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Part One




Hailey Mason could feel her thigh muscles stretching as she leaned forward on the floor, both hands grasped around her right foot. She moved her hands to her other foot, and repeated the stretch as she rehashed the day's events in her mind. And what a shitty day it had been, starting with her first class of the day, Sociology. 

The Professor, Dr. Peterson, gave them a surprise quiz on yesterday's reading assignment. For anyone who'd bothered to do the assignment, the quiz was quite simple. Obviously Marla Browning hadn't deemed it necessary to do the reading, as evidenced by her repeated efforts to copy off Hailey's paper.

 Hailey hadn't taken kindly to that idea and had gone to great lengths to hide her paper from Marla. Apparently her efforts hadn't gone unnoticed by Dr. Peterson.

 "Hailey is there a problem?" he asked

."No sir," she answered.

"There's an awful lot of extra movement over there. You're not trying to hide anything from me, are you?" he asked suspiciously.

 "No sir," she answered, suddenly afraid that she was about to get into trouble. "I was just making sure no one else could see my paper." 

As soon as she said it, she could feel the eyes turning towards her, especially Marla Browning's. The end result was that Marla got a week's detention, starting the next Monday, and failed the quiz.

 On the way out the door after class, Marla made a point of knocking Hailey into the wall. "I'll be seeing you later," she hissed.

Hailey saw Marla several more times that day. Each time, Marla went out her way to bump her, and with each bump came a renewed threat. By outward appearances, Marla and Hailey were about as different as two girls could be. Marla had a reputation for being a tough broad. She was twenty two years old and about 5'9" tall with black hair that fell several inches below her shoulders.

 She was old for a college sophomore, having repeated the freshman year. While she would never be mistaken for a beauty queen, she was not without her strong attributes, nor was she entirely unattractive. 

She was naturally darker complexioned, due to her Mediterranean heritage, and had firm, full breasts. She had the reputation for having a bad temper, and was someone most people tried to avoid. 

Hailey, on the other hand, had a reputation for being soft spoken and easy-going. She was 5'7" tall and had red hair that didn't quite reach her shoulders, a smallish bosom and a fair complexion. All in all, she was quite attractive, in a Southern Belle sort of way, and did not appear to be at all intimidating. But looks were sometimes deceiving.

 And that was especially true for Hailey, survivor of over many years' worth of wars and battles with her three brothers, two older and one younger. First as an adolescent and later as a teenager, she had learned to take care of herself. Now a couple months shy of her twentieth birthday, she had a quiet confidence about her.

 With three brothers, she'd had little choice in the matter. So here she was, doing what she did so many days after school, stretching out in the auxiliary gym before heading to the track to run some laps. No one ever bothered her here. The rest of the runners either didn't bother with stretching or did so outside. But Hailey liked stretching in the solitude that the auxiliary gym provided.

 That's why she was startled when she heard the door closing. That's why she felt fear creeping over her as she watched Marla Browning lock the door to the auxiliary gym and turn to face her. The auxiliary gym was fairly soundproof and located well off the beaten path so there wasn't much point in yelling for help.

  It looked like she'd just have to deal with whatever Marla had in mind by herself.

 "Well, well, look what I found," Marla said as she strutted across the floor towards Hailey. "If it isn't the little weasel, Hailey Mason, all by herself." 

 When she reached Hailey she immediately launched both hands at her chest, pushing her backwards. Hailey stumbled, but was able to keep her balance.

 "You got me in a lot of trouble this morning, and I don't really appreciate that."

"You did it to yourself," Hailey countered, holding her ground. Marla glared at her, and then pushed her again.

 "I'm not asking for your opinion, bitch"

"Well, you're getting it," she retorted. "You deserved everything you got. And more."

 By now, Hailey wasn't so much scared as she was angry. And getting angrier. Hailey's last comment seemed to enrage Marla as she pushed the other girl again, this time lunging at her as she pushed. In so doing, she caught her hand on Hailey's T-shirt and ripped it from the neck down to just above her right breast.

 Hailey looked down at the shirt and then back at Marla, feeling her anger reach the boiling point. Suddenly, she lashed out at the bigger girl with her right hand, slapping her face with all her might. The blow staggered Marla, but didn't knock her over. While she had her opponent off balance, Hailey launched herself at Marla's stomach like a rocket, ramming her shoulder into her midsection and wrapping her arms around her, driving her to the mat. 

The attack was so sudden that Marla had no time to prepare. The slap itself had been hard and painful, but when Hailey's shoulder rammed into her, she screamed, and the force of the blow literally lifted her off her feet. For a brief moment, a moment that seemed suspended in time, Marla felt herself flying backwards, knowing she was in deep trouble, and knowing that there was nothing she could do.

 She crashed into the mat back first, with Hailey's shoulder still lodged in her midsection, forcing all the air from her body. The pain was excruciating and she lay there in a complete daze. Hailey bounced immediately back to her knees. She knew her opponent was dazed and that she needed to take advantage.

 Instinctively, she knew that running away would only bring more trouble tomorrow, or the next day. Her only hope was to not only beat her opponent, but to humiliate her - to thoroughly dominate her. With that in mind, Hailey acted quickly. She lifted Marla's nearly limp torso upright, pulled her T-shirt over her head and cast it aside.

