
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		By The Short Hair: Girl’s Femdom Wrestling

		

	
		Copyright 2021 Candice Christian

		Published by Candice Christian at Smashwords

		Smashwords Edition License Notes

		This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		18+

		

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Title
		

		
			Copyright
		

		Table of Contents

		Acknowledgements

		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter Three

		Chapter Four

		Chapter Five

		About Candice Christian

		Other books by Candice Christian

		Connect with Candice Christian

		

		

		

		Acknowledgements

		

		Talia Madison

		

		

		

		Chapter One

		

		Joyce still couldn’t believe her good fortune. One ticket, a random series of number and she had won the Power Ball Jackpot Lottery. With her winnings, she got to fulfill her life time dream, even if she was only eighteen years old. She had always loved girl wrestling. For her, an avowed lesbian, there was something extremely erotic about scantily clad girls rolling around on a mat, dripping with sweat and yanking on each other’s hair. The lottery was making it all happen.

		It had been tough to get them all in one place, but Joyce had gathered every femme, dyke, tomboy, and lesbian in her college. Her parents were away for the weekend, so she had hurried to set up a ring around her huge king size bed and a couple of webcams to film the action. All eight of the variously boyish or femme girls were free to meet up and take part in what Joyce was calling her Girls’ Femdom Wrestling Tournament.

		She called it wrestling, but apart from there being ropes and ending the fights with a 3-count pin or submission, there weren't many rules. She wanted a catfight out of them as much as anything and seeing what they were willing to do to each other on camera was just as exciting to her as anything else. She gave one final glance over her lineup.

		First as Irene and Jessie. The chubby, curvy femme against the biker chick tomboy.

		Then she had Anne, the local wicca domme, and Jill, the slender gymnast who insisted on wearing the leotard and femming herself up.

		Kylie was the popular flirt around school, a lez version of a bimbo. She was taking on Lisa, the Asian femme who came in full on skating gear to fuck with her opponents.

		And last was Jackie the curvy western rodeo domme against Rikki from the diving team. The tanned and athletic girl had leaned into her slim and shapely muscle build, wearing a leopard print thong, and asking to go by Sheena for the match.

		With the cameras rolling (and the planned to be sold online to fellow students and faculty), Joyce started the show.

		It was clear Irene was the biggest fighter as she came out to the bed/ring. She had smooth dark skin, long black hair in a ponytail, and a lot of excess weight she’d managed to keep in check to keep her feminine hips. She even sported some notable boobs and though chubby they balance her round tummy, and she got into it as she entered the ring in a pink two-piece bikini. Her broad areolas peeked out past the skimpy swimsuit as she adjusted her bottoms around her wide ass.

		Irene's opponent was much slimmer, the pale biker chick slim and hairless below the eyebrows like most of the competing femdom’s. She had straight, cherry red hair and some weight in her juicy ass that was packed into a clinging pair of black boys briefs with “Heat Between the Thighs” and a Harley on the ass. Jessie swayed her hips in a showy dance, blowing a kiss to the camera before sliding under the ropes. She stretched her arms over her head, showing the prominent camel toe in the front of her briefs and long, black, and green-striped socks.

		Joyce hit the soundboard on her phone, setting off a ring bell to start off the sexy cisgender tournament. Jessie showed off her biker reflexes as she went right after Irene, pulling her hair to put the chubby femme off balance right away. Irene whined and grabbed at Jessie’s wrists to try to ease the pain.

		“Get ready, bitch!” Jessie laughed as she shoved Irene to the mats/bedspread. The jiggling girl landed on her back and the pale girl was quick to jump on top of her. She planted her firm butt on the bigger femme’s belly, getting her to grunt and flop noisily. She tried to shove Jessie off, but she just giggled and wiggled her ass into her gut.

		“Looks like I just found my new saddle for my bike,” Jessie teased, folding her arms behind her head to arch her back. It showed off her smallish breasts for the camera, more than used to teasing fans over a webcam.

		Irene seemed to finally get over her awkwardness as she grabbed Jessie by her crotch. The skinny girl squealed and shook as the soft hand squeezed her pussy.

		“Give up, you little slut,” Irene grunted as she gave a few firm squeezes on her sex. The whining Jessie squirmed around and when she couldn’t get out of her clumsy grip, she pushed up Irene’s bikini top.

		“Make me, tubby!” She grabbed and pinched Irene’s dark nipples and a piece of her boobs, getting her to join in her opponent’s girlish screams. She finally pushed firmly enough to get them to roll apart, rubbing their injured soft spots that were quickly starting to turn damp.

		With them both dropped to their knees, Irene crawled over to her opponent with her belly dragging on the bed. She tackled her down, the bulky black femme clumsily wrestling with the scrawny biker.

		“Get off me, you fat bimbo bitch!” Jessie demanded, thrashing wildly to keep her limbs out from under Irene’s folds. She spanked her ass but couldn’t budge the bigger femme. She kept smacking and pinching as if she just liked the feel of the jiggling booty. This annoyed Irene enough to grab a handful of bright red hair and pin Jessie’s head down, dropping and squeezing her chubby boobs over her face. Jessie’s thrashing grew wilder at the bigger Lez’s tit smother, seeming to have the match under control until she pulled back with a yelp.

		“Yow! No biting!” Irene whined as she shifted back upward. Jessie threw a knee up into her crotch, getting the black girl’s whole body to jiggle from the cheap shot. She gave a husky moan as she dropped to her side, clutching the bikini-clad pussy.

		“I’ll teach you to get your flabby tits in my face!” Jessie snarled, clearly growing angry that the match wasn’t going all her way. The spoiled Femdomme ( a wrestling term for tomboy) grunted with effort as she forced Irene to roll onto her back, getting back to her knees and showily stripping out of her briefs. She shook her pale ass for the camera, her smooth crotch peeking out from behind her thighs before she straddled and sat on Irene’s face. It was the brunette’s turn to let out a series of muffled moans as the spoiled biker’s sweaty ass and pussy settled onto her face.

		"Yea, you like that, bitch? That gets your fat pussy wet, doesn't it?" Jessie bullied her. She ground her tight soft ass in her rival's face while reaching down to slap and pinch at Irene's tits hiding beneath her belly.

