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Chapter One

Vicky was sitting alone at the counter of her small shop. It
was quiet but then it always was this time of year. It nearly noon
and she hadn’t had a call from a single customer all morning. Even
though it was a hard pill to swallow for the once upon a time rich
girl she held her head up high. Never mind, she thought, plenty of
time to reflect and catch up on her reading. Sales weren’t great
but something was bound to turn up sooner or later. Say what you
like about Vicky, she was nothing if not an optimist.

Suddenly the phone rang.

“Good morning, ‘Fantasy Snatchers’ – how can
I help you?”

“Hi, are you Vicky?” a cheerful woman’s
voice asked.

“Yes, how can I help?”

“Hi Vicky, you don’t know me. My name’s,
Rochelle, and a mutual acquaintance suggested I call you. I need
your help with something – I’ll pay you of course.”

“Go on.”

“It’s a bit delicate so please hear me
out.”

The woman suddenly sounded a bit coy, as if
she was working out how to ask a question without getting an
immediate “no” for an answer. After a few seconds she said:

“I understand you used to wrestle as a
Jobber at ‘Munchers?”

“Used to but I only do work on a referral
basis from my client list?” said Vicky, warily.

“My boyfriend is a big female fight fan and
he’s got a big birthday coming up soon. I was wondering if you’d be
willing to fight me…”

“…in front of him so he can
get his rocks off watching us tear each other’s hair – no way
sister!” Vicky was outraged – who was this woman calling her and
asking her to disport herself to please some guy she’d never met?
She might have been a jobber but she still had some
dignity.

“Calm down, Vicky. I was going to say fight
me in private so I can film it and give him the movie to watch as a
present.”

“That’s almost as bad, perhaps worse,
because he can watch it over and over again.”

“So? You used to fight at “Munchers”, there
are movies of most of your 40 matches in their catalogue and plenty
of fans buy them.”

“But that was years ago when I was young,
fit and worth watching. I’m the wrong side of 45 you know.” Vicky
was playing hard to get. “You know my claim to fame is being the
most popular Jobber right?”

“Well – that’s why I’ve come to you. I don’t
want to be facing some twenty-something bimbo who’ll not only look
better than me but would probably run rings around me too. I’m
almost a year older than you. In spite of your Jobber title, you
were a good athlete and wrestled for the title quite a few
times.”

“Look Rochelle, I’m sorry, you sound sweet
and sincere and you’ve clearly done your homework but you’ve got
the wrong woman – I only fight under strict conditions. I don’t
fight free-lance any more, I haven’t done that for years. In my day
I ate more pussy as a jobber than you can imagine.”

Rochelle wasn’t about to give up and played
her trump card:

“I’ll pay you $5,000– win, lose or draw you
walk away the winner. Come on Vicky, that’s more than you earn in a
month, I know you need the money and all I’m asking for is 30
minutes. And you may not have to eat any pussy.” Rochelle lied,
knowing that is exactly what she had planned for Vicky.

Despite herself Vicky was warming to the
woman and Rochelle was right, five grand was money she desperately
needed. Besides it would be a one off, wouldn’t it? After a long
pause she said: “OK – tell me more.” The jobber had gotten what she
wanted from this cold call customer.

Vicky could sense the relief in Rochelle’s
voice as she went into a clearly rehearsed pitch: “We’ll meet at a
venue I have permission to use, late one evening. We’ll fight for
30 minutes. It’ll be my rules, which are a bit different than the
ones you were used to. We’ll be completely alone apart from two
other women, one to referee and one to film the match.”

“Have you fought before?” The wary jobber
asked.

“Yes, a few times, I do it for fun, but my
style is a bit more ‘cat fight’ than you’re used to…” The practiced
heel answered humbly.

“So, what are your rules Rochelle?”

“We’ll wear bikinis and fight on open
mats…”

“No ring then?”

“No, just mats on the floor. We’ll fight for
30 minutes. No scratching, biting, gouging, or hair pulling –
everything else goes including punching. It’s submissions only or a
10 count for a knock out. Whoever has the most falls wins the
match.”

“You know I won’t pull my punches or take a
dive?”

“Yes, I know, neither will I.”

“And it will just be us and two other
women?”

“Yes, my friend Jackie will do the filming
and my daughter will referee.”

“Your daughter?!”

“Don’t worry – she’ll be completely
impartial; she’s done it for me before when she comes home from
college.”

“OK – I’ll think about it. Now, I don’t want
to sound funny but how can I be sure you’ll pay me?”

“I guess we’ll just have to trust each other
on that.” Rochelle seemed to think for a moment and then added:
“I’ll tell you what, I’ll send you a check for $500 along with the
address and time for the match. If you cash the check, I’ll expect
to see you there. Give it a thought Vicky, it’s not every day
someone offers you $5,000 for 30 minutes work.”

“OK, let me think about it – if I cash your
check you can be sure I’ll honor my part of the bargain.”

“Great – I hope we’ll meet soon. Bye
sweetie.”

With that Rochelle hung up. Vicky put the
phone down and took a deep breath – she had some thinking to
do.

As Rochelle had promised, the next morning
there was a letter in Vicky’s post containing a check for $500
drawn on the account of a Ms. Janet Somerville and a slightly
scented card which read: “Next Thursday, The University gym on Mill
Street, be there at 8:30pm for an 9:00pm start.”

Vicky walked across the road to the bank and
deposited the check into her account.

***

Vicky looked at herself in the locker room
mirror and nodded in satisfaction at what she saw. Clad in a
turquoise thong bikini with a halter top her 5' 7" 38C, 29, 42
figure looked pretty good for a woman of 46, despite the slight
paunch.

Her shoulder length blonde hair, highlighted
and tied back in a pony tail, shone in the lights of the empty
room. For a moment she thought back on the strange chain of events
that had led her to here, the gym of the local higher education
college, at 9 o’clock at night, about to fight a woman she’d only
ever spoken to on the phone.

Years ago, Vicky has wrestled at the
Munchers, a lesbian combat club. The fights were serious, generally
domination pro style. The girls fought topless and one, an
entrepreneur, who owned the gym where the fights took place, filmed
them, and sold the resulting videos. Most of the customers loved to
see an attractive woman get the shit kicked out of her. The set up
was ‘The Heel and the Baby-face Jobber’ Vicky was not so naïve to
believe that Rochelle expected Vicky to win. She wanted hire
someone to work over on her video. Vicky knew how to play both
sides of the domination game, but being the jobber paid more.

It had been a good source of income for her
and she’d enjoyed it. For the films, Vicky gained the reputation of
being a ‘jobber’. She was popular with the bad girls in the videos.
They were the ‘heels’. Vicky was in high demand for the videos.

She’d been moderately successful, fighting
for the club title eight times, but she’d given it up years ago
when she realized that she was no match for the younger women
coming into the club.

