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Faibhar

C vs. Mistress Shara

Pandemonium erupted in the warehouse as spectators heard Mistress Shara’s shrill cry and the report the encrusted whip made as it was slung toward the Amazonian slave. The fight had begun. A few aficionados remarked that this catwoman’s renown as a kick boxer probably explained her fleet feet despite the stiletto heels she wore. Few were surprised that the mistress was the aggressor. Like a snake striking at its victim, the whip sailed high through the air toward C’s face.

C reflexively held up both hands. Her swiftness matched that of the leather and caught the whip. “Yeee….AHHH,” The impact shocked more than hurt. She quickly let go but not before torrents of bloody raging rivers gushed from between each finger. Disbelievingly, C staggered back from the blow. As she did, she wiped her cut hands on her thighs. Blood mixed with oil and smeared the defined quadriceps. She wiped them again over the first and last letters of her large tattoo. As if to confirm what she already knew, C held up the palms to her face. A deep cut issued more blood from both hands. 

Making her own war cry, C charged Shara. The clad woman ducked and then stood as the slave flew over. “Agggggh…RRGH,” C tucked her body tighter as she saw her legs flail the air above her. She landed on both feet but Shara was ready. The whip hissed lower this time. C jumped in time and her legs were spared. Coiling again, she somersaulted toward the mistress. Too close for Shara to swing again, C ripped at the pointed ears on the cowl and pulled the headgear free. Shara’s chestnut hair spilled out. Her face was exposed. C backed away and threw the costume part away.

“I was wondering when you’d get to that, slut,” Shara purred so that C could hear. Locking her eyes on C she slowly unzipped the rest of her suit. “Costumes are fine if you’re going Trick or Treating, don’t you think?”

C watched as Shara exposed her creamy chest and pulled the torso covering off. She had to admit that the firm tits with the perky brown nipples were attractive.

“Oh, but wait slut. There’s more.” Shara smiled seductively as she slipped the waistband over her hips to expose the glittering G-string. She slid the pants down and over the calf-high boots and tossed the costume away. “The boots and G-string stay. Nice touches, right?”

“Yeah. Pretty good for the stripper whore you are Shara.”

“Oh my. Such talk from a slave bitch. Well, I guess we’ll just have to change your attitude.” The whip handle became an extension of her wrist and she flicked what it connected to towards C’ hips. She cursed as the slave jumped to a side and the whip snapped by harmlessly. Angrily, she tossed back her hair.

C closely watched her naked attacker. If Shara was going to act this way, she thought, even with cut hands she could dance circles around the Eurasian bitch. She wiped the sticky hands on her “signed” butt again, and prepared for the next whip. Kate could do her own thing up in the stands, screw their history together; C concentrated on circling the enemy before her.

“Well, I guess I can’t blame you for not liking the kiss of this whip,” Shara taunted, “Even with scarred skin like yours. Let’s try something else then, shall we?” She tossed the broken glass and leather whip to the floor. “Look behind you.”

C jumped as Shara tossed the whip, but kept her eyes locked. “Nice try, Mistress Bitch. What do you think I am…Stupid?” Keeping Shara in view, she crabbed to the side so that she could also look behind. What she saw startled.

“They’re five of the best opponents you’ve humiliated here, slave bitch. Take a word of advice and don’t expect any of them to send you Christmas cards.”

Nude, except for their slave collars and what looked like brass knuckles each wore, were former opponents. C remembered each. Some had rings, like hers, though not as many. From the left there was the cute blonde name Cindi; next to her with the high tits stood Karen; on her side was the black-skinned Joyce; then Mai; and finally, the tall red head simply called X. Standing in the line, all of them looked angry. All of them seemed to focus their anger on her.

“Friends of yours, C, maybe even lovers, who knows? What s the saying? Something about you only hurt the ones you love? I dunno…something like that, I guess. But, I wouldn’t try crossing any of this bunch again if I were you.”

C tore her attention away from the assembled rank of slaves and looked entirely at Shara. She had gone over to the wooden table and was applying studded gloves over her catwoman opera gloves. She watched Shara fix old West-type spurs to the backs of her heels and then try them out by stepping on the hard floor. The spurs spun and jangled.

“You stay, slaves. I might have something for you later…” Shara swung a wicked back kick C’s way.

“YAAaah…,” C watched and grasped the crimson burst from the graze across her right bicep as Shara’s spur sliced.