		Jessie did a good job of keeping Irene trapped underneath her ass, the chubby femme slapping at her cheeks but unable to get the slimmer girl to budge. Irene reached around and cupped her hand around Jessie’s sex, but rather than going on a genuine offensive she simply started to finger her, perhaps to get her off. The redhead gasped as Irene started to insert her index finger in her quickly dampening sex and teasing her clit with her thumb to get her off, opening her mouth to catch her labia inside and suck on them as well.

		“Ohhh fuck,” Jessie moaned as she started to grind herself against Irene’s face. She was too caught up in enjoying herself to focus on the smothering facesit, and Irene seemed content with putting up with the humiliation and sexual servicing to avoid any further punishment. A short while of the wet sucking and fingering of the spoiled biker had her squeal and climax, letting her girl goo drip over Irene’s pale brown belly and boobs.

		With her opponent suddenly feeling drained, Irene made her move. She rolled over and shoved at Jessie’s hips, knocking her flat on the bed. She rolled on top of her and planted her hands on her shoulders, pinning her as her wet cunt pushed down into Jessie’s. The redhead biker winced and moaned as her cum-soaked cunt was wrestled and pinned, her fading arousal reducing her pleasure at the contact with the even wetter Irene’s throbbing pussy.

		“1! 2! 3!” Irene panted out breathlessly. She slumped down as soon as she got the pin, squashing Jessie under her soft bulk. The redhead gagged as the prerecorded ring bell sounded to declare Irene the winner.

		***

		The second match started with the contrasting girls slipping into the ring. Anne had fair skin and long, dark hair that stuck out from under the hood of her hoodie. The scrawny girl had a moody glare that was highlighted by some eyeliner and black lipstick, further getting into her natural ambiguity. She wore nothing but some black socks and a matching pair of red and black boy briefs beneath her baggy hoodie.

		Jill was as bright as Anne was dark, apart from her lightly tanned and smooth skin. She had her long blonde hair tied into twin tails and arrived dressed in her gymnast togs and varsity jacket from school. The pink leotard bounced with her perky steps, hops and high kicks flashing her matching pink thong underneath the leotard.

		The girls met in the middle of the ring with Anne’s glare met with a smug smile from Jill. The wicca Femdomme flipped her off, just for Jill to throw her varsity jacket into her face in reply. Anne fumbled to shove it aside, but Jill had already broken into a high kick. Her leg shot straight up and caught Anne in the chin, staggering her on the spot as Jill showed off her vaginal fold between her leotard crotch.

		Anne was still reeling as Jill flipped into a handstand, swinging her legs forward to wrap around the punky tom boy’s head while she was still upside down. Her leotard rode up the crack of her ass, as she was shaking her ass into Anne’s face briefly before flinging her to the bed with her handstand head scissors.

		Anne landed with a groan as Jill hopped back up, perkily blowing a kiss and a wink to the camera. She shook her hips as she strode towards Anne, turning and hopping up, bringing her perky ass flying down towards Anne’s head. The wicca managed to roll out of the way and let her hit the bed instead, getting a surprised gasp out of the gymnast.

		“Hey! Sit still!” Jill whined, but Anne just growled and grabbed her from behind. Jill gave another girly grunt as the rougher wicca got her caught in a chokehold. It was clumsy and not especially effective, but it did keep Jill stuck in one place and unable to reach her. She swung and clawed at Anne’s hair, but couldn’t escape her squeezing around her throat.

		“You like that, sunshine slut?” Anne growled in Jill’s ear. She moaned and shook her head, just for Anne to slap her across the face.

		“You do so, you bimbo bitch. You’re too dumb and spoiled to know what real pain is. So lemme give you a lesson.”

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Anne grabbed and pulled back on Jill’s chin, pushing her knees into her back. Jill shrieked girlishly as her skinny breasts were pushed out and her long legs thrashed in pain. Anne freed up one hand long enough to pull down the top of Jill’s suit, raking her black-painted fingernails across her breasts. Jill whined and moaned as she scratched over her nipples, just to suddenly yank her hand up and scratch over Jill’s face. The pretty girl wailed as she bucked to one side, clutching her watering eyes.

		“Owww~! Not the face, you emo little pussy!” Jill whined.

		“Oh what a bitch,” Anne scoffed as she crawled after her. Jill was still blinded enough that it was easy for her to grab the gymnast by the hair, dragging her roughly towards the camera by the ponytail. She shoved Jill’s head through the ropes and pushed her neck down on the bottom rope, giving the audience a great view of Jill’s gagging and twisted expression as she was choked in front of them. Jill was left flopping like a fish as she pushed on the ropes, Anne smirking grimly behind her.

		“That’s right! Choke on it, slut!” Anne jeered.

		Jill managed to contort her position enough to slam her heel up into Anne’s crotch, getting her to groan and grab her pussy. Jill dragged herself up to lean on the ropes, pulling herself up and throwing a double kick into Anne’s stomach that knocked off into a corner. Anne was still nursing her tender sex long enough for Jill to kick the legs out from under her to leave her seated in the corner.

		“Lemme show you what a little team spirit can do for your ugly ass,” Jill mocked. She turned and seductively pulled down her leotard below her cute ass cheeks before shoving her ass into Anne’s face, shaking it to stink face her into the corner. Anne thrashed as her protests were muffled by the sweaty cheeks and crotch over her mouth.

		“Aww, is that enough pain and suffering for you, wicca bitch?” Jill teased. She suddenly yelped and jumped as Anne bit down on her ass. The tanned trollop hopped away as Anne shoved on her cheeks, forcing her to the mats. Anne climbed onto her back, mounting the now topless and bottomless gymnast, and grinding her cunt against her ass.

		“Now you’re in for it. Time to make you my bitch,” Anne threatened as she pushed down on Jill’s hair, keeping her stuck down. She pulled at Jill’s ass cheeks enough to expose her crinkled rosebud and rammed her thumb into Jill’s ass, getting another girlish squeal out of her.

		“Ahhhh~! Stop!” Jill whined, just to turn her high voice up another octave as Anne reached around her. She firmly grabbed her pubic hair and yanked, adding more pain and discomfort as she impaled her from behind.

		“Give up, bitch! I’ve got you by the short hairs.” Anne ordered, slapping her opponent’s tight ass. “Or I’ll keep on pounding you in more way than one!”