 Next, she grabbed the front of Marla's sports bra, pulled it over her head, and slid it partway down her arms so that it held her opponents arms pinned behind her own back.  Next, she none too gently pushed Marla back to the floor, unsnapped and unzipped her jeans, and rolled her onto her stomach.

 She quickly hopped on Marla's back, facing her feet, and reached for her jeans. It was then that Marla regained her senses and began to fight back.

 "You bitch," she shouted. "I'm going to kill you!" 

Hailey felt the older girl start shaking and wiggling her body, bucking her ass in the air, trying to throw her off. But she held firm. Marla kept up her gyrations, trying everything to throw her off, but without the use of her arms, she couldn't muster up the strength or leverage necessary. 

 Finally, as Marla paused briefly to catch her breath, Hailey was able to slide her jeans over her ass and down to her knees. This brought an immediate onslaught of profanity and gyrations for Marla, calling her every dirty name in the book, while trying to throw her like a bull throws a cowboy. But it was all to no avail as Hailey held fast. And when Marla once again collapsed onto the mat, Hailey took her turn. She drew back her right hand and slapped Marla's left butt-cheek with all her might. 

 The sound was like a thunderclap and drew a wail from Marla as she once again tried to squirm free. But Hailey could tell that the resistance was weakening, and that soon, Marla would have no strength left at all.

 Next, Hailey drew back her left hand and slapped Marla's right butt-cheek with similar force. Again Marla wailed, but this time the effort to free herself was feeble, almost nonexistent. Hailey continued assaulting the buttocks below her, first with the right-hand, and then the left, alternating hands and cheeks. When finally she stopped, she heard Marla sobbing beneath her. 

She looked down at her handiwork, at the beet-red buttocks staring back at her, and smiled. The sexual side of the situation was not entirely lost on Hailey. Here she was, sitting atop one of the more feared girls in school, who was nearly completely naked, and she was totally in control.

 She smiled to herself as she reached out and touched Marla's buttocks gently. Marla jumped at the touch, but didn't have the strength or will power left to fight it. So she just lay there while Hailey massaged and kneaded her buttocks. Hailey could feel the girl squirming as she continued rubbing her beet red cheeks.

 Then she leaned forward, careful not to overextend herself and give Marla an opening. She bent Marla's left leg back at the knee, slipped off the shoe and sock, before sliding the jeans off. Surprisingly, Marla made no protest. As a matter of fact, Hailey thought, she seems to have stopped crying, too. I wonder, she thought.

 "Lift your other leg, bitch," she said firmly.

 Several seconds went by, and Marla neither spoke nor moved to obey. SLAP! Hailey fired her right hand at Marla's already tender ass. Immediately, Marla lifted her other leg

. "That's better," Hailey said as she removed the shoe, sock and pants from her demoralized opponent. "I think we're finally beginning to understand each other, aren't we?"

There was no answer from Marla. "Aren't we?" Hailey repeated firmly

."Yes," Marla said quietly amid her sobs of shame.

"That's right," Hailey said sweetly. "I'm in complete control, and unless I miss my guess, you are quite turned on by the whole situation." 

There were mild protests emanating from the prone woman as Hailey placed her hands between her thighs and spread them wide. And when Hailey inserted her fingers into Marla's pussy, she was met by one more half-hearted effort to wiggle free. The effort quickly fizzled, only to be replaced by soft moans..

"I was right," Hailey said. "You're so turned on you can't stand it. Aren't you?" Hailey asked as she pounded her fingers deep into her pussy. "Aren't you?"

"Yes," Marla screamed out at last as tears began falling from her eyes amid sobs of shame. "Yes, yes, yes," she sobbed more to herself than to Hailey.

 With that, Hailey began pounding her fingers into the anxious pussy with a vengeance. Over and over she stroked her fingers into Marla's pussy, until Marla was squirming wildly on the floor, begging Hailey to make her commands then finally, she came. Over and over she came as her orgasm overwhelmed her, until it finally passed, leaving her gasping for breath beneath her conqueror.

 She felt Hailey climb off her and roll her onto her back, but make no effort to get back on top of her. Slowly, she opened her eyes and saw Hailey kneeling beside her, staring down upon her nakedness. She lay there until Hailey's eyes finally locked on hers, and waited for whatever would happen next.

They stared at each other for several moments before finally Hailey smiled. "You liked that, didn't you?"

Marla hesitated a moment, but didn't take her eyes off the smaller girl.  "Yes," she answered meekly

."And you want more, don't you?"

"Yes," Marla whispered. This time, the hesitation was gone. 

Hailey allowed her eyes to wander once again over the naked girl lying prone beneath her. "You have a beautiful body," Hailey said. "Especially your its."

 She reached out and grabbed the exposed breasts with her hands, squeezed them hard, and mauled them into Marla's chest. "I'm going to enjoy playing with them."

Marla jumped when Hailey grabbed her, but quickly closed her eyes and settled into the pleasure she was receiving, no longer having any interest whatsoever in  escaping. She heard herself moaning as Hailey's attention switched to her nipples. She groaned as she pinched them and pulled them, and twirled them in her fingers.

 She sighed as one of Hailey's hands left her nipple, and began tracing light little designs on her tummy. She felt herself involuntarily jerking at the tickling sensations, praying that the hand would soon work its way to her pussy.  And she cried out for joy when the hand reached her clit, freed it from its hood and began stroking it gently.

