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		Prologue

		

	
		Today still Joyce just couldn’t believe her good fortune. Her one ticket, had won the Power Ball Jackpot Lottery. With her winnings, she got to fulfill her life time dream, even if she was only twenty one 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.

		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.

		Joyce was by now had moved her program into a nice size building she purchased an renovated in and put in an official size wrestling ring and added several other cameras to get all the best angles of action. She was a bit nervous as the show was about to start. Tonight’s program was called ‘A Night of Dirty Competition.’ She was certain with tonights main event the broadcast would live up to its name.

		

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		Billion dollar Lottery Winner Joyce’s first live broadcast of Girls Femdom Wrestling, was the hottest topic on Twitter. The tweets were still buzzing six months later about potential matchups, rematches, and favorites among the girly fighters. Joyce had been aroused by the matches. When reviewing the videos of the very first broadcast she knew she had to try and top her last broadcast. She had been scheming on how she could convince a few local competitors to agree to a night of dirty competition. She was certain she knew of two, perhaps even a third.

		Joyce’s limited broadcast of Trixie wrestling Roxie had gone over so well that she brought them back for a rematch. This time she added a third popular female wrestler to the mix by bringing in Muffy to make it a triple threat match with whoever was able to secure a pin first winning it all. This contest would be shown to a much wider audience.

		Joyce was aware Roxie was dying to get back in the ring. Trixie had managed to outmaneuver her last time and she wanted to pay her back for the humiliating loss. Joyce smiled as Roxie made her way to the ring waving to the crowd, showing off in her white and blue bikini that emphasized her large bust.

		Trixie was just as excited to get her hands on the big-titted rival. She was much less busty but the tan brunette was met with plenty of cheers as she entered in her deep blue two piece. She had beaten Roxie after a long, hard match but she figured she could do it again as a matter of fact.

		Muffy was petrified at the very idea of stepping into the ring. It took Joyce a lot of convincing to get her to agree. She didn’t know how to fight, but technically neither did her opponents. Her social anxiety had her struggle to talk to a single person, let alone a crowd chanting her name around a ring. The long-haired brunette quaked backstage, lingering a few seconds after she was called to the ring. With a final deep breath, she ran out to the ring as fast as she could before she could double back. Muffy slid into the ring and let out a weary sigh.

		“Let’s get this over with,” Muffy sighed to herself.

		“What do you think you’re doing in my ring, you dumb bitch!?” Trixie suddenly barked at her. “I was looking forward to beating cow tits’ ass again!”

		“As if! You’re just a little squirt who’s in my way, just like titless over here,” Roxie complained at Muffy as well. The brunette shrank down as best she could, getting more nervous the more they yelled at her.

		“S-sorry,” she barely managed to mutter.

		It turned out to be a huge mistake. As the bell rang, Roxie and Trixie stared at her and slowly grew wicked, smiles. Neither of them could resist messing with someone awkward and shy, and Muffy was one of the worst cases they’d ever seen. They couldn’t help but single her out right away.

		“Why are you looking so scared, loser!?” Trixie taunted as she rushed right for Muffy.

		The shy brunette tried to run away from her, but Roxie was already moving to intercept her. The two bullies moved like a pack of wolves singling out the dorky piece of meat. She speared Muffy around the middle and brought her crashing back into the corner.

		“Not so fast! We wanna play, toothpick!” Roxie laughed.

		She backed off while Muffy leaned on the ropes, just for Trixie to rush in and clothesline her in the breasts. Muffy grunted as the wind was knocked out of her and her breasts bounced around in her top. She crumbled against the ropes to clutch her breasts and cough uncomfortably.

		“God! She’s even worse than she looks!” Trixie cackled, pointing at the stunned Muffy. “What a piece of shit wrestler!”

		“Bet she wrestles even worse when she can’t breathe!”

		Roxie grabbed one of the top ropes and leaned back far enough to raise her booted foot to Muffy’s throat. The pair of impish bullies laughed as the sole pushed on her windpipe, getting Muffy to gag and gasp as she struggled to remove it. Trixie caught on with her approach and grabbed the opposite rope, pressing her own foot into her to add to the corner choke with her own.

		“Yea! Look at her squirm! That’s more moving than she did all match when she could move on her own!”

		The girls laughed harder as Muffy’s eyes started to roll back, just for them to pull back in time to let her breathe before she passed out. The brunette gasped and clutched her throat, coughing weakly as they both grabbed her arms to pin her to the corner.

		“Can’t finish you off that fast, pussy!” Roxie crowed.

		The aggressive girls grabbed and pulled down sharply on Muffy’s bikini top. She had hated the choice they’d made for her costume but had been too shy to speak up. Now she was paying for it as Roxie and Trixie exposed her naked breasts to the audience. She was immediately met by uproarious cheers from the audience, getting the modest brunette to want to shrivel up and die. She couldn’t even cover up her breasts with the bullying wrestlers holding her arms back.