		She roughly dragged her other thumb up along Jill’s slit, halfway between scratching and rubbing it. Jill’s eyes and pussy leaked as she was finger fucked up the ass and her cunt teased painfully, pawing at the bedding dramatically in front of the camera. All the while Anne was grinding her cunt into Jill’s smooth sweaty thigh.

		“I… I… AHHH~!” Jill shook violently and her eyes rolled back as she came on the blanket, all the while slapping her hand rapidly to tap out. Anne shoved her hand down, stopping her in mid-surrender as the bell rang. Anne gave a few more aggressive thrusts before grunting hard, visibly cumming over Jill’s lifeless thigh. The tanned gymnast moaned as Anne finally let her go, dropping to the bedding with the winner licking the finger that had been embedded in Jill’s sex.

		***

		Kylie was one of the richer kids in school and it showed in the flashy outfit she wore to the ring. “Kylie” wore a flashy one-piece swimsuit that hugged her feminine curves, sparkling in the simple lighting of the room. She wore some high wrestling boots and had her shoulder-length blonde hair curled at the tips. A few bits of jewelry lined her wrists, fingers and even ankles to draw even more attention to her.

		Her opponent came out in a silky robe, the dark-haired Asian girl Lisa wearing fashion model makeup to draw on her femininity. Her similarly smooth hair was tied back into a bun behind her head. She shed the robe in her corner to strip down to just a pair of silky ice skater panties, smirking confidently across the ring at her opponent. Her tan-colored arms rested lazily back on her corner.

		Kylie gave a clumsy mimic of a bow towards Lisa, trying to bait her opponent into a chance for an ambush. Lisa didn’t fall for it in the slightest and didn’t bother returning the gesture. She charged and grabbed the blonde girl’s hair.

		Kylie wailed as she flailed at Lisa, battering her with weak punches as the skating femme kneed her in the stomach to cut her off.

		“Nice try, spoiled bitch,” Lisa scoffed. She dragged Kylie towards the ropes but the rich Femdomme adjusted one of her bracelets. She slid it over her fist like a set of brass knuckles before slamming them into her Asian opponent’s crotch from behind. Lisa gave a noisy howl as she dropped to her knees in an instant.

		“It was a nice try. Thanks for saying,” Kylie scoffed. She took a beaded bracelet from her other wrist and brought it around Lisa’s throat, pulling back in shameless foul play right in front of the camera. Lisa winced and thrashed as she was choked out by the bracelet, but she finally managed to buck forward and flip Kylie over her shoulders.

		While the blonde girl tried to figure which way was up, Lisa returned with her own catty attack. She grabbed the top of Kylie’s leotardlike swimsuit and tore it open, exposing her smallish breasts. She grabbed and twisted her nipples between her fingers, drawing a shrill scream from the rich bitch.

		“Owww! Let go my tits, you piece of shit!” Kylie griped as she kicked at the mats and pulled at Lisa’s wrists. The skating femme just pulled up on them, briefly lifting the hurting blonde off the bed before losing her grip and letting her drop back down. Kylie quickly rolled away from her opponent, even sliding out under the ropes.

		“Oh where you going? Give up already?” Lisa laughed at her. The blonde brat scowled back at her as she got against the bed, trying to take a moment to recover. Lisa didn’t wait for long, reaching through the ropes and dragging her back in by her hair. Kylie screamed and protested but was forced back into the ring as Lisa reached past her, grabbing the back of her swimsuit. She gave it a sharp pull, wedging it up her ass and crotch before lifting her up and slamming her back down on the ring. Kylie bounced off the firm mattress and landed in a heap, groaning as her head spun.

		Lisa blew a quick kiss towards the camera before she straddled Kylie’s face. She face sat the battered brat as she flexed for the camera, getting a 2-count before Kylie swung her leg up and kicked her in the head. Her shiny anklet hit precisely against her temple, rattling the skating girl as she stumbled off clutching her head.

		Kylie quickly capitalized, tackling Lisa to the bed, and yanking down her panties. She pulled and twisted Lisa’s pubic hair cruelly pulling on her short black hairs, while grinding her elbow over her neck, clearly trying to work her stronger opponent’s weak spots to compensate. Lisa grunted and struggled briefly before driving Kylie off with a few sharp slaps. As Kylie winced away, Lisa got to one side and swung a swift kick into Kylie’s crotch. The blonde huffed and curled into a fetal position, rubbing her sex tenderly as Lisa crawled after her.

		She went for another pin, gradually forcing Kylie onto her back. Lisa laid across her breasts rather than toying with any fancy pose this time but was interrupted again as the count reached the peak of its 2. This time, Kylie produced the small baggie she’d hidden in the crotch of her outfit. She blew the handful of emergency glitter into Lisa’s face, the clingy mess sticking to her face as she yelled and recoiled.

		She rubbed at the stinging bits of plastic as Kylie hurried to her feet and got on the ropes. Lisa tried to stand as she wiped most of it away, just for Kylie to rush at her and cream her with another bracelet-weighted punch to the face. Lisa’s eyes rolled for a moment before collapsing limply on the mat. Kylie sat with her plump booty in Lisa’s face, preening and fixing her hair as she casually rattled off the 3-count. Her trickery had paid off as she won her first match.

		***

		The last match of the first round involved two of the more athletic competitors. Rikki was a part of the diving team, the sleek but muscled bimbo sporting short but spikey dark hair. She had a slim but toned look that only showed the muscle when she tensed or flexed, which she was sure to do for the camera whenever she had the spare moment. She had gone with the muscle theme and worn nothing but a tiny leopard-print thong.

		Her opponent was Jackie, a girl with a long blonde braid down her back. She wore denim looking ‘jeggings’ short shorts and a rodeo hat to the ring, her slim and lanky body making her curvy hips and perky breasts look that much more girly. The lightly freckled girl grinned at her opponent, flashing her a quick finger gun as she straddled the ropes and finally slid into the ring.

		The girls came right out for a lockup at the bell, both looking eager to prove their strength. They grabbed at each other’s breasts and arms for leverage, but Rikki grabbed between Jackie’ thighs. The buff swimmer lifted her completely over her head in a clear show of power. She showed the blonde off like a trophy before she suddenly squirmed loose, wrapping her legs around Rikki’s neck. Her horse-riding thighs squeezed around the buffer girl’s cheeks as she rained stinging slaps and punches down on the rival femme’s head.

