when I had been driven from the airport--by Malla--to the Abby in Dakar, Abbess Wajara, yet another large black woman, had alluded to the relationship between the two.

		"There is a certain intimacy going on in the rectory of your church and school, Sister Joan," she said. "I didn't want you to think I didn't know and would worry about telling me, but the women aren't nuns and we are a tolerant sect. They are both good women--and are faithful to the church. You will find that life in this part of the world is simpler and more primeval than in most."

		The Abbess was standing close to me when she said that, touching the sleeve of my habit, and exuding the same womanly musky scent as the woman sitting next to me on the plane had done. Because of my past, I had difficulty sometimes determining when a woman was being friendly and solicitous and when she wanted to be intimate. This was such a moment.

		As we had moved into the aisle when the plane landed, that woman on the plane had touched me as well, given me a look of lust, and murmured, "It's a pity you are a nun."

		She had stood there momentarily waiting, I am sure, for me to respond that being a nun need not be an impediment. She knew, from having looked in my eyes, that I had been interested on the plane from our arms and thighs brushing. They had come into contact because she was such a massive woman that she took up more than her allotted seat space. I think she could smell the arousal on me as I had smelled the musky femaleness and sex on her.

		But, my back still smarting from the penance I had done for the sin of sinful--even though I'd been the one seduced rather than the one doing the seduction--I held myself in check with the woman on the airplane.

		It was rough, still being wet from the closeness of her, upon seeing my driver, yet another powerfully built black woman, holding the sign with my name on it at the arrivals gate.

		"Thank you for the guidance, Sister," I'd said to Abbess Wajara, willing her to move away from me. The woman on the plane had put me in the mood. I was being sorely tempted, first by the woman on the plane; then with fantasies of being fucked in the backseat of the church automobile by the driver, Malla; and then thoughts of being laid out on the desk in the Abby and dominated by Abbess Wajara, who was standing so close to me and touching me in a way that she probably saw as friendliness but that I was receiving as the wish for intimacy.

		I knew I had to fight these feelings. I knew that I was here because I hadn't been successful yet in doing so. It helped, though, to know that Malla's sexual interest lay elsewhere, even if under my own roof.

		The other wrestler in the ring was someone I knew too--the gardener who kept the church crops in top shape and a close friend of Malla's--close enough to visit us often. And close enough for Idrissa and Malla openly to scheme also for her to become my lover. It was as if they knew about my struggles, and, increasingly, I came to believe that they did.

		Idrissa and Malla did little to hide their intimacy from me. Idrissa slept in the house and Malla in a room over the garage, but in those first few weeks that I was learning my way in this new situation, I saw them together frequently--kissing and touching each other. And Idrissa's door would be open more than a slit when they were on her bed, locked together and rocking back and forth. They did a lot of vaginal play, fingering each other, Malla fingering their cunts together--much as Abbess Maureen had done with me--but they carried this through to consummation, Malla's hand inside Idrissa's pussy, and Idrissa, the thinner, more willowy of the two, moaning her surrender.

		At the height of my frustration of witnessing this, Jalene, the gardener, started visiting the compound. She joined the small church choir I put together, enriching the sound with her silky-smooth alto. She was on the front pew for Sunday mass, her presence unavoidable as there rarely were more than a dozen at mass. Suddenly, our ancient Land Rover was needing almost constant attention, and Jalene would be there because she was a crack mechanic of sorts, stripped to the waist, her athletic ebony torso gleaming with a sheen of sweat as she and Malla worked on the car. Malla occasionally peeked to see if I was watching, which, of course, I was.

		Increasingly, Jalene looked up to catch my gaze as well, her look being the familiar look of lust I'd so often seen in the eyes of the women I serviced before taking up the sisterhood--and occasionally since then as well. I'd seen it in the eyes of Abbess Maureen and in the eyes of the woman on the plane. I'd even seen it in the eyes of Abbess Wajara in Dakar, although at the time I had tried to convince myself that this wasn't so.

		I'd only seen it for each other in the eyes of Idrissa and Malla, though, so it was much a relief to me when the day came that Idrissa suggested that I accompany them to a swimming lake some ten miles into the bush from Sagata. I went willingly, stripped off my habit without inhibition just as the two of them stripped down, when we had walked to the side of the lake from the Land Rover, and went immediately into the water. Idrissa and Malla came into the water too, but I remained separated from them, as they were being intimate in their embrace in the water. I stayed in rather longer than they did, swimming out to the middle of the lake and back before I swam back to the shore.

		When I came out of the water, I saw that Malla and Idrissa were sitting, naked, barely concealed in a bed of tall ferns at the base of an umbrella tree. Malla was sitting cross-legged with Idrissa in her lap, facing her. The two were totally engrossed in each other and in each other's pleasure as they engaged in the special vaginal play I'd seen them taken with in the rectory. They were kissing, Idrissa's hand caressing Malla's biceps, as Malla pressed their pussy's together and rubbed them in an act I knew by the term tribadism.

		I should have gathered my habit and gone on back to the Land Rover to wait for them to be finished, but instead, infused with arousal and need, I crouched down to where I could watch them enjoying each other's bodies without being in the direct line of sight of either.

		I watched, panting quietly and fondling my own cunt and balls as Malla repositioned their cunts, joining them, pressing the slits together and pulling the hood of her thick clitoral hood open to the longer, slimmer clit of Idrissa. I could hear Idrissa's feral moans as Malla kept the two cunts together, the tips of their clits caressing each other, both covered with each other's juices. She was rubbing the two cunts together.

		My fingers went to the folds of my own wet slit, the opening wet now from the effect of watching the two beautiful naked black Senegalese women making their bodies one, rocking back and forth, and moaning their shared pleasure. As I'd seen Malla doing with Idrissa earlier, I worried the turgid nub of my sex with the pinky of one hand until it hardened for me and caused me to shiver. At the same time I spat on the fingers of my other hand, reached under my clit, resting on my calves in the crouch, and found my slick opening with the wetted fingers. I was able to open myself up and reach my cervix with my fingertips. I vaguely realized that this was penetration, and thus farther than my sect permitted me to go. It wasn't penile penetration, though, which seemed to be Abbess Maureen's primary concern. I was too aroused for a theological discussion on that, though. My sexual frustration had become overpowering.

		Idrissa gave a little cry and Malla pulled her sex back from the squishy wetness of their cunts to reveal that Idrissa had come, slathering their cunts in vaginal fluid. Immediately, Malla tipped Idrissa's pelvis back with an arm around the slimmer, smaller woman's back, pushed her own throbbing cunt down, and pulled Idrissa's hips into her, slowly engulfing Idrissa's opening with Malla's thick labia. The two embraced closely with arms wrapped around the other's torsos and lips possessed by the lips of the other, and Malla sent them into a rocking motion that had her cunt scraping across Idrissa's passage.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Sinful, I thought. This was definitely sinful in my sects' books. But Abbess Wajara had specifically told me that the church servants lived under different restrictions than the village nuns did.

		Still, I longed to be taken as Idrissa was being taken.

		I continued flicking my clit nub with my pinky and my cunt hole up to my knuckles, reaching and rubbing my g-spot. I was about to come when I noticed movement in the foliage off to the right of the obliviously fucking couple. We weren't alone. There weren't just three of us here. I was distressed to see the hulking, athletic body of the Senegalese gardener, Jalene, rise up from behind tall ferns. She was magnificently naked and cupping a gigantic breasts with her hands.

		I don't know if she had been watching Malla and Idrissa trib as I had or had been watching me, but it didn't matter. She was looking at me with a lust in her eyes that couldn't be mistaken. And I was in an unmistakably compromised position.

		Both fearful and overwhelmed with arousal and an aching need I had to struggle with, I rose, turned, and started walking into the field of four-foot-high elephant grass behind me. I had no conscious idea why I went in that direction rather than toward the safety of the Land Rover, if indeed the Land Rover could have offered sanctuary.

		Jalene had signaled her interest in and desire for me in so many ways in the previous few weeks that I couldn't misunderstand her lust and intentions. I heard her behind me, walking carefully, but then increasing speed, as I was doing.

		I was running and thrashing through the elephant grass, with Jalene easily narrowing the distance between us, as, panting heavily and whimpering, she caught and tackled me from behind in a wallow by the side of the lake where the grass had been beaten down by wild animals.

		There was no preparation, no foreplay, no time for discussion or pleading. Jalene, towering over me and sixty pounds my better in athletic weight and a Senegalese wrestling champion to boot, came down on my back, collapsing me to the ground. Her fists grabbed my wrists, forcing my arms above my head.

		She growled only one statement, as her knees forced my thighs apart, "Up on your knees; raise your ass to me." Moaning deeply and terrified of the size of her, but needing her so, so badly, I responded as she demanded, raising my buttocks with my knees, presenting myself for her taking. And take me she did, huffing and puffing as I sobbed and writhed in surprised response to the rubbing of her thick cunt lips against my sweaty buttocks, an actions I had only done to me once before.

		But then she was holding me, around the hips, and began to pump me and I was lost to everything but the feel of her thrusting pubic bone against my exposed buttocks and pummeling me, mastering me in glorious dominant-pleasure that I had wanted from her for too long.

		She didn't draw out the pleasure on me for long. Just a few minutes of strong pounding thrusts and she came over my ass crack dripping her juices down my split cheeks and into my cunt in a series of explosions. I hadn't had time or opportunity to come myself, imprisoned as I was under her with my wrists trapped over my head. But Jalene proceeded to take care of that herself.

		"As you enjoyed watching Malla do to Idrissa," she said for the first time after commanding me to give myself to her, and as she said that, she rolled over into a cross-legged sitting position and pulled me into her lap. She pulled our cunts together, me still wet and throbbing, she still dripping juices and her thick cuntlips slick with her orgasm now, but still aroused, and started to rub our cunts. Exhausted from the fury of her fucking before, I let my torso fall back, shoulder blades pressed into the beaten elephant grass and arms stretched out in surrender and supplication.

		When I felt her press the lips of our two cunts together, though, and her foreskin stretching over the bulb of my cunt, I pulled myself up, grasped her biceps as Idrissa had down with Malla, and pressed the top of my head between her breasts. My eyes were downcast, watching Jalene rubbing the thick blood engorged labia of our cunts against each other, her proudly protruding as she stroked our two nubs together. I was panting and so was she, both of us building up in intensity, her cunt engorging again.

		Building quickly up to a climax, I cried out and came against the fusing cunts. She pulled her lips apart to let my cum burble over the slits of both pussies. As Malla had done with Idrissa, though, she gave me no time to respond in any way, although my impulse was to go into an intimate and closely embracing kiss.

		She tipped me back, straddled my head with her cunt, firmly, I grasped her hips with my hands, and began to pull her on and off my extended tongue.

		"No, no, we can't. I can't," I cried out, coming to my senses. "I can't go this far."

		But she laughed and proved that she could and that I could. I gave up the struggle and gave into lust when she was well on her way to another orgasm. Once again, I allowed my torso to fall back onto the beaten elephant grass, grasped her wet slippery hips, and totally surrendered to the mastery of her face fuck.

		I could have escaped her after she fucked me that first time, although it wouldn't mitigate my sin no matter how many times she fucked me here now. When she was finished coating my face with her juices again, she rose, ran to the water, and dove in. She spent a good twenty minutes playing in the water. As soon as she had entered it and come up again for air, she let out a war whoop of victory--which, I'm ashamed to say, made me grin--and made like a dolphin playing in the lake. At any time, I could have gotten up, returned to where I had come out of the lake myself, retrieved my habit, and returned to the Land Rover. But I didn't do this. I also didn't join Jalene in the lake. I was torn between joining her and begging her to fuck me again in the water and my duty to fight my baser desires and escape the situation.

		I was still struggling with myself when she came out of the water, flopped down beside me, and reached for my cunt. Turning all thoughts off from what I should do, I lay there, stretched out, beside her, cupping her cunt in my hand as well, and we masturbated each other to a mutually timed orgasm, after which she rolled over on top of me, taking my breath away as she pinned me to the elephant grass matting under me, and, for the first time, covered me with kisses, as I reciprocated.

		As she regained her vigor, which didn't take the young, vibrant girl long, she stood, bringing me up with her, draped my body in front of her, facing her, her cunt up against my own, holding me in a bear hug, with me wrapping my legs around her thighs and digging my ankles into her calves, as she trib fucked me to another of her orgasms.

		She was on top of me, between my bent legs, kissing me on the mouth, and tribbing me deep in a missionary position, when darkness overtook us and, at last, I realized that this glorious day was over--a day that I would have to put out of my mind; a day that I would have to scourge myself raw for in seeking penance.

		I pulled out from underneath her then and stumbled back to the Land Rover, riddled with guilt, no less than because I was totally satiated with having been repeatedly fucked in the eyes of my church. Jalene, thankfully, didn't follow me. Somehow we both would need to forget that this happened, I thought, and I would need to seek penance.

		Malla and Idrissa were waiting beside the Land Rover, knowing what Jalene and I had been doing, probably very pleased with themselves for having brokered that.

		I wouldn't forget it anytime soon, though, I knew as I climbed into my bed that night. My back was raw from my having knelt in front of the altar in my bedroom, murmured my sins, and struck myself on the back again and again with the many-strands hand whip with the knotted ends. I moaned as I turned to my side, unable to sleep on my back.

		And I knew I could not forget what had happened, when I heard and felt the springs of the bed complain as the massive naked body of Jalene stretched out, facing me, and, as her lips went to mine, our thighs intertwined, her sex pushed mine, the tips of our two clits caressing, as she rode me to a burbling flow with the rubbing of her hot slick labia..

		"Please, please, I want you to fuck me, but I can't, I just can't. My faith, I--"

		"I've already fucked you, and I'm going to do it again," Jalene responded. "I've made you come; I've given you release. I am not going to penetrate you tonight, though. Isn't that what the Abbess' have been telling you not to do? I did it this afternoon, as my reward and as a humbling concession to your need for you, and I feel that your back is raw from your penance for that. We are at a new beginning. I will take you in other ways but penetration now and you can make peace with yourself while still finding release."

		I sighed as she drew us closer, forcing her black, bushy cunt between my opened thighs and beginning to stroke, as she reached between us, fingered my clit, and masturbated me.

		"Like this, nearly every night," she murmured. "No penetration. No sinful. But repeated release."

		* * * *

		"Yes, I know your sin," Abbess Wajara said when I visited her for consultation in her office the next day. I stood just inside the French window out onto a balcony, not able to be seen from the outside but looking at convent students walking across a quad. I found I was unable to face the Abbess.

		"Yes, I sent Jalene to you, Sister Joan--just as Abbess Maureen sent you to me. We are a liberal sect, taking a literal interpretation of sex, but you wanted your Abbess to cross that line. You have had to learn the difference between penetrative and pleasurable release of tension. Jalene has been a means for showing that to you. When you were penetrated by her--by one-time dispensation--you rightly saw that as sin, and your self-punishment penance for that was proper. What Jalene said she did with you last night is within acceptable bounds--there was no penetration yet I think you found that there was sufficient release. Abbess Maureen and I are asking you to just not take it farther than Jalene did last night. Do you understand?"

		"I'm beginning to," I answered. And I was. I didn't flinch as I felt her presence now close behind me. She was reaching around and gathering my habit up around my waist. As she pushed my panties down, and I stepped out of them, I realized that she was naked, her cunt pressing at the base of my spine. I whimpered at the thought of what was happening.

		"And do you understand that I am asking you to do that with me now and then with Abbess Maureen when you return to New Orleans? Far enough for pleasure and release, but no farther?"

		"Ah."

		"Fear not," she whispered. "There will be no penetration. No sin by our sect's interpretation. Penetration is not required to give either of us release and peace." One of her hands went to my cunt and the other one to my chin, cupping it pulling my head back and turning it so that we could kiss.

		Her hairy cunt pushed against my crack, between my buttocks, her fuzzy sex against my entrance, rubbing up and down inside the crack. I understood that it would continue to do so until the Abbess orgasmed and that her stroking of my cunt with her hand--coupled with the arousal her attentions brought--would bring me to completion too. I was to stand here, in her embrace, until we both had had our pleasure and release. And I now understood that there would be no penetration, that, according to the unrecorded tenets of my sect what the Abbess did with me would not be sinful, and therefore, I would not have to do penance for what I now was enjoying.

		I would try, and I hoped it would be enough. But I'd had more from women--so much more. Perhaps I would get it under control when I returned to the United States next week.

		When I returned to New Orleans, the Abbess was cordial in welcoming me home. We discussed the time in Senegal and I knew she had gotten a full report from the Abbess there. So it was no surprised when she explained to me that our Order, The Dominican Sisters of Mary, Mother of the Eucharist, had a reciprocal agreement with the Jesuits of Georgetown and my new assignment would be that of an instructor at the University.

		The Abbess not wanting me around as temptation, this was an ideal way to 'reward me' and get rid of me at the same town. Would the past haunt me into my new assignment? I prayed to God that it would not.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		"But you don't have classes today, do you?"

		I was sitting in the dean's office, steeped in the Gothic architecture and trappings, including the imposing stain-glass window behind where she sat, of the older buildings on the Georgetown University campus. My new assignment from the Abbess. Georgetown was the premier Jesuit educational institution in the United States, sitting on the heights beside the Potomac River just to the south of the government center of Washington, D.C. It was a real privilege for me to be able to be there. It was hard not to say yes to anything the Abbess requested in this setting. This was especially so, since I was a Dominican nun myself and charged to obey.

		I must say that it also was because I deeply admired the Abbess and considered her my principle guide in life.

		"No, Abbess," I answered, but it was not a welcome task. "But I was planning to catch up on grading essays and a test--and in visiting the shelter and clinic up on P street." I was an assistant professor of American literature at the university but we all had duties in the Washington, D.C., community as well. Mine were at the P Street gay women's shelter and clinic, where I counseled the homeless and otherwise lost. I had been lost myself once and had been found by the Dominicans. The Sisters of Mary, the Mother of the Eucharist.

		"As you know, Sister Christiana, from Paris, is joining our faculty to teach French literature for a semester," the Abbess continued, not responding immediately to my weak attempt to beg off. "As she is in your department, I had thought you would help her fit in . . . starting with giving her a tour of the university today. But if you . . ."

		"No, that's fine. I can certainly do that," I answered. There goes all of my plans for today--and possibly for days to come, I thought. "Is she--?"

		"She should be along in a few minutes. Thank you for doing this, Sister Joan. It will be a help to her for fitting in, and I think it will be a help to you, as well."

		"A help to me?" I asked. I no longer bridled at her use of my given name to address me. It initially had seemed too familiar when I was struggling not to be too familiar with the church leader. Georgetown wasn't exactly liberal church, where now some Catholic institutions were dropping all use of titles altogether and even not dressing in clerical dress, but it had come half way. The Abbess could use given names for those lower in the order, and those on the same level could use given names with each other--but the old ways held for addressing a superior. And, although we didn't wear habits here except on formal occasions, we did dress in black.

		I was relieved that the Abbess wore the habit. It was a constant reminder to me of the limits to our relationship.

		"You seem to have had your own difficulties fitting in here, Joan. You seem like an affable gal by nature, but you are withdrawn here. You hold yourself in isolation. I think it would be good for you to spend more time with others. Having Sister Christiana to show around should give you more contact with others. I'm not asking you to do this entirely for her benefit. You would benefit from more contact with your colleagues too. I know there was that business at the Abby before coming to us, but you mustn't punish yourself forever. I think--"

		"Yes, Abbess. I understand. Thank you for thinking of me." I couldn't stand the thought of her bringing up the Abby and what had happened there. In reality, I couldn't really understand her knowing about it at all--or the Sword of Damocles that hovered over my head continually from that period in my life. I hadn't thought of doing anything in life other than being a nun and scholar. I couldn't imagine being forced to be anything else. The Abbess didn't seem to understand. My reticence and isolation were the penance I had sought to be able to continue as a nun--and were a self-imposed barrier to unclean thoughts of others, including the Abbess herself.

		"Ah, there she is now," the Abbess said, standing and looking to the door to the outer corridor, a smile of welcome on her face.

		Following the Abbess's line of sight, I swiveled my head and simultaneously went hot and cold and felt a stirring in my groin. She was gorgeous. Dark and sultry, her lips full and sensuous. Despite the dark, curly hair, her eyes were a pale blue. Her smile went into her eyes, scrunching up at the corners in honest laugh lines. She must be in her forties, I thought--her early forties, maybe. Just like Jalene. Her effect on me was just like what Jalene had had. She was solidly built, athletic , on the swimmer form. I counted my blessings for the barrier of the clerical color she wore.

		Her eyes went directly to the Abbess, but then slid off her figure to me. Did I detect the smile becoming warmer then. Back to the Abbess, but almost immediately back to me before taking the proper stance of looking directly at the Abbess, walking toward her and going down on her knee.

		"Come now, none of that formality, Christiana" Abbess said, pleasure clearly showing in her face. Despite the disclaimer of the old-style bending of the knee to a far superior, the Abbess put out her hand for the nun to kiss before putting a hand on her shoulder and bidding her to rise.

		In the meantime, I was hyperventilating and madly trying to come up with reasons why I, in fact, was too busy today to show the French nun around. This was disaster. It was the devil's work.

		"Christiana, I want you to meet our Sister Joan. She teaches in the literature department too--American literature--and has gracefully volunteered to show you around today--to help you fit in at Georgetown."

		"Sister Joan," the Frenchwoman said, turning her mesmerizing blue eyes on me. She took my hand, and for a second I thought she'd lift it to those sensuous lips of her and kiss it. But she didn't. "I thank you for taking the time to show me around. I know you must be a busy young woman."

		"No problem. My pleasure . . . Sister Christiana," I managed to squeak out. She was denoting the difference in our ages but treating me as a superior. I could do no less than return the title of respect.

		"Come now, it should be Christiana and Joan between you," the Abbess said in a jolly voice. "You two are, I'm sure going to become close friends here."

		My heart was beating fast. I'd already had a close friend like Christiana and it had nearly destroyed my life.

		* * * *

		The tour of the Georgetown campus had moved out from the academic buildings to the student centers and arrived, eventually. at the Ginsburg Sports Center.

		"You must be worn out from all of the walking," I said, half hoping that Sister Christiana indeed was tired and ready to go back to the visiting nun faculty residence. Having to turn to her every few minutes and see that glorious smile and the pale blue eyes to be lost in was getting to be much too disconcerting for me. This was what I was trying to escape, deny myself to.

		"Not at all," Christiana answered. "In fact, I wish I had my sports gear here. This facility looks great and I really need to get the kinks out. What I wouldn't give for a game of racquetball just now." They were standing across the glass wall from what was an empty racquetball court. "Do you play racquetball?"

		"Yes, I do," I admitted. It was one of the fastest ways to keep one's body in trim.

		"That would be just what I could use right now to top off my day."

		So, if she got in a game they could wrap this up and the torture would stop, I wondered. "I have my gear in a locker here," I said. "And I have extra shorts, T-shirts, and sports bras . . . if you really want to play. I see that the court is free for a couple of hours yet."

		"That would be great. I feel sluggish from the lack of exercise. And the shorts and bra will be sufficient. These sneakers should be good enough too."

		I almost hyperventilated at the thought she wanted to go with just the bra. But we just walked for over an hour and a half thought. Just how full of energy is she?

		Quite full, it turned out, as we had an active game in which Christiana, looking magnificent playing with her breasts contained in the white sports bra, her breasts and arms covered in glistening sweat, danced circles around me, making me feel like I was the sluggish one. For such a solidly built woman--not fat, by any means, but with a hard body that was sleek and athletic --the Frenchwoman moved quickly and gracefully.

		We both got a good workout, though, raising a sheen of healthy sweat on our bodies. I had pulled off my athletic T toward the end of the game as well to try to get cooler. Christiana patted me on the back and butt as we walked, close beside each other to the locker room and the communal shower.

		Christiana was completely uninhibited in the shower, contrasted to my own efforts at more modesty. Christiana frankly looked directly at me, turning three quarters toward me, as I turned three quarters from Christiana to soap up. I made every attempt to hide my slightly aroused cunt. Christiana didn't. She was shaved and her slit had thick labia. Whereas I drew my body in as I showered and was the last one in the shower and the first one to leave, Christiana proudly stretched her body out, having every right to be proud of her hard body, and covered all crevices and curves with the soaped sponge.

		I almost hyperventilated again when, stealing a glance at Christiana that I couldn't help from doing frequently, I saw Christiana pull her clitoral hood back to soap up and rinse her nub, revealing that it was pierced and had a gold ball near the tip of it.

		Rinsing off as quickly as I could, I was out of the shower and into my panties and slacks, hoping to hide my arousal and knew my leaking sex would drench the crotch of my panties, when, naked and walking proud and with her shaved sex, Christiana strutted out of the shower. She put a hand on my bare back as she passed me to reach the guest locker assigned to her. I almost moaned and could feel the burn of the woman's palm on my back after Christiana had cleared past me.

		It was the devil's work. I was being tempted; I knew. It was a good thing that Sister Christiana wasn't "like that." She was so open and unconcerned about our nakedness that my plight and temptation couldn't have entered her mind. There was the proudly shaved cunt, of course, but she had handled it at length while soaping off--she'd thoroughly worked her entire body with the soap and sponge. I had almost embarrassed myself from not being able to stop stealing glances. At least the ordeal was about over, I thought. I'd take her to the visiting residence facility now and try to forget her.

		"I'd like to see more of Georgetown," Christiana said as she pulled on her panties. "I understand that it was a town before the capital grew up around it. I feel like having a drink now. I've heard of a place up on P Street that I'd like to try. Do you have time to join me . . . and help guide me to P Street? I'll buy."

		"Sure, I'd be happy to," I responded. Oh, shit, I thought. When will the agony of this temptation end?

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		I was surprised as we moved into Georgetown and Christiana told me what bar she was looking for. But I didn't know how to tell her about the bar and why Christiana might not want to go there after all. So, in my weakness and cowardice I said nothing and led Christiana into the bar, which was just down the street from the clinic and homeless shelter where I did volunteer work.

		Still, when the bartender hailed me with a "Hi, Sister Joan. Haven't seen you around for a while," I felt my cheeks begin to burn and ready to shrivel up into a ball. I hastily ushered Christiana to a table near the back. It's true I hadn't been in here for more than a month. I only came in here when I was looking for someone who hadn't made her appointment for counseling at the clinic and I could be fairly certain the woman would be in here.

		"What made you pick this bar?" I asked as we settled at a downstairs table at The Fireplace on P Street.

		"The Abbess told me you volunteered time at a clinic in this neighborhood. I had hoped that your showing me around would include that--maybe it would be something I could help with too. I studied to be a doctor before entering the sisterhood. I have a nursing degree. From the States even--Colombia in New York."

		"Ah, I wondered why your English was impeccable," I said. "Did the Abbess tell you what sort of clinic it is?"

		"Yes, of course," Christiana answered. "Does it embarrass you for it to be known that you work with gay women?"

		"No, I suppose not. They need the support and succor of the church as anyone else," I answered. Did Christiana know, though, that the bar she had sought out was also gay friendly? I could have told that by looking around at who was in here. But Christiana wasn't looking around much. She was devoting her attention to me--almost to an embarrassing degree.