She still worked out at the gym that was
home to the club and she went along to events from time to time to
watch the youngsters fight it out and reminisce with some of the
other “veterans” who also hung out there but she’d never had the
urge to get back in the ring.

Then a couple of weeks ago she’d had a call
from a woman calling herself “Rochelle”. Rochelle explained that
her boyfriend was a female fight fan and Rochelle wanted to make a
movie of her fighting someone as a 50th birthday present for
him.

She’d gone on to explain that she had some
experience herself (at “cat fighting” as she put it) and was
willing to pay Vicky five grand to fight her, whatever the outcome.
Times were hard and Vicky, a lone divorcee with a struggling
business, couldn’t pass up the offer of serious money so she
reluctantly agreed.

So here she was, two weeks later, about to
face a 47-year-old she’d never met before in unarmed combat – her
first fight outside her regular clients for almost 14 years.




Chapter Two

Vicky shed her clothes and slipped into her blue thong bikini.
She covered her, firm breasts, looped the long, lower ties of the
top underneath the sides of her bikini panties, to knot them below
her flat, smooth belly, across the top of her bikini. She admired
herself in the mirror. Running her fingertips lightly over her
breasts, touching her nipples and arousing them, down across her
stomach, and across her neatly trimmed blonde pussy. Like most
‘jobbers’ she shivered with excitement over her upcoming fight and
from sexual arousal. Vicky was positive that she'd be dominated by
Rochelle. Sound testimony to how well Rochelle had sold the match
to Vicky that the opposite would happen.

Meanwhile, Rochelle changed. Her brown
pigtails and girl next door looks contrasted alarmingly with her
tiger-striped thong bikini. She combined innocence and danger in
one small, remarkably hard-bodied package. Like Vicky, Rochelle had
firm breasts and a taut belly. Unknown to Vicky, she was a veteran
grappler who'd seen her share of wins and losses, but never without
leaving her opponents mindful of the blonde tigress' talents.
Usually by getting her opponent softened up and then playing with
her by nearly pinning her or nearly putting them to sleep. The
longer she did that the more aroused she got. She found playing the
heel allowed her to edge both herself and the jobber ending in
explosive orgasm for both of them.

Rochelle's bikini has a satin-like finish,
smooth and cool to the touch. Like Vicky's, it had an especially
long tie that crossed her back and was knotted in front. Rather
than run the strings under her bikini—she feared it would somehow
reduce her mobility—she ran them directly across her waist, ending
in a knot across her tight, smoothly muscled abdomen. Rochelle was
every inch an erotic machine of destruction. In most cases she knew
nothing about her opponent and didn't care to know anything about
her. She lived for the moment to hurt her and others like her. Pain
and domination were all that mattered.

She took a deep breath and walked out of the
locker room into the gym proper.

A collection of mats were laid out on the
floor creating an area of around 20ft by 20ft. One edge was against
a wall with climbing bars, the other three looked out into the gym
floor.

The wall bars had mats tied to them for
padding/protection. Above the wall bars was a stop clock. Three
women were standing in the middle of the mats talking. One, a
brunette with straight bob cut clad in a tiger-striped thong
bikini, was clearly her opponent for the evening.

A younger woman wearing a t-shirt and denim
cut-offs Vicky assumed to be Rochelle’s daughter, who would referee
the match. The third was a blonde woman in her early forties
wearing a t-shirt and leggings – the film crew thought Vicky.

This was the woman who had met her at the
front door, introduced herself as “Rochelle’s friend Jackie” and
had shown her to the Ladies locker room.

“Rochelle’s using the men’s” she’d explained
“she felt you’d be more comfortable in the Ladies.”

Pausing in the doorway Vicky took a moment
to size up her opponent. Rochelle was probably 3 inches shorter and
25lbs lighter than Vicky. She looked tanned and fit in her
tiger-striped thong bikini.

Her breasts were probably 36B, her stomach
was flatter than Vicky’s, she was about 38 in the hips and her
thighs looked strong and toned, a size 12 to Vicky’s size 16 but
size isn’t everything.

All in all, she was a compact and powerful
looking package. Rochelle mentioned she’d done a bit of cat
fighting and Vicky was suddenly concerned about how experienced she
was. She thought about the rules Rochelle had given her.

Vicky was “old school” when it came to
fighting – she was used to a “best of 5 falls” match over 10
three-minute rounds. What Rochelle had suggested was unlimited
falls, unlimited rounds and (almost) no holds barred – certainly
not what she was used to.

She stepped into the room and Rochelle
looked across at her, smiled and said: “Hi Vicky, I’m Rochelle, but
you probably worked that out. Come in, nice outfit – are you ready
to take me on?”

Vicky nodded and made her way over to the
group.

Rochelle said: “Introductions first, you’ve
met Jackie, she’s making our little movie tonight and this is my
daughter, Leigh, who’ll be our referee tonight.” Then she grinned
and added: “Don’t worry, she’s not too biased.”

Jackie had positioned two fixed cameras on
tripods at opposing corners of the mats and had a third, hand held
camera for close ups. There was no doubt in Vicky’s mind that this
lady was a professional movie maker and she was treating this just
like she would a wedding or a christening.

By each tripod was a towel and bottle of
water. Clearly they were intended to act as corners for the
fighters between falls.

As if reading her mind Rochelle said:
“That’s yours, next to the wall – I’ll use this one.”

“OK ladies” said Jackie “let’s start with
some introductions. Vicky first, then Rochelle and then Leigh, who
will talk us through the rules. Ready?”

Everyone nodded, Jackie pressed a couple of
buttons and said, “we’re rolling, let’s get started.”

Leigh took Rochelle and Vicky by the hand
and led them to the center of the mat.

Jackie took her hand-held camera and zoomed
in on Vicky and nodded. Hesitantly Vicky said:

“Hi, I’m Vicky, I used to wrestle and
Rochelle has asked me to fight her tonight.”

Jackie turned to Rochelle who grinned and
said:

“Hi, I’m Rochelle and I’m going to whip
Vicky’s ass.” And glance over to see Vicky’s reaction.

Then Jackie zoomed in on Leigh who said:

“Ladies, you will fight for 30 minutes. No
scratching, no gouging, no biting, no hair pulling – anything else
goes. Where your bikinis are concerned what comes off stays off.
You can submit a fall at any time and there will be a 1-minute
break between falls.

“The combat zone is the mat, if you come off
the mat, I will tell you to break the hold and resume on the mat.
The loser will be the person who has conceded the most falls after
30 minutes or who fails to beat a 10 count from me. Ladies – let’s
fight!”

With that she spun the two combatants to
face each other and stepped back – the fight was on.

Vicky was caught off guard by this start.
Used to coming out of a corner she found herself forced to lock up
immediately. Rochelle had no such reservations and immediately put
the blonde into a headlock and delivered a series of punches to her
abdomen that dropped the larger woman to her knees.