		The feisty rodeo girl finally brought Rikki down to the bed with her relentless assault.

		“Time to break this bitch,” Jackie declared cheerily, wrapping her legs around Rikki’s neck to lock on a laying head scissors. Rikki grunted and struggled with her a bit before arching her back and pushing Jackie’ legs back off her.

		“Not that easy, shrimp,” she groaned as she suddenly yanked down Jackie’ elasticized denim bottoms. The rodeo femme gasped and squirmed away before she could be dragged into Rikki’s grasp, but she was still caught by the ankle as she escaped out of her own panties.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		“No you don’t, slut,” Rikki grunted before hugging her against her breasts. She stood up and turned to body slam Jackie to the bed, making her groan as she was crushed under the bulkier girl. Rikki got into her pin, pressing her swollen breasts into Jackie’ face in a breast smother.

		She barely got to a two-count when Jackie bit down on her nipple, not ready to get taken out yet. Rikki gave a husky howl as she pulled back, her breasts briefly stretched out before snapping free from Jackie’ teeth. Rikki moved up to her knees when the rodeo bitch kicked her beneath her thong. The low blow got her to gasp and grab her crotch, allowing Jackie to tackle into her.

		The two entered a frantic series of clawing and slapping, rolling over the ring in a cat ball of pulling hair and hips. Jackie tore off Rikki’s thong to leave them tumbling naked together like a mockery of lovers. Their sweaty bellies smacked together as they vied to stay on top, neither keeping it for long. Rikki finally managed to catch her wrists and pin Jackie down. With her hands busy, she was left with few other options. She rammed her meaty pussy into Jackie’ crotch, hitting like a tiny fist to get her to give a noisy groan of pain and pleasure combined.

		“Take that, bitch,” Rikki jeered as she kept trib-punching her rival. Jackie finally rolled to slap her own dampening sex against Rikki’s, then moving it aside and ripping one hand free. She squeezed Rikki’s wet sex and shoved her finger into her wetness, then rubbed them over her hard abs, rubbing it to leave a trail of girl goo on her toned stomach.

		“Not goin’ down that easy, slut,” Jackie defied. Rikki moaned and eased off on her pressure a bit, letting Jackie slip free from her grasp. She slid down the bed, ducking between Rikki’s legs. Rather than simply escaping, she grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head into the bed. She left her own face right below Rikki’s hips, snatching her blood engorged clit into her mouth and sucking noisily. Rikki gave a startled gasp, but the rodeo chick being tucked under her hips and forcing her to stay bent over made her hard to reach to stop her.

		The cute blonde kept bobbing her head, sucking noisily, and drooling over her vaginal fold. “Not feelin’ so tough anymore, city girl?” Jackie teased coyly before peppering kisses up her rival’s slit. Rikki breathed heavily, her muscles heaving as she kept groping and failing to reach her rival beyond the occasional grasp at her ponytail. She had no choice but to let go and letting her orgasm explode dripping streams of goo over Jackie’ face. The blonde chuckled, making her lips and tongue vibrate against her smooth wet pussy to milk out a few more squirts.

		“Nice try, senorita, but I’ve broken bigger mares’n you,” Jackie teased. She slid out from under her at last, letting Rikki get back to her knees properly. She was shining with sweat as it was clear that the orgasm drained a lot of the Femdomme jock’s energy.

		Jackie charged in and got into another test of strength. They shoved and grappled but this time the blonde started overpowering the bigger femme. Jackie shoved her back into the ropes before snapping a backhand chop across her firm boobs. Rikki winced and grabbed her breasts as the bullying blonde grabbed her by the hair and flung her into a corner. The diving jock tripped into the turnbuckle, slumping down in an exhausted sitting position with her legs spread out and gaping cunt leaking.

		Jackie came charging recklessly after her, jumping and slamming her hips and groin into Rikki’s face. She bounced rapidly with her legs going between the ropes, bronco busting the diving girl’s head between the ropes and her pussy. Jackie finally pulled back from humping her opponent’s face in the ring post, leaving Rikki dazed and slumped in the corner. Jackie dragged the swimmer’s legs out into the ring, stepping on her crotch once for good measure as she stood triumphantly with her hands on her hips. The 3-count went by without any further resistance as the round wrapped up.

		***

		Joyce told the videographer to cut to intermission, and run highlights of the first round. She let the winners rest up for a bit before the second round. She sorted through the names and with a few strokes of her pen on the brackets, she had the next matches. Kylie would pit her rich ass against the moody Anne, and Jackie would go up against another bigger foe in Irene. She smiled as she couldn’t wait to see what (and who) came next.

		***

		Once everyone seemed as ready as they were going to get, Joyce turned the webcam back on. The femme wrestling tournament was back in business and the Twitter tweets were still buzzing from the intermission. While the losers from the first round were cleaning up, resting, or complaining in tweets, the other girls were ready. Kylie the rich spoiled femme would be up against Anne the scrawny, edgy emo first, and Jackie the seductive western rodeo would be facing the busty heavyweight Irene.

		The ring had been tidied up during the break. Joyce had adjusted the prop ring ropes around her parents’ bed to make sure they were sturdy and swapped out the sheets to remove the cum and sweat stains.

		Kylie strutted out, shaking her hips for the audience. The blonde girl’s glitter-specked one piece had been torn up in her last match, so she had managed to trim it down to just a tight pair of panties instead. She still wore her short wrestling boots and some gold bracelets to flaunt her style and wealth as she slid into the ring. Her dirty tricks had gotten her this far and the audience was eager to see if she could keep it up.

		Anne had her black hoodie on over a pair of dark red panties and knee-high striped socks. The pale and girly wicca had been popular despite her moody attitude, walking in a brisk and all business pace to the ring. Her spikey red hair stuck out past her hood as she turned to the camera at ringside and flipped off the camera. Her aggressive and rough style was earning her good odds, according to Twitter.

		Her momentary middle finger was enough for Kylie to pounce from behind. The rich bitch grabbed hold of her hoodie and dragged her against the bed/ring apron, getting the wicca to gag as it was pulled into her neck. Kylie threw the hood aside and grabbed onto her hair, pulling it into the bed and ropes as Anne let out a shrill and angry scream.

