

[image: cover.jpg]





Imprint


„Untamed Rivalry: Scene from a female Fight Club““ by Alexis Diletti / Ellis Kent


published by Club der Sinne®, Allee der Kosmonauten 28a, 12681 Berlin, Germany, April 2013


 


© 2013 


Club der Sinne®


Inh. Katrin Graßmann


Allee der Kosmonauten 28a


12681 Berlin, Germany


www.Club-der-Sinne.de


kontakt@club-der-sinne.de


 


01. April 2013


 


Cover Photography: 


Women – Sandra Neumann, www.libertina.de


Background – © Pavel L Photo and Video, www.shutterstock.com


Cover Design: Tatjana Meletzky, www.imprintdesign.de 


 


ISBN 978-3-95527-322-4


 


All rights reserved. International Copyright secured. No part of this publication may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. For information address Club der Sinne. 




NEW AUTHORS WELCOME


Please send submissions to kontakt@club-der-sinne.de


All characters in this book are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


This is fiction, in real life always practise safe sex!


 


Please look at our other titles at 


www.Club-der-Sinne.de or www.Dirty-Talk-Stories.com




Alexis Diletti / Ellis Kent


UNTAMED RIVALRY: 


SCENES FROM A FEMALE FIGHT CLUB





Index


PROLOGUE


CHAPTER 01: THE CLUB – FIRST ENCOUNTER


En Route


The Call


Suki


Birgit


Birgit Briefs


CHAPTER 02: BEGINNINGS


CHAPTER 03: INITIATION


Paris


Into the Arena


Encounters


Pre-Combat Preparations


First Combat


CHAPTER 04: NOVICES


The Challenge


Admission Committee


Rules of Engagement


Thoughts from a Sponsor


Dark Combat


Elemental


CHAPTER 05: CLUB MEMBER


Carnal Idolatry


Pandora’s Box


Member Profile


Memories of Shanghai


From Arena to Forum


CHAPTER 06: RIVALRY REKINDLED


Re-acquaintance


Obedient to her Command


Brownstone Combat


Offering to the Goddess


Suki as Shaman


CHAPTER 07: OLD SCORES, NEW SENSATIONS


Old Acquaintance


Message from the Orient


CHAPTER 08: SWITCH BITCH


Haute couture Bitchery


Kensington Lair


Switch Bitches


Deep Experiences


CHAPTER 09: THE FITTING


An Invitation


Cyber Challenges


Amsterdam and the Main Feature


The Shoot


Rules of Engagement


CHAPTER 10: THE AMSTERDAM ARENA


Countdown to Carnage


Duel to a Finish


Vintage Veterans


Alone at Last


CHAPTER 11: INTERLUDE AND IN TRAINING


Home Alone


Forthcoming Feature


Scorpio Rising


An Evening In


R&R and Training


Going West to Go East


CHAPTER 12: RIVALRY RESOLVED


Encounter on the Wall


Shanghai Surprises


East Meets West


Clubs Clash


Queen Scorpions


Eternal Victrix


 





PROLOGUE


My name is Alexis. I have a successful career but in my private life, I express myself through fighting other women. As an “alpha” female, I love to compete and crave confrontation, physical, sexual, and mental, with other women. Films of me both fighting and sexfighting are available from commercial studios, but what I enjoy most takes place in an international, private, sophisticated, women-only club. The Club is a place where women can uninhibitedly express their desire for various types of physical and sexual combat. I wanted to share my experience with my many female and male admirers who know me only from my commercial films. I also wanted to explore and celebrate the motivations that drive me. What I have written is with the agreement of the senior club sponsors who originally released this confessional for their exclusive membership. I have changed names and locations, as discretion is a core Club value; however, the central theme of this book, my rivalry with “Karen,” is real and visceral. 


I would like to acknowledge the help of my wonderful co-writer, Ellis Kent. I value his instinctive understanding of alpha women and their complex emotions. I am proud to be his muse. 


We would both like to thank Claudia R. and MM for help and inspiration; finally, we are most grateful to Katrin Grassmann, our publisher. 


I would like to hear from readers at AlexisUntamed@ymail.com


Alexis Diletti 





CHAPTER 01: THE CLUB – FIRST ENCOUNTER



En Route


Alexis pushed the recline-button and tried to relax as the plane hit cruising altitude. Her mouth was dry. The cause was not lack of fluids or the onboard air-conditioning; it was the tension of anticipation. This was not her first flight across the Atlantic, but she still felt the same excitement that she had felt years ago, while en route to her first female fight event in Europe. She contemplated with satisfaction her own career as a catfighter, wrestler and sexfighter. Alexis also thought how lucky she was to have discovered the pleasures of matching her body, sexuality and will against other women. 


She had started as a catfighter and wrestler, first in her native America and then internationally. Soon she was attending exclusive private events where sexfighting was a competitive sport. A sexfight combines strength and competitiveness with sexual drive. The aim is for one woman to dominate her opponent, forcing her to orgasm. Normally, the winner is the woman who forces the most orgasms from her opponent within a given time. Occasionally contestant fought to exhaustion, where one woman is unable to continue. In some cases, there is a sexual reward for the winner and/or a forfeit for the loser. 


Sexfighting had become Alexis’ preferred type of combat: competitive, sexually thrilling, draining and unscripted. The location for the fight was often an expensive villa with only a few sponsors present. On other occasions, there was no one but a camera operator present. Alexis often felt a heady cocktail of adrenalin and lust combined with an intense urge to win. 


The pleasures of sexfighting are manifold. There is the anticipation of the fight and studying the previous matches of a competitor to look for weaknesses, for example, sensitivity to trash-talk that might make an opponent climax faster. Alexis found that watching a competitor sexfight another woman often inflamed the visceral desire to beat her. Occasionally, before a sexfight, she and her competitor would phone or email each other, each taunting the other as to who was best. Then there was the flutter of excitement at the first sight of her opponent before the match. 