Leigh told her mother to break the hold and
started to count. Vicky got to her feet at 6 and immediately found
herself on her back as Rochelle cut her legs from under her and
followed up with a leg drop across her throat.

Vicky rose more slowly this time, clutching
her injured throat. Before she could stand up straight Rochelle
hooked her left leg over Vicky’s right shoulder, rolled to her
right and took them both to the mat, Vicky locked in a perfect head
scissors.

Rochelle had put Vicky in a face first head
scissors, her face buried deep in Rochelle’s crotch. Rochelle
encircled Vicky’s head, driving her face ever deeper into her cunt.
She held her there, arched backwards, pulsing her thighs causing
her breast to jiggle.

In a voice nearly identical to every Heel in
her old videos, she whispered into Vicky’s ear, "Are you ready for
pain, bitch?"

“Ummmm…” was all Vicky could reply with her
mouth pressed into Rochelle’s sex.

"Beg for mercy, dyke!"

Vicky’s mouth was buried in her crotch and
the only noises she could make were muffled groans, Rochelle’s
woman scent deep in Vicky’s nose. She eased up and repeated the
pulsing maneuver, just like in the heel always did in her old
videos.

"Say I submit Mistress!" She jammed her
thumb in Vicky’s asshole and churned her rectum viciously pussy the
thing string of her tongue to the side. .

"AAAGGHHHH I SUBMIT Mistress I SUBMIT
Mistress O GOD O GOD I SUBMIT Mistr..AAAAAGGGGHHHH!!!!"

Not satisfied with her surrender, Vicky’s
face was firmly place in the tiger-striped clad crotch of the
brunette it took Vicky just a few seconds to realise there was no
escape and, as Rochelle piled on the pressure with her powerful
thighs, tapped out her submission.

Rochelle released the hold and, as Vicky
gasped for breath Leigh announced: “After 45 seconds, the 1st fall
goes to Rochelle, Rochelle leads by 1 fall to nil”

Vicky was shocked at the power and speed of
the smaller woman. It had been a while since she last fought and
she wasn’t used to being punched like that but she hadn’t had a
chance against Rochelle so far. She got up and walked across to her
‘corner’ turning back to see the brunette grinning at her from the
other side of the mat.

“What’s up champ? Did you need an invitation
to fight?”

Looking up at the stop clock Vicky noticed
it was still running – apparently the fight would be 30 minutes
including breaks.

Leigh called out “Time’s up, fight on!”

At least this time Vicky had the benefit of
coming out of a corner. She hoped to circle around her opponent
before locking up but Rochelle was having none of it. She charged
across the mat and shoved Vicky back against the wall, catching her
with a left hook to the jaw as she bounced back. Vicky went down in
a heap and Leigh stepped in to start counting. Rochelle looked down
at the prone blonde and offered her some sound advice:

“Next time, champ, try circling away from
the wall.”




Chapter Three

Vicky got to one knee, rubbing her jaw and then rose to her
feet at a count of 7, facing the brunette, arms outstretched and
ready to lock up. Rochelle just smiled and immediately kicked her
in the crotch, dropping her back to the mat. Leigh started counting
again and Rochelle said: “Come on champ, this is no holds barred.
You’ll never beat me if you don’t fight dirty.”

Vicky was on her knees clutching her
womanhood. She began to realise she was out of her depth. This
woman was a lot more experienced than she’d let on and the rules
Vicky was used to wouldn’t work here.

As the count reached 7 again she launched
herself at her opponent, using her weight advantage to take them
both crashing to the mat. Vicky was on top but Rochelle wasn’t
about to let her stay there.

Bucking with her knees while wrapping an arm
around Vicky’s neck and using her free hand to punch the blonde in
the side she managed to roll the pair over and get on top. Vicky
knew the risk of being trapped beneath the brunette and continued
to roll but Rochelle was wise to the trick and kept them rolling
over again.

Vicky clutched the strap of Rochelle’s
bikini top as the brunette continued the roll and there was a
ripping sound as she rolled off the mats.

“Break!” shouted Leigh and Vicky released
her grip.

Rochelle stood up and matter-of-factly
discarded her torn bikini top, revealing her firm tanned breasts
before crossing to the center of the mat. Both women were already
glistening with sweat and Vicky couldn’t help herself staring as
Rochelle’s nipples hardened visibly in the cool air.

The pair faced each other again and Leigh
said, “Fight on”.

Rochelle lunged forward and grabbed Vicky’s
right arm placing it in a savage hammer lock and dropping the
blonde to her knees.

“Next tip – keep your eyes on my hands, not
on my tits.”

Twisting the arm Rochelle forced Vicky onto
her front on the mat. Still gripping her wrist Rochelle stretched
out her arm, sat down beside her and placed her left foot in
Vicky’s armpit. With her knee slightly raised and both hands
gripping the blonde’s wrist Rochelle asked: “Should I pull or do
you give?”

Vicky never got a chance to answer, as.
Rochelle scooped Vicky up like she was nothing, and flung her over
her shoulders, one arm around her neck in a choke hold, the other
hooked around her leg and grabbing her crotch. Her expert fingers
moving the front of Vicky’s tongue to gain access to her soft
insides.

Rochelle shoved two fingers inside her and
twisted them mercilessly, just like in the all her old videos. The
pain in Vicky’s crotch was incredible and she begged for mercy, her
arms flailing wildly. Rochelle bounced up and down, applying more
and more pressure on her overarched back.

"I wanna hear you call yourself a cunt
sucking dyke!"

"O GOD I'M A cunt sucking dyke! PLEASE
Mistress LET ME SUCK YOUR cunt! AAAGGGHHHH!!!!"

Rochelle let go of her, letting her roll
down her back and onto the floor. Vicky was out of her mind in pain
and she tried in desperation to crawl away. Rochelle grabbed her by
one leg and dragged Vicky over to the corner, like a lifeless slab
of meat. She stood with her foot firmly planted on her cunt,
grinding hard. Rochelle flexed for Vicky, enjoying her dominance
before returning to the arm bar.

Vicky didn’t respond. Rochelle straightened
her leg and pulled hard on Vicky’s wrist. Her arm was being pulled
out of its socket and Vicky screamed “I give!”

Rochelle released her grip, stood up and
aimed a kick at her adversary’s backside before walking to her
corner.

Leigh announced: “After 4 minutes, the 2nd
fall goes to Rochelle, Rochelle leads by 2 falls to nil”

Vicky got slowly to her feet, massaging her
injured limb, as Rochelle cried out to her mockingly: “Come on
champ, I thought you were going to fight me.”

Back in her corner Vicky told herself to get
a grip. She was bigger and stronger than her opponent, she just
needed to focus. When Leigh called out "Fight on!" Vicky waited in
her corner as Rochelle charged out and stopped her with a kick to
the crotch.

