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Chapter One




 

By instinct, Cookie Martin woke up fast from her easy doze on that late Friday afternoon as soon as she heard the light knock on the door. Cleo, her chocolate Lab, who never met a stranger, didn't even open her eyes. Cookie padded to the door in her bare feet. She was wearing nothing but a t-shirt and her camouflage cutoffs on her athletic body.

When she opened the unlocked door, in front of her stood a young woman, athletic and maybe about an inch taller and ten pounds lighter than Cookie's own solid five-nine, 150-pound frame.

The visitor had tousled light brown hair and was wearing a wrinkled and not-very-clean work shirt and blue jeans at least two sizes too big for her.

"Hope I'm not disturbing you," the young woman said, "But I wonder if maybe you could help me out just a little?"

Cookie wasn't particularly surprised, although the young woman did look a little out of the ordinary, by her appearance. However, a lot of hikers who came to her door looked about the same.

"Sure," Cookie replied. "What can I do for you?"

Cookie was spending the weekend in her cabin in West Virginia's Spruce Mountains. It was a secluded and quiet place on a hillside and had a great view. The Lumberjack Trail ran only about four hundred feet below the cabin, with an open meadow between the cabin and the Knob River.

Every so often a hiker would spot her cabin and come up to it. Sometimes they might only want to rest for a short while, sometimes get a drink of water or fill their canteen, adjust their packs, or sometimes to take off their shoes to treat a blister. Cookie had no problem with any of that and was always glad to welcome them and help them any way she could. It was not only basic courtesy, but the way US Marines always watched out for and took care of their friends.

Cookie had bought the cabin years ago when it was just a shack, with some money she'd saved up from working during her high school years. She knew she always wanted a cabin up there somewhere, and her uncle, who wasn't always that friendly toward her, had nevertheless told her about the place being an old abandoned farm that was for sale for back taxes.

For the past twenty years while she was serving in the Marines, Cookie couldn't come back to the cabin very often. Still, whenever she was on leave, she came back and managed to clear away some of the overgrown land around the cabin and make enough immediate repairs to keep it from leaking or falling down any further.

Now, in the last two years since getting out of the Marines, she'd managed to fix it up real good. After she got out of the Corps, Cookie bought a small auto-and-truck-repair garage from its ailing owner. Now it was called Martin's Truck & Auto Repair, and it was getting a good reputation for quality work. Vehicle maintenance was her specialty in the Marines.

The town and shop were located about few miles away in the town of Riverton where she lived in an apartment during the week. However, she came out most every weekend to stay at and work on the cabin.

The cabin had a big knotty pine-paneled-and-beamed ceiling living room in the front half of it, with a great stone fireplace. Behind it on one side was a small kitchen and dining area for cooking and eating. On the other side was a big bedroom facing the rear woods. Between them were the bathroom and a utility room.

Across the whole front of the cabin was a long covered porch where anybody sitting there could enjoy the view down the whole valley, which spread out below the cabin toward Briery Gap, which was about five hundred feet below the cabin.

About a hundred feet below the cabin Cookie had re-built an old barn which had just about collapsed after years of neglect, and made it into a combination garage-shed-bunkhouse for her pickup truck, tools, and a place for any friends who might be up at the cabin with her for a weekend to sack out.

A dirt driveway came in through the woods from the paved country road which ran below the property. In all, Cookie owned about twenty-eight acres, which included the whole area surrounding the cabin and stretched down beyond the Trail to the Gap. This particular weekend, she'd come up to the cabin Friday afternoon. She planned just to relax for the rest of that day, then work on the place over Saturday and into Sunday morning, and then return to Riverton late Sunday afternoon. It was her usual routine for most weekends, and it worked out real easy and good for her.

"I'm Cookie Martin," she said with a smile on her face to the young woman in front of her, "C'mon in - what can I do for you?"

"I'm Katrina Katz," the woman said, "but my friends call me `Kitty'."

She explained the reason she was there was because, "I was just hiking the Trail real easy yesterday afternoon when a couple of gals suddenly jumped me from out of the woods and stole my wallet and pack. Then they took my shirt and pants too so's it would be too hard for me to follow them and get back at them.

"So then, I had to walk along the Trail in not much more than my bikini panties, bra and my boots until I spotted an old farmhouse nearby just around dusk. I stole this shirt and pants off their wash line just to have something to wear, and then had to sleep in the woods last night. Didn't have anything to eat the whole time either.

"So I wonder if maybe you could, maybe, help me out with some food and maybe a place to sleep tonight? On the porch would be okay with me, and then I could head along tomorrow?" she continued.

Something told Cookie the story didn't sound quite right. There was very little crime along the Trail, particularly against athletic young women like this who might be expected to put up quite a fight if anybody attacked them. Then, too, Cookie knew of no farmhouses anywhere along the Trail for many miles in either direction, although there were some small farms in the lower valleys, but they were about a mile or two distant from the Trail.

Still, Cookie thought, Kitty did look like the sort of young gal who might be in some kind of trouble and needed some help. She reminded Cookie of some of the younger women she knew who, before they joined the Marines, also needed a little help to bring them around and bring some purpose to their lives. Cookie remembered way back when she was just such a young woman herself and she needed some help too.

"Sure," said Cookie, "I've got extra food here, and I'd be glad to have you stay over, too, if you'd like. In fact," continued Cookie, "if you'd like to stay over a couple of nights, `til Sunday afternoon, and would like to help me with a couple of jobs I need to get done around the place, and which could use a couple of strong extra hands, which you look like you have, I'll be glad to pay you for helping me out on that, too!"

"Hey, Cookie, I'd sure appreciate that! Whatever you'd like me to do, I'm your woman!" was Kitty's enthusiastic reply.

Cookie then described the jobs she had in mind. One was some chimney and roof repair work that was necessary. She needed to point up some of the stones at the very top of the big chimney where some cracks had developed over the winter. They had to be filled and sealed to make them waterproof and air tight again. Then some shingles around the flashing and ridgeline needed to be fastened down or replaced, too.

Cookie said she thought it might be good to have two people on these jobs to secure the ladder and pass the necessary mortar, materials, and tools up and down as well as do the repairs themselves.

The other job, Cookie said, was to clear away a couple of trees which had fallen near the cabin over the past year, as well as clear away some of the brush which had grown up a little too close to it, too. None of the jobs were really long or difficult, but it would be easier if the two women did them instead of just one.

"Sure, Cookie, I'm in for all of that. In fact, I'm sort of used to working on roofs and high places anyway, and helping you cut some trees and clear brush will give me a workout, which I'd sure like to get, too."

Kitty could see, checking out Cookie just as Cookie was checking her out that Cookie looked like an ex-Marine with her short-ish military haircut and solidly toned build, which had added very little weight since she'd gotten out of the service.

"Tell you what, Kitty ... it's still too hot outside right now to be doing any work, and you look like you could get washed up and need something to eat first. Why don't you go down to the bunkhouse there, get washed up, and I think you'll find some better clothes somewhere around there than you're wearing right now. Then maybe you want to sack out for a while, too, to make up for not getting too much sleep last night. "Then, when you're fixed up again -- say maybe around six -- c'mon back up here to the cabin. It'll be just about time to eat then, and I'll fix you up some chow. I don't want you losing any of that real good build you have there, and you'll probably need some energy for whatever comes next," said Cookie.

"Thanks, a lot, sounds real good to me, and I really appreciate it! I'd like to sack out just a little, too, 'cause I really didn't get much sleep last night out there in the woods," she said.

"No problem on any of that, Kitty," replied Cookie. "Take as long as you like and make yourself right at home!"

"Thanks, ma'am, I sure am mighty obliged to you for your kindness! Haven't had too much of that lately, and I appreciate it!" said Kitty as she thanked Cookie again and headed to the door to walk down the path to the bunkhouse.

Cookie watched her as she walked down the hill. Not only was Kitty real lithe and athletic, but she also had a soft and careful step. She reminded Cookie of a powerful young panther who might be silently patrolling her territory or stalking some prey.

Her name, Kitty, seemed very appropriate by the looks of her. And, speaking of her name, Cookie very much doubted it was "Katrina Katz" as she said when she first introduced herself.

Soon after five o'clock, as the sun was heading down toward the western horizon, Kitty came back up the hill. Cookie liked what she saw. Kitty had washed up, and showered. She'd also found a gold sleeveless t-shirt and some blue jeans that fit perfectly - and showed off her athletic body. She did look good.

Cookie figured Kitty must be somewhere in her early or mid-twenties. Cookie herself had just turned forty-four, so she was old enough to be her mother or older sister. Kitty had light brown hair, still wet from having washed it, sort of long, about to the shoulders, while Cookie kept her hair cut in short female Marine Corps style -- to the bottom of the ears.

Cookie had washed up, too, and as they looked at each other, both liked what they saw in each other. Neither wore make up and both looked healthy and well.

"You want to put some dishes on the table there, Kitty, while I'm fixing up some food? We're having a real elegant dinner tonight. Steak, baked potatoes, some greens, salad, some Mich Light's and I think there's some apple pie around here somewhere, too," said Cookie.

"Oh wow, that sounds great," replied Kitty as she quickly found the dishes, glasses, and silverware and set the table. Cookie noticed Kitty found the things very quickly and set them out unusually carefully and neatly on the table. She knew from her Marine Corps experience that generally it wasn't a good idea to ask a person too many questions, particularly personal ones, when two gals were just getting acquainted. A lot of gals were trying to run away from problems, and they didn't necessarily want to go back to them with a lot of questions too soon.

But Cookie knew there was more to Kitty than she was saying. She figured maybe she could ask just an obvious question or two without putting Kitty on the spot, and to put her more at her ease.

"You got a great build, Kitty, you work out?"

Coming from Cookie, with her still solid and athletic yet feminine, Marine Corps build and appearance, Kitty knew it was a friendly question, and was wondering about Cookie, too.

"Yeah, I came to figure out a while back that it was a good idea to keep in shape. It not only feels good working out, but it's a good way for a girl to protect herself from anyone who might want to hurt them. So I've been working out pretty steady the past couple of years and it's worked out real good for me."

"You're in real good shape too, particularly for a gal your age," said Kitty.

Then she realized how she'd said it and quickly followed it by saying "Oh, I didn't mean to say it that way, but, I mean, well, you know, a lot of gals let themselves go after a while, but looks to me like maybe you were in the military or something?"

"You hit it, Kitty, and no offense taken at all. I appreciate the compliment. Yeah, I spent twenty real good years in the Marines, got out just a couple of years ago, and try to keep in shape. Being in the Marines can do that to you. `Once a Marine', Always a Marine' as they say.

"You probably saw the weights there in the bunkhouse, and the speed bag, and wrestling mat, too. I've got a couple of friends in Riverton -- where I work during the week -- who like to come up here once in a while on weekends. Generally I work out on the weights alone 'cause I'm the only one here. But when one or two of my particular friends come up, we like to wrestle around, too.

"We're not into any kind of competitive or win-lose wrestling, but just like to mess around easy for as long as we can, give and take, for the pleasure of it, and for however it comes out.

"You into anything like that?" Cookie asked casually.

"Yeah, some," replied Kitty. "When I was a kid I liked to wrestle around with other girls in the woods when we were alone. That was always real good, too. Then in the past couple, three years, I've been getting into some more wrestling around, too. Nothing serious, probably like you like, but it's a good way to get a workout and get rid of tensions in your body what with all the other problems a girl has going on in her life."

"Well," replied Cookie, "maybe it's something we could get ourselves into later. In the meantime, these steaks are hot and ready, along with the rest of the food, so how about we sit down and enjoy it while we can?"

Cookie and Kitty ate quietly as the room darkened with the setting sun. Neither said much. Cookie liked what she saw and heard in Kitty. She was more and more certain that there was more to Kitty than she'd let on, but she was glad to wait until Kitty felt she wanted to tell her more, or was content to leave it as it was if Kitty preferred it that way. Kitty liked what she saw and heard from Cookie just as much.

She'd had a rough life so far, with a mostly absent or drunk mother, a mother who didn't care much about anything either. She was very much a tom boy and felt more comfortable hanging with the guys doing guy things than with girls. She'd finished high school, but only because a couple of her teachers took a real interest in her and helped her get through her teen years.

After she graduated from high school, Kitty had wanted to join one of the military services, maybe the US Marines, but her record wasn't up to their requirements. So she'd pretty much bummed around with one job and another. And then a few other things happened along the way, which were the things she didn't want to tell Cookie about.

Meanwhile, Cookie seemed to her to be the sort of real good woman and mother, or at least aunt or big sister, she always wished she'd had. Plus, not only had Cookie been a US Marine, but she sure was real easy and good to look at, too. Kitty also liked the way their conversation had gone, Cookie's interest and concern for her, and a chance to maybe disclose to Cookie just a little more, maybe later, about herself.

And the part about both of them liking to wrestle around, and seeing the weights and wrestling mats in the bunkhouse, sounded even better to Kitty for her personal likes and interests. She knew she surely would like to wrestle around with Cookie if she could. And looking at Kitty, Cookie knew she'd sure like to wrestle around with Kitty, too.

"Tell you what, Kitty," said Cookie after supper as they sat on the porch overlooking the darkened meadow and forests, with the millions of stars sparkling overhead in the quiet of the night; "I think we've both had a pretty long day of it today and probably are ready for a good night's sleep tonight.

"So how about if we start off tomorrow with breakfast around seven-thirty, no need to start too early, and then get to our work chores from there? I figure it'll take most of the morning to take care of the chimney and roof repairs. Then we can have lunch, and get to cutting the trees and clearing some of the woods and shrubs away. I figure that'll take us until about four to finish up. Then we can rest for a while and have supper around six. That'll then leave the rest of the evening free. Maybe even for some wrestling around if you'd like!"

"Gosh, ma'am, that all sounds great to me! Including that wrestling around part! I'd sure like to wrestle around with you, and whatever you like will sure work for me. I'm all yours!"

"Yeah, and you can do whatever you like with me, too. It's pretty hard to damage a Marine, and I'm sort of used to and like to take some punishment, too! I am not a girly-girl by any means." was Cookie's easy reply.

As they talked, both could feel their bodies tense and throb with the good feeling a wrestler gets, particularly certain wrestlers, when they set up to wrestle around with another similarly inclined girl.

Both Cookie and Kitty also felt their sex begin to tingle, and their pussies beginning to get wet, for the way they knew they wanted to wrestle around with each other. The anticipation of their match to come later tomorrow night felt really good to both of them. As they got up to call it a night and retire to their respective beds, before Kitty headed back down to the bunkhouse, they quietly and instinctively wrapped their arms around each other in a tight hug.

Both were still wearing only tight t-shirts and cutoffs over their toned bodies and legs. Silently and deliciously they held their tight hug on each other, their legs intertwined, and then their faces and lips came together as well. Their breasts pressed together, nipples touching.

Neither wanted to be the first to let her embrace of the other go. As Cookie watched Kitty walk panther-like down the path to the bunkhouse, she knew she could hardly wait for tomorrow. Kitty felt the same way.




Chapter Two




 

Cookie woke up the next morning to the smell of frying bacon. For an instant she couldn't figure out where she was or where the smell was coming from. Then she got up and walked into the big front room of the cabin over to the kitchen area.

There was Kitty, already up, making their breakfast. She must have come up to the cabin quietly, let herself in through the front door, which Cookie never locked while she was at the cabin for the weekend, set the table and was now preparing breakfast just as easily as Cookie could have done herself.

Cleo, as usual at breakfast time, was in the kitchen too looking hopefully at Kitty for her breakfast, as well. Cookie and Kitty grinned at each other when Cookie came into the kitchen.

"Good morning Kitty, you didn't need to go to all the trouble of coming up so early and fixing breakfast; I'd have been glad to do that for both of us," said Cookie.

Not but what she appreciated Kitty's doing it for her, however.

"No problema, ma'am, just one of the house services we provide for our host!" was Kitty's good-natured reply.

They ate quietly and unhurriedly. It looked like it was going to be a great day on the weather side of things. So, while they had their work cut out for them, they knew they had ample time to do it in.

When they'd finished breakfast and washed up, Cookie and Kitty walked down to the shed where Cookie had the materials and tools she needed for the chimney and roof job. They put the tools and materials in the wheelbarrow, and before Cookie could pick up the wheelbarrow handles, Kitty had already taken them up and was almost out the door.

"Hey, girl, you just made breakfast, least I can do is push the wheelbarrow up the hill!" said Cookie. "Naw,I already got it!" was Kitty's cheerful reply. As Kitty walked up the hill pushing the wheelbarrow, Cookie carried the ladder. Walking behind Kitty, Cookie couldn't help but notice how easily Kitty handled the wheelbarrow, and how her strong, lithe and toned body pushed it with almost no effort at all.

"This girl is good," thought Cookie, "I still wonder what the rest of the story is on her?"

When they got ready to get up on the roof to fix the chimney and shingles, Cookie had no sooner put the ladder up against the eaves and secured it, than Kitty was up it almost two steps at a time. Then in only a couple more steps she was up on the roof ridge closely inspecting the cracks in the chimney.

"Hey, Cookie," she called down, "you got only a couple of big cracks, and maybe a half dozen small cracks, up here close to the top of the chimney. No problem at all to fix it real solid. If you want to hand me up the trowel and wet chimney mortar-mix I can take care of it in no time at all!"

Cookie marveled.

On one hand, she knew it wasn't going to be any big problem. But on the other hand, she didn't expect it would be that easy, or, in particular, that it could be fixed so quickly. And it didn't escape her mind as to how fast and with such great agility that Kitty went up the ladder, then went up to the roof ridge, then over to the chimney, and how easily and casually she handled herself when she was on top.

And then, in not more than fifteen minutes of carefully scraping out and filling in the cracks with the mortar, the job was completed and Kitty was back on the ground again.

"Oh, god, Kitty, you're real good, for sure!" said Cookie. "What would have taken me an hour or more, you did in only a quarter of that time!"

After Cookie expressed her appreciation and admiration of Kitty's fast and well done work, Kitty gave her only a modest and grinning response to say it was no trouble at all on her part. Cookie had the feeling that maybe not too many people had ever taken the time to say many kind words to Kitty, and so she simply appreciated Cookie's words all the more.

Cookie then passed up to Kitty the dozen or so shingles, roofing nails, and caulk needed to repair some of the cracked shingles and flashing around the chimney. That whole thing didn't take Kitty more than another fifteen minutes or so to do a really good job of it, and then Kitty was down on the ground again helping Cookie take down the ladder.

Another "Thanks, Kitty; you really do great work," from Cookie, and a grateful smile and a "No problema, Cookie, I told you I'm your woman!" from Kitty.

After putting away the left-over materials and tools from the chimney job, Cookie and Kitty returned to the shed to get Cookie's power chain saw and wood chipper to cut down the two big trees which had come down in the previous winter's big ice storm, and to clear away the overgrown brush back about ten feet to the original tree line surrounding the cabin.

That job went almost as fast as the roof and chimney repair. The day had grown hot, and both Cookie and Kitty stripped off their tees to reveal their athletic bodies. Both were tanned and wet with sweat as they worked. Their tight cutoffs and bras were also wet with sweat and clung to their toned backs and thighs, while their work boots were wet with the sweat that ran down their bodies and mixed with the dust and shredded branches and leaves they were cutting back.

They worked steadily but not too fast. Cookie knew from her Marine Corps days it was better to work slowly and always conserve some energy for whatever might come up next, rather than to work too fast and get all worn out. `Sort of like wrestling around, too,' she thought.

They alternated working the chain saw, chipper, and clearing away the brush, and paused from time to time to drink some water and check what progress they were making and what more they needed to do to complete the job.

They said little as they worked, but each couldn't help but notice what the other woman was doing, and how good she looked doing it. A few times their wet and toned bodies met and touched each other as they cleared away some of the thicker brush. When their bodies met, neither pulled away. Both were thinking of what it was going to be like when they finished their work, and would then have the rest of the day and evening to get into it themselves.

They finished up around four in the afternoon.

"Great job," Cookie said as they cleaned up the tools and equipment and put them back in the shed. "You do really great work, Kitty, you know?" Cookie continued. "I don't know what you plan to do with the rest of your life, but whatever it is, I'm sure you're going to be real good at it."

"Thanks, Cookie, I try," she replied with a grin, but which Cookie sensed she'd said with a mixture of both pride and yet sadness. Cookie knew there was still more to Kitty than she'd let on so far.

"How about if we sort of sack out now and rest up for the rest of the afternoon?" Cookie asked.

"Then we can have supper again around six, if that's good for you, and then we've got the rest of the night free for whatever might come up after that!" said Cookie.

"Sounds real good to me, Cookie! I guess we've had a pretty good day of it, and I'm sure looking forward to this evening and wrestling around with you if we're still on for that!"

"We sure are, and I'm looking forward to it and making it real good and lasting as long as we can -- maybe even all night if we can!" was Cookie's reply.

Once again, as Kitty walked back down the path to the bunkhouse, this time her lithe and tanned body, glistening with sweat over her rippling muscles, Cookie couldn't wait to get into it tonight.

Kitty, going down the trail with the picture of Cookie's powerfully toned body, also wet and glistening with sweat, in her mind, was thinking the same thing.

As Cookie was starting to put things together for their supper, Kitty came silently through the door into the kitchen. Cleo, as usual -- and now knowing Kitty from before -- apart from two thumps of her tail, gave absolutely no indication at all that Kitty had quietly come into the kitchen. Kitty then approached and came up to Cookie behind her.

Normally, Cookie, with her Marine Corps training, would have sensed someone coming close up behind her. But not this time. It wasn't until she felt Kitty's warm breath on her neck and Kitty began to wrap her arms around Cookie's firm breasts, getting her in a soft but tightening bear hug from the rear that Cookie realized she was there.

Then Cookie felt Kitty's strong hands grab both of her breasts through her tight t-shirt. At first Kitty gripped them only lightly, but then she tightened her hold on them until she could feel Cookie's hardening nipples between her fingers as she moved to hold Cookie tightly in place. As soon as she felt Kitty's warm breath on her neck, and then felt Kitty's fingers grab and begin to squeeze her breasts in her fists, Cookie realized instantly what Kitty was doing.

She liked it, and had no problem with it at all. Both grinned. It was their first real contact with each other, and it felt good to both of them. As Kitty held her tightly, Cookie said quietly under her breath, "Yeah, girl, give me more."

Then she put down the couple of steaks she was trimming with a steak knife and reached her hand back and into Kitty's cutoffs. Her hand soon found what it was looking for. As soon as she had felt Kitty's fists begin to tighten around her breasts, she also felt Kitty's pelvic bone, push and probe against and into her butt. Then, as Cookie's hand found what it was looking for, she began to cup her palm around Kitty's damp sexy crotch and began as if to crush it.

Kitty liked the feel of that just as much as Cookie liked the feel of her breasts being squeezed.

As she began crushing Kitty's pussy in her hand, Cookie said, "Feels like all this meat is going to be real tough for whatever we're going to eat tonight," to which Kitty replied, squeezing Cookie's breast even tighter, "Yeah, the harder the better, just the way I like it!"

After their dinner and cleaning up, Cookie asked, "What do you say we head down to the bunkhouse and the mats and see what's up there?"

"Just what I was thinking, I'm ready any time you are!"

Quietly they entered the bunkhouse where the wrestling mats were already laid out. It was cool and dark inside but they left the door open to let in the moonlight and night air. The light from the moon and stars was enough for what they wanted to do.

Wrestlers don't need much light to wrestle by, and Cookie and Kitty didn't either, being used to and preferring to wrestle in a dim light or darkness anyway. Cookie and Kitty stripped off their t-shirts, bras, panties and cutoffs and boots, which were all they had on. Both liked to wrestle nude, just like the ancient Greeks.

For rules, there was only one. That was, don't cause any injury or harm which lasted after the match was over. There was a small bottle of baby oil on the shelf over the mat. Cookie reached for it and poured some of the soft warm oil over Kitty's toned body until it glistened smoothly in the moonlight.

She rubbed it in, first over Kitty's toned breasts and hardened nipples, squeezing Kitty's boobs just a little more as she did. Then she rubbed the oil down over Kitty's tight and hard abs, and then down and all around Kitty's already wet, shaved sex and thick labia, squeezing them extra as she rubbed the oil over them. From there she rubbed the smooth oil down over the front of Kitty's toned thighs and calves to her feet. After oiling Kitty's front, she turned Kitty around and oiled her equally toned back.

Then she went down over Kitty's solid butt, rubbing still more oil deep into the deep canyon between Kitty's ass cheeks, and from there, continued down the back of Kitty's strong and lithe legs to her feet. When Cookie had finished with Kitty, Kitty oiled Cookie similarly, squeezing Cookie's breast, and equally smooth and shaved sex and wet pussy lips as she rubbed the oil into Cookie`s skin and over all of her toned body.

It felt good to both of them as they oiled each other slowly and caressingly until they'd completed the job.




Chapter Three




 

When Kitty was finished oiling Cookie, she quietly put the bottle back on the shelf while still behind Cookie. The next thing Cookie felt was Kitty's hot and oiled naked body press up against her own toned body, Kitty's smooth and hard pubic bone pressed into her butt as if looking for an entry into Cookie's body, and then Kitty's arms as they reached around her body to once again, just as she had before when Cookie was preparing supper, grabbed one of Cookie's breasts in each of her fists.

It was a real good way to begin as Kitty knew Cookie would have no problem with it, and a slow and soft beginning was always a good way to start what would hopefully be a long and real satisfying match for both wrestlers.

This time, however, Cookie felt Kitty's sex again slippery wet and warm, but now, with both of them oiled and naked, pressing and pushing harder to separate her firm cheeks and rub into the deep and now well lubed canyon of Cookie's butt trying to find a way deep into her body. Cookie never cared for the feel of another gal's pussy on her butt, but she had no problem at all with the other gal trying to get off on her as long and hard as she liked while she kept her butt tight and resisted the move.

It was always sort of a challenge within a challenge, and both wrestlers liked to see how far they could go or resist it. Could Cookie keep the wet lips of Kitty's sex, off her well lubed puckered opening? When Kitty realized Cookie wasn't going to let her get into her butt, but apparently didn't mind her trying, she decided to go on to something else, and maybe try again later on.

She began to loosen her hold on Cookie's breasts, where she enjoyed the feel of all that tit flesh in her fists, and reached under Cookie's arms and clasped her hands behind Cookie's neck to get her in a full nelson and begin to pressure her that way instead. Cookie's neck, however, was still as thick and strong as when she'd been active in the Marine Corps.

As a result, it was no problem for her to resist this move of Kitty's, too, although Kitty again didn't try to push the hold too hard either. After all, both knew what they really wanted to do with each other that night, and it was to wrestle back and forth easy, give and take, to enjoy the pure sensual and erotic pleasure of the match and working over each other's oiled, naked and toned body for as long as possible.

Neither one wanted to use up too much of her energy and have to end it too soon. A slow beginning was the best way to make this happen. For a couple of long minutes Kitty tried to bring Cookie down with her full nelson, and at the same time she still tried to slide her pussy lips up along Cookie's butt crack, but it didn't seem to work. Kitty didn't know it, but Cookie had been an Instructor down at Parris Island in personal combat moves and defenses, and pretty much anticipated, and looked forward to, whatever Kitty might want do even before Kitty thought of it.

She particularly liked what Kitty was doing to her. In fact, she knew she was going to like whatever Kitty wanted to do with her for the whole rest of the match. While Kitty then tried to figure out what else she could do to get Cookie down, Cookie moved to solve the problem for her.

Which move didn't come as any great surprise to Kitty either. Slowly, despite Kitty's pressure on her, Cookie leaned forward until she could reach her arms and hands down between her legs. Then she grabbed first one, and then both, of Kitty's legs behind her knees and pulled them forward. That made Kitty lose her balance and both fell backward to the mat, with Kitty underneath Cookie but still keeping her full nelson on the back of Cookie's thick neck.

Then after they fell to the mat together, with Kitty still keeping her hold on the back of Cookie's thick neck, she brought her legs up and wrapped them around Cookie's slick body in a real good body scissors. Cookie knew she was heavier than Kitty and therefore knew she didn't want at any time during their whole long match to get or keep on top of Kitty for too long or too fully at any time, not wanting to wear her out by having to try to escape by lifting Cookie off her.

Still, Cookie had no problem with getting on top of Kitty every once in a while, nor did Kitty expect Cookie to do anything different. In fact, Kitty, like Cookie, liked the feel of having the other woman on top of her, holding her down, and trapping her under her body weight. As a result, now feeling Cookie's naked, oiled, and toned body on top of her while she held her in place, it felt real good to Kitty, and she was in no hurry to let Cookie get off her any time soon.

Cookie always felt the same way every time whenever Kitty was on top of her in a reverse hold. In fact, Kitty wanted to take advantage of keeping Cookie on top of her and holding her in place as long as she could. So, with her powerful agility, and still being behind Cookie, Kitty continued to wrap her own slightly longer strong and athletic legs around Cookie's lower body and tighten her body scissors on Cookie. Then, to add to it, she crossed her ankles directly over Cookie's naked crotch, and began to repeatedly smash her heels down hard into Cookie's already throbbing pussy.

She liked the punishment she was then able to give to Cookie, and Cookie liked the feel of taking Kitty's new punishment on her just as much. But while Kitty was smashing her heels over and over again into Cookie's crotch, at the same time, with Cookie's bigger body on top of her and Cookie's solid butt positioned right over Kitty's own throbbing sex, every time Kitty smashed her heels down on Cookie's cunt, Cookie's butt first lifted and then dropped back down just as hard crushing against Kitty's defenseless crotch.

It was a deadlocked punishment for both. Neither could get enough of it, and neither was in any hurry to break the hold either way. After a couple of minutes of deadlock, however, Cookie knew it was up to her to break it off first even though Kitty had her in her body scissors and breast hold, which she had gone to after letting her full nelson go on Cookie's neck. After all, she was still on top of Kitty, which put a strain on her, much as Kitty liked it, and so it was up to Cookie to go to something else.

Then, too, Cookie knew she was the more experienced and probably stronger of the two in wrestling anyway, and they were also wrestling in her "territory," so she had some big advantages there, too. Cookie knew that even though Kitty was holding her tight in her body scissors and tit squeeze, she knew, with her strength and the oily slipperiness of their bodies, she could break free whenever she wanted to. More importantly, what Cookie didn't want to do, in any event, was to come on too strong or put too much pressure on Kitty and run the risk of possibly wearing her out too soon or psyching her out before they hardly even got started. In the next moment therefore, with the slipperiness of their oiled and naked bodies, Cookie eased up and twisted around within Kitty's body scissors on her until now she was facing Kitty.

Then, in the next move, she rolled both of them over so that now their positions were reversed and Cookie had her back on the mat with Kitty on top of her. As their eyes caught each other's, they both had a grin on their faces. The switch felt good to both of them, and Kitty quietly appreciated Cookie's getting off her before she had to use up too much of her energy to accomplish the same thing to make her escape out from under Cookie. That didn't mean Cookie was going to let Kitty go entirely, however. With Kitty now on top of her, and Kitty having lost her scissors on Cookie as they rolled over, Cookie got a body scissors on Kitty, coming down on top of her, instead.

Cookie didn't keep her scissors hold too tight to crush Kitty's body between her toned legs and thighs, but still tight enough so that Kitty couldn't escape either. Then, before Kitty could make a move to try to slide out and escape Cookie's scissors on her, Cookie began to push Kitty down lower in her body scissors. Soon Kitty's head and face, instead of being over Cookie's face, were positioned over Cookie's breasts. Then Kitty's head was over Cookie's abs, and then finally Cookie pushed Kitty's head down even further until it was just above Cookie's naked, wet and now already highly aroused and cunt.

While Cookie was pushing Kitty down the body scissors on her, Kitty had managed to bring her arms out from under Cookie's legs and thighs to see if she could use them to free herself from Cookie's scissors hold on her. But before Kitty could succeed in that, Cookie, now holding her scissors around Kitty's head instead of her body, reached out to grab the back of Kitty's head.

Then she began to pull Kitty's head and face slowly but inexorably deeper and deeper into the hot wet darkness of her crotch until Kitty eventually found her face crushed hard into Cookie's well-oiled throbbing crotch, blinding and almost suffocating her in the process Kitty didn't mind that at all, nor was it the first time she'd ever found herself in such a predicament.

Nor did Cookie figure she'd mind it, although she did pull Kitty's head and face into her crotch slowly at first just to be sure. But then Kitty turned her new predicament into a predicament for Cookie instead. When Kitty felt Cookie's wet pussy lips pressing in against her face, almost suffocating her, she searched around blindly with her tongue to locate Cookie's clit pressing against her mouth. As soon as she found it she opened her mouth and sucked all of Cookie's rigid, proud clit into her mouth trapping it in her lips. Then she closed her teeth lightly around Cookie's clit so that Cookie couldn't pull her sex away and escape Kitty's trapping and keeping it in her mouth.