 While the one hand was wandering, the other hand had stayed home, dividing its time evenly between the two full, heaving breasts. Marla could feel her passion building, growing from a little flame to a burning heat as she squirmed at Hailey's touch. She gasped as Hailey suddenly moved from her clit to her pussy, slamming her fingers deep into her womanhood. 

She arched her back, struggling to take in as much of the intruding fingers as she could, before she was swept away again, with her body shaking and jerking under Hailey's touch. When it was over, she collapsed onto the mat, gasping for breath. When at last she was able to open her eyes and focus, she saw Hailey standing over her, naked from the waist down.

 Hailey looked down on the beaten girl and smiled. "Have you ever eaten pussy before, bitch?" she asked as she moved one foot across Marla's body so she straddling her breasts.

"No," Marla whispered, shaking her head.

 Hailey dropped to her knees so her naked ass was resting on Marla's bare bosom. Slowly, she rubbed her buttocks back and forth over Marla's tits while she reached back with her right hand and began gently massaging her clit.

"Do you want to eat my pussy?"

"Yes," Marla burst out, so immersed in her roll by this time that she would have done absolutely anything. 

Hailey abandoned Marla's clit and eased herself forward until her pussy was hovering inches above the older girl's mouth. She grabbed her hair roughly. "You better do a good job," she threatened, "or else!" 

And then she lowered herself onto the waiting mouth. It was an experience like nothing either of the girls had ever experienced. For Marla, it was the ultimate surrender. First, the younger, smaller girl had beaten her into physical submission. That alone was something that was unthinkable.

 But then, she'd gone even further, beating her into sexual submission. And now, there was a pussy being lowered to her face. The situation was so erotic that, despite the fact that her arms pinned uselessly beneath her, she almost came.

 When Hailey grabbed her head with both hands and pulled her hard against the waiting pussy, she knew instinctively what to do. Hailey, on the other hand, was hornier than she'd ever been before. What originally had looked like a major disaster had been turned completely around. She'd done more than just vanquish her opponent, she'd humiliated her, degraded her, and taken away every ounce of dignity she had.

 What was once a powerful enemy was now a harmless, sexually desperate girl willing to do anything to please her? But nothing could compare to the moment when she grabbed Marla's head, pulled it against her and felt Marla's mouth begin attacking her love button..

"Oh, yes. That's very good, bitch," Hailey gasped as the electricity shot through her body. She pulled the head harder against her button as she gyrated her hips on the eager lips. And she gasped when the tongue shot deep inside her flowing pussy. She rode Marla's mouth like a cowboy riding a bull – thrashing wildly while she held on for dear life.

 And then suddenly it happened. She pulled hard on Marla's hair, arched her back and screamed out as her orgasm struck. Wave after wave of pleasure came at her while she continued to ride Marla's mouth.

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she yelled out. And still the pleasure came on

.Ultimately –like all good things – it came to an end. Reluctantly, she eased her grip on Marla's head and let her queasy body settle onto her chest. She sat on her foe for several minutes, gathering herself. 

Finally, she looked down on the conquered woman, her face smeared with her juices, and smiled. "That was very, very good. If you're lucky, I just might let you do it again sometime..."

Then Hailey rose to her feet and reached for her panties. When Marla began to roll over, Hailey quickly put her foot on her stomach. "Did I say you could move?" she asked..

"No, ma'am," Marla answered as she returned to her position. Hailey returned to the business of dressing, putting on her panties and jogging shorts before pulling on her socks and running shoes. Then, after she was completely dressed, she knelt down next to Marla. She ran her left hand gently over her tits, circling the protruding nipples lightly, while her right hand eased into her pussy. 

Then, after all to brief a moment, she removed her hand from the pussy and grabbed Marla's shoulders, turning her on her side as she eased the sports bra off her arms, freeing her at last. Hailey rose to her feet and looked down on her now completely naked bitch.She smiled as Marla rolled back onto her back and slid her fingers into her pussy, moaning as she looked up at her conqueror. 

And as Hailey walked away, she could hear the moans of pleasure growing in intensity. Hailey paused when she reached the door and turned back for one last look. Then without another word, she turned, unlocked the door and walked away. Just before the door closed, she heard Marla screaming out as her third orgasm hit home.




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




Part Two




Now at home, Hailey was still worked up after the day she had. It was a few hours after her altercation with Marla, and Hailey's cunt juice was still dribbling down her leg. She had seen Marla experience at least three orgasms in their catfight. She only got off herself once.  She was naked and had just applied the final touch to her work. In front of her stood an erect cucumber harnessed by a length of black adhesive tape. In a makeshift Sybian sex toy.  Hailey   had not touched herself for the past hour due to her work. The juice was a sign that the prospect of fucking something so big was staying on her mind. She glanced into the mirror she had positioned in front of the cucumber. The sight that beheld her made her clitoris stir. Her petite five foot seven frame emphasized her perky breasts.

 The bright blue eyes that subtly pinpointed her face contrasted with the straight red hair that lay atop her head. Her legs were in good form. Her shaven pussy confirmed the fact that Hailey   was a little bubbling sexpot

.	She checked the lock on the door to her room,  Sue her roommate was gone for the evening,  and ran quickly around the house checking for inhabitants. Her tits bounced as she ran and still jiggled when she came to a rest at her door. Again locking the door, she pounced upon the bed. Like a big cat in the desert, she squatted and searched for intruders. The camera that she had positioned atop the mirror was on and Hailey   tested it by filming herself poking her own jugs.