		“Oh wow! Look at her! I haven’t even seen fan blush that hard before!” Trixie cackled at Muffy’s expense.

		“Maybe we should give the crowd a closer look!” Roxie offered as she pulled on Muffy’s arm.

		“Please don’t,” Muffy managed to squeak out just before she was sent flying across the ring. Both overly-social girls yanked on her arms to Irish whip her across the ring and into the opposite corner, squealing quietly the entire way. Muffy’s eyes watered from pain as much as embarrassment as she passively ran along with the slingshot maneuver and crashed tits first into the ring post.

		“She makes such goofy faces!” Roxie laughed as she pointed at the stunned Muffy. “That’s so fucking hilarious!”

		“Bet she can make even crazier ones,” Trixie suggested as she stalked after their mutual victim. They seemed to put aside their rivalry for now as they got their sadistic amusement from a more vulnerable target first.

		“You get the bottom while I get the top?”

		“Works for me!” Roxie agreed cheerily.

		“Not me!” Muffy squeaked out, but the girls had already reached her.

		Roxie grabbed her by the legs and pulled hard, yanking them out from under her and making the meeker of the girls fall flat on her back. She grunted from the rough landing, just for Trixie to stomp on her exposed breasts. Muffy found herself breathless again as she hugged around her breasts, trying to protect her tender tits from view as much as the attacks.

		She ended up having more important issues as Roxie grabbed her bikini bottoms and yanked them down her legs. Muffy let out a startled squeal and kicked her legs frantically, but that only accelerated her stripping as she wiggled out of the swimsuit.

		“Ha! You’re such a dork!” Roxie laughed as Muffy tried to reach desperately for her bikini bottom.

		Trixie just stomped down again, grinding her heel into one of Muffy’s breasts and holding it there. The paler girl writhed beneath her foot until her eyes lit up. She felt Roxie lift up her legs, prompting her to throw up her hands and flail them around in a panicked plea for mercy. The embarrassment of showing the entire audience her spread out pussy was one thing, but she had a dreading sensation about what was about to come. She couldn’t even form the words to beg for her to stop.

		“Time for a feeling check!” Roxie declared as she smashed a hard kick into Muffy’s pussy.

		Their shared victim suddenly gave a husky gasp before turning back into another modest whine. She tried to curl up in a fetal position, but Trixie’s foot on her breasts the best she could do was cover up her groin to ease the pulsing pain.

		The girls broke into another torrent of mocking laughter. “Holy crap, that was awesome!” Trixie cackled.

		She broke into a wide, toothy grin as she sat down, straddling Muffy’s breasts. She thrust her hips forward to mount her crotch on the downed brunette’s face, adding to her already monumental embarrassment.

		“Hey, hit her with another! I wanna feel that one,” the tanned bully insisted.

		Roxie smirked and kept her grip on Muffy’s legs, even as she attempted to close them.

		“Got it! Another pussy shot for the pussy coming up!”

		Roxie used her foot to push away Muffy’s pawing hands before snapping another kick off like she was going for a field goal. Muffy shrieked again but it came muffled this time as it was swallowed up by Trixie’s crotch. Her eyes lit up as she pulled on Muffy’s hair, pulling her face deeper in between her legs. The tan bully’s face broke into a wide grin as she started to hump her pinned and writhing opponent’s face.

		“Ooh, that’s good! I gotta remember to sit on a groupie's face like this later!” Trixie mused to herself.

		“Hey, really? Give me a try! Gimme gimme!”

		Roxie let Muffy’s legs drop as she tried to shove Trixie off. The tan bully scowled at her and shoved her back, knocking Roxie’s boobs upward so that the top-heavy wrestler nearly fell over backward.

		“No way! I called the top half and you know it!” Trixie snapped. “If you want it that bad, go get your own loser to pick on.”

		“I will! How about you for starters!?”

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Roxie grabbed Trixie by the hair, dragging her up to her feet with a firm pull that had her shriek in pain. She clawed at the white-haired girl’s wrists as the two finally broke into a catfight of their own. The crowd cheered to see the aggressive girls going at it.

		Muffy slowly boosted herself into a sitting position. She watched as Trixie drove some sucker punches into Roxie’s belly until the bustier bully kneed her opponent in the jaw.

		“Nope… too much,” Muffy decided.

		She didn’t bother getting back up as she started to crawl for the edge of the ring. She was almost able to slip out when she felt her legs grabbed again. This time each of her opponents had grabbed one, cutting her escape plan short.

		“Where do you think YOU’RE going?” they demanded in unison, eyes glowing with malicious energy.

		Muffy trembled at the sight alone as they each pulled her leg in an opposite direction with all their might. Muffy shrieked in pain as her thighs and tender pussy were flooded with fresh pain, grabbing helplessly at them until she started slapping on the mat.

		“What a moron! There’s no tap outs in this!” Trixie mocked her efforts to escape.

		“If she wants out of the ring so bad, maybe we should help her,” Roxie giggled.