		"Well, I'm relieved to hear that," she said, as she looked up and smiled at the bartender who had brought mugs of beer over to them. The bartender grinned back, which made me cringe a bit. Danni, the bartender, was obviously lesbian and on the make. And we obviously were on friendly terms. Even the nuns habit wasn't seen as a barrier to her if the woman looked alpha. And Christiana quite definitely looked alpha. "I'm relieved to hear that because I don't want there to be any discomfort between us," Christiana said as she turned her attention back to me.

		"Discomfort?" I asked, taking a big swig of my beer, setting up a barrier between me and any serious conversation with this woman who was driving me wild in an arena that I was fighting mightily to stay out of.

		"Yes, I want to fit in here at the university--and I want to fit in with you, in particular."

		"Oh, well," I said, at a loss for words. I took another gulp of my beer. But I knew this wasn't a good idea either. It wouldn't be good to lose control to the booze. I'd let that happen before, with tragic results--although it certainly didn't seem that way as long as that ride lasted. I looked up into Christiana's face. She was taking a long draw on her beer too, but her eyes were boring into me from above the rim of the mug.

		"Yes, I'm heartened that you work with the gays of the community and accept them. Acceptance is important with me--especially when it has to live in a world of secret where it suppresses and puts a woman in isolation. I understand you are a counselor at this clinic of yours. You must counsel women who have this problem."

		"Yes, of course," I answered. I feared that the response sounded strained. I could hardly breathe.

		"And what do you counsel these women to do, Joan? Do you tell them not to have the urges and preferences they have?"

		"No, of course not."

		"Do you tell them they must withdraw into themselves and try to deny their feelings and desires even to themselves?"

		"No. I tell them . . ." I couldn't say it.

		"You tell them to try to find someone special . . . someone they can be comfortable with, can fit in with, don't you?"

		"Yes." It came out in a whisper. How did she know so precisely what I told them? And, no, what she was saying--through what I myself counseled women in the same position I was in--wasn't lost on me.

		"Look at me, Joan."

		I looked up into Christiana's eyes. Christiana reached across the table and took my hand and held it in hers. Panicked and trapped, I looked around the bar, but everyone else was absorbed in someone else. Everyone here was here with someone. Even Danni, the bartender, was engrossed in an intimate conversation with a hot blonde at the bar.

		"It's hard for a Dominican nun," Christiana said. "It's hard for a Dominican nun to be gay and to exist within the church--to do what she knows what her purpose is in being a nun without being able to fully and openly be herself . . . true to herself. We are lucky, you and I, that we are in an order that takes a very forgiving and supportive view of all of this."

		"You don't . . . you just don't . . ." Again I couldn't say it; couldn't bring myself out of the depths.

		"Yes, I do know it, Joan. I'm gay. I'm a gay Dominican nun. But I worked my way through it and came to a reconciliation of who I am--and what I do in the church. I was like you at the beginning, in the convent. No, don't pull away from me. You are gay too. We both know it. And we both know that you are attracted to me as I am attracted to you. I'm a dominant and you are a submissive. We are a fit. I can help you become reconciled to what you must do to maneuver in the church and still be comforted and you can make my time in Georgetown complete."

		"I . . . I can't."

		"Yes you can. You are drowning here. I am offering you a lifeline."

		Of course I knew it. If I hadn't realized it before, I knew it in the showers in the Ginsburg Sports Center the way Christiana was with her body--the gold ball pierced in her cunt lip. The brush of her hand on my back in passing me in the locker room. I knew overtures from one woman to another when I experienced them. And I had experienced them before--and given into them as well. The mutual attraction had been obvious too. But, it was wrong. The church wouldn't condone it--even though neither of us worked in a parish; we were both academics. There could be no harm done to anyone's souls other than our own.

		"I have vows. Abbess is strict and knows everything that--"

		"Yes, Abbess knows everything," Christiana said. "She's the one who sent for me. She's the one who brought me to reconciliation when I was in convent in New York. She's the one who will comfort and guide you when I'm gone--if you let her. Do you understand what I'm saying?"

		I didn't answer "yes," but I didn't answer "no" either. The revelation hit me like a ton of bricks. It wasn't just admiration I felt for the Abbess. It was something deeper. And now the instances flew through my mind of when she had been signaling that as well.

		"Do you live alone, Joan?"

		"I'm a resident counselor at the Gewirtz Student Center, across from the law school. It's mainly for law students, but single faculty members have rooms there and provide counsel to the students."

		"Do you have an apartment there--just for you alone?"

		"Yes. It's an efficiency, though. Just a room and a bathroom and a kitchenette."

		"But you live alone there?"

		"Yes."

		"Drink your beer, Joan . . . and take me to this room of yours."

		* * * *

		The lights were off, but there was enough light coming in through the single window from the street light on the walkway between academic buildings outside the Gewirtz Student Center for us to savor the deepening pleasure of both of us as our arousal built and we each came closer to release. I was backed up against the wall just inside the door into my efficiency. One foot was on the floor. my other leg was hooked on Christiana's hip and the Frenchwoman pressed me into the wall. I was trembling from the compromising position, the ease with which I surrendered, and the anticipation of what I hoped--not that I had surrendered to it--of what was to come. Both of us were still wearing our cleric clothes, but they no longer were a barrier to anything. Our slacks and panties were puddled on the floor at our feet.

		I cupped Christiana's head, my fingers digging into the curly black hair of the Frenchwoman, in both hands. We were locked in a kiss, Christiana dominating, her tongue swabbing the inside of my cheek. I had never been as fully possessed as this before. Christiana was dominating in all. She was pressing me against the wall. She was rhythmically pressing and releasing against my body. She was holding me in place and in thrall just with one hand on her waist. She was grasping both cheeks of my ass and pulled our cunts together and relentlessly tribbing them. I was completely lost to her control, the total submissive to her masterful domination.

		I was moaning deeply, panting, breathing heavily. In complete charge, Christiana was forceful and in command. Both of us were wet, but I was the one who was writhing, belabored, under Christiana's determined control.

		The kiss was broken, and I whispered, with a whimper, "Please. I'll come if you don't--"

		"Do it. Come for me. Release. Give in. Allow yourself to come for me."

		With a deep sigh, I did so, relaxing to the overpowering control of her, and Christiana took possession of my lips again.

		Pulling out of the kiss again, but maintaining control of our enmeshed cunts, Christiana said. "I didn't see a bed when we came in. You must have one."

		"It's just a single," I answered in a breathy voice.

		"That's enough for us."

		Once I'd come that first time, all resistance was gone from me. The sin could not be compounded at this point. I didn't actively initiate any part of coupling that night, but both I and Christiana knew that would come in time. When Christiana pulled away from me at the wall and held me up when I almost collapsed there, I permitted Christiana to take my hand, gestured where the bed was in the room, and docilely permitted Christiana, who was carrying her own slacks over her arm, to guide me to the bed and pull my clerical shirt over my head.

		What I had come to think was my protective barrier to my sinful lusts proved all too easy to desert me.

		My surrender was complete. Both naked now, on the bed, in front of the window, the moonlight making our bodies silvery, Christiana knelt on bent knees, her knees pressed under my buttocks, as, facing Christiana, I sat on the Frenchwoman's knees, with my legs wrapped around Christiana's hips. I had one hand wrapped around the neck of the Frenchwoman and the fingers of the other hand were brushing through the soft flesh of her arms, breasts, and belly.

		Christiana held my body to her--as much psychologically as physically--with one hand on my waist, with the other one fingering our cunts once again. I gasped as Christiana cupped my cunt in her hand and moved her pinky finger under the hood covering my throbbing clit and started to worry the erect little joy button, encouraging it to gain size for her, which it did. I was breathing heavily and moaning softly. No one had ever done this to me before, and it was incredibly arousing. I leaned forward, pressing my forehead against Christiana's as the Frenchwoman worked her pinky finger into the folds of my opening.

		"Oh, fuck," I murmured as Christiana pressed the pinky inside my opening found and pressed my rough ridged G-spot and then releasing, pressing in, releasing. Fucking the spot with her pinky. By now my juices had accumulate and formed a slick opening as I moaned more loudly and deeply, and Christiana swirled her finger tips around on the lips of my cunt.

		"Have you ever been sounded?" Christiana whispered.

		"Oh, shit no," I answered, not knowing what it was. When the Frenchwoman told what that was, I shuddered and moved ineffectually within her grip.

		"In time," Christiana murmured and I shuddered and groaned. "In time we will do it all. This for now." She moved the erect tip of her clit against my own. I began to tremble more uncontrollably and pulled away as the enlarged clit was pressed inside my opening just under my own clit, but Christiana moved her free hand to the small of my back and held me in thrall. Physically I could have broken away. Emotionally I was totally captive to her.

		"Oh, god, oh, god, oh shit," I whimpered as Christiana pressed against me with her cunt, causing the aroused nub of her clit rub underneath my own slippery pleasure button. She was 'frotting' me using our clits. She held the two of us together, rubbing our tiny buds of pleasure, slowly fucking my clit with the head of her good sized clitoris.

		Moaning, I slowly arched my back toward the surface of the bed, allowing my head to fall over the foot of the bed, and letting my arms go slack straight out from my body. My body was in a cruciform attitude and in total submission, all of my senses focused on the tightly pressed cunts, she adjusted our position, and the gold bead on her labia came into play. Using her hand to guide it, the gold bead pressed inside my piss slit and then released. In and out, fucking my pee hole. My clit was throbbing form the duel her clit and mine were engaged in, and now she had the solid gold bead, popping in and out of my pee slit.

		With a shudder, both of us came, our juices mingling and burbling out of the smoothly shaved opening of Christiana' cunt.

		"That was good," Christiana murmured.

		"Yes," I whispered, remaining stretched back, my body slightly twitching in after spasms. "Glorious."

		"You are mine now."

		"Yes."

		"We are a fit. We can make this work."

		"Yes."

		"The Abbess knows and approves."

		No response; that was too overwhelming for me to respond to without much thought.

		"She too wishes . . ."

		"Yes."

		"She was a good lover. Very attentive. Discreet. She will totally dominate and satisfy you."

		Christiana had released my cunt and now was slowly rubbing the index finger of her hand hard inside my butt crack, across the rim of my opening. Again and again. I was sighing and groaning.

		"When I have fully recovered, do you want--?"

		"Yes," I interrupted. I reached inside the drawer of my night stand and pulled out black leather strap on with an attachable dildo. And I handed it to Christiana.

		I sensed Christiana fumbling around in the pocket of the slacks she'd brought over to the bed and heard the snap of the condom being smoothed into place on life like dildo. I jerked and gasped as the probe entered my channel, but I settled into sighs and groans as the shaft started to move deep inside my fully lubricated ass.

		END

		

	
		Clawing to the Top

		

	
		Prologue

		

		I am now in the Autumn of my life, alone with my memories from a time since past. I have taken to recording this adventure. An adventure that also was my life's story, the authorized version of my life, Sammy Jo Dean. Since my life is waning, this volume can finally be released to the Sisterhood of Phantasm as I like to call them.

		I want you to know the facts, because, as the old saying goes, 'just the facts ma'am'. It is facts that make up the past, not truth, truth is a metaphysical idea that can be analyzed and analyzed for centuries without gaining any knowledge.

		The air is chilly and the leaves are nearly gone from the trees. I can feel the kiss of the winter on my cheek as I look out over field next to my house. I envision two amazons grappling in a grassy field far away from here. I can almost hear their grunts and smell their Diva arousal, even from the past.

		My mind wants me to challenge the winner. My body sees it differently Even though I am nearly sixty years old, both of these women are far more seasoned than I. We are generations of physical age and experience apart.

		The whistling of the wind brings my mind back to the present and I am wondering about the Sisters that I left behind in the Combat World. Who is ruling the Cinema Diva flock now? Will any of them survive to make it here, to the real Phantasm, as I did only a year ago? I need to leave all of that behind. I must focus on the here and now. I am left to my rich fantasies, I am a Senator in the House of Venus, serving under her Majesty, Empress Isis.

		I must let go of my old life...

		...my real name, Samantha Joseph...

		...my birthplace, Pittsburgh, Illinois, 1959...

		...my start in the acting business--making a pass at Bruce, my first agent, and later on my first husband...

		...discovering that I was a lesbian who loved to wrestle other women...

		...my life as a movie star...from the movie All the Marbles to the TV series Vegas! And of course the Golden Earring Video...

		...the bastards and bitches who manipulated me for their own fetish kicks...

		...the cunts that I had to fight and fuck to get the best roles...

		...the women I loved lost as I struggled to become Mistress Supreme of the first organized Cinema Diva flock...

		...the women's movement and the battle over Phantasm Island. The only way I know how to let go of my past is to write about it. I won't bother to tell the boring and mundane details of my life, my childhood, my parents, life in Pittsburgh, what it was like to work with such stars as Joseph Anders or Andrew Laird, or my other successes in Cinema. That's not the past that weighs me down...

		...what I need to put into focus is the road that led me to my current Phantasm...

		...how I fought my destiny...

		...until other women made me submit to it. I am writing this for your eyes only, my dear, sweet Sisters of Phantasm. How I've come to love my fantasy world in the past year!

		What freedom I have known, to walk along the cobblestone streets of the Galleria at sunset, to find a fetching woman and challenge her openly to a night of sweet Diva fighting and sex...ah, it's been such pleasure and happiness.

		I have come out of the shadows, into eternal sunshine. This is my gift to you...the answers to all the questions you have asked me about my life in Combat World. It is not only my story, it's the story of how the Cinema Diva flock will eventually come to discover the same Phantasm.

		To truly understand my journey, you will need to know of events in the lives of other Divas. Thus. You may find that my tale is interwoven into a patchwork of stories of other Divafighters. Although I write this for the Sisterhood, I am taking no chances that this may be leaked out to the Combat World.

		I have changed the names to protect the women who still exist in the shadow society of Divafighters. There is one woman who knows all the secrets of the underground Divafighters, whether they exist in the studios of Major Movie Makers, the arenas of Asia, or the health clubs of the Corporate world.

		Her uncanny senses may even be keen enough to penetrate the inter-dimensional boundary that separates Combat World and Phantasm Island...

		...her name is Candice Christian.

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		I was bound in the velvet chair, my mouth gagged with silver tape, as I watched Fallon pace naked in front of a movie screen. Fallon Colby, 1980's Movie and TV actress, wife of film producer Irving Colby, one of the founding members of the MWC Club. She had attacked me just five minutes ago in the basement of her house. My summer green dress was ripped off my body like cache paper by her razor sharp nails.

		I had never been in a fight with a woman. My nipples still ached. My heart threatened to leap out of my chest as I looked at the bottle blond. She was smaller than me, standing at about 5'2", weighed less, at a hundred pounds, mid-size tits, toned legs, and a face that looked like she was tough girl from the boondocks.

		"Ya wanna know what the club is like, honey bun?" Fallon said sarcastically.

		She whipped her blond hair out of her face, tapped her heel on the floor. The grey images "6 -5 -4 -3 -2 -1" flipped across her face as the film began to play.

		She took a sip from a glass of wine, never taking her eyes off me for a second.

		"Watch this, then, and tell me afterward if you'll still do anything to make it in Cinema."

		The old video started: a home movie, shot in the Colby's backyard, which I had just walked through. Since this was an 8mm film transfer, home video was in its infancy, there was no sound, just moving pictures. Hordes of famous faces, attending a party: Blake Carrigan, Clay Fallmont, Nick Toscanni, Joel Abrigore, Walter Lankershim, Alexa Blaisdel, Krystle Lesley, Amanda Bedford, Kirby Anders, etc. I had seen many of them just minutes before as Fallon led me into this trap.

		The women were decked out in bikinis and heels, letting the actors, producers, agents, and directors ogle their bodies. Everyone seemed to be happy and drunk. I saw some of them dragging on joints and getting stoned. The camera followed a trail through the vast backyard, to the poolside.

		There was the big C herself: Constance, sitting with her beautiful thick thighs crossed, in a white G-string bikini.

		"Two years ago."

		The spoken words shocked me: I was transfixed by the movie, forgetting my predicament. Fallon had moved behind to the seat behind me in the private theater.

		"This was when Constance was getting ready to make a comeback after a nervous breakdown. She had something to prove to people."

		Back in the film: Everyone's head turned as if someone announced something important. Constance looked worried, then stood up and walked where the crowd of men and women had gathered. In the center of crowd was Alexa Blaisdel. Her boobs were nearly bursting of her red bikini.

		The young blonde thrust her hands on her hips, waiting for Constance to walk into the clearing. As soon as the big C stepped inside, Alexa walked over to the movie legend, staring hatred into the blonde's blue eyes. Alexa's breasts bounced up against Constance's, pushing the sex symbol back.

		I could see Blake Carrigan yell: "Go get 'em, sweetcakes!"

		The singer laughed as Constance pushed Alexa back. Alexa got angry, hooked her arm around Constance's neck, and threw the sex symbol to the ground. Alexa pounced on top of Constance and the two began testing their strength, hands locked together. Alexa had the big C flat on the ground, until Constance used her legs to flip Alexa over her head.

		The fight lasted ten minutes, with Constance gaining the upper hand in the first part of the wrestling match. But the big C was older, tired, and out of condition. Alexa kept at it and slowly wore the superstar down.

		As I watched Alexa execute a boston crab maneuver (Constance's chest on the grass, legs bent backward over her spine, arms thumping on the ground, eyes crying in pain), I lost my fear as a rush of warmth spread over my body. It came magically, starting in my toes, rushing up through my calves, along my thighs...into my pussy: my first Diva lust.

		Watching the fight had made me horny. It was a roller-coaster ride of emotions, as I watched what happened after the match. Blake kissed Alexa and grabbed her ass after she won.

		Constance stayed on the ground, crying, until her agent picked her up. The most powerful men in Cinema laughed as Alexa grabbed the big C's ear and dragged the sex symbol through the backyard, stumbling on her bare feet.

		The camera followed them inside the house, into a bedroom, where Alexa threw the big C onto a bed, and began stripping off Constance's G-string outfit.

		"Noooooo!" Constance cried, "I'll be good!"

		I could see the words mouthed without any sound.

		"You bet you will, bitch!" Alexa replied, taking off her own bikini.

		The camera moved in close, as Alexa leapt naked on top of Constance, their boobs smashing together. Alexa kissed the big C's mouth. She locked her hands around Constance's wrists, holding the sex star down flat on the bed. Alexa started kissing Constance's breasts.

		You could see the big C relax a bit, sighs instead of tears now, as Alexa's tongue licked her nipples. Then a shock of pain...as Alexa must have bitten down hard on Constance.

		The camera shifted view to a mirror, where you could see Blake Carrigan standing behind the bed, totally nude, his penis erect.

		He said something like, "Come to papa!"

		And plunged his dick into Alexa's cunt from behind, while she gave Constance lessons in pleasure and pain. I was horrified and disgusted, but still turned on. Being a young woman of twenty-four, I had never seen a porno movie in those days. I wasn't a virgin, but I had only had sex with men, mostly boring and un-climactic sex.

		I had some vague sexual fantasies about sleeping with different women. Fantasies that I became aware of wanting to explore in real life. Thanks to Fallon and this cheap, red and white, homemade movie.

		The film spun out through the projector wheel, clicking and clacking, as Fallon turned on the lights. She walked over to me nude in her high heels, not an inch of fat on her body, and I suddenly had fantasies of wrestling her, paying her back for her earlier attack.

		"Welcome to Cinema, baby," Fallon said, stripping the tape off my mouth. "Constance not only never fought again, but she never really acted again, either. Fox gave her another shot in a movie. But her co-star was Carrigan. Every scene she had with Blake shook up Constance terribly. She must have kept remembering that night, thinking of his dick, of what Alexa had done to her."

		Fallon reached below my thighs, under the seat, and whipped out a kitchen knife. She ran the blade down my chest. I wasn't scared. I knew she was bluffing. She eventually rubbed the blade against the ropes and cut me free.

		"I'm not put off," I gasped, rubbing my arms for circulation. "If that's the price to join the MWC Club, I'll do it."

		"Wealll, that's real sweet, honey-bun," Fallon said, cupping my chin in her hand.

		I slapped her arm away.

		"Stop calling my honey!"

		She suddenly grabbed my hair and forced my head back against the chair.

		"Listen up, baby!" Fallon shouted, her gritty green eyes staring into me. Her knee pressed against my crotch. "The MWC Club don't have a one-shot price for gals like you and me! It's a tax that Cinema makes ya pay to get the best roles, sleep with the best men, get the most money! Taxes don't go away, honey, and ya gotta keep on payin', for the rest of your life, until a younger, stronger, meaner bitch comes along to take it all away!"

		She released my hair and walked across the aisle to a chair, where she picked up her red bikini and put it on.

		"We coulda done this the easy way, honey," she said, stepping into the bikini bottom. "Ya coulda been my slave, and I coulda taught ya the ropes. Now I am gonna have to show ya the hard way."

		Fallon picked up a leopard skin bikini and threw it in my lap.

		"Put this on and get yer butt outside so I can whip ya!"

		The light of the sunset erupted through the theater as Fallon walked into the backyard. I put on the bikini, excited, ready to fight her, thinking that I could do better against her than before.

		I knew the score.

		I had wrestled my brothers on the carpet of the living room back in high school.

		I was prepared.

		I was so young and naive.

		***

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		My boyfriend-agent Bruce and I had come to the Colby's Garden Party that evening with one purpose in mind: to join the MWC Club. Bruce told me years later that he knew exactly what went on at the Club, but he was afraid to tell me. I had some minor TV roles, modeling jobs, and commercials at that point, after having lived in Tinseltown for more than a year.

		I was frustrated. Like every other young actress, I wanted to crack into motion pictures right away. The famous casting couch never seemed to help much. Bruce said that the MWC Club was where the big deals really got made and unknown actresses became overnight sensations.

		All he could tell me about the Club was the following:

		- The MWC Club was made up of Cinema's richest and most powerful men. - It met irregularly, hosted by each of the Club's officers at different venues, and sometimes, in different cities.

		- Even the most famous Cinema actresses and sex symbols had to pay their dues at the club.

		- Kinky sex and drugs were rumored to be part of the Club's activities.

		I had assumed it would be marijuana and wife swapping. I was fully prepared to flirt, to preen, to show off my young, tanned body and full breasts, to allow them to pinch my butt, and to accept a proposition into bed with a big studio fish.

		We arrived at the party at 7pm on a hot June day. Bruce introduced me to Irving Colby, who walked us around and introduced us to the big shots.

		Blake Carrigan: "A new filly for the Club! You'll make it, darlin', don't worry."

		Clay Fallmont: "Smashing! Terrific!"

		Walter Lankershim: "Give me your number and we'll talk about a layout."

		I thought I had finally arrived in Cinema. Irving asked me if I knew what the big entertainment at the Club was.

		"An orgy?" I responded.

		Irving laughed and introduced me to his wife.

		"Fallon, tell Sammy Jo here what the initiation ceremony is like."

		"C'mon, honey, and I'll tell ya about the difference between kitties and Divas." Fallon put her arm around my waist and led me towards the theater.

		After the door had closed, she knocked me to the floor and raked the dress off my body with her nails. I was too stunned to fight back. By the time I had recovered from my shock, the blonde had me tied to the theater chair.

		Watching the movie was like an epiphany for me. Perhaps my past lives were floating just underneath my consciousness. The lifetime of a Phantasm aristocrat lay in my soul, waiting to be tapped. As soon as I saw the women fighting each other, I knew I lusted for that experience.

		The sex in the bed should have been so disgusting. But it turned me on. I would do anything to fight Fallon and make her my slave in bed. I was wet with desire as I put on the bikini.

		As soon as I walked into the backyard, wearing the leopard skin bikini, Blake wolf whistled at me.

		"Well, hello there, darlin', you're lookin' might fine!" He put his arm around my waist and pinched my butt. "Welcome to the club!"

		He had been chatting with Alexa Blaisdel, who was decked out in a G-string bikini, similar to the one that Constance had worn in the movie. She saw Blake's reaction to me and instantly recognized me for what I was: competition.

		"She hasn't made it yet," Alexa said firmly, taking a drag off her cigarette.

		Her heels clacked disapprovingly of me on the ground. I had enough experience with these Cinema types: you couldn't act like a pushover, or they would walk all over you.

		"Says who?" I bellowed at Alexa, and walked over to her, butting her chest with my breasts, pushing her back a step.

		"You little hussy!" Alexa hissed back.

		She threw away the cigarette and butted her boobs against mine.

		"Who do you think you are?"

		I liked the feeling. A chill of excitement raced down my spine. I pushed Alexa's shoulders hard, and she came back and yanked my hair hard. The crowd looked over at us. Clay Fallmont shouted from across the pool: "Don't take any shit from Alexa, Sammy Jo!"

		Everyone chuckled.

		Irving Colby raced over and pulled Alexa away from me.

		"Save yourself for Krystle-Lesley, Alexa! I can't lose you to that studio. I need you in that Police Academy picture."

		"Next time, honey!" Alexa pointed her finger at me. "You're mine!"

		"Go get a drink," Irving commanded.

		The blonde walked off in a fury.

		"Whoa! The fur is flyin' now, son!" Blake laughed.

		He obviously enjoyed watching Alexa and I taunt each other. He put his hand on my shoulder and said: "We better get this kitty some action."

		"I see you know what the Club is all about," Irving said, taking my hand. "Come to the litterbox, my dear."

		He walked me around the pool, showing me off to the crowd. Everyone was ogling my body, watching my chest, pinching my ass. I saw Bruce in the crowd, near a bunch of producers. He looked stoned as he whispered: "Go get her."

		We walked to a new garden arena that Irving had built since the Constance fight: A square pit, six feet deep, thirty feet wide. At the bottom of the pit was soft beach sand. The hair on my neck stood up.

		My mind was suddenly flooded with unbidden images and sounds...

		I am standing in an open baby pool of oil, straight out of a Duran Duran video. The sun is on my back and I feel cool metal beads resting on my chest. I see a blonde amazon sumo wrestler, clad in a white diaper like bikini, warily circling me.

		Our audience sits on a raised platform above the arena. She signals her command to let the fight begin. The audience of video technician, mostly females roar in unison as I lock hands with the blonde in a test of strength. I see the hatred in my enemy's eyes as her lips curl back in a vicious smile, and she whispers: "Cyrene made me such a fine slave until she died."

		Fallon's words snapped me back to the reality of 1984: "Let's get on with the show, honey!"

		The blonde stood at one corner of the sand pit, hands on her hips. She grinned at Irving, kicked off her high heels and leapt into the pit. I told myself it was only a silly dream, as I followed Fallon into the pit.

		The crowd lined up around the corners of the arena, their cocks and cunts both hard and moist with anticipation.

		

		***

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		The first thing I remember about the pit was that the sand felt warm and wonderful on my bare feet.

		Fallon wasted no time.

		She raced over to me and grabbed a fistful of my hair. I responded by slapping her cheek with my right hand. It took Fallon's breath away for a second. Perhaps most rookies didn't fight back the first time. I slapped the blonde again, and then a third time, the last one being the hardest.