Now it was Cookie who was in just about as much trouble as Kitty. It wasn't the first time in either wrestler's life that she'd been trapped that way, with her clit caught inside the other gal's mouth, and had to consider the possibility of the other gal not releasing it, or of maybe chomping down on it even harder.

Both liked the predicament they were in at the moment, either way, and now it would be a question of which could keep her hold the longer. Neither wanted to be the first to let the other go. Instead of Cookie being the first to break a deadlock between them, it would be up to Kitty to break it.

There was no telling how long Kitty would be willing to keep Cookie's clit securely in her mouth, but she knew Cookie couldn't pull away until she let her clit go if Cookie didn't want it eaten or chewed off her body beforehand. Meanwhile, although Kitty was still blinded and suffocating with her head and face buried deep into Cookie's hot and damp crotch, she further began to get back at Cookie just as she had before by blindly reaching up Cookie's body to again grab one of Cookie's breasts in each fist and begin to squeeze them some more.

Cookie's breasts made a really good target for punishment, and Kitty suspected, correctly, that Cookie liked to take as much tit punishment as the other gal wanted to give her. Kitty had no problem with giving it to her either as feeling Cookie's toned flesh in her hands felt real good to her, too. Their deadlock, with Cookie holding Kitty's head and face hard and deep into her crotch, and Kitty sucking Cookie's clit in her mouth and squeezing her breasts as well, lasted a long time. Both Kitty and Cookie liked the sensual and erotic feel of the holds, and wanted to see how long they could keep them. In fact, later on in the match, when the same holds were reversed, and it was Cookie who was caught the same way in one of Kitty's head scissors and managed to suck all of Kitty's equally turgid and thick clit into her own mouth as well as punishing Kitty's big breasts in return, they kept the torture and uncertainty of their deadlocked predicament just as long.

Neither wrestler ever had any problem with any of the give or take. The sensual and erotic feel of it was delicious to both. Finally, Kitty opened her mouth and released Cookie's now swollen clit from it. Then Cookie let go of Kitty's head so she could pull it out from Cookie's crotch and breathe easy again, and Kitty released Cookie's breasts from her crushing grip on them as well. As Cookie had still had the main hold with the suffocating head scissors on Kitty, she then paused to return the advantage to Kitty as soon as she could regain her breath.

Kitty moved quickly and easily, to get back on top of Cookie in a full body press until they were almost, once again, head to head. Kitty didn't have any particular next hold in mind to get on Cookie, but she nevertheless flipped one of her athletic legs over between Cookie's bigger legs and thighs just to bring added pressure on Cookie to keep holding her down. That had the added advantage of being able to press her solid thigh down hard into Cookie's dripping cunt and clit and smash them in the process as hard as she could. It was payback time for Kitty to get back at Cookie for Cookie's deep head and face hold into her crotch, despite Kitty's sucking Cookie's clit into her mouth in return.

Cookie had no problem at all with Kitty's taking the advantage, and waited to see what Kitty would do with her next. As Kitty got her solid body press on Cookie and jammed her leg hard into Cookie's pussy and clit to hold her down at that end, she placed one hand, open palmed, hard against Cookie's face, eyes, nose, and mouth as if to push it in. She didn't push her hand into Cookie's face too hard, however, but just enough to distract Cookie with it and keep her from seeing Kitty on top of her.

Then Kitty took her other strong hand and wrapped it around Cookie's throat as if she were going to choke her to death one-handedly. But again, she didn't choke Cookie so hard as to really cut off Cookie's air supply. But she sure did like the idea of threatening Cookie to do so. Kitty had by then guessed that Cookie had gotten into some tough fighting, voluntarily or by necessity, earlier in her Marine Corps days, and still liked to be threatened and pressured physically hard and forced to fight back to save her life. Cookie did indeed like the threat of Kitty's hands jammed into her face and around her throat, which gave her a real charge.

And, both wrestlers knowing that frequently any hold or move one wrestler takes on the other one is probably one she likes taken on herself, Cookie was glad to know that probably Kitty liked the same moves on herself, too. Later, when their situations were reversed, Kitty did like the pressure and threat on her just as much as Cookie did now.

Meanwhile, even as she was being blinded and suffocated by Kitty's face and chokeholds on her, Cookie, knowing that Kitty liked to punish her breasts all she could, and figuring Kitty liked the same treatment on herself in return, Cookie reached up and grabbed both of Kitty's breasts in her fists.

Then she began to crush them in her grip just as Kitty had done to her earlier, which also served to hold Kitty off from coming down any further on her. The whole situation, as usual, felt good to both of them, with neither wanting to end that standoff. It did end finally, but only when Cookie got tired of holding Kitty up off her, and so she let Kitty come down on her. With that, Kitty released her holds on Cookie's face and throat and instead, got a full body press on top of Cookie.

Their two powerfully toned, naked and oiled bodies were lying one on top of the other in a powerfully tight body press. Then their heads and faces came even closer together as well, until finally, even their lips locked together leaving only their tongues to wrestle it out deep inside each other's mouth.




Chapter Four




 

Kitty and Cookie had been wrestling, their athletic naked and oiled bodies, locked together in hold after hold, on the mat in Cookie's silent and darkened bunkhouse, for almost an hour. Through the open door and window, the light of the moon and stars shone in on their glistening bodies as they struggled back and forth with each other. At one time an inquisitive raccoon passed by the bunkhouse and looked in the door to see what was happening inside. As there was nothing of interest to her there, however, she soon padded away silently and disappeared around the corner into the darkness to continue her nocturnal rounds.

Kitty and Cookie had also gotten used to each other's wrestling likes and limitations. Whenever two wrestlers wrestled for the first time, it always took a while until they found how the other liked to wrestle as well as her disinclinations, her pace and intensity, her strength and experience, and all the rest two wrestlers need to adjust to make the whole match as good as possible for both of them in order to make it last as long as possible. Kitty found Cookie liked to take a lot of pressure.

Cookie was powerfully toned and she liked to be challenged. At the same time, from her Marine Corps training, she liked to go at a slower pace, always thinking ahead for her next move and then the moves beyond that. At the same time she had almost endless endurance and patience, and was used to keeping at whatever she was doing, including all their many deadlocks, however long they lasted, until she and Kitty themselves decided to move on.

Cookie found with Kitty that she moved quietly and powerfully, and at times quickly, just as a powerful cat would, with almost endless strength, agility, and suppleness. She was capable of escaping almost every predicament she found herself in, one way or another, and also had limitless patience and endurance with any deadlock or hold she was caught in, liking them just as much as Cookie did, until, again, they decided it was time to move on to something else.

They were a perfect match for each other. They both soon understood the other's nature and interests as well as their own. And so their match in the bunkhouse would last a long time, however it would come out. They were both liking it so much they hoped it would never end.

Their wrestling also tended, as long give-and-take matches frequently do, to fall into certain patterns, one of which was that it soon also became an on-going sex fight between the two. Wrestling nude and oiled, they both knew, and as they had intended, that it would also make the whole thing a sensual and erotic match for both of them. They also knew their naked, smoothly shaved pussies, as well as their hard clits were not only targets for the other, but could be used as weapons of their own.

A number of times both were on their knees on the wet and slippery mat facing each other, their heads almost touching. Then each almost instinctively extended her left hand to grab around the back of the other's neck to pull her forward and down, while her other hand reached out to grab the other's prominent mound, jutting out defiantly in front of her body. Then they would use the other's pussy like a lever or switch to pull the other in toward her or push her back or push her further down to the mat or lift her up bodily.

On the slippery mat, first Cookie pushed Kitty back. But then Kitty braced herself and pushed Cookie back instead. It was as if the struggle between the two would never end, each taking all the torture to her sex that she could stand, while inflicting just as much back on the other until finally one or the other lost her grip with the oiled slipperiness of their bodies and they broke it off to go on to something else. At other times Kitty might be on her hands and knees in front of a standing Cookie. Then she would drive her head between Cookie's slippery thighs and legs with the intention of lifting Cookie up with the back of her neck to slide Cookie down over her back to the mat.

But then Cookie, anticipating Kitty's move, crouched down to reach under Kitty's body and seize hold of Kitty's own slit in her hand and use it like a bowler to pick Kitty up, upside down, solely by her cunt. When she succeeded in getting Kitty upside down, with her head caught between Cookie's thighs and legs and her feet pointing toward the ceiling of the bunkhouse, Kitty found herself unable to escape, until, with the slipperiness and the agility of her lithe body, she was able to twist and flip out of Cookie's grip on her.

Sometimes Cookie was able to hold her upside down for a longer time when she could keep Kitty's head between her legs, and bring her pussy closer to her, using Kitty's own sex as a grip, until she could press Kitty's smooth and tight butt hard against her own head and face for another point of contact to hold Kitty in position. Maybe that was another reason Cookie liked to take the hold on Kitty so much, as Kitty did, too, and just as much, when she later got Cookie in the same predicament.

Sometimes Cookie found herself with her back on the mat and Kitty was on her feet in front of her, preparing to pounce on her as a cat might on a mouse. But then Cookie, sensing what Kitty was about to do, as Kitty came down on her with her arms outstretched ready to hold Cookie down, Cookie raised one leg and jammed her foot hard into Kitty's crotch fully against her naked and exposed cunt.

Then, as Kitty's momentum forced her to come down on her, Cookie reached her arms and hands up to grab one of Kitty's hands in each of her own so that their fingers locked in an unbreakable grip on each other. Cookie then proceeded to lift Kitty high overhead with her foot in Kitty's crotch suspending Kitty high in the air by only three points, being her two hands caught in Cookie's tight grip, and Cookie's hard and calloused foot jammed into her crotch, which were then crushing her pussy with her own full body weight.

To add to Kitty's punishment, Cookie then jiggled her foot up and down into Kitty's crotch just to increase the punishment on her. Sometimes even sliding her big toe inside the slick opening. As Cookie completed that maneuver, a small smile crossed Cookie's face, knowing she'd caught Kitty just as she intended. It was met by a similar, if maybe somewhat agonized, grin on Kitty's face realizing how she'd been caught in the move. But at the same time, Kitty liked the punishment Cookie was giving her, and she had no problem taking it just as long as Cookie wanted to give it to her.

And, of course, when their situations were reversed in other parts of their long give-and-take match, Cookie liked for Kitty to take the same hold, and punish her just as much, as Cookie was then doing. Another deadlock they got into every so often was when they might be sitting on the mat opposite each other, with their legs outstretched toward the other. Then one, with the other quickly following, would grab one of the other's ankles and pull it in toward her, while at the same time she'd shove her other and free foot hard into the other's crotch and pussy to push her away.

Again, the double torture of both pulling the other in by her ankle while pushing her away with her foot hard into the other's crotch was agony for both, but one which both also liked the feel of, and neither ever wanted to be the first to let go. As usual, it was generally only the oiled slipperiness of their bodies which caused one or the other to lose her hold and then let both of them go on to get into something else. In these and other holds their sex-fighting each other continued among all their other holds and moves with and on the other.

And, wrestling give-and-take, it was never long, after one deadlock, that soon their roles would be reversed and then the tormentor became the tormented and vice versa. Either way, neither ever got enough of it.

The moon had risen higher and the stars had moved to their new places in the night sky. The raccoon that had visited them earlier was, by then, almost a mile away pursuing her rounds, while Cookie and Kitty were well into their second hour of wrestling with each other, frequently deadlocked and motionless, naked and oiled, on the mat in the silent bunkhouse.

From time to time they paused deadlocked in one hold or another, not only to regain their breath and let their energy rebuild for whatever they would get into next, but to simply enjoy the sensual and erotic pleasure they got from being in close and hard contact with each other. It felt good to both, and was what both most wanted from each other anyway. They were getting what they wanted, and neither wanted to see it end.

A great many other holds and deadlocks were a good part of their long match, too. There were the headlocks that they liked to take on each other whenever they got a chance. Kitty always liked the feel of Cookie's arms and biceps wrapped around her head and neck, particularly when she and Cookie were on the mat, which was most of the time, and Cookie then not only got her in a headlock but got partly on top of her as well.

Cookie would never take the headlock with all of her strength, which might strain Kitty's neck, but would take it just hard enough to keep Kitty from escaping. Which, liking to get caught in the hold, Kitty rarely had any intention of trying to break out of it any time soon. In her headlocks on Kitty, Cookie would keep her upper body on top of Kitty to keep her in place while keeping the rest of her body weight on the mat so as not to put too much pressure on Kitty.

Then, with the headlock, she'd slowly pull Kitty's head in closer and closer to her breasts until finally she pulled Kitty's face right against her tits and then stuff as much of it as she could deep into Kitty's mouth to make her suck it. Kitty never had any problem with that as she liked the taste of Cookie's firm tits in her mouth and then she'd let her tongue play around with Cookie's hard nipple until Cookie would finally release her and let her go free again.

As usual, whenever Kitty got the same hold on Cookie, they both liked the reverse situation just as much. Kitty wasn't without her own move in return, however, when Kitty would sooner or later manage to twist her body around underneath Cookie until she was able to reach one of her hands through between Cookie's thighs and seize Cookie's wet, throbbing, and exposed pussy in her hand.

Then, while Cookie tried to stuff her tit deeper and deeper into Kitty's mouth to force her to suck it, Kitty in return pulled Cookie's labia further and further outward between her legs until it seemed she might almost tear them off Cookie's body. Both always liked all the punishment each was giving and taking from the other in that deadlock, and liked it just as much, as in all of their other deadlocks, when their holds were reversed.

Then it would be Cookie who was forced to suck Kitty's firm breasts in her mouth, while Cookie would try to rip Kitty's equally slippery and aroused pussy lips off her body instead. Still another favorite hold they liked to get on each other, give or take, would be the many times one would find herself with her back on the mat and the other would be sitting or squatting on her breasts, or have a solid body press and head scissors on the other.

Then it would generally take no more than a slight shift of the top woman's body to position her wet and naked butt directly over the bottom woman's head and, from there, raise herself up very slightly, lean back and then sit fully on the bottom woman's face. As she sat fully on the other's face, which ever was on top, she could feel the bottom woman's face, nose and lips get forced deep into the hot, dark and wet canyon of her butt, while at the same time the bottom woman would soon feel the top woman's hot, naked and wet butt come down and cover her whole face to soon blind and suffocate her.

That position would last as long as any other until the bottom woman could find some way to escape it, or the top woman might eventually ease her butt off the bottom woman's face when she felt she'd held it long enough or wanted to go on to something else. Either way, it was another hold or predicament both women liked, give or take, and neither ever got enough of it.




Chapter Five




 

Their match was going into its third hour in the quiet darkness on the bunkhouse wrestling mat, the musky odor of female sex and sweat permeated the room, and still neither could get enough of it with the other. It was as sensual and erotic as they hoped it would be while it also gave them all the pain and punishment which both liked and wanted, too. And, with their many almost motionless deadlocks, they conserved and regained their energy to make it last a long time.

The favorite holds of both, which they came back to more and more often, as it turned out, were when they caught each other in one or another body or head scissors hold. In those, they would catch one or another part of each other's body between their athletic legs and thighs, and then, with their oiled, naked, and well-toned bodies now locked together, they got into a number of different holds or punishments from there.

Although both liked to get caught in the other's body scissors on them, either from the side or the rear, they always held the other tight enough to keep her from escaping, but never so tightly as to crush her ribs or do any damage, or use up too much of their own energy.

The scissors hold both liked most to take, and get caught in, was a figure-four head scissors on each other. Cookie found that Kitty particularly liked to get caught in a head scissors between her thighs, with Kitty's face either facing into Cookie's crotch or away from it or halfway between, while the rest of her body remained free.

Whenever Cookie caught her that way, Kitty would try to twist or bridge or flip or pull or get herself out, or some combination or sequence of all four, to escape. Which Cookie always managed to foil until she sensed Kitty was just about at the end of her line. Then Cookie relaxed her hold and let Kitty escape anyway.

Sometimes, however, Kitty, with her strength, agility and the slipperiness of their oiled bodies, escaped first anyway. Then, many times, it wouldn't be long before Kitty let herself be caught again in the same hold and her torture would start all over again. Kitty's actions reminded Cookie of a cat which would try repeatedly to catch a mouse or a fish which it couldn't quite reach and would try all sorts of ways to succeed. Then it would give it up for a while, only to come again soon to try it all over again.

It was an instinct and action a cat enjoys, and Cookie knew Kitty also liked the feel of getting trapped, try desperately to escape, doing so, and then coming again for more. Cookie knew, as did Kitty that she, too, liked to get trapped in the other woman's head scissors and forced to try and bridge out, and many times it was as much work for her to escape Kitty as it was for Kitty to escape her.

Both liked the feel of taking or getting her head caught between the other's powerful legs and thighs wrapped around her head, and neither ever got enough of it either. Sometimes, when Cookie had a solid head scissors on Kitty she would roll both of them over to keep the hold, or sometimes Kitty would try to roll both of them over and make her escape.

Of all their many holds, however, the hold they both liked to get into with each other most of all, and one which they came back to more and more often as their long match continued, was when they got a single, and then more and more frequently a double, figure-four head scissors on each other.

That happened whenever either was on her back on the mat, it wasn't long before the other moved to get on top of her Most of the time they found themselves positioned head to foot. Then, whichever was on top would wrap her athletic legs and thighs around the other's head to hold her tight, At the same time, she moved to position her hot, wet and naked crotch directly over the other's face. Then press it down hard against the other's face to suffocate and blind her in the hold as well.

In the earlier part of their long wrestling match with each other, they were content just to press their pussy and clit hard against the other's face in the hold until they went on to other holds. That was just a regular part of "anything goes" wrestling, and neither had any problem with giving or getting caught in it.

But then, as the match went on, more and more frequently the woman on top not only first pressed her sex on top of the other woman's face, but now also licked her clit, which was getting more erect and harder all the time with all of their sensual and erotic wrestling and sex fighting, down into the other's mouth pinning her head on the mat as well as blinding and suffocating her.

Neither ever had any problem with any of that either, give or take. It's what both most expected and wanted. In fact, neither could ever get enough of it. To add to it, whichever woman was on the bottom, even though her head was staked to the mat by the other's cunt firmly down onto her mouth and nose, she would still try to twist or bridge out. More often than not, however, this just gave the woman on top a better chance to grab the bottom woman's own wet gash, now dripping right into the top woman's face.

Then, in addition to the bottom woman's choking with the top woman's cunt pressed on her mouth and nose, it also gave the top woman a chance now to grab the bottom woman's sex in her hands and try to push a finger or two, and thumb between the bottom woman's legs, putting two fingers into her cunt, and worming a thumb into her anal ring, to grip it like a bowling bowl to punish her even more. It was an agony both liked to give and take over and over again.

They always sensed, however, when they'd gone far enough and then eased up before any damage would be done. Sometimes, however, the bottom woman was able in return to bridge or flip her legs up so she was able to catch the top woman in a head scissors of her own, making it a double head scissors on each other.

Then both wrestlers had the same deadlocked hold on each other, which soon found them rolling back and forth over the mat, locked together, with first one woman on top and then the other, with both of them having shoved their dripping, throbbing pussies down onto the other's mouth, while feeling and tasting the other's equally wet pussy juices down into her own mouth and throat as well. It was a favorite hold and deadlock of both and one which neither was ever willing to be the first to let go as they wanted to see which could take it the longer. It was also yet another sensual and erotic pleasure for both which neither ever got enough of.

These double head scissor deadlocks became more and more frequent, and lasted longer and longer each time. But it was also what both wrestlers ultimately most wanted from the other, along with all their other moves and holds, predicaments and deadlocks, and still neither could ever get enough of any of it.

They had been locked together wrestling each other for over almost three hours. They'd started soon after dusk, and it was now coming close to midnight. Both knew, too, that as much as they enjoyed their erotic and sensual wrestling with each other, they were coming to the end of their energy and, even more importantly, with all of their sex fighting and their naked, oiled and toned bodies locked tightly together so often and getting more and more sexually aroused all the time, the pungent aroma of all of the hot girl cum that had been accumulating on their bodies all through their match was totally permeating the bunkhouse.

In fact, both suddenly realized, as they felt and tasted each other's slick sweaty sex down onto her mouth and nose, that both had only seconds left before they would be forced, ready or not, to orgasm, and release the pent up girl goo. The end came suddenly just seconds later.

Cookie and Kitty had once again gotten each other in a double head scissors, and each had shoved her center of arousal, now about to come, down on the other's mouth and nose while she tasted the other's equally aroused pussy down onto her own mouth and nose. They had rolled, tightly locked together, to the edge of the mat and then rolled back to the center. Cookie ended up on top.

Desperately, although she didn't mind at all being under Cookie with Cookie's toned and naked body on top of her holding her down, Kitty tried to escape out from under Cookie just once more. That one final time she tried to twist and bridge out from under Cookie just as she had so often before and then it worked. But this time she couldn't. Cookie held her tightly under her.

Cookie would have had no problem with being underneath Kitty if it had ended up that way, but as it was, she was on top. Both liked it either way. Then it didn't matter anymore.

Suddenly, and in almost the same instant, each one felt the on rush of the hot and building orgasm race through her body and then through her throbbing cunt, as each gave one last spasm of pleasure. Then each felt her juices burst out of her vibrating and throbbing sex to cascade out onto the other's mouth and down her chin.

On and on each woman's hot cum poured and pulsed out into the other's waiting mouth, while the other took in as much as she could take. What they couldn't take in they had to let run out of their mouths and down the sides of their faces and necks until it ran to the mat which was already wet and slippery with all the oil and sweat which had accumulated from their long match.

On and on their cum flowed and each orgasmed twice more, until finally there was nothing left to come. They were completely drained. After they'd finished, Cookie and Kitty found themselves still lying and locked together, but, for the moment, they were totally exhausted. Their long match had ended. It had been real good.

Slowly, as they gradually regained some of their strength after their long wrestling match and smearing gobs of pussy juice down each other's mouth and tongue, Cookie and Kitty began to get up. Grins covered their faces. A glance over to the clock in the moonlit bunkhouse said it was almost midnight.

"Hey, Kitty," said Cookie, "You're really good, you know. I sure enjoyed that!"

"Likewise, I'm sure," replied Kitty, "I'm ready to go again with you any time you like!"

"Sounds good to me, but what do you say for now, time for a shower and then maybe some shut-eye?"

"I'm good for that, ma'am; you know I'm yours!" replied Kitty with a grin on her face. Cookie knew she surely liked what they'd just been doing, and she knew that Kitty liked it just as much. And there that word was, again. Yeah, it sure had been good.




Chapter Six




 

The next morning, once again, Cookie woke up to the smell of frying bacon and brewing coffee. `This Kitty is a marvel,' thought Cookie as she woke up and realized that Kitty had already arisen, come up to the cabin, and was already and once again preparing their breakfast.

A glance at the clock told Cookie it was almost nine o'clock. Rarely did she sleep any later than seven, even on rainy days when she didn't have much of anything else planned to do. But wrestling with Kitty last night had been real good, surely the best she'd had wrestling around with anybody in a very long time. Her longer sleep into the morning showed to that. Cookie got up and went into the kitchen.

Sure enough, Kitty had once again laid out the tableware just as neatly as before, and if there was any mess in her preparations, there was no sign of it as Kitty cleaned things up as soon as anything got dirty. Despite all her Marine Corps training and spit and polish neatness, Cookie knew she couldn't have done any of it any better herself. And here, too, was Cleo, standing next to Kitty with an anticipatory expression on her face, and another intermittent wag of her tail.

She had already seen Kitty remove a can of her breakfast dog chow from the cupboard where Cleo knew it was kept, and knew she'd get her breakfast very shortly. Meanwhile, she was content to settle for the occasional neck scratch she was getting from Kitty as she was putting everything else together.

It was Cookie who stole up behind Kitty, got a loose bear hug on her and murmured a soft "Good Morning" in Kitty's ear, to which Kitty purred back softly, "Ummmmm yes!"

When they sat down in the sunlit room to enjoy the breakfast Kitty had prepared, however, they said little and Cookie sensed a note of concern or worry on Kitty's face.

"You okay, Kitty?" Cookie asked.

"Yeah, it sure was so great wrestling around with you last night Cookie, and I'm surely real grateful for your kindness in taking me in and feeding me and giving me a place to bunk down," replied Kitty.

"That wasn't anything at all, Kitty," replied Cookie. "A Marine always helps a buddy, and I not only sure enjoyed messing around with you last night, but you really helped me out with the roof and chimney repairs, and then in clearing away the trees and brush yesterday. I'm the one who owes you!" she continued.

"Well, still and all, Cookie, I think I'd better be heading on soon's we finish breakfast here. I'm thinking of taking off on the Trail again and heading over to my grandma's over in Harman, about ten miles beyond Riverton, and maybe stay there for a while. She's probably got some chores for me to do at her place, and then we can see how it goes for me from there."

Cookie knew better than argue with Kitty. It was her life, and she still knew virtually nothing about Kitty, who she was or where she was headed, either for the present or for the rest of her life. Cookie had known a lot of Marines in her life, some of whom found their way sooner while it took some others longer. Cookie sensed that Kitty was somewhere between the two.

"Tell you what, Kitty, I understand that you probably want to move on, and that's your choice, except I'd sure like to have you stay on with me. "I know you're smart and talented and have your whole life ahead of you. But I'd surely like to have you work for me at my auto and truck repair shop over in Riverton. If you came with me, you'd have a steady job and good pay, and you could then see what the future might hold for you. "And," Cookie added with a slight grin and glance at Kitty's face as she said it, "I'd sure like to have you come back to my place here and maybe we could find still more things to do right here at the cabin if you'd like!"

Kitty looked at her quietly, and Cookie saw a smile, and Kitty's eyes maybe water just a little. Cookie knew Kitty was having a hard time of it, and maybe couldn't say anything for the moment.

Cookie then said, "As for you needing to take off today, it's going on toward late morning already, and you'll never make much time walking the Trail any more today. I need to go into town to pick up some supplies for the house and pick up today's newspaper. Why don't I take you into town in my pickup? Then I can leave you off at the Jones gas station. I know a number of folks around here go back and forth between here and Riverton, and maybe right into Harman, too. I'm sure you could pick up a ride from one of them and be in Harman by late afternoon. How about that?"

"I'd sure be obliged for all that, Cookie, if it wouldn't put you out too much," was Kitty's grateful reply, a grin creeping back into her face. "And," Kitty continued, "your offer of a job and coming back here with you, too! I'm not sure where I'm going today or anywhere else from here, but I'm surely obliged to you for everything you've done for me -- it means a lot!" replied Kitty, her eyes growing no drier.

"Oh, and here's what I owe you for your work yesterday, Kitty, hope this will tide you over just a while, too," said Cookie.

Kitty looked at the envelope Cookie handed her. In it were ten $20 bills.

"You didn't need to do this at all, Cookie. You already gave me room and board, and I was glad to do the work just to help out there," said Kitty quietly.

"No way, Kitty; this is what I would have had to pay to another workman to do the job, and you did it, so you're entitled to it!"

"Thanks, Cookie," said Kitty as she quietly hung her head so that Cookie wouldn't see her tears.

As they were about to get into Cookie's pickup for the ride into town, they embraced once more. They held it for a long time, their two bodies locked together one final time before they would head into town. They knew when they got to the Jones station where Cookie would leave Kitty off, that wouldn't be the time or the place for their final embrace.

As they parted, Cookie said only, "Take care, Kitty, thanks for everything, and know that your job is waiting for you any time you want it, and that I care about you!"

"Thanks, Cookie -- for everything!" replied Kitty, unable to say any more.

Back in the cabin that afternoon, after cleaning up a few odds and ends before heading back to Riverton and her shop and work tomorrow, Cookie sat down to relax on her cabin porch. She picked up the newspaper to check out the latest news. It was just the local county paper, and most of the articles were about the town people, church news, and high school game results.

Then, on the front page, in the lower left, in a two-column spread, Cookie read the headline: "Sheriff Seeks Woman for Questioning".

That caught Cookie's eye, and she began to read the article in full.

"County Sheriff Pete Paulsen announced yesterday morning that she was looking for a Ms. Sue Summers, a.k.a `Kitty Katz,' for questioning about an incident on the Lumberjack Trail late Thursday afternoon. "It seems two women, later identified as Bonnie Luger and Betty Bolton both having police records for minor assault and battery charges, break-ins, and car thefts, were walking on the Trail to get away from a break-in they had committed an hour earlier on a farm house close to the Trail.

"Suddenly a young and agile young woman, presumably Ms. Summers, who had concealed herself on a rock overhanging the Trail, jumped down on the two women with the probable intent of robbing them and then escaping before they could recover and chase her down.

"Ms. Summers had just been released the previous Tuesday from the medium security Randolph County women's prison where she had served just a little over two years for burglary and theft, and was released early for good behavior.

"It seems Ms. Summers' M.O. as a burglar was to quietly stake out a prospective house which might contain some valuable jewelry. Then, even if the victims were still in the house, she would scale the walls or roof of the house, enter a second-floor window, or gain entrance from a porch roof, seek out and find the jewelry she hoped to find, take only those pieces which were of the greatest value, and then silently make her escape by the same way she came in. Many times the victims were unaware of the theft until they returned home or went upstairs to wherever the jewelry was, and noticed the loss.

"Ms. Summers was sentenced to two-to-five years in prison, but as she had an almost perfect prison record and was considered a non-violent prisoner, she was ordered to serve only the minimum term.

"While she was in prison, it was noted on her record that she helped rebuild the warden's office as she was an unusually skilled craftsman, saving the County some expense. She also won a Silver medal, second place, on the prison female wrestling squad which competed with other prisoners and police benevolent teams which wrestled in local high school gyms for charitable purposes.

"At the time of the incident on the Trail with Luger and Bolton it seemed those two recovered quickly and overpowered Ms. Summers in return. In addition, they took her wallet and also forced her to remove her shirt and pants to make her pursuit of them more difficult.

"Luger and Bolton, after leaving Ms. Summers, continued walking the Trail until it intersected with County Road 521 where they feigned an injury and sought help from a Good Samaritan who might be passing by. A local woman in a pickup truck stopped to offer assistance, and the two overcame her and drove off in her truck. As soon as they left her, the pickup truck owner called the sheriff on her cell phone to report the incident and the theft of her truck.

"The sheriff and her team of officers then staked out the road farther down before it intersected with State Hwy. 160 and caught Luger and Bolton, who put up no resistance.

"During a search of the two, the sheriff found Ms. Summers' wallet with her identification and the small amount of money still in the wallet.

"Luger and Bolton are now being held in the County jail pending charges of simple assault and car theft. The sheriff, meanwhile, would like to question Ms. Summers on the incident on the Trail for the record. Ms. Summers may also be in line for a reward posted by the farmer for the capture of whoever it was that broke into her farm earlier." Cookie chuckled.

So that's how it was. Kitty's real name was Sue Summers and not Katrina Katz. No surprise there. The part about two women jumping her on the Trail was true, but Kitty didn't mention that it was she who jumped them first. No surprise there either. And the part about Luger and Bolton taking her clothes was true, while Kitty's later stealing some farmer's shirt and pants was not mentioned, probably because it was of no real importance, and, judging by their worn appearance, the clothes weren't much more than rags in the first place.

Kitty's own record of second-story house break-ins before she was caught was interesting, but it wasn't that much of a surprise either. Surely Kitty was smart and agile, and so it was no wonder that she was able to get up on Cookie's roof and chimney to fix them so easily. Apparently she was real good working with her hands, as she showed in fixing the chimney, clearing brush, and making their breakfasts, too. And then the part of her winning a Silver medal on the prison wrestling squad was real good, too.

No doubt Kitty had worked out steadily and hard to build herself up and keep in shape, both to protect herself from other prisoners who might have designs on that good-looking body of her, but also to work on her considerable wrestling skills and endurance, too.

No telling what her wrestling workouts were like at night in the prisoners' off hours, or maybe wrestling around for the pleasure of it in such secluded places as the prison laundry or warehouse for her own pleasure. But that was none of Cookie's business.

Although Cookie kept the rest of the paper to use to start fires in the fireplace, she carefully cut out the article on "Sue Summers AKA Kitty-Katz" to keep in her desk. Two weeks later, after another weekend at the cabin, Cookie was, as usual, the first woman to get to the shop on Monday morning. She had gotten some more work done around the cabin, but it was awfully quiet without Kitty.

Cookie missed her more than she thought she would. A lot more. Although when she had closed up the shop office and turned out the lights on Friday before she left, when Cookie arrived on Monday morning, the office light was on and she smelled coffee being brewed in the shop coffeemaker. For some reason, she wasn't totally surprised. There was Kitty.

She had found her way in, had already put the coffee on, and was in the process of emptying the wastebasket and picking up around the place. Their eyes met. Grins covered their faces.

"Hope you don't mind my coming in just a tad early this morning, Cookie. But I thought maybe you'd like your morning coffee hot, and maybe I could just clean the place up a tad for you, too, if you'll let me," said Kitty, with a not-quite-certain-but-hopeful grin on her face.