The greatest thrill though was the first contact, where it mattered most. She found no physical sensation as stimulating as clitoral contact with another woman. During a sexfight, it was as if every aspect of being a woman was at maximum volume. Alexis always felt immensely feminine and sexually powerful after a sexfight. Win or lose, a sexfight always sharpened her sexual appetite and she had enjoyed some of her most voracious sessions afterwards, with both men and women. 


In particular, she thought back to a recent fight where she had drawn against a fiery redhead. Even after eight orgasms in an hour, she was still on fire and wanting more. She had returned home to find a sometime lover, who was visiting from Europe, waiting for her in his distinctive red Audi. He had wanted to surprise her, but she surprised him. A well-known local lothario, she told him she did not care what plans he had or who he had waiting at his apartment, she needed him now and that night she drained him, and felt like a goddess.


The glass of champagne poured before take-off remained nearly full. Although her mouth was still dry, her panties were moistening at the memory of the telephone conversation a week earlier.





The Call


Early one evening the previous week, as she had emerged from the shower after a five-mile run, her phone rang. It was Michelle, but instead of a run of the mill message telling her about a challenge from a member of her Florida sexfight circle or asking her to try out a wannabe girl she asked if she would phone a lady whose number started with the country code 49. Alexis wrote down the number and then realized she would have to phone next day, as it was already late evening in Germany. 


She wasn’t sure what the call would be about. She had received all sorts of propositions: predictably, from men wanting to wrestle her, and from many female fans who wanted to pit themselves against her in private matches. In one such case, two rich Manhattan lesbians had been arguing over a lover. Each wanted Alexis to give them a weeklong training session in sexfighting and then adjudicate a sexfight to total exhaustion in front of the disputed woman. She had accepted this commission and would have done so even if there had not been a large fee. The chance to watch two women put everything on the line in front of the object of their desire was too good to miss. 


For Alexis testing her physical and sexual prowess against another woman was the ultimate rush. It spoke to her innermost being, and that was why she was now on this plane to Berlin. When Alexis had called the number the following evening, a woman introduced herself as Birgit. Her cultured, lightly accented voice had a strange combination of edge and warmth, together with the huskiness associated with an underlying sexual excitement. It was evident she was familiar with the main repertoire of Alexis’ appearances in sexfight and catfight videos to date. To Alexis’ question as to why she had been called, the answer was definitive. In addition to being active in both catfights and sexfights, she was almost unique in having the magic trio of qualities: great looks, the will to win, and what Birgit called “Kampfes Lust”{1} or desire for combat. The English derivation from the German word, “lust” also resonated with Alexis. 


Birgit explained she was a leading member of a female fight club. “The Club” allowed and encouraged women who possessed a strong drive for physical and sexual competitiveness to clash in the most uninhibited way before an audience comprising similarly inclined women. Alexis was just the type of woman Birgit was looking for to become a member, someone who would fight in the arena rather than just be a spectator. From what Birgit said, it was clear that discretion about The Club was a strict requirement, and she was to mention nothing about it to anyone. Alexis immediately cleared her diary to spend a week with Birgit in Berlin to learn more. 


The e-ticket for her flight had arrived within thirty minutes of hanging up. She started to think about what to pack, and her imagination began to run riot about what she would encounter during the next week. 





Suki 


Birgit’s assistant, Suki, was waiting for Alexis at Tegel airport. She was an attractive girl with Asian features and about Alexis’ age. She contrasted with the other drivers, who were largely middle-aged men. Suki introduced herself and helped Alexis with her bags to an SL Mercedes, enquiring after her well-being after ten hours in the air. Her shapely legs were well toned, the result of the same sort of rigorous regime Alexis herself followed. As the car pulled away into the Berlin night, it crossed Alexis’ mind that Suki might be involved in martial arts, though felt it would be forward to ask. 


It turned out that Suki was half-Thai and half-English. She grew up internationally, the daughter of a Thai mother and a British diplomat. She had lived in France and Germany, gone to a girls’ boarding school in England followed by a degree in Asian languages at Oxford, which explained her upper class English accent and her facility for languages. She had been working for the publishing business that Birgit had inherited twenty years ago and acted as her executive assistant. Her high cheekbones, large almond-shaped eyes and dark brown hair combined the best of Asian and European features. After a flight during which Alexis had thought of little other than the combat opportunities that were about to be revealed, she would have welcomed a nocturnal tussle with this exotic woman. 


Driving with the top of the convertible down, the couple drew admiring glances from passers-by of both sexes at the traffic lights. As they drew away from the metropolis on the road to Charlottenburg, Suki explained that Birgit, who was unexpectedly out of town on business, would meet her in the morning for a briefing. Alexis countered that the word briefing sounded rather businesslike. Smiling, Suki said that there was nothing casual about the organization of The Club. 


Suki was about to say more but stopped, saying, “Birgit would not be pleased if I was the one to tell you about our club. Your meeting will partly be about seeing if you would really fit in as a member, though I think few prospective joiners start with such great credentials as you.” 


Alexis turned to Suki and said more directly than she had intended, “You mean my catfight and sexfight victories?” 


Suki paused, perhaps feeling she had overstepped a boundary in speaking to her employer’s guest so openly. There was a silent intake of breath and stiffening in the poised driver as she clearly struggled with the desire to say more on the topic. As if to relax her, Alexis placed a friendly hand on her thigh, acknowledging the compliment. The tension subsided. 