		I pressed my luck too much by trying to slap her a fourth--Fallon caught my wrist, twisted my right arm behind my back. I yelled as the pain shot up my elbow. I reached behind me with my left arm and grabbed a clump of Fallon's hair. We stumbled around the sand for about a minute, me pulling Fallon's hair, Fallon jerking my right arm. With a grunt of exertion, Fallon ran forward, and smashed my body into the wall of the pit. I lost my grip on Fallon's hair.

		The blonde bombshell grabbed my left wrist, and now both of my arms were twisted behind my back. Fallon's strength was incredible. She twirled me around and slammed my body into the sand floor.

		She sat down on my ass and hooked my left arm over the right, pinning both of my arms with just her left wrist. Fallon used her right hand to grab a fistful of sand and rubbed it all over my face.

		"You have to eat a lot of shit in Cinema, honey!" Fallon shouted.

		The crowd roared with laughter. That made me even angrier. I wrenched my body hard to the side, ignoring the pain in my arms, breaking Fallon's hold. Fallon fell on her side. I rolled over her and stood up, but I was partially blind from the sand in my eyes.

		Fallon launched up to her feet and slapped me hard in the face. The blow caused me to fall on my back.

		"Holy mackerel! " I heard Blake shout.

		The rest of the crowd applauded Fallon's move like this was a tennis match at Wimbledon. Fallon leapt on top of me, instantly locking her hands around mine. I remember her hard nipples rubbing against mine through our bikini bras.

		"Still wanna fight?" Fallon said, looking deep into my eyes.

		"YES!" I yelled and forced my body to turn over.

		I had Fallon on her back now, my breasts were on top of hers, excited as well. My hands had her arms pinned on the sand. Fallon smiled faintly at me.

		"Pretty good for a kitty."

		Then her lower lip began to tremble, as her arms rippled and forced mine up off the floor. It was a test of strength, just like in my dream. Except that even with advantage of being on top and using my weight against her, Fallon was still stronger than I!

		I grunted as I tried to press the bitch's arms back down. I tried for over a minute. Sweat beads were popping over my forehead. I got nowhere.

		"Can't make it, huh, sweetie?" Fallon laughed

		. Her back still resting on the sand, the blonde brought her legs around my torso, and squeezed.

		"Aarrrrgghh!" I yelled.

		The pain shot into my diaphragm, as I felt the air being squeezed out of my lungs. Fallon kept up the pressure, smiling at me all the while. Now I was trapped. I tried to wriggle out of the hold, but Fallon's legs were like steel cables holding me down. The blonde cackled at my plight and I knew I was going to suffocate. I did the only thing I could think of spit into Fallon's eyes.

		It surprised her for a second, long enough for me to use my knees and quickly stand up. I tore my hands out of Fallon's grip, suffering some cuts on my wrists as her nails raked me. I stunned the crowd, and perhaps myself, when I grabbed Fallon's ankles, dragged her legs backward over her spine, and executed a perfect Boston Crab maneuver.

		Perhaps it was the movie I had just watched that had given me the idea. I prefer to think it was the sense-memory of my past incarnations that instinctively told me what to do. I gripped Fallon's strong little thighs in my arms, ripping them apart, bending her body backward in a "C" type of shape. I could feel her body tremble and shake.

		"You fucking bitch!" Fallon cursed at me.

		Even in that position, she was fighting me, and I put all my strength into keeping her down. Her legs threatened to kick free of my grip at any second. I took my right foot and stomped Fallon's head flat into the sand. Her legs flailed about even harder against my sweaty palms and kicked away free.

		I quickly grabbed her legs and reinstated a stronger grip than I had before. The men standing around the pit were all laughing. I kept Fallon's head pressed down for almost a minute, when Blake said:" Hey, let the lady come up for air, I think she's got something to say to you."

		I didn't even know that you were supposed to fight to the point of submission. I had just assumed that you just kept fighting until the other bitch was totally subdued-- another flash of the lost warrior in me. I lifted my foot off the blonde's head. Fallon coughed up sand, spitting out the words: "I give up, honey."

		The match lasted only about five minutes. Beginner's luck. The sex didn't come till later in the party, after the other 80's TV bimbos and models had taken a crack at each other.

		I realized how lucky I had been to start off fighting Fallon right off the bat, instead of some Coppertone chick. Bruce had pulled some strings. The bastard was beginning to make himself useful.

		Blake Carrigan and Clay Fallmont were all over me while they watched the rest of the pit-fights. Irving Colby was all over Bruce, slapping his back and telling off-color jokes. I was sure I would be in a Colby production soon.

		Fallon was off in a corner of the garden, drinking wine and licking her wounds of embarrassment. The main event happened just after the sun went down at 9pm: Alexa Blaisdel vs. Krystle-Lesley Evans.

		Krystle-Lesley was a Swedish beauty with flaming red hair, big boobs, and a tapered waist that rolled down to dancer's legs, that I found later were very, very strong. Krystle's tits flopped against her chest after she had jumped down into the pit to face Alexa.

		The match was the most incredible thing I had ever witnessed, even better than the Big C match. The two starlets wrestled for over twenty minutes, by far the longest contest of the evening.

		Alexa was sharp, fierce, fast, and intimidating, but Krystle-Lesley had raw strength and power. At one point, the red-head had the blonde in a bow and arrow hold. Alexa's body was lifted up into the air, her breasts threatening to erupt from the polka dot bikini top. You could see hear Alexa moaning as she fought the impulse to give up. Her nails bit into Krystle's arms, and finally the red-head had to give up her position of power.

		Alexa rolled away and braced her body on the sand as Krystle came upon her. The blonde's claws raked upward and across, tearing the red-head's bikini right off her body.

		Krystle-Lesley stood totally nude in the pit, somewhat in shock. Alexa's foot kicked her in the chest, and she fell down on her back. The look in Alexa's eyes had changed: she had suddenly become something almost not quite human. I could see a feral aspect to her as the blonde quickly whipped off her own bikini and circled Krystle-Lesley.

		The men and women around me whistled and shouted in support of a naked Divafight. That's why they all loved Alexa. There was nothing she wouldn't do, in an arena or in bed, to get a part in a movie.

		Alexa leapt on top of Krystle, much the same way she had done to Constance in the movie I had watched. I saw their nipples rub against each other and felt my own tits suddenly stand erect.

		The red-head was fighting back, rolling over and coming up on top of Alexa. The men were ogling Krystle's ass as she straddled the blonde. I found myself tantalized as well by the quality of the red-head's butt. Another dream-flash hit me suddenly:

		I am naked in bed, riding a petite woman's ass with a dildo strapped to my waist. Despite her size, her strength is formidable. Her dark red hair swirls over the muscles in her back. We are both deriving a great pleasure from the ass-fucking.

		"Cyrene!" I cry out.

		"Mistress!" she shouts.

		Alexa's wail shocks me back to reality.

		The blonde flipped Krystle off her body. She scooted her ass over to where the red-head was laying and encircled her legs around Krystle's torso. Squeezing her legs like a vise, Alexa applied a half-nelson to Krystle's neck. With the free hand, Alexa grabbed Krystle's breast and pinched it. The red-head wailed.

		"Give up, bitch!" Alexa commanded, and bit into Krystle's earlobe. Krystle shook her head. The blonde bent the red-head's spine backwards an inch or two more, squeezing her legs even harder, forcing the air out of Krystle's lungs. No matter how hard the red- head tried to break away, Alexa had her tied up. Alexa's eyes looked up and locked with mine for a few seconds. Alexa smiled, and I knew what she was telling me:

		This is what I am going to do to you next time.

		The threat, the domination, the naked Divafight in the pit: all it did was turn me on, make me so horny, hornier than I had ever been in my entire life--but only a woman would satisfy me now.

		I heard Krystle-Lesley yell out her submission to Alexa as I was walking back towards the house, where Fallon was sitting. The blonde knew what I was coming to her for. She downed her glass of wine, stood up, and led me into the house.

		***

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Fallon's tongue tasted like cigarettes and her skin was rough as sandpaper, but I didn't care, this was my first lesbian fuck, and it may have been the best fuck of all.

		Our bikinis fell to the carpet the moment the door to her bedroom had closed. I grabbed her buns, kissed her lips, picked her up and rammed her body down on the bed. I had suddenly become like a ravenous creature that hadn't eaten for days as we kissed, caressed each other's tits, bit into each other's neck.

		The rough little dyke was fabulous. Her hands stroked my pussy. I was so wet and knew I could come at any moment. I saw the rails of the four- poster bed and got a great idea. I got up on my knees and grabbed the rail of the bedpost, straddling my cunt on top of Fallon's face. I didn't need to say anything.

		Fallon grabbed my waist and guided my pussy into her mouth. She ate me like a watermelon at first, her lips smacking as her tongue plowed into my wet vagina. I rubbed my breasts as the blonde tongued me. I was in heaven. My body started to shake as I felt my orgasm coming. I grabbed the rail with both hands, and Fallon grabbed my buns to keep my waist on top of her mouth.

		"You are...a..." I panted, coming quickly, "great fucking bitch! Ohhhhhhhhh!!!!!" I shouted as I came.

		Fallon didn't let me go. She kept eating my love box. And I kept on coming and shouting. Multiple orgasms, years before they became fashionable. I fell back on the bed, thinking it was over. Fallon sat up and dove into my pussy again. I came one last time, my arms and legs flailing helplessly.

		The blonde finally stopped and rested her head on top of my breasts, panting heavily. The images from the dream came back into my mind as I recovered from the orgasm. I flipped Fallon over onto her stomach and straddled her buns, as I remembered straddling Cyrene's anus.

		For a few moments I wished I was a man, with a penis I could thrust into Fallon's little behind. I used my fingers instead, thrusting in Fallon's cunt, making the blonde bitch groan with pleasure. I felt ravenous again and knelt down to kiss Fallon's salty little cunt. She was still kneeling on all fours.

		Fallon pushed her ass into my face as I keep French kissing her pussy over and over again. Soon she was delirious with joy and started swearing at me as she began to come.

		"Dirty little whore!" Fallon said. "If I wasn't drunk I wouldn't have lost...ohhhh...my god! Fuck me, bitch!"

		It was her turn to lose control. We rested in each other's arms, just waiting for the strength to return so we could fuck all over again. Suddenly, the door slammed open. Irving and Bruce stumbled through it.

		"Woooooo-we!" Irving exclaimed. "Looks like the girls wasted no time!"

		"Let's join 'em!" Bruce replied, and started taking off his clothes.

		His penis was erect. My heart sank a bit. I knew what was coming, the guys were going to have sex with us. Only I didn't feel like sharing Fallon with anyone. But what could I do if I refused? Irving was too powerful. It was the whole point of the Club. Sex in return for movie roles.

		"What took you boys so long?" Fallon teased. "We started without you."

		Irving walked over to the bed naked, his eyes glittering at my body, watching me fondle his wife's breasts. I tried to smile and got ready for his touch, ready to act like I loved him like a God. Irving's penis was shooting out from his body like a rod. He sat on the bed, but made no move to touch either Fallon or I.

		I began to have a weird feeling about what was going to happen. The hair on my neck raised up again, as Bruce touched Irving's shoulder. It wasn't just a touch; it was a caress. I gasped as I watched my boyfriend kiss Irving Colby's lips. Irving responded by stroking Bruce's penis.

		"I didn't know how to tell you," Bruce whispered, looking at me like a shy little boy.

		"Ol' Bruce here is AC-DC," Irving grunted, and grabbed Bruce's buns, forcing him down on the bed stomach first.

		Irving grabbed a jar of petroleum jelly from the night stand and started lubricating Bruce's ass with his thumbs. I was in shock. Sex with Bruce was boring, but I never thought it was because he was gay! I had just assumed he was a lousy lover. Now I knew the truth about him, just as he must have known about me. He moaned with pleasure as Irving probed his butt with his fingers.

		"Your man's gay, just like you," Fallon said, and with that seized upon my weakness.

		She suddenly flipped me over onto my tummy. Out of nowhere, a pair of handcuffs appeared, and chained my wrists to the bedpost. The blonde got out of the bed and took something out of a drawer. I heard her legs stepping into something, and a strap locking.

		"You bitch!" I yelled. "Get me out of this!"

		Fallon got back on top of me, straddling my waist. I felt a strange cool rubber object rub against my butt.

		"You got lucky today, sweetheart," Fallon rasped into my ear. "I was too drunk ta fight ya proper. My mistake, I underestimated you, cause ya must have fought bitches before."

		Irving passed her the jelly, and she rubbed some into my ass. The nails tore me up and I squealed. I tried to push Fallon away with my legs but she forced my body back down.

		"Noooo!!!" I cried. "Bruce, don't let them--"

		Bruce suddenly yelped, but in pleasure, not pain.

		I turned my head to see that Irving was thrusting his penis into Bruce's butt.

		"There are a lot of things ya don't know making it in Cinema." Fallon gripped my shoulders. "The fightin' never stops, not in the bedroom or the boardroom. Never let yer guard down for a second, honey!"

		The dildo plunged into my ass. My head collided against the soft pillow. My breasts hit the mattress with each push of the dildo. I cried. I wailed. My breath went away. I buckled my hips and tried to throw Fallon off. She grabbed my tits from behind and squeezed them hard. Finally, I gave up.

		A few minutes after I surrendered, the ass-fucking started to become pleasurable. The strange sensation of this violent pleasure seemed familiar. Fallon grew more and more excited. The blonde grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head up as she began to climax. This triggered another dream of a past- life...

		Back in the marble arena, I am laying on the hard floor naked. Cuts and bruises all over my body. My right wrist is broken, but I still haven't formally submitted. I know I am finished, but I do not cry, I don't give my opponent the satisfaction.

		The blonde amazon is on top of my back, fucking me in the ass with her fist in front of 5,000 women. This is her greatest victory, my greatest defeat.

		"Slavery or death?" she shouts, picking my head up by my hair.

		"I'll get my revenge in the next life, Aegea!" I hiss back.

		The blonde grabs my chin with her free hand and snaps my neck.

		Screaming bought me back.

		It was Irving and Fallon, shouting as they came almost at the same time. Fallon stopped my ass fuck. She pulled the dildo out of me and began to kiss her husband. Irving laid down upon the bed while Fallon stuck the dildo in his ass and rode him to heaven, while Bruce and I rested.

		Irving yelled with each thrust and begged Fallon to do it harder and deeper each time. I began to cry, thinking of the dream, suddenly realizing that what I was now involved in could have fatal repercussions. Fear began to rush over me. I cried hard, thinking of the woman who died in the arena, the woman who felt uncannily like me. My body began to shake and convulse.

		"Where's the keys?" Bruce asked, and rolled off the bed.

		"Over there," I heard Fallon grunt, as she continued to pump her husband's ass.

		Bruce unlocked my cuffs.

		"It's okay. You're free. No one's going to hurt you."

		I rolled over and rubbed my face, trying to compose myself.

		"Pretty baby's not so tough, eh?" Fallon said, leering at me in contempt, whipping locks of hair out of her eyes.

		The whole kinky scene suddenly felt like one big nightmare. I stood up, pushed Bruce away, and ran into the bathroom. I cried some more.

		Who was that woman just now? I thought to myself. I was thinking of two women. The young woman of twenty- four who had a normal childhood and ordinary dreams of stardom, who suddenly turned on a dime and became a lesbian Divafighting slut! Her boyfriend was a fag

		. Her favorite Cinema celebrities were all hooked on kinky sex and drugs.

		The other woman in my dreams was a bigger mystery. Who was she, this warrior who fought other females to the death in some kind of Roman nation of female warriors? I had no idea. Reincarnation and past-lives were topics that were not yet in vogue in L.A. I just knew that it felt all too real to be a simple dream or fantasy.

		When the tears managed to subside, I turned to shower for comfort. I blasted the hot on high and shoved the images of amazon from my mind. The soap wiped away the sweat and the sex from my body. I looked at myself in the mirror as I toweled myself dry. I saw the door open suddenly!

		***

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		Alexa...!

		The blonde was naked. I could smell the sex on her body. She looked at me with contempt.

		"Scram, kitty!" she said.

		Again, something came over me, a determination not to cut Alexa any slack. I dropped my towel, turned to her and said: "I liked watching you fight. You're pretty good for a whore from the boondocks."

		Alexa hissed, rushed me, caught my chest in a bear hug, and slammed my back down on the carpet.

		"I am the Queen of Cinema and you will submit to me!" Alexa shouted.

		I grew excited as she straddled my body, her breasts rubbing against mine. My arousal was something I needed to learn how to control, for it allowed the blonde to quickly pin me down.

		Her teeth bit down on my nipple hard. I squealed and squirmed. I could feel that Alexa was aroused by my body as well. Her lips engulfed my mouth and sucked at my tongue. We kissed for several minutes. Alexa shifted her body and shoved her breasts in my face.

		"Kiss them, honey," she panted. "You make me so hot."

		I took one of her nipples in my mouth and swirled my tongue around it. Her breasts were so big and juicy. I wondered why I had waited so long to experience this. No wonder men loved us so much. I was enraptured, then Alexa had to spoil it by saying: "Ahhhhhhhh. Yes! You are my slave!"

		That broke the spell. I bit down hard on her breast, searing her tit with pain. Alexa screamed, and I took advantage of her, flipping her over on her back. I slapped her face hard and pinned her arms flat.

		"Now you listen, bitch!" I hissed. "I am not your slave! The next time this little club of yours gets together, I am going to show everyone who's the better woman. You'll be eating my pussy in front of Blake and Clay and Walt...and I'll get your next role!"

		"Treacherous bitch!" Alexa shouted, and squirmed to push me off her body.

		I let go of her arms, stood up quickly, and stomped down on her cunt with the ball of my foot, as hard as I possibly could. Alexa grabbed her pussy protectively, crying in pain.

		"Next time, sugar," I said, and left the bathroom.

		Bruce was waiting for me in the bedroom, dressed in his clothes, obviously worried. He handed me my bikini and said: "How ya doing, kid?"

		I saw Fallon sitting up in bed, looking at me. Her husband rested on his back with one arm over his eyes.

		"Everything's okay now," I replied, putting on the clothes. "I've just kicked Alexa Blaisdel's cunt and left her in a shit-fit on the bathroom floor."

		Fallon slapped her husband's tummy and cackled. Irving Colby sat up with a sudden jolt.

		"Oh fucking shit!" Bruce exclaimed, tearing at his hair. "Do you know what the hell you've just done?"

		"Yes," I replied calmly. "I've gone to the front of the line to take on the Queen of the Cinema Diva flock!"

		Fallon just kept laughing and laughing, slapping the mattress over and over again. Irving started to cackle too.

		The laughter spread like a disease, infecting Bruce, then the rest of Cinema for the next few days, as the gossip mongers in the MWC Club spread the word. I didn't understand what was so hilarious, until I fought Alexa two weeks later, on the floor of the Pittsburgh Mothers Wrestling Club. The place where the MWC started.

		END

		

	
		Dark Passage

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Here I was again. It was just about 7 p.m., a Friday, and I was waiting for Leisha to get to my apartment.

		I absolutely adored these times that we could get together and spend time just laying around. She was supposed to bring over some movies soon. We would spend the weekend together. Actually she would arrive any minute.

		Seconds seemed like hours when Leisha was away. I was going crazy thinking of all the things that might happen when midnight drew near. I usually did this. I drove myself mad with passion for Leisha , but Leisha probably knew that already right?

		Thinking that; brought a slight tinge of red to my cheeks. I just imagined what it would be like with Leisha here with me? My swirling thoughts were abruptly dispersed when I heard Leisha's knock at the door. That light tapping of Leisha delicate hand upon the door.

		"You're so timid at times," I called to her.

		But I knew she was not going to be timid tonight. I opened the door (with a silly grin on my face I'm sure) and there Leisha was, holding a couple of movies and (what's that?) a single, blood red rose.

		"This unique rose has no thorns" Leisha says.

		She handed it to me and I could have melted right then and there.

		"You're so romantic, and I've never known anyone like that before. I certainly haven't had a relationship with someone as romantic as you are. I'm a romantic too at heart, which makes the little things we do for each other all the more special." I gushed.

		I invited Leisha in (and thanked Leisha for the rose) and as Leisha walked past me she placed a kiss upon my cheek.

		I got a small glass vase and put the rose in it and set it on the end table in my living room, alongside the two wineglasses and the bottle of red wine chilling there.

		Leisha looked around, appreciating all the extra touches I added.

		"I suppose you know how special a night this is going to be. I spent about 2 hours putting out candles (her favorite scent) and getting dinner prepared." I told her.

		"Ah, movies by candlelight (as well as each other) were just what we both needed tonight." Leisha said.

		I took Leisha's jacket and her purse and set them on the bar that connected the kitchen and the living room.

		I asked Leisha, "Are you hungry darling?"

		She said, "Yes very much so."

		I took Leisha's hand and led her into the kitchen (also lit with candles) we both ate our meals and enjoyed some small talk about our weeks. She told me about how she couldn't wait until tonight, and that it was insanity waiting for so long.

		I said, "You are so right I feel the same way." As I slid my hand over to hold Leisha's. I asked, " Leisha, do you think it is fate that we are together. Two women, finding each other by accident really, neither knowing that the other was attracted to women. Our mutual attraction manifested one day last fall, as we both fell into each other's eyes. We were walking in the woods and stopped to play in the leaves and we both fell into them and you rolled over me and our eyes met."

		The look in Leisha's eyes had changed from the eyes of a new friend, to the eyes of someone who felt as I had, but it had been hiding. We couldn't hide from each other in that gaze and we both knew what it meant.

		"You remember that day as I do, and you told me about how afraid you felt and that you were so happy to have found me."

		She had a small tear forming in her eye. I moved over and slid my index finger across her cheek.

		I told Leisha, "I will be here forever, loving you. This love cannot die. Dreams can live for people and we are those people." I told Leisha, " I'm glad you never lost hope. It was hard for me, and I am grateful to have you here with me."

		She let out a small sigh and gave me a gentle kiss (butterfly wings brushing my soul). I suggested that we go in the living room and watch the movies, we could talk deeply like this forever though.

		"I think that would be divine." she agreed.

		She smiled that beautiful smile, took my hand, and led me into the living room. She sat on the couch as I went over and put the first movie in. I turned around and Leisha was looking at me as though she could catch on fire.

		I pretended I didn't see that look and I went over to the couch, innocently casual. I sat beside her, distanced slightly, teasing her as I did sometimes. Only in a good way.

		She giggled and pulled me over to her . I laid back on Leisha and we watched the movie like this. By the time we got to the end of the second movie, we'd had a few glasses of wine, and she started running her fingers through my hair.

		She began twirling a strand around her finger. She knew this drove me crazy, but maybe Leisha was trying to tease me a little. I decided to play the game too, and I slid my hand over to her knee that was beside me on the couch.

		I felt Leisha take in a deep breath and I suddenly realized that we wouldn't be paying attention to the movie as we had just watched the last of the two, I leaned over and got the remote and turned off the movie.

		I turned back and looked at Leisha and she was grinning slyly and giving me that look that Leisha gave me when I put the first movie in.

		"Are you going to burst into flames or am I?" I grinned back at her

		. She slid over and said, " You look like you could use a back rub." (clever Leisha ?)

		"Sure, I hoped you'd ask." and leaned back into Leisha caresses.

		Her hands moved strongly, yet gently over my shoulders. Massaging away my tension. I let out a soft moan and leaned my head back. After a few moments Leisha moved a hand up and pulled my hair away from my neck.

		She leaned in and I felt her breath upon my neck. A shiver moved down my spine. She placed a small kiss upon my neck and then another. One more after that and I reached back and took Leisha's hand from behind me and I brought it to my lips. I kissed her soft, delicate hand and mumbled something about it being her turn.

		"Perhaps a little 'quid pro quo' eh darling?"

		Her hand tasted so sweet; my mind wandered off wondering what other places I could taste. I shook off my momentary lapse in thought and switched places with Leisha . I kneaded her shoulders softly and she let out soft moans.

		"You know you're doing everything just right." She told me.

		I moved Leisha's hair back and kissed her neck as she did for me, and she quivered under my lips. I moved to her ear and nibbled it just a little and she got goosebumps.

		She took my hand and put it on her right breast. I felt it through the fabric of her clothes and bra and noticed that her nipple is rather hard.

		This turned me on even more than I was before, and I whispered into her ear, "Maybe we should go to the bedroom."

		She said, "Oh god yes."

		This almost before I get the words out of my mouth and I giggled.

		And Leisha took me into the bedroom. Candles also lit up the bedroom (naturally) and I had new silk sheets on the bed.

		"Oooh!" She saw them and gave her approval.

		She ran her hands over the fabric and told me, "I absolutely love the surprise."

		I said, "I'm glad you know it was for you, Leisha."

		. She smiled back at me, the fire in her eyes mixed with a loving gaze. This was heaven. She went over and stood next to the bed. She started to slowly rock her hips back and forth, dancing to a slow song in her head.

		She unbuttoned a few of the buttons of her blouse and I saw just a hint of the silk bra underneath.

		"Would you like to dance?" She asked me.

		I walked over and Leisha took me in her arms and we swayed back and forth. Intoxicated with desire for each other, enjoying the simple pleasure of rocking in each other's arms in the candlelight.

		She slowed the dance into a stop and then looked into my eyes. We held the gaze for a few moments and then she placed her hands around my face and pulled me her . Our lips met with the passion of our first kiss.

		Butterflies flittered in my tummy and I put my arms around Leisha and kissed her back passionately. Our kiss was soft and gentle, yet there was no doubt in either of our minds of the passion within us. We kissed again and again, hands moving over each other's body.

		"I want to touch every inch of your skin." She whispered in my ear.

		Then she started to slide the straps of my dress down. I was in my bra and panties then and Leisha was sliding her hands up and down my skin, moving over the toned body that I've worked so hard on at the gym.

		I wanted to look my best for Leisha , my love. She started to take off my bra as I stopped her and took off her blouse and skirt (I wanted to feel Leisha too.) and my breath was taken away by the sight of her

		. "You're just as toned as me, if not more. Your skin is so smooth." I said and I placed a few scattered kisses on her shoulders and her collarbone.

		She stopped me and said that she wanted to please me first, and since she was rather insistent and I couldn't refuse her , I comply with Leisha's wishes. She kissed me full on the lips, harder than our last few kisses, showing her desire for me, and she played with my tongue with her own.

		Her hands reached around and unclasped my bra and my breasts were naked for her touch and caress.

		She gasped, "You are so beautiful." and reached up a hand to cup my left breast.

		My nipples were hard (had been for hours now) and she rolled them around with her fingertips. Those soft fingers slid along my breast so gently, I closed my eyes and focused on the sensation.

		"I'm lost to the moment now," I tell her. "I hope you I don't mind."

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		She moved her kisses from my lips to my chest. She moved down my chest, placing kisses here and there and she began to lick my hard nipple and kissed it. This felt delicious, my knees were getting weak.