"You're one in a million, Kitty, and you're on the payroll right now, so many thanks," said Cookie, the grin on her face widening. "And, if you like, after we finish our work in the shop this week, I think we've got some more things to do up at the cabin, too," she continued.

"Sounds good to me, Cookie; I'm totally at your service!" was Kitty's reply.

Her eyes began to water again. Maybe she was allergic to something. They dried out as soon as she went back to the shop and started to work. The grin on her face was even wider as she and Cookie headed back to the cabin that following Friday afternoon. Cookie's grin was just as wide.

End.
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Chapter One




 

Cookie Martin, had read in the paper that Pendleton County had a Charity Circus scheduled, as usual, for the July Fourth weekend, four weeks from now. Riverton, the county seat of Pendleton County, which was located in the foothills of the Allegheny Mountains of West Virginia, was where she had her truck and auto service repair shop, and where the Circus was to be held. As a result, Cookie wasn't surprised that the Charity Circus organizers would ask her for a contribution, and maybe some assistance, which she was glad to give them as she'd done last year too.

It was about ten o'clock on a Thursday morning as Kitty, her buddy and now her employee, was in the front bay of the shop replacing the belt and changing the oil and filter on a customized 2004 Ford Tacoma pickup, when a dark blue and white Pendleton County Sheriff's Department car pulled up in front of the shop.

Out stepped one of the deputies in her crisp summer uniform of khaki shorts and khaki t-shirt with the PCSD logo embroidered on the front. Attached to her leather shoulder strap was her radio, and on her shiny black belt were her pistol and note pad, while her handcuffs were snap-fastened on the back.

As she got out of her Sheriff's cruiser, she put on her crisp blocked fatigue cap with the PCSD logo while the triple chevron on the cap showed the wearer as being a sergeant of the force. Before she put her cap on, any bystander could see the pulled back look of her dark blond hair.

She looked to be about 5'8" and maybe about one-thirty, all the solid muscle of a body builder with her thick muscular legs and thighs, proud breasts, toned biceps and flat stomach. Kitty knew all of the sheriff's women were encouraged to work out and keep built up not only to impress and deter anybody who might like to tangle with them, but also to take care of them in very short order if somebody did try to mess with them.

After putting on her cap, which was regulation whenever an officer was neither indoors nor in her vehicle, she took an instinctive look around. Then she came into the shop where Kitty and a couple of the other mechanics were working.

As soon as Kitty saw the officer come in, she moved quickly and, she hoped, without being noticed, to the other side of the Tacoma where she bent over into the engine compartment as far as she could to be as inconspicuous as possible to the sergeant. She wasn't quite fast enough.

As the officer came up to the Tacoma to get to the back of the shop where Cookie's office was, and where Cookie was helping another mechanic change the ball joints on a Dakota pickup, she paused just an instant as she glanced over at Kitty. She looked as if she were trying to remember or recall something but it wasn't coming to her. Then she continued to head to the rear of the shop to talk with Cookie.

"Good morning, Paige, what brings you here on this fine day? I hope it's pleasure and not business," said Cookie, wiping some grease off her fingers to shake hands with the woman in front of her whose name tag said "Paige Parsons - Pendleton County Sheriff's Department."

"Half way between the two, Cookie," was Paige's smiling reply, "but more to the latter. "We've got a little problem, which isn't really a problem, but it's sort of two problems too. You know the County Charity Circus is scheduled for here in Pendleton for the Fourth of July weekend, as usual, and I've volunteered to be on the events committee."

This year the Charity Circus is dedicated partly to raising funds for a new field house for the new high school the town has just built. Seems like they had to use all of the bond issue money for the school and its furnishings and didn't have enough to build a field house, which isn't planned to be much more than a changing and locker room for the football, baseball and soccer players anyway.

"So we're hoping to raise maybe about $ 7000 for that, and already have about half that in pledges. So now we need the other half, and we're hoping we might count on you for a modest contribution."

"No problem with that at all Paige," said Cookie, "I'm glad to do that on behalf of both the shop and myself. You know I'm a great believer in the girls and girls working out in their respective sports, and glad to help them along any way I can. Just looking at you tells me you think the same thing."

"You're right Cookie, and I know you've helped us out before, which sort of brings me to the second problem.

"We project that we'll be able to raise just about all the rest of the money in pledges needed for the field house, but it looks like we're still going to be short about a thousand dollars.

"So what I was thinking was what if we could hold some wrestling matches off to the side toward dusk at the end of the day when everybody's enjoying the rides and looking at the farm exhibits?

"I'm thinking we know a lot of the women around here, younger and older, like to wrestle around or at least like to look at other gals wrestling, and some of the ladies like to check it out too.

"I've talked to the high school football and wrestling coach, April Morrison, and she thinks it sounds good. She's got three girls, all seniors, and knows one or two girls in college who wrestled on her squad in the past couple of years who would be willing to wrestle and put on a show for the folks.

"She said she'd also be able to supply the mats and anything else we'd need like that. "What I'm thinking, however, and this is where you come in, is that I thought it might be a real good idea if we could get just a couple of older gals, maybe in their twenties or thirties, to put on a little longer and more varied wrestling match, maybe for a twenty or thirty minutes or so, give and take, rather than just the more intense usual high school matches which generally go for only a very few minutes in a round, and are pretty highly structured at that.

"In fact, I like to wrestle around myself whenever I get a chance, mostly give and take just for the pleasure and workout of it, so I've offered to put myself up to wrestle if I can find somebody else to wrestle with.

"Sheriff Smith said that she couldn't authorize me to wrestle on behalf of the Sheriff's Department nor engage in a competitive match where we'd have a winner and loser as that would not be appropriate for the image of the Department for a number of reasons, and I understand that.

"However, she said it would be okay with her if I wanted to wrestle around just as an individual just so long as it didn't get too intense or anybody got hurt.

"So, the question is, if you think that sounds like it might be a good idea, do you know of anybody, with the many gals you see coming here to have work done on their trucks and cars, who might like to get into a wrestling match at the Circus to raise funds for the field house?"

"Paige," replied Cookie, "Your whole idea sounds real good to me! If I were just a few years younger I'd sure like to get into it with you myself, and of course, looking at you, I'd still like to. But for this event and for now, give me a couple of days to talk to some gals I know and run it by them. I expect there'd be any number of gals who would like to get into it with you, and so we'll see if we can't find somebody who'd be appropriate to wrestle it up with you at the Circus."

"Cookie, I'd sure appreciate that. And if you can find anybody, I'd be glad, of course, to work with them for any details or specifics or conditions they might have in mind."

Paige walked back out of the shop feeling real good about the prospects of finding somebody to wrestle with at the Circus, and maybe at other times too.

On the way out toward the front of the shop, Kitty had her back to Paige and didn't see her coming. Paige again paused just a second when she looked at Kitty again, but then, whatever might have been on her mind apparently slipped away again and she got back into her cruiser and drove off.

All the time Paige was in the shop Kitty was sort of nervous, but she relaxed when Paige left, and then she and the shop got back to just its usual sounds of hammering, drills and running engines.

***

Cookie and Kitty maintained a business relationship when they were at the shop and working. But in the evenings when they frequently ate together, and on weekends when they both went up to Cookie's cabin to work on the place and then maybe wrestle around nights, oiled and nude on the bunkhouse mats, they were a lot more intimate.

Finishing supper at the Riverton Café and having a cup of coffee, Cookie casually mentioned to Kitty, "Did you see Paige Parsons of the Sheriff's Department come in today?"

Kitty braced herself for what might come next.

"Oh yeah," she said, "But I don't think she saw, or at least recognized, me" was Kitty's wary reply.

"Oh?" said Cookie, "Now why should that be a concern for you? I suspect there's something I don't know about here. But, Kitty, you know you can trust me, so what is it that maybe I should know about?"

"Oh, Cookie, something else in my past!" said Kitty.

Cookie already knew about Kitty's house break-in record and that she'd served two years in jail just before first meeting Cookie.

"A few years ago when I had just turned seventeen, we had the County Circus here just like we're having again this year. At that time the local Toyota dealer here in town loaned the Circus the shiniest new silver LC 500 you ever saw in your life for display! It was beautiful!

"They'd put the `500 at the far end of a whole row of new cars which were on display and left the door open so that people could get in it and see how it might feel to drive. So I figured I'd do that too. And then, when I pulled down the visor, I discovered they'd left the key up on the back of the visor.

"Temptation got me, Cookie. Around five o'clock, when most of the folks were heading over to the food area getting supper and nobody was around the car just then, I went over to it, got in, started it up, and drove it quietly off the lot and out the back entrance of the Fairground.

"After about fifteen minutes, somebody noticed it was gone and they put out an all-points bulletin to declare it a stolen car to see if they could locate it. But by then I was almost over the County line and they didn't catch me. I had a ball riding it all over the back roads for the next couple of hours. The car had almost a half tank of gas in it when I took it, but then it got to be real low, and I guess by then I'd had my kicks of riding it around too, so I headed back home to my grandma Summers where I was living.

"When she saw the car and me, she `bout had a stroke and was furious with me! The result was that she made me polish it up cleaner than it had ever been before, including wiping off all the finger marks and dirt where the people's fingers and shoes had messed up the windows and the floor mats.

"Then she told me I was to fill it up full with gas and drive it back and park it right in front of the Sheriff's office and lock it, with the keys on the dashboard, so the Sheriff and the dealer could see it and retrieve it in the morning. Then she followed me to the Sheriff's office in her old pickup to be sure I did what she said, and brought me home again.

"When the dealer saw the "500" and saw how clean it was, with now a full tank of gas besides, she withdrew her charges. I think maybe she figured what had happened, and a lesson had been learned by somebody. That left the Sheriff with no charge to pursue, but she still had a stolen vehicle report and record on her desk.

"My grandma meanwhile also made me sign an IOU to her for one hundred hours of work weeding her vegetable garden to make up for the mileage I'd put on the car. I didn't have any money for the gas, so she loaned me that money and added it to the IOU.

"Meanwhile, she figured they'd be after me sooner or later anyway, and the best thing would be for me to leave town for a while. So she worked it out that I'd stay with her brother, Thomas Kline, over near Cleveland, Tennessee, for a while, and I stayed with him the next two years.

"After a while the theft as an incident began to disappear under the newer stuff piled up on the Sheriff's desk and it got sort of forgotten.

"But then Paige Parsons joined the Sheriff's Department about three years ago, and I think they give new women a lot of the old files to look through while they get familiar with the Sheriff's routine. Turns out Paige's real thorough and has a real good memory too so I think maybe she sort of recognized me, but not quite, from my old picture.

"I should mention that after I got the gas, which I paid cash for with the money my grandma loaned me, I got a receipt which I forgot and had left in the car when I returned it to the Sheriff's office. The Sheriff traced it back to the gas station, who gave them a general description of what I looked like. That was before they had security cameras so the description wasn't all that clear.

"Still, it isn't a very big town, and while they didn't have full proof on me, they had some pretty strong suspicions. I'm sure glad my grandma got me out of town `because sure enough, they came out a few days later. But she told them I was over in Tennessee, which I was by then, and that she didn't know anything more about it than that.

"So now here comes Paige coming awfully close to me, and I'm not too keen about that. The Statue of Limitations on that sort of thing runs out for me in just a couple more years, and I figure if I can just stay clean and stay clear of her and the Sheriff's Department for that time, I should be okay again."

"Kitty," said Cookie, "You are a marvel. All that was some time ago but I can see keeping clear of the Sheriff's Department is a concern of yours, and we'll hope it does stay quiet for the next couple of years too `til the statute runs out.

"Problem is," Cookie continued, "That's sort of contrary to what Paige and I were talking about this morning when she came to see me and what I think you might just be interested in if it could be worked out."

Cookie then told Kitty about Paige's idea of setting up two or three wrestling matches on the Fourth of July evening of the Charity Circus to raise the remaining funds needed to complete the new high school field house. There would maybe be a couple of matches between the high school and college wrestlers, which would probably be very brief matches the way they do it.

But then she told Kitty that Paige suggested maybe there could also be a longer match between two women for maybe a longer time, say about twenty or thirty minutes, with more of a variety of holds and moves that would appeal to more of the regular folks coming to the Circus.

Cookie then said that Paige had offered herself to be one of the two wrestlers, so she was looking for somebody else to wrestle with. Maybe like Kitty, for instance? Both Cookie and Kitty knew, just by the looks of her, that both of them would surely like to wrestle around with the voluptuous and sexy Paige any time they could for as long as they could however it might come out.

Cookie figured, much as she wouldn't mind wrestling with Paige privately, Kitty would be a real good match for what Paige had in mind for the Circus. Kitty, in her twenties and looking real good and voluptuous herself, and liking to wrestle around as she did, would make it a real even sort of match physically.

And then Cookie recalled from when they first got acquainted that Kitty said from time to time when she was in prison she wrestled around with other prisoners or different policewomen at charity functions around the region to raise funds for other organizations.

So, from that, she might like to get into it with Paige at this County Circus now coming up too. Kitty was torn between agreeing to wrestle with Paige, or not. On one hand, she knew she'd sure like to get into it with Paige any way she could. She figured they'd probably be a pretty good match too as their weights were similar, with Paige being probably a little heavier and Kitty a little taller.

Also, Paige, being the voluptuous body builder she was, was probably the stronger and more experienced of the two with her police training, but Kitty was fast and lithe and had just a real good natural feel for wrestling around with another gal.

"Oh shit," Kitty said, with a voice of both hope and despair, "I'd sure like to get into it with Paige, and wrestling around with her at the Circus and helping raise some money for the high school kids' field house sounds great.

"But what if, `cause Paige's a smart gal, she puts two and two together, they bring up the old `500' theft charge which is still on the books, at least for the next couple of years, and I end up in jail for the same next couple of years too?"

"Yeah, I can see it's a problem Kitty, and I don't want to get you into trouble. It's not worth it just to raise a few hundred dollars, new field house or not, and you find yourself in court and then in jail," said Cookie.

"Tell you what - why don't you give it some thought for the next couple of days and I will too, and I'll check on a few things myself. Maybe we can work something out. But if we can't, I'll see about some of the other women who come into the shop as I think some of them might be willing to get into it with Paige too. None of them would be as good as you, of course, but I think that's the way we need to look at it."

"Thanks Cookie, you're my BFF and whatever you think is right I'll try to see it the same way."




Chapter Two




 

A couple of days later when Cookie and Kitty were up at the cabin for the weekend and sitting on the porch on Saturday evening relaxing, Cookie brought up the subject of Kitty's possibly wrestling Paige at the County Fourth of July Circus event again.

"I checked things out a little the past couple of days, Kitty, and I think you should be okay if you decide to wrestle around with Paige at the Circus. I asked her casually how long they keep old unresolved crime cases and how active they still were. Paige said that legally they remained on the books for the entire period of the Statue of Limitations unless they were otherwise closed earlier.

"However, she said, as the facts of a crime begin to fade and witnesses or complainants fade away, the cases don't come up again very often. They would, however, if there clearly were some new evidence - but otherwise they stayed quiet to the end.

"Then I talked with Paige again when I saw her at lunch the day after we talked in the garage at the Café, and we talked some more about her ideas about setting up the wrestling matches and some of those details. She said she'd talked with the high school coach again, and things looked real good there.

"She said the Sheriff was still sort of only lukewarm on the whole idea, not wanting to get the Sheriff's Department involved due to the image side of it. Paige said she thought the Sheriff was concerned, frankly, that if Paige got beaten it wouldn't look good, or at least wouldn't help, the image of the Department.

"I told her I could understand that, but didn't see it as any problem at all, at least if she were to wrestle with a gal I had in mind, being you.

"I told Paige I didn't think I could see my gal beating her in any event, but I was sure we could agree beforehand as to which one would be the winner. The pro wrestlers do this all the time for good reason. That is, if it's really competitive, the odds are the match would soon get to going too hard, the wrestlers would use up too much energy actually competing, and then the whole match would end too soon. Plus, with gals who aren't into wrestling full time, the chance of somebody getting hurt is too great, and neither of the wrestlers wants or could afford that what with their regular day jobs.

"So I said to Paige, `How would it be, which I'd suggest anyway, that if you and the gal I have in mind to wrestle we agree beforehand that you will win the match? Then you both can also wrestle around with each other privately for a few hours beforehand to get used to each other. Wrestlers need to do that anyway if they want to have a really good match, and maybe you can both agree on whatever holds and moves and situations you both most like to get into, and which will make a better show for the people so they get their money`s worth? Seems to me that would make it a win-win situation for everybody.'

"To which Paige replied that the whole thing sounded good to her if it would be okay with you too. So that would maybe bring us coming closer to put the whole thing together."

Cookie then continued with Kitty, "That would take care of the question of who wins, and keep the Sheriff happy. Then Paige wouldn't have to think about actually dominating you to win, or accidentally losing, while you wouldn't have to use up all of your energy trying to win over her, and you can both make the whole thing a lot more give and take. It'll also make it a lot better show for the people watching too, and if any of them wants to bet which way it'll go, that'll be strictly up to them.

"Paige then took it up again with the Sheriff, who has now agreed to the whole thing. The image of the Department would be maintained, which is the important thing to her, and which I completely agree with as she has a bigger job to do than just this County Circus thing.

"So then you and Paige can wrestle it out, give and take, for a longer time to give the people their money's worth, and neither of you has to be too competitive or use up too much energy trying to win when the real purpose is really just to put on a show for the people.

"I also suggested you don't have any throws, slams, pile drivers or any rough stuff as neither of you is trained for that, and that we can also relax the rules as to exactly what they are, such as no two-second shoulders to the mat and a gal loses, or anything like that. Instead, it would be lots of holds, give and take, and just putting on a good and realistic, but safe and pleasurable, show for the spectators.

"I also asked Paige casually if she had any particulars against maybe wrestling a gal who maybe didn't have the saintliest record on past behavior in the police sense, and she said she had no problem with that at all. This was going to be an off-duty affair and she was offering herself personally and so that would be the only way she would see it. "So, Kitty, what do you think about that?" asked Cookie by way of now getting Kitty's thoughts on the matter.

"Sounds real good to me, Cookie, and I'd say I'm a `Go' on it," replied Kitty with a sense of both enthusiasm and relief. I'm liking the idea of wrestling sexy Paige beforehand for a few hours, no, make that all the hours we can, to get used to each other and try all sorts of good stuff with each other. Man, I know what I'd like to get into with her, for sure. And we can work out how we want it to end too so that she'll look real good, which I agree is the way it should end."

Cookie saw Paige the next day at the Home Depot where both were picking up some things for a couple of weekend projects each had in mind. Paige was real pleased that Cookie had found someone, and that it was a woman right in her own shop and about her same size, allowing for the differences between the two.

Also that Kitty, as Cookie had now mentioned her name, liked the idea, as a practical matter, of agreeing that Paige should win the match. Also that they wrestle a few times before the July Fourth weekend, which was now only about three weeks off, to get used to each other and find out what each other most liked, or what maybe they'd rather pass on.

"Yeah," said Paige when Cookie mentioned her name and where she worked in the shop, "I think I recall her when I stopped by your shop that day. Sort of a tall gal, good looking, confident but maybe a little shy or uncertain, and had a real good figure. Just the sort of gal I wouldn't mind at all wrestling around with either at the County Circus or, just between us, privately somewhere too."

"Tell you what, Paige," said Cookie, "You haven't been there yet, but you know my cabin up on the mountain side down at the other end of the county? I've got a bunkhouse up there which has a couple of bunks where any gals who are out at the place can stay over the night or weekend. It's where Kitty stays when she comes out.

"It's also set up with some wrestling mats where Kitty and I sometimes work out together, or of course anybody else too who's so inclined to entertain themselves that way. You know Kitty and I are pretty close friends and she comes out about every other weekend for company and to help with some chores I always have to do to fix the place up some more.

"How about you coming out this Saturday afternoon after you get off duty, say around four o'clock, and then we can show you around the place. We'll have a good supper around six, and then we, meaning mainly you and Kitty, can wrestle around privately all you like on the bunkhouse mats - all night if you want to, and do whatever you like."

"Sounds great," replied Paige with a grin on her face, "I'll surely look forward to being there and messing around with Kitty - and maybe you too if you'd like."

As she said it, she couldn't help but notice the very good and muscular build on the former Marine, Cookie, too.

***

Cookie and Kitty were sitting on the cabin porch on the following warm Saturday afternoon. They had been building a gravity-feed water system from a spring up above the cabin which Cookie planned to deepen for a bigger water supply. They got the framework up, and next weekend they planned to dig a trench for a larger pipe down to the cabin, and after that, in the weeks ahead, down to the bunkhouse.

Promptly at four o'clock they saw a spotless but older gold Tacoma pickup truck come up the dirt and gravel driveway. It was Paige. She had a big grin on her face which was matched by the grins on the faces of Cookie and Kitty as they got up and walked down the porch steps to greet her.

Cleo, Cookie's chocolate Lab, who never met a stranger, came too and liked the ear scratch she soon got from Paige.

"Hey Paige, good to see you - did you find your way in here to the place okay?" asked Cookie.

"Oh yeah, sure. We've got GPS's in all our vehicles now so we can both locate and see whatever, or whoever, we're looking for down to about two inches. I could see each step of your cabin when I was still out on the highway! Sure is a nice place you got here!," said Paige.

"I want you to meet my friend Kitty, Paige, your new wrestling buddy," said Cookie.

Kitty and Paige had already sized each other up as soon as Paige got out of her pickup. Both liked very much what they saw, and they quickly knew they were looking forward to knowing the other a lot better.

"C'mon in the cabin, Paige, and we'll show you the place. Then we'll show you around the outside and down to the bunkhouse too. By then it'll be about time for something to eat, and maybe after that we can get to see about all this wrestling business coming up," said Cookie.

"Sounds real good to me, Cookie," was Paige's easy response. So far, Kitty hadn't said much, holding back just a little until she got a little more comfortable with Paige.

"Hey Kitty,' said Paige, "Didn't I see you at Cookie's shop in Pendleton the other day? You looked good then, and you sure look good now. I hope you're not going to stomp all over me when we get to rasslin' around over at the County Circus on the Fourth of July."

With just that casual remark, Kitty felt a lot better in her mind as it sounded to her as if Paige knew and was thinking only about their wrestling show at the County Circus coming up, and nothing about her background and the car theft earlier from the other earlier Circus.

"Naw, girl, I expect I could take you down and crush you like a pretzel if I wanted, but I'm too nice a gal to do that," replied Kitty.

They all chuckled. Looking at the powerful body builder Paige. They all knew that was the least likely thing ever to happen. But it broke the ice and they were all feeling real good with the other. After touring the cabin and the new water supply system Cookie and Kitty were building behind the cabin, they walked down the path to the bunkhouse.

"Man," said Paige when she saw the place, including the bunks, wrestling mat, bathroom, equipment shed and two-vehicle garage, "This sure is a great set-up!

"No wonder you gals like to come here weekends not only to relax at the cabin, but maybe mess around here too," Paige said as both a question and a good guess.

"Yeah," said Kitty, "Cookie likes to get me messed up now and then, but so far I've been pretty much able to hold my own."

"And then some," said Cookie with a smile on her face and a squeeze of Kitty's muscled shoulder.

"Tell you what, ladies, why don't you get better acquainted here while I put together a few things for supper up at the cabin. Then we can eat, and then you can take it from there," said Cookie.

As Cookie walked the path back up to the cabin, Kitty and Paige watched her from the door of the bunkhouse. When they went back inside to check it out just a little more, it wasn't two minutes before Paige reached over to squeeze the back of Kitty's neck, which Kitty returned by way of getting an easy headlock on Paige. Then both dropped to the mat.

Cookie had to ring the farm bell out on the porch about six times to let them know supper was ready before Kitty and Paige came up from the cabin. They both looked sort of rumpled, but were grinning from ear to ear. The three had a quiet supper and talked generally only about local things. The present slight drought conditions in the area, Cookie's plans for the new water line, and what all would be going on at the upcoming County Circus and their part in it.

Kitty noticed that none of their conversation ever referred to where any of them had come from or what they did in the past as part of the usual conversation people talk about in getting to know each other better. Kitty knew she surely wasn't going to bring up anything like that, and neither did either of the others.

After supper, when it was just turning to dusk, Cookie said, "While I clean up here and take care of a few papers I need to do, what don't you two go down to the bunkhouse and maybe mess around if you like and work up whatever you'd have in mind for wrestling around at the Circus?"

They had already looked over the draft flyer and poster which was to be put out next week by the County Circus committee. That committee included, for the events part, Cookie and Paige as well as the high school wrestling coach, April Morrison, as the ones who were putting together the wrestling matches' part of the program.

The flyer said, "Pendleton County Charity Circus - Three Wrestling Matches for Your Entertainment."

Then it mentioned that it was a fund raising event for the new high school field house, and that two of the matches would be by the three high school and one college students. They would be three rounds of three minutes each, according to the high school rules.

Then the flyer went on to say "Main match between Paige Parsons, 5'8" 145 pounds, and `Kitty' Carson, 5'9"' 140 pounds. Paige Parsons being sponsored by Logan Landscaping and Design, and `Kitty' Carson being sponsored by Martin Truck & Auto Repair."

Cookie knew Linda Logan, who was the owner of Logan Landscaping, and had done some work on a couple of her trucks. Cookie knew she and Paige were about the same age, single, and good buddies. Maybe very good buddies, but that was none of her business.

"Match to be thirty minutes long, no particular rules, pins don't count. Whichever woman is on top at the end wins the match. Cookie Martin in both corners and timekeeper.

"First matches to begin at seven o'clock, main match about eight o'clock. Closing Pendleton County Charity Circus Fourth of July Fireworks scheduled for nine o'clock."

That left it real open for Paige and Kitty to wrestle around pretty much however they liked, and set the time limit for the match. They had already agreed on how it would end. They also agreed that at twenty-eight minutes, with only a couple of minutes remaining, Cookie would ring the big farm bell at the side of the mat twice to note that only two minutes remained.

That would then be the signal for Kitty and Paige too to work it out so that Paige would be on top at the end. While the Sheriff didn't want to make it a Sheriff's Department event, everybody in town knew that the voluptuous Paige was a Sergeant on the force and she pretty much represented the Department in most people's minds anyway. So it would still be one of the Sheriff's women wrestling the quiet but similarly sized and also real voluptuous mechanic at Martin's Truck & Auto Repair.

Which left everybody, after they read the posters and flyers, wondering what the outcome would be? After Cookie cleaned up and stalled around about half an hour to give Kitty and Paige a chance to get into it with each other and begin to work out some of the holds and moves they'd most like to get into, and get to know each other's interests, pace and likings, Cookie and Cleo quietly left the cabin and walked down the path to the bunkhouse.

There was only a little light coming out from the bunkhouse room where the mats were, and although the door was open to let in the cooler night air, there was little sound coming out from inside the bunkhouse. Cookie opened the door quietly and headed for the easy chair in the far corner to see what Paige and Kitty might be up to.

It was her intention to say little or nothing and let Paige and Kitty focus on each other and work things out for themselves. When she stepped into the room, she saw the back of the shorter but muscled body builder Paige standing in the middle of the mats with the taller and muscular but lighter Kitty draped over her shoulders in a fireman's carry. They were facing away from her and didn't see her come in.

Then Paige turned them around and Cookie could see the grins covering both Kitty and Paige's faces. Paige was holding Kitty up on her muscled shoulders easily but not too tightly, while Kitty was having no problem at all with her predicament of being draped over Paige's big shoulders, with one arm wrapped around Paige's head to hold on to her.

Both were naked.

At the same time, Cookie noticed that their two thin and tight nylon speedo bikinis had been tossed over to one side of the mat. One pair was black and the other pair camo. Paige and Kitty's muscled bodies and skins bulged in all the right places and their bodies glistened with a light coating of oil and sweat.

`They didn't lose any time getting started, for sure,' thought Cookie, but she expected that. Cookie could see that Kitty, not touching the mat and draped over Paige's shoulders, was almost completely at the mercy of Paige, but not quite.

That is, Kitty's free arm, from the one wrapped around Paige's neck, reached down in front of Paige and had grabbed the front of all of Paige's female equipment and was squeezing it tightly with her fist. If Paige decided to dump her down on to the mat, Kitty might shred all of Paige's valuable equipment as she went down.

By the grins on their faces, Cookie could see that neither one was having any problem with that predicament. Paige then began to turn around on the mat, but circled just once, and that only slowly, so that Kitty wouldn't get dizzy. Then she dropped down to her knees on the mat and let Kitty go to slide off her back down to the mat while Kitty released her hold on Paige`s shaved pussy in return.

Kitty recovered first and got on Paige's back while Paige was on her hands and knees. Once Kitty mounted Paige her next more was to wrap her longer legs around Paige's solid lower body to get her in a lower body scissors.

Then she wrapped her arms around Paige's torso to grab the body builder's full breasts in her hands and began to crush them in her fists to control Paige`s upper body. Paige had no problem with either of Kitty's moves or holds on her.

Then it seemed to Cookie, as both wrestlers were nude, as she saw Kitty's clit was now already poking out from between her pussy lip, aroused by their wrestling around, that she might also be trying to jam her thumb deep into Paige's butt.

Cookie couldn't see for the moment whether Kitty's thumb had gotten into Paige yet, or if it was just pressing into the deep canyon of Paige's butt. Either way, Paige wasn't making any complaint about the matter, for sure.

Cookie knew that when she was in the same position as Paige, while she didn't care to have another wrestler's thumb jammed into her body, she had no problem with the other woman trying as long and as hard as she liked, while Cookie liked just as much the feel of it and resisting it.

Paige took it for a couple of minutes to let Kitty see what she could do and take her punishment, and then she began to move back against Kitty. She knew Kitty had wrapped her legs around her lower body and wouldn't be able to free them up too quickly. So she reached up one of her hands to Kitty's bear hug on her to hold her in place, and then rolled both of them over on the mat until now Kitty's back was on the mat with Paige's muscled body fully on top of her.

Cookie knew Kitty would have no problem with that at all. Kitty always liked the feel of Cookie's big body on top of her. She knew, in fact, she'd like to have Paige's muscled body on top of her too just as much.

Kitty had kept her body scissors on Paige, however, and so now she crossed her ankles directly above Paige's crotch and began to smash her heels down against Paige's naked cunt as hard as she could.

At the same time, she again grabbed both of Paige's big breasts in her fists to squeeze them again as hard as she could, but then also moved one of them up to bring against Paige's face, open palmed, to distract her that way, and pull Paige's head back closer to her own head.

Kitty didn't know it, but this predicament that Paige was now in, and the punishment Kitty was giving her, always felt real good to her in other wrestling matches and what her sheriff's training had trained her to take, so she was in no hurry to escape Kitty's holds and punishment on her.




Chapter Three




 

Cookie figured Paige was also going to try to make as good and as even a match of it with Kitty at the County Circus for the spectators. She knew by their agreement she was going to win the match in the end, but wanted to have Kitty get in just as many licks as she could so it would appear they were about even right up to the end.

And, of course, she just liked what Kitty was doing to her in the first place. Kitty began to suspect Paige might be thinking along these lines, thought it was a good idea, and if that's what Paige wanted, it sure was okay with her. Still, Paige figured it was about time for her to even it up with Kitty too.

With the slipperiness of their bodies, as they'd oiled themselves lightly before they started, Paige outmuscled Kitty's body scissors on her and twisted half way around on top of Kitty until, although she was still caught in Kitty's real good body scissors on her, she now faced Kitty who was now below her.

In another moment, Paige began to raise up with her legs and feet on the mat bringing Kitty up with her and forcing Kitty to bend and fold further back with her shoulders on the mat until Paige was almost directly over her. Still, Kitty didn't let go of her body scissors on Paige while she tried to force Paige back down again.

As the County Circus flyer had said, pins didn't count, so it didn't make any difference that Kitty's shoulders were on the mat as might have been the case according to the usual rules of pins in wrestling matches. As Paige came down on her more and more and closer and closer, Kitty reached up and again grabbed Paige's exposed breasts in her fists to try to push her away, but Paige just ignored that.

She liked the feel of Kitty trying to crush her breasts, and continued to come down slowly on Kitty even more. Kitty, however, seeing that she wasn't about to keep Paige off her that way, released her body scissors on Paige and instead brought one of her feet in and under Paige and then rammed it into Paige's crotch against her sensitive pussy to push her away at Paige's lower end.

But that didn't quite work either although now, briefly, Kitty held Paige off by only three points, two hands crushing Paige's breasts and her foot jammed into Paige's crotch crushing against her cunt.

Paige took all of Kitty's punishment and grinned down at her. Kitty couldn't help but grin back at her in this new predicament and deadlock between the two of them. Paige was willing to take Kitty's punishment as long as Kitty wanted to give it to her. However, she knew Kitty would soon tire of holding her up overhead, and she also knew that it would not be good for Kitty to use up too much of her energy that way even though she knew Kitty had no small supply of energy to wrestle around with.

As a result, Paige shifted her body slightly until, in their slipperiness, Kitty's foot slipped out of its position where it was jammed into her naked crotch, and Paige came down on top of Kitty anyway.