Alexis, curious about what the girl her own age knew about her fighting films, asked if there was a particular moment that she remembered. To encourage Suki she said, “Please feel free to ask any questions as directly as you like, I love to talk about fighting, but only if you are not going to be shocked. Anything we say to each other stays between us.” Alexis then realized that Suki was hardly likely to be shocked as she referred to The Club as ‘ours’. 


Suki started up enthusiastically, “No matter how often I see it, there is a scene in a film you made a couple of years ago that always gives me a jolt. It was the phone conversation with a strawberry blonde girl who you had phoned to set up a sexfight!” 


Recalling the film and her opponent, Alexis prompted, “Oh yes, that was V.” She was glad that Suki was relaxing. 


“Well, what got my attention was the direct way you talked to each other about going pussy-to-pussy – it was so raw and real. You really got across your drive to lock up sex to sex with her in a way that made me wet.” 


The memory of that clash had also jolted Alexis, as had the talk of sexfighting issuing from the mouth of this well-spoken, desirable woman. Alexis added, “V is still an active sexfighter and is very competitive, as am I.” 


Suki said slowly, deliberately choosing the words, “V might be competitive, but I loved the way you really took that blond bitch. You totally out-fucked her. After the final orgasm you forced out of her, I remember her fingering her sticky defeated pussy. You were magnificent in controlling yourself. Her last orgasm could so easily have turned into a mutual orgasm, as you looked right on the edge of coming. I remember you told her after the match that you had to fight it. I often wonder if you got yourself off straight afterwards. I know I had to do myself the first time I saw it. I was in a total frenzy watching you take her!” 


Alexis was wide-eyed at what Suki said, and both flattered and excited. Suki smiled. “You said to be direct.” 


The car began to slow as they entered the elegant, tree-lined drive of a gated house. It seemed to date from the 1870s, probably built by a wealthy industrialist or banker. The car stopped and they got out and walked to the door without speaking. Soon they were in the spacious entrance hall and heading up the staircase, each carrying a suitcase to one of the many guest rooms. Suki showed her around the spacious en suite bedroom and indicated the deer park where Alexis could go running. 


After their frank conversation, there was now trust between them. As Suki was leaving the room, she suddenly turned and sensually lifted her skirt to show her pubis, skimpily attired in expensive, lace black panties and said huskily, “It’s not going to be this visit, but sometime soon I demand satisfaction.” 


Alexis slid her right hand down inside her skirt very deliberately and slowly. Looking Suki full in the face and obviously fingering her pussy, she said, “Challenge accepted, bitch.” 


Suki smiled and mouthed an appreciative kiss, then closed the door. Alexis noticed the returning moistness below, and the dryness in her mouth that had marked the start of her journey. She sought the privacy of her bed to release the flood that had been building since the last segment of the journey.





Birgit


Alexis had been for a run, showered, breakfasted and had just put on the mid-length ivory covered silk dressing gown put out for her when there was a gentle knock on the door. It was Suki. Alexis opened the door and saw her face, impassive with no hint of the closeness or the conversation the previous night. Suki was back in executive assistant mode. “Birgit is looking forward to meeting you. Will you follow me?” Anticipating the objection about not being dressed, Suki told her she was fine to come as she was. Suki herself was wearing a short oat-colored skirt and top that contrasted beautifully with her lightly tanned skin.


After a few moments, Alexis asked quietly, “Any tips for my meeting?” 


Suki smiled warmly, and the newcomer knew the connection was still there. “No, I advise nothing except not to hold back. Remember lack of inhibition is one of the core characteristics of a member. I am going to be there in case there are any specific arrangements to make. I am Birgit’s assistant and as such I manage a lot of club business.”


Moving trippingly down the sweeping staircase, Alexis felt a lightness of being. She knew this was an adventure, and not knowing exactly where it was going to lead her somehow added to the excitement. 


At the end of one of the corridors was the entrance to a large conservatory. Two sides of the space were glass and on one wall hung a large flat screen TV. Relaxing on a cream Mies van der Rohe recliner was an elegant dark haired woman in her mid-fifties. She raised one shapely tanned thigh putting it three quarters on display. Her nose was a little aquiline, her fingers long and her deep brown eyes seemed a little cold. On seeing the two younger women, she got up and reached out to take Alexis’ hands in greeting. Planting a gentle kiss of welcome on each cheek, she gestured to the black recliner parallel to her own but facing the opposite direction, allowing the two women to face each other while recumbent. Alexis appreciated the choreography, the color coordination, and realized that she was probably not the first woman to go through this. 


“Alexis, thank you for giving up so much time to come and visit me. I trust everything so far has been to your satisfaction,” she said as they both settled themselves. 


“Yes, very much so,” she replied truthfully. 


Pausing for a moment Birgit asked Alexis directly, “Did Suki challenge you to a fuck-fight last night?” 


Alexis hesitated then remembered what Suki herself had said, and, answering with confidence but not defiance, replied, “Yes, of course she did. We are both women of the same age and build and we both fuck-fight. What could be more natural than her challenging me and me accepting the challenge? However, she did say that it could not happen during this trip.” 


Birgit paused and looked at Suki, then smiled and said, “Well done my dear, you are at last showing some real control.” Birgit then turned to Alexis: “Dear Suki is so addicted to sexfighting that she is sometimes premature in her challenges. Because I value her so much, I am teaching her the benefits of building the tension between herself and a desired opponent. She must savor the bittersweet experience of watching a woman you want to fight pitting herself against another woman. I myself have ached to fight a woman and had to endure watching her in combat with someone else. If you can wait, when you finally get to fight with her, it will normally be a far richer experience because you will be bringing all that explosive, frustrated sexual energy with you.” 