Rochelle clutched herself, her knees buckled
and a second kick hit the side of her head. sending her sprawling
to the mat.

Leigh started to count. Rochelle got up at 6
and Vicky hit her with two forearm smashes to the breasts knocking
her back against the wall before grabbing her arm and throwing her
to the mat.

Rochelle kicked out and took out Vicky’s
legs from under her. She crashed down on her back and Rochelle
leapt on top of her. The pair struggled on the mat for a minute or
two, rolling back and forth, until Rochelle managed to land a punch
to Vicky’s gut, knocking the wind out of her.

Rochelle broke free and scrambled to her
knees leaving Vicky on her back clutching her belly.

Leigh started counting as both fighters
caught their breath.

Rochelle got up first at 6 and was waiting
for Vicky when she got up at 8.

They locked up again but it was Vicky who
got the edge, trapping the smaller woman in a half nelson, and
pushing her into the wall. Placing a hand on the back of the
brunette’s head she slammed her forehead against the wall three
times and then threw her down on her back.

Leigh started to count and Rochelle looked
up at her, rubbing her scalp and said, “she pulled my hair”.

“No, she didn’t” said Leigh, “now get up or
I’ll count you out.”

Reluctantly Rochelle got up at 9 and faced
Vicky again, crouching slightly with her arms loose and hands open
ready to lock up and wrestle. “Come on champ, give me what you’ve
got.”

Happy to oblige, Vicky took a page out of
her adversary’s book and hit Rochelle with a right hook that put
her back on the mat.

“Nice move.” mumbled Rochelle, rubbing her
jaw, as Leigh started counting again.

Once again Rochelle was up at 6 and Vicky
grabbed her left arm and threw her back to the mat. Vicky held onto
Rochelle’s arm, pulled her up again and repeated the throw twice
more. Pulling her back to her feet Vicky hit Rochelle with an upper
cut that knocked her back against the wall.

Rochelle bounced off the wall and staggered
forward but stayed on her feet. Vicky hoisted the dazed brunette
into the air, dropped to one knee and delivered an over the knee
back breaker. For the first time in the match it seemed that
Rochelle was in real trouble as she lay on her back with Leigh
counting over her.

She struggled to her feet at 9 and straight
into the arms of Vicky, who gave her another back breaker. This
time Rochelle crawled to the wall bars and pulled herself up but as
soon as Leigh stopped counting and before she could turn around
Vicky grabbed Rochelle’s legs, pulled her back to the center of the
mat and put her in a Boston crab.

Rochelle screamed in agony but refused
Vicky’s calls to submit. Desperate to distract the bigger woman
Rochelle reached back and grabbed the tie on Vicky’s halter neck.
The strings came undone and the fabric fell away exposing Vicky’s
breasts. Like Rochelle’s before, Vicky’s nipples immediately turned
hard in the cool air but if Rochelle hoped it would distract her,
she was sadly mistaken. As Vicky moved to reposition herself and
Rochelle.

Vicky spread Rochelle’s legs, pulled her up
into a sitting position, wrenched her arms behind her back and
pulled, getting leverage by burying her knee in the brunette’s
back. She pulled the front of her thongs aside and her thick wet
pussy lips, sprang forth from a bush of curly blonde pubes.

Vicky rubbed her damp sex across the bridge
of Rochelle’s nose, spreading girl goo on her. Vicky took this
opportunity to show off and the wrestling holds continued---Boston
crab, scissors, ab stretches, the moves getting more and more
painful, the attempts at submissions more and more humiliating.

Vicky had Rochelle tongue bathe every part
of her body, licked her spit off the mat, lick the girl goo (both
Rochelle’s and Vicky’s) she fed to her from her fingers.

Returning to the Boston Crab, Vicky pulled
back as hard as possible and Rochelle finally screamed out “I
give!” for the first time in the bout.

Vicky released the hold and stood up as
Leigh announced: “After 10 minutes, the 3rd fall goes to Vicky,
Rochelle leads by 2 falls to 1”

Rochelle lay on the mat rubbing her back.
Vicky took the opportunity to fire off a barbed comment: “Am I
fighting well enough for you now, sweetie?”

“Fuck you, champ.” was the response from the
prone form on the mat.

“In your dreams, sweetie.” Vicky
replied.

Vicky’s top was still tied below her boobs
but hanging down. She took hold of the neck ties and went to tie it
back up but Leigh waved an admonishing finger and said: “What comes
off stays off.”

“It’s not come off, it’s come undone…”

“Your tits are out so they stay out.”
Replied Leigh.

Vicky reluctantly undid the lower tie and
dropped her top in her corner. Both women were now topless.

At the end of the break Rochelle was still
lying on the mat and a concerned Leigh bent down to check her
mother was OK to continue. Rochelle waved her away. Leigh started
to count and Rochelle got slowly to her feet at 9 still holding her
back. Sensing her opportunity, Vicky moved in.

A hip throw put the brunette down again for
a count of 8 and Vicky repeated the maneuver twice more, getting
another long count each time. It looked like Rochelle was in
serious trouble as she went down for a fourth time but then her
foot lashed out and caught the blonde square in the crotch.

Vicky dropped to her knees and Rochelle
scrambled to attack her on the mat. They struggled for dominance
until Vicky managed to secure a grapevine that would certainly have
given her the equalizing submission if Rochelle hadn’t managed to
roll them off the edge of the mat.

Leigh shouted “Break!” and Vicky reluctantly
released the hold.




Chapter Four

Leigh gave the command “Fight on!” and Rochelle lunged at
Vicky, grabbed her left arm, spun around behind her, and applied a
full nelson. Vicky’s initial surprised cry turned to a scream as
Rochelle’s knee found its way between her legs and caught her in
the crotch again.

She dropped to her knees with her tormentor
directly behind her. Releasing the full nelson Rochelle applied an
arm bar choke hold with her right arm while her left hand found its
way to Vicky’s left breast.

“Oh, boobies” said Rochelle gleefully,
“let’s see if I can tune this one in.” and she twisted Vicky’s left
nipple aggressively, eliciting a scream from the blonde who was
rapidly running out of oxygen.

Vicky grabbed at Rochelle’s right wrist with
her left hand, trying to release the pressure on her throat, while
her right hand went to Rochelle’s left, trying to pry it from her
breast. But the brunette was strong, the choke remained in place
and the nipple twisting continued.

Vicky reached behind her trying to get hold
of her tormentor but Rochelle was well placed, her knees tucked
behind Vicky’s ass and her breasts pressing against the blonde’s
shoulders.

Unable to pull Rochelle’s arm away from her
throat or do any more that slap ineffectively at the few parts she
could reach of the woman behind her, Vicky started to slip into
unconsciousness.