Their weights weren't so much different that she would be crushing Kitty under her, but she still didn't want to put too much of her weight on her for too long either. So, when she came down on top of Kitty, she shifted one of her legs to the outside and kept only one between Kitty's legs. But that one muscled thigh alone she positioned right over Kitty's own naked pussy, and now began to press Kitty's sex under the weight of it.

Kitty liked that. Then Paige moved her body up slightly toward Kitty's head and got her in a solid, but not too tight, headlock, wrapping her bicep around Kitty's neck and positioning the muscled flesh of her breast fully against Kitty's face to smother her in it. And then finished it up by stuffing as much of her breast as she could into Kitty's waiting mouth to choke her on it as well.

Kitty liked that even more and would have been pleased to have Paige keep that hold and punishment on her for the whole rest of the match. As her tongue played around with Paige's hard nipple in her mouth, she wondered what they'd come up with next.

As Cookie watched Kitty and Paige wrestle, she knew they couldn't do all that in front of all the spectators at the County Circus in their open and public wrestling match there. However, Cookie knew that most of their holds could be modified just a little to make them publicly acceptable, and they'd be wearing their wrestling togs, so that would make it acceptable to the spectators and would be real interesting and stimulating to them too.

So Cookie figured if this is the way Paige and Kitty wanted to prepare themselves and practice for that match, it was surely okay with her. Even though Paige was now on top of Kitty, holding her in a smothering headlock and having Paige's leg crushing down against her now dripping pussy, Kitty still had her outside leg and her arms and hands free.

So, after Paige worked her over for a few minutes, much to her pleasure, Kitty figured it was time for her to try and escape Paige's punishment of her and get back at Paige too to keep it all looking even. With her longer legs and arms, she moved one leg over to brace herself with it and then moved her hands up to Paige's face and head to push them away.

Paige sensed what Kitty had in mind and looked to cooperate with her in it. She eased her weight on Kitty and Kitty then rolled both of them over until now Kitty was once again on top and Paige underneath. Then Kitty, to complete the reversal, now took the same headlock on Paige and also dropped one of her own legs over Paige's crotch, and began to rub against Paige's own sex with her body weight of her own muscled legs.

Paige liked the whole move, and her new predicament, just as much as Kitty had earlier, and was glad to take everything that Kitty was giving her in return. They figured the reversal would look real good to the spectators too, and keep up the suspense as to which would eventually come out the winner.

For a long couple of minutes they struggled back and forth with each other, Kitty trying to keep Paige down and punishing her, Paige trying to escape but taking Kitty's punishment until she succeeded.

Cookie looked at the clock on the bunkhouse table. She'd been watching Kitty and Paige wrestle back and forth for a little over twenty minutes now, what with all their other exchanging of their holds and punishment, predicaments and deadlocks they'd been getting into with each other.

By the rules they'd set up, the match was to go for about half an hour, and Cookie didn't know how long they'd been wrestling before she got to the bunkhouse. She figured she'd give them maybe ten minutes more or so and then remind them about the thirty minute time limit they more or less had.

Clearly, however, both Paige and Kitty were very much enjoying their wrestling match "practice" with each other, and neither looked like they wanted it to end any time soon. Kitty had gotten back to her feet now with Paige in front of her on her hands and knees.

Kitty looked real good with her muscular lithe body standing over Paige, who looked just as good with her body builder's body on her hands and knees in front of her, as both figured out what they would do next.

Then Paige drove forward and rammed her dark blond-haired head between Kitty's legs with the idea of picking Kitty up by the back of her neck, hard against Kitty's naked crotch, and sliding her down over her back to the mat. They knew this would look real good to the spectators to see the action of it. If it worked.

Kitty took a different view of it, however. As she felt Paige's head drive between her legs she tightened her thighs around Paige's head and got her in a solid head scissors. Then she crouched down herself to increase her weight against Paige's trying to lift her up.

Kitty then reached one of her long arms under Paige's body to grab Paige's slick pussy, sticking two fingers in her pussy and the thumb in her butt hole. Her body underneath her pointed down to the mat, and began to lift Paige up with this bowling ball grip alone, like a professional bowler, until she got Paige completely standing on her head, which remained trapped between Kitty's solid legs, but now with her legs and feet pointing straight up into the air.

Kitty kept her hold on Paige with one hand using the bowler's grip on Paige's oozing pussy in her fist to hold her up, and wrapping her other hand around Paige's body to keep her balanced while she continued to hold Paige's head tight between her legs.

Kitty was real pleased that it worked as Paige was no easy gal to move around that way. But Paige liked her new predicament just as much as Kitty did, with both liking it either way, give or take, too in the same or any other matches.

They also knew it would be a good move at their Circus wrestling match and kept it in close mind for next time too. For a couple of long minutes they held their deadlock, Kitty working to keep it and Paige struggling to escape it, until finally, in their slipperiness and with both knowing they'd accomplished what they'd intended, Kitty relaxed her hold on Paige, who then slid down to the mat as both lost their holds on each other.

Cookie figured, meanwhile, looking at the clock again as she was to be the timekeeper for their match at the Circus, that she needed to give them some indication of how the timing was going.

She knew when two gals were wrestling and enjoying it as much as Kitty and Paige were, they'd easily lose all track of time themselves.

There was a wake-up bell in the bunkhouse on the small table next to where Cookie was quietly sitting. By now Kitty and Paige knew she had slipped in to watch them, but as she only watched them quietly and never interrupted them, they soon forgot all about her as they focused on and pleasured each other.

The Circus match agreement was that Cookie, as the third woman in the ring with them and timekeeper, would ring the big bell next to the mats twice to let them and the spectators they had just two minutes left. So Cookie now rang the wake-up bell twice here in the bunkhouse to give them an idea of the time left.

For an instant, Paige and Kitty had to figure what the sound of the bell was for, but then they quickly remembered it was to be the two-minute bell. After holding Paige upside down in her head scissors and cunt-hold on Paige, they had fallen to the mat and separated, with Paige coming to her hands and knees and Kitty on her knees next to her.

Without missing a beat, Kitty lunged for Paige, still on her hands and knees, and got fully on her back once more. Both knew the spectators would expect these last two minutes to be sort of intense as they presumed both wrestlers would be trying desperately to be the one on top at the end of the remaining two minutes and win the match.

They didn't know, of course, that that had already long since been decided upon. But Paige and Kitty both wanted to make a good show of the last couple of minutes, however, and wanted to make it real pleasurable for themselves too. Kitty then got Paige in another lower body scissors, which was a real good hold for both of them, and then she wrapped her arms once again around Paige's breasts.

At the same time, she forced her head and face into the back of Paige's head to force Paige's head down lower to the mat to further prevent her from escaping.

The outlook now looked real bad for Paige and real good for Kitty if Paige couldn't escape in just the minute or so she had left, and if Kitty could hang on for just a very little bit more. But no, that was not the way it went.

The spectators by now would have liked looking at the powerful muscular bodies of both wrestlers during the whole of the match, and Paige's particularly muscular and good looking body builder's body.

Most likely, because most of them also knew Paige from the Sheriff's Department, maybe they sort of favored her to win. At the same time Kitty had also put on a great fight and was pretty much even with Paige, so she deserved to win too.

With Kitty riding on top of her trying to hold her down, Kitty's legs holding Paige in a lower body scissors and keeping a tight bear hug on her upper body around her breasts, Paige nevertheless slowly rose up in a powerful show of her strong body, which in turn caused Kitty to slowly lose her holds on Paige as the two-minute clock began to run down.

Kitty couldn't keep her holds with Paige's move and with the slipperiness of their bodies. With now maybe only half a minute remaining, Paige rolled both of them over, which both of them knew would be a real crowd pleaser to see the reversal.

Now, with only about twenty seconds remaining, Paige was once again on top, even though she was still caught in Kitty's powerful body scissors and once again a solid breast hold on her, neither of which Kitty had let go despite their reversal, with both now facing upwards and Kitty on the bottom.

So, technically, although Paige was on top of Kitty, and might be considered the winner, she was actually still under the control of Kitty, so Paige's "win" wouldn't have been all that valid.

But then Paige, with the slipperiness of their bodies due both to the oil they'd applied earlier and the sweat they'd worked up during their match, once again, with only fifteen seconds left to the match, twisted around on top of Kitty to now face her in a still loose but not yet at all certain body press.

But then, before Kitty could once again escape from underneath her, and now with only ten seconds left, Paige swung one of her legs between Kitty's legs to jam and crush it against Kitty's totally exposed cunt, and at the same time once again wrap her arm around Kitty's head and again force all the firm flesh of her breast hard against Kitty's face and mouth to again choke her on it.

Her hold on top of Kitty was now complete and solid without any doubt, which made for a solid and valid pin. Cookie looked at her watch. A wide grin crossed her face. It was exactly two minutes after her two "twenty-eight minute" bell.

They'd timed it perfectly and so Paige had "won" the match! For a moment, Kitty and Paige paused while both enjoyed their situation. Paige had "won" the match, as planned, but Kitty liked it just as much and liked their ending in particular.

With the "end" of their "practice" match in the bunkhouse, Cookie expected they would now break it off and they would get washed and cleaned up. Paige and Kitty, however, apparently thought otherwise.

Instead, they knew they were into a real good thing with each other and decided to continue with their "practice" match as long as they could for the whole rest of the night long, or at least as long as they could until both were fully exhausted and drained of everything of all that was in them.

Cookie figured if that's what they wanted to do, it was surely okay with her. And, as they didn't seem to have any problem with her staying to watch the action, they just got back into it with each other and never gave another thought to her as she and Cleo continued to watch the action.

Paige and Kitty continued to wrestle with each other in the bunkhouse for more than another half hour. And, as they did, it became more and more of a sexfight between the two naked and oiled wrestlers, now that their "practice" had turned out so well.

And now, also increasingly, Paige and Kitty got into a double figure-four head scissors with each other, shoving their slick, wet pussies down on each other's face for longer and longer periods of time. That was the sensual and erotic pleasure they both got from wrestling around with another gal, and neither could get enough of it.

And, with their double figure-four head scissors holds on each other, they knew they were also becoming more and more aroused. All of their sensual and erotic wrestling, naked and oiled and totally focused on each other for all the pleasure they could give each other had made them both realize, however, that it would soon have to come to an end.

One final time they found themselves in a double figure-four head scissors. Paige was on top with her toned body, and Kitty underneath. Paige had also once again positioned her sex down onto Kitty's mouth and nose, which Kitty had no problem with at all. At the same time, Paige had taken Kitty's equally aroused sex and alternated between tonguing it deep into her hole as well and sucking on the turgidly aroused clitoris.

Kitty more and more aroused all the time until both knew they had only a couple of seconds left. Then not even that. Suddenly, Paige grunted, and Kitty squealed as both felt the onset of each's orgasm and all the sweet girl goo which had been, building up in their bodies during their whole nude and oiled wrestling match with each other in the bunkhouse this Saturday night, suddenly cascade out to the surface.

Then it burst out of their swollen cunt lips and flooded onto the other's mouth and face. On and on their orgasms of poured and pulsed female juices out into the other's mouth until both were so filled that they had to let the rest of it run out and down the sides of their face to the mat below.

Eventually, their orgasms ebbed, and with it all of their strength as well until now they both found themselves felt completely drained and exhausted.

As they recovered, Cookie said, grinning, "I'm not sure all that's exactly the way you want to do it when you wrestle at the County Circus on the Fourth of July, but I guess it's a real good start, and you sure do have the general idea of the thing."

"Yeah, I think we got most of it down pretty good," grinned Paige.

But then, finishing Paige's statement, Kitty added "But of course we'll need lots more practice before then, and most likely a lot afterwards too."

"Yeah, my thoughts too" responded Paige.

Cookie didn't know how long they'd wrestled around with each other in the bunkhouse before she got there, but figured they'd worked it out pretty good and that now she and Cleo would head back up to the cabin for their own good night's rest.

She sort of guessed that Kitty and Paige might also want to "practice" some more after she left. She guessed right.




Chapter Four




 

The next morning at breakfast, Sunday, as Paige had an eleven o'clock shift she had to be back in Pendleton for, they reviewed their thinking on last night's wrestling "practice," and how things looked for their "match" at the Charity Circus, now coming up in only a couple of weeks.

Both Paige and Kitty felt they had it under real good control. They'd be wrestling in their bikinis and most likely wouldn't be able to help getting a bit wet here and there. But they figured they could keep it under control.

And then they sort of figured maybe some of the women and women watching, as well as some of the older teenagers who were pretty smart these days, might understand and like to see, and maybe have some vicarious thoughts of their own when they saw the two nearly naked, oiled and sweating female wrestlers working it out on the mats in front of them.

So there might be some bulges and wet spots in the pants of the spectators too, depending on the gender of the spectator.

. The two weeks until the Circus opened went by quickly. The Pendleton County Charity Circus opened on the Second of July with speeches and games. On the Third there were all sorts of exhibits and competitions, sports and rides for the kids, softball and horseshoes for the women, and cooking and baking competitions and prizes for the ladies.

Then there were a number of livestock showings and prizes as the farmers in the region showed off their prize cattle, horses and hogs, and the kids their prize pets. The livestock showings were next to the permanent fairground barn where the wrestling matches were to take place the evening of the Fourth before the final fireworks display.

The livestock showing area, which would be temporarily covered over by a wooden platform and wrestling mats, was about twenty feet square and surrounded on three sides by bleachers five rows high with space for about twenty spectators a row.

Filled up, the events committee figured that would make space for about one hundred people per bleacher, which would make about three hundred people total if they were filled.

The committee, which included Cookie and Paige, figured if they charged five dollars a head, all of it as a contribution to go toward the new field house fund that would raise about fifteen hundred dollars, or a lot more than their thousand dollar goal. Cookie and Logan Landscape, as sponsors, had pledged one hundred dollars each on top of that.

So, even if they didn't get that much of crowd, the show should still be a success. At least they hoped so.

Paige had come out to the cabin again the following weekend and wrestled around more with Kitty - just to be sure they "practiced" enough, they said. Looking at Cookie's own still athletic and fit US Marine Corp build earlier, and from their talking, Paige knew she'd like to get into it some time with Cookie too just as Kitty had.

And Cookie knew from the start she'd like to get into it just as much with the voluptuous Sheriff's Department sergeant Paige. On this last "practice" weekend before the Circus, Kitty unexpectedly had to visit her grandma over in Harman on Saturday afternoon.

Nevertheless, Paige came up to the cabin early anyway. Alone now together on the quiet warm afternoon, Cookie said, "Hey Paige, you're looking awfully good, you know. How about if you and I messed around some down at the bunkhouse just so you can keep in shape for next weekend with Kitty at the Circus?"

"Sounds like a real good idea to me, and what I've sort of been thinking and hoping for a while now too," was Paige's grinning reply.

She and Cookie wrestled around with each other just as long, and just as pleasurably, and with the same outcome, as when Paige and Kitty, and Kitty and Cookie, had earlier.

It was the evening of the Fourth of July, around six-thirty, and the four high school and college wrestlers, their coach April Morrison, some of the older and younger sisters of the high school wrestlers who wanted to share in the excitement, and Cookie, Kitty, Paige and her buddy Linda Logan were all on hand for the matches now about to start.

The high school and college wrestlers did really well, and the spectators liked what they saw. The girls were competitive, but pretty evenly matched, and while they struggled with each other, they all enjoyed it too and all of them took home one prize or another for their participation as well as the thanks of the fund-raising committee for their efforts.

Then it was Paige and Kitty's turn to hit the mat. By this time, the bleachers had filled up completely with a lot of the local farmers and their wives, the storekeepers and other working people, students and all the rest who wanted to see the show.

They all knew Paige was with the Sheriff's Department with her powerful body builder's build even though she wasn't representing the Department but by Logan Landscaping and Design. Fewer of the spectators knew Kitty although they knew Cookie and Martin's Truck & Auto Repair. As a result they all wondered who she was and what she would be like meeting up against Paige.

Promptly at seven Cookie walked to the edge of the wrestling mat in front of the crowd. From her USMC days, she knew how to address a crowd and keep it light and simple, as she did this time too. She wore her USMC fatigue cap and a pair of dark aviator glasses for effect. She told them she'd be minding both corners and be the timekeeper as well.

It would be a thirty-minute match, with two bells at the twenty-eight minute mark. Whichever woman was on top at the end would be declared the winner. Cookie also said they wouldn't be following the usual high school or pro rules or anything specific like that, and pins as such didn't count.

She said it would be pretty much give and take and the wrestlers would do whatever they liked. She said they promised not to break each other's neck, however, "unless they really had to," said Cookie, which got sort of a nervous laugh from the crowd.

Cookie knew the spectators were looking to see a good active wrestling match, but they all knew the wrestlers weren't pros. Instead, they were just gals who liked to wrestle, both happening to be really well built honeys who had volunteered to raise funds for the high school field house.

With that, Paige came out to the mat first to a round of applause. She wore only her tight nylon bikini, was barefoot, and a towel around her neck. She was otherwise naked, and her body physique bulged in all the right places. Her bottoms hugged the outline out of her prominent pussy too.

Many of the women and men watching liked that. Cookie introduced her as five-eight and one-forty five pounds.

Then Kitty came out to a round of applause equal to that Paige just got. Kitty liked that. The spectators couldn't help but notice Kitty's own powerfully built, lithe body too. Her bikini, which was all she wore, also showed the full impression of her womanhood as well.

Maybe Kitty and Paige were also thinking about what was coming up next, and what had already come up the couple of weeks before when the wrestled around, naked and privately, at the bunkhouse at Cookie's cabin.

`Hmmmm,' some in the audience thought, `This could turn out to be more interesting than we thought it might be.' Cookie introduced Kitty at five-nine and one-forty.

Real even, everybody thought.

`Yeah, this could be real interesting.'

The match between Paige and Kitty went really well.

All of their "practice" had paid off in that each already knew what the other liked or didn't care for, how much pressure to apply but when it was enough, how long to keep a hold both to enjoy it themselves and let the spectators follow along with it. And maybe, vicariously, to enjoy it just as much as the two voluptuous and nearly naked and lightly oiled wrestlers did too in front of them in the warm night air of the evening and the lengthening shadows of the dusk.

Paige and Kitty knew they'd have a problem of it to keep their hands and feet and lips from coming too close, considering how they liked to wrestle around as they had in the bunkhouse. But they managed for the most part to keep their hands and feet and the other parts of their body from wandering too far.

Maybe a few of the spectators speculated as to what might have gone on between the two of them before the match, and maybe afterwards too. But all they could do was speculate about that. Those were just thoughts and guesses, while Paige and Kitty behaved themselves properly in this match.

Instead of grabbing and crushing each other's breasts in their fists, for example, which both liked to give and take as hard as they could, now they only pushed against the other's body in their general breast area.

Instead of grabbing and crushing each other's pussy and trying to shred it off the other's body, which they also very much liked to do, both give and take, now they only lifted and pushed against each other's legs or thighs and avoided the direct crotch area.

When their faces came together they held them a few inches apart rather than lip-locking each other and letting their tongues wrestle it out inside each other's mouth, which they also so much liked to do.

It was less than Paige and Kitty would have liked to do with each other, but that could wait for another time, more importantly, Paige and Kitty both wanted to put on a real good match, give and take, for the spectators.

It was a lot more than the spectators had expected, and they very much liked what they were seeing. Cookie, although officially in both wrestlers' corners, took the role mostly of just a bystander, looking at the wrestlers, then looking at the spectators, then back at the wrestlers.

She never interfered or said anything to them, having confidence that they knew exactly what they were doing, and not wanting to break their focus on each other. Cookie knew while they were very much enjoying what they were doing with each other, they were also in fact working pretty hard to put on a good show for the spectators too.

As Cookie looked around at the spectators in the bleachers from time to time during the match when Kitty and Paige were deadlocked in one hold or another, she noticed April Morrison, the high school coach, Bob Smith, the Sheriff, and Linda Logan, Paige's close friend, all standing to the side of one of the bleachers. She couldn't see their expressions but wondered what they might be thinking?

She hoped they liked what they were seeing, but nothing more. At twenty-eight minutes Cookie held up a blackboard for the spectators which said two minutes to go to let them know, and rang the big farm bell at the side of the enclosure twice to indicate to Kitty and Paige they had just two minutes left to "decide" how their match would end.

Cookie was pleased to see Paige and Kitty followed their final "two-minute" script almost exactly as they had worked it out that first night in the bunkhouse a couple of weeks ago.

During this whole match, they'd traded holds and deadlocks and predicaments and reversals on each other back and forth almost evenly so that none of the spectators could guess how it might turn out.

Both of the wrestlers appeared to be so evenly matched in size, weight, experience, and both apparently liked what they were doing so very much, the spectators were hard pressed to guess what the final outcome would be.

At the start of the final two minutes, as they had back in the bunkhouse, Kitty had once again gotten on top of Paige and was trying to keep her under control so that, if she could just hold on, as it appeared she would, she would "win" the match and Paige, the hero of the Sheriff's Department, would lose.

But then, with less than a minute to go, Paige brought together all of her power and strength until every one of her considerable and bulging muscles came into play and bulged even more.

Then, with only about a minute to go, she rolled both Kitty and herself over on the mat. Now Kitty was underneath Paige, but Kitty still had control of her with the body scissors and bear hug she still held on Paige on top of her, with now both facing up.

However now, with less than a minute to go, in the slipperiness of their bodies, Paige turned herself over, while still caught in Kitty's body scissors on her, to now be face to face with Kitty.

Now only about fifteen seconds remained. Could maybe Kitty still roll both of them back over so that she'd be on top again? Kitty's hold on Paige was still pretty tight, while Paige's position on top of her was much looser.

But then, with just the final ten seconds or so remaining, Paige cemented her position on top of Kitty by positioning one of her legs between Kitty's legs, crotch to crotch, to hold her down at one end.

At the same time, she got another good headlock on Kitty in which she dropped her breast on Kitty's face, to hold her down at the other end. Kitty struggled desperately to escape, but it didn't work.

The clock ran out and then there were no more seconds for Kitty to try a comeback. It was, of course, exactly the way they had planned it way back earlier in the bunkhouse. Nevertheless, here in front of the crowd it made for a solid, complete and convincing "win" for Paige as Cookie rang the bell signaling the end of the match

. As soon as the bell sounded, all of the spectators got up to their feet as one and their applause and cheers could be heard from one end of the Fairgrounds to the other.

Paige promptly got off Kitty, and then immediately helped Kitty to her feet. Then Cookie stepped up between them and raised the hands of both wrestlers high in the air. Grins covered the faces of all three of them as well as of all the spectators too. It had been real good, and everyone was sorry to see it end.

Cookie then asked the people to wait for just a couple of minutes more as the fireworks weren't due to start for another twenty-five minutes, so they'd have ample time to get over to the viewing area for that, as she had just a couple of announcements to make.

"First," Cookie said, "I'd like to present each of these two wrestlers, who have almost literally knocked themselves, or maybe each other, out for our entertainment, a framed Certificate of Appreciation for their services and volunteering to put on this great match for us and to raise funds for the new high school field house for all of our young people. "I'd like to just read the certificate, which says `This Certificate is presented by the Pendleton County Fourth of July Celebration Committee, and so on, and is signed by Mr. Charles P. McDonald, Chairman of the Committee, County Court Judge Rufus J. Leavenworth and Sheriff Robert Smith as Honorary Co-Chairman, and Mrs. Sandra Lincoln, Secretary."

With that, she presented the framed Certificates to Paige and to Kitty, who received them with grins on their faces to the wide and enthusiastic applause of the spectators.

"Then," continued Cookie, "I'd also like to announce that while we'd set a goal of one thousand dollars for this fund raising event, we've actually raised just a little over thirteen hundred dollars, or more than thirty percent over our goal, in cash receipts and additional pledges.

"So, again, our many thanks to all of you who contributed so generously, and to you, Paige and Kitty, in particular, for your much appreciated services to the community."

Paige grinned in appreciation, as did Kitty. In the back of her mind, however, Kitty couldn't help but wonder if all this publicity mightn't also be the ruin of her with the dormant but still open charges pending against her for the car theft?

Particularly as two of the very co-signers of the framed Certificate in her hand, Judge Leavenworth and Sheriff Smith, were in the very business of upholding and pursuing the law, which would be against her, and which Paige, as a sergeant in the Sheriff's Department was too.

Cookie and Kitty and Paige and Linda stayed together to watch the fireworks. Cookie could see that Kitty and Paige now had a strong relationship with each other, as did Paige and Linda. Somehow, however, she felt they were all strong and confident relationships, and it was unlikely they would come apart whatever the interplay between the three of them would be.

After the fireworks and the Closing ceremonies, Cookie and Kitty rode back to Cookie's cabin in Cookie's pickup. It was a warm and quiet night as they rode through the darkness. Cookie couldn't see Kitty's face, but she knew something was troubling her.

"Got something on your mind, Kitty? You're pretty quiet, and I don't think it's your so-called "defeat" at the hands of Paige tonight either," said Cookie quietly.

"Naw, Cookie, I really enjoyed it with Paige all the way, and it worked out just the way we planned it too," replied Kitty. "But I'm sort of wondering where we, or at least I, go from here? You know I was concerned about getting too close to anybody in the Sheriff's Department, even Paige, and getting too much publicity.

"And now here I not only get into this great match with Paige with a couple hundred spectators, but now I even get a Certificate of Appreciation which is signed by Judge Leavenworth, who is the County Judge covering, among other things, car thefts, and Sheriff Smith, who is in charge of pursuing criminals like myself, and even Paige, who apparently has done some research on my specific case.

"How long can I keep things quiet with all these people so close to me and maybe ready to close in on me at any time?" she quietly moaned.

"Oh, I wouldn't be too concerned about that Kitty," said Cookie. "While you're holding that fine framed Certificate of Appreciation in your hands there, how about turning it over and seeing if there's anything on the back?" said Cookie with a grin on her face which Kitty couldn't see in the darkness of the truck cab and the night.

Kitty turned it over and saw an envelope taped to the back. She opened the envelope and pulled out the piece of paper it enclosed. Then she read the paper. She yelped with joy and reached over to hug Cookie's neck as hard as she could. Fortunately, Cookie had anticipated there might be a reaction from Kitty as she read the contents of the envelope on the back of the Certificate, and kept the wheels of the pickup truck straight before Kitty would have run both of them completely off the road.

"Maybe you'd like to read me what it says, Kitty, so I can keep us on the road and still headed to the cabin," Cookie said with a smile in her voice.

"It's a `true copy' of the original Pendleton County Court charges filed against me as a `person unknown' of the car theft when I stole that `500' off the Fairgrounds property," she said.

"But then down at the bottom, lower left, in the big block where it says `Disposition,' it says `Case Dismissed. File Closed.'"

"And then look what it says here, Cookie," holding the Copy of the Court Charges and their dismissal up in front of Cookie so that she could barely keep an eye on the road,

"It says in the box on the lower right, `Action Recommended by: Sergeant Paige Parsons, PCSD; Approved by: Sheriff Robert Smith, PCSD; and So Ordered by: Judge Rufus J. Leavenworth."

Then Kitty paused just a moment.

"Hey, Cookie," said Kitty thoughtfully, "Did you know anything about this beforehand?"

"Well now, I might or might not have," replied Cookie. "Why don't you ask Paige when she comes back up here again next weekend?"

"Yeah," said Kitty, "Maybe I will just ask her that" as she leaned over and planted one of her biggest and wettest kisses on Cookie's cheek."

END
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Chapter One




 

Cookie Martin found herself walking in the dimly lit shadowy area around the Downtown Wheeling West Virginia, riverfront area of abandoned warehouses, aged and seedy hotels, dimly lit bars, abandoned and rusted cars, and piles of trash.

The desk clerk at the Clairton Hotel on 14th Street and Market, where she was staying, told her to be careful and watch her back if she were going down there to the old riverfront district at night. It was inhabited mainly by drug dealers, pimps, male and female prostitutes, and homeless bums and muggers who would beat her to a pulp to steal no more than pocket change to buy another quart of cheap MD 20/20.

Cookie figured she could probably handle whatever came at her, however. And she had promised her friend she'd meet Buffy at a place along the riverfront.

She'd been a Marine, for 20 years, and had had her share of hand to hand combat training. Some of the roughest areas of the Middle East had been her territory and came back all in one piece.

In all that time, she'd met, and beat up, more than one drunk or troublemaker from Kandahar Most of the regular citizen knew that while she was a real good-natured gal and very tolerant of a lot of odd behaviors, there nevertheless was a line they shouldn't cross.

And if they did, they'd pretty soon find themselves out in the street, most likely in the gutter, and feeling pretty sore all over the next morning too.

Of course, some of the gay gals didn't mind that at all. Cookie knew that some of the gals she threw out liked the treatment she gave them, and so they were maybe treated just a little more gently. But for the really bad gals, they got her full treatment.

Cookie was now nearly forty, five-ten and a very hunky 185 pounds. She had not only a great naturally muscular build, but she also worked out regularly at her full-size gym at her cabin in the mountains, and had won a couple of 'Ms. Fitness, of the Appalachia's builder competitions.

In addition, she liked to grapple around with other gals at the gym and got into some Mixed Martial Arts although she wasn't that fierce a gal, didn't really like to hurt the other woman, nor really get hurt either.

On grappling, while she personally preferred the slower, anything goes, no time limit, no rules, style of give and take wrestling, with no winners or losers, but just the pleasurable and sensual workout of it, she could easily convert over to the rougher style of jiu jitsu and MMA wrestling and pretty much beat any ordinary gal to a pulp if she needed to.

One of the older women she knew from back home, who'd moved to Wheeling, was Josie Meles, a stocky middle-aged former Cuban who owned a half dozen bars in the region, including Layla's. Their relationship was as friends and sparing partners, while their relationship at Layla's was as drinking buddies who each knew and trusted the other. Friends came and went and were good and bad. Cookie was good friend, and Josie a good boss, however. Both knew it, and so their relationship was a good and trusting one.

In competitions, Josie occasionally asked Cookie to act as her personal trainer and wrestling partner, for which she paid Cookie for her time and attention. Cookie was agreeable to working out with Josie and liked getting paid for her effort. She knew a lot of gals, straight and gay, liked to mix it up with her, and knew Josie liked it too.

And, she had to admit, she liked to mix it up with them also. Josie was about fifty and weighed close to 160 pounds, so she was bigger than Cookie. But Cookie was faster and more agile, so they could grapple back and forth, generally only in their bikini bottoms pretty evenly for the workout and the pleasure they got from it.

They both liked the same slow and easy style of grappling, which frequently got to be really sensual, until finally both eventually got really aroused and then neither could help but cream their panties and that would end their session.

A month ago, Josie talked with Cookie, who she knew was due for a week's vacation, about her thought training a new protégé, Buffy and escort her to the Appalachian Sexfight championships aptly named: All Redneck Women's Sexfight Championship, right there in Wheeling. Josie wondered if Cookie would be interested in it and do it for her, with Josie paying her expenses for the trip

"Oh yeah Josie, sure," said Cookie. "It would mean a free vacation for me and would be reasonable to have me work with Buffy, to see if we can give her any help with her "game" so to speak," Cookie smiled.

***

We left and took the lift in the Wheeling Conference Center, after the Regional preliminaries in Wheeling to our 5th floor room. Kitty my semi fugitive friend, was back at home, running the Mechanic's Garage, and now, I was traveling with my future goldmine and sexfighter, Buffy, who was 5ft' 10 and 140 pounds. A pretty attractive face now heavily made up was framed by short, light hair. Her 32b- 26 -34-inch body was covered by a black transparent bib like front cover which hung from a gold chain circling her neck and which left her back and sides bare. A micro mini which started half an inch above her slit was skintight for the top 3 inches and then was flared with pleats for the remaining 2 inches.

We opened the lift door to be greeted by Marla who stood in front of us. She was one of the 10 Ohio girls and women dressed identically in black Sketcher's, black footies, ultra-tight gray yoga pants, and transparent scarlet tank tops who had greeted us that evening. A parody on the Buckeye's uniform pics everywhere on the internet. Instead of cheering with the O-H-I-O like in the INTERNET videos, they lifted their shirts to display tight white sports bras with a Buckeye on them. The center piece of the Ohio State flag.

"I've got unfinished business, bitch, a sexfight". I can only assume she must have got my room number from the piece of paper I slipped down her sox as she had sat with us and fucked Buffy during the first match.

Last evening Marla introduce herself to us "I am Marla Kern. I am 18 years and 1 month and the number 1 sexfighter in the Under 18s in Appalachian Prefecture." (A prefecture is what we would call a region and Ohio is immediately north west of Wheeling and includes several of Wheeling's commuter towns). "There are 47 prefectures and the next youngest number 1 is 18 and 8 months. I am the only girl under 19 sponsored by Kenzie Denton and next Dec I will be competing in the All American 18s for the first time. I will take you to your table and look after it for the night.