		Her other hand, playing with my other nipple, slowly moved in a downward path, down my right side to my panties. She slid a hand around to rub my ass and she pulled my leg up around her .

		She finished with that breast and move on to the other, and then move onto her knees and started kissing my stomach. Her tongue does circles over my belly button and I giggled slightly. Her hands moved from my ass to the back of my thighs and she rubbed up and down them. Anticipation made my legs quiver.

		She reached her hands back around and grabbed the sides of my panties and she slid them down slowly.

		"I like what you've done down here." Leisha said.

		I had trimmed my pussy almost bare and she seem very appreciative of this.

		Her kisses moved down my lower stomach and stopped short of my pussy. She stood up and kissed me again and then looked into my eyes and I could see her desire. She put her arms around my waist, and walked me back towards the bed, where she laid me down upon it.

		She stopped and looked me up and down, and licked her lips, which turned me on even more. I could only imagine the thoughts going around in that beautiful head of hers.

		She got on the bed and crawled up to kiss me on the lips again, and her hand moved and massaged my breast again and then moved down to my thigh and she slid it down the outside and then up the inside, slowly.

		Her hand lightly met the softness of my pussy and I gasped from the contact. I was soaking wet and her hand easily slid between the lips and touched my fully erect clit. My hips instantly reacted to the touch and flinched.

		She slid a finger into me and French kissed me as she moved it slowly in and out. She broke the kiss and I was gasping for air. I was so hot, and she could see it in my eyes. She kissed down my body, stopping at my breasts for a moment longer, and she moved to my thighs.

		She sucked on the delicate skin and nibbled it a little, I was moaning slightly from the combination of this and her finger inside me that was still moving in and out slowly. Her mouth moved up to my pussy and she stopped short of contact, teasing me. I felt Leisha's breath upon my skin and I gasped.

		Finally her lips and tongue met my pussy lips and I moaned loudly. I had imagined these sorts of things for many hours, sitting alone, waiting for her . She moved her tongue up to meet my clit and slowly circled it around in clockwise circles. I moved with the rhythm she created and then Leisha stopped and reversed the movement, throwing me into a new rhythm and it kept me from going over the edge.

		She slid another finger into me and moved it inside me, finding my G- spot and massaged it while her tongue glided around my clit. I was almost to the edge and she could sense it, so she started pumping in and out faster and then slower, alternating circles in faster and slower rhythms around my clit.

		I was moaning loudly and writhing around on the bed with the sensation she was creating. I gripped the sheets with my hands, grasping for sanity. I tried to hold on, but it's impossible.

		"Come for me baby!" she said, and almost instantly I did.

		Exploding in waves of ecstasy I quivered with the impact. She moved her tongue down and drank in my pleasure as I came and did so again and again. She took me to places I could only dream about. I slowly came back to my senses as she was kissing her way back up my body and meeting her mouth with mine.

		I could taste myself on Leisha's lips and tongue, which added an extra dimension of sexiness to the kiss.

		"Baby, you give me such wonderful pleasure." I told Leisha.

		I stroked Leisha's hair and told her that it was by far her turn. I couldn't wait any longer to make love to her beautiful body. I sat up on the bed and laid Leisha back in the place I just had been.

		She smiled up at me excited by every touch I placed upon her . I liked to watch that fire in her eyes.. I ran my hands up and down her body, and I started massaging her breasts as I kissed Leisha hotly on the lips.

		I rolled her nipples between my index finger and thumb and she arched her back in response. I moved my kisses to her neck, where I nibbled slightly on the soft flesh and causing Leisha to let out a soft gasp. I then moved to her breasts, kissing her gorgeous body as I moved down to her left breast.

		I licked Leisha's hard nipple softly and then sucked it a little, then I rolled my tongue around it.

		"Unnnnnh!" She moan softly as I was doing this.

		I moved to her other breast and slid my other hand down her stomach rubbing in circles. I moved my hand down to her hip and I reached back and grasped her ass cheek firmly.

		She giggled and then threw her leg around me, playing a little. I moved my hand down and put her leg back on the bed, and then slid a hand in between her legs, stopping short of her shaved pussy.

		I stopped kissing and licking her breast and look up at her and asked her, "Do you want me to touch it?"

		"Oh my god yes." She said in a passion-filled voice.

		I moved my hand up to meet her pussy and she moaned loudly. She was very wet, as was I, and I slowly slid my hand up and down her slit. I rolled her clit around as I did with her nipple, between my index finger and thumb.

		Her hips moved up and down in uneven rhythms. Her hands were gripping the sheets as mine were and I was turned on even more to see how hot Leisha was for me. I was certainly hot for Leisha . I moved my kisses down her flat stomach, stopping to slide my tongue around her belly button.

		"Hey!" She giggled as it tickled a little.

		I giggled myself and moved my kisses to her inner thigh. As I started to kiss and lick her soft skin, I slid a finger into her and started to move it in and out slowly, similar to how Leisha did for me. She was moaning and moving her head from side to side and I decided not to tease her anymore.

		I moved my mouth to her hot pussy and kissed the lips lightly.

		"Oooooh!" She gasped from the contact of my tongue to her swollen clit.

		I made clockwise circles and then counterclockwise ones, as she did for me. Each time keeping Leisha from the edge by a change in direction. I added another finger and start pumping them in and out of Leisha and lightly sucked on her clit. She was moving around wildly on the bed and telling me that she's going to come.

		My face lit up with glee and I didn't even wait for Leisha's approval before starting. Without hesitating, I bent forward and buried my tongue into Leisha's tight asshole, her dark passage, licking it with great enthusiasm and technique for a first timer.

		"Ohhh, God," moaned Leisha, surprised. She clasped her hands tightly onto the bed sheets in front of her as my tongue probed her ass.

		I relished the feel of Leisha's tight bumhole, moistening it with my saliva and slowly trying to crack it open. My spit slowly streamed down from Leisha's asshole, past her perineum and onto her pussy.

		"Mmmm," I slurped. "Tastes kind of salty!" I briefly moved down to Leisha's pussy, burying my tongue in between Leisha's wet, inviting labia. my tongue-tip massaged the entry to her vagina, savoring the sweet nectar that was continuously oozing out of it. I finally redirected my attention back to Leisha's ass.

		This feels so incredible, thought Leisha, thoroughly surprised at her own arousal. She actually liked it!

		I buried my face in between Leisha's butt cheeks. Leisha's puckered asshole was starting to open up to my tongue. I started to simultaneously massage Leisha's exposed clit with my finger.

		"Ahhh, don't stop," groaned Leisha, feeling the onset of her orgasm. "It feels so good..."

		"I'm glad you like it, sweetie," I murmured. Leisha's asshole started twitching slightly as I swirled my tongue around it. Finally, it opened up just enough for me to insert the tip of my tongue past Leisha's sphincter, and into her rectum. I was able to get my tongue in halfway deep, before Leisha's butthole contracted around it.

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

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

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

		I lifted my face off of Leisha's ass. I caressed Leisha's back while observing her throbbing puckered butthole. Leisha suddenly passed gas a couple times, expelling a small dribble of my saliva from her rectum. We both giggled when we heard it.

		I moved Leisha back onto the bed and positioned her on her back again. I began working on her pussy again, giving her a double orgasm.

		I told Leisha. "Come for me baby, go on come one more time sweetheart." As I said that, I started moving fast and faster. My fingers pumping in and out, my tongue playing with her clit and sucking it lightly.

		She was gasping for air as though drowning and I felt her explode into ecstasy. I drank in her sweetness as she caught her breath and I brought Leisha to orgasm again.

		When Leisha regained composure, Leisha said," I love you so much, I never want to let you go."

		"I feel the same way darling." I told her and we held each other and kissed once more.

		Our lips and tongues were playing gently. We fell asleep like this, naked in my bed, completely spent from lovemaking. I was so glad to have her all to myself for the weekend. I thought about what tomorrow would bring.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		No, this was not a dream. I awoke slowly, drifting from my sea of dreams. The morning sun was shining into the window through the slightly open blinds. I laid with my eyes closed, a smile upon my face, remembering what happened the night before.

		Such a wonderful thing could easily Have been a dream. I was lucky, so very lucky, to have actually experienced Leisha . Even with my eyes closed, I could smell her sweet scent in the air. I could feel her hand resting upon my stomach.

		I heard her slow, relaxed breathing. She was asleep I was sure. I opened my eyes and looked over beside me. There Leisha was naked, asleep on her back. Her chest is gently rising and falling with each soft breath she took.

		I let my eyes freely roam over her body. The sun's rays were lightly strewn over her legs and chest, barely missing her beautiful face. The face of my sleeping angel. I imagined that she 'll waken soon. I could watch Leisha sleep for hours, on end.

		Her skin was so soft and smooth, it was very difficult for me not to touch her . I reached down and took her hand that was resting on my tummy into my own. I placed a single kiss inside the palm and placed it down on the bed beside her body.

		You were still asleep, so I decided to get out of bed and took a shower while I was waiting for her to wake up. I got out of the bed and walked over towards the bathroom, picking up our clothes that were thrown off in the fiery depths of passion last night.

		I placed our things in the clothesbasket that I had in the bathroom and turned the shower on. I got in the shower. The water was so warm. It woke my muscles and the rest of my body to the new day. I was, once again, taken back to the memories of last night.

		My mind kept returning to that bliss, but could she blame me? I leaned my head back and let the water flow over my face and down my body. The heat made my nerve endings extra sensitive. I could remember every touch, every kiss, every caress, and I couldn't wait until I could do that very thing again.

		I let out a slight sigh of contentment. I could have died right then a happy woman. I had experienced one heaven on earth, in her love. I suddenly felt her soft hand on my shoulder and I jumped a little.

		" Gosh Leisha, you startled me." I said.

		She was standing there, still naked, and I caught myself staring at her body. I started to say good morning, but she quieted me by putting her finger to my lips. She stepped into the shower and pressed me back lightly against the shower wall.

		She traced my lips with her finger, and then she slowly brought her lips to mine. Words couldn't fully describe the power of her kiss. She kissed my upper lip, then the bottom, then both.

		Her mouth was open slightly and her tongue slid past my lips, playing with my tongue. We kissed for a moment longer.

		"Mmmmm, I could do this for eternity if you wish." I told her.

		Her hands were embracing me as we kissed, holding onto my back to keep me steady. My knees tended to get week when Leisha kissed me. My arms were on the sides of her slender waist.

		"You're so soft." I tell her.

		Our kiss broke. I was breathless.

		She said, "I want to soap you up."

		I said, "Sure, as long as I get my turn to do the same to you ." (I winked).

		She laughed her playful, sexy laugh as she grabbed the body wash and started rubbing her palms together. Her hands were all over me. I was slippery with soapsuds but having a good time.

		I got some soap and got Leisha soapy as well. We embraced again and it was very erotic to have such a slippery, sliding feeling from the soap. Our breasts slid against each other's. In all of this soapy fun, I almost forgot about our plans to go out today.

		I would have much rather just made love to Leisha all day, however, we both decided that it would be good to go somewhere, after all, night was just hours away. We kissed once more. This was a hot, kiss of delicious longing.

		"How will I make it through the day?" I asked her.

		We rinsed off and got out of the shower. We got dressed (in casual clothes, just jeans and sweaters) and had breakfast. Our plans were to go out for a picnic and we wanted and early start. We got into her car and she drove out to a secluded spot.

		She knew how much I liked our privacy on weekends like these. We sat and talked into the afternoon, I listened to her words and the thoughts she told me of. I wanted to know everything about Leisha

		. Everything Leisha her thoughts, her feelings, her ideas, all of her. I'd have loved to have lived in the universe that was "Leisha " and stay forever. She'd feed me a strawberry. I'd feed Leisha one. I'd read a love letter I wrote for Leisha especially for this day.

		She was blushing. She took my hand and squeezed it softly. She sang to me, and I was almost brought to tears. She had a very beautiful voice. I couldn't take it anymore, so, I laid Leisha down, on the blanket we brought, and kissed Leisha . I would never, ever, get enough of her kisses. Those delicious, soft lips could kiss me a thousand times and I would still want more.

		I brought my hands over her sides and slid them down. I pulled her sweater off over her head. She had no bra on, naughty girl! I missed that small detail when Leisha was getting dressed. What a surprise!

		(Could Leisha see the flames flickering in my eyes?)

		I placed a kiss on her right breast. My tongue made a circle around her nipple. I took a long look at her beautiful breasts. Ah, I still thought this could be some dream. I wouldn't question it though. I would only enjoy this.

		I massaged her breasts some more and got a bright idea. We just happened to have some whipped cream with us.

		"Did you plan this somehow?" I asked Leisha.

		We both laughed. I placed the airy, light cream over her nipple. I let my tongue dance over it, tasting the whipped cream. She giggled slightly as I do this. Delicious.

		Whipped cream never tasted so good. I was taking my sweet time, and about to move to the other breast, when I felt something hit my arm. It was the light drop of a sprinkle of water. I looked up and suddenly it started to pour down rain.

		Sheets of rain were falling all over us. We screamed and gathered everything up, laughing as we got into the car. She was putting her shirt back on as the rain splattered against the car.

		"Are you ready to go home?" I ask Leisha.

		"Yes, if you are." She said. with a slight hint of hurriedness in her voice.

		She drove us to her apartment, because it was closer. We didn't manage to get into the door without getting soaked even more by the rain. As I put my things down in the kitchen, Leisha told me to follow her into her bedroom.

		I walked in and Leisha said, "Take off your wet clothes and change into something of mine."

		I tell Leisha, "It's not just rain making me wet."

		She said, "Oh I am sure of that." and glanced back at me with those sex-hungry eyes.

		I shivered.

		She changed into a robe and left me to find something to wear while she made us some hot cocoa. I looked through her closet and found a robe similar to hers. It was silk. Smooth and very comfortable on my skin. Hers was a light shade of violet and mine was a light shade of pink. I put it on and walk into the kitchen to find Leisha . We sat and drank our hot chocolate.

		I stared at Leisha , and looked away when she looked over, flirting just the smallest bit. (wink)

		She eventually, looked over at me and said that Leisha want me very badly, and have all day actually, and she couldn't go any longer without making love to me. I swallowed my last sip of hot cocoa very quickly, as Leisha grabbed my hand and pulled me up out of the chair and towards the bedroom.

		She stopped to turn on a small lamp that was sitting on her bedside table, and then she turned out the bright overhead light. Just enough light existed for me to make out her silhouette.

		She walked me over to the mirror. I was pondering why we were standing here, as she looked at me through the mirror. Standing behind me she said that she wanted me to see how beautiful I was to her . She untied my robe and slid it off my shoulders. It fell to the floor and I felt the air hit my skin.

		She took off her robe too and it swished to the floor into a puddle of fabric. I looked up into the mirror and looked at myself, Leisha behind me, both of us were naked, yearning for each other.

		I could see her flushed cheeks even in the dim light. She brought her hands around to cradle my waist and I sighed and leaned back into her . Her breasts were softly pressing against my back. She comforted me so. She kissed my neck and ran her hands over my stomach and up to my breasts. I sighed again. I wanted Leisha so badly. I turned around and brought my lips almost touching hers. I lingered like this, before her soft lips, making the eagerness grow.

		I whispered inaudible syllables to her lips. Finally, I kissed Leisha . As we kissed, I walked Leisha back towards the bed and we laid upon it. I told Leisha I wanted to kiss every part of her body and I slowly did so, first her shoulders, then her collarbone, then down her arm and her hand to her fingers and up the inside.

		Same on the other arm, my kisses traced an outline of her body. I kissed over her chest and her breasts, her stomach, down her thighs and calves and up the insides to her sex.

		I finally moved up (after a little lingering a bit longer than usual) and placed kisses on her forehead, cheeks, nose, chin, and finally, her lips. As I did that, we fell into a long sensuous, erotic, kiss.

		I felt myself slipping away and completely moving into the kiss. It was that feeling where nothing else in the world seemed to matter except the very moment Leisha was in. I felt that way with Leisha.

		Her tongue darted into my mouth and I felt as though she might devour me right here. I slid my hand down her body, while her hands moved fiercely all over my body. Her need was so great. I placed my hand between her legs and Leisha opened them gently to give me greater access. I slid a finger inside Leisha .

		She was very slippery, and I moved in and out, faster and faster. She was moaning while kissing me with the same fever as before. Her breasts were pressed against me and I felt how hard her nipples were. I broke the kiss and moved my mouth and tongue downward.

		I met her aching nipples and sucked them gently, nibbling just slightly.

		"Oooooh!" She gasped as I did this.

		My finger was still inside her, and I added another while I stayed at her needful breasts a little longer. Her moaning was very loud and was turning me on very much so.

		I felt my wetness seeping onto my thighs. I moved down her stomach, my tongue was tracing a line. I made almost instant contact with her clit, and Leisha was going wild. I wanted her to come hard for me, I wanted to feel and taste her desire.

		I added another finger and curled them upward and found her G-spot. I heard the sound of my fingers moving inside Leisha, that squishing sound, and it made me even hotter.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Before Leisha could come, I decided to give her another bonus. I stepped back, helped her up and I turned her over onto her stomach. She was somewhat surprised and confused at first, then she figured out what was coming when she felt me kissing her plump, round asscheeks as my hands caressed her back.

		I felt her tense as I spread her sweet ass and gazed into the inviting crevice. She didn't have the pornographic image of the pink, tight, cute starfish. Her asshole is a nice slit, surrounded by dark, soft, wrinkled skin and ultra-fine stubble from her most recent wax job. The wrinkles and stubble seem to retain the musky scent and flavor of any of her natural activity back there and that makes licking her so much more delicious and exciting. I've tasted several women's asses, but Leisha's turns me on most.

		That first lick was the best. Her warm anus tasted slightly salty with a faint; underlying bitterness that made my pussy throb with excitement. As I licked and held her down, she gradually relaxed and began to moan softly. My tongue's gentle passes along her valley from her pussy to the top of her buttocks made her relax, and after a while I was able to probe inside her asshole with my tongue.

		The deeper I went, the more delicious she was and the more the rich scent of her ass enveloped my face. I slowly and sensuously explored the firm, rubber-smooth walls immediately inside her. To my delight, she began to surrender to her lust and was soon pushing her ass back against my face, urging my tongue inside her even more deeply into her rectum. It was there that it met a satiny softness and a much more pronounced, almost tart bitterness that made me seek and enjoy it ravenously. I knew exactly what I was tasting, and this forbidden essence just turbocharged me with lust. She got really turned on, too, when I told her how delicious her asshole was.

		I eventually made her come by slowly moving my tongue deep into her ass and out again, and she later marveled at it.

		Later on she opened up about her exposure to analingus. And her impression. No one had ever gone down on her ass before, and while she confessed to being nervous at first out of concern about how her scent and taste would be received, once she realized how aroused I was by it, she felt a great sense of empowerment that brought her almost instantly to the verge of orgasm. It was even more powerful than what she usually felt while giving a oral sex and having a woman completely under her spell. Being a boss by nature, she said she fed off the idea of a woman licking and eating out her asshole. There was a dominant-submissive element to it that turned a key in her libido and from that moment on, deep analingus I knew was going to be a major part of our sexual interludes.

		By way of giving Leisha an anal orgasm, her second of the weekend, my desire seemed to be more overwhelming with every moment. Her first orgasm only fanned mine and her flames, I turned her back over and I flicked my tongue over her clit and closed my lips around it. Still moving my three fingers inside her . She was shaking as she started to come, her sex closed tightly around my fingers and I felt Leisha's release as she came.

		She had aftershocks, and I drank in her desire and played with her clit until she came again. I loved to feel Leisha come for me. Leisha calmed down after this and I laid next to her on the bed. Watching her beautiful face as she caught her breath and returned to her senses.

		She had tears of joy, in her eyes.

		"I wish you knew how much I love you and need you my darling." She told me.

		I held her face in my hands and said, "I need you every bit as much as you need me and I loved you deeply you know."

		. I started to cry, only for joy that I had Leisha with me here. It was too much to handle. A love so real and true that it was heartbreaking to encompass it. I hold our love very high. It is she, with me.

		She sat up and moved over me and straddled me, her legs on either side of me. She said she loved me so very much and she kissed me. I could not move. Her kiss has transfixed me. I was under her spell for sure. I giggled to myself. She moved down my body, with that hot tongue of hers.

		Everywhere Leisha touched made me burn with lust.

		"Oh, how I love to feel your lips and tongue." I told her.

		She reached my sex and began to slide her tongue into me and then up toward my clit. I was moaning and calling her name, and she was holding onto my thighs to keep me in place.

		She sucked my clit and flicked it, rolling it with her tongue around in a circle, over and over and over. I was going over the edge and Leisha kept her tongue on my clit as I came, I twitched as Leisha brought me to ecstasy again.

		She licked me and tasted my joy and slid her hands all over my thighs. She came back and laid back on the bed next to me, both of us tired from lovemaking but completely satisfied.

		We kissed once again and I moved over and turned out the lamp. I felt Leisha slide her body up behind mine. I felt her breasts and stomach against my back. She wrapped an arm over my stomach, as if to say that she own me. I grinned to myself. I was hers, for sure.

		END

		

	
		More Cow Bell

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		The women at the Flesh Shoppe were the most fearless gals in a city known for its "fit figures", warehouse workers, and legendary tough gals. They were rougher, tougher, butcher than even the other women in similar positions who were straight.

		And of all the butch mommas and muscle beauties and domme's at the Flesh Shoppe, Linda Katz was the biggest, baddest, and butchest of them all. Most of the gals who knew her here called her "The Kat" or even "Da Kat". But to those who worked with Linda in the straight world – or those of us who had known her longer, like me – she was simply "Kat."

		She hadn't been called Linda since she was a little girl, although even when she was a girl she'd never really been what you'd call little.

		I knew Kat from our college swimming days together, swimming for a NCAA powerhouse. I was a freestyle short distance competitor – I didn't make the team until junior year. But even as a true freshman, Kat was a multiple-threat swimmer. She could swim freestyle, butterfly, and even breast stroke or backstroke, and Coach would even use her occasionally on relays.

		After junior year, Linda had the option of going to the Olympics or staying for a potentially great senior year so that she might raise her prospects for higher sponsor endorsements (and help us win the conference). She gambled and lost. A series of injuries during the season of our senior year ended her swimming days completely.

		She managed to create a decent career for herself as an assistant coach and strength trainer at a nearby two-year college. Because she was really successful, she was often the subject of speculation in the local media for positions with more prestigious universities.

		But concerns about a different kind of speculation - about her personal life - that might arise at a more high-profile school kept Kat from improving her station. (Homophobia was much worse a few years ago, when this all took place, than it is today, and even today I doubt an out lesbian college swimming coach is going to happen any time soon.) Which was fine with her, because anyone who watched Kat in action at the Flesh Shoppe knew that her day job was just to pay the rent, because her real job in life was as mistress of a stable of hot babes.

		Among women – and men – who are attracted to the rough kind of fearless woman epitomized in our culture by the likes of action movie stars, MMA fighters, swimming and soccer athletes, Linda Katz was possibly the hottest woman they had ever seen. She was 5'10" of pure sculpted, shredded muscle, with a naturally (almost unnaturally) low body fat percentage that prevented even a university athletic meal plan from fattening her up. But there was no need for bulk on this gal anyway. She was built like a steel tank – a stainless steel tank with the angles and beauty and sex appeal of a Lamborghini.

		Nude, she could pass for a fitness model. Her pectorals were perfectly sculpted mounds of meaty mammary muscle, covered by silky smooth tanned skin that added to her beauty.

		. The all over tan covered her jutting pecs onto her abdomen, where it spread out to completely cover her shredded six pack abs. Her tanned ass was a perfect bubble butt (and perfectly smooth), her thighs like sinewy tree trunks, her calves large inverted teardrops covered with more of that hot tanned flesh.

		The perfect body wasn't wasted on anything less than the perfect face for it. Imagine a shredded Aubrey Bledsoe or Morgan Brian with a leaner, movie-star face (like I said, she could have been a fitness model) - that was Kat. She wore her straight, fine, just off the shoulders loosely, forming, with her permanent dazzling smile, a symmetrical frame around her lean, high cheek boned face. Steel blue eyes, a button nose, broken and reset multiple times, and sharply angular cheekbones combined in such a way as to just make you wet your pants just looking at her.

		While she was gorgeous, there was nothing remotely cutesy or girly about any part of her, the way some athletic gals are. No Jennifer Anniston pretty girl shit with this girl. Well, with one possible exception – her nipples were unusually large, even on such big pecs on such a big woman. They weren't grotesquely large, but the aureoles were about two inches across, and the nipples the size of pencil erasers. I thought they were hot as hell.

		But apparently Kat didn't like anyone to handle them - she was "touchy" about them, "sensitive", or so I heard from gals who had slept with her. Whether it was psychological or physical or (most likely) a combination of both, she let it be known that she didn't like anyone to touch her nips.

		But I also knew something else about Kat's physical assets that only a lover – or a swimming teammate whose seen her in the showers – could have known. And that was that her nickname, Sex-Kat, was appropriate as more than just a reference to her physique. While her nipples were disproportionately large, her labia were outright prominent. She really had big pussy lips.

		This wasn't where her nickname came from – like I said, she'd been "Kat" since she was a girl – but the gossip of her lovers and slaves confirmed and extended her legend. The only woman I've ever seen to compare to her was a video of a Brazilian Pornstar who had the same kind of huge meat flaps. And just as with her nips, Kat was very "touchy" about her lips.

		They were as sensitive as they were large, and maybe they were something of an Achilles heel for her, both in terms of being a physical weakness and a sexual one. In the wrong hands, I guess she could be easily brought to her knees, made to beg for release. And in the right hands... the same thing, but in a sexual way.

		Usually if a gal is well endowed down there, we mean that if she has big cunt lips, and usually big cunt lips makes the gal's pussy look oversized also. With Kat it was the other way around. Aroused, her lips thickened noticeably, turning a deep shade of dark red.

		Unaroused, her lips were a lighter color of red, nearly pink. Being endowed the way she was, also made her stand out in a shower stall full of more typically endowed American women. Clits are often compared to marbles, pencil erasers, baby dicks, but in reality most gals' clits are the size of peanuts not Vienna sausages, and some gals literally have clits ranging in size from walnuts down to peanuts.

		Kat's clit truly the size of six year old boy's penis if not bigger. Any larger and it would have looked pathological. And it stuck straight out, literally, an inch beyond her lips, rumor has it that when she was aroused, she could penetrate her female lover.

		Yeah, I spent years secretly scoping her out in the shower. As, I learned later, she scoped out me. The first year or two that she frequented the Flesh Shoppe, Kat was very popular. Personally, she's a nice, fun gal, even a little shy at first. And she was so hot that every gay gal in any room she walked into instantly wanted her.

		Lifelong tops willingly bottomed just to sleep with her (and there was never any question who would be the top in any coupling involving Kat). You could always pick Kat out of the crowd; she always wore blue jeans, black boots, and a t-shirt or tank top. But then the Flesh Shoppe started its Flesh Market Mondays, and things started to change, both in terms of the Flesh Shoppe's vibe and with Kat's personality.