Towards the end of her sentence, the adrenalin generated by her own train of thought brought a thickness to her voice. Birgit was articulating some of the feelings of which Alexis herself had been aware but never quite fully explained to herself. She thought back a few months to the woman who had stood next to her at a fantastically hard-fought amateur catfight being shot somewhere in rural Florida. As the naked winner was strutting and posing to celebrate her narrow victory, a spectator standing next to Alexis, an athletic woman who fought there regularly, growled lustily at the winner that she wanted her next. Almost inadvertently, Alexis had hissed at her neighbor that she was next to fight the winner the following month. She and the other woman had nearly come to blows before backing off and issuing challenges at each other. Aggressive women who got a sexual charge from watching women fighting often reacted this way. For some, watching was never enough!


She looked at Suki who was smiling at the compliment paid by Birgit. "Birgit is right. I used to be a total slut when there was the slightest chance of a fuck-fight. Impromptu fights can be great but the best, like good sex, have a long, slow buildup. Women who really want to sexfight are rare indeed and when we find an exciting opponent, we should nurture and savor the rivalry before consummating it in a sexfight. The Club wants drama and sophistication we are not talking about some schoolgirl encounter, this is for mature, experienced women of the world,” she added, gently thrusting out her pelvis and lightly running a hand over her pubis for emphasis.


“Another reason Suki can’t take you now is that it is a tradition that a novice for membership will fight another novice for admittance. This brings us to why we are here now,” said Birgit, her composure fully regained. “I take it you are interested in learning more or you would not be here.”


Alexis nodded, acknowledging butterflies in her stomach. The thought that she would one day be up against Suki was a delicious prospect, even if she had to wait. 





Birgit Briefs


Birgit loosened the black silk robe, which fell away noiselessly revealing a toned, tanned inner thigh to Alexis. “Firstly, The Club is for women exclusively. The word club suggests a location but in fact, it has no physical location and indeed no name. It is really more a network, and the senior and the financially well-endowed members control access. In return, they provide venues and occasionally lavish entertainments, appropriate to our mutual interests. It provides an environment where sexually and physically aggressive, attractive, and often high-performance women can meet to fight or fuck-fight in the company of like-minded women who really share the passion. 


To prove that passion even a woman who is essentially a voyeur has to fuck-fight to gain membership. The film of that fight will be on file and, if a member should ever bring The Club any unwelcome attention, we will post it to every web site possible. Discretion is essential as we have some famous members from the arts and media, as well as women in senior positions in business and the professions. If word about their interest got out, it could prove a severe embarrassment or impediment to their careers.” 


Shifting on the recliner to angle herself a little towards Alexis she continued, “The Club is about woman versus woman. We do not allow men as members. We don’t want video-camera wielding spectators who are more interested in female bodies than in female combat. We want women to be uninhibited, to be truly free to…” and here her flawless English failed her as she sought the right words, “to unleash their inner bitch.” 


Alexis saw how the female-only rule could work. She thought of some of the dull, unattractive men who had cheered or gawked at her while she was pinning or driving an opponent to orgasm. There had been “gentlemen” connoisseurs too who treated her like a princess, but who then tried to control her or keep her away from her audience. She had appeared in these male circles because it was a way of finding the competition she craved. The Club sounded much more to her liking. Raising her right leg Alexis moved her head towards Birgit, realizing that Suki, seated in front of her now, had partial view of her pussy, only barely covered by the ivory silk. 


Alexis then asked about the types of combat and their organization. Birgit explained, “Here we indulge in both real fights and sexfights. The true alpha female is likely to do both. The reason for this is simple. An alpha female is more likely to encounter a rival for a lover and more likely to want to fight to stake her claim. After all, that is often what drives our desire to compete. Who gets the woman or the man, or in the case of some of our members, who gets a harem of fans. The fans sometimes fight amongst themselves for access to the fighter.” This delighted Alexis as there was normally a strict divide between real fights and sexfights, which seemed wholly artificial. 


Birgit paused, noting Alexis’ rapt attention, and then continued, “The most aggressive alpha females have exhibitionist tendencies and they seek to be center stage in the arena, and the adulation of the crowd. Some of the best fighters attract fans who will wear a color ribbon to show who they are supporting. Of course, there are rivalries that build in such a hothouse atmosphere, and sometimes there will be brawls or sexfights between members of rival supporters. It all stokes the tension that fuels the lust to battle. In fact, for many members the attraction of The Club is in the small private events that take place after the arena fights. Members who seek to fight in the arena are in a minority, which is why we approached you.”


Alexis was intrigued, she clearly fell into the aggressive, exhibitionist category. She also liked the idea of fans that would be prepared to compete for her. She interrupted, “Say more about The Club events, where do they take place?”  


Birgit continued, “Every few weeks there will be a major Club event that could take place anywhere in the world, but normally it is in Europe or the Eastern seaboard of America, sometimes in Asia. I manage the coordination of major events. At each event, there is typically a combat between two highly experienced fighters. This is the main feature, often in a specially adapted private arena. A local sponsor member will supply the venue and organize the program, acting as hostess. There are normally around thirty members present, though others will be able watch the action later through our private intranet. Before the main events there could be a warm-up event, some theatre or a dance created around a fight theme, or perhaps a grudge challenge between two members who want an audience when they settle the score. Some hostesses make movies in which they can indulge their own fantasies and in which they may give themselves a leading role. In fact, there is a meet in Paris tomorrow evening that you will be attending with us, so you can see for yourself.”


Alexis thrilled at the thought of getting to see The Club in action so soon, “Tell me about the rules and who gets to fight?” 


Birgit smiled and continued, “The great thing about The Club is that it has a private message board. On our intranet, you can choose and challenge any of the members and offer to pit yourself against them in private. For each member we hold an image, their vital statistics and a description of their preferred type of combat, and any information they want other members to see. There are around three hundred members worldwide and we are reluctant to make the membership any larger.” 