		“You fuckin’ bitch!” she shouted as she thrashed in her trip. She grabbed Kylie by the arms and dug her black-painted nails into her wrists, finally managing to pull herself loose. Kylie let her go just to send a stomp to her head, making her grunt and go to her knees by the bed.

		“Stay down, you little emo pussy,” Kylie warned as she had her foe down before she’d even entered the ring. Joyce just remembered to hit the bell as Anne nursed her spinning head. Kylie slid out under the ropes when it wasn’t fast enough for her liking, grabbing and wedging the dark panties up Anne’s juicy ass and using it as a handle to help throw her into the ring. Kylie blew a kiss to the camera, flaunting her foul play before rolling back into the ring.

		Kylie had just started to drag Anne to her feet by the hair when the vengeful femme slammed her with a punch between the legs. The blonde gasped sharply and clutched her sex, her plump vulva an easy target in her tight spandex bottoms.

		“You fucked up now, princess,” Anne growled as she stood back up and grabbed Kylie in a headlock while she was doubled over. She squeezed tightly around her neck before kicking the spoiled wrestler’s legs out from under her, leaning back to spike her face into the bed. Kylie grunted from the landing and bounced a few times as their bodies settled back down, but Anne was quick to mount her back. Her pale hips pressed into her foe to pin her down while she pulled up on her hair, clearly getting payback for earlier as the rich brat screamed a shrill tantrum. Her legs and fists beat on the bed to vent from the vicious hair pull.

		“Shut up, bitch!” Anne hissed as she shoved Kylie’s face back into the bed. The blonde whined as the wicca ignored her misery and pain, turning her attention behind her. She pulled on one leg hole of Kylie’s panties, just enough to expose her smooth pussy lips to the audience. They didn’t see them for long before Anne’s hand wrapped around them and squeezed until the flaps slid out between her fingers.

		“AHHH! You bitch! You little psycho!” Kylie wailed, thrashing, and bouncing on the bed to try and escape. She managed to buck Anne off after a couple seconds, but the damage was clearly done as she crawled off into a corner. The blonde brat’s eyes were wide in shock as she cradled her pussy lips, gingerly tucking them back into her spandex.

		Anne smirked and stood back up, flipping her a double finger. “Life is pain, cunt. Get used to it,” she taunted.

		Kylie took her time getting back up, milking her injury for more time to recover. Anne clearly got impatient and went after her, nailing her with a kick to the stomach. The blonde brat huffed and got against the ropes, but when Anne went for a second one she dodged to one side. Anne’s bare foot went between the ropes and Kylie quickly capitalized, grabbing her by the outstretched leg and pulling hard.

		Anne gave a shrill grunt as her crotch connected with the firm elastic of the ropes. She cupped her crotch and tried to pull back, but Kylie got into her grip and wrenched her leg around the ropes. Anne squealed frantically as not only was her leg aching, but her sensitive pussy lips were being rapidly bounced against the chord.

		By the time Kylie let go, Anne’s eyeliner was running down her cheeks with a few stray tears. The bitchy blonde decided to rub it in (literally) and sat on Anne’s face, grinding her ass into the wiccan fighter.

		“What you get when you mess with the best,” she mocked as she bounced her ass roughly in her rival’s face. She mashed it down to smother over Anne’s face, getting black eyeliner smudges on her white cheeks while the emo femme slapped at her cheeks.

		Kylie finally sat back up, flexing her slim arms proudly before starting to climb the nearby turnbuckle. Anne was down and reeling, but Kylie wasn’t the quickest or most athletic in the tournament by far. She was only most of the way up when Anne dragged herself up to her knees and grabbed Kylie by her panties. Her arms flailed as she barely managed to stay on the ropes, but Anne pulled hard enough to rip her panties down around her knees. Kylie wailed and nearly fell off, managing to sit on the top ropes and balance there before she could drop.

		Anne was glad to keep her there as she rose up and caught her clit between her dark-painted lips, just to bite down on her stiff little erection. Kylie shrieked and kicked her feet wildly as she tried to pull herself free from the painful clit attack. As miserable as she was with it, it did leave Anne stuck in one place. It made her an easy target as Kylie rolled one of her bracelets over her fists and pulled on the wicca girl’s hair, pounding her with a few of the weighted punches. Her mouth hung open as she was bashed silly, just for Kylie to jump off the ropes at last and slam to the mats. She landed with her crotch splashing into Anne’s face as she tried to plant her knees on her arms for the pin.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		“1! 2!”

		The wicca bucked weakly to one side, barely keeping herself in the fight. Kylie fumed at her daring to escape her sexy pin, so she grabbed the punky tom boy by the hair and shoved her face into the bed. She dragged her head back and forth, grinding her into the sheets as Anne kicked frantically from the pain.

		Hearing her legs go wild, Kylie smirked and turned herself around with a little shake of her hips towards the camera. She bent Anne’s legs back into a boston crab, pulling at her panties as she did. It exposed the pale girl’s exposed sex, and the rich blonde angled herself to ensure the camera got a good look at it amid the humiliating hold. The bitchy girl even released one leg to take Anne’s clit and pinch it between her painted nails until she wailed in pain.

		Kylie was certainly a dirty fighter but far from the strongest. Letting up on her grip was all Anne needed to pull back down with her legs, flipping the spoiled femme to the bed. She landed on all fours, surprised, and trying to right herself when Anne lunged at her. She was stinging and sore but that just made her angrier and more vicious as she caught Kylie by the hair. She dragged her to the nearest corner as fast as she could and spiked her face into the turnbuckle with a few hard slams, leaving the rich bitch’s head spinning.

		Anne felt no mercy or remorse as she shoved Kylie’s head through the ropes, leaving her facing the camera as the wicca femme sat on the back of her neck. She pulled up on Kylie’s arms to leave her helpless to do anything but be choked over the ropes, her pretty face gagging and turning red for the camera. Anne snapped the occasional kicking heel to her ass, making her jiggle against the ropes as she kept breaking down the brat in every way she could. Her eyes were watering and makeup running as she finally felt herself getting lightheaded. The spoiled femme tapped out against Anne’s arm, getting their host to trigger the bell.