		She caught Trixie’s eye and nodded towards the turnbuckle. The tan bitch grinned back as they dragged Muffy towards the corner, just to slip out of the ring themselves. They spread her legs out wide before giving them a hard pull, smashing the meek brunette’s crotch into the hard steel of the pole.

		Muffy squealed noisily and started thrashing around, clutching at her pussy as she flopped on the mats. Trixie and Roxie cackled at her writhing expense.

		“What’s wrong!? A scrawny little virgin like you can’t take a hit?” Trixie crowed.

		“If it hurts that bad, why not let us take a closer look?” Roxie joined in.

		Muffy had crawled away from the turnbuckle, getting her legs out from around it to ensure they couldn’t deliver any further crotch-busters. Instead, Roxie caught her by the ankles and dragged her to the edge of the ring. The brunette tried to grab onto the ring but found no nothing as she was left on her back, her lower half hanging weakly over the edge of the ring.

		Roxie and Trixie grabbed either side of her bikini bottoms, giving her enough time to realize (and dread) what they were about to do. The quiet girl grabbed frantically at the mats, but they had her held tight. She couldn’t move too far or else she’d just slide out of her bottoms, even if that were exactly what they were already planning.

		“Ready, loser?” Trixie demanded. “One! Two! THREE!”

		The bullying girls both pulled down, yanking off Muffy’s bikini and leaving her hanging naked beneath the ropes. They tossed the small garment aside to grab her by the legs and force her to spread them open. Muffy squealed pathetically and tried to cover up her privates, but the tan bully and her busty ally kept her away so that the entire crowd could ogle her open pussy.

		“Ha! Look at that! Total virgin!” Roxie laughed obnoxiously.

		She spanked her palm down across Muffy’s vagina, making her cry out and arch her back. Her feet kicked uselessly as she tried to escape, just for Trixie to jam two fingers inside her. She pinched and pulled painfully on one of her pussy lips, stretching it out as much as she could. Muffy’s eyes watered as she shouted from the intimate pain.

		“Wow! So tight! We better loosen you up a little if you’re ever going to fit a guy in there!” the tan girl jeered.

		The bullying wrestlers climbed back into the ring to get their hands on their fully exposed victim. Muffy tried to curl up in pain but Trixie stepped directly in front of her, grabbing both legs and spreading them apart. She pressed her foot down on Muffy’s open slit and ground her heel on it, making her writhe like crazy with a gas pedal-like move.

		“What a loser! So pathetic you can’t even land a single hit in this entire match! I can’t believe they even let you in this league, you dumb little virgin slut! Hey, milk jugs! You want a piece of this?”

		“Hey! Don’t call me that!” Roxie snapped back at her. “But definitely! Roxie Chop!”

		The white-haired girl suddenly dropped to her knees, throwing out a theatrical karate chop as she fell. The narrowed hand chopped right into Muffy’s pussy as Trixie removed her foot, sending a much harder blow into Muffy’s tenderized groin. Muffy huffed noisily and flopped like a docked fish as her hands cupped her pussy, gawking in silent agony.

		“Geez, Silent Bob! It looks like you communicate as good as you wrestle! We could break you right now if we wanted you, couldn’t we?” Trixie taunted.

		She nudged Muffy’s crotch with her toe.

		“But I bet all your horny pervs out in the audience would love to see more. Just how many of you at home have looked me up on the website anyway?” the tan girl jeered.

		“You were just riding my popularity anyway,” Roxie interrupted.

		“I’m the one with the big meme-ing mommy milkers.”

		She shook her shoulders to bounce her boobs around, getting a bitter glare from Trixie. Her heel stomped down bitterly on Muffy’s crotch, getting her to twitch and moan helplessly beneath her.

		“Quit showing off already! Let’s wreck this bitch some more,” Trixie demanded.

		She let Muffy drop to the mats, where Roxie promptly grabbed her by the hair. The brunette squeaked as she was dragged to the corner by the bickering bullies.

		“Fine, but not because you told me to!” Roxie insisted as she forced Muffy back to her feet.

		Muffy couldn’t stand steadily on her own, but that suited Roxie just fine. She shoved Muffy into the corner, letting her hang there like a scarecrow. She barely realized where she was in the ring before she saw Roxie rushing after her, leaping up and splashing her curvy body right into her. Her massive tits smashed into Muffy’s head like a speeding pair of trucks about to knock her into a dream world. Muffy’s head lolled and she limped like a ragdoll in the corner, almost knocked out cold as she drooled from her moaning mouth. Roxie held onto the top ropes, grinding her tits in her face to muffle her pathetic noises.

		“I knew you liked rubbing them in peoples’ faces, but that’s ridiculous. Not like she’s got a decent rack anyway,” Trixie jabbed at them both.

		“Here, step back. I saw this move on TV I wanted to try on her!”