		The Flesh Market was a slave market – it was an auction of sorts, but involving sexual dominance , not money – and Kat got into it like a woman who had finally found her true calling in life. At first it was fun – just a regular slave auction with a twist – you had to wrestle for the right to claim a slave.

		There was a huge room at the Flesh Shoppe that had once been part of the repair shop where the club's owners had installed a boxing/wrestling ring, complete with regulation turnbuckles and ropes. However, it was on a platform only about a foot off the ground, so you could really see all the action well (and had to be careful not to catch a flying elbow or boot in the face).

		If a slave was contested, you had to wrestle for her in this ring, and sometimes the wrestlers lost sight of the prize and instead got into one another – sometimes playfully, other times in a full-on domination/submission scene. For some really hot gals, this led into a "playoff" situation where the winners of successive rounds were challenged until all challengers were defeated.

		As a top, and an athlete (though not much of a wrestler), I got into this action and kind of accidentally ended up with my own stable of three subs. I had never been into the whole BDSM, mistress/slave thing before, but once I fell into it I found I really liked being in command of other hot, athletic women. But no one enjoyed it as much as Kat. She'd wrestled in high school (boys team of course) in addition to swimming (she played just about every sport), and with her strength and aggressiveness, this made her a natural to dominate the scene. Kat started to contest some of the wrestling auctions, and before long she was as into that life as any of the hardcore lady dommes.

		The Flesh Market "auctions," quickly became known as "catfights" and the slaves as "Kitties" and "Pussies" (feminine gals, boyish gals, femmes, and sometimes former athletic tops who'd been "broken" or "feminized" by their mistresses).

		In the beginning, Kat was simply the most respected and desired of all the mistresses, and she went easy on the mistresses who wrestled her for ownership of slaves at auction – those few who dared to take her on. But one night a wrestler known as Sunnie – taller and heavier though less muscular and fit than Kat – decided to teach Kat humility in a very aggressive way.

		Well, things didn't work out well for Sunnie. Kat got mad and really put the hurt on her. And then when she was done, Kat not only claimed her as slave at auction but also took two of Sunnie's babe-alicious slaves, beautiful gals who had once been tops before being subjugated by Sunnie.

		Sunnie wasn't seriously hurt, although she easily could have been, but she was badly bruised and shook up, and her ego and reputation were destroyed. She never showed her face at the Flesh Shoppe again. Some people said she left town.

		After this, Kat got a little too serious and a little too greedy. She was determined to take all the hottest gals for her stable. And other gals started poaching from other stables too. Pretty soon, the good time vibe had turned really serious. And then things got really hardcore, when Kat decided she wanted to challenge another mistress, a hot black gal named Alexa, and when she defeated her, she just let Alexa's slaves go and made Alexa a slave in her own stable. Alexa's humiliation was incredibly hot, but at the same time it seemed like a really bad idea, and it was, because other mistresses followed suit.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Some ended up claiming other mistresses as their bitches; some had the tables turned on them and ended up as bitches themselves. It seemed that the only gal who was never challenged in this way was Kat.

		Until the night that Kat more than met her match. Among the enthusiastic regulars at the Flesh Shoppe there was this one Hispanic gal named Cote (like the actress in NCIS) that was just kind of an oddball. She was short and slight, not particularly muscular, and not especially good looking. She looked like a tough femme, kind of girlish but in a gang girl sort of way. But she was a mistress, and she dragged two respectably hot and curvy slaves, both in their late thirties, along everywhere she went, one blond gal and one black gal.

		She kept them both completely shaved and on leashes and called them Girl 1 and Girl 2. Girl 1, the blond gal, was a bit shorter with smallish tits, the black Girl 2 had a real fine set of boobs, but it was apparent that in Cote's hierarchy, Cote was the superior of both "girls" and Girl 1 was the superior of Girl 2.

		I found it really hot that both Cote's "girls" were full grown women being dominated by a femme who looked like she was seventeen even if she was in fact in her twenties. Even with all their body hair removed and forced to wear hello kitty underwear and high top sneakers like little girls (or sometimes even made to wear male under pants, tee shirts, and socks), they still looked like women, whereas Cote looked like a girl despite her thug clothes.

		Kat didn't pay Cote any attention; she already had hotter gals than Girl 1 and Girl 2 in her stable, and wrestling Cote wouldn't have been "sporting". But Cote paid a lot of attention to Kat. She watched her constantly. I watched Kat a lot myself, which is why I noticed. I really loved the idea of sex with Kat, but I'm a top too. I didn't see any sexual encounter with Kat working out to my liking. Also, I didn't want to get my ass kicked, and I'd got to the point where I liked having my own slaves and didn't want to risk losing them. Still, I thought about how much fun it would be to dominate the mighty Kat and be the first gal to fuck her in her tight virgin ass.

		Seems like I wasn't the only one to have such thoughts. One Tuesday things were slow. A lot of the interest had gone out of the Flesh Markets; the stronger, tougher gals had pretty much stolen all the best slave merchandise, and it was kind of the situation where "resistance is futile". I began to wonder how long before Kat or someone almost as strong was going to try to turn me into her bitch.

		So the auction almost closed after two boring battles when Cote stepped up to the bell, on a pole attached to one of the turnbuckle posts, and rang it, signaling she wanted to challenge a fellow mistress to a catfight.

		At first, everyone was just stunned. Then the place erupted in laughter. Some gals started mocking her. Her status as a mistress had always been something of a mystery, if not a joke. Cote just ignored the laughter, and then announced who she wished to challenge. Kat.

		The place quieted down again. Shock again. Then louder laughter and louder mocking. All eyes turned to Kat, but she wasn't laughing. This was a joke, alright, and she didn't like being part of it. The mockery rubbed off on her, too.

		And Kat was right. She couldn't decline the challenge but beating up on such a little gal would make Kat look small too. She enjoyed dominating butch women, not femmes. But then the crowd started chanting "Kat! Kat! Kat!" and she had no choice. She wasn't dressed that night for a challenge; she hadn't brought her wrestling togs. So she stripped out of her leather bustier , her fishnet hose and her thigh high leather boots.

		All she was wearing under her clothes was a black thong, and it looked like it had been stuffed with the biggest 'camel toe' ever. Her tan muscular ass poked out the back. God, I got wet at the idea of popping that back-door cherry!

		Cote likewise stripped, but she was prepared. She was wearing a tight, shiny gold G-string that looked like they'd been stolen off of Cher from one of her videos. She had on blue leather boots. And then she donned a red cape. She looked ridiculous. Maybe that's how professional wrestlers from Mexico dress, I thought. She looked like a crazy Mexican Luchadora.

		The two women climbed into the ring, and that night's auctioneer, Jill Wilson, was acting ref. She spelled out the rules (there were only four): no biting, no grabbing or hitting the crotch, whoever forces the other woman to submit (or renders her unconscious) wins, whoever wins gets her pick of the other woman's stable to enslave, including, if she wants, the other woman herself.

		The two women were asked if they agreed to the rules; they said they did; the ref had them "shake hands and come out fighting". Kat was embarrassed to even be a part of what she regarded as a sick joke. She just hung out in the middle of the ring sneering contemptuously, waiting for Cote to make the first move.

		God, Kat was hot.

		Her bulging breasts were glistening with sweat (it was a hot summer night), as were her buns. Her thong seemed to be the most overworked piece of apparel in human history, straining to contain its wearer's big clit and thick lips.

		Cote darted around her, making weird karate like moves, swishing her cape for good measure. She was surprisingly fast and nimble, but she still looked idiotic. Kat watched her but didn't deign to even turn her head when Cote darted around behind her. The gals in the audience started to boo.

		This was a farce all right. Kat was starting to turn a bit red with anger. She felt humiliated, and that was not a good thing. Humiliating others was her thing, not being humiliated herself. But still she just stood there, determined not to be seen as bullying a littler woman by striking first.

		Well she shouldn't have worried, because on her second pass around the big woman, when she was behind Kat and out of her line of sight, Cote jumped forward and spanked Kat hard on the ass not once but twice, so that each ass-cheek wore the red mark of Cote's hands like twin brands!

		Kat wheeled around quickly, enraged not so much at being attacked but at being attacked in such a sneaky manner and treated with such contempt. A woman like Kat being spanked like a little girl, by a sissy little femme no less! She was furious. To make matters worse, everyone was laughing at this brazen affront, this mockery!

		And the 'tits' of little Cote to insult Kat like this had started to move the crowd into her corner a bit.

		"You go, Cote!" someone called out, then people started cheering for her.

		Kat started to get really angry, and that led to her first mistake.

		Cote pulled off her red cape and yelled, "Gata, venga! Here Kitty! Here Kitty!"

		("La Ratona" the mouse, was stitched in black on her G-string.

		She was having fun with this luchadora-superhero thing.) We were all amazed at the gall of this kid – she wasn't just challenging Kat to a fight; she was openly mocking her. But just like her namesake, Kat took the bait and sprang.

		But Cote was ready. She easily sidestepped the much bigger woman, gave her a swift kick to her left knee, and Kat dropped to her knees, cut down to size a little.

		A hush filled the huge room as the crowd took in what had just happened. Someone had brought the mighty Kat to her knees! Many big, muscular, fearless women had been crushed by Kat, and here a 120 pound weakling had brought her to her knees!

		But as shocked as everyone else was, I was more so, because I understood Kat's strength and speed so much better. I've seen Kat outrun professional caliber athletes, I've seen her hit by much bigger women than herself, I've seen her take out gals with killer strength, speed, and instincts. For a little gal to do that to Kat told me three things: first, this gal was an exceptionally good athlete herself; two, she was trained in martial arts at a very high level; and three, most important, she'd really done her homework on Kat. She knew that Kat had once had serious problems in her left knee, and she'd hit her just right, so as to temporarily cripple the big woman.

		Kat tried to get up on her feet, but before she could do so, Cote had again lunged in and punched her on the side of the head. Kat looked dazed; she staggered up, but between her confusion and her bad knee, she just kind of collapsed on her knees again. Once again, Cote seemed to know of Kat's history of concussions, and had somehow hit her in just the right way to fuck with her consciousness.

		Just as Kat was struggling to her feet again, Cote threw the cape over the big gal's head, blinding her. Cote again spanked the muscle babe on her sweaty asscheeks, in exactly the same places, reinforcing her "brand" on the Kat's haunches. Kat tore the cape off, livid, but Cote was already in midair, landing a flying kick into Kat's chest, knocking her on her ass into a corner.

		Cote scooped up her cape and, climbing outside the ring, had it around Kat's exposed throat, and then wrapped it around the turnbuckle post, in seconds, where she twisted it like a giant tourniquet. The muscles on Cote's arms were pumped, her face covered in an evil sneer.

		Kat grabbed the silk garrote and tried to pull it loose, but despite Kat being several times stronger than the little woman, Cote had too much leverage. Already dazed and hurt, Kat quickly passed out.

		Cote released the big woman; after all, she just wanted to knock her out, not seriously hurt her. She dragged the unconscious Kat into the center of the ring, put her boot on the beauty's bulging breasts, and flexed her sweat drenched muscles.

		Jill came up to her and raised her right hand, proclaiming Cote the winner. The crowd went nuts. Partly because they loved how Cote, the underdog, had had the tits to take on Kat – and win! Partly because everyone had kind of felt like Kat was getting too big for her britches. (Well, literally that was definitely true!) But mostly because the whole thing was just so fucking amazing. Not to mention, hot as hell.

		Jill told Cote that as winner she could now state the terms of her conquest. The dozen slaves in Kat's stable were all lined up outside the ring. Cote claimed them all but told them she'd decide their fate later. For now, she was more interested in claiming another spoil of conquest, more prized booty – literally. She declared that Kat was now her slave.

		The entire room reacted at once, but the reactions differed. There were gasps of shock at this overthrow of the Queen. You could hear some gals laughing at Kat's comeuppance, other gals plotting how they would get their slaves back, the ones Kat had stolen from them. And then other gals like me were shouting to Cote our ideas of what she should do with her conquest – right here and now (hey, I was Kat's friend but that didn't mean I didn't think she was owed a good fucking, or that I wouldn't enjoy watching it!).

		We shouldn't have bothered, because it became apparent immediately that Cote had her own ideas, and she definitely planned to turn them into reality here and now. Cote had come prepared. She ordered her dozen new slaves – the conscious ones – to drag her other new slave – the unconscious one – out of the ring and into the main part of the room.

		This huge old room was the main meat Shoppe part of the old Market Place. Chains on rollers hung from the ceiling; once animal carcasses had hung from huge hooks on them. They could be raised and lowered with the touch of buttons that likewise hung on keypads from the ceiling. Chains that could be raised and lowered, moved back and forth, designed for manipulating big hunks of flesh?

		Perfect for what the elite tops of the Flesh Shoppe's clientele had in mind for the rest of the bottom women there. Cote had brought more toys than just her "El Raton" wrestling outfit. She pulled over a large canvas duffel bag and pulled from it straps made of conveyor belt material, stainless steel spreader bars, leather cuffs. It suddenly became apparent that Cote had planned this out in great detail for some time.

		She had previously arranged eight chains in a cluster that she now lowered from the ceiling and attached two straps just inside each of Kat's big round deltoids running under her underarms, another two just above the elbows, a big one running under her waist at the hips, and four more around her thighs just above her knees and on her ankles.

		She put what looked like boxing gloves with the thumb sown to the palm over Kat's hands, so that she couldn't grab anything. Cote joined the elbow, knee, and ankle pairs with spreader bars to limit movement, then she pressed the buttons to raise the big gal up at a 45 degree angle so that she looked like a four legged animal being examined from underneath.

		Although Kat was lifted up off the ground, she was on all fours at such an angle that her head was a little lower than eye level with most of us (and her ass exactly at 'dildo' level) and we all got a great look at the mighty Kat trussed up like the prize animal she now was.

		Meanwhile Girl 1 and Girl 2 proceeded to carry six full length mirrors into the room and set them up in a semicircle about 10 feet in front of Kat. Whatever was going to happen next, Cote wanted Kat to be as much witness to it as the rest of us.

		Cote then cut off Kat's thong, and the gal's huge pussy lips and clit popped into view. I was already wet and my pussy was throbbing at the sight of this hot muscular Wonder Woman helplessly trussed up.

		Cote then took out some smelling salts and ran them under Kat's nose. The big gal sputtered to life and immediately started cursing and struggling against her bonds. Cote stripped out of her G-string and stuffed it in Kat's mouth and taped it in place with duct tape.

		(Cote was aroused, as indicated by her nipples, hard as rocks. Her pussy adorned with small delicate labia, and a modest but erect clitoris were beginning to display her female juices as they accumulated around her sex.

		"Well, it looks like I won a prize animal at the Flesh Market tonight," Cote said, smirking.

		She ran her hands over Kat's muscular calves, her muscular thighs, her perfectly rounded asscheeks. She swatted the big woman's ass like she was a prize animal too, just to taunt her some more, then she spun her around on the chains and proceeded to examine this slab of Grade A Prime girl meat from the front, starting with the woman's oversized nipples that capped the huge slabs of mammary muscle protruding from her chest. I'd always thought of them as perfect pecs, but to Cote they were...

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		"Tits! If you're such a woman, what are you doing with such cow tits? I think you've been living a lie, `Kat'. Maybe it should be 'Kow'." She said the name as contemptuously as she could. "These titties look like they belong on a cow, they're so big. All this muscle on your chest doesn't fool me. These nipples give you away. They're too big to be a woman's. I bet they're as sensitive as a cow's too."

		She turned to the assembled women, all of them were to a woman soaking wet. Most gals had slid their fingers into the front of their pants and were fingering themselves.

		"I bet I could make this bitch beg to come just by working her tits over. What do you girls think?"

		The women laughed and encouraged her to "tease the bitch" and "make her come". Cote grabbed Kat's huge nipples in her small hands and deftly began to squeeze and pinch and pull and twist them. It was soon clear that Cote was as gifted with her fingers as she was with her fists and feet.

		Kat tried to struggle, to break free, to pull away from Cote's magic touch, but it was no use. Kat's tits - and her pussy - betrayed her. It seemed that once again Cote had found Kat's weak spot. To physically dominate her, it was her knee, but to psycho-sexually dominate her, it was her nipples. The woman was a born tit-slave, no matter how much she'd tried to deny it to herself.

		All the rumors about how sensitive she was about her nipples were all just because - her nipples were so sensitive. They were her Achilles' heel and as a top woman Kat couldn't stand the idea of having a weakness, especially one that seemed so mortal and made her into a helpless nymphomaniac. It began to seem possible that Cote could actually get Kat to come from nipple play alone.

		Kat groaned and moaned and with Cote's G-string in her mouth, the big gal sounded exactly like a cow mooing and lowing. Well more like a cow water buffalo in agony - or in heat - but bovine in any case.

		"That's it moo cow - moo, moooooo," Cote laughed.

		Kat turned red with humiliation but continued to moan like a one woman herd of cattle all the same. The gals gathered around her laughed their asses off. But with each tug on her nipples, Kat mooed and lowed louder. Kat's labia went from soft light red colored petals to rock hard dark red flaps within minutes of Cote's tit treatment.

		The power femme was now aggressively pulling up and down on Kat's tits as if she were milking a cow, and Kat couldn't get enough of it. Her pussy lips were so engorged it seemed you could see them throbbing, and her juices were leaking out of her cunt and running down the puffy lips and dripping on the floor.

		Where once she had struggled to get away from Cote's touch, now Kat was straining to make sure Cote didn't stop.

		But with a final twist and a slap to both tits, Cote said, "Enough of that for now, bitch." Kat hung her head in frustration and groaned - mooed - again.

		Next Cote moved on to the giant clit that made Kat seem so much like her namesake animal. But Cote wasn't impressed.

		"I don't think this is a clitoris at all. I think it's just another udder. And I'm going to milk it. Just like a dairy cow. And I'm going to breed my little cow while I'm at it. And when my bitch is full of my dildo, she's going to squirt her milk all over, proving that she's just a cow, not a super hero at all. What do you think of that, `Kat'?"

		Kat was livid, and raged into her G-string-gag, and struggled some more against her bonds, trying to grab Cote with her dangling free hands made useless by the modified boxing gloves on them. Cote just continued lightly squeezing Kat's big clit in one hand and then began working the bound woman's labia back and forth with the other.

		"Yeah, these udders are full of rich, thick, tasty white cream... you just have to know how to milk them..."

		Kat struggled to resist the effect Cote's obviously talented hands were having on her clit, but it seemed to get harder and harder with each stroke. The top of it looked like it might pop.

		"And look at this tit!" Cote said, shaking the swollen clit. "It's filled up fast. She's going to need relief soon!"

		Cote continued to squeeze and tease Kat's clit and tits until the big woman was leaking juices like a slobbering dog. You could see the humiliation on her face as once again Cote had completely controlled her, with both her cow tits and the dark red winged flaps of her pussy lips. As Cote squeezed the big gal's big clit, a thick droplet of juice actually emerged from between the engorged labia.

		But Cote wasn't going to let her off - or get her off - easily. She let go of Kat's clit and tits and let the tits swing back and forth as the big clit poked impotently at the air. She walked around behind Kat and pretended to be shocked at what she saw.

		"Flies! Flies on my prize dairy cow! Shoo fly!"

		Cote swatted the bound gal's bare ass again and again, hard enough to make Kat wince and groan in her gag. Then Cote squeezed and kneaded the plump, muscular asscheeks. She spread them and teased the gal's virgin asshole with a moistened finger. Kat bucked and writhed, trying once again to break free. She seemed as terrified of being fucked as a young virgin girl.

		"Well no wonder my little cow can't keep flies off her sweaty ass! Someone removed her tail! Well, I can fix that!" Cote exclaimed, as she once more reached into her bag.

		She removed an animal tail butt plug from the duffel bag, but this butt plug didn't end in the tail of a pig or dog, like ones I'd seen before. This one had a cow tail attached to it. Even though the plug attached to the tail was small and shorter than Cote's dildo and no thicker, Kat started to wiggle and buck again when she saw it. But the more of a pussy she acted about it, the more we all wanted to see her pussy poked.

		"Now this is a very delicate operation, restoring a cow's tail to her ass. First, you need to clean the area to be operated on..."

		Cote spread Kat's damp asscheeks, then bent down and slowly, teasingly licked Kat's rosebud, then ran her finger around the tight pucker of Kat's asshole until it was gleaming with spit. She bent down again and applied her obviously talented tongue to the job of rosebud analingus, while Kat's engorged cunt continued dribbling girl goo like a leaky faucet.

		The bound gal's smooth body was now soaking with sweat, as she strained and struggled against her bonds – and against her body's response to her own undoing. Given how brutally she'd disposed of Kat in the ring, I expected Cote to be abusing her roughly now, but Cote was gently dominating her.

		I didn't get it – until I realized that Cote very wisely wanted to truly, completely conquer Kat by forcing her to enjoy her domination, subjugation, indignity. Cote wanted to turn her into a total bitch. I looked over at Girl 1 and Girl 2 and thought about how these two gals had once been butch tops too. Cote ordered Girl 1 to start massaging Kat's big nipples again and commanded Girl 2 to work over her huge lips.

		Her cow tits and her turgid clit - these were the secret to controlling Kat, Cote had shown, and she wasn't going to stop until she made Kat come and by making her come, completely dominate her once and for all.

		Girl 1 and Girl 2 thoughtfully stood to the side as they worked the big gal over, so that we got a great view of her rippling muscular torso, and her huge clit and tits, as she was being slowly, methodically turned from ferocious she-cat to bred bitch.

		Cote now slowly worked her finger into Kat's tight ass hole. At first Kat tried to clench and deny her, but a quick slap to Kat's oversized cunt quickly changed that. Cote eased her finger into Kat's ass hole, a little bit at a time, at the same time she slid her other finger into her cunt, and hooked her g-spot , gripped it firmly and began to milk it.

		Kat again struggled against her bonds but you could tell it was half for show now; it was obvious that Kat was conflicted over the pleasurable sensations she was feeling physically versus the humiliation and shame she was feeling psychologically.

		Like many a top, Kat could also be turned on by having the tables turned on her. She had just never realized it before now. Maybe it was her own narcissism at work - she liked seeing hot subs get humiliated and dominated and now here was the hottest gal of all being humiliated and dominated and she had a front row seat in front of the mirrors Cote's "girls" had set up. Or maybe it was just the cliché about powerful gals liking to be dominated.

		Either way, Kat was starting to get into it in a major way. She was fighting it in her head, but her heart, clit, tits, nipples and cunt all betrayed her. Now Cote removed her finger from Kat's ass and took the well-lubricated cow tail butt plug and slowly twisted it into Kat's tight sphincter.

		Kat reared her head back and thrashed and tried to howl with the pain and humiliation - and pleasure of feeling it against her rectal rim - but again she just sounded like a lowing farm animal. Finally the butt plug was all the way in and Cote flipped the switch on a remote.

		The tail started sweeping back and forth and with the movement Kat bucked and struggled again, trying to escape. It was obvious she was enjoying being ravished and ravaged like this, but her top-reputation was at stake. Girl 2 was now working the big woman's g-spot gripping her like a bowling bowl, back and forth and her clit was as hard and straight as a miniature steel pipe with a lug nut joint on the end. And the pipe was throbbing.

		"I never thought of Kat as femme before but look at her work that ass for the girls!" someone cracked as the tail ... swished ... back and forth. "No flies on her!" some other comedian added.

		I'm not going to lie. I was as gushing like a waterfall myself and my panties were soaking. This was literally my favorite fantasy come to life. Except I wasn't Kat's mistress - some puny femme was. I'm not sure if that didn't make it even hotter. There's something about a "girl" dominating a Domme that I just find super-hot.

		I guess if you like seeing subs dominated and humiliated there's nothing like seeing it done by a supposed weakling. Or maybe I'm just a subversive. I like porn where thug black gals dominate white cops and corporate types too - the whole power play turned on its head thing.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		So now Cote had retrieved a riding crop from her bag of tricks and had made a game of alternately swatting Kat's butt-cheeks as the tail swished back and forth. She wasn't holding back either - Kat twitched and barked in her gag with each crack against her ass, and red welts started to form. Then Cote lay down the crop and gently stroked the reddened asscheeks with her fingertips.

		All the while Kat's big clit remained fully erect and hard as steel - Girl 2 was now working over her huge tits again and Girl 1 had started sucking on the big woman's oversized clit. Kat thrashed and struggled but the more she did the harder Girl 1 and Girl 2 worked at driving her crazy with lust.

		Cote went back to her bag of tricks and pulled out a cowbell. It looked like the musical instrument but it had a tongue in it - it was a real bell - a big, heavy brass number that looked like something Cote had picked up in an antique shop. It had a leather strap and two nipple clamps attached . Cote hung the bell around Kat's neck, then attached the clamps to her tits.

		. Cote swatted the bell, Kat mooed outrageously, and the bell sounded a few times before settling down. Cote then went around behind Kat and pulled out the cow tail dildo, then lubed up her index finger and worked Kat's ass with her fingers again. Kat moaned into her gag in an out of control fashion now, truly like an animal rutting - or now, I guess, a cow in heat.

		Cote massaged her G-spot but warned Girl 2 when she gave the task to her, to be careful not to let Kat orgasm until she'd been properly prepped. Kat turned her head to try to face Cote when she heard this, looking enraged and apparently shouting something into the gag that sounded like more angry animal noise, but Cote just grabbed the big muscular bubble butt with one hand on each buttock, spread her asscheeks wide, and positioned her dildo at the opening of Kat's ass hole.

		She teased the opening gently with the relatively small mushroom shaped cockhead, then slowly started to push it into the tight slippery muscled ring. Kat resisted, but Cote slapped her ass hard and the gal in momentary shock let up and Cote eased her prong in. Kat dropped her head and bellowed and tugged helplessly at her bonds again as Cote slowly slid all the way in, until her small pubic bone was pressed tightly into Kat's crack and Kat was no longer an ass virgin, a top, or, in Cote's eyes, even a woman.

		Then Cote slid in and out slowly. Girl 2 timed her stroking of Kat's clit to coincide with Cote's fuck-rhythm. Kat moaned and groaned and it was impossible to tell from her face whether she was in pain or ecstasy or both but Kat never looked more alluring than now, her face sweaty and defeated and contorted in pain/pleasure and her muscles straining against her bonds, corded like cables.

		Then Cote started fucking her fast and hard. The bell clanged crazily each time Cote's own cunt slapped Kat's muscular sweaty ass. Kat's huge tits swung back and forth like a pendulum on speed.

		"More cowbell! More cowbell!" some wit called out, "Breed and seed!" called another, "Ring her bell-ell-ell, ring her bell," sang someone else off-key, and the assembled women laughed wickedly at Kat's conquest.

		Kat tried to hide her face in shame but couldn't - she was too far gone - her head reared back as she moaned - mooed - louder and louder into Cote's g-string gag. Cote ordered Girl 2 not to let her come and her slave complied, slowing the pace. But Kat was desperate to come now and started fucking back at Cote's dildo and fucking Girl 2's hand by thrusting her hard engorged clit forward. Cote stopped thrusting and Girl 2 stopped stroking, letting Kat do all the work.