Alexis’ mind ran riot thinking about the fun she would have perusing the photos and descriptions of possible rivals. 


“However, for the open or so-called arena events, the organizing hostess and senior sponsors will select the combatants. Normally they will be experienced, aggressive, evenly matched and preferably with some degree of grudge between them. Sometimes promising novices may serve as a pre-match warm-up. A few weeks ago, I saw two newcomers fight furiously to win an apprenticeship with Jayne White, often known as JW, the godmother of the New York fight scene who owns a well-known catfight film company. The winner will get a match against one of Jayne’s protégées and train for the fight with Nicky S, one of the queens of catfight. So there is an intersection between the commercial world of cat and sexfighting – we just aim to be more exclusive and more to a female taste – lesbian and straight, though purely straight women here are in a minority. In my experience many of the best fighters are bi-sexual.”


Birgit turned to Suki: “Please show Alexis the trailer for tomorrow evening’s open event.” Reaching for the remote control Suki made the large TV screen come to life. 


A woman wearing a ball-mask and evening dress stood addressing the camera. In heavily French-accented English, she announced, “I have the pleasure to announce that the aggression auction amongst our Parisian members to fight for our special prize has just ended.” Noting the puzzled look that passed over Alexis’ face at the mention of an “aggression auction” Suki paused the frame: “An aggression auction is sometimes used to select combatants and can take place live or be run over the intranet. The idea is to select those who most want the opportunity to fight. Those who are most aggressive in demanding a place to fight are likely to produce the most exciting combat.” 


Birgit cut in…”the ability to both verbalize and visualize aggression is highly prized – particularly for the open events. A woman who can threaten and trash-talk is considered exciting, as is the ability to gesture in an overtly sexual way – showing your rival what you have got and daring her to match or top your lewdness is part of the way we raise tension and the interest in seeing a couple face off.” 


“What is the prize?” asked Alexis. 


“In this case,” Birgit replied, “it is a French adult film star called Maurice F, a friend of the sponsor member Beatrice d’Alencourt. He apparently liked her suggestion of two women fighting for the right to use him and agreed to act as the prize. The two women will be fighting for a weekend of his services.” 


“So what happened at the aggression auction?” Alexis asked with a slight note of impatience. 


Suki jumped back to the start of the recording. A static camera showed a blindfolded man, hands handcuffed behind him, standing on a two-foot high pedestal. He was wearing a dinner jacket, with his erect penis jutting hugely from his trousers. A crowd of around a dozen masked women in expensive clothes took turns to weigh or squeeze the monstrous member. Several ran their tongues along the shaft or sneaked the head into their gaping jaws. A tall, dusky, oiled and muscled woman wearing only leather shorts held a riding crop with which to encourage the women to move along if necessary. There was an excited buzz and low murmur in French. 


After ten minutes, there was a clap of hands. The shorts-clad woman unshackled the man and led him away, his cock wet with a mixture of saliva and pre-come. Various shades of lipstick smeared his shaft. Suki speculated aloud that he must have nearly shot his prodigious load, despite his vast sexual experience. (Apparently, the volume and violence of his ejaculations formed the cornerstone of his success as a porn-star.)


The crowd moved into an adjacent room where ten chairs stood in a horseshoe shape around a lectern at which Madame Beatrice still wearing her mask was waiting. The women were clearly excited about the prize. Even the dyke contingent recognized the extra fight frenzy he would provoke. They took their seats and Beatrice holding a small gavel tapped the lectern for silence. She started to speak in French…


Suki started a mixture of translation and commentary. 


“She’s asking if anyone wants to start the bidding…”


A rather cocky looking woman in her early thirties, a brunette with bobbed hair, arrogantly stood up. “I think our prize likes pretty meat and he should not be disappointed by having to fuck some bull dyke," she said, looking at some of the highly-muscled women dressed in revealing leather garments. She put her hands on her hips and snootily raised and inclined her head in defiance of the other women gathered. 


A voluptuous blonde around forty years old with full lips and brown eyes then stood up. “I am interested in that cock but I am even more interested in putting a pretty little bitch like you in her place. That place is on her back eating my pussy after I have shown everyone what a real woman is capable of when she wants something badly enough.” As she spoke she was unbuttoning her almost see through blouse allowing her firm, unsupported mid-sized breasts to spill out. She cupped them, staring around at the other potential bidders. “I think a real woman is called for here – a mature woman who will make the best use of the prize.”


Beatrice, the auctioneer, cut in: "Do we have any more bidders? Marianne C, our second bidder, is the high bid." 


The blonde looked as though she were about to up her challenge to ensure her rightful place. To cement her own ascendancy, Marianne removed her bottom revealing a dark blond bush and a full but firm bottom and shapely thighs framed in black suspenders. She arched her back, pushing out her pubis aggressively, and displaying her womanhood round the semi-circle. 


In response to this gesture, another woman stood up, having slipped deftly out of her short black skirt. She was around the same age as Marianne with red hair and green eyes, clad in gray stockings and suspenders that set off her unshaven auburn tangle. She pushed her pussy out, directly at her rival. “Marianne is right. The prize should go to a real woman that knows how to beat a rival senseless and would make best use of that huge cock…and that better woman is me, as I will prove in the arena and then in the bed.”


Nostrils flaring and eyes ablaze, Marianne fingered her slit and snarled back at the redhead, “Well slut, as I rub my victor’s cunt on your face I am going to celebrate with a come shower.” Turning to Beatrice she stated, “Madame, I hope Maurice will be allowed to watch the combat. I can just imagine how much he is going to shoot after watching me in action.” 


Beatrice nodded and said, “He will be allowed to watch, but only because I believe it will enhance his performance in servicing the winner. I accede to your request for a victory shower which I will administer if you are chosen and win.”


