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    To all the women that save their innocense for their true love. 

      

    


	Part One: Clarissa


That fucking bitch wanted to steal what was mine and mine alone? Oh no, she had another thing coming. I was on a war path, I had just a little time left before she was gone from me forever and it seemed like I was getting nowhere. I’m Clarissa Knox and this is the story of how I got back my prized possession.


I know what you might say ‘Prized Possession’? Yeah that’s it, I can’t help but be very possessive, I think I got that from my father.

But that is pretty much all I got from him. He was a monster, a brutal and violent one, I am nothing like him but I have been called a monster before by the one person I have wanted most of my damn life. You see, I love the female anatomy, infact love is a totally different expression for what I felt about the female body, everything about it and rather than abuse it like my lowlife father would, I worship and adore it. Religiously- if at all that fit for the demon I was. Every inch pleases me and when I claim it, it becomes mine and mine alone to feed on continuously and do with whatever I choose.


All I wanted to do was worship and adore Aimee’s body, which is why I could not understand why she would leave me for that wimp of a librarian, Her name being of no importance to me, she was a fellow graduating student in our department and the daughter of the Dean. The nerdy little shit who cowered before me the whole time we were in University together.


Let me talk about my beautiful center of attention, the woman whom my entire world revolves around. You’d say i’m obsessed well alright then so be it. I will damn well be fucking obsessed alright. Aimee Bennet, she is beautiful, she is the epitome of an angel for lack of a better word to describe her. Her untouched body was my haven and I was prepared to bury myself in it in all the ways known to the lesbian Kamasutra, she was a virgin when I met her, so innocent and so pure and she wanted to be till she got married.


The demonic beast in me was fighting for release every time she resisted, she had the perfect breasts, not too big and not too small, perfectly round and whole. Where I died each time, was when my mouth was in her pussy but then she would revive me with a heart-warming kiss, I had taught her well, her fat ass was another joy for me but the joy of spanking it while we frolicked around never came, she would stop me each time I tried and it got frustrating to say the least.


I never loved her I won’t lie, her body was all I wanted, all I needed and she gave it to me except that one thing. Had I pressured her too much for sex, yes I did but only because she was mine, I am not big on cheating, I have to have some kind of connection with you before I fuck you, girls throw themselves at me every damn day but my eyes were for Aimee alone. One target at a time. You can not be greedy when it comes to destruction. Ask the snipers they will tell you. Bullseye is for one target at a time, and she was mine. 


The ultimate betrayal came when after two years of being with me and never fucking me she tells me that she was leaving me. I was flabbergasted, I couldn’t understand why, she gave no explanations either. You can imagine my immense rage and disbelief when I found out that she left me for that fucking nerdy bitch. I could not contain myself!


Her best friend Olivia on the other hand, had wanted me for so long too and figured then was her chance to get me to come to her place, she had seduced me and the rage inside me fucked her until she passed out, unable to move for two days, I never saw her again – the weakling. I’m not very gentle when the beast is unleashed. The rage is the only thing i can not seem to control when it shows itself. I try. But Olivia was not lucky. She caught me at an extremely bad time. 


Her pussy was tight though, not exactly as tight as my Aimee’s would have been but it was tight and dripping with need, I grabbed her pussy and smacked it hard with my belt, with all the hate and lust building up inside me. She squealed in pain but that only served to fuel my anger. She had probably realised then that I was not planning to be gentle with her and so she tried to wriggle away. I loved it when they did that. The pure glee of the cat and mouse game, i lived for it. 


I pulled her back towards me and gave her the fucking of her life she would never forget, no woman was going to run away from me ever again. I tied her hands to the bedpost with my chains, I had a thing for belts and chains and made her watch as I devoured every beautiful inch of her body, the animal in me fighting to come loose but I tamed it, it wasn’t the time or the prey just yet.


There is a difference between making love and fucking, hard. I did both. Foreplay to me was making love, the slow kisses all over the body not leaving any spot on the skin unkissed. The feathery caresses, the sweet dirty whispers, all that before getting inside them was foreplay to me, and that in itself was me making love to them.


Fucking was a whole different thing all together. 


Olivia’s body was so soft and willing that it almost made me cry until I rammed three fingers inside her pussy and she screamed with what I hoped was pain. I held on to her small breasts as I buried myself in her, thrust after delicious thrust, my flames of desire could not be doused by her small whimpers and continous begging. I was on a roll, I knew all the right spots to hit and no part of me was idle, my fingers were busy, as were my other body parts. The more she begged me to stop, the wider she opened her legs and pushed into my fingers and the faster i pumped them in and out. 


She was so wet, the squelching sounds were so obscene, i couldn’t help but groan. I was so far gone, I bent to kiss her to keep her from distracting me with her annoying whimpers and she kissed me right back, would you look at that. Pulling back I saw she was starting to shake. She was about to cum. That would not deter me either way because I was just getting started.


When they all came it was glorious, they clenched and held my fingers in a velvet tight grip and the sounds of their moaning changed to deeper gruffer groans, heavy harsh breathing and incoherent mumblings followed by level two tremors of the body. Olivia was no different, i knew how to trigger the female body’s orgasm. That, I pride myself in one hundred thousand percent. I could even make a dead nympomaniac pussy come alive, that is how confident I was. 


When she came to, I told her to go clean herself up. Her legs were shaking by the time I was done and the great thing was that I wasn’t even sorry.


She had tried to seduce me for so long so I couldn’t understand what she was complaining about. I can hazard a guess still, it was probably my previous reputation of how I fucked, you see unlike most lesbians I know I have been blessed with what my friends like to call “the midas touch and the weapon of mass destruction”. 10 inches of thick, hard and veiny silicon flesh. 


When I was riled up, I brandished it like the weapon its meant to be. I was a master at my craft.


****


Thinking about that day now makes my pussy walls throb and clench hard. I am laying in just my panties and immediately I trail my fingers lower and lower till i get two fingers inside me. Touching myself slowly, getting wetter and wetter at the thought of Olivia or is it Aimee, I don’t know, I know I need a tight pussy, then again my animal wants the one that had been denied it.


The thought makes me quiver with need. I slip my fingers inside of me faster and faster, hitting that spot everytime that makes me curl my toes and bite my lip at the sweet pleasure it leaves behind. My mouth is now hanging open like a wolf in heat, panting and drooling as my body racks with pleasure. I am on the brink of climax and just then my phone rings and it’s my mom. Dammit!


I had planned and strategized and the time was near, my mom had also gotten an invitation to Aimee’s wedding, she like me couldn’t imagine why, she warned me not to go that my obsession with her had always been unhealthy and borderline crazy but she didn’t know that I had let Aimee go as she wanted but I wasn’t going to let her go completely until I had exacted my revenge on those who dared cross me and take what was mine.


The wedding invitation stood pretty on my dining room table, with a lighter in my hand I was itching to burn it to ash but then it clicked that this was the key to my mission being complete. She dared send me an invitation to come and watch her marry someone else that would fuck her for the first time? Not on my watch. 


It had been three years since graduation and I was supposed to be over it all right? Wrong! I made her and now another womanan wanted to enjoy what I had produced and yes since you want to know, I have














































































































































































