		Anne huffed and stood back up, giving Kylie a dismissive kick to knock her to the bed. She caught her breath and flexed triumphantly for the camera, just for Anne to rub her neck and run at her from behind. She grabbed Anne’s hair and pulled back bitterly.

		“You cheating bitch! I won’t let you beat me!” she raged, but Anne drove her heel up backward to tag her in the crotch. Kylie howled out and collapsed before she could do any real damage. Anne spared her another kick in the crotch for her troubles before sliding out of the ring, rubbing at her dyed hair.

		***

		The watching fans were eager to see how the next fight went. Irene had been a surprising fan favorite as the chubby black femme squashed her competition. She was back in her bikini with her dark ponytail bobbing along with the rest of her jiggling figure. She shook her hips and plump boobs for the camera, smiling shyly on her way to the ring.

		Jackie was their western girl, alluring in her ‘jeggings’ jean shorts and skimpy flannel shirt tied into a knot beneath her modest breasts. The lightly freckled and lean rodeo girl had taken down their most muscular competitor in the first round, so she clearly knew how to handle a bigger opponent. Her blonde braid bobbed behind her short, spikey hair as she stopped in her corner, shedding her rodeo hat and short prop lasso before sliding into the ring.

		Jackie and Irene squared off, circling each other carefully before they went rushing in. Irene grabbed at Jackie for a bearhug but the smaller blonde slipped around her heavy opponent. She jumped into Irene’s back, dropping the fat femme to her knees as she went for an early sleeper hold.

		“Nap time, ya big teddy bear,” Jackie taunted, slapping one hand at Irene’s plump breasts. The darker girl grunted and pulled at her arm before catching one of the rodeo’s forearms. She bucked forward and shoulder-tossed her to the mats, not ready to give up the match that easily.

		Irene threw her impressive weight at the lightly tanned Femdomme, dropping a heavy elbow onto her breasts while she was still getting her bearings. Jackie huffed and clutched her tiny breasts beneath her tied top, allowing Irene to smack a few more heavy blows into her taut stomach. Jackie gagged and writhed from the aggressive BBW before Irene rose to her knees again. She gave a short hop and belly flopped right over Jackie’ face, landing with an audible slap as her soft brown gut landed over the rodeo’s pretty face.

		All the exertion had Irene catching her breath, but her sweaty stomach was left squashing over Jackie’ face. She cupped her belly and jiggled it in place, slapping the soft but heavy chub into her opponent’s face to keep smothering her out. Jackie squirmed and kicked helplessly at first, pawing at her rival’s belly to spare herself cracks to breathe here and there. It smelled like sweaty femme, but air was air.

		From there her hands shot up and pulled down Irene’s bikini top, grabbing and twisting on the nips and areolas peeking out. The heavyweight femme squealed and shrieked, jumping back and trying to pull herself free. Jackie held on tighter than she had hopes, stretching and pulling her nipples as she rolled back to her knees. Irene was trying to pry her hands away when Jackie threw out a double kick to her stomach, letting it jiggle as the darker femme huffed and grabbed onto the new sore spot.

		“That’s a hell of a lot of beef on you, cowgirl,” Jackie teased in her accented and flirty voice. “But nothin’ I can’t wrangle.”

		Irene tried to mount another clumsy offensive but Jackie was too quick. She caught the heavier girl’s arms and shoved a knee into her meaty crotch, stunning Irene with the shot to her pussy. The fight quickly went out of the bikini girl as Jackie caught her by the neck and dropped her backward in her closest approximation to a DDT. Irene flopped to the bed/mats either way, letting Jackie roll over and get on her back.

		The blonde femme pulled on Irene’s ponytail, keeping her hurt and distracted while using it as leverage. She slid her slender legs between Irene’s thicker ones, tangling up between them before bending precisely backward. Irene let out a startled cry as she found herself twisted into a figure four leg lock, the western femme clearly knowing her actual wrestling.

		“Ahhh~! Let go!” Irene whined out as she pawed at the bed. She reached for the ropes desperately as Jackie just grinned wider.

		“Oh you don’t like it? Well you’re really gonna hate this,” Jackie teased. She shifted closer into the hold, grinding her sex up against Irene’s. The already moaning femme gasped as Jackie ground their pussies together.

		“Looks like there’s ONE place you’re not big, sugar,” Jackie giggled, rubbing her wetter sex against the jiggling femme. Irene started to moan more weakly as she began humping back. The seductive rodeo seemed to have her right where she wanted when Irene gasped loudly, giving an especially hard thrust that knocked Jackie over backward. She lost her grip on the submission hold, left with nothing but her own sex throbbing inside her panties.

		Irene’s head cleared quickly and she hurried to her feet. Jackie lunged at her, trying to drag her down as she threw her arms around her chunky hips. Her grip failed her as it only caught Irene by her bikini bottoms, dragging them down around her thick ass. Irene just shook her hips, butt-bumping Jackie away to tumble back into the corner. The nearly naked femme thought quickly and went rushing after her, turning around at the last minute to slam her big brown booty into the rodeo’s face. Jackie grunted loudly and flopped as Irene got into the stink face, bending over, and grinding her chubby ass cheeks into her foe while reaching down and tugging down her panties.

		“How you like THAT?” Irene teased, slapping lightly at Irene’s damp pussy. She backed away at last, leaving Jackie looking winded and gasping for air. Seeing how well her smothers were working on the slick rodeo, Irene grabbed her by the hair and tossed her out onto the mats. She went to finish things off as she got into the ropes and came bouncing back, jumping up and dropping her wide, naked ass on Jackie’ back. The rodeo wailed and flopped as Irene sat on her belly, going for a 3-count that only made it to two. Jackie bucked up a shoulder and got to one side, coughing for air.

		Irene went for another approach, nudging Jackie onto her stomach. She sat on the blonde femme’s back and caught her hands under her chin before leaning back. The simple but affective submission hold bent Jackie’ back and neck backward while Irene sat on her to keep her trapped. Jackie slapped and pried at Irene’s fingers, but the fat femme got forward into the hold. Irene freed up a hand to toss away her bikini top, freeing up her boobs and dropping them into Jackie’ face. The combination submission and tit smother clearly did a number on the rodeo as she squealed in miserable shame.