		Roxie finally withdrew her breasts from Muffy’s face, letting her gasp for air as sweat and tears ran down her face. Trixie grabbed and bent her over, hooking her arms beneath hers. Muffy was forced to stay doubled over with her head going between the tan girl’s thighs, just to feel herself being lifted off the mat. She was flipped upside down before Trixie piledrove her headfirst into the mats, making Muffy’s whole body twitch for an instant before crumbling motionless to the mats.

		“YES! Nailed it!” Trixie gloated, pumping her fist as she sat back up.

		The naked Muffy lifted her arm weakly now and then but could barely move in her dazed and beaten state. Trixie climbed onto her back, digging her knee into her tender spine while pulling up on her hair. Muffy didn’t have the breath or time to beg for mercy before Trixie suddenly bit into her forehead. Muffy screamed herself breathless as Trixie’s sharp canines gouged at her upper face.

		Hey! You don’t get all the fun. I can do that too!” Roxie insisted.

		She squatted down in front of Muffy and palmed the sides of her head. She bit into an open spot on Muffy’s forehead with her sharp teeth, getting the brunette’s eyes to go even wider in horror.

		“Hey! Hey! Back off!” Trixie warned as she removed her mouth from Muffy’s reddened face.

		“You’re already stepping on my toes just by being the knockoff you are. Quit copying my moves at least.”

		“Me!? I had my show first!” Roxie demanded. The girls glared at each other like a pair of cats arguing over a piece of meat that was Muffy’s dazed body.

		***

		A brief pause in the action in the stare down then the girls immediately went back at each other, grabbing each other by the shoulders. The impatient bitches started to shove each other back and forth, tangled up in the middle of the ring. There wasn’t much of a height difference to decide the contest of strength, but Roxie pressed hard enough to mash her bigger tits into Trixie’s. The tan girl bit her lip and blushed as she was reminded of their true size difference, riling up the already temperamental girl.

		“You… you goddamn cow!” Trixie seethed. While not as chesty, she was tightly packed with lean muscle that suddenly poured into the shocked Roxie. She was plowed into and pushed back into the ropes by the outraged surge of strength.

		“Whaaa! Get off me!” Roxie blurted. She tried to shove at Trixie but the tan girl intertwined with her fingers. She bent the light-haired wrestler back over the ropes, making her wince as her back arched painfully.

		“What’s the matter? I thought you’d be used to some back pain with your monster tits!” Trixie taunted.

		Her chesty rival grit her teeth and fought back with all she had. She drove her knee up between Trixie’s thighs, getting the cocky expression to immediately drop from her face.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		“Girlhood check!” Roxie mocked as the tan girl backed off as she crossed her legs as well as her eyes. The crotch-busted brunette staggered back a few awkward steps away from her. Roxie quickly grabbed her around the neck while she was bent over, dropping her down with a DDT.

		Trixie grunted and curled up on the mats, clutching at her forehead as she rolled onto her back. Roxie was looking pleased with her dirty counter as she smugly looked down on her. She jumped up and landed both of her feet on Trixie’s stomach. The tanned bully gagged and rolled around as she clutched her abs.

		“Out of breath already? What a loser!” Roxie cackled obnoxiously down at her breathless opponent before grabbing her by the hair. Trixie groaned as she was forced back up to her knees, glaring at her busty rival. She balled up a fist and let it fly deep into Roxie’s belly, getting her to huff and double over from the returned cheap shot.

		“You’re one to talk, fat-ass! Did your slutty mom make your wrestling gear for you?!”

		The two pesky girls were clearly clashing with insults as much as moves as Trixie struggled to her feet. She gave a gingerly rub to her aching groin, the low blow making her already tight bottoms ride up on her crotch. She gave the elastic a quick tug before she gripped Roxie’s hair, keeping her bent over as she spiked her padded knee up into the blonde’s breasts. Roxie gave another breathless huff as Trixie kneed her jugs up into her ribs, hammering her until she was hugging around and squashing her massive tits.

		“You didn’t have to carry around all those dead weights for a handicap,” Trixie laughed. “I was going to beat your ass with or without them!”

		“Y-you bitch,” Roxie whined. She hated losing, especially against someone as pushy and annoying as herself. The blonde let out a high-pitched squeal as Trixie reached around her torso and grabbed the back of Roxie’s bottoms. She pulled it up to wedge the tights into Roxie’s ass as she hoisted her off the mats.

		“Those tits must be a pain on your spine. Let me do a little chiropractic’s for ya!”

		Trixie hoisted her busty opponent across her shoulders, showing off the strength in her compact body. The short blonde shrieked as she was bent into a torture rack, her back bent painfully backward. Her already banged up body was stretched to its limits while her upthrust breasts were pointed towards the spotlights.

		“C’mon, bitch! Tap out like the little wussy power you are!” Trixie demanded. Roxie screamed and thrashed awkwardly, her tongue rolling out from the pain she was being put through.