"Testing, testing, 1, 2, 3," she giggled.

	When she had played back the film her excess juice had formed a puddle at the base of the fifteen inches of vegetable. The cucumber had little lube upon it because almost all the jism had fallen past it. The cock stood almost expectantly. She rose a couple of inches off her haunches and then returned, not once touching the phallus. This waiting excited her. Having performed this act ten times, each successive rising increasing in length, she stopped. Her breathing became ragged. Hailey's chest became red and slick with perspiration. Her cunt was raw and her little puckered asshole opened and closed in time with her breathing. Trying to calm herself, she rose up and down a little breathing in time with the slow movement. This didn't work for long. In less than a minute, she had stirred up the courage to rise upon her hunches. Resting only on her hands and tips of her toes, she called out.

"Oh nooooo! What am I doing?" she moaned. She muttered, "Ah well, here goes nothing."

	Her pussy was split apart by the 1.5 inches of girth. Hailey's face was contorted in pain. Her eyes were forced shut. Her eyelids locked down in excruciating pain. She hollered and yelled as if it was the end of the world. She had her wish; she was stuffed. The 15 inches length by 1.5 inches girth of the cucumber had left no room for any other intruders. The smell of fear was laced along her hyperventilating breath.

"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAH, ffffffffffffffuuuuuuuuuuuccccccccccccck!!!!!"

	Realizing that any movement would bring her closer to destruction she turned into a motionless figure. It was her opinion that she was near death and her precious cucumber had pierced her cervix. She believed that she was losing blood fast. When after five minutes of endured suffering she opened her eyes and looked down she realized it was not blood that had been pouring out of her cunt the past moments since her penetration. It was her sweet girl juice. Her bodies' automatic reaction to sudden intrusion had been to produce copious amounts of natural lubrication. 

"Aaaah!" she breathed a sigh of relief.

	Realizing that she was not dead and realizing her present predicament she thought. She could either make the most of the situation or try to gingerly remove the implant and never try such things again. Hailey   was most definitely an adventurous girl. Indeed, she first suggested anal penetration to her boyfriend. Hailey   decided to continue and with passion.	

She began humping the fake cock moaning as she did so. She imagined a well-hung young male underneath her thrusting further within her. She humped as fast as possible. Hailey   rose and fell, almost but not quite letting it slip out of her and then jumping down on it again with vigor. "Oooooooh yes, yes, yes!!"

	Her breasts jumped with each pang of penetration, her jaw always hung slack. Saliva dripped from her oral cavity. Love juice had now fully lubricated her cunt and the vegetable slipped incessantly with in her. Her hips were clenched urging the big prick to delve deeper. All the while thinking of Marla's tongue working her clit, expertly. The only thing she missed about that face sit was she wished she'd had some kind of penetration. That brought her to her cucumber friend.

."Uuuuuuuuugh, fuck yes! Fuck me prick! Make me cum on you, big fat dick!"

	Overcome by emotion, she rose and fell for the last time. Her cum spattered across the bed sheets and the tip of the cucumber shattered under the weight and clench of Hailey's body and hips. Her orgasm had arrived and she was spent.  Hailey   crawled off the cock and undid the adhesive tape. She stored the replacement dick in her private cupboard and fell asleep naked on her bed. Her craving had been fulfilled.

***

The next morning Wendy awoke, still aroused from her tussle with Marla, and her encounter with the cucumber. She got up and peed and check out her sore pussy to see if any damage had occurred. None had and she smiled. Rewinding back to the raw and very rewarding tongue job Marla had given her. It would never have happened if she hadn't been pushed into a fight. Wendy liked to wrestle. She liked it alot. She had forgotten the rush it gave her until she and Marla went at each other. The physical contact, and especially the victory face sit nearly got her charged up. After using the toillet Wendy got into the shower,  and not long after her hands were searching out the fold between her legs. 

Reliving the fight and the very sexy face sit she gave to Marla, put Wendy into orgasm mode quickly. She stayed in the shower longer than usual this morning, and worked her throbbing sex over about as much as she had worked Marla's face over. She needed to find an outlet for this arousal. She needed to find a place where she could struggle with another girl, wrestle her, humiliate her and make her eat her pussy. Maybe she should renew  her membership in the Mothers Wrestling Club.




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 







 Part Three




Hailey looked to get back into the Mothers Wrestling Club. When she was a member she took part in a few matches, but never got into the sort of matches the older women used to talk about, the 'bitch match'. She thinks she would be a natural in a face sit only catfight type match. She was encouraged by her easy defeat of the big bully Marla a while ago.

Her readmission was easily approved and the first match was set for a week from next Wednesday. Hailey was anxious to get on to the mat and take her frustrations out on any willing opponent.

It just so happened, Hispanic fighter Racquel Soto had contacted the MWC looking for a face sit rules catfight. At the club it was considered a Bitch Fight.  While the match wasn't part of the true MWC for rankings, Hailey   had felt that beating the heavier Hispanic at her own game was still a good way to get noticed, so she stepped forward to take the challenge. The rules in the challenge would allow for no punching or kicking but all other moves would be legal. To win the no time limit contest, only a knockout via face sit would get the job done.