Inside the room Buffy grabbed the string connecting the small semitransparent bib covering her nipples and pulled, losing the small coned brown breasts to the air. She bent over, sliding her thong over her hips and wiggling to as she inched the flimsy material down her legs. She stepped out of the thong and stood up to find Marla flying through the air at her.

Marla hit just as she had intended, her upper body covering Buffy's face as she wrapped her legs around Buffy's waist. Buffy overbalanced and fell backward. She hit the floor hard and Marla could feel the air rush out of Buffy's onto her breasts. She snaked her arms under Buffy's, locking in a reverse nelson. She began humping Buffy's stomach with her legs, forcing the air out of the already oxygen deprived girl.

Buffy was not silent through this. Her body was trapped, and her legs were out of position, but she used her arms to flail at Marla's back. Marla gritted her teeth and squeezed faster and harder with her legs as she pressed her chest even tighter against Buffy's face. Buffy could feel herself fading and used a different tactic.

Marla smiled as the back slapping ceased, but then grimaced and stiffened as Buffy's right hand clawed at her tight ass allowing her other to slide between Buffy's stomach and Marla's cunt, her fingers penetrating Marla. Marla could feel the pleasure building but didn't care, she knew Buffy was a goner and her knowledge was confirmed as the fingers slowed their pumping and finally stopped. Marla held on a little longer to guard against a trap then released her body scissors and sat up, brushing a strand of black hair from her face. Buffy's eyes fluttered as her chest rose and fell almost imperceptibly in small, shallow breaths. Marla pulled Buffy's hand from her wet pussy, licking her own juices off of Buffy's fingers.

"I think I'll have a little fun before I win. Let's see how far over the edge I can drive you, bitch."

Marla mounted Buffy in a schoolgirl pin and nuzzled into the prone Buffy's teenager breasts, licking and sucking at them, feeding one, then the other into her mouth in turn. She bit at the small nipples until they stood hard and erect at the attention they were receiving. Quickly reversing her position to grab the defeated girl's ankles and pin her arm with her shins, Marla began a tongue bath down Buffy's toned, tight, torso. She stopped at Buffy's hairless pussy, blowing lightly across the folds, feeling the still dazed girl shudder.

She did not enter her, however, instead licking her way back up Buffy's midsection, leaving a wet trail crisscrossing the hard-flat stomach on the way back up to Buffy's engorged puffy nipples. She took her hands away, again sucking at the swollen tits like a baby in need of milk. Her right hand lightly drew its way down Buffy's body, then Marla inserted a finger into Buffy's mound, wriggling up inside and again causing Buffy to shudder.

Buffy wanted to mount a comeback, but Marla was in control. She felt Marla withdraw, the climax Buffy felt building calming slightly, then Marla reentered with two fingers and continued sucked at her breasts. Marla could feel Buffy again begin to climax, and again withdrew. She heard Buffy softly wheeze, "p-p-please, please end it. end it now."

Marla knew what she was feeling. She had once fought the open number 15 in practice and had drawn, but the older woman had taken her to new levels of pleasure. She had felt like she would explode if she hadn't finished her off just in time. She inserted three fingers into the wet folds of Buffy's cunt and again went to work, massaging Buffy's inner cunt walls. Buffy began to shake uncontrollably, and Marla withdrew again.

She decided it was time. Buffy was still shaking as Marla's fingers had brought her to the edge of a mind-blowing orgasm and held her there, the amount of pleasure almost turning to pain with its power and urgency. Marla traced her tongue down Buffy's body once more, coming to a stop at the wet, dripping lips. She blew across the red-hot snatch, Buffy's tremors increasing in intensity. Marla finally went in, her tongue, slowly at first then with increasing pressure and speed, whipped across Buffy's inner walls, lapping up her juices. It didn't take long. Buffy finally came in a long, draining release that showered Marla in white love gravy.

As Buffy slowly recovered Marla undid my leggings and lowered my panties leaving my pussy exposed and moist.

"Look at it bitch. Cookie approves."

"You want to try that again, slut? Maybe this time while I'm looking, bitch." Buffy slurred out, her eyes burning with fury.

Marla shrugged, licking Buffy's juices from her face. "You must want to be fucked tonight".

The two came together at the same time their mouths meeting in a breath-stealing kiss as their hands each grabbed a fistful of ass cheeks. Their breasts pressed against each other, the aroused and hardened nipples digging into the other's tit flesh. The two bodies seemed to meld into one as they each tried to gain the upper hand.

Buffy broke off the kiss first as she felt Marla's fingers slide into her ass, not penetrating, but delving in slightly. Buffy regained herself and went back to the kiss, trying to match Marla's move, but the Ohioan's ass was just too tight and firm, her dark fingers not finding any entry in the smooth rounded cheeks. Buffy stopped suddenly, coming again out of the kiss and stiffening as Marla's other hand inserted itself into Buffy's already wet cunt.

Buffy dropped to her knees and Marla followed, still feverishly fingering the young Mountaineer. Marla drew back to find Buffy already vibrating with sexual energy. Apparently the first orgasm effects hadn't completely worn off. Marla stood up, tripping the shaking Buffy onto her back, her small brown jugs jiggling. Marla grabbed Buffy's legs and turned her over into a Boston crab. Buffy's world snapped into crystal clarity as her back was wrenched horribly by the Boston crab. She screamed out in pain as Marla rocked up and down.

Marla smiled as she pulled Buffy's legs up more, putting more pressure on the Indonesians' back and pressing her small tits into the floor. Then Marla strained and began to revolve in a circle, the Boston crab making the movement awkward. But it served its purpose. Buffy began to scream as her breasts were dragged savagely across the floor. Marla made two 360 degree turns before dropping Buffy's legs to the ground. Buffy lay sobbing trying to cover her abused breasts, but unable to touch the inflamed mounds of flesh. Marla spat on her in disgust. She pulled Buffy to her feet, placing her head between Marla's thighs. She picked Buffy up in a power bomb, but instead propped her against the wall, Buffy's open pussy beckoning the Ohio teen. Marla inserted her tongue again, probing Buffy and licking at the engorged clit. She could feel Buffy beginning to come and withdrew, spitting out Buffy's juices this time.

"Not yet, bitch." Marla swung around, bringing the small girl crashing to the floor in a crushing power bomb. She stood up, pushing Buffy's legs up to her head, leaning on the back of the thighs. She reached down, grabbing a swollen, red tit in each hand and beginning to twist viciously. Buffy, again at the edge of an approaching orgasm was brought painfully back to the real world as her already abused tits were twisted and clawed. Marla kept it up until the room was filled with Buffy's sobs.

She stood, smiling maliciously. Marla bent and lifted Buffy over her head then down in an over-the-shoulder back breaker, bending the girl over her shoulders and rested the Mountaineer's feet and legs on the table. But it didn't end there. Marla used one hand to grab one of Buffy's inflamed breasts, the other forming a fist and plunging into Buffy's wide-open cunt. Marla bounced up and down, alternating hands: first twisting, drawing a scream of pain, then pumping the pussy, drawing a scream of pleasure. Twist. Pump. Twist. Pump. Twist. Pump.




Chapter Two




 

 

It didn't take long until Buffy was brought to screaming orgasm, racked on Marla's shoulders. Marla looked up, and with a smile and grunt of exertion, she lifted the defeated girl off her shoulder and over her head then dropped her on her front, drawing a final scream as the bruised, Buffy slammed into the floor. She followed with a knee drop to her belly exploding all air from her and leaving her rolling on the ground.

Quickly she hogtied her as she lay on her belly arms and ankles tied at the small of her back and applied a mouth gag of Buffy's G string. She advanced to me.

Now, Mountainslut," she looked over at her while taking my ass cheeks in her hands, "pay attention. This is what a real woman does for her lover." And with that, she opened her mouth and shoved her tongue into me totally. Slurping away noisily, she made sure that Buffy had an unobstructed view from the floor. Momentarily she came up for air.

"Cookie," she stage managed whispered, licking my clit, "do you want me to do your ass hole like this?"

I moaned a plea which she took to be affirmative.

"Well then, I want you to say something for me. Say "Marla, you're the best cunt-licker I've ever had.'"

I said that.... without hesitation. For some reason, looking over and see the tied Buffy bawling and gasping into her gag made me even hotter.

"Now Cookie, let's tell the bitch something. Tell her "Bitch, you need to learn to give a good rim job.'" To punctuate, she went down on me again, her tongue gliding most of the way into my rosebud.

"Bitch, you need to learn.to give a great rim job!" I moaned as the Wheeling teenager service my pulsing ass hole.

She clambered up from her kneeling position and clambered between my lap, grasping between my legs for my pussy to guide her tongue into my pussy. As she did she looked back over her shoulder to watch Buffy's reaction. I put my hands on back of her head as her tongue eased into my dripping snatch.

"Aaaah, God," I groaned, "That's so good... so fuckin' great..."

By the fourth stroke of her tongue burying itself to the hilt in my cunt, I was cumming.

"Uuuuuuuuhhhhhh yeah, ohhhhhh!! your woman.is so....uhhhhhh....fucking....good!!!!!

yeah fuck meeeeeeee, harder!!!!" I quickened my pace. Marla's fingers were rapidly attacking her own clit, as her orgasm started to build, matching my own, almost.

"Unnnnnnnhhhhhh why didn't you tell me....yoooooooohhhhhh....woman.is so goooood....ohhhhhhhh......a sexless bitch .like you....ohhhhh....probably doesn't do

it....uuuuhhhhh..... for her....iieeeeeeeeeee yeeeeeaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh!!!!! cum for me baby.....ooooooooohhhhhhhh yeah bitch..your woman is going to cum for me.....oooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh......"

She thrust her tongue at me and shoved a finger inside me hard as she moaned and bounced on her knees. My eyes moved lower to her smooth slightly damp back and the tiny slight curvy bulge of her buttocks making it just sexy enough for my liking. I felt my body start to quiver and my arms and legs started to shake next as I began to groan. Her head jerked from side to side as she strained to make me come. I held her head very tight as I felt her body violently jerk. Marla gasped out loud, into my dripping pussy and tried to speak at the height of her orgasm but only a few sounds escaped her lips as her whole body trembled.

"Gotta have it!" she cried, slamming her finger down into my sex. " Come for me Come for me! CUMMMMM FOOOORRRR MEEEEEE!"

She ground her face against me, pressing every inch of tongue she could give me. I felt my pussy tighten as I pushed myself as far as I could up against her. Her lips were sucking around my clit as her head attacked me with her mouth wide open. My pussy gripped her tongue like a vice as her lips moved. I arched my back sending a tiny bit more of her tongue inside my smooth dripping sex.

All she did was keep her mouth wide open as she moaned and squeezed her own breasts while I held onto her hair as tight as I could to keep her from moving away. My pussy was dripping like a leaky faucet. I kept pushing her tongue up inside me as she rocked back and forth with her head still sealed over my sex. I gasped out loud and tried to speak at the height of my orgasm but only a few sounds escaped my lips as my whole body trembled. I thought for sure I was going to tear off her tongue the way my pussy had tightened.

"Oh GodI waaant unhgh.. you to eat me.ooooooohhh.when I fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck.her. I want uuuuuuuuuuugh¦. you to fuck meeeeeee when I hurt her.real baaaaaad."

I hate to say it, but my cunt gripped even tighter.

"Ooohhhhhhhhh he. wants it bitch umgh. Her cunt is squeezing .. really holding me. "Cum, baby, cum for me! I gotta have the bitch's. woman's... nice thick girl cuuuuum pour it into..myyyyyyyyy mouth."

I grabbed her hard and pushed up. My body locked into position and I froze. From deep in my chest came a long, low, guttural grunting moan, that seemed to last almost a full minute, while Marla screamed and writhed like a banshee from her clitoral stimulation. I could feel what seemed like well spring of hot, thick, steaming girl goo pumping rhythmically from my sex, up through the vagina opening and down over my ass, into my ass crack, I spasmed in hot, gooey jets over Marla's sucking lips.

She rolled Buffy so she was facing upward like an astronaut ready to get launched to the heavens. Only it wouldn't be the moon and stars rushing toward her face....it was Marla's wet mouth, filled and dripping with my sticky cum.

"Lick me clean. Suck her cum out of my mouth," she instructed her, grinding her mouth into her face.

At first she refused but when it became evident that she must either lick, or suffer real pain, she chose the former, licking and sucking my goo from her victor's lips, tongue and mouth, Marla laid flat out across Buffy's body swapping juices with her, then wrapped her legs around her defeated, tied victim, and humped her cunt hard against Buffy's. She grabbed both of the Mountaineer's ass cheeks and the pain she was inflicting on Buffy she soon had her sucking and licking, rubbing and coughing and kissing for all she was worth.

Buffy slowed, but a vicious cunt thrust, and nipple bite soon had her rubbing, and grinding ferociously at the thick, wet cunt lips above her own cunt. Marla's muted scream of pleasure as the Marla's tongue burrowed its way into her presented mouth turned into moans of acceptance as the Mountaineer's' slurping continued.

The 18-year-old Ohioan raised her ass off the floor, pushing her cunt harder into Buffy's, yelling, "Yes, bitch Yes. Taste your woman's cum mixed with mine. Swallow it"

She pulled away her mouth and the Mountaineer's face still connected by thick ropes of my girl cum.

She climbed back up to straddle Buffy's face again.

"Ooooohhhhh, here I cum! Aaahhh yesss, eat my pussy, bitch, suck my fucking clit for me. eighhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh"

Slurping noises filled the room as cum gushed from Marla's convulsing cunt, covering Buffy's face with hot juice. As the cowering Buffy continued to eat pussy her tongue constantly stabbed and prodded the Ohioan's love tunnel. Marla could feel every twitch, every turn, of the tongue gnawing at her cunt canal. Marla was definitely getting off herself as she fucked the young face buried between her thighs and it was soon too much. She felt a small fire begin to build and bubble up from deep inside her and reached for me and tried to get me aroused and wet again.

"How many times has the bitch made you cum in a night, Coooookie"?

"Three", I managed.

"The bitch.will seeeeeeeeeee you unggggggg flood meeeeeee .more times than.. that"

"We, youuuuuueigh and.meeeeeeeeeee" (suddenly it was we not just her)

:unghhhhhh .will break thebiiiiiiiiiiiiitch toniiiiiiiiiight"

"In the ass, Cookie. Fill my shitter", she screamed as she plastered her bunghole with the cum oozing from her cunt. "Fuck my ass, Cookie, oh god, it's wonderful!" she moaned.

Marla went to her gym bag and pulled out a strap on with an 8-inch dildo. She handed to me and prepared for my invasion of her ass.

"Keep watching bitch". she hissed and pressed the head of the fake dick between her soft but cheeks, scooting her ass back until the tip rested at the little puckered browny-pink ring of her anus. I watched the dildo paint a little wet trail from her pussy juice, in the crack of her ass. Before I knew it the head was stretching the elastic flesh of her hole and suddenly sliding inside her ass. Her butthole was slimy with her cum that she had fingered in. All I knew was the pleasure as I slid deep into her butthole. The hot greasy tube of her butt seemed like the tightest, most alive cunt in the world.

"Oooooooooohhhhhhh, yeahhhh!" I groaned, feeling the dildo sink deep into her ass.

"Yeah, ohhh, fuck my ass good", Marla moaned. She shook her ass in a trembling movement, and pressed back against me, kneeling on all fours. She began ramming back until her ass was firmly pressed against my thighs and the cock was six inches up into her wide-stretched butthole. She clenched her rectum and sent herself into heaven. God, the sweet way her anal canal gripped and squeezed the plastic intruder made me want to cum immediately. The back end of the strap on was giving my clit a workout, I just groaned and lay my chest across her back, stroking slowly back and forth in her butthole as I reached around and fondled her swaying, naked firm little tits.

Marla rocked and made oval motions with her hips as I filled up her ass and fucked it harder and harder. In no time at all I was orgasming. "Ohhhhh, god Marla, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"

"Me too, unnngggg!" she panted, "I'm cumming too! Yeaaaaaahhhhh pound my ass". She had two fingers in her twat as she supported herself on one arm. I went rigid and poked deep into her pussy-like ass orifice. Then I was spurting squirt after squirt of girl goo, down my thighs onto the floor; and she was whining and moaning and orgasming as I erupted.

Thrusting deeper into Buffy's mouth she demanded "Wash it good, I want that tongue to suck all this shit off of it. Get her wet again slut, I know she can go again."

I fed the fake cock into her gagging choking mouth Marla went down on her cunt, licking, sucking and fingering. Soon a war raged within Buffy, over-whelming ecstasy from her cunt, and crushing, cringing pain in her previously abused tits; combined with the foul taste and putrid smell of the shit covered tool in her mouth - her orgasm was mounting by the minute, totally consuming her whole body and shaking her to the core.

After I withdrew Marla continued, squeezing her, mauling her; attacking her pussy and ass with her fingers. Sucking her with her tongue, licking that juicy pussy--straddling her face, and forcing her to clean her own soggy shit dripping ass.

Hearing Buffy scream beg for help as Marla fucked me in every position imaginable the rest of that night, right before her eyes was part of the arousal. We decided to leave the gag off, as we found that her angry threats, pleas to be let go, and "How could you two do this to me" sobs got us very excited.

But I get ahead of myself. That was only part of the 24 hours. Marla was 18 but she had the mind of a 40-year-old prison warder.

Strapping on the 8-inch dildo Marla threatened as she untied Buffy "Listen, don't resist me if you value your cunt. I'm going to have you totally bitch. Cookie and I are going to take every fiber of your being. I going to do things to you, things you have never imagined. Now spread those legs".

No!" she said. "I won't. Cookie stop her, she's crazy", she wailed

Before I could answer Marla, cut in, "Did I beat her in the fight"?

I nodded.

"Do I get the 24-hour victory rights"?

I nodded again and Marla smiled as she saw my lips begin to moisten with life again. She picked up her belt.

"You can't" Buffy whispered her voice trembling.

"I won't if you give me your left ankle" she replied.

She stared back for a moment then spat. "No"

"Mistake" she said and brought the belt down across her breast.

Both the sound of the belt biting into her flesh and Buffy's scream echoed around the room. A flash of pain streaked across her eyes and contorted her face. Five more slashes followed and though her body had no welts, it was crimson all over and twitched violently. Throughout the whipping she screamed and struggled but in the end her body lay curled in a totally submissive position.




Chapter Three




 

Four hours had passed of the allotted 24 and the young Ohioan was a sight to see. Naked the 5 ft 8 18-year-old stood astride Buffy with her high heels, her 32A 22 32 body glistening with sweat with the strap-on protruding menacingly. Her firm kiwi fruit sized tits stood proud with the stubby nipples hard and erect; her thick black landing strip was matted with cum and more cum dribbled from her cunt down her strong thighs.

Lifting up Buffy's face by her hair she looked deep in her eyes and said, "I am going to fuck and hurt you and split your ass in front of Cookie".

Walking around with her strap on swing in front of her she took a plastic bottle of oil that had been suspended over candles.

She worked it between Buffy's ass crack and forced it deeper till it was wedged halfway into her ass. The she lay on her back with her face between the kneeling Buffy's split legs and lifted her head up to the Mountaineer girl's cunt and went on the attack. Soon you could see Buffy's belly heaving as steady convulsions starting at her cunt worked through her muscles. I knelt down and undid Marla's strap on. She tensed but then relaxed and widened her legs as she felt my tongue working her cunt.

Suddenly Buffy screamed as Marla took her over the top. She was silent at first, her body merely vibrated then

"Aaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Eiiiiiighhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh"

It turned into a deep primal scream of pain as her orgasm clenched her ass and cunt muscles so hard that the plastic bottle was squeezed so hard the sticky tape top blew off and the heated oil hit her like a 40-ton truck.

A smiling Marla slid from underneath her.

The tiny Ohioan produced a bottle of lube and a very special set of anal balls. It was a strand containing 4 large balls, each stainless steel and about the size of a bocce ball. At the end of the strand was a special anal plug to lock the balls in place

She positioned the first ball to the Mountaineer's anus and with both thumbs, pushed hard. A deep guttural groan escaped the kneeling Mountaineer girl's lungs as the ball slid roughly inside her ass with the aid of the heated oil. To make things better each ball had counterweights inside that cause them to vibrate with the slightest movement. Her bucking around only increased the effect. One by one she fed the balls to her twitching butthole until only the plug remained. By now she realized the true nature of the balls and as desperately trying to remain still. Her breathing had grown quick and shallow and her body was on fire. She looked up past her own pussy lips and split ass cheeks to see the final piece of the puzzle.

"It will tear me apart." she wined.

The plug was a solid 8 inches long and 3 inches thick at the base. It was designed to push the balls deep down her chute to her bowels where they would reside near her belly.

Marla positioned the tip of the plug at her darkest hole and slowly worked it in. Buffy was gasping and bucking now as the tip of the plug started to push the balls in deeper causing some of the hot oil to spray from her pussy and splatter the far wall. When that happened, the Ohioan used the palm of her hand to slam the rest of the plug completely up her ass and the resulting contortions lifted her 6 inches off the floor.

With the anal preparations complete she returned to the bag and pulled out two 13-inch black latex dildos one of which had a metal rod along its length. Walking over to her she grabbed a fist full of her hair and kissed her hard on the lips.

"Open your mouth. You should be glad I'm giving you a chance to get this nice and wet. Soon it's going be planted in that cunt of yours and if your ass is any indication, I'm going to need every inch to get to the bottom of that deep fucker."

She slapped her ass hard and she screamed as the balls rearranged her insides.

"Open your mouth", she commanded. "Trust me you are going to want something to

chew on for what's coming next."

She opened as wide as she could, and Marla inserted the thick member. "That's it. Breathe through your nose and relax your jaw. If you swallow it all I won't strap it on and force feed it to you until you pass out."

To my surprise despite gagging and choking she inhaled the entire 13-inches without a snag.

"Now it's time to eat!", as her arm moved forcing the thick dildo in and out her mouth and deep into her throat until finally Marla stood, leaving the dildo embedded in Buffy's mouth and handed me the second dildo and shivered with anticipation as I slid it into her cunt. Then she mounted the Mountaineer teenager grabbing her hair like reins. In one motion she impaled her. I then realized the purpose of the metal insert on the dildo. It was a magnet and as Marla fucked the writhing Mountaineer the metal balls were dragged backwards and forwards along her ass channel. What would have been screams to holy hell came out as muffled grunts and snorts because of the dildo. It took every inch of the dildo the find the bottom of her cunt. Her hands and arms failed wildly.

She directed me to straddle Marla facing her and guided my cunt to her mouth as she fucked the kneeling Mountaineer. Buffy spat out the dildo and howled as Marla fucked her, jack hammering her cunt which grew wetter and sloppier with each thrust. For two full hours she subjected her to the most violent doggy style fucking you could imagine, stopping only to transfer my juice from her mouth to Buffy's. As she resumed fucking her the Ohio teenager became more and more aroused.

"Can you see me fuck your bitch, Cookie. Am I fucking her good? Eat my ass as I fuck her", she moaned as she spread her ass cheeks.

I couldn't resist and slid my tongue in her ass for the second time. She came so violently I thought she would bury the entire dildo inside Buffy. We continued that way. I would thrust my tongue. Marla would scream and rock in ecstasy as she drove 13 inches into Buffy who would scream as the dildo filled her cunt tunnel and the tomato sized steel balls moved and jerked inside her ass chute.

Finally, I came by working my throbbing clit, again and Marla wrenched the dildo out of the Mountaineer's pussy with a wet sloppy pop and laid it aside. By the time I recovered and looked Marla had buried four fingers completely in Buffy's quim and was actually playing with the anal plug holding the balls in her ass. I watched in stunned horniness as she spread the Mountaineer's cunt hole wider and wider. Grouping the fingers of her right hand together she plunged wrist deep into Buffy's pussy. With steady pressure her fist worked deeper and deeper into her twat.

Her forearm came to a stop a half-inch from her elbow.

"I can feel the balls in her ass", she screamed and with sheer euphoria from her dominance she started to pump in and out of her cunt like a plumber searching for a clog in a drain. Buffy started to scream louder and louder as Marla punched the insides of her cunt with one hand and violently twisted the anal plug with the other. The young Mountaineer's screams were deafening.

"AhhhhAAAAAAa nooooooooooooooooo no mooooooooore".

With one deft move Marla popped the butt plug from her ass. When the last ball exited her slick ass, she picked up the dildo, thought twice about it and then threw it across the room. With her other hand she added two, then three, then four fingers. With a blood-curdling howl Buffy's anus closed round Marla's other wrist. Standing over her, her wrists completely buried in both holes she fucked the Mountaineer. Her fists and arms pumped in and out of my girl's holes in a wet sticky blur.

Finally, another huge orgasm started to build deep within the Ohioan as she enjoyed her control of the other girl. The sexual shockwave hit her like a force of nature. So violent was the orgasm that she couldn't even scream. Her breath had actually been taken away. All she could do was gasp for air, and with a final spasm, pull both forearms out.

There was no respite as Marla manipulated the buckles and straps of the thickest dildo I had seen until it was securely fastened about her slim waist and its butt embedded in her own cunt. Her massive cock jutting straight out she stepped right in behind Buffy's raised, jutting ass and placed the huge knob directly onto her glistening puckered hole.

Marla weighed only 125 pounds, but since Buffy's asshole was now so slack and still slightly gaping, a semi- hard initial thrust was all that was needed to overcome any resistance and send the whole length of the imitation one-eyed monster deep into the Mountaineer's squirming bowels. Due to the extreme soreness and tenderized state of her ass tube, and the extent to which the huge girth of the thing and was stretching her rectal walls, within seconds Buffy was bucking and crying as her slack ass stretched painfully to accommodate the incredible thick monster that was plowing deep into her ass. At first using short, shallow strokes to begin with, then Marla switched to longer, deeper shafting of the proffered ass. The slim young 18-year-old brought her cock all the way out of Buffy's tortured anal sleeve, until the base of the crown of the mushroom head appeared, then slowly shoved it all the way home

For the next hour or more, she fucked her unhurriedly but thoroughly, with intense enjoyment. She slid her dick slowly and deeply into the writhing, crying Mountaineer, fucking her with measured, hard, and rhythmic thrusts. She ass-fucked her without respite, groaning and panting as her own hot, tight cunt convulsed and clamped around the stubby end of the strap-on buried within her.

Then she picked up her pace and began ramming her thick rubber cock in and out of the squirming, convulsing Mountaineer's ass. The pace was brutal and despite the kneeling girl's efforts to clamp her weakened anal muscle down on the thick intrusion plowing through her thoroughly-loosened rectal passage; her inability to do so meant that she had no control over the speed and depth of the brutal thrusts of the truncheon-like slab of rubber meat, or its withdrawal.

Beginning to tire a bit, Marla upped the pace, anal-fucking Buffy in a series of mind boggling savage attacks for the best part of five minutes before yanking her greasy dong from Buffy's blown-open anal port and shoving it into Buffy's open mouth from crown to balls, forcing the long, thick latex poker into her gullet.

I unbuckled the dildo at its the base, and she seemed almost panic stricken when I took the toy away from her. But then I pulled the fuck stick from Buffy's pulsating throat, put it in her hand and guided it to Buffy's ass again while I spread the Ohioan's legs and my tongue sought her clit. Within seconds she was bottoming the monster in Buffy's bowels while I ate her. When I finally came up for air Marla had been reduced to a trembling ball of flesh trapped in a state of perpetual orgasm. Though it all I had been rewarded with a constant stream of Ohio teenager cunt cream.

This was the pattern for 24 hours solid but even, so I had not seen it all. At least five times Marla inserted a funnel into Buffy's ass or mouth and while I ass fucked her, she pissed into the Mountaineer's mouth.

Finally, the 24 hours ended. Buffy couldn't move. Her battered body was wracked with pain, but she was too exhausted to even groan in agony. Piss bubbled out from between her asscheeks. His legs were coated with Marla's cum which had flooded from her as she came when doggy fucking the beaten Mountaineer. There were pools of fuckslop under her body that had oozed from Marla after I filled her onto Buffy. A mixture of my juices and Marla's spit, piss and shit dripped from her lips down her chin and onto the floor. The same mixture ran from her nose and ears and clotted her soft silken black hair. Her body looked broken.

We looked down the length of her bruised fucked body and saw her toes twitch. She barely moved. Her long eyelashes fluttered, but the eyes stayed closed. Marla reached down and took one small ass cheek in each hand and spread her ass: the butthole itself was stretched grotesquely and was red and swollen and bleeding. It was open to about the size of a fifty-cent piece. Marla smiled, and reached down and held her hand under the hole; her own piss poured out of it into the palm of her hand. She then brought the hand up to Buffy's face.

"Here bitch, open your mouth for a minute."

Buffy stirred, "Huh?" she groaned.

"Open your mouth, bitch... we don't want to waste any of this." She held the Mountaineer's caked covered face in her hands and pried the mouth open, before she poured the piss from her hand into the open mouth.

"Good bitch, such a good bitch. Now lick my hand."

Buffy groaned and extended her little tongue and licked the Ohio girl's hand. Marla dug her fingers into the gaping asshole. Buffy tensed and groaned with pain.

"Oh Cookie, its nearly time. Eat me again this last time as I fist her."

Reaching out she somehow made my well used cunt quiver into dampness again as she lowered her mouth onto it. Already my mind was preparing an explanation. How, if I hadn't cooperated, she Marla had far worse plans for Buffy. Hell, I had practically saved her.

***

To say the least, Josie was disappointed in Buffy's results, but made me tell her, in minute detail all that happened in the penalty session. I knew it was turning my old friend on, and had plans for Buffy, with that knowledge of how she performance.

I was glad to be heading back to my world, fixing cars, working out, and wrestling in a lot tamer situation. I would like to try some of the stuff Marla used on me and Buffy, on Kitty. Will she be shocked.

END
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Chapter One




For those of you just starting to read the Cookie Martin series here is a brief recap: Cookie is a retired military vet from the USMC. She lives alone, runs a small body shop in a nearby town, in the beautiful Mountains of West Virginia and occasionally like to wrestle nude. Her friend Kitty Katz, met Cookie by accident. She had been assaulted while walking through the mountains and found Cookies cabin seeking help. That was the beginning of a long standing relationship. Built on respect and a passion for wrestling.

***

The match becomes everything each woman wanted out of it. Cookie hoped that as a result of the closeness of their workout, perhaps Kitty would tell her the real story as to why she appeared at Cookie's doorstep.

Cookie Martin stepped out of her Ford F-250 Super Duty and had to resist the strong urge to run into the stadium. It was hard to contain her excitement. "Everything that I've been training for the last 3 years is finally coming true, Cookie thought. She looked over at her best friend, Kitty Katz, who was still in the car and clearly stalling.

"Come on, slow poke! We're going to be late!"

"I think you should go on without me. I don't know if I can do this. Someone should be watching the Body Shop and Garage. We can't afford to be closed for a week."

"Don't be an idiot. We both qualified together. Come on you'll do great. Hurry, or we'll miss orientation! I used to close down for a week every year for vacation before you came on board."

Kitty let out a huge sigh and made a mock dramatic scene getting out of the car and as she did Cookie had to take a moment to appreciate just how beautiful her friend was. She stood at an easy 5'10" with tanned skin and dirty blond hair. Her brown eyes were bright with anticipation and nerves. She was lean yet toned with ample hips and she was a complete cup size bigger than Cookie at 34 D's.

Kitty saw her staring and gave Cookie one of her wicked trademark grins, "You're looking at me the way they are all going to the moment we walk in."

"Take it as a compliment."

"I take it as I'm gonna get my ass-kicked many times."

The two had finally qualified for the Appalachian Wrestling League. Sex-wrestling was a quickly growing sport in the region, and the AWL was the cream of the crop. It consisted of 200 wrestlers each year, all female. At the end of each season the league started its world famous March Madness which consisted of the top 64 girls facing off to find out who the top wrestler in the world is. The remaining 16 girls were placed in relegations, able to be knocked out by fresh blood. This is how Cookie and Kitty qualified, both handling their respective opponents with ease.

The two girls headed towards the competitor's entrance and nodded to two burly security guards standing on either side of the tunnel. The two men didn't even bother acknowledging them as they went inside. What they saw on the other side of the door was mind-boggling. In front of them stood the most state-of-the-art gym that either of them had ever seen.

From the brochures they'd read in preparation they knew it was four stories tall. The bottom floor was just the locker room but calling it a locker room was putting it mildly. There were at least two hundred lockers in the room, but each one of them was easily the size of a small closet. There were wooden benches in front of each locker that looked like they'd just been polished. Throughout the room there were many plushy couches and armchairs each facing its own 70" TV. On the far side of the locker room was a world-class buffet. The floors above them contained the weightlifting floor, cardio and exercise floor, and the top floor would be where the two would practice actual wrestling.