		"She's fucking herself," someone muttered, and it was true.

		Kat alternately ground her ass backward onto Cote's prong and thrust her clit forward through Girl 2's greasy fingers, and was doing it faster and faster now, literally fucking herself coming and going.

		Cote was so turned on herself now, the back-end of the dildo, doing a number on her own clit, that she couldn't help herself and with a wild howl spasmed her juices down her thighs and onto the floor still ramming herself into her new slave's ass hole.

		Taking a cue from her mistress, Girl 2 worked Kat's clit expertly until the big gal came almost at the same time as her new mistress, sending huge gobs of girl goo gushing out and down from her cunt. And waiting for it was Girl 1, who had taken a miniature milk pail that Cote had bought at a costumes store out of Cote's bag of tricks and used it to catch every last drop of Kat's girl juice as it cascaded through the air.

		Kat just kept coming and coming in big squirts of female cum. It seemed like the gal's giant tits had contained a pint of woman-cream. The exhausted Cote withdrew from Kat's cunt and slapped the former gal top's well used ass.

		"Good girl," she said. "Now for your reward."

		Cote went around in front of Kat and tore off the duct tape and removed the gag from Kat's mouth and gave her a loving slap on the cheek.

		"Good girl," she repeated.

		Kat scowled and tried to look threateningly at Cote but Girl 2 had attached a leash to a ring on the leather strap holding the cowbell around Kat's neck, and Cote tugged it hard now and said, "And you're going to keep being a good girl for your mistress or lose a couple of things very precious to you still!"

		Kat groaned and grimaced in pain as the bell clanged to remind Kat of her new lowered status and how her status was literally in the hands of this domineering femme.

		"The bell tolls for thee, bitch!" Cote laughed.

		Frustrated, angry, and defeated, the beaten Kat's face showed us something that no one had ever seen before. Yes, humility, defeat, even fear - these were all new and they were there etched into those handsome, chiseled features in a way that we knew meant they were permanently inscribed into her psyche now.

		Yeah, we saw all that - but we saw something more. Kat's eyes were watering despite her efforts to control herself and now two tears, one from each steel-blue eye, trickled incongruously down the fearless gal's angular, scruff-covered cheekbones.

		"Oh, Kat, don't cry over spilled milk!" Cote said laughing. The women in the crowd started howling with laughter again too. "Think of all the women here that you've made lap your sweet pussy and tongue your tight ass too! Now you're going to get a taste of your own medicine. Hope you're not lactose intolerant!"

		The femme mistress grabbed Kat's square, jaw and pulled it forward, squeezing her mouth open.

		"Open wide," she said mockingly, then with her other hand reached into the milk pail held aloft by Girl 1 and scooped a big handful of girl cum out, forcing it into Kat's mouth.

		She then forced Kat's mouth shut and patted her on the cheek and said, "Drink up, bitch."

		Kat looked like she was about to spit her cum out when a sharp tug on her depleted and aching tits reminded her of her new position of humiliating helplessness. Kat swallowed deeply, her gullet bobbing up and down in her taut corded neck like a boa constrictor.

		Cote squeezed the gal's mouth open again and again scooped a big handful of cum into Kat's mouth, but this time Kat had surprisingly stuck her tongue out like a choirboy getting communion and swallowed without having her tits jerked.

		Cote continued to hand-feed the gal her own cum until it was all gone except for one last blob. With this Cote drew a "milk mustache" on Kat's sweaty upper lip.

		"Got milk, Kat? Oh yeah you do! God, so much milk from you, my little cow!" Cote sneered.

		Then she ordered the trussed up gal to lick her fingers clean. Kat resisted for a second, then did as she was ordered. Kat was losing her dominance by the minute to this femme. And then, to complete her conquest of her new slave, Cote went back once more to her bag and pulled out new, professional strength, battery powered electric dog shears. She put the edge of the shears at the top of Kat's forehead, just above the eyes.

		"No!" Kat cried out.

		Apparently she had some pride left. "Not that!"

		After everything Kat had been through, it would seem that having her head shaved would be a minor humiliation, but apparently Kat's Domme identity was still heavily tied to her invincible self-image.

		"Please, not that," Kat pleaded, sounding as if she might start crying in earnest.

		Cote just laughed and told her to shut up or she'd be sheared like a sheep and not just 'branded.' Then Cote shaved a large "K" into hair.

		Cote grabbed the keypad and lowered Kat - I just can't bring myself to call her Kow like some of the gals did after that night - to the floor, where she removed her straps and spreader bars. Kat started to raise herself up - everyone was expecting to see a different battle with Cote now, one with a likely different outcome, but Cote put a booted foot on Kat's shoulder and forced her back down on all fours, tugging hard on the leash that was still connected to the big gal's big tits as she did so.

		"Down, Kow," she commanded.

		Kat looked up at her new mistress with a helpless look on her face, intimidated, submissive, broken. I guess the best way to put it is - she looked completely cowed.

		Then Cote mounted Kat's back and ordered her to carry her out of the building. With the leash pulled up tight through the middle of Kat's ass crack, mashed up against the gal's bubble-icious butt-cheeks.

		Cote rode the defeated former top woman out of the building, whipping her ass with the other end of the leash from time to time, just to remind her who was boss.

		END

		

	
		Real Want

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Rebekah exhaled as she shut the door of her silver F-150 Raptor. Finally. The Spring Break. No college classes, no work this weekend. And better yet, she was leaving for vacation to Cabo in the morning.

		She leaned back in the charcoal grey seats and shut her eyes, relaxing for a moment. Suddenly, someone flicked her nipple through her thin fishnet-covered black tank-top. "Hey!" she exclaimed and opened her eyes. Her best friend, Deborah, was leaning in the open window, a big grin on her face.

		"Don't fall asleep, lover. You've got to drive me home, remember?"

		"Oh, that's right," Rebekah said, closing her eyes again. "Sorry, Deborah, I forgot." Deborah circled around the front and climbed in the passenger side. She tossed her grey-and-pink plaid backpack in the back seat.

		"You alright?" she asked.

		"Just tired and thankful that it's the weekend and my vacation starts. I fly out in the morning." Rebekah smiled at her friend as she shoved the keys in the ignition.

		Deborah was the brazen Gothic girl at Tisch. She and Rebekah had been friends for years and had both come to Tisch for the same thing: music. They were both amazing singers, despite Deborah's shyness.

		Deborah and Rebekah seemed completely different. Deborah had ink black hair and big blue eyes, usually thickly lined in black eyeliner and mascara. Rebekah had golden blond hair and shimmery summer green eyes and was always smiling and joking. However, despite their differences, they were the best of friends.

		Deborah often found herself feeling very jealous of Rebekah. She was an absolute babe, with her 36D breasts, tiny waist, big butt, and endless legs. Rebekah was much taller than her, about five foot nine, while Deborah was only five foot two. Her breasts were only 34Bs but for her small stature, it wasn't unusual.

		Rebekah wished that Deborah didn't find herself so unattractive to men. She wished she would look around and see just how many guys stared and ogled her as she passed them on her way to her truck. She herself often found Deborah very attractive.

		"What're you staring at?" Deborah asked, blushing. Rebekah shook her head, unaware of her staring.

		"Nothing. You just look very pretty today." She smiled shyly and turned her eyes back to the road; her pale cheeks tinted a rosy color.

		"Thanks you're so sweet." Deborah said.

		"Thanks...hey, do you want to stay at my apartment tonight? You'll be closer to the airport, so you can leave from her, and get an extra hour of sleep. We can get drunk, have some fun?" Deborah said, grinning. That was the one thing about her that was similar with Rebekah. They both loved to get drunk, but only in the comfort of their own homes. Deborah hated to party.

		"Sure, let me just text Amy and tell her I'm not coming home tonight. I can have her swing by on her way to the airport and pick me up." Amy was Deborah's older sister. They were living together while Deborah's apartment building was fumigated. "You still have my bag at your house, right?"

		"Yup."

		"You didn't look in it, did you?" Deborah asked. She had some "personal" items in there.

		"Of course not." She did. Rebekah had been using her friend's small purple vibrator since the last time she stayed over. She didn't really like penetration, so this little toy was perfect for her. She loved clitoral stimulation and this thing buzzed and vibrated like train tracks on her thick clit. Sometimes she even left it on all night, pressed tight against the large nub by her tightest pair of panties. When she woke up in the morning, it was usually to a huge orgasm and her panties and bed were soaked with her juices.

		The thought of that little toy made her breaths a little heavy and Rebekah parted her lips for breath.

		"You okay, Rebekah?" Deborah asked.

		"Yeah, I'm fine, I'm fine. We're here," she said hurriedly, pulling into her parking space at her apartment building. Her face was on fire as she opened the car door.

		Deborah saw her friend's little nipples poking out of her shirt as they got out of the truck. Her lightly-tanned cheeks pinkened slightly and she chuckled to herself. She grabbed her backpack and followed Rebekah into the apartment.

		***

		"Hey, Deborah, I'm going to go take a shower, okay?" Rebekah grabbed her sexy pajamas that she wore whenever Deborah came over. It wasn't that she wanted to attract her. She just loved to dress up and impress when she was here. Deep down inside herself, she knew it was because she wanted to show off what she DID have.

		"Alright. See you soon," Deborah said, not taking her eyes off the TV, where she was scrolling through the channels in the guide.

		As soon as the shower turned on in the bathroom, Deborah picked the porn channel. She loved watching porn and soon her fingers were lightly and gently twisting her nipples through her silky pale blue tank-top pajamas. She wore only that and a white lace thong.

		In the shower, Rebekah was rubbing her clit ferociously. Ever since the ride home, she'd been restless and horny as hell. Even now, at eight o' clock, nearly three hours since the ride home, her clit was still engorged and deep pink, suffused with blood. Rebekah shoved the handle of her hairbrush in her mouth to muffle her moans. She'd never had a lot of sex before, so her masturbating was always very intense.

		She kept rapidly rubbing her clit, trying desperately to come but she just couldn't. Rebekah sobbed hopelessly and pulled out the hairbrush. It wouldn't happen. She gave up and quickly washed her hair and soaped up her extra-sensitive body. The silky water and fluffy bubbles caressed her body, making her feel feverish and restless when she finally emerged from the shower.

		Rebekah toweled herself dry and put on her Chinese silk corset nightgown. It came with a garter belt that tied to her sleep stockings. She didn't want to wear panties under it, but her juices were leaking so heavily that she felt she had to. Unfortunately, the only pair that was clean were her tightest panties, the ones that pressed delightfully against her nerve-filled clit.

		She groaned as she pulled them on, the little rubber nubs on the inside caressing her clit. She had no other choice but to bear with it. Maybe with the rubber nubs on it, later she could grind against her mattress while Rebekah slept.

		Deborah heard the shower shut off and hurriedly changed the channel to a random movie. Of course, Hostel, where boobs paraded about everywhere. There was a very small dark spot on her lace panties and her nipples pointed straight out of her pale blue tank, but she was very calm when Rebekah came out.

		"Nice, Rebekah! Is that new?" she asked, referring to the nightgown.

		"Y-yeah," Rebekah gasped. Every step she took, the inner toy rubbed and stroked her over-sensitive clit. She hurriedly sat down where unfortunately; Deborah started to tickle her.

		"No! Deborah, d-don't, oh god!" she laughed and moaned at the same time. Her thrashing and wiggling caused the nubs to almost vibrate, stimulating her, teasing her.

		Deborah laughed at Rebekah's strange giggling. Her body was soft and warm and Deborah suddenly found herself staring down at her, wishing she could kiss her. She could tell that she was horny and she was annoyed that Rebekah was parading her hot little body around the apartment, teasing poor aroused Deborah.

		So she kissed her.

		***

		Rebekah's lips were soft under hers and she parted them gently, prodding her tongue inside, stroking hers. Deborah ran her hands up and down her body, feeling the Chinese silk and hot skin under her hands.

		At first, Rebekah went stiff with shock but when the hands began stroking her, she moaned and arched, her nerves crying out to be touched. But when there was a slight pause in the stroking, she gasped and broke away.

		"God, Deborah, what are you doing?" she exclaimed, scrambling to one end of the couch. Crimson flowers bloomed on her cheeks, staining their ice-white perfection.

		"What do you think I'm doing, you teasing little whore?" Deborah giggled. She wanted to see if Rebekah got as turned on by her with dirty talk and judging by her increased breathing, hard nipples, and bright red cheeks, she did.

		"B-but I'm not a..."

		"Shut up," Deborah said. She grabbed a handful of wet black hair and yanked Rebekah's head back. Her teeth and lips attacked hers, sucking her bottom lip into her mouth, biting gently and then harder when Rebekah moaned.

		"No, please, Deborah, STOP," Rebekah gasped hoarsely. She didn't want this, she didn't want this, she didn't want this. But oh, god, it felt so good...

		"Shut the fuck up, you little slut," growled Deborah. She pulled back and, towing Rebekah by her hair, hauled her into the bedroom.

		Rebekah bounced as she hit the bed, but she didn't have much time before Deborah was on her again. She straddled the smaller girl's body and smiled down at her. "You like this, don't you, slut?"

		"No, Deborah, what the fu-"

		"Don't lie to me!" Deborah slapped her across the face, but reasonably gently. Just enough to show her who was in charge here.

		"Ow! Deborah, will you, ahh..." Rebekah trailed off as Deborah ground her hips against hers. The rubber toy stroked her shivering nub and she moaned, her head kicking back into the pillows.

		"That's better, baby. Just let it all go," crooned Deborah. She pulled off her tank top, revealing her flawless lightly tanned breasts with their hard pink nipples. Uncaring about the shirt, she ripped off the two straps and tied Rebekah's hands to the headboard. She kept grinding so that she was held immobile by the pleasure.

		"There we go!" Deborah climbed off of Rebekah, who instantly began to struggle.

		"Deborah, what the fuck are you doing?" she yelled.

		"Just giving you what we both need," Deborah said sweetly. She untied the strings attaching the garter belt to the stockings and then ripped off the nightgown, the zipper on the side whizzing down fast.

		Now Rebekah's body was completely exposed, save the black fetish panties still covering her pussy. Her small perky breasts were swollen and tight with desire and the nipples elongated and quivering, wanting to be touched and sucked and...pinched...

		"Now you wait here." Deborah went into the living room and grabbed her overnight bag. She brought it back into the bedroom where Rebekah was trying to untie herself, in vain, of course.

		"Now let's see. What do I want? Oh, yes." Deborah whipped out something small and shoved it into Rebekah's panties, pressing it to her clit. It buzzed and churned on her pussy and Rebekah screamed at the stimulation. "I believe you've been using my little purple toy for the past few weeks, haven't you, my filthy slut?"

		Deborah watched Rebekah's hips buck and writhe on the bed, struggled to get away from the tingling toy. Her deep blue eyes pleaded with Deborah.

		"P-please...don't..."

		"Oh, no," Deborah snickered, "you're not done. Not nearly done yet."

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Deborah clipped some silver nipples clamps onto Rebekah's nipples as she thrashed and moaned, her body bending with what looked like excruciating pleasure.

		"That's enough of that, don't you think?" Deborah said and she pulled out the vibrator. Rebekah sagged on the bed, gasping for breath. There were pussy juices all over the small ball. "Mmm..." Deborah moaned as she licked it slightly. She dug around in her bag until she came up with two black leather straps that she attached to either side of the vibrator. She then shoved the pussy-juice-drenched ball into Rebekah's open, panting mouth and strapped it against her head.

		"Mmph!" shouted Rebekah. The taste in her mouth wasn't unpleasant in the slightest but this was not the reason for her protest. It was the incredibly embarrassing and humiliating sensation of knowing that she was tasting her own pussy juices, feeling the silky flavor creep across her tongue and slide down her throat.

		Deborah flicked the nipple clamps and Rebekah jerked. She laughed. "How cute. You like that? You like pain, you little fucking whore?" Rebekah screamed against the gag as Deborah grabbed the clamps and pulled on them, stretching out her nipples, pulling. It felt so good...her pussy spasmed hard.

		"That's my good slut. Now let's see that wet cunt of yours." She ripped off Rebekah's panties and saw the drenched swollen pussy lips of her best friend. "So you shave? Good girl. So do I! That'll be good fun for later. But for now..." Deborah put a clamp on Rebekah's nose. In a few moments she started to panic, unable to breathe. Deborah pulled the gag out a little and she sucked in a noisy breath.

		"No air for you. You don't need to breathe." Rebekah gasped in one more before Deborah snapped the gag back into place, blocking the air. "Now watch me, slut. Watch me eat your cunt out." She turned on the vibrator ball in Rebekah's mouth, shaking her teeth but drawing her attention.

		Deborah lowered her head and began to slowly lick Rebekah's scrumptious pussy. It was butter-soft and soaking in tasty juices. She had a large clit and Deborah sucked that into her mouth, nibbling on it. Rebekah screamed, her voice muffled and strangled from lack of air. The sound turned on Deborah more than ever and she attacked her pussy, biting, gnawing, sucking and licking every last inch of it.

		Rebekah felt lightheaded from both air deprivation and the sensation of Deborah attacking her dripping cunt. The more she couldn't breathe, the better this felt. She exploded in an intense orgasm and hardly noticed when Deborah removed her gag, still continuing to eat at her snatch.

		Rebekah's screams echoed in the apartment as Deborah fucked her pussy with her silver tongue, sliding it in and out of her tight pussy. Her tongue rings, three of them in the very center of her tongue, stimulated more than Rebekah could believe.

		She was shocked when Deborah slid further down, her tongue lightly rimming her asshole. When she started thrusting her tongue in and out of the tight wet hole, she came again, her juices covering Deborah's face.

		"Please! Please, Deborah, stop!"

		"Shut up, you little cunt! You slutty whore!" Deborah screamed. She smacked her ass repeatedly as she fucked it with her tongue. She didn't stop until Rebekah had come twice more.

		***

		Rebekah lay in a little heap on the bed, exhausted from the amount of times she had cum. Deborah untied her hands and rubbed her sore wrists, kissing her best friend gently.

		"I just want one last thing from you, okay, baby?" she said softly. Deborah stripped off her now-soaked panties and threw one leg over Rebekah's hips. "You ready?" Rebekah nodded, her eyes clearing and looking into Deborah's beautiful green ones.

		Deborah pressed her pussy against Rebekah's, feeling their sensitive large clits clashing and rubbing one another, slick with pussy juices and saliva. A jolt went through her and she moaned. "Oh, yes," Deborah hissed. Their cunts made soft smacking wet noises as they ground against each other, the lips kissing passionately.

		Deborah leaned back, grinding her pussy harder into hers, feeling that soft silky-smooth pussy caressing her own, their juices mingling. She moaned, thrusting her hips against Rebekah's faster.

		Rebekah had never felt anything like it. Deborah's slick and soft pussy was massaging her clit, their two nubs bumping and rubbing against each other, stimulating like no vibrator had ever done.

		"Wait," Deborah said suddenly. She stopped and Rebekah moaned in despair. She got off the bed and grabbed out of her bag two thick black anal plugs. She slicked them up with spit and hurriedly inserted one into her twitching anal cavity. She had used these a lot of times before and was used to them, but it took a little extra effort squeezing it into Rebekah's ass. Finally, both plugs were inside, rubbing against their inner walls.

		***

		"Not yet," Deborah teased as Rebekah reached for her. Rebekah was insatiable, moaning, pleading. The butt plug was stretching her ass, making her unbearably horny. Deborah was digging in her gag again and she came back with a small but thick disc and a double-sided pink dildo.

		"S-Deborah, I don't like penetration," Rebekah protested as she began to insert it inside her cunt.

		"Too bad. You'll like this." Sara pushed the dildo inside herself first and, clenching her pussy muscles around it, shoved it into Rebekah's pussy forcefully. Rebekah cried out but Deborah smacked her ass, silencing her.

		"Don't scream. And say, 'Yes Mistress.'"

		"Yes, M-Mistress," Rebekah meekly whispered. Finally, Deborah pressed the small disk in between their touching clits.

		"Are you ready?" Deborah asked.

		"Yes, Mistress," said Rebekah. Deborah reached beneath her and flicked a switch.

		The butt plugs, dildo, and disk all began to buzz and vibrate wildly and both girls hurtled over the edge in an incredibly orgasm, screaming to the ceiling. The disk fell away as they began fucking each other wildly, the handles of the anal plugs clashing, the dildo stroking in all the right places.

		Deborah reached down and twisted Rebekah's still-clamped nipples and she screamed, cumming repeatedly.

		"I love you, Deborah!"

		"I love you, too, Rebekah!" The two best and closest friends came one final time and collapsed on each other, the buzzing dildos lulling them to sleep.

		***

		Rebekah lay in her bed, pondering the day. She had not heard Deborah leave for the airport. Rebekah was surprised she was able to drag herself out of bed so early after last night's sexual marathon. She was going to miss Deborah for the ten days she would be gone..

		Her responsibilities taken care of; her calendar clear. That was a good start for the weekend. The satin sheets might have seemed a little extravagant but she liked how they made her naked body feel when she slept. The sheets still bore the aroma of the passionate struggle from the night before. Hers and Deborah juices mingled together making an exquisite fragrance.

		She arched her back in a morning stretch and her nipples grazed the fine fabric immediately bringing them to attention. She had wonderful breasts – and she knew it. They were not oversized or undersized or anything like that, they were a large C, maybe a D, but were the text book perfect shape with silver dollar sized areolas and long delectable nipples. They suited her frame very well.

		Rebekah glanced down to her nipples as she stretched. She smiled to herself as the fingertip sized buds easily made their presence known through the flimsy bed covering. The sex with Deborah had awakened something inside her, some unexplained need. She never thought of herself as anything but straight.

		She knew there were lots of people – both men and women – that would be happy to sample her offerings if she was to appease. But that wasn't her way. She mostly stayed to herself, was happy to be single student, and except for a temporary diversion or two, Rebekah was happy not having a permanent relationship in her life.

		But there were days when she needed something other than her battery powered companion. Days when the touch or feel of a real person was something that called to her. Something that consumed her thoughts. Today was one of those days. It was too bad Deborah wasn't still here.

		But today was different in some ways from the other days that she sought companionship. She could have a man over in a second. In fact she wouldn't even need to get out of bed. Her cell phone was in easy reach – speed dial numbers of her favorite fellows easily accessible. No, today she wanted something different.

		Her morning stretch completed; her gaze remained on her erect nipples. She brought her hands up her side and playfully flicked then pinched both nipples and fondled her breasts. She loved the way the felt beneath her hands.

		Her thoughts drifted back to specific sexual moments in her life. She saw sex as something to be sought after regarding quality, rather than quantity. She fast-forwarded over the few "normal" encounters and preferred to linger her daydreams on the even fewer more exotic daring episodes she had experienced. She thought of the time she had two men at once. Both of them experienced lovers. Filling her mouth and her vagina at the same time. She thought back to the largest penis she ever had in her mouth, and then to the fucking she took from that immense cock until she was so sore that she walked bowlegged the next day.

		A smile crept to her face. She thought back to last night, the only time in her life that she had a lesbian encounter. The other woman was Deborah. Compact with a small tight ass. A nice figure and a cute set of perky breasts. Deborah had mostly been very shy, but on occasion, like with the alcohol of the evening and the risqué environment had presented them both an opportunity. One that they both did not deny.

		. Even now Rebekah was unsure whether or not her head had already been in motion when that magic phrase was whispered to her, but nonetheless, her tongue touched another woman's nipple for the first time last night.

		There were more memories of last night that Rebekah's mind replayed. She remembered the feel of the Deborah's mouth on her nipple- as if it were happening right now. She also remembered in vivid detail the first touch. When her hand caressed her bikini bottoms, and then pulled the tiny material to the side. She could still smell the scent of her when she leaned in close to feel Rebekah's pussy.

		She shuddered involuntarily while she relived her experience. Rebekah's hands then slipped between her legs. The heat emanating from her vagina nearly brought her out of her trace, but instead she simply cupped her warm pussy in the same way Deborah did last night and returned to her memory.

		She could still feel – longed to feel again – the touch of Deborah's hand on her cunt. If only she'd had a few more days, if only Deborah had been leaving tomorrow...

		She penetrated herself with two fingers. On the bed she arched once more. It was not her fingers that were inside her – it was not even the blonde's. It was a woman – any woman. Today, she needed to feel what only a woman could give her. Her nameless faceless lover continued to finger fuck Rebekah while she lay there writhing on the bed.

		In an instant she came. It was more a prelude of things to come then a full blown earth shattering orgasm. But any orgasm on a woman's hands, even if they were really her own, was enough to confirm to Rebekah what she needed today.

		As she rode down the back side of her orgasm she fondled her clit. It was engorged now. The size of the tip of her little finger. Oh how she wished that a woman would enter her bedroom right now and suck her clit. She wished she could reach her own clit to suck it. She wanted to taste a woman.

		As her plateau levelled out, Rebekah begrudgingly removed her fingers from her now sopping wet pussy. And in a moment of pure deviance, brought them to her mouth to taste them. Still with her eyes closed she imagined that is was another woman she was tasting. Her mind spun with the fantasy. She sucked her fingers deep into her mouth, tasting the sweet nectar that was her imaginary lover. She licked her fingers clean.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		Rebekah slept through most of the day.

		After a time, Rebekah reluctantly committed to leaving the bedroom, all the while planning how she would make her fantasy a reality. She thought of going to a strip club. Why not? It's not for men only! Then she came to the reluctant conclusion that the men there would simply try to pick her up and she'd spend the night frustrated, fighting off pricks when she really wanted a cunt. It was a REAL WANT!

		She thought of cruising the bars, but she didn't want some butch lesbian and most likely the other women that she would find desirable, would be accompanied.

		She showered. She resisted the urge to touch herself again but trimmed herself neatly and made certain that all was in order because one way or another her dripping pussy would be on display tonight.

		After her shower she spent extra time on herself. I seldom enjoyed past time of plucking this and pruning that, that ended with her looking extravagant. She selected a tight black Lycra bodysuit with nothing on underneath. No panty lines would spoil this evening. And she wanted to advertise what she had. She wore her best set of black 'fuck me' boots, that rode clear past her knees and much like a neon sign, point directly and her puffy crotch. The body suit had a zipper down the front, and as she carefully rolled it up past her pussy, she looked in the mirror and decided to leave the suit open to navel level. Her perfect breasts were only accented by the tight outfit and virtually spilled out the front of the suit.

		"Perfect" she thought.

		Then she laughed at herself in the mirror – "All dressed up with no place to go, eh Rebekah?" But she felt hot. She WAS hot. She donned a set of evening gloves that matched her boots and lit a cigarette. Then she sat down at her computer to see what the town had to offer for tonight's entertainment.

		Offered was the typical big city entertainment for a weekend evening. This band playing at that bar, this movie showing at that theatre... She briefly thought about a blue move, or perhaps even an adult bookstore! But she didn't want to get arrested for prostitution and she reluctantly admitted to herself that if she was to enter either of those establishments dressed like this, the outcome would most likely not be pleasant.