When asked  about her plan for the match, Hailey'd joked that 'she was 'good at holding my breath, so she'll get bored of sitting on my face before I give up!' 

Hailey knew while sitting in the changing room for the start of the match that she had a little more in mind than just that. What was for sure was that Hailey   was in fantastic shape for the match, toned and ready, she paced the changing room anxious to get started. Topless, wearing a leopard skin print thong with matching suspender belt and sheer, black stockings, she looked every inch the cat-fighter. Her black painted nails, sharp and dangerous were ready to exact a toll of the Hispanic fighter's body.

'Try and make sure you get a quick start 'She was advised as she waited to be called out to the ring. 'She loves to face sit and she might just take some shifting if she gets in place. She'll look to tire you by making you carry her extra weight she was told think.'

She knew the advice was right' Hailey admitted as the knock came on the door. 'I'm sure we'll both get our time on top, but I'd like to make her fight out from under my arse as much as I can. I'll tire her out instead that way. I may have a few plans if she gets on top too' Hailey   smiled as she walked through the doors towards the ring, making the short work to find the taller, heavier Hispanic fighter Racquel waiting on her. A former Miss Puerto Rico and a model, Racquel had a sensational ass, built perfectly for face sitting, she was going to be a tough opponent for Hailey   in front of a small but expectant MWC crowd. Topless, Hailey   slipped between the ropes and into the ring before standing in her corner, a picture of focus and calmness as she leant casually against the corner post, smoothing her stockings down her thighs as the ring announcer began to call events to order.

'Ladies and Gentlemen, our  contest this evening is a no time limit face sit challenge match. The winner will only be decided by a knockout from a face sit. There is no punching or kicking allowed in this match but all other moves and holds are legal. Our two competitors; on my left from San Juan standing 5 feet 7 inches tall, weighing 150 lbs. with a 36B-25-38 figure and a record of 12 wins and 2 losses is Racquel Soto.' The Hispanic received a warm reception from the crowd as she moved from her corner, stripping off a white T-shirt to reveal a skimpy fluorescent orange thong bikini.

 Unlike Hailey, the Hispanic was not planning to fight topless it seemed. 'And her opponent on my right from the USA is Hailey Allen the former MWC lightweight champion. Hailey is 5 feet 7 inches tall, weighs 126 labs and measures 34DD-34-35 with a record of 11 wins and 4 losses.' As the Bethany the announcer left the ring, Hailey too acknowledged the reception of the crowd before stretching lightly, pulling on the top rope as the bell rang and the referee called the two women to fight.

Hailey   came out of her corner, slowly starting to circle the taller Hispanic fighter, being cautious not to get into the range early on. No punches and kicks played into Hailey's hands a little I thought as the taller woman could perhaps have used her long legs to light up the jet haired fighter's body. Hailey   still took a couple of glancing blows from slaps to the face, but overall, she was relatively unscathed through the first few seconds before looking to rush Racquel back into her own corner.

 As she bullied the Hispanic fighter back in to the corner now, Hailey   raised her knee, timing it perfectly to connect just as Racquel's back met the unforgiving corner turnbuckles. The Hispanic fighter groaned as the knee struck home and Hailey   followed up quickly with a European style uppercut, rocking Racquel's head back.

 It was legal in the rules, but took Racquel by surprise; sensing perhaps that her Hispanic opponent hadn't expected her physical approach early on, Hailey   followed up with a handful of hair, driving Racquel's face into the lightly padded turnbuckle. Racquel was rocked, dropping on to the mat on her backside, and wasting no time, Hailey   dropped to her knees behind her, trapping her in a sleeper hold.

As Hailey   wrapped her arms tightly around Racquel's throat, the first part of her strategy perhaps became clear. With victory only by face sit knock out, Hailey   could use holds like the sleeper to punish and tire Racquel before going for the knock out. The Hispanic fighter quickly realized that she couldn't take the quick way out, and she was going to have to find a way to fight out of the hold.

 Hailey   intended to punish her, grabbing the hair to secure the hold even more so before crimping Racquel's neck painfully to the side to stop to her first attempt to force her way to her feet. Gritting her teeth though Racquel tried again, getting first to her knees and then slowly forcing her way to her feet, where her extra height made it difficult for Hailey   to keep the hold applied. 

Trying to help with that, Hailey   jumped onto Racquel's back, hoping it would help her to keep the hold on. It worked briefly until Racquel fell back to the mat, driving Hailey   hard into the mat and it was the jet haired fighter who got the worst end of the impact as Racquel's body crushed her into the mat.

Now the sexy Hispanic fighter looked to take advantage, dragging Hailey   to her feet by her long straight black hair before folding her up with a knee lift to the body. A lift followed immediately, Hailey   finding herself body slammed in the center of the ring, but she had little chance to recover from that before Racquel went back to the hair to throw Hailey   into the corner.

 Quickly, Racquel rushed Hailey turning at the last second to ensure that her impressive butt crashed into Hailey's body and she slid down the turnbuckles to sit on the mat in the corner. Winded, the last thing Hailey needed now was Racquel's foot pressed against her throat as the Hispanic fighter used the top rope to help her add leverage to the move.