		The match looked settled for a moment before Jackie’ mouth popped open. She took one of Irene’s hard nipples into her mouth, sucking noisily on it while dragging her tongue and teeth over the tip. Irene moaned and whined at the bittersweet attention, at least before she shrieked out when Jackie sunk her teeth into her areola. Irene backed away quickly, rubbing her tender breasts as Jackie broke free.

		“I was expecting milk to come out of tits like that!” Jackie taunted as she went darting away from Irene. It wasn’t just to escape, as she got into the ropes and slingshot herself back. She went into a short leap to slam a knee into Irene’s head, rattling the dark-skinned femme and knocking her to the mats. Jackie touched down a bit breathless but grinning at her last second comeback.

		Knowing she couldn’t take much more and that Irene was seeing stars, Jackie went back to her corner. She reached outside the ring to get her short lasso, blowing the camera a quick kiss despite her dirty deed. She went back to the stunned femme and looped it quickly around her ankles, trapping the already sluggish Irene where she laid.

		“You won’t be the first big bovine I had to tie down,” Jackie commented. “But you sure are the cutest.”

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Jackie pressed in against Irene’s back, resting her crotch between the meaty ass cheeks as she pulled an arm behind her back. Jackie planted a firm kiss on the rival femme’s mouth as she started to bind her wrists, just enough to allow Irene to suddenly shove back! Jackie lost her grip just long enough for Irene to roll to her side. Even with her legs trapped, she grabbed the blonde girl around the middle and lifted her up in a bearhug. Irene body slammed her back to the mats, rattling her long enough to adjust her grip. With a labored grunt, Irene lifted her up again. This time she was across Irene’s shoulders, bent into a torture rack as Irene pulled down on her neck with one hand and her crotch in the other.

		“AHHH~! Stop! You dirty bully bitch!” Jackie whined but she couldn’t put up enough resistance to escape. Irene grunted and slammed her weight down on the bed, bouncing in place a few times to really put the hurt on the trapped Jackie. It made Irene’s gut and boobs jiggle, as well as her gaping pussy lips slapping together under her stomach. Irene finally dropped to one side, spiking Jackie down face-first into the mattress. The blonde rodeo gave one last, noisy grunt as she landed with her legs nearly spread eagle in a ragdoll position.

		Panting and sweating, Irene climbed on top of her and rested her cunt and belly in Jackie’ face. She ground lustily in place, rubbing her cunt against the freckled rodeo’s face as the pin was counted.

		“1! 2!”

		Irene gasped as her cunt twitched in orgasmic pleasure, dripping her goo over the dazed Jackie’s face at the peak of the dramatic countdown.

		“3!”

		The bell sounded as Irene was declared the winner. It was one match left as she fell back to catch her breath and prepare for the final showdown with the wiccan Anne.

		With most of the girls resting from their exhaustion, injuries and orgasms, there was just the two wrestlers left in Joyce’s local femme tournament. They were given a bit to rest but the femme championship match was put together quickly, both girls still a bit sore and tired from their last matches. Anne and Irene rested as best they could in their corners, eying each other warily. They had both abandoned their tops to cool down, just left in their panties for the last fight.

		When the bell finally rang, Irene started coming out cautiously. Sensing an opening, Anne went rushing in to capitalize as she leapt right at the bigger opponent. She let loose her angsty rage as she pulled at Irene’s hair, throwing her off balance to fall over backward. Anne yanked viciously at her hair, keeping her disoriented as she shook her head around before Irene shoved back at her. The two femdoms went cat balling for a few feet before Irene’s bulk ended up on top. She slapped Anne a few times for payback before trying to flop down on top of her for a tit smother, but the wicca raised and jabbed her elbow into her breasts.

		As Irene grunted and recoiled, Anne’s hand shot down beneath her soft belly. It wove into her bikini bottoms and squeezed her sex roughly, digging in with her black-painted nails. Irene squealed and stumbled away as she tried to get to her feet without causing any further pain to her pussy.

		“You’re mine now, you big titted bitch,” Anne hissed through gritted teeth. Irene tried to crawl away but the wicca just pulled her pussy hair back between her legs. She spanked the big brown booty in front of her before yanking down her bottoms, making it even easier to get at her target.

		While Anne was untangling herself from the discarded bikini, Irene shot a heavy leg back in a mule kick to the breasts. Anne grunted and landed on her ass but hurried back to her feet. Irene did the same, though one hand was still down nursing her sex. As the wicca came rushing at her again to keep her advantage, the sturdy chubby femme caught her by the shoulder and stepped aside, launching Anne into the ropes behind them. The wicca was sent bouncing back at the bigger girl as Irene slammed her with a thick-armed clothesline, smashing her flat on her back.

		Anne groaned as Irene kept running, hitting the ropes with her staggering momentum. She came barging back as Anne saw her thick shadow fall over her, gasping and rolling away out of instinct. The firm mattress wasn’t the worst thing Irene could land on instead of her face, but it still sent a quick shock up her spine as her big butt missed its target.

		Irene rubbed her aching ass as Anne got to her feet, turning on one heel and throwing a kick into the blubbery femme’s breasts. Anne grunted as she took a snapping kick to her tits, her whole body jiggling as Anne threw a few more for good measure. Irene was reeling from the hits when the wicca grabbed her by the hair and dragged her back to her feet. Irene winced and cradled her wobbling fleshy boobs as Anne shoved her into the ropes, her heavy arm resting over the rope one.

		The reckless wicca hopped over the ropes, sitting on the top one for a moment before wrapping her legs around Irene’s neck. She got backward, putting almost her full weight on the chubby femme’s neck for a suspended head scissors. Her bulging camel toe pressed into the back of Irene’s head as she gagged and thrashed, wobbling naked and on full display for the camera as she struggled to escape.

		Irene realized she wasn’t getting out of the hold so she had to make the most of it. She twisted at Anne’s toes, getting her to give some angry shouts of pain. She shook herself to ensure she had some space to move before Irene snapped her head backward, nailing Anne in the crotch with the reverse headbutt. The pale Femdomme let out a shrill cry of rage and pain as Irene pulled herself free from the choke. She still held Anne’s legs as she shoved them off the ropes, letting her tumble right out of the bed/ring. She hit the much harder floor with a thud, the scrawny and weary Femdomme left like a ragdoll on the carpet.