		She bounced in place, bobbing on her toes. It shook Roxie up and down, shaking her back in the hold while jiggling her breasts wildly back and forth. It really dug in the pain, but the sheer amount of breast meat bouncing around made it hard to maintain the balance the move demanded. Satisfied that she’d put the hurt on her opponent she tossed her unceremoniously to the mats.

		“Turn off the stove cuz this bitch’s done!” Trixie boasted.

		She gave a slitting motion across her throat as she landed flat on Roxie’s breasts, crushing her jugs beneath her as she groaned. Roxie crawled for the nearest set of ropes to help herself up, but Trixie’s bully instincts wouldn’t let her leave a helpless victim unattended. She rushed after her and stomped on one of Roxie’s fingers, getting her to shriek until her tongue poked out.

		“Not so fast!” Trixie demanded, grabbing the trapped arm, and pulling Roxie back to her feet by it. She threw her weight into it to fling the busty wrestler across the ring, letting her sink into the opposite ropes. Roxie bounced back with a panicked wail as Trixie charged at her with a clothesline.

		The tanned wrestler had pushed herself in her last attack so she didn’t move quite as fast as she’d hoped. It gave Roxie the split second she needed to duck under Trixie’s incoming forearm, making her stumble in surprise as she completely whiffed. Before she could turn her heavy attack around, Roxie whirled around and grabbed her under her arms.

		“Hey! No fair!” Trixie whined as either of them tended to when things didn’t go their way. Roxie’s heavy breasts pushed into her back as she was trapped in the full nelson.

		“Aww, can’t get loose, you tiny titted loser?” Roxie cackled loudly in her ear. “Then you’re gonna hate this!”

		Roxie tossed herself backward, bending her back to suplex Trixie into the mats. Her head and shoulders slammed down hard as she grunted and bounced out of the blonde’s grip. Even with her escape, the heavy impact move had done its damage. Trixie moaned as she flopped over and ended up with her chin resting on the mats, drooling witlessly with her ass up in the air.

		“AHAHA! You have no idea how slutty you look right now!” Roxie laughed loudly as she pointed at her downed foe. She grabbed Trixie by her longer hair, dragging her up to her knees as she hung limply in her grip. The tan girl threw an elbow back at Roxie’s stomach but she was quick to see it coming, catching the short arm strike and twisting her arm. Trixie let out a shrill whine and squirmed around in the suddenly dominant rival’s grip.

		“Nice try you underdeveloped brat. In fact, why don’t I give you a little sample of what it’s like to have an actual pair of tits for once?!”

		Roxie pulled on Trixie’s hair, forcing her face between her mammoth tits. The brunette blushed heavily past her tan as she was forced to face her opponent’s biggest advantage. She was literally rubbing it in her face now as she forcefully hugged Trixie into her breasts.

		“You really almost hurt my back with that showy move from before!” Roxie exaggerated, acting like she hadn’t been screaming in pain before. “So let me return the favor!”

		The busty blonde wrapped her arms lower around Trixie’s back, lifting her off the mats with a bearhug. Her boobs mashed into the brunette’s, and while they were big and soft they added more pressure on the hold. Trixie screamed and shut her eyes as the hold locked on, pouring a lot of pressure around the center of her spine. Roxie squeezed and ground tighter, the pesky college girl knowing how to exploit a weakness and how to capitalize on a weakness. She shook Trixie around, grinding her breasts on hers while adding to the pain.

		“Is that all!? You really got no stamina!” Roxie mocked in her face. Her jugs clearly overpowered Trixie’s as her smaller pair was forced upward, resting on top of the bigger tits. The tan girl was panting for air as Roxie leaned back, putting more weight on her back until Trixie’s eyes were watering. She reached a hand out behind her like a desperate reach for the ropes or considering tapping out in the moment of agony.

		Still, she held on. Trixie brought her legs up and around Roxie’s waist, holding the thicker girl around the middle to take some of the weight off her back.

		“Hey! No free rides here!” Roxie snapped. She lifted Trixie a bit higher to prepare to spike her back down, but the tan bully saw her momentary opportunity. She twisted her hips to the side, throwing off Roxie’s momentum and tossing them both to the mats with the hasty body scissors. It wasn’t enough to hold onto the blonde but it still sent them both tumbling over and broke them apart. Given her precarious situation a moment ago, that suited Trixie fine.

		Both girls were aching and dizzy as they landed a few yards apart. Both were sweating as they caught their breath, their backs and sides aching from the holds. Roxie got to her feet first, rolling her shoulder to loosen up her aching arms. Trixie was still on all fours, but she burst forward with a raging shriek. She tackled Roxie around the middle and brought them both crashing down again, this time with Trixie on top of her opponent.

		“You’ve been a pain in my ass long enough!” Trixie shouted as she grabbed Roxie by the hair.

		“It’s what I do and you know it!” Roxie snapped back. Trixie lifted her head up and bashed her with her flexing forearm, slamming her again and again to keep the blonde rattled. Her bust jiggled as her head wobbled, which just made Trixie angrier. She lowered her attacks to smash an elbow drop down on Roxie’s tits instead.