Sensing this, Rochelle let up on the choke,
she wanted to inflict a lot more pain.

As she became lucid again, Vicky kicked her
legs, waved her arms and yelled, screamed, called her opponent
every degrading name in the book. She told Rochelle she was going
to fuck her and get her back in spades. Rochelle sat on the
blonde’s back and arched her painfully in a camel clutch, her arms
hanging uselessly over her knees, her one hand yanking up on
Vicky’s chin. With the other hand, she signaled to the ref, and
almost magically, Leigh pulled out a 8" black rubber dildo with a
4" rubber handle and a Tube of KY.

Rochelle scooped out a handful of lube and,
reaching behind Vicky with three fingers, plugged it up her
asshole. She inserted the tip of the dildo and Vicky could feel her
sphincter wrap around and accept the head.

She pushed it in another four inches, the
long end of the dildo hanging from between Vicky’s legs like a
tail. She flipped her onto her back, sat on her face, and pulled
her legs up over Rochelle’s shoulders, giving Rochelle full access
to the dildo.

Rochelle’s ass cheeks were spread wide and
Vicky’s tongue dug deep into her hole, the scent of her sweaty and
musky ass driving the blonde crazy. She slurped like mad, biting
into the meaty flesh and wiggling her tongue all around her ass
crack.

Every once in a while, Rochelle would give
the dildo a twist, sending spasms down Vicky’s spine, driving her
tongue deeper into Rochelle’s hot hole. Rochelle dismounted Vicky’s
face. "Are you ready for the grand finale?" she asked, just like in
the video.

She grabbed Vicky’s nipples and pulled her
up into a kneeling position, the dildo still jammed halfway up her
hole. She put her hand on top of Vicky’s head, just like in the her
old videos, and drove the hapless blonde down the full length of
the rubber pole, past the end of the dildo and half way down the
handle.

Vicky screamed in agony and Rochelle shoved
her ass scented finger under Vicky’s nose. The fumes took over as
Rochelle literally picked her up and dropped her down, again, and
again, painfully impaling Vicky on the dildo, ripping her ass to
shreds.

The dark haired wrestler was totally in
control of Vicky now and soon Rochelle took her hand off Vicky’s
head and she was still reaming herself wildly on the rubber fuck
pole. She stood before Vicky, her engorged pussy lips dripping girl
goo.

Realizing there was no escape she used her
remaining strength to wave her submission.

Rochelle released her hold and Vicky
collapsed to the mat as Leigh announced, “After 14 minutes, 4th
fall to Rochelle, Rochelle leads by 3 falls to 1.”

Vicky lay on the mat gasping for breath as
Rochelle walked in front of her making an elaborate display of
stretching to ease her abused back.

“Oh dear champ, you missed your chance
there. 3-1 down and we're not even half way through yet. Still,
plenty of time left for me to get a few more off you.”

Looking up from the mat and still struggling
to get her breath back, her face bright red and loose blonde hairs
sticking to her sweat soaked cheeks, Vicky could only grunt in
response.

This time it was Vicky who took the count at
the start of the next fall, getting slowly to her feet as Leigh
counted to 8. Rochelle was quick to capitalize with more kicks to
the crotch and a punch to Vicky’s left breast that put her down
again for a count of 9.

As she rose, Rochelle delivered a kick to
Vicky’s abdomen that doubled her over, linked her hands and slammed
them down on the blonde’s back smashing her back to the mat. Vicky
made it up again at 9 and Rochelle aimed another kick at her gut
but this time Vicky caught the brunette’s foot and spun her to the
mat.

Rochelle fell wrong and was thrashing around
the mat, grinding her hips, and moaning like a bitch in heat.
"Fuck, bitch, you are such a fucking embarrassment to our sex..."
Vicky sneered.

Vicky wiped her pussy lips across Rochelle’s
mouth. "Get a good taste, bitch!"

Vicky reached around and yanked the dildo
out of her own ass with a loud sucking sound. She mounted Rochelle
on the spot, inserting the end of the dildo in Rochelle’s ass
splitting her in two like a wedge. She soaked her fingers in her
own juices and shoved them up each of Rochelle’s nostrils.

"Hold on, pussy, I'm gonna take you up to
the moon!"

She thrust the blunt instrument into her
asshole once again; it was so hot, to Rochelle it felt like someone
had shoved a hot poker up her ass. Vicky buried the rod deep inside
the brunette, then pulled all the way out, then back in again, her
breast slapping against her back, faster and faster.

The friction was incredible and the
combination of the domination and the arousal made it feel like
Rochelle’s asshole would burst into flames. Vicky mercilessly
fucked her harder and harder and Rochelle damn near passed out in
agony.

Finally, just when Rochelle started to slip
into unconsciousness, Vicky pulled out the dildo and faced
Rochelle. With one hand she held Rochelle’s face to her cunt and
pumped her throbbing sex with blinding speed. With her hips, she
delivered a series of cunt bumps to Rochelle’s face, Rochelle’s
head snapping back and forth violently.

Vicky screamed, "THIS (SMACK) IS (SMACK) HOW
(SMACK) A (SMACK) WOMAN (SMACK) USES (SMACK) HER (SMACK) CUNT!
AAAAAAGGGGHHHHHHHH!"

With a primal scream from the depth of her
soul, Vicky arched her back and let loose with a cascade of her
juices. Steaming hot girl goo smeared across her face and chin.
Vicky came and came and came, wave after wave of her climax rubbed
into Rochelle’s face, on tip of her nose, dripping from her
chin.

And still she came, streaming a warm wet
volley up one of her nostrils and a final spurt that landed right
on her tongue. Vicky held her sex there for a moment and, even in
its pulsing state, it captivated Rochelle, Vicky’s dark red labia
and thick flaps stretched around her mouth, completely covering
it.

Rochelle looked up at her and she spit in
her face. Vicky grabbed the dildo, and, with one shove, again
buried it deep inside her the brunette’s fucked-raw asshole. She
jerked and twisted the prong leaving the huge dildo impaling her
ass..

Vicky hooked Rochelle’s left leg behind her
own, reached forward, reached forward with both hands to clutch the
brunette’s chin and pulled back in a classic STF, using her full
weight to, once again, put pressure on the smaller woman’s back.
Rochelle was in serious trouble from the hold and the dildo up her
ass and pounded the mat with her left hand to signal her
submission. Rochelle passed out. Then Vicky released the hold and
got to her feet.

Rochelle lay panting on the mat for a moment
as her daughter announced: “After 16 minutes, 5th fall to Vicky,
Rochelle leads by 3 falls to 2.”

Back in her corner Vicky silently
congratulated herself as she watched Rochelle get slowly to her
feet, one hand rubbing the small of her back. She may have lost the
initiative in the 4th fall but she was back in the match again now
and, for the first time, Rochelle seemed to have nothing to
say.