The redhead, now naked, was a close body double to Marianne. She upped the stakes by parting her labia deftly with her forefingers, and by showing her erect clit, which glistened menacingly. Looking directly at the blonde, she said, “You are dreaming bitch. When you surrender to me, I am going to lay you in the center of the arena and have him fuck me from behind while kneeling on your shoulders. That way you can see how a true woman takes a man, and I will taunt you as my juices drip on your loser face and you watch my winner cunt take the prize.” Both women were clearly feeling the urge to clash, and faces reddened. It looked as though they might come to blows, as they stepped out of the horseshoe of chairs towards each other.


At this point, the gavel hits the desk Beatrice declared the auction closed and declared Marianne C and Noëlle R, the redhead, to be the winners. The group of women started to divide equally around the two winners with words of support, and the screen went blank. 


Birgit’s face was flushed, and Alexis felt a tremor of lust through her body. “What did you think of your first aggression auction?” asked Birgit. 


Alexis looked at Birgit and said huskily, “It – I mean they were magnificent. They are such fierce sexy women and so utterly uninhibited. I can’t wait to see them fight it out.”


Birgit added, “You asked about the rules for the fight. Well, you’ve just seen the rules for this fight set by the combatants themselves. That was short and sweet. Beatrice made a good call to finish the auction there with two such powerful sexy women. She is a truly talented hostess.”


Alexis felt fortunate to have come to Birgit’s notice, and to get the opportunity to indulge her passion in an all-female environment. Many wrestlers and catfighters with film careers remained anonymous, known only to a small circle of loyal admirers. Typically, their star burned brightly for a year or so, until the next star wrestler appeared and they faded in popularity or a partner forced them out of the scene. She also acknowledged her sheer luck, for though she had her career before the days of ‘social networking’, ‘viral videos’, and even DVDs, she had established a global reputation in her niche. She possessed an edge that appealed to connoisseurs of female combat. 


Suki smiled at Alexis: "I’ll take you to see some of the sites of Berlin now if you want to get dressed.” Alexis had other things on her mind but welcomed the distraction from the strong sensations of what she had just seen…she had only just arrived in Berlin, but Paris was already beckoning!





CHAPTER 02: BEGINNINGS


Alexis spent a pleasurable afternoon in the May sunshine in the company of Suki. They walked around the center of Berlin taking in the sights; the Brandenburg Gate, up into the spiral dome of the Bundestag, along Unter den Linden and into the Gendarmenmarkt to Suki’s café of choice, Lutter & Wegner. Alexis found it liberating to be with someone who knew of and shared in her interests. She really liked this attractive, warm and educated woman. She also now felt both comfortable and open with Suki. Sitting in Lutter & Wegner, she told Alexis how she had met Birgit at the Frankfurt Book Fair a couple of years earlier, when she was working as a freelance editor and translator. 


Introduced by a mutual acquaintance, Birgit had told Suki that she had a translating project that required someone with both language skills and the ability to enter into the “spirit of the subject matter.” Intrigued she had agreed to meet her in Harry’s Bar in Frankfurt’s Breidenbacherhof hotel where Birgit was staying. She recalled how a banker friend had told her that this bar was where Hausfrau cougars preyed on the business executives that frequented it on their business trips. 


At 8pm Harry’s Bar had been lightly peopled, its habitual semi-darkness accentuated by its location in the basement of the hotel. Suki installed herself at a table near the door. Indeed, a couple of attractive cougars, a blonde and a brunette in their forties, were seated at the bar and were busy hitting on a strawberry blond Englishman who delighted them by speaking impeccable German. They were both cooing over him when his PDA buzzed and he excused himself. A low growling argument began between the women. Although inaudible to Suki, they were clearly disputing who was going to get the rights of access to their prey. 


The Englishman returned less than a minute later to announce his deal had closed and that he wanted to celebrate. The pause before, and emphasis on, the word feiern, (celebrate) left little doubt what he meant. Another pregnant pause as he ventured, “Vielleicht zu dritt?” (Maybe all three of us?) After the briefest pause, the two women looked at each other and exchanged a nod. They collected their handbags and left with the young man. Suki mused as to whether they were going to the dining room or to his room.


“Disappointing,” said a voice to Suki’s right. It was Birgit, whom she had not seen in the gloom. 


Suki smiled and moved to sit next to the elegant woman whom she judged to be about fifty years old. Sensing Suki’s puzzlement at her one word comment, the distinguished looking woman said, “I was thinking what a spirited catfight those two would have had if they hadn’t agreed to share.” 


Suki countered, “How do you know they won’t still come to blows? I have always wondered how a real woman could willingly share. Aren’t we programmed to compete?" 


Birgit replied, “For some of us it is enough that another woman wants something to want to stop her from getting it. Have you ever fought another woman, Suki?”


Suki swallowed and had a flashback to her high school days some ten years earlier. She thought about telling Birgit her whole story, but simply said, “Not for years now.” 


Birgit then told her she needed someone to translate into both English and French a book called “Kampfes Lust”. The translation was to be funded by the glamorous Beatrice who Alexis had just seen running the aggression auction and who was a founder sponsor of The Club. It was a book about women's desire to fight one another. By the end of the evening, she had accepted a role as international rights negotiator in the publishing house owned by Birgit, together with the use of Birgit’s Berlin apartment. 


As confidence had grown between the two women, and as Suki’s interest in Birgit’s non-business interests grew, Birgit made a suite of rooms available to her in the house in Charlottenburg. Suki became the de facto executive assistant to Birgit and The Club. She masterminded The Club’s intranet. Beatrice and Birgit were The Club’s most creative force when it came to fight rules, and exotic fight-related equipment or staging. Suki explained that Birgit and Beatrice were lovers.