		“And that’s for shoving them in my face!” she ranted. Roxie gave a husky grunt as she clutched at her bounced jugs, but she wasn’t about to play fair either. Both girls were petty and bratty, so they weren’t holding anything back now.

		Roxie extended two fingers and shoved them upward, hooking them up Trixie’s nostrils. She let out a startled wail at the intimate pain, backing off and clutching at her face. She didn’t get far before Roxie reached up and grabbed her hair, pulling as she rolled aside. She shoved Trixie’s head between the ropes, pushing on the hair to force her throat across the middle chord. The brunette gasped and gagged as she kicked wildly, trying to escape.

		“I’m not losing to a titless freak! I’m the number one guilty fetish girl online!” Roxie ranted. “Everyone wants to be MY fan!”

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		She shook Trixie into the ropes, bouncing them roughly up into her neck. The brunette grunted and managed to push the rope away, sucking in a quick breath before she snapped her head backward. She felt something soft as her skull connected with one of Roxie’s pillowy tits, jiggling it wildly as the blonde broke into a pained howl. Her face twisted into one of comical discomfort as she hugged her jugs, coughing for air at her own heavy rack slamming into her breasts.

		Trixie pushed herself up to her knees, panting for air as Roxie managed to refocus her attention on her. With a furious snarl, the blonde raised her wrestling foot and tried to Bash the brunette in the head. The tan bully dove towards it, tumbling under the extended leg and letting it whiff past her. Roxie let out a panicked yell as she barely kept her balance, but Trixie had already landed crouching behind her.

		“Old family secret technique!” Trixie whispered dramatically. “Thousand Years of Pain!”

		She folded her hands together, joining her index fingers before ramming them up Roxie’s ass. The spandex kept it from going especially deep, but it didn’t have to go far to make the busty wrestler scream briefly but shrilled. The invasive probing between her cheeks made her face freeze in horror for a moment, gripping the ropes just to stay standing. Even then, she leapt away from Trixie with a scream, falling to the ring and rolling around clutching her butt.

		“My butt! Owwww my butt!” she whined out childishly. “That’s from the wrong story, you stupid little slut!”

		“It’s the oldest trick on the playground,” Trixie scoffed as she dusted off her hands. “And your big fat ass just makes it so easy! I bet you get stuff stuck up there all the time!”

		Even at the peak of the match, Trixie couldn’t help but rub in her opponent’s suffering. Roxie cried out and rolled to her side, rubbing her ass as the tanned bully moved in on her. Her face was twisted into a sadistic grin as she grabbed Roxie’s massive jugs and squeezed them hard, twisting her nipples or whatever flesh she could get in a rotation between her fingers. Even through her bikini top, Roxie wailed and stomped her feet on the mats to vent her frustration and pain.

		The blonde quickly repaid the childish titty twister by reaching out and gouging her fingers into Trixie’s crotch. The brunette screeched as the cunt claw locked into place, digging cruelly into her privates.

		“AHHHH! You… you dirty bitch!” Trixie screamed.

		“Takes one to know one!” Roxie grunted back, eyes watering from the abuse her milkers were taking.

		“God, you are so annoying!”

		“You’re more annoying!”

		“Nuh uh!” Trixie snapped, trying to sink her nails into Roxie’s nips.

		“Yuh huh!” the bratty blonde insisted. She drove a punch into Trixie’s stomach, connected with her firm, tan tummy. It made the brunette grunt but she let go of the mammoth milkers to grab onto Roxie’s wrist. She wrapped her legs around Roxie’s head in a swift motion and leaned backward, pulling on the busty blonde’s arm for a quick arm bar while she pried it off her groin.

		Roxie gagged and gasped, writhing in the combination head scissor and arm bar. Trixie’s athletic legs clenched around the blonde’s neck, making her pale face go red as she flopped on the mats. Her jugs jiggled around uncontrollably as she fought to break free, but the hold was locked on tight.

		“Give… up!” Trixie grunted through her grit teeth, baring her fang-like canines again. She put all the juice she had left into her arm bar but flinched as Roxie still powered through it. She did the same in resisting it and seemed to have a bit more energy left in her bigger body. She pulled her arm free, just to slam its elbow back down into Trixie’s abs. She grunted and kept on the leg lock, but a few more to her belly had her wincing. The broken concentration was all Roxie needed to break loose.

		“I’m sick of you copying me!” Roxie raged as she smashed a heavy blow into Trixie’s smaller breast. She gagged from the impact and nearly doubled over, getting dragged back into Roxie’s sweaty cleavage. The blonde yanked her head back between her jugs, raising a triumphant arm as she locked Trixie into a kneeling tit smother.

		Her celebration came a bit early. The various wrestling fans and weebs in the stands started to cheer her on before she shrieked in pain, suddenly thrashing in place.