Cookie and Kitty walked through a door on the right hand side of locker room and found themselves walking down another tunnel and into a massive amphitheater. In the middle of the dome there was a massive elevated ring with rubber mats completely surrounded by 3 decks of seats. The first few rows on the south side were already filled with at least 150 of the girls. Cookie tried to walk calmly to sit down and join them, but she felt the entire room staring at her and Kitty as they climbed the stairs to join them.

"They're sizing me up. Trying to see if I'll be decent competition," Cookie thought. She put on her cockiest grin she could as she continued to walk up the stairs and saw a pretty blonde in the front row roll her eyes as she went.

Once they got to their seats Cookie studied the amphitheater in more detail. There were spotlights mounted on steel bars directly above the ring, which she now saw was a deep shade of red, with yellow letters around each side saying Appalachian WRESTLING LEAGUE. Continuing to look around she saw that there were easily over 10,000 seats in the stadium and with cameras set all around the arena she knew there were millions of fans who watched from home as well.

Cookie's attention was drawn to a solitary figure walking out onto the ring in front of them. She was a middle aged woman with short brown hair that fell only to her shoulders. From the distance Cookie could tell she had a small tattoo on the left side of her face but was unable to discern just what it was. The lady took out a microphone and immediately began speaking without caring if anyone was paying attention.

"Greetings, ladies and welcome to the fifth season of the Appalachian Wrestling League. As most of you know, my name is Angela. I own the Appalachian Wrestling League. In case you don't understand the rules I will go over them just this once with you. As the name suggests this is a wrestling sport. You will all wrestle against each other to assert your dominance.

The wrestling rules are very simple, so pay attention. Each match will consist of three rounds that are 5 minutes each. You will get one point for each submission you score. Submissions are only possible if you are in control. Control means you have an advantage over the other wrestler. If you have control over your opponent for a minute it will be counted as a submission. As you all know, submissions are not the only way to score points.

"This isn't just a wrestling competition; this is a sex wrestling competition. This means you will not only be wrestling for physical domination; you will be wrestling for sexual domination as well. The first thing this means is that if you can force your opponent to orgasm on the mat you will receive 5 points. This is possible from an up or down position. You will receive one point each for taking off your opponent's bra and thong. All clothes will be taken off at the end of round 1 so if you fail to take off your opponent's clothing you will not receive those points. At the end of the match, the wrestler with the most points is the victor.

"To the victor goes the spoils. In the Appalachian Wrestling League, the spoils is another term for fucking the loser. The winner will have 10 minutes to do whatever she wishes to the loser, and the loser must comply. The more dominant, the more carnal, the more passionate the better.

Special terms to the prize round such as bondage, anal and such may be added BEFORE the match in both wrestlers agree. If anal will be involved, each girl prepared the night before, and just before the match with a laxative and an enema cleanse.

What the new girls here don't know is that the losers have a say in the prize round as well. The winners will usually tell you to say or do humiliating acts that add a little more dominance to the match. If the loser complies the winner is required to make her cum. If the loser does not comply, the winner will just fuck the living shit out of her, and she won't walk for weeks.

"There are a few things that we do not allow. There is a zero tolerance for biting, scratching or hair pulling during the matches. If you intentionally do any of these things you will automatically forfeit you match and we will allow your opponent to do whatever she wants, no holds barred, for 30 minutes to you.

You may not take any recreational drugs. As you new girls did not know this before now I will give everyone a one month grace period before we start drug testing. We will also be testing for performance enhancers. If you are caught with either you will immediately be kicked out of the league, no questions asked.

"Every single girl here has been assigned a random number from 1-64. Twice a week we will draw numbers to set up matches. We will have matches every day once an hour. The first match starts at 7:00 am and the last one begins at 10:00 pm. I will be your referee for all matches.

You will receive $2,000 for each match you lose and $5,000 for every victory. For those of you who can't do math, that is very good money. I expect this to be your only job. We have excellent facilities for you to practice and get better and many former athletes who competed here to train you if you so choose. If you stand out you may even get sponsored which will bring in even more money. Now, if I were you I would get your number, check the schedule and head home. We start tomorrow.

Cookie worked hard with her trainer and equated herself well, but still was without a win. Willow had really done a number on her in their last match. And Willow was sitting in the same bar, gloating it over Cookie.

"So, I have to tell you I'm your biggest fan. I think what you do is absolutely incredible..."

Cookie tuned out the guy standing next to her and looked over his shoulder, a fairly easy feat due to the blaring music in the bar. Cookie managed to catch Willow's eye and saw her shoot her a wink as she returned to her own conversation. "Do you think you could show me a few moves some time?"

The guy thought he was being clever. And he was actually pretty cute. He had a short, close cropped beard and it looked like he worked out, too, as his sleeves were tight around his biceps. He leaned in closer with a mischievous spark shining in his brown eyes. "Well, what do you say Cookie?"

"Listen Mark, I have a match tomorrow morning and I don't want it to go like last time. I have to rest. I'm not even drinking tonight; I'll probably be heading home soon."

"You coming here after to celebrate?" he asked earnestly.

Cookie sighed dramatically, "Who knows? Maybe we'll come here, maybe we'll go to another bar, maybe I'll take the girl I wrestle home with me. I haven't really decided yet."

Mark's eyes widened in surprise as he looked over towards where Willow was standing and then back towards her. Cookie shot him a teasing smirk and then sauntered away to join her friends. Kitty was clearly inebriated as she was standing a few feet away from the group and dancing suggestively to the music. Erin, a cocoa-skinned amazon with curves for days, was swaying right in tune with her bottle held high in the air. The two were celebrating their victories earlier tonight. Erin was now 1-1 and Kitty, due to the random nature of scheduling, was already 3-0. Cookie tried to shy away from the pair as much as possible as Cookie sat down at the table.

To her right, Jacki was in an earnest conversation with Karen about tigers and from the looks of it the red-head did not seem too thrilled with the way it was heading. Karen, however, wore an amused look. Her shoulder-blade length dark brown hair was tied back in a ponytail tonight putting her full form on display. She had been a body builder before she joined the league and it showed as every muscle in her body was toned to perfection. To her left sat Mira, engrossed with her phone. She was a short Asian beauty with brown hair with dyed auburn tips. Unfortunately, she had a seriously controlling boyfriend so whenever we went out she spent more time texting him than actually paying attention to her surroundings.

To her direct left was Willow, the black-haired vixen who had beat her two weeks ago, and Victoria - the blonde haired bitch. For an entire week after her first match Cookie came to work to find her locker stuffed with images of the prize round from her last fight. An image of her staring up at Willow with her cock in her mouth. Then, fourteen pictures were taped to the back of her locker illustrating a play-by-play of Willow fucking her doggy style. The worst was the USB drive Cookie found on the last day that contained a video of her last humiliating acts. Of her screams of submission to Willow. Of her cries of pleasure as she drove her to orgasm. Cookie hadn't been able to even check a single sports website as the video was by far the most downloaded match so far in the early season - earning it a seemingly permanent front page status on many networks.

Fortunately, the day Cookie found the USB drive Victoria lost to a silver haired tattooed wrestler named Aurora, if you could call a 9-0 score line losing. She'd even been foolish enough to offer up her ass if she lost. A week's worth of funny walking has a way of humbling a person and her torment ceased. Unfortunately, her vulnerability drew out Kitty's protective side so blondie here was now around 24/7. Hence, her presence.

Willow was wearing a tight black dress that revealed the slightest hint of her cleavage and clung desperately to her beautiful body. Her black hair was in curls framing her face and a knowing grin split her face letting her know she was aware of what Cookie was doing.

"What happened to that guy you were talking to? I might go see if he's interested in someone who's actually won a match" Victoria asked, pulling on a length of her hair as she searched the premises.

Cookie quipped back, "He told me he's only interested in anal virgins, sorry V, don't think it's meant to be." Willow snorted out her drink as Victoria turned away to hide her bright red face as Kitty and Erin rejoined our table.

"He smell bad or something?" Willow asked her with a teasing glance.

"No, that's not it," Kitty answered slurring her words alarmingly, "She just gets bored, you know what I mean?"

Willow looked towards her, "Well, maybe one day she'll find someone who keeps her attention."

Cookie stayed for another fifteen minutes until it was time for her to say her goodbyes and get some rest. My second match was going to take place tomorrow at eleven, and Irene expected her there at eight. Cookie groaned inwardly as Cookie worried what her sometimes sadistic trainer had in store for her.




Chapter Two




 

 

Cookie stifled a yawn as she pulled into work the next morning and walked up to the third floor. Since most wrestlers were never on this floor they were able to train in the yoga studio away from prying eyes. Irene had started training her in Brazilian Jiu Jitsu. A fighting style she picked because, at 5'9'', Cookie was taller than most of the girls here. It was mostly focused on achieving and then utilizing leverage. We had worked on grappling a solid 4-5 hours a day the last two weeks as she patiently walked her through more and more techniques. Today, she ran her through a litany of exercises and positions to prepare her.

Afterward, she walked with her downstairs as Cookie began to psyche herself out, "Don't be nervous. You'll be fine."

"I thought I'd be more than fine last time and look how that ended up," Cookie mumbled.

"With a pretty good show. I know I bought the video," she said as she shoved her shoulder playfully, "Willow's tough. She's going to be a top 10 wrestler this year there's no shame in what happened."

Cookie was confused, "How can a wrestler who was eliminated in the second round jump all the way up to the top 10 the next year?"

Irene stopped, "Willow was a rookie last year. Had no previous experience. She lost her first seven matches. SEVEN. By her eighth match she was ranked 200th. She managed to climb fast once she got the hang of things, but still went into the tournament ranked 64th.

Placing her against the eventual champion in round 2 she lost 4-3. The final was a score of 5-1. I think it's safe to say that you can't base an entire new season's predictions off information you found online without watching the matches. She's a contender this year." She wrapped her arm around her comfortingly.

"So why did I have to go against her on my first night. Before you even started teaching me how to fight!" Cookie exclaimed.

"Shush," she said, "we've been through this. Brazilian Jiu Jitsu is a free-form fighting style that requires a lot of precise practice to execute. You'd have learned bad habits from exhaustion if I'd let you train earlier."

"Well my opponent this time is Aurora and she's 2-0!"

"Aurora has wrestled two rookies so far. You've come a long way in the past few weeks. I think you'll surprise a lot of people, including yourself. Now go get ready your match is in an hour. And remember to breathe!"

Cookie walked into the tunnel amid a chorus of her friends' encouragement coming from the locker room. Cookie was back in her hot pink bikini and this time Cookie was determined to not let it be taken from her. Cookie reached the end of the tunnel as the last match was wrapping up. Cookie saw Aurora already making her way towards the stage before the last wrestlers had even left. "She already thinks she's won" Cookie realized and Cookie felt surge of competitiveness spike in her. Cookie would not go quietly.

Not wanting to be shown up Cookie hurried up to the stage and climbed in as soon as the loser managed to stumble her way through the ropes. Cookie saw her opponent sizing her up from across the mat, so Cookie returned the favor. She stood a couple inches taller than her and she had the trademark silver hair Cookie noticed in her fight with Victoria.

What was new to her were her piercing light green eyes and her massive boobs. Up close, her tattoos were everywhere. They ranged from extreme intricacy to beautiful simplicity. For instance, her left bicep was covered with a sleeve that consisted of roses and thorns and more details that Cookie couldn't quite make out from this distance. But, just above her right hip was the small image of a cartoon-like hippo.

The announcer said the introductions and Angela strolled into the middle of the ring wearing a white t-shirt and women's athletic shorts. She raised her hand and lowered it and the match had begun.

Aurora had apparently watched her last match as she took off at a sprint towards her. Cookie crouched and waited and when she got close enough Cookie lowered her shoulder into her and then used her momentum to spin her to the ground. She let out a loud grunt as Cookie scrambled up on top of her hips into full mount position before she could recover.

Cookie reached behind her and pulled her bottoms down to her knees then began a full assault. Cookie spread her legs with her feet stopping her from shrugging out of the bottoms, then began to pin her arms to the ground. She fought with surprising strength and freed her right arm from her grasp and used it to grab her shoulder.

Cookie capitalized on the exposed position wrapping her entire body around it as Cookie took it the ground in a painful arm bar. Aurora let out a shriek of pain and slammed her palm into her thigh.

Angela blew the whistle as the two of us got up off the floor and back to our respective positions. On the way there Aurora took off her bottoms exposing herself to the world. Cookie was up 2-0. "Bitch thought I'd be easy," Cookie remembered. Angela walked backed to the center of the ring and raised and lowered her hand. The silver haired girl was clearly rethinking her strategy as she watched her warily. Cookie took off at a run towards her and saw her tense up. Cookie stopped last second a couple feet away and saw her relax then dived straight at her knees.

Cookie felt her knee come up and meet her in the gut and Cookie let out a gasp and fell to the ground. She was on top of her back in an instant as she tried to establish control. Cookie scrambled to grab a hold of the leg that was holding her down when Cookie felt her top fall away.

'So much for a shut out'. Cookie heard Angela's whistle and the two of us got up and walked back.

Cookie winced as pain shot up from her stomach. Hopefully, it was just the wind being knocked out as Cookie was finding it difficult to breath. 'I'm an idiot,' Cookie thought, 'I got cocky and toyed with her and look what happened'.

There was still a minute left in the first round so Angela mercilessly walked back in and raised and lowered her hand. Sensing her weakness Aurora charged again. This time Cookie didn't have the agility to do much other than crouch as she crashed into her. Cookie felt her land on top of her and breathing became even harder. She grabbed ahold of her breasts and squeezed which led to her yelping in pain.

The yelp drew her anger and Cookie locked up both her wrists between them. She stared down at her, furiously, as she tried to break the guard Cookie had established with her legs. Cookie released her left hand and dragged her right one to her chest. Cookie saw her eyes bulge with confusion as she struggled, but she kept her hand inside afraid Cookie would turn it like Cookie had earlier.

Cookie pulled her arm across her body and under her shoulder and scrambled onto her back. Cookie could feel the seconds escaping as Cookie frantically clawed at her top. Cookie got the last knot untied and it fell down revealing her beautiful breasts just as the buzzer rang. Cookie was up 3-1.

"You ready for the real fun to start, slut?" Cookie heard her yell from across the mat.

"Does that mean you're ready for my cock?" Cookie called back.

She put her hands on her hips, "I know I caught you with my knee. Give up now. I know you like to be fucked."

Cookie's face burned, but Cookie refused to be goaded. Cookie was going to make her eat her words after the fight. Angela walked back into the center of the ring and raised and lowered her hand. Cookie circled Aurora with her arms out ready to strike.

She mirrored her for an instant, but then decided to run at her again. They locked arms and began pushing against each other. Cookie felt her push down on her with everything she had as she stood up on her tip toes. Cookie used that to throw her left arm off her shoulder and spin around her. Cookie wrapped her forearm around her neck and squeezed tightly as Cookie put her into a rear naked choke.

With her weight already on her tip toes she was helpless to stop her. She clawed at her arm desperately, but Cookie tightened her grip. After a few more moments Cookie felt her tap her hand and Cookie released. Angela blew her whistle again as we walked back to our positions.

The ref started the action again and this time Aurora crouched low in an athletic position and walked towards her. Cookie followed her lead and walked towards her. When they reached the middle, they locked arms and circled again. This time Cookie tried to dart in again, but she pushed her back down and Cookie got her shins and managed to flip her as Cookie fell to the ground. We made a mad scramble towards each other as Cookie tried to avoid giving up her back. She used her weight to get on top of her and Cookie felt her wrap her legs around her ribs. Cookie tried to shake it off, but Cookie felt her squeeze tighter. Cookie pushed herself in closer to her and felt a little of the pressure relieve as Cookie forced her onto her back. Cookie pulled and was able to push them apart enough to be able to turn around to face her. Cookie grabbed her right arm and moved it into a painful paintbrush hold. Cookie heard her yelp as she tapped quickly only to scream when she heard the sound of the buzzer going off in the background.

Cookie rolled off of her and got up and looked up at the score. 5-1 her. Cookie was starting to get a little of her old swagger back. Cookie helped the silver haired vixen up then smacked her delicious ass as she walked back to her corner.

"I'm gonna make you pay for that, bitch," she threatened from across the mat.

Cookie flipped her the bird and continued to wait for the final round, but she would not be ignored, "I'm gonna give the fans something that they will never forget!"

Cookie could feel the shame of her last fight rising up inside of her as Cookie lashed out, "If it's losing by double digits to a rookie then you're well on your way, cunt."

The crowd laughed and Cookie saw her face turn a bright red, but luckily Angela was walking back onto the mat. She lowered her hand to signal the start of the round and Aurora took off, anger in her eyes.

"The first rule of any fight: Whoever loses their temper first loses - Irene"

. She turned out to be a prophet. Cookie used Aurora's momentum to throw her into the ropes surrounding the mat into which she was immediately tangled. She started thrashing wildly in a desperate attempt to escape, but it was too late as Cookie jumped behind her and locked her into a head lock.

"I'm gonna fuck you in this position right here, Cookie!" She sputtered as she bucked her body back and forth.

Cookie tightened her grip even further "Ready to be my slut, Aurora?"

She flailed her arms one last time until she relented and tapped her elbow. Cookie practically skipped to her corner and saw the clock showed that there were just two and a half minutes remaining in the match.

Cookie looked over towards her opponent and saw the seeds of defeat beginning to grow inside of her eyes. Cookie felt partially bad, but Cookie felt mostly dominant. Cookie took another greedy look at her body. Yep, mostly dominant. Angela strolled back into the center of the ring and raised and lowered her hand.

Aurora walked towards her cautiously. Cookie could tell she knew the outcome of the match was no longer in doubt. She was fighting for pride now. The two of them circled each other warily. Cookie saw her look out of the corner of her eye towards the clock and Cookie dashed towards her.

She wasn't prepared and Cookie was able to wrap up both legs and drive her into the mat. She let out a weary groan as Cookie climbed up her body and mounted her face.

She squirmed violently underneath her as Cookie struggled to pin her arms above her head. She managed to hook both feet in Cookie's armpits and threw her off. Cookie landed with a thud but pounced back on top of her as she was slow to recover. She saw her attempting the same position, so she rolled over on her side to prevent it. She realized her mistake the moment Cookie pushed her onto her stomach.

While Aurora continued her futile struggle to get free, Cookie uses both hands to encircle Aurora's hips pinned her calves on the mat with her knees. Aurora was a vision of mind-blowing voluptuousness in her nude state.

Eureka! Cookie had an idea, she was going to win this match, and maybe a little humiliation is in order. By trying that Cookie would maybe lose a fall but still win.

By now, Aurora's busy hands have moved around behind in an attempt to push Cookie off and to make acquaintance with the sweaty slick mounds of Cookie's tits. For once, Cookie is not in the mood for more shenanigans, but the other woman's hands are all over her tits, squeezing and kneading them like bread dough.

Aurora carelessly remembers that her opponent has been described as submissive, because she has lost so many matches. Underestimates Cookie. Those thoughts got Aurora in trouble quickly as Cookie decides to take decisive charge of the situation.

"Stop struggling; knees and elbows."

Aurora does what she's told, facing the ring post and getting onto all fours. Her big, shapely butt-cheeks spread apart as she does, and the horny Cookie is quick to bury her face between them. Cookie begins licking ferociously at the puckering, dusky brown rosette. Aurora's muted scream of delight as the hot tongue burrows its way all over her exposed tender rear portal serves to encourage Cookie all the more.

Aurora's moans of acceptance and her opponent's avid slurping are the only sounds, as the audience in hushed in astonishment by the turn of the action. Cookie continues to lick and nibble all over the silver haired bitch's spread cheeks while her limber tongue constantly stabs at the delicious anal delicacy.




Chapter Three




 

Aurora can feel every twitch, every turn, of the tongue gnawing at her anal canal. She is consumed by the mind blistering pleasure crackling through her every nerve ending. Only a few seconds remain in the round and Aurora feels the Cookies index finger slide between her butt-cheeks and press against her well eaten asshole.

The insistent digit plows deep into her rectum, meeting no resistance, and the slutty wrestler groans as her slack anus stretches painfully to accommodate the incredible intruding finger. Short, shallow strokes to begin, then longer, deeper shafting.

Then without warning!!!

Cookie climbed over Aurora's slippery sweaty body and put her in a camel clutch. Cookie pulled hard and heard her cry out her submission in pain as Cookie threw her back down onto the mat with Aurora completely confused by the actions.

Cookie pushed herself off of Aurora and climbed up to see the clock tick down the final ten seconds of the match. Angela pointed her to the table set up by the tunnel and shot her a knowing look as she bent down to help her opponent up off the mat. Cookie climbed out of the ring and practically sprinted towards the victor's table eager to claim her reward. Spread out across the table were five different size strap-ons - all hot pink. Cookie quickly settled on the one labeled eight inches and began fastening it onto her body.

As Cookie climbed back into the ring Cookie saw all the fight leave Aurora as she saw her toy. Angela beckoned her towards them as she help up her arm and addressed the crowd.

"Ladies and Gentlemen, with a score of 7-1 and with her first victory ever here at Appalachian Wrestling League we have... Cookie!! Hopefully she'll put on as good of a show as she does on the other end."

Cookie felt her face burn as a raucous laugh carried throughout the crowd. Cookie turned towards Aurora and saw that she was already dropping down onto her knees in front of her and looked up. The defiance that had radiated from those green eyes just minutes earlier had been replaced with complete and utter submission.

Cookie pointed to her cock and she stuck out her pierced tongue and began to lick its entire length slowly. After the third time Cookie grew bored and grabbed the back of her head and forced her toy deep into her mouth. Cookie began thrusting harder and harder reaching into the back of her throat. Aurora had defied her on the mat, and she would learn her place. She tried to pull back, but Cookie stepped closer and pulled her into her. She wasn't going to escape. Cookie shoved the entire toy into her mouth and held it there.

Aurora pulled back again and looked up at her. Gone was the proud woman, in its place was a horny little cock slut. Her cock slut. Cookie let go of her head, "Now, do it right."

She began to bob her head up and down her toy obediently. Touching her nose to her stomach each time to the delight of the crowd. After another minute Cookie noticed her juices running down her legs and decided to claim her real prize.

Cookie grabbed as much of that silver hair as Cookie could and pulled her to the edge of the mat. Cookie saw Aurora's eyes widen as she realized what Cookie wanted. She grudgingly stuck her torso between the lowest two ropes and assumed doggy position with half of her body outside of the ring. Cookie came up behind her and grabbed as much of that heart shaped ass as Cookie could for leverage and then shoved the entire strap-on entire her wet and ready ass hole. Aurora let out a howl and tried to collapse to the floor, but Cookie grabbed her hair and refused to let go.

Cookie started fucking her without mercy. It was brutal. It was beautiful. It was dominance. Cookie spanked her with each thrust to the delight of the crowd as they began to cheer louder and louder with each smack. Cookie drove her past all points of sanity and just as she was about to cum Cookie pulled out and dragged her back.

Aurora's eyes were rolling around inside of her head as Cookie dragged her to the other side of the mat to give everyone else a show. This time Cookie didn't even have to instruct as she eagerly assumed the position.

Cookie teased her by sticking it in and pulling it out once, twice then thrusted the entire cock into her tight puckered wet rectum. The damn burst as Cookie drove home the orgasm. Aurora lost control of her legs and fell onto the ropes, but Cookie kept going. Aurora was howling with pain and pleasure, but Cookie refused to slow down until Angela came up behind her and tapped her shoulder.

Cookie pulled out for the last time, much to the dismay of the crowd and her loser, she walked over and picked up her new silver bikini bottoms and made her way towards the locker room. Cookie thinking she's going to like this sport after all.

 

***

Victory was bittersweet for Cookie. At least I got to cum when I lost. Muttering curses, yeah she had won her first match, but, sometimes the winner didn't get to come. This happened to her. Thinking of Aurora, ass draped over the middle ring rope, and Cookie pounding mercilessly into her ass hole, still had Cookie aroused. Cookie went into the locker room and slipped out of her bikini, and padded off to the shower area, the locker room was vacant, it had cleared out after the last match.

"Damn it all," she said out loud. "I've GOT to cum!"

She stopped in front of a full length mirror between two of the hand sinks, pausing to look herself over. She stroked a tousle of hair out of her eyes, then let her gaze travel slowly down the length of her mirror image. A face that did have some fine lines, but still looked youthful with its up-turned little nose and peevish green eyes. Shoulders and arms showed some definition, a result of just the right amount of exercising. Breasts that were round and firm, although maybe not as large as she would have liked them, but with nice, perky nipples.

Sandra cupped them with her hands, kneading them gently before she started pinching her nipples. She loved to have her tits played and had never ceased being thankful of the fact that her lovers did love playing with them. The feelings she got from touching herself went right down to her pussy, and she could feel her juices beginning to flow down her thighs. But all in due time. Letting go of her tits, she let her hands caress their way down her flat stomach, taking their time to play with her 'innie' navel. Another hot spot that she really enjoyed letting lovers play with. Next were her hips, nicely curved and totally free of the fat that she, secretly, enjoyed seeing in her lovers and friends. And between them, a completely shaved pussy void of pubic hair except for a lightly trimmed triangle whose bottom angle was now glistening with pussy juices. Cookie spread her legs slightly, showing herself some pink. Slowly, she let her feet slide apart until her pussy lips kissed the floor. Lithely, she let herself fall on her back, re-aligning the mirror with her feet so that she got a nice view of her wide-open pussy. She reached up and touched her toes with her hands, then rolled back until her feet touched the floor. Once upon a time, she had been able to put her knees on her shoulders, thus able to lick herself. She got close enough to smell herself, though.

"Not bad for a nearly forty-year-old," she told the mirror, in which she could now only see her own butt. Letting go of her feet, she sat back up, legs still widely split. She ran a finger up and down her slit, shivering as it brushed against her clit. "Mmm, not bad at all. You've still got the looks, girl."

Feeling like something softer underneath her buttocks, she got up and walked over to the benches in front of the lockers, where she lay down and returned her finger to her pussy. Sighing with pleasure, she slipped it in between her labia, pushing until she felt the knuckle against her clit.

For a moment, she wished she had her favorite dildo, but decided to make do. Just her fingers would do nicely. While her other hand played with her tits, Cookie slipped another finger into her pussy, then a third. She rolled her nipple between thumb and forefinger, while she started fucking herself. Faster and faster, she thrust into her pussy, while she rubbed her clit with her thumb. She marveled at the warm wetness inside of her, feeling her pussy juices run down her butt crack to form a puddle on the wood bench.

Forgetting her tits, she rolled over to lie halfway on her side, then lifted her leg so that she could reach her butt from behind. Without missing a beat with the fingers inside her pussy, she began rubbing her anus, which was already slick from her leaking juices. Moaning with pleasure, she slipped a finger inside, feeling the warm tightness of her rear hole for a moment before she started moving it, making sure to tickle the sensitive muscle ring good.

By now, she was getting close to her peak, and her breathing was getting heavy. Her heart was beating faster, and the tingles inside her were turning into little bolts of pleasure spreading out through her body. She cried out when the orgasm hit her, making every muscle in her body spasm. She could feel her anus tighten, almost stopping the blood to her finger, and her pussy was squeezing the three fingers inside while her juices made the entire hand wet.

After a little moment of bliss, the orgasm began to abate, and she pulled her fingers out of her hole, bringing them to her face. Feeling deliciously wicked, she licked the finger that had been inside her butt, thinking of the times she had rimmed a lover. The other hand took quite some time, since she had drenched it completely, but Cookie didn't mind. She enjoyed the flavor of her own pussy and made sure she got every drop. Once she was clean, she started playing with her tits again, still not feeling satisfied.

"Oh Aurora," she whispered. "I wish you were here."

Making sure her nipples were as hard as they got, Cookie rolled over to lie on her stomach, then raised her butt into the air. She reached down and started rubbing herself, focusing this time on her clitoris.

At the same time, she squirmed around on the bed, grinding her tits into the smooth wooden bench. In no time at all, she reached a second climax, but this time it wasn't as strong as the first one. Moaning and panting, she kept on, using only the tip of her middle finger, now, to send wave after wave of pleasure from her clit throughout her body.

Pussy juices were running down her hand and arm, really making a mess of the sheets, but Cookie was too far gone to care. In her fantasy, it was Aurora's tongue that was licking her, torturing her with pleasure so strong she thought she'd fall apart. Before long, she felt another orgasm building up, and she knew this would be the big one. The one that would make her last until John was sleeping soundly in the guest room, and Aurora would be all hers.

She felt her cheeks burn, knowing that her face, her entire upper body in fact, was brightly red with excitement and arousal. The smell of sex was heavy in the air, and the sensations coming from her pussy and from her tits being rubbed against the sheets made Cookie growl; a low, guttural sound almost like a she-wolf in heat. Then it was upon her.

"Oh, Aurora!!" she cried as the first spasm shook her. "Aurora!!!"

After that, she was lost in a haze of pleasure. She groaned loudly, her entire body quivering as her muscles tensed and relaxed, tensed and relaxed in a steady rhythm. Minutes ticked by while Cookie slowly found her way down from the heights of her peak.

She rolled over to lie on her back, once more cleaning herself up in the easiest way possible. By the time she was finished, she glanced at the clock, then gasped. It was ten to eleven.

"Oh, fuck!" she exclaimed. "I've been at it for three-quarters!"

Leaping to her feet, she hurried to wipe down the bench, then dashed for the shower It wouldn't do to greet her Kitty smelling like a ton of sex. After a quick clean-up, she put on a mild scent, then slipped into her casual clothes. She had just finished brushing her hair when she heard the locker room door open.

"Cookie, you in there? What's taking you so long?"

It was Kitty. Cookie decided she could finish this up at the hotel, letting Kitty be Aurora.

END
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Chapter One




 

Kittie Katz has gone away on a month long hiatus, to help with the Apalachian Wrestling Association tournament, and I Cookie Martin shut her body shop down for the weekend and headed to her cabin retreat in the deep woods of the Appalachian region. Sitting on her porch, keeping the fire pit going and just relaxing. Another quite, serene evening in the old woods. Or so she thought. Dixie happens to see Cookie on her porch, just chilling by her fire pit, and decides to go be neighborly.

Dixie is Cookie's cross the woods neighbor. She saw her sitting on the porch one evening and stopped over with a glass of wine in her hand. They sat on a futon, at opposite ends and talked.

"So Cookie, what does a Wrestling Mechanic do when there isn't anyone to wrestle?" Dixie asked.

"Think about some of my most erotic past matches." Cookie replied taking a sip of the chilled KJ.

Then... Kelly showed up with her intense personality, and it got a little nasty. Jokingly Cookie suggested they should wrestle before they got into a cat fight. She was very surprised when they agreed. So much for the serene evening by the fire pit Cookie thinks.

Dixie, is tall, probably 5'9" and around 130 pounds, very slim but solid looking. Long legs which Cookie fantasized around Kelly's waist. Kelly is very muscular at 5'3" and 145 pounds. She wears a 36D bra. Dixie was probably 5 years younger than Kelly's 40. They are both blonde but at their age they Cookie knew they needed help. Everyone knew Kelly was a graying raven before she went blonde.

They agreed they would wrestle until both of them were ready to quit. This guaranteed that one woman cannot escape early. After a submission there would be a clean break and they would start again. Kelly asked if choking was allowed. Dixie countered with, "if we allow punching". Cookie could see punching would be an advantage to Dixie with her long arms. She could keep Kelly at a distance. Though Cookie fully expected Kelly to dominate with all her hard muscle. They finally agreed anything goes except scratching, eye gouging and biting or anything that would leave visible damage other than bruises.

They all moved down to the converted bunk house behind Cookie's house. Cookie and Kitty wrestle there quite often, nothing fancy, mats on the floor, shower, fridge and rack of over 40 bottles of baby oil. This arrangement saves Cookie's living room and protects TV, bookcase and windows. The actual wrestling space is 10' by 15'. Most of one side of the ring was open but Cookie would stand in that area.

Dixie stripped to bra and panties and coaxed Kelly into the same. As soon as Kelly kicked away her shorts, Dixie came at her and got her in a headlock which surprised Cookie because she was sure she would start off punching. She wrapped her arm around Kelly's face and got Kelly's temples trapped in the crook of her arm, then turned on the pressure. Her arms still did not look all that muscular, but they did get definition. She led Kelly around the room a couple times then brought her over to Cookie. She tilted Kelly's face up to Cookie and there were tears running from her eyes over Dixie's arms.

"Give up, honey?", Dixie asked.

Kelly responded with a whiny "Noooooo"

. Dixie just smiled and really cranked on the hold.

"Yes, yes, I give up, please no more", from Kelly

. Dixie released Kelly and stepped back. "This is going to be fun" she said as she threw a jab into Kelly's tit.

"I can't see", moaned Kelly who was blinded from the pressure on her temples.

"Wait till I do that with my legs, sweetie." As she tossed a couple more jabs into Kelly's tit.

Then she really blasts one into that tit and sends Kelly back into the wall. Dixie follows her and continues blasting away at Kelly's tits. Kelly covers up with her arms and Dixie delivers a roundhouse into Kelly's belly. Kelly doubles over and sinks to her knees, wrapping her arms around Dixie's legs and burying her face in Dixie's thighs.