 Hailey   groaned, then gagged a little as Racquel made sure to increase the pressure on her and the choke was an effective move to help her stay on top until Hailey   sunk her nails into Racquel's calf drawing a shriek of surprise from the taller woman. Racquel turned the hold loose but looked to get back on top immediately with a bear hug, lifting Hailey   from the mat as her arms wrapped tightly around Hailey's lithe body.

The look on Hailey's face told the story of Racquel's power as she started to cry out in pain. Most thought that Hailey   was in a little trouble already, but she had other ideas, delivering a series of crashing right handed slaps to the face as she looked to get free. It worked in a sense, but only as Racquel punished her with a pussy pounding atomic drop and as Hailey   dropped to the mat, clutching her throbbing pussy, Racquel was back in control.

 She proved it too, setting her butt down hard on top of Hailey's tits as she fought to control the jet haired fighter's hands. Slowly, Racquel gained control, first of Hailey  's left hand, and then following a stinging slap to the face stunned Hailey  , her right hand followed, quickly pushed to the mat high above her head.

 Now Hailey   was trapped, quickly in trouble too as Racquel started to inch her way forward, looking to secure the face sit as the catch weight contest looked to heading firmly, and quite quickly in the bigger fighter's favor. Securing the face sit fully, Racquel sat squarely on Hailey's face now, shifting her body forward as she looked to give Hailey   no clear way of dislodging her it seemed.

Hailey   bridged, to little avail it appeared as Racquel rode those attempts expertly before reaching back to grab Hailey's left leg, using it to fold her. Racquel didn't seek to control Hailey's head though at this stage, allowing Hailey   to shift her head to claim an odd gasp of air, while Racquel seemed content to settle in for a long, grinding face sit. 

Hailey   bridged as best she could with only one leg but looked to have little chance of shifting her Hispanic foe it seemed to everyone and as she entered her second and then third minute in the face sit, it was clear she was fading under her opponent's perfect butt. Hailey   was going to have to delve in to her bag of tricks it seemed, and using her teeth and tongue, she was able to shift Racquel's thong to one side before using her tongue to probe the face sitting expert's pussy.

 It seemed surprising to everyone that as someone who only fought in face pin matches that this move would take Racquel by surprise. There was little doubt though from the Hispanic's moans and groans that Hailey's attentions were having their effect. Still, Racquel remained on top, but it was apparent that Racquel was unsure what to do next before a fast swinging knee into her back from Hailey   threw her off balance, and a bridge completed the job of dislodging her. 

Hailey   slipped out from beneath her opponent's butt, quickly grabbing her ankles and crossing them in a figure four as she trapped her face down on the mat. Hailey   played her black painted nails across Racquel's butt and lower back drawing a cry of protest before she went to the hair. Puling hard, Hailey   forced Racquel's back to arch in pain before latching on to her right breast with a side breast grab as she looked to challenge Racquel to fight an altogether cattier style.

Again, the Hispanic cried out, unhappy it seemed with Hailey's style of attacks, but attacking within the rules, Hailey   wasn't going to be stopped by a bit of moaning. She switched tactics a little though releasing breast grab and hair to switch to a wedgie, forcing Racquel's fluorescent orange thong high up her body to cut into her pussy. Worse too for Racquel, Hailey   slipped a hand inside her thong, looking to apply a claw hold that was rendered a little ineffective by the Hispanic's body being pressed flat against the mat.

 Still it was Hailey   dominating the action again as she looked to punish Racquel down on the mat. Sensing that the claw hold wasn't getting the job done, Hailey   maintained the wedgie and still holding the figure four in place with her body, she went back to the hair, pulling Racquel's head and chest clear of the mat. Hailey was content to work Racquel over for now, not looking to switch to the face pin, but with a stroke of luck, the Hispanic fighter flailed back an elbow, catching Hailey in the body and forcing her off.

 Both women looked to rise quickly now, but it was Hailey   who was slightly the faster, catching Racquel in a front headlock before she drove three knees in to her body, bowling her back to the mat again.

This time Hailey   sensed her chance to go in for the face pin, quickly dropping down on Racquel in a reverse face sit position before pulling her bikini top up to expose her breasts for the first time.

 Hailey   plunged those black painted nails straight into the B cup breasts of her opponent now, taking delight in her opponent's muffled shrieks of pain. Twisting Racquel's right breast now, both hands used in the attack, Hailey was happy to keep the attack up. Racquel squirmed beneath her, her nose firmly between Hailey's butt cheeks as she was pinned to the mat. 

Bridging now, looking to escape, Hailey took the chance to surprise Racquel with a chop to the crotch. The Hispanic made a muffled complaint about a punch, but the referee told her it was a legal strike, and as if to emphasize that point, Hailey gleefully followed up with a second chop before going back to the breast maul. 

Racquel managed to free a hand from under Hailey's legs now, using it to try and prise Hailey's punishing hands from her breast. Hailey   countered though, controlling Racquel's hand with her right hand, using her left to continue to punish her right breast. Feeling confident now it seemed, Hailey   rubbed her crotch suggestively on her opponent's face as the crowd murmured their approval of their former lightweight champion.

Although she was firmly pinned beneath Hailey  , Racquel still had plenty of fight left in her, but she had to get out from beneath Hailey  's pert little butt if she was going to get back into the match. As the Hispanic bucked and squirmed beneath her though, Hailey   seemed to ride her expertly.