Seizing on Suki’s comment that she had not fought “for years” before she met Birgit, Alexis asked about her first fight. Suki looked into mid-distance over the square as if to recapture the moment. The trigger had been a game of lacrosse when she was eighteen. She had clashed repeatedly with Carla. After Suki’s third foul, Carla had hissed at her: “Let’s settle this woman-to-woman in the changing rooms.” 


Suki had felt a surge of adrenalin and agreed, adding hastily, “Yes, and alone so no one can stop me from giving you the thrashing you deserve." She had never heard the phrase woman-to-woman before but it had thrilled her in a way she could not define. 


Suki lowered her voice a little and looked round to ensure that they had some privacy and continued, “After the game finished in a draw, the two teams walked back to the changing rooms to shower. Carla and I hung back and spent ages rearranging our laces, cleaning our boots, rather than heading for the communal shower room. It seemed to take forever for the other girls to leave. Carla and I kept looking across at each other. I think we both feared the other would change her mind. Now I realize she wanted it as much as I did. My heart was pounding in my stomach and I didn’t really know why. I wasn’t actually angry anymore, so in fact there was no reason to fight and yet the desire to get at her was welling up inside me like no other feeling…” 


Alexis felt stirrings of the memories of her own first combat, but suppressed them to concentrate on Suki’s story. 


Suki continued, “As soon as the last girl left the changing room, Carla went barefoot to close the door, locking it from the inside, switching off all the main lights. Two mirror lights on either side of the room cast feint shadows. The harsh fluorescent light, the dampness from the showers, and the faint scent of girl sweat and soap created a hot, brooding, primal, and sticky atmosphere.” 


Suki, seemingly a little flustered at the memory she was so vividly reliving, continued, “What happened next hit me in the solar plexus. In two moves, Carla pulled her hockey shirt over her head and slipped out of her skirt and panties. Throwing the latter at my feet she opened her arms and semi-crouched, preparing for combat a few feet away. In a trance, driven by some deep instinct I copied her movements, the impulse to fight her asserting itself viscerally." 


Pushing the hair back over her ears she recounted, “Our eyes seemed to be automatically drawn to the seats of the other’s precocious femininity, upward tilting breasts and the dark hair between our legs. Carla cupped her breasts, she slightly bared her teeth and her stiff nipples seemed to be leveling themselves at mine in a direct challenge. Raising our arms with fingers splayed we took a single step towards each other and violently locked hands in a classic trial of strength, our backs bent as we strained to push the other girl backwards. I can still remember the sensation as our engorged nipples made contact for the first time. She gradually backed me into the communal shower room.” 


Suki noticed that Alexis’ eyes were shining brightly as she recounted her first adult experience.


“As my back touched the wall I broke the mutual handhold and grabbed her around the waist pulling her towards me. To counter, she then rammed her pubis against mine. A second shock, greater than the nipple contact, ran through me as I grabbed her buttocks and thrust back against her. Our bushes rubbed roughly against each other as we jockeyed for dominance. Then the third and greatest sensation as her clitoris made itself felt against my labia and almost immediately, my clit burst from its hood to joust against hers. I could sense she had felt it too, as she dropped her hands to my buttocks to pull me in close. The fight now became a frenzied series of stabbing and sideways movements to keep our clits in contact and to maintain the powerful sensation that was driving us. We ground and flicked the sensitive horns against each other, adding a final new experience as our pussies gushed over each other.” 


Suki paused and looked emotional. 


Alexis took Suki’s hands between hers and said eagerly, “That is so close to what happened to me. I was eighteen years old and in a swimming pool with my best friend. She was very attractive, we were both candidates for Homecoming Queen, and she was my date for the dance, something scandalous in small-town America back then. We started fighting over possession of the raft to sunbathe on. A friendly tussle gradually turned violent and physical. 


We were too naïve to understand the emotions driving us. You and Carla, it seems by chance, sublimated your violence into a sexfight. We did not recognize the sexual competition at the root of our struggle, so we kept on escalating the violence and as a result very nearly drowned each other. Those powerful emotions I was feeling as we struggled so fiercely, her firm bikinied-body against mine, were stronger than anything I had felt before. I knew I wanted more. Those early memories come back during every fight...”


Suki replied, “At eighteen we were so close to being adults, but what happened left me confused for a decade. Was I a lesbian? I tried to like men too for a while, and I totally suppressed the craving to fight women physically and sexually until I met Birgit. It took getting to know Birgit to show me that the urge to compete is hard-wired into some women. The primal urge to win is also inherent in our sex drive. I don’t bother with men at all now.” The waiter came with the bill and Suki settled it. 


Alexis confessed, “I was confused too, but I found my way quite fast. Prior to the pool incident, I had always enjoyed watching women wrestling on TV, and my parents seemed rather concerned at my interest. Then I had a boyfriend who was into female combat. I remember watching some of his catfight videos. I started to contact some of the studios myself and from there it was a natural progression into sexfighting. I am afraid I left that boyfriend and men in general in the dust, though in my early days I did find the convertibles and expensive gifts from male fans useful. I have a good job, and I like to make my own way now. That’s why a club that is run by and for women is so right for me.”


Excited by the theme, Suki asked, “How did you get to have your first sexfight?” 


“One Saturday afternoon my team was fencing against a rival college. I was watching our captain, Mary, fencing with her opposite number. Another team member, Debbie, who was my build and hair color, sat next to me. The swordplay was fierce and watching these two attractive fencers going at it so energetically made me aggressively horny. 


I never flaunted my sexuality but I had a fair idea most fencing team members were either gay or bi-sexual. Even so, I was slightly surprised when Debbie, who looked prim, asked me straight out whether I had a crush on Mary. I decided to be direct and told her that I did. She floored me when she said that Mary had told her that she wanted to sleep with me. I asked Debbie how she knew this and why she was telling me this rather than Mary herself. She replied that to get access to Mary I had to compete with her for the right.