Dixie reaches down and unhooks Kelly's bra and removes it. She reaches around and grabs one of Kelly's tits in each hand and massages them gently.

"Ummmm, I'm going to love sucking on these." Then she jams her thumbs into the gap below Kelly's ears and applies pressure, forcing Kelly to tilt her head back and look up at her. "While you're down there, honey, slip my panties off", as she really digs her thumbs in hard.

Kelly gives a squeal of pain and slides Dixie's pants to her ankles. Dixie's crotch is shaved. She kicks the panties free of her feet.

"I guess I forgot to tell you honey, I used to wrestle professionally. Occasionally in a ring before a crowd but usually in a studio where I could be as mean as I wanted. And these legs you think are so skinny, my victims used to call them bands of steel."

With that Dixie slams a knee into Kelly's chest and sends her sprawling on the floor.

Suddenly Dixie is on top of Kelly. She pins Kelly's wrists to the floor then plants her knees on Kelly's big tanned biceps. She is smiling down at the pain on Kelly's face as she grinds her knees into Kelly's biceps. Kelly tries to bring her muscular legs up and catch Dixie's head between them, but Dixie has her chin down on her own chest and Kelly's legs just drop to the floor.

Dixie keeps on punishing Kelly's biceps for several minutes. Suddenly she just stands up and offers Kelly a hand to get her to her feet.

Dixie taunts, "Let's box now honey" and she begins dancing around throwing jab after jab into Kelly's face.

Kelly can hardly lift her arms. Her face is turning red and starting to swell from the barrage of fists. Kelly gives a whine and charges toward Dixie. Dixie just steps aside, and Kelly ends up bent over the back of a couch. Dixie grabs Kelly's underpants and pulls them to her ankles. She gives the panties a twist to lock them onto Kelly's ankles and uses them to drag Kelly off the couch.

Kelly hits the floor hard and Dixie uses the panties to drag Kelly across the carpet. Kelly rolls onto her side to protect her tits. Dixie takes a look at those tits and grabs Kelly's hair and pulls her to her feet and backs her to a wall. She slams a hard uppercut into Kelly's belly, causing her to double over.

Dixie quickly removes her own bra and throws it across the room. Her small hard tits look more like pec muscles than tits. Dixie grabs Kelly under Kelly's chin and slams the back of Kelly's head into the wall, bends her knees and forces her hard, muscular tits into Kelly's, then wraps her arms around Kelly in a bear hug and lifts Kelly up so that her feet leave the floor.

Dixie begins squirming to push her hardened nipples into Kelly's tits, her slim hard muscles flex as she grinds into Kelly who is struggling to breathe. Kelly grips Dixie's bulging biceps then wraps her legs around Dixie's waist, locks her ankles and tries for a scissors but can't straighten her legs. She figure 4s her legs around Dixie and pulls Dixie into her crotch. Kelly slaps desperately at Dixie's bicep to give up – she can't talk.

Dixie tells Kelly, "I'll take that as a submission. But we will not be done for a long time. I am way too turned on."

Dixie releases Kelly and sets her down so her feet are on the floor. Dixie tells Kelly, "I'm not too bad with my feet either".

With that she spins 360 degrees and drives the top of her foot into Kelly's muscular calf, taking that leg out from under her and putting Kelly down on her back. Dixie immediately grabs Kelly's head, twists it so that Kelly is on her side, drops down beside Kelly then locks a head scissor on Kelly just in the indent between her knees and her calves.

Kelly is looking toward Dixie's heels right over Dixie's calf muscles. Kelly grips Dixie's calf muscle and tries to relieve the pressure of Dixie's legs. Dixie tightens up a little more. That calf grows. Kelly cries out in pain, but she begins caressing that calf. Dixie tightens up even more.

Dixie tells Kelly, "You seem to like my calf." She releases Kelly's head. "Give those calves a little loving now.

With that, Dixie releases Kelly's head and rolls her onto her belly. She flexes her calf and Kelly begins licking and sucking on it. Suddenly Dixie again springs into action, wrapping a leg around Kelly's head and figure 4's Kelly's face into her crotch and begins grinding on Kelly's face.

"Yes, yes" she screams.

Her legs shoot out straight, her ankles lock and her muscles harden. Dixie strains and every muscle in her body becomes apparent. She grabs hold of Kelly's ankle and begins sucking on Kelly's big, tanned calf muscle. A weird scream escapes Kelly as Dixie begins to orgasm on her face.

Her muscles tighten up even more. Her forearms bulge as now she begins crushing Kelly's calf with both hands.

Dixie shouts, "yes, I love these big calf muscles".

Eventually Dixie's orgasm finishes. Then she looks over at the hand in Cookie's pants. "You enjoying this Cookie?"

"Give her an orgasm" Cookie replies.

Dixie smiles as she gets to her feet, grabs Kelly's hair and stands her up. Kelly has no idea what Dixie will do. She just stands there with her arms at her side – she has lost the will to fight.

Dixie drops to one knee and pulls Kelly across her shoulders. She stands up and Cookie expects to see her spin Kelly, but she works her hand between Kelly's thighs and pokes a finger into her crotch. From the angle Cookie is sure she is searching for Kelly' g-spot. She slides in and back slowly then it becomes obvious she has found the g-spot and is tapping on it she pushes that finger all the way in.

Kelly starts squirming and moaning – Cookie guessed Dixie did it for her. Dixie sets Kelly on her feet and Kelly just sort of melts to the floor. She reaches down and strokes her crotch.

Dixie tells Kelly, "I guess there is no sense doing any more today. Let me know when you want to take me on again. Kelly reaches out and caresses Dixie's calf and kisses the top of Dixie's foot. "I'm not done with you yet Dixie".




Chapter Two




 

The following evening, began just like the night before, except, Cookie was sitting on Dixie's front porch, drinking Kendell Jackson when Kelly yells to Cookie and Dixie from next door to come over, she has a surprise. She wants to give another try at Dixie and has set up a makeshift wrestling area in her spare bedroom.

Dixie and Kelly enter the spare bedroom. Kelly's got exercise mats on the floor and there are large mirrors on 2 walls. Dixie opens a window. They are both barefoot, tank top and shorts. Kelly hopes this time, her strength and fitness will help her, better than the night before.

Kelly understands that body builders concentrate more on big muscles but aren't all that strong. Dixie and Kelly square off immediately. Kelly lunges at her trying for a headlock but she twists her, takes Kelly down and falls on her taking her breath away. She is between Kelly's legs, and Kelly tries to scissor her, but the best Kelly can do is a figure 4. Kelly wraps both arms around her head and pulls her into her 36DDs. Dixie is still able to breathe but It gives Kelly a chance to get her breath - though it is hard with her weight on her ribs and belly. Kelly loves the feel of Dixie squirming between her thighs.

Dixie is surprised by Kelly's quickness and her knowledge of holds as she gains the takedown on Dixie and quickly takes control of the match. Dixie feels her legs wrap around her waist; Dixie should have seen that hold coming. And then she pulled Dixie face first into her breasts, making breathing difficult.

Dixie begins letting out light grunts, struggling, as Dixie squirms between Kelly's thighs. Breathing hard, Dixie can feel Kelly's nipples begin to harden from the body contact and her tank top begins to twist making her appreciate that they are wrestling in Kelly's spare bedroom, which is pretty much private.

Dixie thinks that because Dixie has just met Kelly and Dixie doesn't know her living situation. Dixie wrestled a friend in her basement over the winter, which was also a private setting, and her aunt stopped by unannounced. Dixie had to release her head scissors early in that match.

Dixie continue struggling between Kelly's thighs, beginning to perspire, Dixie twists so that her back is pressing Kelly's tummy. Dixie spread my legs and begins to bridge up, slowly, arching her back, higher and higher. As Dixie arches up, Dixie feels her tank top sliding with her and her right breast pops free. Shit, Dixie really hopes that Kelly is okay with that.

Dixie continues arching up, bridging, and suddenly Kelly's ankles unlock. Dixie takes advantage and quickly rolls so that Dixie is now facing Kelly, with Kelly on her back and Dixie straddles one of her thighs for control, close to scissoring its but not quite. Dixie's exposed breast bounces free, but Dixie doesn't want to risk covering it and losing her hold. Dixie lays down against her, holding her right leg between her thighs, reaching up, trying to grab her wrists.

That exposed tit startles Kelly and Dixie manages to grab her wrists. She is back on top of her, her weight making it hard to breathe. Suddenly she bursts into motion and rolls me on top of her, wrapping her legs around Kelly and scissoring her. She forces the breath out of her. Kelly can barely breathe. Then she forces Kelly's one wrist behind her back and releases the other, forcing her into a hammerlock. 'Oh god it hurts', thinks Kelly.

Kelly tries to give up, but Kelly can't talk. Kelly wants to tap out but with the hammer lock and the other arm pressed against her body by one of Dixie's arms, Kelly can't even do that. Kelly burst out in tears. Her head is resting on Dixie's bare tit. Kelly looks up at her.

She smiles at Kelly. "Had enough, honey", she asks her.

Kelly nods her head. She takes her time releasing her. Kelly rolsl off her gasping for breath. Kelly has a hard time even getting the arm that was hammer locked back in front of her.

Dixie stands up and makes no attempt to put the tit back in. Obviously she intends to take advantage of the instant restart. She reaches down, grabs Kelly's head and pulls her to a sitting position. Still trying to get her breath, and with a nearly useless arm, Kelly offer no resistance.

. She squats behind Kelly, wraps an arm around her neck in a choke hold and pulls her to her feet and puts Kelly in a side headlock. She has her temples in the crook of her arm – it hurts.

Kelly grabs her wrist with her useless arm and clutches her bicep with the other. That is one big hard bicep. She begins walking Kelly in circles around the room, really applying the pressure.

Then she takes Kelly over to one of the mirrors and turns her head up so Kelly can see herself. The tears are streaming from her eyes over her arms. That bare tit is staring at Kelly. That tit does not so much look like a tit but like a huge pec muscle.

Dixie works the headlock as she plans her take down move, surprised that she's able to control Kelly in the match as well as she is. Dixie glances in the mirror to check the headlock and notice her milky white breast is exposed again. Damn it, Dixie thinks she should have worn a different top. Dixie really hopes that Kelly isn't offended that Dixie's wrestling with her breast exposed.

Dixie bends into Kelly and presses her hip into her thigh, flipping her over her hip and her back slaps the mat as she lands hard. Dixie quickly moves on top of her, covering her up in a straddle, mounted tight on her hips, Dixie's thighs spread for leverage. Her breasts bounce as she struggles to stay on top, then Dixie decides to go for a pin.

Dixie lays down on top of Kelly and remembering that she wasn't shy about pulling her face into her breasts earlier in the match, Dixie wrapped her arms around her head and neck and gently drops her breasts down, against her face, not wanting to suffocate her, but wanting to make breathing difficult. Dixie begins working the pin, with Kelly struggling underneath her.

Good lord, that hip toss took the breath out of Kelly. And now Dixie is tit smothering her. Kelly struggles under her body. Kelly tries to roll but those extra pounds are more than Kelly can move. Kelly loves the feel of that tit on her cheek, but Kelly is helpless to do anything to escape. Kelly begins slapping at her back to submit. Kelly's going to have to move fast when she gets off her. Instant restart gives her a big advantage.

Dixie lay mounted on top of Kelly, straddling her hips as Dixie begins to work the pin, wrapping her arms around her head and neck, pulling Kelly tight against her and gaining complete control of her body. Yes! she's pinning Kelly in her spare bedroom! Grunting lightly as Dixie work the pin, her nipples erect from the body contact, Dixie feels Kelly wrap her arms around her body.

Oh, she's trying to bear hug her way out. Suddenly, Dixie feels Kelly tapping her back. Dixie GOT IT! Dixie got the submission from her! Dixie releases her head and rolls away.

As Dixie rolls off her in one direction Kelly rolls quickly in the other direction and springs to her feet. Then Kelly stands there gasping for breath. As she gets up Kelly sees Dixie's swollen nipple – apparently this match is turning her on. Now it's time to do something that turns Kelly on – Dixie in pain will do it.

Dixie advances slowly toward Kelly. Kelly pushes off the wall and drives into her, slamming her shoulder into her middle and driving her back into the wall. She gives a gasp of breath and Kelly drops to one knee, grabs her calves, squeezes them and pulls her legs out from under her, dropping her hard on her butt. Kelly wants to try to get her legs into play, let her feel those hard muscles.

Kelly surprises Dixie with her quick move and takedown and Dixie's butt slaps the mat as Kelly goes down hard. Stunned, her breasts bounce in her tank top. Kelly looked at Dixie and noticed that her nipples are erect as well. Dixie quickly laid back, trying to pull away to no avail. Kelly is suddenly on the offense and Dixie's in trouble for the first time in the match.

Kelly grabs her ankles and attempts to drag her to the center of the room. She twists away and comes to her hands and knees where she pauses to get her breath. Kelly straddles her head and clamps her neck between her legs in the gap between her calves and knees, locks her ankles, drops to the floor and turns on the pressure.

She struggles with Kelly's feet trying to separate her ankles.

"Forget that, Dixie Honey, even my male friend can't open my scissors when I get it locked in."

Her hands then go up to her calf and begin squeezing. Heck, that is not going to work. It hardly even hurts. Kelly puts an arm between her legs and pulls her back up against her. Kelly wraps both arms around that big thigh and hugs the outside of it to her cheek, a bicep pressed against her crotch.

Kelly flexes it so she can feel how hard it is. That big thigh feels great against my cheek. Kelly's boobs are pressed against the small of her back and her squirming only turns Kelly on more. Her legs are not across her throat but the pressure on the sides of her neck is causing her to breathe loudly.

Kelly is certainly slowing the flow of blood to her brain. Kelly wonders if she knows about the erotic effect of lack of blood to the brain. Her nipples were already erect. Maybe Kelly can get her to orgasm.

She still clutches Kelly's calf. Kelly begins bending her knees slightly and then popping them out straight again. Let her feel that calf muscle flex.

"Give it up before you pass out, Dixie baby. I own you right now."

Kelly's got her! Dixie knew her legs looked strong and Dixie should have stayed away from them. She wrestled her right into her head scissors before Dixie could get away. Her experience is really showing now as Dixie lays on the mats, her head secured between Kelly's legs with her wrapped tight around her.

Kelly begins grunting lightly as Dixie struggles, trying to wrestle free. Dixie begins twisting, trying to turn, and feels her tank top beginning to slide again. Damn it! Dixie thinks she should have worn a sports bra; this tank top is simply not staying in place.

She wonders how Kelly is keeping her breasts contained in her tank top? They continue wrestling and Kelly continues grunting as Dixie struggles. Wiggling, Dixie spread her free leg wide, pressed her foot into the mats and begins to arch her back slowly, trying to bridge free.

Grunting, ugh, umph, as Dixie tries to arch her back. Thinking to herself, gawd, 'I'm being controlled in a wrestling match by a 40 year old'.

Dixie really hopes that nobody sees them right now. And remembering Kelly's earlier comment that she has submitted a male friend with her head scissors, Dixie begins to realize there is no way out.

Suddenly Dixie feel a cool breeze on her left breast, and she realizes that her left breast has slipped out of her tank top. Dixie lays locked in Kelly's head scissors, close to submitting, when the doorbell rings. Ring, ring.

No way Kelly's going to answer that doorbell, she's too turned on. Kelly continues to pulse her legs and press her big bicep harder into Dixie's crotch.

"Give it up, Dixie or you're going to sleep."

Kelly reach up and caress Dixie's bare boob. "C'mon honey, tap out. If you pass out I may take advantage of you".

Dixie can't believe how strong Kelly's legs are. Gawd, and she's 40 years old too! She's been head scissor by 15 year old's to 40 year old's and tapped out, but never a 40 year old like this.

Dixie arches her back again, trying to bridge out and suddenly feels Kelly's hand on her exposed breast. Thinking to herself, great, she sees that her breast is exposed, and she is trying to cover it up.

Arching her back, Dixie holds the bridge and realizes escape is impossible, Kelly is wrapped around her too tight. Her legs clamped around her head. Dixie reaches up and gently begins tapping her submission on her hip. Tap...tap...tap...tap

Kelly gives one more very big squeeze with her scissors, listens to Dixie moan, then reluctantly unlocks her legs. Kelly rubs her cheek against that big thigh and then unwraps her arms from her leg. Kelly sits next to her and runs her finger around her engorged nipple.

She hardly knows where she is – no sense in starting in on her right away. Kelly stands up next to her, looking down. Dixie reaches her hand to Kelly's leg and caresses her calf muscle.

"Like that muscle, honey? That comes from a lot of years of hard work. I'll let you feel it again before we get done here today."

Kelly offered her a hand and help her to her feet. Dixie stands there wobbly and glassy eyed.

Dixie continues to stand, glassy eyed and wobbly, stunned by the power of Kelly's thighs. Her tank top hanging and perspiring, Dixie ask Kelly, "Is it okay if I remove my tank top? It's not doing much good".

Dixie reached down and pulled her tank top up and over her head, tossing it to the side. Standing, with milk white breasts, nipples erect. Dixie adjusts her shorts, snapping her waistband and says to Kelly, "I usually wrestle in a thong".

Dixie walked to the opposite side of the mats, catching her breath and asks, "ready to wrestle?"

So much for an easy win. Kelly approaches her with her eyes glued to her boobs. Dixie lunges at her, going for a bear hug, Kelly wants to bury her face in Dixie's chest, lord this woman turns me on. Where did she go – Kelly hit air, then Kelly hit her head on the wall and drop to her knees.

Dixie slides out of the way as Kelly lunges for her and Dixie watches her go head first into the wall and land on hands and knees, stunned. Dixie moves in quickly behind her, sit on her butt and wraps her legs around Kelly's waist, locking her ankles and securing a body scissors from the rear.

Dixie pulls herself up tight against Kelly's back, drops her hands to her hips and slowly bring her hands up her sides, under her arms and then lock in a tight full nelson.

Thinking to herself, "I've got her now", Dixie tightens up both holds. Sitting on the mats, Dixie stays wrapped around Kelly, working both holds. Her breasts are pinned tight against Kelly's back, her nipples pressing against her tank top.

Dixie is thinking, "darn it, I wish she would have removed her tank top when I did, her tank is hurting my nipples".

Dixie's shorts begin to ride up as her inner thighs grip Kelly's waist, holding it tight. She begins grunting lightly as she works the body scissors nelson combination, ugh, umph, continuing to perspire.

Dixie asks...."submit Kelly?" "I got you"......"Submit the hold".

Kelly can hardly breathe with those big thighs clamped around her.

"Noooo", Kelly gasps out. Kelly tries to wriggle between her legs, but she can't move.

The full nelson has her looking at Kelly's tits. Kelly feels like her neck is going to break. Kelly tries to submit but Kelly is gasping so hard she can't get the words out.

Kelly tries to tap out but with her arms locked the best Kelly can do is tap with her fingertips on Dixie's head. Kelly does. Dixie ignores Kelly and tightens up even more. Kelly can't breathe at all.

Wrapped around Kelly, holding the scissors and nelson tight, Dixie hears her trying to speak and then feels her light taps on top of her head. Dixie releases the hold and shouts..."YES!"..."I got the submission from you".




Chapter Three




 

Dixie slides back, out of Kelly's reach, and then slowly stands. Her milky white breasts exposed, her nipples erect, perspiring, Dixie steps across the mats from Kelly letting her catch her breath.

Kelly lays on her back gasping for breath. Thank god Dixie does not take advantage of the instant restart, Kelly thinks – she is helpless. Kelly manages to get up to her knees, sitting back on her ankles. Dixie still is showing off those tits.

Kelly was going to ask Dixie if they could end the match, but those nipples excited her. Dixie is a sexy woman. Kelly wants to give it one more try. Kelly takes advantage of the lack of action to get her breath back. Kelly plans to let her come to her.

Dixie begins to move toward Kelly slowly, cautiously, crouching as Dixie begins to circle. Continuing to perspire, her breasts exposed, Kelly continues circling, looking for the best opening. Suddenly Dixie moves quickly, her arm going over Kelly's shoulder, grabbing a headlock.

Dixie pulls Kelly's head down to her hip, securing the headlock tight. Her breast is pressing against the side of Kelly's face in this position, but Kelly knows they are just wrestling, and she will have to deal with it. Working the headlock, Dixie rolls Kelly down to the mats as Dixie wrestles for position.

She takes Kelly down with a head lock then rolls that bare tit onto her face. Kelly can't breathe again. Kelly is already out of breath from the body scissors. Kelly doesn't know how long she can last.

Kelly reached for Dixie's chin and tries to twist her off her but she doesn't move. Kelly runs her hand down her upper arm feeling the hardness of her bicep as she applies the pressure. Kelly is turned on from the lack of oxygen to her brain. Confused. Don't remember what to do.

Then nothing.

Dixie feels Kelly go limp and she rolls off of her. Dixie hears a couple gasps for air and then she begins breathing.

Wow. Dixie would have had a hard time explaining if she hadn't. Dixie knelt beside her and looks at her body. Dixie wants to make love to her. She begins undressing her, first her shorts and undies, then her top and bra. Nice looking tits – heck a damn good body.

Still on her knees Dixie begins to suck on one of her nipples. With one hand she grips the back of her head and pulls her in tighter. She begins squirming. Dixie reaches down and touches her sex. She is wet. Dixie slips 2 fingers inside her and finds her g-spot and begin tapping on it. Then with her thumb Dixie finds her clit – it is hard. Dixie strokes it with her thumb and continues to massage her g-spot.

"Yes Dixie, I'm cumming. I love you Dixie." Kelly moans mindlessly.

What an orgasm. Kelly would do anything she wants. Finally, Kelly winds down. Dixie relaxes. Dixie still caresses her head as she sucks on her tit. Then she moves her head away and looks down on her. She feels so relaxed.

"I'm glad you enjoyed that honey. Now it's my turn. I wants to hurt that sexy body."

Dixie stand up and grabs her head and pulls her to her feet. She are like a rag doll, but Dixie manages to stand her up. Dixie bear hugs her, trapping her arms, pulling her tits into Dixie's. Dixie has to bend her knees a little to meet her tits head on. Then Dixie stands up and tightens her grip on Kelly even more.

Kelly's feet struggle to touch the ground. Dixie is looking right into her face, watching her pain. This is what turns her on.

"I'm going to hurt you badly now, Kelly."

Dixie pushes her up against the wall and lets go, backs up a step and brings a fist down like a hammer on one of her tits. She goes to her knees. Dixie slams a knee into her chest slamming her back against the wall.

Again, Dixie grabs her head and stands her up. Dixie begins slamming one punch after another into that sexy body. Now it is Dixie's turn to cum. Dixie grabs her and throws her on the floor and dives on her.

Dixie pushes her head between her thighs, figure 4's her legs and begins grinding her pussy into her face. Now Dixie's hugging her thigh to her cheek. Dixie's orgasm begins. Legs straighten into a scissors. Kelly is struggling. She slaps at Dixie's thigh.

"No way Kelly, not until I'm done. Now you are going to find out how strong body builders are."

Dixie winds down. Dixie release Kelly. She lies there moaning. Kelly feels Dixie's cum all over her face.

"Hey Kelly, wanna do this again?"

Probably not. But then again, Kelly has no sense and asks for a rematch.

***

Kelly has a rather intense disposition. More muscles than smarts. Dixie is easy going.

The next afternoon Cookie was talking with Dixie from across their yards and she told Dixie that Kelly used to wrestle for a studio. She was a villain. Her producers loved her smile as she punished her smaller opponents. She said she would like to wrestle Kelly one last time. Cookie told her to suggest it, Cookie thought Kelly would agree and they set up venue in Cookie's bunkhouse.

Just as Cookie thought, Kelly agreed.

That evening, they all got together to agree to some rules. The rules they agreed to surprised Cookie. Kelly wanted to allow choking. Kelly knew from firsthand experience that Dixie has a very effective choke with her arms or legs. Dixie agreed if they allowed punching and kicking. Dixie had fingerless gloves.

They agreed to a minimum 50 minute match, they would fight barefoot in bra and panties like their first match. After a submission there would be a clean break and they would both get to their feet. The first person up could help the other up. They would continue as soon as both were on their feet.

Cookie again had arranged the interior of the bunkhouse for a serious catfight. It was, at most ,15 feet across so there was not much room to run. They both got into the ring and Cookie started a timer. They wasted no time coming together. Dixie used her long arms to keep jabbing at one of Kelly's tits.

Kelly tried a bull rush and Dixie exploded an upper cut into Kelly's tit that knocked it right out of her bra. Kelly stepped back stunned. Dixie swung her leg and caught Kelly's muscular calf with the top of her foot and took the leg out from under Kelly.

Another jab to Kelly's tit sent her slamming to the floor on her back. Kelly lay there stunned as Dixie watched her with that amused smile. Dixie reached a hand to Kelly and pulled her to her feet then went to work on that exposed tit with sharp punishing jabs.

She backed Kelly into the square corner of the ring and began unloading on her body with powerful punches. Kelly tried to cover up, but Dixie always found a target. The smile never left Dixie's face.

"I give up, I give up", Kelly screamed.

Dixie backed up a bit, held up her hands and said, "You're still on your feet – Cookie guess that's a restart."

Using her entire body Dixie used both fists to blast 3 punches into that exposed tit. Then she grabbed it and drug Kelly out of the corner and using a leg to trip her she slammed Kelly on her back. She went down to her knees with Kelly, still keeping that vice grip on Kelly's tit.

Kelly screamed, "please, no more Dixie". Dixie just smiled, "What do you think of this straight up and down body now, Kelly honey".

Dixie released Kelly's tit and stood up, looking down at the sobbing Kelly on the floor.

"I think I'm ready for some loving." She came over to Kelly and gave her a big kiss, then said, "how about helping me out of this bra and panties".

Kelly unbuckled her bra and removed it, threw it aside and went to work on the panties. Kelly slowly ran them down her legs, dragging her fingers across her smooth silky skin. Those legs did not feel hard muscled as did Kelly's.

As Kelly pulled the panties to her thighs Kelly noticed there was no hair on her crotch. Still working the panties with one hand, Kelly began sucking on her upper thigh. She pushed Cookie away, who came to check on Kelly's condition, and said "you will get your turn when I am done with Kelly. Right now, I want loving from her".

Dixie pulled the panties to her ankles and she stepped out of them. At that point Kelly jumped to her feet and tried to dive over the back of one of the couches. Dixie caught her by the foot, twisted it and pulled Kelly back onto the floor.

Dixie dove on Kelly, pinned her wrists to the floor and began squirming around on Kelly's belly, still with a smile on her face. Kelly brought her legs up and tried to wrap then around Dixie's head – Dixie was too tall for her.

Dixie said, "Tell you what Kelly, honey, I'm going to give you a chance to use those muscular legs of yours with a little 69 scissors."

Dixie then let go of one of Kelly's wrists and grabbed the other and began twisting. She rolled off Kelly onto her side, then still maintaining the twist with one hand, forced Kelly's head between her thighs, pushing Kelly's face between her white thighs, face first into her crotch.

She then figured 4d her legs around Kelly's head and began grinding her crotch in Kelly's face. She tells Kelly, "Forgive me if this takes a while Kelly dearest. I want to take my time and enjoy it."

She releases Kelly's arm and grabs her calf, squeezing Kelly's sexy muscle with her grip and pulls the leg in close and hugs her cheek to Kelly's thigh while caressing that big smooth muscle with her free hand.

"Your muscles have always turned me on Sweetie - too bad you don't know how to use them."

Dixie tightened up her figure 4 and began grinding faster. Suddenly her legs shot out straight and she locked on a scissors. A weird squeal comes from between Dixie's thighs as she really turns on the pressure and squirms mercilessly on Kelly's face.

"Yes, Yes Yes". Dixie keeps grinding for at least another minute before she relaxes and opens her thighs.

Kelly lays there gasping for breath as Dixie sits up next to her and stares at Kelly's cum covered face. She gets astride Kelly's body on her knees and grips her biceps, pinning them to the floor. She lowers her head to Kelly's face and begins to lick off the cum.

She tells Kelly, "I've always enjoyed the taste of my cum after I've given my opponent a beating. But I'm not done with you yet Sweetie, it's time for you to get a boxing lesson.

Still keeping a tight grip on Kelly's biceps, she lowers her mouth to Kelly's and gives her a big, long drawn out kiss. Then she releases Kelly and stands up and uses Kelly's arm to drag her to her feet.

Dixie uses her fist like a hammer on one of Kelly's tits.

" C'mon Sissy give me a little fight here."

With that she uses her long arms to pound on Kelly's face and body, dancing in and out, jabbing away, smiling all the time. Kelly tries to cover up but there is always a target open. She is backed up to a wall.

Kelly begs Dixie, "Please, no more, I will do whatever you want."

Dixie replies, "I just want to hurt you bad, bitch. How are you enjoying this 'straight up and down' now".

With that she grips Kelly by the throat, slams her against the wall and drives 3 uppercuts up under Kelly's ribs. Kelly doubles over and sags to her knees. Dixie pulls Kelly's head between her knees and clamps on a standing head scissors. She then begins twisting her body in little jerks.

Kelly gives a little squeal with each twist. With her back facing the wall she unlocks her ankles and shuffles back until she is leaning against the wall where she relocks her ankles. Kelly's temples are crushed between Dixie's knees.

"You are about to experience a 'straight up and down' head scissors, sweetie".

With that Dixie gets up on the balls of her feet and turns on the pressure. Surprisingly there is very little muscle showing in her legs. Kelly grips Dixie's calf in both hands and squeezes. It has no effect – the muscle does not show but it is certainly there. The tears from Kelly's eyes flow down Dixie's legs. Kelly can only whimper.

Dixie unlocks her ankles and spreads her legs. Kelly's face drops to the floor. She lies there crying. Kelly rolls on her back and looks up between Dollie's legs. "Please don't hurt me anymore Dixie, let me suck your pussy."

Dixie reaches down and grabs Kelly by the head and pulls her to her feet. Kelly stands there helplessly as Dixie removes her bra. Then she grabs hold of Kelly's panties and takes Kelly's leg out from under her with a kick to the back of Kelly's calf. Kelly goes down and Dixie pulls the panties off as Kelly hits the floor.

"We'll get to pussy sucking later, Sweetie. Right now, I want to enjoy those big tits of yours."

Dixie again pulls Kelly to her feet and pins her to the wall. Dixie bends her long legs and presses her tits into Kelly's. She wraps her arms around Kelly and then straightens her legs, lifting Kelly's feet off the floor. Then she tightens the bear hug. The breath rushes out of Kelly.

Dixie's smile turns into an erotic grimace. She begins breathing heavily. She eases off on her bearhug to give Kelly a chance to get her breath and then tightens up again. She covers Kelly's mouth with her open mouth. Suddenly she throws Kelly to the floor and dives on her. She figure 4s her legs around Kelly's head and pulls Kelly's face into her crotch. She pulls Kelly's thighs apart and covers Kelly's pussy with her mouth while grinding Kelly's face with her pussy.

"Scissor me, Sweetie, I want to feel those big muscles of yours."

Kelly locks her ankles and turns on the pressure. Her big hard muscles leap out. Dixie rolls the 2 of them so they are on their sides. Dixie's upper hand runs down the length of Kelly's legs, her fingers exploring Kelly's hard muscle. Kelly really turns on the pressure. Suddenly Dixie's legs shoot out straight, her ankles lock and she turns on the pressure.

They last like that for about 10 seconds and then Dixie's legs come open. She slaps desperately at Kelly's thigh. Kelly's muscles grow even more. Eerie sounds come from Dixie. Her slaps get weaker. Dixie's legs are bent. Kelly's hands fold them into a figure 4 toe hold.

Her arm muscles stand out as she turns on the pressure. More weird noises from Dixie. Then Kelly's legs figure 4 around Dixie's head. She begins to grind her pussy into Dixie's face. Her arm muscles flex even more as she adds pressure to the toe hold.

"Aaaaiiiiyeeee" escapes from Kelly as she orgasms on Dixie's face.

Finally, Kelly winds down and relaxes. She releases her 2 holds on Dixie. Dixie lays on her side struggling to get her breath. Her face is covered in Kelly's cum.

Kelly gets to her knees and rolls Dixie onto her back and straightens Dixie's legs. She gives Dixie a long kiss on the mouth. Kelly wipes the cum off her own face and asks Dixie "What happened to your smile, honey. When would you like to do this again? Oh what the heck, I might as well have my fun now."

With that Kelly pulls Dixie between her legs and clamps a scissors across Dixie's belly. Again Kelly's leg muscles bulge. Dixie grips Kelly's thigh with one hand and calf with the other. Kelly only tightens up a little more. Dixie struggles to breathe. She uses her fist like a hammer on Kelly's thigh then grabs Kelly's tit with a vicelike grip. The free hand again come down like a hammer on Kelly's bulging thigh muscle and then she gives a violent twist away from Kelly's body and breaks the scissors.