		She could feel the lycra rubbing her pussy while she surfed on her computer. Looking down at her crotch she realized there would be nothing to hide. Every fold, every crease, in fact even the total lack of pussy hair was blatantly obvious. There was a part of her that liked that. A lot. It was like being naked without actually doing it.

		She rubbed her crotch through her jumpsuit with one hand while she surfed with the other. She could feel the heat from her pussy. She was on fire. She could come right now, but she would not be denied her future.

		Then, almost closing the popup before she read it, was an ad for an escort service. It wasn't the ad that had caught her eye, it was the woman in the picture.

		A goddess. She had fire-red hair. She was leggy and tall. She had had a full body red leather suit on that clung to her like a second skin. She was ripped. This woman obviously worked out – a LOT. And she had a whip in her right hand that was coiled around her right leg, accenting her muscular physique.

		The ad said her name was Fancy.

		Rebekah subconsciously pressed her hand against her cunt so hard that she almost came.

		" I fucking want THAT", Rebekah almost said aloud.

		She studied the picture. Fancy's muscle tone was visible through the leather she wore. Her pussy lips filled the crotch of her dominatrix attire. Her breasts – bigger then Rebekah's own – were firm and perfect. "Suckable", Rebekah thought. So into this picture was Rebekah that she wished she had a cock to pound this woman with. " A big fucking thick throbbing cock", thought Rebekah.

		There was a phone number on the add. Rebekah recognized the prefix and realized that it was only one suburb from where she was. She thought to herself, "I can't phone an escort agency!" She argued with herself that she was a woman and these places catered to only men – so unfair!! She read and re-read the add, she stared at Fancy. She masturbated herself through her clothes into a near frenzy.

		Then she picked up the phone.

		She dialed the number and hung up immediately. "WHAT THE FUCK AM I DOING!" she chastised herself.

		She picked the phone up out of its cradle and dialed again.

		The voice that answered was female. A sultry, low raspy voice. "Who do you want today" was all she said.

		Rebekah was silent. Her eyes wide with adrenaline. The woman on the end of the phone had seen this before.

		"Your first time calling baby?", she asked .

		"Yes" Rebekah whispered.

		The woman on the phone instantly identified that she was talking to a female and switched gears.

		"Hello honey. Don't be scared. We have what you are looking for too.", Rebekah was gently coaxed.

		"Fancy." Was all Rebekah could muster.

		A chuckle from the other end of the phone. "Oh, it's like that." Rebekah was told. Rebekah was silent. Still unsure of the path she had chosen.

		"Say it!" the voice demanded. "Say that you want Fancy to fuck your cunt!".

		Rebekah was in shock. She almost hung up the phone. But to hang up the phone would be the end of her fantasy. The end of the picture on the screen that her eyes were glued too. The end of the huge breasts, the chains accenting her red leather – then end of her fantasy. Oh so close to being reality, all she had to do was talk.

		"Tell me you want Fancy to lick you", the voice said. Rebekah's ears rang from the rush in her body to the point where she had to concentrate to make sense of the words.

		"I, uh! Hem," Rebekah coughed," I want Fancy to lick me".

		There was a moment's silence on the end of the phone. Rebekah thought for a moment they had been disconnected. Then the voice spoke softly, "30 minutes...Where do you live...."

		As Rebekah hung up the phone alarm bells were going off in her head. "WHAT THE FUCK HAVE I DONE??" she thought over and over.

		It took her a stiff drink and a cigarette to calm down, but when she did, that familiar feeling emanating from her groin intruded once more into her conscious.

		She returned her glance to the ad on her computer. "That woman is coming over to fuck ME!", She thought. Just allowing her brain to conceive the thought turned Rebekah on more. She could feel the wetness inside her suit. She wanted to cum so bad. She wanted to rip her clothes off and run naked through the streets. She wanted to lick a cunt so bad she could taste it....

		As Rebekah worked herself into a frenzy, the doorbell rang. That shocked the fuck right out of Rebekah. Panic set in.

		"FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!!!!", ran through her head over and over. The doorbell rang again.

		A world of emotions went through Rebekah's head in point two seconds. Total mental overload. A million thoughts –"I've gone too far – what the fuck am I doing – fuck I need this woman – I want to lick her cunt!" All emotions at once, fear-desire-self-consciousness – lust. There was no denying what was on the other side of the door....

		Rebekah went to the door and grasped the handle. She couldn't bring herself to twist the doorknob. Her head thumped against the door in resignation.

		"Rebekah?"

		It was from the other side of the Door!!

		"Rebekah, its Fancy. Will you let me in?"

		The voice was soft. Caring. Everything the blonde in the hot tub had been. The voice was persuading...

		Rebekah unlatched the deadbolt.

		"I know you've never done this before. I know you have a need." From the other side of the door.

		Rebekah unlocked the door.

		The doorknob turned from the other side. Rebekah's head was still on the door as it slowly opened, forcing her to step back and rotate out of the way. Rebekah stepped back into her entrance way and for the first time lifted her head to behold Fancy.

		Her flaming red hair was put up in a way that made it look like a flaming halo around her beautiful face. Her chiseled facial features gave away the fact that this woman spent a great deal of time at the gym.

		She had on a fox fur coat that she was already opening to reveal a silver leather bikini top with two of the most massive breasts Rebekah had ever seen virtually spilling over the skin tight top. Already Fancy's nipples were hard. Pointing at Rebekah. Begging to be touched.

		Fancy eyed Rebekah from the tip of her 6" heeled boots to her mostly exposed breasts. Fancy's audit stopped there.

		"Oh my." Fancy noted.

		Fancy dropped her fur coat behind her, exposing herself completely to Rebekah's transfixed stare. Her midriff bare, matching silver leather panties tied to her skimpy top with silver chain, Fancy stood there in front of Rebekah in all her glory. Her boots – skin tight – wrapped up a perfect set of long legs nearly up to her crotch. That perfect V of desire that Rebekah had been thinking about for most of the day.

		As Rebekah followed her lust up Fancy's legs to her scantily clad vagina, Fancy closed the gap between them.

		Rebekah's glance walked up Fancy's body. Past her 6 pack abdomen, lingering on her massive breasts. Drowning in her pointed nipples, up her muscular neck, past the moist lips to her deep blue eyes.

		Fancy held her stare.

		Their eyes locked. Fancy stood inches from her. Rebekah could smell her perfume. She could almost taste the scent of Fancy.

		"Will you do as you are told?" Was all that Fancy whispered.

		"Yes" Was Rebekah's immediate reply.

		From out of nowhere Fancy produced a twelve foot whip. As the whip unfolded Fancy grasped a length of the instrument and wrapped it around Rebekah's neck.

		Fancy announced, "You are incredibly beautiful, but tonight you are mine to do with as I please." Not waiting for an answer, Fancy walked Rebekah backwards into her home, now converted to the call girl's lair.

		Rebekah's mind was on fire! She knew Fancy had control over her. Almost a magical power enabled through the most fascinating body Rebekah had ever seen. Rebekah stepped back as she was guided to the couch. Fancy never broke the eye contact that she knew kept Rebekah under her spell. The back of Rebekah's legs contacted the soft leather of her Italian couch and she robotically sat down. Fancy pushed forward until Rebekah's legs were forced to spread to accommodate the vision of her fantasy.

		Fancy stood then, in between Rebekah's outstretched legs, and looked down upon her servant. Rebekah was on autopilot. Simply, animalistically, responding to the stimuli that was present to her. That Stimuli was about 5'10 and built like a playboy model on steroids.

		"Touch me now." Fancy simply stated.

		Rebekah's hands went o Fancy's legs as if on remote control.

		"No. TOUCH me now." Fancy corrected.

		Rebekah moved her hands to Fancy's crotch.

		Rebekah was in another world. A total out of body experience. What she would remember for the rest of her life was the feel of Fancy's leather clad pussy and the hat emanating from it. She began to rub the perfect cunt inches from her face.

		Fancy released the whip from her servant's neck and allowed herself a moment of pleasure. Rebekah's hands on her thighs and rubbing her cunt through her panties got her flowing madly. Unconsciously her head fell back. This wasn't just another job, this was the hottest woman she'd ever seen feeling her up and making her NEED to come. Fancy hadn't felt this way in a long time.

		Regaining her composure, Fancy pushed Rebekah's hands away and reached in between Rebekah's bursting breasts and pushed the material on each side away freeing Rebekah's perfect globes. Rebekah's nipples were harder than they had ever been. Standing erect in anticipation of the first touch. She was not to be denied as Fancy, pausing only momentarily, firmly grasped both of Rebekah's breasts.

		Rebekah sighed audibly. She fought to control an orgasm that she couldn't believe could be caused by only desire. Fancy paid no mind and continued to fondle Rebekah's breasts. Breasts that Fancy knew were there only for her pleasure. She began at the bottom of Rebekah's curves and roughly massaged those wonderful breasts until her hands unwittingly found themselves logged firmly on Rebekah's blood reddened nipples. Fancy pulled those nipples to the point where Rebekah almost complained about the pain. But she looked in Fancy's eyes and knew that it was not for her to speak. She knew that Fancy could hurt her if she wanted to, but she instinctively knew that would not happen. She trusted this total stranger with her body and her mind.

		Fancy let go then. And backed away a step. She turned around and sat down on her knees, her back to Rebekah, and said, "Undo my top".

		Rebekah was almost giddy with excitement as she struggle with the clasp. The top fell away from Fancy's back, but Fancy held it over her breasts as she stood back up and turned around.

		"Do you want to see me." It was more of a statement then a question.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		"Yes". Rebekah answered.

		"No Rebekah. Do you WANT to see me?" Fancy repeated.

		More the anything in the entire world Rebekah wanted to see her breasts. She wanted to feel them, suck them, rub her entire body against them. Rebekah was so wet she could feel her moisture run down the inside of her leg.

		"Please show me. Please let me see your breasts. Please let me lick them." Rebekah pleaded.

		Fancy dropped her top then. Not a word was spoken. To Rebekah, Fancy's breasts were incredible! They were huge. Twice what Rebekah herself possessed. Perfectly formed. Large nipples standing at attention begging to be sucked. There, at that moment, in front of her, stood her fantasy.

		Fancy moved closer to Rebekah. There was no pause in her motion and she did not stop until her right breast contacted Rebekah's waiting mouth.

		Rebekah inhaled her aroma. The forbidden fruit. She sucked Caprices large nipples into her mouth like her life depended on it. Her arms found their way around Fancy's waist. Rebekah felt Fancy's muscles ripple as she gained momentary control over this vixen.

		Her hands slipped to a perfectly formed ass and cupped her cheeks. Her hands mere inches away from the source of the heat emanating from Fancy's backside.

		This moment, the second in time, Rebekah was one hundred percent lesbian. Nothing else mattered but the breasts she was sucking and the cunt she would soon feel. She wanted this more than anything.

		A shudder rocked through Rebekah's body. "Was it possible to come from just desire alone?" Rebekah thought to herself. Another shudder. She moved her hands lower until she could feel the soft tissue of Fancy's cunt straining at the leather of her skimpy bottoms. Another shudder... and this time that familiar feeling from deep inside.

		Rebekah was going to cum.

		Fancy reached down to Rebekah's exposed breasts. Her hands landed directly on her servant's nipples. Fancy wasted no time and pinched Rebekah's nipples hard. Hard enough that in times of non-excitement it would have brought a scream from Rebekah's mouth. But today, in this moment, it triggered Rebekah's orgasm.

		And Rebekah came.

		Had she been standing, her knees would have buckled, but instead she removed her mouth from Fancy's nipple and drove her face between the two massive breasts. Her hands pulled the voluptuous woman tight.

		Fancy released her nipples and slowly ran her hands through Rebekah's hair. As the orgasm washed through Rebekah she looked up between those fleshy pillars to see Fancy, ever intently, staring straight back at her. Rebekah tried to form words, tried to speak. Fancy only smiled.

		Rebekah found herself being directed to lay back on the bed. Her vision then leaned towards her. One long meticulously prepared fingernail began to drag the zipper of her body suit lower. Click....click.... click.... Each tooth of the zipper resonating like a boom as Rebekah's orgasm amplified sense of hearing made her heart beat in time with the lowering fastener. The tiny blonde hairs on Rebekah's flat stomach were like computer sensors, sending bolts of electricity directly to her crotch with each passing inch as the zipper travelled lower to its ultimate destination. Lower and lower the catch travelled until she could feel it at the top of her mound. She had not ever really been allowed – yes that was the word – allowed to come down from her orgasmic plateau. Her senses only heightened - that orgasm simply an ascending stair, not a destination.

		Fancy ticked the zipper to its ultimate destination about half way down Rebekah's outer lips. Her throbbing clit now exposed to the world; she felt the cool rush of air across it. It was like she could feel the individual air molecules passing over her clitoris. She was in a state of hyper-sensitivity.

		Fancy planted her palms on the bed on either side of her captor and began to lower herself towards her trophy. Her steel eyes still staring intently at Rebekah's face.

		Rebekah's clit seemed to enlarge, to try to meet the oncoming assault half way. Never in her entire life had she been this ready to commit to someone. The debauchery of the act, the presentation of the assailant – all fed into Rebekah's overloaded brain. When Fancy lightly blew her hot breath across Rebekah's engorged clit it was like a hurricane to Rebekah – A violent sand storm in the desert.

		Rebekah groaned loudly and made a move to grab onto her master. Fancy would have none of this and calmly but decisively held both of Rebekah's arms to the mattress.

		Fancy's tongue came out slowly then. Almost a snake from beneath a flaming mantle. Slowly the serpent edged towards Rebekah's protruding clit. Rebekah's eyes were wide with anticipation. She tried to exercise nonexistent muscles to bend in non-articulating regions, anything to get that tongue against her clitoris. Fancy's hair flowed, as she reacted to Rebekah's movements, like liquid fire itself. Lower, lower, only micrometers away – Rebekah's clit throbbed and she could feel the heat from her master's tongue.

		Contact. Cataclysmic explosions of light and color rushed through Rebekah's brain. Lightning flashes blinded her vision; invisible steel arms thrust her head back down to the pillow. An alien guttural moan forced its way from deep within her body and presented itself as an unintelligible tribal wail. Fancy sucked Rebekah's now massive button into her mouth and pulled on it to the point of pain. She seemed to know exactly how hard to suck and how far to pull.

		Rebekah's world now revolved around her cunt. Her clitoris to be exact.

		"Schtiiiiing!" The noise brought Rebekah out of her trance just enough to see the gleam of the switch blade as it headed towards her crotch. Rebekah never even had time to panic as Fancy began to slit open the rest of the bodysuit from where the zipper had parked towards Rebekah's perfect ass. Even in her ridiculously over sensitized state she did not once feel the identity of the blade between her legs but more a feeling of relief as the restraining material was sheared away. The cool air that had earlier assaulted her clitoris was now aiding in mediating the fire between her sopping lips.

		Fancy never even weakened her attack on Rebekah's clit. The blade, now back in view was travelling towards Rebekah's upper body. Without even the slightest glance of concern from its controller, it came to rest against Rebekah's straining left nipple. To Rebekah, it was now as if the blade belonged there. Placed back in its sheath and put away until needed again. Using what little control she had Rebekah lost concentration on her crotch for a moment and moved her back muscles in such a way as to drag her nipple against the razor sharp blade. So confident now in Fancy's intentions that it was it her mind had secretly decided to provoke the blades beauty into hurting her.

		Fancy removed her mouth from Rebekah's clit. Standing up now, looking down upon her lover, Fancy stepped back and held Rebekah's hand firmly around the switchblade. Rebekah's hand – controlling the knife, controlled by Fancy, fueled by her sexual lust became an automated machine. They locked eyes. Rebekah sat up as the knife travelled across midair towards the incredible breasts of her tormentor. The point of the knife coming straight at Fancy.

		The knife touched her right breast. Rebekah could see the skin begin to take the pressure as the knife came to a stop. Rebekah watched as her own hand moved the knife lower across Fancy's abdomen. A fingernail scratch was left behind to show the path the blade had taken. That highway led directly to Fancy's hourglass hip. The knife pivoted and began a slide down that perfect slope until it landed on the leather strap of Fancy's bottoms.

		Fancy removed her hands from Rebekah. It was the ultimate bond. They were now of one mind. Rebekah rotated the blade and effortlessly sliced through the leather strap. The bottoms fell to the floor.

		If Fancy's breasts were magnificent, the view present now to Rebekah was indescribable. Fancy was clean shaven except for a small well-trimmed patch above her fleshy cunt that was patterned into a flame. The flame seemingly originating from the vixen's clitoral hood.

		An engorged clitoris exposed itself from the lower regions of that hood, which itself protruded from a perfectly symmetrical set of mouth sized outer lips. If Rebekah was flowing before, she was a river now. Her mouth watered and she swallowed. The blade fell to the floor.

		Fancy edged Rebekah back onto the bed with the same measured control that was part of her persona. She crawled up Rebekah's body like a tigress stalking her kill and ended her hunt when she was straddling Rebekah's upper torso. She held Rebekah's arms up over her head. Fancy's legs caressed the lower edges of Rebekah's breasts. She exerted no pressure on Rebekah's body. Her weight easily managed by her strong defined legs.

		Rebekah could see she was wet too. Her fingernail dragged down Rebekah's arms as Fancy lowered herself towards Rebekah's mouth. Their lips touched. Immediately their tongues probed each other in a lusty internal combat. Fancy forcefully grabbed her minion's hair – pulling her head back as she assaulted Rebekah's neck. Then abruptly let go and slid forward up Rebekah's body.

		The time of foreplay was long over. Fancy moved into position and hovered just above Rebekah's face. Rebekah reached up and forcefully grabbed Fancy's hips and with no fanfare pulled the red head's cunt to her mouth. Rebekah would not be denied. She held onto Fancy's hip with a vengeance born of sexual conquest and sucked the massive clitoris into her mouth.

		Rebekah's oral assault on Fancy became akin to the pleasuring of cocks she had sucked in the past. Fancy's clit was large. Large enough that Rebekah could slurp it in and out of her mouth like a tiny penis. It tasted of sex. Pure and clean and raw. Rebekah sucked like her sexual life depended on it. In and out she pulled the oversized clit until only the groans and whines of its owner brought her out of her trance.

		Fancy was no longer in charge. Rebekah removed one hand from the vixen's hip and planted it on Fancy's neck and dragged it down between her huge breasts. As her hand returned to its place on her hip Rebekah took control and twisted her body causing the red head to lose balance. As Rebekah rolled, she guided Fancy to the mattress. Their reversal completed, Rebekah now on top, she again locked lips with her captor. Rebekah bit her former master's lip – asserting command. Claiming her territory. She bore down on that lip until she could feel Fancy wince slightly. Rebekah's hand sprawled across the bed and came in contact with the tip of the forgotten bullwhip. Still locked in the kiss, Rebekah quickly place both of Fancy's arms over her head and wrapped the tail of the whip around them several times.

		Fancy's eyes were wide with sexual tension. No one had ever done this to her before. Rebekah moved forward and presented her left breast to Fancy. She accepted it immediately and began to suck in earnest. Rebekah rubbed her steaming wet pussy back and forth across the red head's abdomen. Her own juices lubricating her friction.

		Rebekah moved down. She held the whip in one hand to continue the mock bondage that gave her control and slid one of her legs between, and under Fancy's, rotating and sliding to lock her steaming cunt tight against her captor's. She ground her pussy back and forth, up and down. Both women's had their eyes closed, their heads back in glorious agony. Both women feverishly working towards their ultimate release.

		The bullwhip around Fancy's throat loosened became detached. Rebekah felt the sudden slack in discarded the whip. It hit the bedside wall with a thud and fell to the ground. Rebekah placed her newly freed hand on the gyrating ass of her lover. She wasted no time in stirring her fingers in their mixed juices and inserting her lubricated finger into Fancy's forbidden passage. She immediately began finger fucking the red heads ass, stimulating her own clit on every cycle. In and out, first one finger, then two. Fancy's moans grew in intensity to match the already explosive tribal grunts from Rebekah herself.

		Fancy responded to Rebekah's added stimulus in kind. Rebekah felt a finger probe her anal ring. Normally Rebekah was not much into receiving anal, but tonight, with this assailant, Rebekah arched her back and pushed towards the intrusion with prejudice.

		Fancy was only able to get a single finger into Rebekah this way, but the feelings were no less intense. Rebekah exploded into her orgasm, passing the barrier into the infinite and still accelerating in her desire. Her vision became tunneled, her existence based now around the mashing of clitoris and the finger in her ass. Fancy fucked Rebekah's ass harder and harder. Wave after passionate wave broke across Rebekah's lust filled consciousness. Sounds – unintelligible thunderous sounds echoed in her ears. Her hips bucked back and forth in a sexual seizure.

		She could take no more. Almost in resignation, the red-head allowed herself to cross over the edge. Her finger clamped in Rebekah's tight ass, her other hand holding her lover's leg to maintain their sexual coupling, her muscles straining. Her orgasm didn't sneak up on her. It was no surprise to the muscle bound woman when she exploded. Her orgasm came at her like a runaway freight train that she had been watching for miles, but powerless to stop. She was tied to the tracks of her ecstasy and the train hit her without even slowing down.

		Her orgasm crashed through her consciousness, numbing reality and putting the vixen in a cobra like trace. She continued to grind on Rebekah subconsciously. Her mouth agape and her body shuddering as each pulse of electricity flowed through her body.

		As their convulsions subsided, the women's gyrations began to slow. Their breathing slowly returning to normal.

		Rebekah was wasted. Done. She lay back on the bed while Fancy untangled herself and slid up beside her. The lay there face to face, a final kiss was the last thing Rebekah remembered.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		The dawn broke through the east facing window that was Rebekah's bedroom. Robins chirped, bees buzzed and the warm spring air rolled through the open screen into Rebekah's home.

		Consciousness came to her slowly this fine morning, but she awoke with a feeling of peace and happiness. Her eyes still closed, she stretched. She felt her naked nipples brush the cool fabric of her satin sheets much the same as every day. As her mind shifted into first gear, memories began to flood her brain. Vivid memories. Tastes, smells, details......

		Her eye's snapped open with as a crystal clear image of Fancy formed in her mind. She bolted up right in bed, turning to look beside her.

		Except for her, the bed was empty. She wildly glanced around the room looking for any tangible trace to confirm her memories, her heart beating through her chest. She bounced out of bed and dashed to her closet, shoving clothes this way and that in a vain attempt to find her bodysuit. Through her morning cobwebs she seemed to recall something about a visit to the dry cleaners with all her old clothes...... Had the bodysuit been in that drop?

		She planted herself back on her bed. She held her head in her hands.... "Think Rebekah Think!" she coaxed herself.

		Could this all have been just a dream? "No way!" she chided herself – "It's way to real!"

		She thought back to other times in her life when she'd awoken from a dream or even a nightmare to find herself thinking that her memories were so vivid, the detail so precise that it HAD to be true – only to clear the morning sleep from her eyes and find the images fading as the day went on.

		"WOW that was an incredible dream!!" she thought to herself. "Unfucking believable!". She shook her head in dismay and robotically left the bed for the sanctity of the morning shower.

		As the warm water fell against her body, her hyper sensitive nipples hardened while she thought of her memory. The red headed woman.... her ample breasts...the taste of her pussy. The things they had done... She even laughed to herself at that – "I'd never do some of those things.: She confirmed the dream. But still, a familiar tingling began deep within her. Her hands caressed her breast.... they travelled slowly lower, and lower...until they parted her already lubricating cunt... Her mouth drooled with anticipation as began the long elevator ride to her inevitable orgasm.

		Out in the bedroom, her alarm clock rang. It as an old-style bell type alarm clock – Rebekah had an eye for antiques – it's little hammer going back and forth between the loosely fitting bells on its top.

		Later Rebekah wonder momentarily where her alarm clock went, but right now, as the vibrations from the little hammer caused the entire clock to topple off her nightstand, Rebekah was in the shower rocking herself through an extremely intense session of self-pleasure.

		Had the alarm clock fell and landed on her hardwood floors, Rebekah might have even heard the noise and been nudged out of her state of self-induced ecstasy.

		But instead, the alarm clock fell off the back of her night stand and landed on a cushion. The coiled rope of some forgotten sexual stimulant.

		Only later when Rebekah located and retrieved her alarm clock would she pull on the end of the coil, removing it from its discarded place to find a black, twelve foot long, bull whip.

		END.

		

	
		The Ordeal

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		It was getting dark. Christie and I had agreed to meet at seven, at her house. Her husband was away for the weekend, her kids gone for summer camp. I packed a duffel bag with things I'd need, things I'd want to use, and things I secretly wanted used on me. A quick car ride and I was at my long time friend's house. Christie's.

		She answered the door when I knocked, waiting on me.

		"Come on it April. I thought maybe you'd chicken out." Christie sneered

		"No freaking way, bitch." I answered. Christie was already in character.

		She was dressed in a white tank-top and blue jeans. Let me tell you about Christie. Her name is Christina, really. She's my age, just turned twenty-four. Shoulder length red hair on her head. Piercing green eyes. 34C boobs, and 125 pounds nicely distributed on her 5'7" frame.

		She's a real bitch, violent and aggressive. I like that. She ushered me in, and we walked around to the den. It used to be the two car garage, but they walled it in, added a fireplace, and ended up with a huge everything room. The sofa's had been pushed back against the walls, leaving a large open area of carpet in the middle. Our wrestling ring.

		See, we like to wrestle. Body against body, woman to woman. We watched pro style wrestling on TV on Saturday nights, watching Trish Stratus and Bayley and the other babes. In Jr. High we pretended to be them, and by high school, we just tussled. Now we were out of high school, both graduated from college but still enjoyed our wrestling, and over time things turned serious. We made a bet, winner take all. We'd fight one Friday night, to submission.

		It was only fair, seeing we never had a referee. We'd just sweat and strain until someone said, "I give."

		So anyway, one fight. The winner could do anything to the loser for the night. This was nothing new to us. Several times we experimented with bondage after our fights. I guess I suggested it, after all, I'm the pervert.

		So far so good.

		The new thing was if the winner could get the loser to eat pussy, the winner would own the loser until Labor Day, three months away. It took some doing, but she signed a contract. Yeah, I know, it wouldn't have been binding, but all I really wanted was to get her excited to the prospect. And she was excited.

		That was it.

		The winner tonight had until dawn to get the loser to eat pussy, then the loser would be a slave for three months. There were clauses about when, and how long, stuff to keep our spouses in the dark. I just wanted Christie to be my mistress for a while. Wanted so much I forgot the old adage, "Be careful what you wish for..."

		Anyway, hindsight is 20/20.

		It was Friday night, we were alone for the weekend, and my spouse knew I would be 'occupied' until Sunday night. We were set. Step one: we each had purchased the outfit the other was to wrestle in. This allowed us to make sure neither had extra layers of protection, or illegal objects. I pulled out Christie's thong, holding it up. It was a skimpy triangle of wet latex in the front, just strings for around her waist and up her butt. Maximum exposure. Black, benefiting her evilness. I had tested it in the adult bookstore before purchasing it. It would stand up nicely to the pressures it would be subjected to tonight.