		“OH FUCK! AHH! SOMEBODY! GET HER OFF! ” Roxie ranted. She pulled back, trying to free herself from her own hold as the crowd saw Trixie baring her teeth. What were usually seen as a cute pearly whites were actually her sharper than usual teeth, which were now digging into her rival’s envied jugs. Roxie managed to pull away, her top slightly torn as she stumbled into a corner.

		Roxie panted and clutched her aching boob, looking up just in time to see Trixie charging at her. She screamed as she broke into a sprint right for her, but the blonde threw herself to one side. She used the last of her energy to dodge around the rushing tan girl, hoping she’d just crash into the ring post behind her.

		Instead, Trixie used her athletic reflexes to leap onto the middle ropes. She swiftly moved her other foot to the top with the first as momentum, kicking off and turning back towards Roxie in midair. The busty brat had a moment to shriek in surprise before a foot was brought smashing across her face in an aerial spin kick. Roxie went snapping hard to the mats, her breasts landing with a thud just before her face crashed down with an even harder impact.

		The busty blonde twitched and fumbled with one hand at the mat, but she couldn’t budge. She didn’t have the strength left to lift her own busty body. Trixie had to take a moment to steady herself before she hurried to stagger over to her heavier rival. She caught her leg and turned her over for a pinfall.

		“Who gives a crap? I was internet famous first.”

		“Pff! Like a boobless little gremlin like you could get popular with boys!”

		Trixie slapped Roxie across her tits without a moment’s hesitation. The white-haired wrestler’s mouth dropped open in shock for a moment before she backhanded Trixie across the face. The tan girl’s head snapped along with it before turning back to her with a vicious snarl.

		“You fat titted bitch!”

		“You overrated little brat!”

		The girls pounced on each other and started viciously tearing away at each other. They rolled across the mats, clinging, and clawing at their hair, clothes and skin. Trixie ripped open Roxie’s top, grabbing, and pulling on her nipples to stretch out her meaty boobs. Roxie repaid her in kind by ripping off her bikini, punching and scratching her smaller breasts and smoothly shaved pussy. The raging bullies made no effort to protect themselves when hurting the other girl was a far more important interest at the moment.

		They separated from each other by coincidence more than choice. Their small bikinis were long gone, ruined by their frantic catfighting. They both breathed heavily, sweating, and stinging all over from fresh bites and scratches. Their resting stare down didn’t last for long before they rushed back in with a pair of savage screeches. Roxie wound up a haymaker of a punch, jiggling all the way while Trixie pivoted on her heel to throw a whirling roundhouse kick at her face.

		Neither calculated in the wild card that was Roxie’s randomly flopping tits. Trixie leaned hard into her kick, landing a devastating blow with her heel to the busty girl’s cheek. The momentum also brought her head up just as Roxie’s jugs came flopping towards her, smacking into her face like a pair of fleshy wrecking balls. The two loud impacting sounds rang out as both girls gawked, spittle flying from their lips as their eyes rolled back in their heads. The two of them crumbled into a heap of tangled limbs in the middle of the ring, having knocked each other out.

		The crowd was anxious to see which of them would get up first, but instead of either of them, Muffy poked her head up from the mats. Her wide eyes darted across the ring, making sure that they were both out cold before she scooted over to them. Possibly setting up the biggest upset in Girls’ Femdom Wrestling history.

		“Amazing!” Muffy erupted when the reality of the situation dawned on her. “I may be delivering the first ever combo tit smother face sit in Girls’ Femdom Wrestling history! Somebody put this one into the history books! Or at least somebody’s blog. You can’t tell me there’s not some kind of Tit Smother Face Sit blog out there by now…”

		Both Roxie and Trixie seemed every bit as surprised by the move, judging by how they flailed and struggled to escape once they began to regain consciousness. Trixie went back to sleep as Muffy’s wide open cunt smothered her unconscious again.

		Roxie slapped at Muffy’s ass and squeezed her belly, barely able to budge. Her struggles started to slow as her head spun and arms went a bit limp, getting Muffy to redouble the efforts of her boob smother.

		In a sudden flash of effort, Roxie grabbed her around her hips and squeezed her ass cheeks. With Muffy’s soft love handles as handlebars, Roxie suddenly lifted her off the mats with another heavy grunt. It clearly took more effort than last time, but she lifted her into the air and hurled her bodily into one of the nearby corners. Muffy’s body splatted into it as she scrambled to keep her footing, barely able to stay up by gripping the ropes.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Roxie had to catch her breath a moment before she came barreling towards Muffy, body splashing into her to squash her into the corner beneath her solid body. Muffy grunted hard and wobbled in the corner before slumping even more limply into it as Roxie backed off. She gave a dismissive shove at her head before getting some more distance.

		“Kiss those lips goodbye, pussy,” Roxie scoffed before she rushed in again. Muffy gave a startled squeak and as her leg came towards her she ducked to one side and tumbled along the ropes. Roxie’s eyes went wide and barely veered enough to let her leg go swinging through the ropes, just managing to keep her balance.