Up until that point, I had been concentrating on the fencing, but when I turned to look at Debbie, there was a real glint of steel in her eyes. I knew she was very competitive, at both fencing and soccer, where she had a record for the most fouls in the varsity league. She told me upfront that I would first have to beat her at a fencing game, and if I succeeded, there would be a second and final “special test”. She would only reveal the nature of the test if I won at the fencing. Well, I am competitive too, so of course I agreed. I didn’t give any thought to the special test. 


We met in the fencing room at 10pm that evening. It was a Saturday and that guaranteed no one would disturb us. I must confess I was tense with excitement. I was there first and turned on the light. I was dressed in my fencing kit complete with mask. I was surprised when the door opened and Debbie appeared wearing shorts, flip-flops and a tee shirt, and carrying her mask and foil. 


The second she was through the door, she turned and locked it fast behind her. Next, she proceeded to kick off her flip-flops and strip naked. Equipped with only her foil and mask she came towards me. It was then I noticed the scars on her chest, there were several. She saw me looking at them and said proudly, “I got three of these winning a place in Mary’s bed and two defending it. If you still want to continue, Alexis my darling, then the winner is the first woman to draw blood on the torso. If you succeed, you may proceed to the second and final contest. I can tell you now it does not involve swords! Still want to take me on?” 


I remember that I was giddy with excitement at the thought. I didn’t even reply, but just stripped and faced her. I noticed that she had a key around her neck. It didn’t offer any serious protection so I did not object to it. Within moments, we were thrusting and parrying. Although she was senior to me in the team, we were matched evenly. I felt strangely in control during the fight while the lust I felt for Mary made me reckless and brought real edge to the duel. 


I’ll never forget the look of surprise on her face when I whipped my foil across the top of her left breast, leaving a thin streak of red. I had won the first stage. What did surprise me was the way she smiled as she told me the nature of the second test.’ Alexis then adopted a very preppy, husky accent, imitating Debbie, “If you really want to get into Mary’s bed, then you have to beat me in a sexfight. First woman to come loses.” 


Even though I had never heard of a sexfight, the word seemed to make it clear what was to happen. It also seemed the right way to settle a sexual rivalry. Debbie clearly relished the prospect. She told me she was glad we had the chance to compete because it also excited Mary to hear about fights from the winner. She seemed to ooze confidence. Debbie lifted the key around her neck. "This is Mary’s key, the winner goes to her room and the loser never mentions what happened here tonight, right?"’ 


Alexis swallowed hard, and then she looked across at Suki, who was listening intently, continuing, “I expect it was the same for us all, you never forget your first time you go pussy to pussy with another woman. I can still recall Debbie’s warmth, the moisture, the electric shock when our clitorises first touched and, how energetically we tried to keep them in contact. We were two fit, competitive and sexually curious young women. We were completely uninhibited and went at it until I heard her moan loudly and felt the warm moistness of come wash over my pussy. 


After I brought myself off against her, I lifted the key on its string over her head. Debbie, like the aggressive competitor, said she would be challenging. She tried but never succeeded in beating me. We always skipped the fencing and went straight to the sexfight. That way I could prove I was woman where it counted most. Mary was my first real girlfriend who I discovered really got off on the story of my victory. I always regretted that she was not there to watch me win her.”


Suki, who had been listening in silent appreciation of a story well told, asked, “Why did Mary not come to watch, did you ever find out?”


Alexis replied, “Well, what turned Mary on most was imagining what was happening and not knowing who was going to turn up to make love to her that night. At college, Mary enjoyed several lovers who all fought their way into her bed. They also knew the way to stay there was to agree to fight off any new suitors. Many of the would-be contenders backed down at the “special test” anyway.” 


Suki sighed in surprise, “Wow, I would have been there in person to ratchet up the confrontation and to ensure the hottest woman won! Was it really wanting to bed Mary that made you take up the challenge or was it the competition itself?”


Alexis replied thoughtfully, “Well, looking back I think that I didn’t fight just in order to be Mary’s lover, it was the urge to compete. Mary found out herself that I too am an alpha woman, and we fought each other from time to time. I did enjoy the fights defending my place in her bed, but in time I also attracted girls who fenced and fuckfought over me in my own right! Mary was hot, but when I became captain of fencing, that team became the hot ticket for all competitive women, straight, gay and bi! By the way, I did attend when girls fought for access to me. I enjoyed watching them fight it out as much as I enjoyed taking the winner in bed.”


Suki had drunk in every detail of the story, and felt she knew Alexis and had found a kindred spirit. Acknowledging Alexis’ youthful experience, she added, “Wow, you sexfought at college and had a career in filmed fights in your early twenties, I feel like I wasted a lot of time compared to you!” 


She lifted Alexis’ hand to her lips and kissed it, “Let’s buy something to wear in Paris.”





CHAPTER 03: INITIATION



Paris 


The trio stepped from the private plane that landed them at Charles de Gaulle airport. Madame Beatrice’s assistant was there to meet them. Nadine was a dark-skinned beauty from the Maghreb with short black hair. She moved elegantly towards them, taking Birgit’s valise with a welcoming “Mesdames” and opening the trunk of the car. Alexis thought she seemed familiar, and then she realized that she was the muscled woman with the riding crop, who kept the women in line at the “prize” inspection. Nadine kissed Suki lightly on both cheeks and Suki introduced her to Alexis. She moved back slightly, her eyes darting appreciatively over Alexis’ superb figure. The classy black dress she had bought on the Kurfürstendamm the preceding day was truly flattering. The dress was off the shoulders, and her washboard stomach was partially on display through spaghetti lacing that ran around her midriff. 
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