		Irene backed away, catching her breath for a bit before realizing Anne wasn’t coming after her for once. She stumbled back towards her opponent and seeing her still struggling to get to her hands and knees, Irene reached under the ropes to grab her by her dark red locks. Anne gave a short cry as Irene roughly dragged her back into the ring, wrapping her beefy arms around her in a big bearhug. The listless Anne squealed out, kicking her feet as she was lifted off the mats. The fat, naked femme squeezed her tight, crushing her against her plump body and shaking her like an overly affectionate stuffed animal.

		The fatigue of all her matches through the night had Anne wailing and thrashing weakly in Irene’s grip. She shoved and slapped at the thick girl’s chubby body, getting her to jiggle and not much else. Anne grit her teeth as the pressure was put on her lower back, unable to get her legs past Irene’s chubby thighs and belly to even try for a low blow. Irene just bounced and squeezed her grinding their bodies and sex together as she tried to outlast the stubborn wicca.

		“C’mon… give up before I pop you,” Irene grunted. She was expecting to have to knock the persistent femme out to win at this rate, but Anne finally planted her hands on Irene’s chubby arms and banged her head forward. Her skull thumped against Irene’s breasts, getting her boobs to jiggle as she grunted. Irene tumbled back a step but with her hands full, Anne was free to bash against her tormented tits all she wanted. Irene was struggling to hold on and keep her balance when Anne grabbed her ponytail and tilted her head to catch her with another headbutt to the face.

		Irene let out a girlish squeal as the black femme stumbled away, holding her pouty lips as Anne reeled herself. The headbutts hadn’t been entirely ineffective on herself, but at least she was free from her strong grip and they were on roughly even footing.

		Irene came back at Anne, going for a grab around her head to go for a tit smother. Anne ducked under it but wasn’t quick enough to dodge her completely. Her face was mashed into the chubby girl’s stomach as she swung a low blow between her legs, nailing her bare, smooth crotch with a meaty slap. Irene wailed and dropped to her knees to go level with the redheaded wicca.

		“You’re mine now, you big titted bitch,” Anne grunted daintily as she grabbed Irene by her tenderized breasts. She stood up while bending Irene over, forcing the chubby femme’s big ass and gaping crotch to aim at the camera. Irene slapped and tugged at Anne’s panties, tugging them down to expose her shaved pussy but it didn’t deter her from her mission. She kept her grip on the heavier wrestler’s breasts, digging fingers into her boobs as handles as she lifted up with a grunt. The scrawny, pale wicca barely got her off the ground, but doing it at all was an impressive sight given their size difference. She lifted Irene a bit off the mats before spiking her back down, dropping her crotch on the back of the fat femme’s head as she dropped her face and breasts into the mattress in an implant buster. The jiggly girl flopped as her big ass stuck up helplessly in the air, face down and ass up as the weary Anne shoved her over.

		Flat on her back, the pale girl flopped over backward to lean on Irene and forced her hefty leg up for a pin. “One! Tw-”

		Irene flopped weakly, barely escaping the pin. Twitter was going wild as Anne gave her a frustrated punch in the groin, getting Irene to curl up in a fetal position and moan in agony. Her chunky legs kicked in pain as Anne stormed off to a corner, dragging the heavier girl with her.

		Irene crawled on all fours, minus one hand spared to cradle her aching sex. Anne drew her back to bash her head into the ring post when Irene shoved her hard, smashing her tiny breasts and chin into the post instead. Anne grunted as she thumped against it and Irene charged after her, letting out a girlish battle cry as she splashed into Anne’s back. It not only flattened her against the post under her weight but allowed her to ram two fingers up the pale emo tom boy’s ass. Anne grunted loudly, as expected, slumping over the ropes as Irene pumped into her from behind. It kept the wind knocked out of her while also finger fucking her ass, grinding the pale femme’s cunt against the ring post. The post wasn’t especially hard, as random props for the faux-wrestling match, but that just made it feel softer and better. Anne didn’t last long before she let out a shrill whine, shuddering as she came over the ring post. Irene backed off just enough to pull her fingers out and let the audience see the submissive’s girl goo on the post left behind before taking Anne by the hair.

		She started to lift the emo femme when Anne grabbed her by the hair. She dropped down to slam Irene’s chin into her shoulder, a quick stunner-like move to make her clutch her jaw.

		“You fat slut! How fuckin’ dare you! You don’t know what real pain is!” she ranted breathlessly. Irene was stumbling on her knees when Anne grabbed her hair, spiking a knee into her face to stun the big soft femme. Irene reeled in a daze as Anne stepped aside and bashed her face into the turnbuckle, right where her pussy juice had marked the padding. Irene bounced off with a smear of it on her face, splayed out on the mats with her round belly and gaping pussy aiming straight at the camera as she moaned in a daze.

		Anne scaled the ropes above her, steadying herself on the top rope. She wiped some sweat and eyeliner from her face as she lined up her shot carefully, knowing it was all or nothing with this move. She finally leapt back down at Irene, slamming her knee down on the fat femme’s crotch. The chubby girl huffed and bucked her hips, spraying a sudden burst of girl goo over her belly and girl boobs as her eyes went wide and vacant.

		Anne grunted as she forcefully folded up Irene’s legs, bending them up into a matchbox pin. She sat on the back of the heavier wrestler’s thighs, letting her own weight do the work while she rested her still soggy crotch on the black femme’s asshole. She cupped and fingered Irene’s twitching, leaking sex as she went for one last pin.

		“1! 2! 3!”

		Like a sense memory from earlier, Irene’s squirting orgasm consumed her. She shuddered and moaned in her barely conscious state as the bell rang and Anne fell off her, flopping exhausted onto the mats. She raised her fist in triumph before two delicately black-painted fingernails extended to throw up the horns. She gave Irene a seemingly consoling pat on the belly before helping herself to a quick grope of her soft figure and leaking sex and a playfull tug on her pussy hair, while the heavyweight was powerless. Anne finally rolled out of the ring where she was passed a plastic championship belt, only it was customized to look pink and gold. The front showed a slender, feminine figure with smaller breasts and bulge around the hips to indicate it as a femme.

		With that, Joyce cut the feed. The tweets were still buzzing about potential matchups, rematches, and favorites among the girly fighters. Joyce had cum enough herself from watching that she was already scheming on how she could convince the local femdoms to agree to another night of dirty competition.

		END
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