Looking across at the brunette Vicky could
see she looked pensive and she got the distinct impression that the
next fall could decide the fight.

The one-minute break came to an end and
Leigh asked: “Ladies – are you ready?”

They both nodded and she said: “Fight
on!”

It was clear both women were starting to
tire and this time they advanced more slowly in the center of the
mats.

Rochelle aimed a kick at Vicky’s crotch but
it missed and hit her on the thigh. Vicky landed a punch on
Rochelle’s left breast. Rochelle countered with a right hook that
caught Vicky on the jaw and they came together in a mutual bear
hug.

Breast to breast with their heads looking
over each other’s left shoulder they stood for a moment trying to
squeeze the life out of each other until Rochelle, in a display of
titanic effort, managed to lift the bigger woman off the mat and
they collapsed sideways with Vicky on top.




Chapter Five

Rochelle quickly struggled free and for the next minute or so
they wrestled for dominance on the mat which was now slick with
their sweat and becoming slipperier. At one point Rochelle almost
made it to her feet but Vicky caught her ankle and pulled her back
down.

Vicky attempted to get a grapevine on the
smaller woman but she struggled free and hit the blonde with three
sharp punches to the gut. Attempting to mount her opponent Rochelle
received a knee in the groin and the pair ended up lying side by
side, head to toe for a brief moment while they caught their
breath.

Vicky managed to wrap her legs around
Rochelle’s head and apply a head scissors but seconds later she
found herself trapped in an identical move by the brunette’s strong
thighs.

They lay side by side for a few moments,
heads between each other’s thighs both struggling for advantage but
eventually Rochelle managed to push herself up on her left arm and
roll Vicky onto her back.

Vicky realized her predicament too late as
Rochelle slipped her head from between Vicky’s thighs, released her
own scissors and sat back. Suddenly Rochelle was in control. With
her feet either side of Vicky’s head and her calves pinning the
blonde’s shoulders, she lowered her buttocks into Vicky’s face and
put her hands on her hips, grinning broadly as Jackie closed in
with her camera.

For a moment Rochelle occupied herself
pinching and pulling Vicky's nipples. Vicky tried grabbing at the
brunette’s thighs but Rochelle grabbed her wrists, pulled her hands
away and held them down against her sides.

Vicky struggled to kick her way out the hold
but Rochelle had herself positioned perfectly and she couldn’t
unseat her. In a normal wrestling match this would have been a
simple 3 count pin but, in this fight, it was just a chance for
Rochelle to take stock and plan her next move as Vicky continued
her struggle to get free.

She pushed her bum harder into the blonde's
face and wiggled her arse as Vicky tried repeatedly to bridge and
kick out, all to no avail.

Eventually Vicky’s efforts to break out
proved her undoing as the brunette managed catch both the blonde’s
flailing legs and hook them under her own armpits. With Rochelle’s
bum in her face Vicky couldn’t see what happened next but other
senses warned her. She felt fabric being peeled away from her own
backside and heard Rochelle gleefully saying, “what’s in here
then?”

Jackie’s camera zoomed in on Vicky’s exposed
buttocks as Rochelle began exploring her find. The next thing Vicky
knew was excruciating pain as Rochelle grabbed a fistful of her now
exposed pubes and yanked them.

“Hair!” Came the cry from beneath the
brunette’s backside.

“Pubic hair doesn’t count” was the
brunette’s response.

“Yes, it does.” Cried Leigh, “Leave it,
mum.”

“OK, how about this?”

The brunette spaded her hand and drove three
fingers into Vicky's puckered butt hole.

Rochelle then flipped Vicky over her
shoulder, stunning the arrogant beauty not giving her time to think
about her brutalized butt hole. Then a body slam softened Vicky up
for the finish Rochelle hoped. As Vicky lay there, breathing
heavily, coated in sweat, Rochelle climbed atop her and put her in
a grapevine, wrapping and locking her own sweaty, luscious thighs
around Vicky's, immobilizing her. Like her victim, Rochelle was
exhausted. Unlike her victim, she had the willpower to
continue.

The tiger striped-bikinied beauty tightened
her grapevine bringing a cry of anguish from her satin-wrapped
victim, as the dominatrix in Rochelle took over. Rochelle squeezed
and straightened her legs with all her might while wrapping her
slick arms around Vicky's head and smothering her between her
breasts. Vicky struggled heroically, but to no avail. She swatted
at Rochelle's taut ass and clawed at the sweat-soaked, tiger print
thong clinging tightly to Rochelle's lovely ass muscles.

Vicky dragged her fingernails, albeit
weakly, down Rochelle's back as she squirmed and slid underneath
her tormentor. Rochelle focused and concentrated her effort,
increasing the pain, suffocating her foe, and slowly, roughly,
grinding her thong-clad pussy into Vicky's.

Vicky cried out that she surrendered, but
Rochelle would have none of it. She continued her erotic
domination, releasing Vicky from her sweet, sweaty breasts, pinning
the defeated woman's arms to the mat while glaring at her prey.
Vicky's arrogance had turned to fear, and Rochelle reveled in it.
She was now the arrogant, domineering bitch-goddess; she would have
her due.

Jackie the videographer and Leigh the ref
were hushed. All that could be heard was the sound of Vicky's
pleading, mixed with her moaning, her fighting back the sobs she
wanted to release, Rochelle's animal grunts, and the soft, swishing
sound of satin-covered pussy against sweat-covered pussy.

Rochelle lowered her glowing face to Vicky's
face, roughly grabbed the blonde-haired jobber's head, and pulled
Vicky's face to her own. Rochelle thrust her tongue down Vicky's
throat, fucking her mouth with it, using her tongue like a cock,
and dominating her. Vicky's struggle only aroused Rochelle who
responded with a firm slap across Vicky's face, a laugh, and a
growl as she tongue-fucked her victim, wrapping her arms around,
and began groping her. Rochelle especially seemed to enjoy Vicky's
ass. She rolled Vicky atop her, pulled Vicky ass cheeks apart, and
alternately swatted and massaged both cheeks. Rachell always got
aroused when she knew she had the jobber right where she wanted
her. The end was near it seemed.

Rochelle threw the defeated beauty off of
her, sat across Vicky's thighs, and began pinching Vicky's nipples.
Rochelle massaged Vicky's, shapely, firm tits. She plucked the
nipples so that they peeked out from the top of Vicky's sweaty bra.
Vicky was quietly sobbing and convulsing. This both enraged and
delighted Rochelle, who slid her tight ass forward and held it
above Vicky's face.

Rochelle lowered her head, and in a low,
sultry voice said, "Eat my pussy, bitch."