 Releasing Racquel's hand now too, Hailey slipped her right hand around her throat now, adding a choke to the predicament for the Hispanic who seemed to be getting beaten at her own game. Hailey was growing in confidence too as Racquel's breathing sounded increasingly labored beneath her.

 Racquel bridged, growing evermore desperate to get Hailey off her face, but again Hailey rode that well, punishing the Hispanic fighter further with a hard flat handed blow to the stomach that dropped her bridge back to the mat.

Racquel's cries of frustration grew increasingly desperate and muffled though beneath Hailey's ass; the jet haired lightweight fighter looking increasingly dominant as she continued to smother Racquel. Adding to the Hispanic fighter's predicament now, Hailey cruelly applied a stomach claw, drawing a muffled shriek from Racquel as she felt Hailey's fingers and nails probing her stomach, testing her for a weakness.

 Again, Racquel bridged, legs trembling a little with the effort as the smother was clearly starting to take effect on her. Hailey   broke off from the claw now, cracking another two hard slaps off Racquel's stomach and then as the ailing Hispanic tried to bridge once more, Hailey   went back to the stomach claw hold.

 Almost immediately Racquel tried to drop her own bridge, but too late as Hailey   grabbed the waist band of her thong now, pulling the fluorescent orange garment into a painful frontal wedgie. Racquel's shriek of pain was quickly cut short as Hailey shifted slightly, ensuring Racquel's face was now carrying her full weight in the face pin as she spread her legs wider.

 Maintaining the two holds with the face sit now, Hailey continued to punish Racquel as the referee started to take a greater interest in the fading Hispanic. Checking Racquel's arm, the referee allowed it to fall loosely back to the mat. A few seconds later, the response was the same, and the crowd stirred as Hailey was on the verge of victory. 

Making sure, she delivered a quick chop to the crotch, taking the very final element of fight out of Racquel. The referee dutifully checked the arm one last time, the result exactly the same as Racquel's arm dropped to the mat, and the referee called for the final bell. The referee tried to get Hailey to release her opponent, but she told her she was finished yet.. 

Standing up and removing her bottoms, Hailey was nude and her pussy was clean shaven, just a quickly she squatted down over the now stirring Racquel and brought her pussy over the Hispanic girl's nose and mouth. Mouth open and tongue on her upper lip, Hailey began to grind her opponents features into her sex. 

This post match activity was completely within the rules. Hailey was taking her reward for her win. Racquel's eyes shot open in horror and made a feeble attempt to get free. Hailey tightened the grip on her fallen prey's hair and leaned in an whispered. "Do me, do me right or I will put you back to sleep bitch."

The meaning of the threat was not lost on the Hispanic girl. She took to the job at hand and it took Hailey little to time to get into the groove. Soon her climax built inside and she could feel it gaining momentum, like a runaway freight train. The orgasm that followed drenched the fallen girls face in a sweat and girl goo. Hailey only needed a second to gain her composer and smiled down at the humiliated  Latina.

Hailey climbed off the beaten, evidently demoralized Hispanic fighter now, arms raised in victory as the crowd cheered her, acclaiming her surprisingly quick win over a heavier woman in her own favored style of match.

 It was a victory that was sure to push Hailey back into some sort of contention for the lightweight title after a tough run of recent results. Knowing Hailey though, everyone knew that she wouldn't settle for just being back in contention for the title again. She was bound to want that title back again, as well as maybe looking for some bigger competition again perhaps.




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




Part Four




Hailey returned home after the spectacular win at the MWC and settled back in to normal day to day life. As a college sophomore she had little time for many social events. Working her wrestling match in, was difficult, but she was just able to do that. Her live in partner was not aware of Hailey's 'hobby'. But was usually the beneficiary of Hailey;s elevated libido after an intense wrestling match.

         She has been in an open lesbian relationship with a woman a little younger than her for the past few years.  Hailey happen to be a dedicated lesbian, while Susan, her partner claims to be bisexual. 

Susan goes by Sue, and she is nineteen-years-old.  She is attractive enough to get away with flirting with just about anyone she pleases.  That doesn't mean that she is overly promiscuous at all.  When we became lovers, she told me all about how she became a lesbian. 

       Her first introduction to lesbian sex was when she was eighteen.  It was at the hands of a woman she had known for years named Mrs. Betty Ryan.  She had always had a crush on her, and after social visits with Betty she would go home and masturbate while thinking about her. 

 One afternoon during one of her visits Betty told her that she was a lesbian and had a lover.  She also told Sue that she was a nudist in private and asked if that would bother her? 

       Sue almost stuttered when she assured Betty that she didn't mind.  Betty noticed that she was getting aroused, and suggested that she might like to get on her bed.

        (It was at this stage that Sue told Hailey to go down on her "I will be able to talk more freely about it." Needless to say, Hailey's face was soon buried in in her sopping cunt.)  

      Sue said she was inexperienced and just groped at Betty's full sized tits with erect nipples.  It excited her to the point that Sue shuddered and had an orgasm.  Betty spread Sue's legs and for the first time a female's tongue was licking Sue's pussy.  It all seemed like a dream: her nipples were in Sue's mouth and hers were in Betty's.  Sue had no idea a pussy could be so wet and so open.