		That was enough for the kneeling Muffy to use as she leaned in and buried her face between her legs. She yanked her dark pink pussy lips apart and ate her out as loudly and messily as she could. The normally brash and bratty Roxie let out a rather high-pitched wail as Muffy attacked her clit with her tongue, her legs forced to stay open as her other one was caught between the ropes. She couldn’t focus enough to free herself from the awkward position while Muffy was devouring her pussy, and with a sudden husky grunt Roxie shut her eyes tightly. She squirted over Muffy’s already sweaty face, making her back off and lick the cum from her lips. The towering girl went crumbling to the mats, still quivering from the orgasm.

		Muffy clumsily waved to the crowd as she dragged herself back to her feet. She leaned into the ropes for balance before deciding to go all the way and climbed up the corner ropes as Roxie still reeled from her orgasm.

		“Looks like I was right! Even a giant brash bitch can’t fight when her legs are turned to jelly!” Muffy said to herself. “She’s as wide open as her legs right now while I’m going for a climb!”

		Muffy steadied herself on the middle ropes before jumping off, bringing her sweaty ass splatting down on the helpless Roxie’s face. Roxie flopped around beneath her while her cunt and ass ground into her face and kept her pinned down. Muffy steadied herself after the landing before the crowd got into counting the pinfall.

		“One! Two! Thr-”

		Muffy suddenly arched her back and sat up, moaning loudly, and sparing Roxie. She still had her face pressed into her ass, stroking her slippery clit and tonguing between her plump buns.

		“Fuck! She’s up! Roxie barely avoided the pin by eating her way out of it!” Muffy blurted in surprise.

		“Gotta know how to use your tongue to get far around here,” Roxie agreed.

		With Muffy arching upward, Roxie hooked her hands between her thighs again. She stood up with another grunt, but this one came out more struggling and unsteady. She barely got to her feet when she staggered for a few seconds and finally slipped over, falling flat on her back as Muffy proved too heavy for her to spike down again.

		“Amazing! You were too busy showing off your power and forgot your limits! You took on too much like a virgin ordering a Coochie Buster 5000 online!” Muffy chided her.

		“Fuck you,” Roxie said with a nod. “But fitting.”

		“That’s not what you said…” Muffy spat.

		Both wrestlers went to finish the job at the same time. With Muffy sitting on her breasts, Roxie grabbed her breasts and squeezed them together. She started a well lubed finger fuck while Muffy grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face into her sweaty belly. Roxie moaned and shook her head, motorboating against her soft stomach trying to escape the pinning belly smother. Roxie’s muffled and weary protests came with her escalating as she reached up to pinch and play with Muffy’s nipples.

		“It looks like this is it! It all comes down to what holds out longer; your lungs or my cunt!” Muffy raved excitedly.

		The victor of the mismatched body parts was decided quickly as Muffy jiggled and moaned, her cunt blasting out all over Roxie’s face and breasts. She gave her head one last squeeze before she simply toppled over to one side, gasping for air as her eyes rolled. Roxie laid on her side as Muffy sucked down fresh air herself. She wiped some of her climax off Roxie’s face before she shoved Roxie again onto her back, pinning the gasping bitch just by flopping on top of her rather than daring to show off again.

		“1! 2! 3!” Muffy led the crowd in a final countdown before the bell rang again. Muffy flopped back off of Roxie as her naked breasts heaved for air, laying on her back to recover theatrically. The crowd went wild as she managed to drag herself up to her feet and caught Roxie by one arm, helping pull her into a sitting position. Muffy slammed her knee directly into Roxie’s forehead, forcing a small gag of a squeak out of her before she fell back to the mat unconscious..

		Then, in one last shocking moment of spite, the brunette walked over to the half conscious Trixie and planted her tight, sweaty ass over her face. She grinned wickedly as she ground her hips, rubbing her ass and crotch on the dazed blonde’s face.

		“Guys these days like ass better than tits anyway,” she gloated before pulling up on Trixie’s legs. She made sure to spread them out, letting the crowd look at her slutty position as the ref counted down her 3-count.

		The bell rang as her theme music blasted over the speakers. She jumped to her feet, flexing her slim but strong arms proudly for the cheers of her fans.

		“Hell yea! Barely even broke a sweat beating both their asses down!” Muffy exaggerated as her foot squashed down one of Trixie’s boobs.

		She only groaned and blinked dizzily at the spotlights before Muffy twisted her foot, digging the heel painfully into her overly abused tit’s nipple. Trixie gave a shrill gasp and tensed up before her eyes rolled back in her head, blacking out again from the pain at last.

		Muffy made sure to pose for a few humiliating poses with her knocked out opponents before kicking them both like used up ragdolls and slipping out of the ring to make her grand (if entirely exhausted) exit.

		“Here is your winner! Muffy!” the Joyce boomed.

		Muffy blushed and covered up her breast, but she raised her hand in the air in sheepish triumph as her bullying rivals remained out cold. Just as the video feed went dark.

		END
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