Rochelle slid her thong to the left and
deftly lowered her moist pussy on Vicky's waiting mouth. Rochelle
grabbed Vicky's hair and yanked the beaten woman's face deeper into
her waiting, ravenous cunt. Rochelle rode Vicky's face like a
jockey on a thoroughbred at Churchill Downs, while occasionally
pinching, twisting, and pulling her own nipples and Vicky's.

Rochelle reversed her position, reached
forward and cruelly yanked on Vicky's moist pussy lips. Vicky
moaned and writhed. Rochelle was approaching an orgasm as her butt
hole slid across Vicky’s features, but she wanted to humiliate her
victim just a bit more. She brought Vicky to the point of orgasm
but stopped. Alternately rubbing, pinching, slapping, and fingering
the beaten woman, Rochelle would let Vicky thrash wildly, and then
stop, bringing the beaten woman to another level of agony.

Rochelle finally had enough. She forced
Vicky to her hands and knees and roughly thrust her pussy into
Vicky's tight, rump, and humped her smooth ass. The gym was filled
with the smell of sex, violence, sweat, and perfume. Rochelle's
sopping pussy slammed and ground its way toward bliss. Rochelle
slapped Vicky on the ass while pulling her hair back and ordering
her "use that ass and make me happy."

Vicky responded and ground her ass into
Rochelle's cunt. Sweaty skin against sweaty skin. Rochelle slid her
left hand down and around Vicky's thigh, up under Vicky's tight,
ass, and started fingering the woman’s ass once more. Both amazons
exploded savagely and simultaneously. Vicky broke down and curled
into a ball while Rochelle kept her finger deep in Vicky’s ass,
rested her other hand on Vicky's ass, asked her, "who's my
bitch?"

“Oh God! I give! I give! Get your fingers
out of my ass” came the muffled screams from beneath the
tiger-striped thong.

Rochelle removed her fingers, released her
hold on Vicky's legs and stood up as Leigh announced: “After 20
minutes, 6th fall to Rochelle, Rochelle leads by 4 falls to 2.
Ladies, you have one minute.”

Vicky lay on her back on the mat for a few
seconds, her pussy rubbed raw and drips of her juices spilled over
to her thighs, massaging her abused crotch and asshole before
rolling over and coming to her knees with tears streaming down her
face.

“Christ Rochelle, that really hurt.”

“It doesn’t smell too great either” replied
the brunette, making a big show of wiping her fingers on her towel.
“It’s a fight baby, so stop crying. I’m not done with you yet. Not
by a long shot.”

Vicky got to her feet and started to pull
her pants up but Leigh said: “What comes off stays off,
remember?”

“But they haven’t come off, they’re round my
knees.” Vicky protested.

“They’re supposed to be around your bum,
they’ve come off so take them right off.”

Reluctantly Vicky complied, Rochelle
couldn’t contain herself:

“Good call babe.”

“No worries mum, you’re on top of things
now.”

Vicky glared at Leigh who quickly added:
“But I’m here to see fair play – no more pulling Vicky’s pubes,
OK”.

Rochelle looked sheepish and nodded her
agreement.

Vicky walked to her corner, dropped the
bikini briefs next to her halter top and wiped her tears with the
towel. Now she was naked and worried what Rochelle would do
next.

The minute's break passed all too quickly
for Vicky as she struggled to compose herself and it seemed no time
at all before Leigh asked: “Ladies are we ready to continue?”




Chapter Six

Both women nodded their agreement and the match resumed.
Rochelle closed on the naked blonde. Two solid punches from the
brunette rocked Vicky and pushed her back against the wall bars.
Rochelle wasted no time and pinning Vicky with an arm bar across
her throat, delivered a series of savage knee lifts to her exposed
fanny.

As Vicky’s eyes started to roll, Rochelle
released the arm bar, punched the blonde hard in both breasts,
grabbed the back of her head and threw her face down on the mat.
Vicky was in serious trouble as Leigh counted over her. She got to
her hands and knees at 5, shook her head to clear the cobwebs and
got to her feet at 9.

Rochelle was waiting and delivered a vicious
kick to the crotch that dropped her straight down again. Vicky
stayed on her knees, clutching her sex for a count of 8 before
getting to her feet again with her fists clenched.

Rochelle raised her fists as well and for a
few moments the pair traded punches. But it was a one-sided affair,
with the brunette clearly more experienced at boxing than the
blonde jobber. A solid right hook caught Vicky on the jaw and put
her down again. Leigh started to count as Rochelle stepped back and
watched her struggle to get up, goading:

“Come on champ, beat me up.”

Vicky crawled to the wall bars and pulled
herself up at the count of 9. Turning to face her tormentor she was
immediately hit by two scissor kicks to the crotch and abdomen that
put her back on her knees for another 8 count.

Rochelle was toying with her now. It seemed
it no longer a question of whether Vicky could win the fight, or
even go the distance, it was simply how much longer she could keep
beating the count.

As Vicky got to her feet for the fourth time
in two minutes Rochelle raised her fists and hit the blonde with
another series of closed fist punches to her chest and face,
knocking her back against the wall.

Vicky did her best to cover up and respond
but she was dazed by the onslaught and her own punches were easily
deflected by the brunette and failed to hit their mark.

A blow to the abdomen doubled Vicky over and
Rochelle delivered a knee to her breasts, which dropped the blonde
to the mat again. Once again Vicky got doggedly to her feet as the
count reached 9 but this time it was clear from the glazed
expression on her face that the jobber was out of it and Rochelle
moved in to finish her off.

Grabbing the groggy blonde by the neck and
crotch Rochelle lifted her clear off the mat and, turning her so
that her head faced the ground, slammed her down on her back again
and followed up with a leg drop across Vicky’s chest – knocking
what little air remained in her lungs out.

Crawling over her winded foe, Rochelle
slipped her hand downward, across Vicky's belly, and resting it on
her victim's curly blonde pussy. Rochelle briefly massaged Vicky's
lovely little twat, and then slapped it, sending the spoiled girl
into paroxysms of pain.

Rochelle repeated it again and again until
Vicky escaped. Vicky later repaid Rochelle in-kind. The outclassed
jobber had her moments, but they were few and far between. It
seemed as though Rochelle allowed her to gain the advantage
momentarily, only to smash the spoiled girl down, the heel was
toying with her jobber. The spoiled girl, while she'd given a good
account of herself, was clearly about to lose. The only question
that remained was when would Rochelle bring it to a close.

Toward the end Rochelle scissored Vicky,
squeezing her prey with all her might. Vicky gasped and convulsed,
but before she could signal her surrender, Rochelle loosened her
hold and allowed Vicky to slip away. Rochelle was playing the old
heel vs. jobber game of ‘catch and release’. They stood facing one
another, shining with sweat, and breathing hard. Rochelle made her
move, it was magnificent.