  It was everything she had ever hoped sex would be.  Sue went into a frenzied mind blowing orgasm leaving her in awe. 

       They showered and even enjoyed a post orgasm cup of coffee.  Betty even invited Sue to meet her lover, but Sue was sure she would be jealous of the other woman.

  (At that stage, Hailey's tongue was lapping Sue's asshole.) 

       Betty was thirty two-years-old, and Sue realized what a large aroused cunt could look like as her face was bathed in female spunk.  Sue continued to see Betty for years, even though she started seeing other females. 

       (Hailey had to leave Sue for a moment to get a cold drink and thought about her own part in their life.)

  They had met at a party and clicked.  After a few dates, Sue came to Hailey's place, because they knew the moment was right.  Sue saw Hailey's studied interest in her lacey underwear, and Hailey told her that was my fetish, without actually going all the way.

  She laughed and threw her panties at Hailey, "Try these on for size."

  When Sue moved in with Hailey she gave her full access to her wardrobe. 

      Sue went on to tell her about other lesbian affairs she had.  Her latest dalliance she told about the other evening while she was lying on top of Hailey and finger fucking her.  She was resting her chin between Hailey's tits as she told her about "NURSE KELLY

        "We were introduced to a vivacious vocational nurse in her mid-twenties at a social event at the home of a common friend."

  There was an immediate spark between Sue and Kelly.  Hailey noticed their response to each other right away.  When the party was coming to an end there was a full kiss between them upon parting.  Hailey knew she wanted to get in her panties, and resigned herself to the fact that she was going to date her very soon. 

  On the ride home they talked about the party until Sue mentioned how much she had enjoyed meeting Kelly. 

       Hailey had to admit that Kelly was a very attractive woman.  She was a brunette with blue-gray eyes, and an infectious laugh.  Her figure was trim and fit and was very seductive.  While talking to Kelly they discovered that she had been the mistress of a senior nurse before her lover was promoted and transferred to the central hospital.  She let them know that she was between lovers at the moment.  It was obvious that she was flirting with Sue.

Hailey suggested to Sue that they should invite Kelly to their place.  Sue smiled like Hailey had just given her a ticket, for an all-expense paid trip to Hawaii.

        They no more that got home than the phone rang, of course it was Kelly.  She invited Sue to her home for a visit. 

       Hailey knew better that to object, so Sue made a date to visit Kelly the next evening after work.  Kelly explained that she was between shifts and had a couple of days free.

  When Sue got home from the date she was too tired to stay up and tell Hailey about the date.  The next evening when they got home she began the tale of her date  .      Sue started telling Hailey that Kelly had a small comfortable home, and how it was furnished.

        (Not that Hailey cared about the description of the way the house was furnished.  Hailey wanted to hear about the sex!) 

       Sue teased her with the statement that she wanted to wait until bedtime.  Hailey suffered with anticipation until bedtime.  They both used the bathroom together, taking turns using the tub and sink.  Hailey took great care in making sure she was clean and smelled of her favorite perfume. 

       They share a queen-sized bed.  She prefers to sleep on her left side, so Hailey allowed her to sleep on the left side of the bed.  That way Hailey can cuddle up behind her.  Hailey loves to spoon her and let her rest her head on her left arm while Hailey reaches around her body and feel her tits or play with her pussy.

        This evening she sat up in bed with her back resting against a couple of pillows. Hailey takes pride in trimming Sue's pubic bush.  I keep her hair an even quarter inch and bikini trimmed.

  (Honestly, why do women shave all of their pubic hair off?  That doesn't make them look any younger.)

        Sue proceeded to tell her that Kelly had been taught the full Sapphic arts by her boss, the nursing supervisor.  Now, Kelly is a favorite of other nurses. When she had met Sue at the party she couldn't sleep until she called her.

        Sue told me Hailey about the fully abandoned sex that took place over several hours.  Kelly had produced a generous sized strap-on dildo, and asked Sue if she could fuck her with the dildo.  Sue said that she laughed before saying "That's alright, because it is no bigger than Hailey's dildo.

        Her story went on into the early morning hours. They didn't get much sleep before they had to get ready for class.  When they got home that evening Sue told her all about her date with Kelly.  How Kelly had exhausted her by fucking her pussy and asshole more time than she remembers.

  After telling her story she took off the panties she had been wearing for the past two days and handed them to Hailey.  She held them to her nose and smelled the pungent odor of her cum filled crotch of her panties.  It was enough to make her head spin. 

Hailey knew that she had to tolerate Sue's affairs with other women, because if she showed her that she was jealous Hailey I wouldn't get to enjoy listening to her telling about her adventures with them, while they were in bed masturbating each other.  That evening she suggested that they invite Kelly over, and Hailey agreed of course. 

       When Kelly came over Hailey got to experience first- hand what it was liked to be fucked and buggered by a strap-on dildo, right in front of Sue.  Hailey, personally didn't care for anal sex, but Kelly was an expert at it. When it was over Hailey fully enjoyed analingus, Kelly gave both of their sweet butts. 

Wendy and Sue went to bed, with Kelly between them and they slept until late morning, and began another torrid round of lovemaking before taking a pee or having breakfast. Life is great, Wendy thought as Kelly's tongue tended to her puckered rosebud again. She reminded herself to have her next wrestling opponent service her butt the same way, when the match was over. 

End  
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