		Christie just smiled, a wicked grin, expecting such from me. Slowly, almost teasingly, she stripped off her tank-top, revealing her nice sized breasts. Let's face it, I'm a breasts woman. Her bikini lines showed she didn't tan topless, looking down to her navel, her tan was a medium bronze.

		Lithe and muscular she was, more a swimmer's build than bodybuilder's. She caught the thong as I tossed it across the room, giving it a once over before she set it aside. Off came the skinny jeans, turning to remove her panties, flashing her untanned butt at me but hiding her female equipment. A quick jerk, and the thong was in place, artfully adjusting her crotch, while exposing the rest of her body. She smiled again, rearranging herself for a better fit around her lips. She then rustled through her own sack on the sofa, pulling out a pearl white something and throwing it at me.

		"Don't get too attached to it, Muffin, you won't be wearing it for long."

		I spent a few moments examining my new clothing. Bright white, sort of like a man's bikini bottoms suit. It had a full sized front and back, with about an inch on each side. It was spandex, possibly, like a wetsuit only lighter. Very form fitting. Fearing foul play, I checked the inside for Ben Gay or such, wondering at the generosity. Something was up, I just couldn't guess what.

		With a shrug I set it aside, pulling off my own top. Jeans were next, and when I came to the panties, off they went. I didn't mind Christie seeing my crotch. It's not like she's never tribbed it and groped it before. It also was like a small sign of defeat, like a foreshadowing of the way it would be. Me open and exposed, her allowed the dignity of turning away.

		I stepped into the suit and pulled it up. Or rather tried. Almost immediately I knew it was too small. By several sizes. As I struggled to get it over my knees, Christie came over, grabbing the sides. With a yank, she lifted me up by the trunks, gravity forcing me into them. They adhered to me once they were in place, fitting like a second skin. The waist and leg openings cut into the skin, my mound and slit grossly outlined by the stretchy fabric. I knew what the surprise was. She kept a hold on the sides, sticking her face into mine.

		"Ready, Muffin? Last chance to back out."

		Like hell.

		We circled each other in the den, both of our nipples very hard and eying each other. A flurry of hands and arms and I found myself locked between her breasts and bicep, a headlock. Her breasts and arm dug into the sides of my face; her skin not yet sweaty from the exertion. We walked around, me trying to get out, her laughing.

		A quick turn, and we were on the floor. Floor work is always fun, bodies mashing each other until a lucky combination of holds, the other person struggling to get out. Nine times out of ten, Christie catches me, but rarely can I get her trapped. And from there, you just wear the other guy down.

		We tussled awhile, both getting in good maneuvers, sweat starting to break out. Christie seemed to take special care not to expose her cunt from the side of her thong. A battle of bodies and we were down again, me sitting on my butt as she forced both my arms behind my back.

		The technical term is a hammerlock, or double hammerlock if both arms are trapped. I called it a bitch. It was one of the few holds I couldn't escape from (unlike rope bondage... I could always get out of that) and Christie knew that.

		Very well.

		She was sitting behind me, my back leaning against her breasts, using her legs to spread mine apart. Crotch-ripped if you would. There I was, hands being worked up my spine, legs slowly widened, and a dull ache starts in my pussy. It's been about ten minutes since we started, and Christie breathes in my ear.

		"Bet your cunt is starting to ache, Muffin. Like my surprise? I tried 'em on and lasted twenty minutes. Hope you can do better!"

		Another yank and my arms went higher. The spandex was ever so slowly and methodically digging into my slit, almost like someone had their fingers on it. Diabolical bitch. My legs wouldn't stretch apart any more, my breasts was stuck out to try and relieve the pressure on my arms, and Christie was laughing in my ear, soft and threatening.

		"I'm ready for your submission anytime you are, sweetie. Take your time though, I like it when you struggle!"

		About this point, Christie would usually molest me with her free hand (another aggravation of this particular hold I hated). Her right hand snaked around my body, reaching for my helpless breast and erect nipple. She twisted and pulled it, enjoying the fact I was shoving it into her fingers to try and relieve the pain in my arms. I was moaning, weakly struggling. I learned a long time ago, only Christie's blessing would get me out of this position. And her blessing always carried a high price. She laughed in my ear as she switched hands, enjoying my struggles as I tried to evade her tormenting fingers. The dull ache in my cunt got worse, me unable to relieve the pressure slowly building down there.

		At some point she tired of the game, turning really nasty.

		Suddenly, unsuspectingly, she pounded my unprotected sex with her closed fist. Cunt busting was nothing new to us. She's grabbed it, twisted it, slapped it, even kneed me at times. Usually panties and jeans absorbed most of the blow, and other times, they were just playful swats or threatening reminders. This was full force, sadistic, knuckles bared. It took a second for the pain to reach my skull, my high pitched scream quickly silenced by her free hand. She let me rage into her palm until it died to a mere whimper, my breathing coming fast and hard. Once the agony washed over me, the dull ache returned, twice as painful as before. Damn her.

		"You scream again, and you'll wish you never walked into this house. Understand?"

		I weakly nodded as her hand roamed from my face, down my breasts, tweaking a nipple, finally resting lightly on my crotch. I could look down, my femininity obscenely outlined in the material, her hand gently fondling it. Once again, I tried to close my legs, to no avail. I was helpless.

		I watched in horror as she slowly made a fist again, taking her sweet time, lingering in the air, teasing me, only to suddenly crash down, ramming my defenseless cunt again. It took all my will power not to scream. I started crying, moaning, struggling in her grasp. She just laughed and ran her hand up my breasts, caressing the light coating of sweat while molesting my tit. I wanted so badly to curl up into a ball, protect my sex, anything. But her legs wouldn't budge, keeping mine spread wide, the unsympathetic white spandex keeping the ache at an agonizing level.

		"Do you want to give, now?"

		She leaned back, using her hand under my chin to force me to arch back also. I guessed it was probably more painful for me than for her. The strain in my shoulders and back increased twofold. The pressure on my jaw kept me silent as she continued.

		"We could do this a while longer. I'm enjoying your struggling. You didn't think I'd let you beat me, tonight?"

		Her hand went back to torturing my sore tit as she watched me cry, the pain radiating from my groin and breasts, my arms useless behind me. I'm just glad she stopped racking my pussy.

		"Please...Christie..." I managed to gasp between breathes.

		She grabbed a handful of my breasts, pulling as she softly replied ,"If you give, call me 'Mistress'. If you don't, begging won't help." She sat me up again, her hand going back to work on my nipple. "Don't think submitting will end the pain," she added, running her hand down to my exposed crotch again. "I've been planning a lot. Do you give?" Her fist hovered menacingly over my abused sex. I nodded my head up and down, nodding my surrender. "Say it," she ordered.

		"I. Submit..."

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		It wasn't good enough for her. Yanking my arms still higher, she hissed, "That's not right..." ramming her fist for a third time into my aching crotch.

		Instead of screaming, I yelled, "I SUBMIT MISTRESS... PLEASE, MISTRESS...I SUBMIT!"

		That seemed to be the correct answer. In the haze of pain, I felt her untangle her legs, releasing my leg. I had no energy to close them, instead letting her roll me over onto my stomach, the double hammer still in place. She forced her free hand down the back of my suit, her fingers crawling over my asshole, between my legs, ending up invading my tortured sex with three fingers. Using my arms and cunt, she forced me to my unsteady feet, marching me to the bedroom. We stood in front of a full length mirror she had.

		What a sight.

		There I was, tits straining from my arms forced behind my back. My nipples red from her torment. A gross bulge in the pearl white trunks where Christie's fingers violated my now dampening slit.

		My pussy beginning to drip, betraying my desire. Tears ran down my face, dripping on my breasts, my new mistress's face grinning next to mine.

		"I wanted to get a photograph of this moment, but let's see if I can etch this picture into your brain. You see the pussy-girl in the mirror?" She clawed inside my sex until I shook my head yes. "Are you a slave pussy-girl?" I'd agree to anything as long as she had my lips. "You submit to me?" A nod yes. "I can do anything I want to you?" Another nod yes. "Ready to suck my cunt, slave girl?" A no. She laughed, jamming fingers into my sex. "I didn't think you'd break that easily. I'm gonna enjoy wearing you down. You won't. But I think that's why you came."

		She then marched my pain racked body to the sliding glass door leading out into the dark back yard. She made me open it using my mouth, catching the handle with it and sliding it open. Into blackness my mistress guided me. I could hardly wait.

		* * *

		The cold night air instantly evaporated my sweat and tears from my body, leaving me shivering. Christie frog marched me down a brick path to the two old trees in her backyard. They were about five yards apart, tall, not many branches near the ground.

		Around the first tree we went, until she stopped me between them with a jerk of my pussy hair. The privacy fence was ten feet behind me as I looked at the rest of the yard.

		Thankfully, she released my sex, keeping a firm grip on my hands behind my back. She pulled me over to the right tree, using her free hand to guide my wrist up in the air. Hanging from a branch above my head was a rope, a slip knot at the end. She forcefully guided my wrist into it, pulling it tight, the knot resting on the back of my wrist.

		Using both hands, she forced my other wrist into a similar noose hanging from the other tree. She was prepared.

		I found myself hanging between the trees from my wrists, my feet barely able to touch the ground. She took a moment to rub my breasts and back with her hands, working her way down my left side, to my ankle. She brutally pulled it to the tree, using another prepared noose to secure my leg to the base of the tree. In moments, my other leg was secured as well.

		There I was, mostly naked, stretched unbelievably tightly between two trees, arms forced out and up, my legs spread wide. Spread-eagled I was, helpless in bondage, in my new mistress's web.

		She stepped back, critically eying my position. Thighs protesting, tits strained, crotch still squeezed by her gifted bikini bottoms, she was satisfied with my predicament. Crossing her arms over her pumped breasts, she smiled, watching me struggle futilely in the ropes. I still had free movement of my head, able to look up at the night sky, down to see the torturous white spandex that tormented my privates still, side to side at the imposing trees. I could grind my hips, wiggling my ass, but that was the extent of my freedom.

		The knots holding my wrists were unreachable as they stretched my arms high, revealing my pits and leaving my nipples exposed. My legs spread, offering no protection for my crotch. Christie's plaything.

		She approached slowly, running her fingers from my tits to my pits, along the pectoral muscle. I vainly twisted as she chuckled. She then reached for my nipples, one in each hand, as she methodically twisted and pulled each. One at a time had always been madding, but both at once was hellish.

		She slowly raised a knee into my crotch, steadily putting pressure on my sex, reminding me how vulnerable I was. I twisted and struggled as the pain grew, straining against the ungiving rope holding me prisoner. I open my mouth to gasp as the agony intensified. Christie pressed her mouth over mine, ramming her tongue down my throat, sucking the air from my lungs.

		Something snapped within me as I struggled against my bonds. I helplessly shuddered as I climaxed, releasing my juices into the trunks, muscles straining to no avail. A wet spot grew on the spandex. I was still cumming as Christie pulled away, grinning evilly.

		"Fucking pussy-girl," she chuckled. "You'll be punished for that. But first, I'll take a breather, and you'll just hang there and moan, slave-girl. Think about what I'm gonna find in your bag, dyke. And what surprises I got in store for you. Oooh, this night is just getting started."

		She walked away, rubbing her hands.

		I hung there, spent after my ordeal. I was crying. This is exactly what I wanted, yet it wasn't anything like I imagined. Too late, now. I was trapped. Tied. Roped. Helplessly spread. Exposed. Virtually naked. Awaiting her pleasure. And her pleasure usually involved pain.

		Mine.

		The white spandex still crushed my cunt, digging into my vulnerable femininity, keeping the pain at a nauseating high. It had rubbed me nearly raw. The crying naked pussy slave-girl, hanging helplessly, waiting for her new mistress to come back and torture her some more It wouldn't get any better. Only much worse. How right I was...

		* * *

		I don't remember how long I hung there. I heard the glass door open, and here she came. She had showered and was now wearing tight black leggings tucked into her knee high black leather boots. She had wrapped more rope around her waist. A bull whip hung at her side. As usual, she was topless, topping off the outfit with a black leather mask. In other words, one hot dominatrix.

		My pussy instantly started drooling again, adding to the juices already in the cum-filled bikini bottoms. Christie watched the physical manifestation of my desire and laughed. A quick blow with her fist to my cunt did nothing to dampen my excitement. I was wet and aroused once more, a bound sex kitten lusting after her hot mistress. Something else to be punished for.

		She raised her right hand, revealing the iPhone she was holding. I put on a good show, twisting helplessly as she said "Cheese" and photographed me with phones camera. I protested as she stood there and looked at the picture. She took the iPhone to the outdoor table, setting it down. She came back and caressed by throbbing pussy through the spandex.

		With her other hand she reached behind me, grabbing my hair, pulling it back, forcing my head back. She leaned close, whispering in my ear.

		"Is this what you want pussy-girl? Want me to get you off again? Or do you want to hang there and look at me? I'm one fucking babe, ain't I? You're just dying to be my slave. Slave-girl."

		I tried to stop, as hard as I could, but her hand and my pussy had different thoughts. I squirmed through my second orgasm for the night, again into the bikini bottoms. The white goo seeped through, coating her hand. She just laughed, releasing my hair. I was breathing hard, hanging limply in the ropes as she grabbed my sore nipple, bringing her slimy hand to my mouth.

		"Clean it off!" was all she ordered.

		I did, tasting my own juices, licking and sucking her digits, palm and back of her hand, coating it with my saliva. She laughed, jerking her hand away, giving one last good pull on my tit. I remembered her earlier warning and stifled my scream.

		She walked to the side of the house, grabbing a hose with a sprayer attachment. "I see we're gonna have to clean you up, pussy."

		She used the high pressure sprayer to hose me down, forcing the water on my face and breasts, lowering it to my soiled crotch. It cleaned out the bikini bottoms but felt like a hammer on my sensitive nether lips. I was whimpering as she finished, the dampness cooling my skin until I was shivering in the night air.

		She came back, playing with my breasts. "You've been wearing that swimsuit for over an hour, girl. Bet you're just dying to get out of it. Bet you'll do anything to get me to take it off." I nodded an emphatic yes. "Lick my cunt, pussy-girl?"

		I hesitantly shook my head no, though truthfully, being her slave for three months couldn't compare to the agony in my crotch. I was about to say yes when she smiled.

		"I'll take 'em off anyway. I'm glad you said no, 'cause I'm just warming up. I don't think you'll like the replacement, though. Don't go away!"

		With another slap to my cunt, playful this time, she walked to the glass door, entering the house.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		She quickly came back with her sack and my bag. I dreaded the things I knew were in them, but the pain in my groin overrode any regrets. She sauntered back, taking her sweet time, letting me gaze at the striking figure she made, dressed in black. She stood in my face again.

		"I thought about cutting it off you, but I want to save it for later. Which means I have to untie your legs. Let me warn you, slave-girl. You try to kick me, or get loose, and you'll be punished. And so you don't get any ideas, I'll tell you your punishment. I'll crush your left tit. Slowly. Got it, pussy-girl?"

		She said it so methodically, so naturally. She meant it too. I stood stock still as she untied my legs, roughly pulling the clinging spandex down my legs until it was off. She then retied my legs, farther apart than before, finally standing up. I sagged in my bonds, free of the consuming pain. She lifted my head by the chin and looked me straight in the eyes.

		"Obey me, slave-girl, or I'll hurt you. Badly."

		She walked to the table coming back with an article of clothing and a leather thong. She brought the panties up to my face, showing me her used shorts.

		"You can either open your mouth, or I can knee you in your unprotected pussy. I don't care. What will it be?"

		I quickly opened my mouth, letting her stuff the dirty shorts in it, bits of dried cum flaking off. She laughed. "You're learning, pussy."

		She used the leather thong to keep it in my mouth, running it through my lips and around the back of my head, tying it tight, the cruel leather cutting into the corners of my mouth. I tried working the panties out, but the gag was too tight. All that was coming out was muffled grunts. She took a moment, fondling my breasts.

		"You know. I think we need some way to tell us apart. You know, mistress and slave. I've got just the ticket."

		Christie walked to the patio table, pulling a large jar out of her bag. She opened it as she walked back over, showing me the dark gunk inside. Using her right fingers, she dug out a blob, spreading it over my neck, working out along my shoulders, finally down my breasts. The stuff smelled horrible. She coated every inch of my body, going down my back, starting at my feet and working up each leg. She took real special care of my groin, fingering me off until my pussy got wet again she really got every inch.

		Finally she moved to my rear, liberally stuffing my ass, using a finger to get it way up my crack. She stepped back, admiring her handy work. About that time, my neck started itching, a sensation of heat moving its way down my body. Pretty soon every part of my skin burned. She laughed, watching me wiggle, yelling into her shorts. The pain kept getting worse.

		She finally sat down on the ground, leaning back on one elbow. She spread her legs, crossing her ankles so her crotch was wide open, one knee on the ground, one sticking up. She ran her free hand down her bare breasts, over the smooth stomach, eventually resting on the mound. I could barely stand the burning, fighting vainly against the ropes. I was crying into the gag, hating the pain, but lusting after the babe before me, playing with herself.

		This cost I would endure to see her like that, the scene from my fantasies. She chuckled, sometimes moving her hand to a tit to caress it, sometimes rubbing her stomach. And still the stuff burned.

		Sometime later my voice failed. Looking at her watch, Christie stood up, moving back to the water hose. She hosed me down again, using her hand to wipe the stubborn goop off my flesh. She roughly washed my privates, ending up shoving the hose up my butt, the cool water filling my ass. Soon it was over, my flesh still sensitive to her touch as she ran her hand over my body.

		Looking down, I saw the reason she said we'd be different. I had no body hair below my neck, just smooth, reddish skin. Without warning smooth, bare cunt responded by throbbing through my third orgasm of the night, the sticky juices dribbling down my thighs. Christie laughed, whispering in my ear.

		"Seems you like this shit. Good. You'll have something to remember me by for the rest of your life." I turned my head, shocked. "That's right, pussy. This stuff is permanent," she continued. I just moaned into my gag. "And I bought enough for three coatings, in case we find any. stray hairs." She walked back to the patio table as the truth sank in.

		My respite was brief. My conqueror was soon back, a long, thin object in her clutches. She grabbed my cunt, her touch still causing pain. With her other hand, she showed me a two headed leather thong with clamps on each head, one she attached to my tortured left labia lip, and did the same to the right, pulling them away from my body. She let the other end dangle to the ground as she dragged over a cement cinder block, an oddity she had found in the alley once. She lifted one end, tying the leather strip through one of the two holes.

		The other end thankfully rested on the ground, but even that partial weight was enough to drag my lips down. Painfully down. I tried to lower my body, but my arms were tied too high. Nothing I could do would relieve the stress. Sweat quickly broke out on my breasts as she walked back to the bags.

		Once more she stood in front of me, holding up another prized possession. "The crowning glory," she said, showing me the two clamps connected by a short chain.

		She grinned as she pulled at my nipples, finally clamping one, and then the other on my sore tits. I didn't know which was worse, my pussy lips or my tits. She punched me once, in the stomach, wishing me 'pleasant dreams' as she slowly walked to the patio door.

		"I'm gonna go take a nap now. I'll be back in a couple of hours, wanting to know if you'll give me what I want. If you don't, I'll just let you get yourself out of your predicament. Understand?"

		With that she entered the house, sliding the door closed, turning off the outside light. Leaving me cold, naked, hurting, and horny as hell.

		I knew enough by now to know I would never be able to get out of the knots she had tied, especially with the added torments. I just steeled myself to endure, knowing I must have only a few hours left before it would be over.

		Every time I wiggled, my tits protested, my pussy ached. Agony burned in my loins, spreading slowly outwards. I cried, the tears leaving a trail of pain as the ran down my sensitive skin.

		The cold air on my naked, hairless flesh gave me goose bumps. It hurt, and there was nothing I could do about it. Except pray Christie would come back. Come back and let me surrender.

		* * *

		In a haze of pain, I heard the patio door open. I couldn't guess how long I had hung there, mindlessly praying for relief. She came around into my field of vision, wearing only a dark colored G-string.

		My pussy throbbed to attention; the movement not lost on her. Slowly, she spread a blanket on the ground, about five feet in front of me. She then moved behind me, her voice whispered in my ear.

		"Ready to eat cunt, pussy girl?" she asked.

		I quickly nodded yes; afraid any hesitation would give her cause for more punishment. She laughed at my enthusiasm. I heard her walk away, then heard her digging in one of our bags. In seconds she was back, bringing something over my head and encircling my neck.

		"I had a good idea this might come in handy," she whispered in my ear. The leather collar tightened, sharp pricks sticking my neck. I wiggled in surprise and pain. "Yeah," she said, "the inside's lined with those. Just a constant reminder this toy isn't for show, slave-girl."

		With jerk, it was buckled, choking me, little dots of pain circling my neck.

		She came around to the front, standing back a ways. She put something to her face, then a flash of light went off. She was taking another picture! There I would be, naked, hairless, bound, collared, tit-clamped, my pussy lips stretched and pulled down, my cunt dripping like a gleaming stream. Something else for her growing collection.

		She walked before me, hooking the chain connecting the nipple clamps with a finger. "You look really hot, Muffin"

		Slowly, she pulled forward, taking up the slack, pulling my nipples out from my breasts. I leaned forward, trying to relieve the pressure, only to tug on my tortured labia. I moaned into the panties gag. She laughed and continued to pull.

		"I'll tell you a little rule. I'm gonna take the gag off, and when I do..." She jerked the chain, sending stabs of agony through me. "You better not make a *sound*!" she ordered. I wiggled my head, the collar restricting my movements. Anything to get her to stop.

		Apparently she was satisfied. She moved behind me, the sounds telling me she had put the iPhone on the table. With deliberate slowness, she untied the leather thong holding the panties in my mouth. She laughed when I spit her soggy panties out, finally able to swallow the saliva that had gathered.

		With determination, she forced the noose around my right wrist open, freeing it, letting my tired arm fall to my side. She did the same with the other. Blood flowed through my appendages, sending tingly feelings down my arms.

		It didn't take much effort to wrench them behind my back, forcing them into hammerlocks again. She deliberately placed my wrists between my shoulder blades, crossed, and tied them with a thong. She left a little at the end, which she tied to my collar, forcing my head farther back.

		The pain caused me to moan, a bad mistake. She pushed me forward, and unable to use my hands, my legs still tied to the trees, I fell forward, landing with a grunt on the grass. The tit clamps gouged into my nipples and agony shot from my tugged pussy lips, but I stifled a scream.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		When I could focus again, I found myself staring at a damp spot in a green G-string, my head hemmed in by two well developed thighs. Behind the stain covering her mound, a trail of red hair peeked out on either side of the triangle. Her taunt stomach, leading up to sculptured breasts. Topping everything off was Christina's smiling face, triumph flashing in her eyes. Her crotch was an inch from my face as she lay back on the blanket. To reach it, I'd have to move forward, putting even more pressure on my labia.

		That bitch! She could barely restrain her glee as I struggled forward, her scantily clad groin within reach of my mouth. She didn't seem eager to help me, and knowing she wasn't the patient sort, I started licking the fabric. My tongue's ministrations did wonders, her pussy beginning to stir behind the fabric. The only way I was going to get at it was to clamp me teeth on the side of the cloth and pull hard enough to move it to the side and expose the red haired pussy to my mouth.

		I began licking in earnest, to lift the cloth so I could get my teeth something to grip. The damp cloth bulging in front of me as if it an ice cream cone. It tasted of strange cloth and funky sweat.

		It was almost chewy, but I didn't dare scratch anything with my teeth. Christie moaned, letting her head hang back, my treasure slowly moving in the confines of the suit.

		My mouth was dry from all the saliva I was using, coating the green mound. I used more pressure from my lips, running them up and down the outline of her slit. I gently guided my tongue and lips, aiming for the left side of the G-string.

		A quick motion of my head to the covered sex, a little tongue bath, and back again to the dampening cunt.

		My labia were screaming in agony, stretched to their limits. I renewed my efforts, overjoyed as a puffy purple lip peeked out from the side of the cloth. Eagerly I pounced, carefully pulling the cloth away from Christina's thigh, letting the expanding ribbons of flesh jut out.

		With relish I chowed down on the wet lips of woman flesh, ignoring the fact this was the first time I had ever done such a thing. I stuck my tongue in it as far inside as possible, holding it there, ready to end this nightmare. I was rewarded by another moan, louder, my dry mouth and tongue working even harder at its task.

		My mouth now covered the entire sex. I kept licking up and down, like my lips were fingers, using friction and wet spit to put Christina over the edge. Every time I engulfed her clit, I tried to use my tongue to tickle her hard little button, anything to get this over with.

		Her breathing grew heavy, her cunt soggy as a cranberry bog. Her breasts muscles tensed, her nipples bulging, making me horny. Her arms fought against themselves, the sight of them straining getting me hard, causing more pain in my leashed lips. I increased my speed, ramming my nose into her red pubic hair, tightening my lips on her clit till they ached.

		"Oooooo" she cried, finally grabbing my hair with her hand, forcing her pussy hard against my mouth. I couldn't breathe, her flesh covering my face, as I felt her body shake. I could barely tell liquid was pouring down my lips, coating my chin and trickling to the blanket beneath us.

		Christina was feeding me her juices, sealing my fate for the next three months. I was now her slave, the contract signed in blood, and now, her juices. I felt her slowing, my mistress keeping a handful of hair, making sure I swallowed each drop.

		"Pretty pathetic," Christie informed me. "But I'll make sure you get a *lot* of practice."

		I looked up just in time to catch her evil grin. She pulled away from my mouth, watching her cum dribble down my chin. Within seconds she was standing, her feet the only thing I could see. They shuffled as she crammed her pussy back into the G-string, giving the mound one last grope.

		She walked behind me, untying each of my ankles. My legs were so sore, I didn't feel like trying to close them. I didn't know if I could. I felt a tugging at my pussy lips as she untied the thong from the cement block.

		"Time to get up, Muffin," she ordered, giving the thong a yank.

		The agony motivated me to struggle and stand, my legs sore from being stretched for so long. It was difficult to lean forward, my collar wrenching my arms higher up my back. Everything Christina had done caused me pain as I rose, my nude body glistening from the sweat.

		She passed the thong between my legs, moving to stand in front of me, the thong held just under my chin, a reminder who was mistress.

		"You're my slave 'till Labor Day," she said, tugging the leash until the pain in my cunt made me nod. "You'll do everything I tell you to do, or I'll punish you."

		Another yank, another nod. Her free hand grabbed the chain connecting my tit clamps, a good jerk drawing me nearer, so close my naked form could feel the heat from her. She threaded the thong up between the chain and my breasts, so that any tug from her would jerk my labia up, and the clamps out. A very diabolical leash.

		With a smile in the growing dawn, she turned away from me, heading for the porch doors. I had to follow, trying to keep the leash from pulling my tits or cunt lips. I would have given anything to turn and run, to have this night over, but I knew it was just beginning.

		I was walking toward hell, following my new mistress.

		Everything I dreamed of, and more, was happening, and I was as helpless as I had hoped. No turning back. The feeling that things would only get worse settled in the pit of my stomach.

		How right I was.

		END
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