Arms akimbo, she moved them, brought her
hands up in a challenge of strength she held them out and away from
her body, inviting Vicky to do the same. Vicky should have
surrendered at this point and walked away with the knowledge that
she'd been bested by one of the finest grapplers she’d ever
faced.

However she was a jobber and she never
thought of that. She accepted Rochelle's challenge and raised her
arms. Both vixens approached. Rochelle took her hands, interlaced
her fingers with Vicky's, and this move brought together two
smooth, muscled, glowing bellies. The two would finish the fight in
an intimate dance of destruction and domination.

As if on cue strength test was forgotten as
they wrapped their arms around one another and began squeezing for
all their worth. Slick body rubbed and slid against slick body,
force against force. Their erotic dance would have brought anyone
watching to the edges of their seats. During their dance Vicky
opened her legs slightly for more stability.

Rochelle exploited it by pushing her hips
closely into the jobber girl, sliding her right thigh between
Vicky's sweaty thighs, and thrusting it into Vicky's crotch. Grunts
and the sound of swishing, rubbing, and grinding pussies filled the
room. The action was relentless. Vicky's features betrayed her
concentration and her fear. Rochelle, on the other hand, was
stolid. Her lovely face was virtually stone and showed little in
the way of emotion, except for her eyes, which bored into Vicky's
soul.

Rochelle's inner arousal, that energy that
drove her toward combat on apartment house battlefields, seemed to
intensify upon Vicky's fear and suck the energy from the jobber
blonde. Still the struggle continued.

After what seemed to be an erotic eternity
in a sweaty, straining bearhug, Vicky collapsed in Rochelle's arms,
crying. After a titanic struggle like this, she had earned the
heel’s’ admiration. Frankly, Leigh and Jackie the videographer
pitied her and hoped, despite their shared love of erotic
wrestling's post-match sexual conquests, that Rochelle too would
take pity on her foe and allow her to retain her dignity.

That was out of the question. Rochelle
neither hated nor pitied her victim. Vicky was nothing more than
something to dominate, break, and humiliate. A Jobber.

Vicky slumped in Rochelle's arms, her knees
splaying apart. Rochelle responded by savagely driving her knee
into the broken woman's cunt once, and then twice. She redoubled
her grasp of Vicky, squeezing all the harder. Dropping to one knee,
Rochelle released her foe, allowing Vicky's weight to drive her
crotch swiftly down atop Rochelle's knee. As Vicky collapsed and
rolled over she dragged Rochelle with her, their arms still wrapped
together.

Rochelle wrapped Vicky in a grapevine and
proceeded to grind her tiger-striped, satiny puss into Vicky's
naked cunt. She pulled Vicky's nipples free from the protection of
the bikini and cruelly twisted and pulled them. Rochelle slipped
her nipples free, not for protection but from confinement,
determined to savage Vicky's delightful, sweet spires with her own.
Vicky was trapped in such a way that all she could do was let the
victor have her way. The torment went on.

By now Rochelle had her arms wrapped around
Vicky's tight body, sliding her hand down to her victim's ass,
cupping, squeezing, and pinching it. Vicky sobbed heavily and
weakly resisted Rochelle's onslaught. Rochelle paid her no
attention. She continued her attack.

Rochelle sat up, spread her legs, and forced
her victim to do the same for crotch-to-crotch pussy grinding.
Vicky however collapsed backward. Rochelle spread Vicky's legs,
lifting them into the air and brought her tiger stripes into
contact with Vicky's nude crotch.

Rochelle pussy fucked Vicky as if she had a
ten-inch cock strapped to her hips. She ground, slammed, and rubbed
her cunt against Vicky's. All that Vicky could do was turn her
head, weep, and clench weakly at the mat. Rochelle would have none
of that. She dismounted her prey. Both their pussies were soaking
and ready to cum. Rochelle was drilling her foe as if her clit were
a cock. She now intended that Vicky should suck that big little
cocklet.

Rochelle sat on Vicky's face grinding her
hips into the beaten woman. She softly slid her bikini to the side,
spread her labia, exposing her clit, and jammed Vicky's mouth into
it. Rochelle pinched Vicky's nose shut, forcing her to open her
mouth to breath, giving Rochelle's killer clit-cum-cock a place of
repose. Vicky got the message loud and clear. She complied with
Rochelle's unspoken but clearly communicated directive, "Eat my
pussy, satisfy me bitch, or I'll hurt you even more."

Rochelle began rocking silently, with a hard
stare. She reversed herself on Vicky's face, and roughly pulled
aside Vicky's labia, exposing a dripping wet clitoris nestled under
her curly blonde pussy hair. Vicky's pussy lapping was audible. As
she unhappily dined on Rochelle's snatch, Rochelle fingered her,
and pinched and twisted her clit.

After a while Vicky's sobs subsided, they
turned into soft moans, her hips twitching and rotating. Rochelle
merely ground her pussy more deeply into Vicky's mouth. Rochelle,
who up to this time had not responded beyond further grinding,
convulsed with a loud, animal-like, guttural yell. Her yell filled
the room, she pushed her crotch more deeply into Vicky, yet also
fingered her prey.

As Rochelle climaxed she brought Vicky to a
peak of orgasmic fury. Rochelle's breathing turned long, hard, and
deep, as if she'd just finished a five-mile run. Nonetheless, she
continued with Vicky and brought the jobber girl to an
earth-shattering, ear-splitting, convulsive orgasm.

Vicky briefly convulsed as she nearly
suffocated under the grinding smothering cunt of her opponent, and
then lay still as Rochelle scrambled to her feet and crouched next
to her, ready to grab her if she started to get up. Leigh started
the count:

“One, two, three, four…”




Epilogue

The blonde lay motionless with her eyes closed, just the rise
and fall of her chest showing she was still breathing.

“…five, six,
seven…”

Vicky’s eyes flickered open and her face
registered shock at the sound of Leigh’s voice. Rochelle stood up
and relaxed as she waited for the inevitable…

“…eight, nine…”

Vicky rolled over and got to her hand and
knees but it was too late.

“…ten! Out!”

Rochelle raised her arms in victory, placed
a foot on Vicky’s shoulder blades and pushed her not so gently and
firmly, face first to the mat as Leigh announced:

“The winner, by a knock out after 23 minutes
and 45 seconds, Rochelle!”

Now Rochelle began to showboat. As Jackie
captured the scene on camera Rochelle nudged Vicky with her foot
and jobber obligingly groaned and rolled over, allowing her
conqueror to plant her foot on the blonde’s boobs while grinning at
the camera.

“Happy birthday sweetie!” Rochelle was
oozing to the camera as Jackie panned up and down between her face
and the fallen figure beneath her foot.

Vicky’s head was still spinning as she
thought to herself ‘this is what she paid for and she beat me fair
and square’, but somewhere in the back of her mind something said,
‘just wait until next time’.

With that the consummate passed out
again.

END…
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