Dixie scrambles to her feet still gasping for breath but she is not smiling any more. Kelly tries to get to her feet, but Dixie launches a vicious kick with the side of her foot to Kelly's neck sending her onto her back. Dixie grabs Kelly by the ankles, spreads Kelly's legs and stomps on her crotch, once, twice, 3 times.

Kelly screams and twists her ankles from Dixie's grip. Undaunted, Dixie drops to the floor gets one of Kelly's knees locked between her thighs, puts the opposite ankle on her shoulder, then straightens her body into a split of Kelly's legs.

Kelly screams and tries to roll on her side but Dixie jams 2 fingers into Kelly's pussy and clamps her fist tightly. More screams from Kelly as Dixie actually growls at her. Dixie still has an ugly look on her face. Suddenly she releases Kelly, jumps up, grabs Kelly by the hair and violently pulls her to her feet.

Kelly's legs won't hold her, and she drops to her knees. Again, Dixie pulls her up and drives her backwards into the wall where she goes to work on Kelly with her fists and knees. Again, Kelly goes face down.

Dixie straddles her, hammerlocks her and goes to work on Kelly's upper arm muscles with her free fist. Then Dixie does the other arm. Kelly is not moving. Dixie then crawls backward until she can get her pussy on Kelly's big hard calf muscle and begins rubbing her pussy into it.

"Yes, yes, yes, yes, at least 15 times. With each 'yes' she pounds Kelly's hard, shapely thigh or butt muscles. Finally, she collapses on Kelly. The smile returns to her face. Kelly's calf is covered in cum.

"We've got to do this again, honey. What do you think of straight up and down now?" With that she got up and turned to Cookie and said, "let's go have some fun. I think I've got her softened up just enough."

END
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Chapter One




 

`Cookie' Martin checked the thermometer again on the deck of her West Virginia cabin in the Appalachian, Mountains. In just the last couple of hours, it had dropped another couple of points. It presently stood at 18.9 F. and gave every indication of dropping further in the next few hours.

She didn't mind that at all. Cookie, by trade, was a talented mechanic and all-around repairman who worked on some of the finest vehicles of the "snow bunnies" who had winter vehicles in and around Appalachians Ski resorts.

Whenever they wanted work done, especially on fine SUVs or snowmobiles, either the inside or outside of their expensive vehicles, it was Cookie they called. Blizzards always halted her work on their vehicles, however, so a couple of years ago she had signed a contract with a private club of sporting women, who called themselves and their club the "Mountain Cats."

The agreement called for her to stay at their Club house, high in the Appalachian Mountains, to protect and then repair any damage to their property or vehicles in the event any blizzards which, from time to time, hit their place.

Such as at present. By the weather channel, it looked like the eye of the storm was now about 120 miles north-north-west of the Appalachians. It looked like a Category 3 storm, with the eye traveling, at present, about 75mph, although it was expected to lose speed after it hit the mountains.

As it was now four in the afternoon, and it normally took her about an hour to reach the club, she would be able to get there between five and six. The eye of the storm was predicted, at present, to pass just slightly to the south of the club house around midnight before it was projected to shift to a more easterly line and probably exit Mountains for the Atlantic somewhere in the New Jersey area.

As for the storm's intensity, Cookie could see that just by looking out the window of her cabin. The fast-growing storm's heavy clouds, snow and wind had already begun to hit Appalachians, and it was increasing in violence all the time.

It would be important for her to load up her tools and enough food to last two or three days, although the club was fully stocked in both for all the basics. And the generator at the club would kick in automatically as soon as the power failed, which it was sure to do as the lines snaked through the massive jungle growth and trees which blanketed the great forest.

The more important reason for leaving shortly was that the barely paved road leading into the club averaged little more than 18" the road and the edge of sheer drop off . When the temperature was below freezing and the roads were icy, or if there was any backup in the snow, which fell quite a bit this time of year, the road quickly became a very dangerous proposition.

With a blizzard, the snow could be expected to rise to a couple of feet over the road, making it impassable to any vehicles going in or out until the storm and its full effect abated. Anyone who might be at the club during the storm would be forced to remain there until the snow eventually receded sufficiently to reopen the road, and no one could get into the club from the outside either.

None of that presented any problem to Cookie. She was used to working alone and liked to be her own company. She'd already done three or four different jobs at the club house for the Mountain Cats, sometimes when she was alone, or sometimes when only one or two of the Mountain Cats were also there enjoying some personal time of their own.

The club house itself was built to be almost impervious to any blizzard that could possibly hit it. It had been built originally by NSA to be used as a base to observe, monitor and record missile launches from the Middle East.

NSA had started the base by first creating a small but solid earthen island in the middle of the woods, higher than any blizzard snow had ever reached in the past, which would keep it safe no matter how high the snow rose. Then the building itself was of a solid steel and stone construction, with a stormproof roof and heavy siding, both of which were built to resist almost any real blizzard damage.

The risk, however, was from driving sleet and flying debris from broken trees and limbs which could break off and slam into the huge windows of the building, behind which much of the NSA monitoring took place. If the windows gave way, there could be substantial damage to the interior of the club house.

There were also, a couple of small side buildings, one housing the emergency generator and the other used for storage, but these were considered strongly built and less essential.

Cookie, for herself, always liked blizzards just for their sheer power and punishing impact on all of their surroundings. In her late thirties, five-ten and a solid fit one-eighty, she always liked the intense physical and mental challenge a great blizzard inevitably gave her and forced her to combat it.

When she was in college, and ever since when she went to the Impact Gym in Morgan Town, where she liked to work out at least three times a week, sometimes late at night or after the gym closed, she could generally find another gal who liked to work out and wrestle around with her, not only for the workout, but also for the challenge and the sensual and erotic pleasure she always got out of it too, not unlike the same challenge and pleasure she got from a blizzard.

Sometimes she and the other woman might wrestle for as long as an hour or two, or sometimes even all night, on the mats in the gym or sometimes on the mats she maintained in her cabin. In those matches, she and the other woman would frequently wrestle nude and oiled, no holds barred, anything goes until one or both were completely drained of everything they had in them.

And, as the matches frequently became a sensual battle, and then including an erotic sexfight as well, with their repeated deadlocks and punishing holds on the other, they soon found themselves getting highly aroused.

It was no surprise that more often than not, with all of their sensual and erotic wrestling and sexfighting, that they eventually generally ended up having an orgasm their female juices dripping onto the other until they had nothing left and they were totally drained and exhausted.

That always felt really good to Cookie, however, and she always knew that very soon afterward she would be ready to get into another similar match as soon as the opportunity presented itself.

As she had planned, Cookie reached the club house just before six. Along the way, the driving wind and snow made it hardly possible to see the main highway, which passed through the heart of the Appalachians between West Virginia and the Carolina's and even more difficult to find the unmarked entrance to the four mile old and narrow road that led through the mountain to the club house itself.

When she finally arrived at the club house, she parked her F-150 pickup truck next to the building on its lee side to protect it as much as possible. As she stepped out of the truck, she was instantly hit by the driving wind, blinding snow and roar of the storm surrounding her.

She could see, as she approached the house, that the power line from outside had already gone down and the small emergency generator light on the side of the shed, indicating it was already providing the limited amount of power it gave to the house, was lit.

As she looked around, she could see a number of limbs and heavy branches had already broken off the tall oak trees which surrounded the house, and a great number of branches from the thick pine trees standing in the snow, which also surrounded the house just a few more feet away, had already been torn and blown off the trees and were now littering the grounds.

In addition, in the snow and despite the increasing darkness of the storm and the night, her eye caught the narrow eyes of a couple of good sized bear, not twenty feet away from where she was standing, as they stood on the lawn just at the edge of the rising snow to gain what security they could from their now snowbound natural habitat.

She knew that, unseen to her, there would also be a score of animals birds in the trees or perched under the eaves trying to escape the full blast of the storm, and other wildlife, such as, racoons and `possums could also be found cowering in hidden pockets around the club house. All of them were trying to escape the fury of the intense and dangerous storm which was about to hit them with all its roaring ferocity.

It seemed to Cookie that all of the mountain wildlife, normally hunting each other for food or trying to escape other animals in similar pursuits, during a storm of such intensity, called sort of a truce from fighting amongst themselves while all tried to preserve their own lives until the storm would abate and they could return to their natural mountain habitats.

As Cookie struggled to walk the few steps to the club house and then began to open the heavy door to get in from the storm, Winter Storm Kate almost wrenched it out of her hand. But, in this case, the hand was mightier than the storm, and she managed to get inside the building and close the door again behind her before it was torn off its hinges.

Her quick walk-through of the club house which followed showed no damages to the club house yet, and that in turn would give her a chance to see that all the other precautions which she needed to take could be promptly taken care of.

NSA had built the building in the form of a "U." One side was for the sleeping quarters of the personnel manning the base, and the "Mountain Cats" kept that side just about as it was for their members.

The center part was for administration and dining purposes, which the Mountain Cats also kept pretty much as it was for the same uses. It was the third side and wing which the Mountain Cats had significantly altered. It consisted of one huge room, which the club called the "great room." NSA had built the outer wall of this side of the building almost entirely of double layer thick glass in order to provide the best security and visibility for monitoring Middle East rocket launches.

The inside of this wing had originally been filled with their scientific and tracking equipment and cameras to monitor the missile launches. After a few years, however, NSA had developed newer and more scientific means of monitoring the missile launches, and so this whole base was no longer needed.

NSA had then removed all of their scientific and tracking equipment, which left the room bare, and then put the whole base installation on the market. It was then that the Mountain Cats bought it to meet their own Club needs and desires.

In the great room along one wall the Mountain Cats had installed a long and ornate bar which they had bought from a once elegant but now closed hotel in Pittsburgh. In fact, Cookie had installed it in the club house for the Mountain Cats a couple of years ago. Then off to the side of the room were some ornate tables and easy chairs where the members could relax and play cards. An elegant carved oak pool table stood nearby as well.

Along the opposite wall they had installed a full gym, with a full set of free weights and some Nautilus equipment where the women could work out as they liked. And then at the far end, they'd built a full size heavily matted boxing and wrestling ring for workouts.

Most of the members of the Mountain Cats club ranged from their early twenties to their early sixties. Just about all of them were active and fit women. Some were in various professions, while others were working women. But all of them liked to be part of a group of sporting women with similar interests.

Cookie got to know a number of them while she was working at the Club, and she liked a few of them in particular, while they had the same feelings for her. One of them, Anne Henderson, was the Deputy Chief of Police of the Cranberry Township PD, a town not far from Pittsburgh.

She was the woman in charge of the CPD SVU section. About five-eleven and a fit one-fifty-five, her keen eyes and easy smile missed nothing, while her powerful physique, sometimes oiled or wet with sweat and wearing no more than a pair of CPD gym shorts, and sports bra always looked good to Cookie.

One weekend Cookie was working on installing some new equipment in the snowmobile of a member and Anne had come down alone to check on the Club's equipment needs. It was hot, and both were wearing only their shorts. Cookie's shorts had the logo of the Impact Gym in his hometown.

"You're looking really good in those shorts, Cookie," said Anne, "you work out regularly in a gym?"

"Oh yeah, girl, I need to keep in shape for my work. Plus, I need to work off some extra energy a lot of times, and the gym I go to is really good for that. Plus, I like to wrestle around, and with some of the other guys in particular, and the gym`s really good for that too. I've also got some mats in my cabin too, so we can wrestle around there any way we like, for as long as we like, and however it comes out."

Cookie wondered what Anne might be thinking as she said it, and if it might be what she was thinking as they checked out each other`s fit build. If they might be thinking the same thing, which was maybe getting into it and wrestling around with each other, that could be really good.

"I know what you mean, cause I'm the same way," was Anne's easy reply. "We've got to look good to keep up our image as Cranberry Township's finest, of course, but I'm the same way - I just like to work out and wrestle around too, one on one, for the pleasure of it. I sort of like to take a lot of punishment and get into it real tight with another gal too. And if a woman also gets a little extra pleasure from it, I guess there`s nothing wrong with that either."

As she said it she shot a small grin and a sharp eye toward Cookie.




Chapter Two




 

That night Cookie and Anne ate their dinner quietly in the club's small dining room. It was hot, and both wore only their denim cut-offs and tight muscle t-shirts. After supper, Cookie moved to clean up her tools and arrange them for the work she planned the next day before returning to home while Anne moved to the small club office to take care of some club business which she was to take care of.

After Anne finished, she saw Cookie was just finishing up her work too. They were now both in the big great room near the weights and the mats.

"Hey, Cookie," said Anne, "you said you like to work out and wrestle around on the mats. You feel like hitting the mats some now?"

"Oh yeah," was Cookie's easy reply. "With you, that sounds like a good idea for any time. I'm thinking you're probably a lot better than me, so don't break me up too bad. But whatever else you want to do, it sounds good to me, and do whatever you like!"

Cookie grinned to herself at the thought of wrestling around with the very voluptuous and powerfully fit black woman. Being a member of the Cranberry Township PD, Anne was naturally in very good shape anyway. But as she was also really sensitive to other people too, she had no intention of giving Cookie any more than she could handle.

And Anne, as she had just said, liked to get pressured too, just as Cookie did. So, things were looking really good for wrestling around with each other for as long as and however they liked. And however, it might come out.

As it turned out, they wrestled and messed around with each other for almost two hours. Within the first couple of minutes, they'd torn off each other's shorts and t-shirt, and put some olive oil on their bodies, which made it easier and more sensual for getting in and out of their different holds and deadlocks. As they fought back and forth, their fit bodies soon glistened with their oil and sweat in the semi-darkness of the room, which was lit only by the starlight which came in through the giant windows facing the Appalachian mountain and jungle outside.

`Yeah,' thought Cookie now as she recalled that first time she'd wrestled Anne, and then the three more times since then when they were alone at the Appalachian Club and wrestled again, `those matches were really good, for sure.' Every time they had wrestled with each other, privately, naked and oiled, they had both become so, aroused with some of the most intense and erotic feelings they'd ever had from wrestling another gal.

And then eventually, when their arousals had reached their maximum peaks, they each had intense dripping orgasms cascading their juices over each other, and soon found themselves totally drained and exhausted and their match finally ended.

Each time, at the end of their match, Cookie had felt Anne's huge thighs wrapped around her head in a tight and smothering head scissors, and then felt and tasted Anne's smoothly shaved black cunt smashed firmly over her mouth and nose.

From that, it was only seconds more when, Anne's thighs began to quiver, and shake around her trapped face, Cookie tasted the full and overflowing release of Anne's hot girl goo smeared on her mouth. At the same time that Cookie was tasting all of Anne's hot female juice on her tongue, Anne forced Cookie's own almost equally ample load of hot juice out of her own solid and throbbing cunt as they ended their match together.

It was the way both liked the end to come, and it was really good every time. Cookie wondered if maybe Anne would come back to the club in the next day or two, after the blizzard had passed, to check on things. And, if so, maybe they could get into it some more?

After Cookie checked on the inside of the club house as Blizzard Kate raged all around the outside of the club house with ever increasing ferocity, she wanted to go outside as well to check the generator and storage buildings. But as the generator seemed to be functioning properly by the steady emergency lights inside the house, and with the violence of the storm, she decided against that move.

Instead, to prepare for the next few hours, she decided to fix a couple of sandwiches for herself, along with a thermos of coffee she'd brought, for supper. She planned to stay up all night for the duration of the storm in case anything happened, and she needed to stay alert for that.

After eating, she returned to the great room, where the huge glass windows were located, to keep an eye on them, particularly as the full force of the blizzard was coming at her from that side.

As she made herself comfortable, by building a fire in the fireplace, and sat in one of the big easy chairs, she became more and more aware that every few minutes a couple of the biggest limbs from the pine trees had broken off from the trunk of the tree and, in the fierce wind, were slamming against the windows. That wasn't good, but so far the windows were holding up.

But then, in the blackness outside and with the driving wind, she saw that one of the biggest and nearest of the old Douglas firs which surrounded the house, the one with the already half torn off limbs, had begun to tear loose from the soil and the whole tree was now beginning to lean dangerously close to the windows. If it broke loose, or even leaned over more than a certain point, it might easily crash into the windows and break them. If that happened it would be a disaster and cause huge damage to the property, both inside and out.

Cookie saw that it was now close to midnight, and the blizzard would be almost at its height. However, it was too early yet for it to begin to abate. This was confirmed by the continued roar of the wind and the torrential beating of the snow on all the windows.

And then she noticed another peculiar sound. It sounded at first like the noise of possibly some debris of breaking limbs of the pine and oak trees hitting the side of the club house. But then it sounded as if it were coming from around the front door area and had a more regular beat.

It was almost as if someone were pounding on the door. But that would be impossible, she thought, as no one could possibly be out in the storm at this point, and, in any event, the road into the club would now be impassable with probably at least eighteen or more inches of snow covering it as well as all of the rest of the mountain.

Still, the pounding seemed to continue. She decided to get up and take a look. Looking out the thick window next to the door she saw, indeed, what looked like the figure of a person standing there. It was almost totally dark and the figure, for that's what it was, looked more like a dead body standing there who was trying desperately to keep from being blown away by the driving wind and snow.

As Cookie looked more closely, the figure was that of a young woman who was wearing nothing but a pair of blue jeans, a torn and shredded long sleeve shirt, and boots. She was otherwise not dressed for the weather and totally covered in ice and snow.

Cookie quickly got to the door and opened it just wide enough to get the woman inside without letting the storm get hold of the door and rip it off its hinges. As she pulled the woman in she could see she was just about gone with exhaustion.

Closing and locking the door with one hand, she turned quickly and helped the young woman over to a chair by the roaring fire, to sit her down in it before she fell down to the floor.

For a moment, neither said anything as Cookie quickly went into the bathroom to get a couple of big towels to begin to dry the woman off. She quickly saw that she was maybe only in early twenties, good looking, and had a real lean and fit build. Her smooth black skin glistened while the melting snow was still dripping off her wet body.

After another moment of Cookie drying her off, the woman began to recover and looked up at Cookie.

"Oh shit, I sure do thank you for letting me in," she said. "I thought sure I was gone and done for," she added, as a small grin began to come out from behind her obviously frightened and exhausted face.

"No problem, girl," was Cookie's easy reply. "I'm always glad to help a near naked gal when she's out in the middle of the Appalachian mountains in the middle of a blizzard and she comes knocking on my door!"

She returned the woman's grin with one of her own. Cookie wondered what on earth the story was that this young woman should appear at this isolated club at midnight in the middle of a raging blizzard.

After the young woman was warm and dried off, Cookie could see that she was recovering quickly and said, "If you're okay, how about something to eat? I've got some food in the kitchen and would be glad to share it with you if you'd like."

"Oh wow, yeah, I haven't eaten all day. I sure could use something inside me!"

With that, Cookie and the young woman, who was now recovering quickly, went into the kitchen where Cookie sat her down at the table and went to the small refrigerator for some sandwiches.

Bringing them over, Cookie said, "You know, I'm wondering how you happened to be here, but first, do you have a name?"

"Lucy! You?"

"I'm `Cookie' Martin, Lucy, nice to meet you!"

"Same here, Cookie!"

As they shook, each liked the feel of the other's firm grip in her hand. And with that, Lucy, now concentrating on the two sandwiches and the hot coffee Cookie had brought to the table, and Cookie, with another cup for herself, sat quietly as Lucy soon put away her sandwiches in very short order.

As they sat in the small kitchen, Cookie noticed that the clock on the wall said it was half past midnight. Meanwhile, the roar of the blizzard and the wind and the snow seemed to be reaching a new high in intensity, and the hammering of the snow and debris against the windows and walls remained unabated.

And then, with the sound of debris hitting the windows and walls there was suddenly the even sharper cracking sound of the debris against the windows.

Quickly getting up, Cookie said "Excuse me, Lucy. I think I need to check on the big windows and walls of the great room. This storm's really giving the place a hard time, and I'm not sure how much more it can take."

With that, she quickly went to the big great room to check on the sound. What she saw really concerned her. Looking through the dripping glass window, she could see that the big old Douglas fir just outside the window had become uprooted with the force of the wind and was now leaning precariously against the side and frame of the building exactly where the window and the siding met.

If it shifted against the window it would surely break it and crash through into the room, which in turn would let the full blast of the blizzard come into the room as well, which would be disastrous.

Already, Cookie could see the thick trunk of the tree shift back and forth as the powerful wind tore at it, trying to break it free from the few roots in the ground which still held it in place. It wouldn't be long until it did break free. Cookie knew she had to move fast.

Despite the driving snow and shrieking wind, she figured she'd have to go out in the storm, try to tie a line to the tree, and try to pull it to the side and away from the window. For a moment, she thought maybe she could tie her end of the rope to her pickup truck and use that to pull the tree away.

But when she looked over at the truck, she could see it was under a pile of wind-blown snow drift, and it would take a few minutes to clear that away. And she knew she didn't have those minutes to spare.

She ran back into the kitchen, where she knew a length of strong rope was coiled up in the pantry. Grabbing it, and her parka, she ran outside right into the full fury of the storm. Seeing her go back out, Lucy jumped to her feet, found a spare parka near where Cookies had been hanging, and also ran back out into the storm to follow her.

As soon as they stepped outside, the full force of the wind and the snow of the blizzard hit at their bodies as both were wearing a parka, and boots, but it was no match for the dangerous storm.

As they got to the tree, Cookie knew she'd need to try to wrap the rope around the highest point of the pine tree she could reach to get the most leverage she could on it, but she couldn't reach very high even at that.

Lucy, however, instantly saw what she was up to and said, "Gimme that rope, Cookie! I can climb up the tree higher than you can reach, and I can secure it up closer to the top!"

With that, she grabbed the rope out of the surprised but willing Cookie's hands, and quickly climbed up the dangerously swaying tree close to the top, with the wind and snow almost tearing her off the tree as she went up.

In another couple of seconds, she had managed to tie and secure the rope near around the top of the tree and then clambered halfway back down until she could jump to the ground from there.

"Hey Lucy," said Cookie through the shrieking wind, "you're good, you know!" Lucy gave her a big grin.

Cookie quickly picked up the other end of the rope and began to pull it back to about twenty feet from the base of the tree where the angle for pulling the tree would be most effective. Lucy quickly followed Cookie's move and picked up the rope right behind her so they could both pull it back together as one.

They had everything they could do just to stand up against the fury of the wind and with the driving snow slashing against them, let alone pull on the big tree itself. But they knew what they had to do and weren`t deterred by the storm raging around them.

Cookie had now not only grabbed the rope but also wrapped it around her waist to secure her hold on it, and Lucy now did the same, in effect tying them both tightly together. Their only hope was that their combined weight and muscle power would be enough to pull the pine away from against the window before it broke and crashed through it.
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Together they pulled as hard as they could. It felt for a moment as if they might succeed when the tree moved a few inches away from the window while the wind swirled around them from the side of the building and helped them. But then in the next swirl, the wind suddenly went in the opposite direction and they were back where they started, and maybe even a little worse off.

They knew they couldn't give up, however, and they strained every muscle they had in them to try to move the tree again. But then Cookie suddenly felt herself begin to fall backwards as her feet give way under her in the icy slickness of the ground on which they stood. And, in falling backwards with the strain of her pull, she fell back hard into Lucy, causing her to give way too.

For an instant, both were stunned with their fall backwards into the snow, and Cookie now felt herself lying somewhat unconventionally between the thighs of the amazingly sexy Lucy underneath her.

`Mmmm yeah,' was Cookie's first thought, `if we weren't trying to move this damn tree, I sure wouldn't mind this position we're in at all! This gal sure does feel good underneath me!'

Had she known it, Lucy was feeling the same way, except in reverse, about Cookie, now lying down all covered in snow and nearly frozen on top of her in the darkness of the raging storm.

***

As Cookie and Lucy lay together, Cookie on top of Lucy, stunned with their sudden fall into the snow together, and both thinking of some other possibilities with that and with each other, both knew, nevertheless, they had more immediate things to do than lie there with the blizzard roaring all around them and the huge pine tree still leaning precariously nearly against the big club house window. They knew they had to get back to the job of trying to pull the tree away from the window before it totally crashed through it. The rest of their thoughts would have to wait until maybe another time.

In another minute, they had regained their feet. Once again Cookie wrapped the rope around her waist and tightened her grip on the rope while Lucy, standing right behind her was about to do the same in order to double their power.

But this time, instead of grabbing the rope, Lucy saw she could be more effective by getting a tight bear hug on Cookie herself and pull Cookie herself back while Cookie held on to the rope. Ummm yeah, both women liked the feel of Lucy coming on to her like that.

As Lucy got her hold on the fit Cookie in a tight bear hug, she wrapped her fit arms wrapped tightly around Cookie's breasts and then seized both of Cookie's orbs to tighten her grip on Cookie. At the same time, she felt her own now stirring and nearly aroused cunt press hard against Cookie's solid butt while holding her even tighter. Cookie liked the feel of Lucy's arms around her, with Lucy squeezing her breasts as hard as she could to tighten her grip on her, and at the same time the feel of Lucy's firm highly aroused female equipment press hard against her butt.

`Mmmm yeah,' each thought, `if it weren't for having to move this big old mother- fucker of a tree, I could go with this all night!"

For what seemed long minutes of both Cookie and Lucy pulling back on the tree, nothing seemed to happen. With the wind and the snow still beating down on them furiously, the big pine tree didn't seem to want to budge, but the two women never ceased trying to pull it away either.

But then, slowly, the upper trunk of the tree seemed to move a couple of inches away from the window. Then it moved a few more inches. And then, as they continued to strain at it with all their might, it moved a couple of feet.

And then both Lucy and Cookie suddenly found themselves end up in the snow again, flat on their backs. Once again, Cookie was on top of Lucy as they remained momentarily stunned again, with both of them still locked together and with Lucy still keeping her tight bear and breast hug on Cookie.

But this time, the reason for their finding themselves in the snow again was because the howling wind had suddenly caught the tree when it was a few inches away from the window, picked it up, and then slammed it down to the icy ground away from the window.

For a couple of minutes, neither Cookie nor Lucy, both stunned and exhausted, moved. Then Cookie slowly got up, loosened her hold on the rope while Lucy loosened her hold on Cookie, and both got back to their feet.

"Looks like we rassled that mother-fucker down really good, Lucy!" said Cookie, a wide grin covering her wet and grimy face.

"No problem at all! I was feelin' really good rasslin' around there with you too!" was Lucy's grinning reply.

For the moment, that crisis was over, and the job got done. After they slogged their way back inside the club house against the still shrieking wind and driving snow, both noticed that the storm almost imperceptibly was beginning to diminish as it was beginning to move off to the east.

After they got inside, Cookie said "Girlfriend, I think the first thing we need to do is get washed up. We've got a couple showers in the bunk room wing so let's head there."

"Sounds good to me, Cookie," said Lucy as they got to the showers, a grin covering her face, "but why mess up two showers with the dirty snow when we only need to mess up one? Why don't we both use the same shower?"

"Makes sense to me," replied Cookie, "particularly if we shower together!"

"Just what I was thinking too, Cookie," was Lucy's easy response.

In the shower, Cookie reached for the soap, but instead of soaping herself off, she turned to face Lucy and began to rub the deep jungle scented lather all over Lucy's powerfully fit black body.

She started by first lathering around the top around Lucy's solid shoulders, then down over her pert breast and solid back, then over, in and around her tight butt and smoothly shaved crotch, with special attention to massaging her cunt, which was now aroused and even her clit was sticking straight out from under its hood; then her bulging and fully engorged cuntlips and then on down over her well-fit thighs and calves to her smooth feet to complete the job.

Mmmm yeah, that sure felt good to both of them. And it was just as good when Lucy returned the favor and did the same job on Cookie, whose own cunt and Cunt lips were just as big, thick, wet and aroused as Lucy's.

Both knew they were thinking the same thing, and both were recalling their too brief semi-wrestling match just a few minutes ago in the snow after the big pine tree crashed down and left them reeling.

After their shower, they wrapped the big soft club towels around their necks and Cookie led the way back to the big wrestling mats in the great room.

The emergency generator was still on and still providing just enough power for a few dim lights and the stove and refrigerator, but not enough for any more lights or the heating system.

As they stepped on to the mats, naked and still wet from their shower with only their towels draped over their shoulders, the light was dim and the room warm from the roaring fire in the big fireplace. They could still see the driving snow and strong winds outside the big windows as the trailing edge of the storm continued to tear away at the trees and the jungle mountain outside.

But that no longer concerned them as they knew the storm was now abating and would soon be gone entirely. Suddenly, to the considerable pleasure of both, they found themselves once again locked together, wrestling wet and naked, on the mat. But this time Lucy was on top of Cookie, holding her down underneath her, as they quickly got a double bear hug on each other, ready to wrestle it out from when they'd begun out in the snow earlier.

They couldn't wait any longer to get into it even though it was now almost two o`clock in the morning. Lucy made the first move after both getting locked together by getting a tight headlock on the unresisting Cookie. As she did, she pulled Cookie's face in to press hard into her breasts and hard nipples, soon filling Cookie's mouth with them until she could feel Cookie`s tongue wrap itself around her tit flesh and inside Cookie's mouth.

But then, without trying to escape Lucy's hold on her, Cookie reached around between Lucy's fit legs to get a solid hold on the fit and naked Lucy damp, cunt. Cupping her slick lips like a slippery frog, she started to crush it in her fist and also pull the lips apart. Lucy's legs opened, as Cookie pulled and twisted the lips. Lucy had no trouble with the feel of that at all.

For the following couple of minutes, they remained deadlocked, each suffering in the other's hold while forcing her own hold on the other in return, all the time dropping down to the mat as well. Eventually, Lucy loosened her headlock on Cookie, and Cookie eased her hold on Lucy's sex.

Then, both now down on the mat but still loosely locked together, Cookie spun around and got on top of Lucy, head to toe, getting Lucy in a tight head scissors and smashing the full expanse of her female equipment hard into Lucy's face to blind and suffocate her in the hold.

Lucy had no problem taking that, however, and suddenly bridged and flipped her powerfully fit legs up to catch Cookie in the same hold. Now both of them had a double figure-four head scissors on each other, each one's face buried deep in the other`s hot wet crotch.

Then Lucy managed to roll both of them over, with the not unwilling Cookie following Lucy's move, until now Cookie was underneath the hot, wet and naked Lucy lying hot, wet and naked on top of her. In their double figure-four head scissors on each other, the already heavily sexually aroused wrestlers then thrust their thick, aroused, slippery cunts against the other's face.

Their powerfully fit bodies had already produced an enormous state of arousal in each of them during their long fight outside to remove the tree from the window, but they knew they didn't want to be the first to cum, yet, as they had only begun their pleasure of wrestling around with each other.

Both therefore eventually broke off their double figure-four head scissors on each other, and now Cookie shifted around quickly to catch Lucy from the rear, while both were sitting on the mat, to wrap her powerful legs around Lucy's waist to get her in a tight body scissors with her powerful legs. Then from there, she crossed her ankles and began to smash her heels hard into Lucy's fully aroused and exposed naked sex.

At the same time, she reached her powerful arms around Lucy's breasts to seize both of Lucy's solid orbs in her fist and began to squeeze them, just as Lucy had squeezed her own breasts earlier when they were outside trying to pull down the tree.

`Yeah,' both thought, `I like the feel of this!' as Cookie had her tight and punishing hold on Lucy, and Lucy very much liking the feel of Cookie working her over.

But then Lucy, in their sweat-soaked and oiled slipperiness, began to twist out of Cookie's tight body scissors on her until she got herself completely reversed to face Cookie even thought she was still caught in Cookie's powerful scissors hold on her.

Now Lucy was able to get first to her knees, and then stand up, and then begin to lean heavily down into Cookie and gradually fold her down until Lucy's legs were straight out behind her. As Lucy came down further and further on top of Cookie, their faces came closer and closer together until finally, they met.

Next thing they knew, Cookie had loosened her scissors hold on Lucy somewhat, and their tongues began to wrestle it out with each other inside each other's mouth. That felt and tasted really good and went on for a couple of minutes. But then Cookie slowly brought her hands up until she managed to grab Lucy's head between her powerful hands, and then she gradually pushed Lucy's face away from her own.

But that was only to push Lucy's head down to the level of her breasts and nipples; and then down to her stomach, and then, still keeping her leg scissors on Lucy to keep her from escaping entirely, until she forced the not unwilling Lucy's head and face down until it was opposite Cookie's wet and naked crotch.

But then, with that, Cookie tightened up her leg scissors on Lucy again, and this time got her in a tight head scissors, while at the same time she pulled Lucy's head and face down into her crotch until Lucy's face was completely buried and smothered in it.

Lucy had no problem with any of that at all, nor now with finding her whole face buried, blind and suffocating, in Cookie's crotch. For long minutes that was all she could taste or feel, and she had no problem with it at all.

In fact, as she shifted her head around slightly in Cookie's tight hold on her and feeling Cookie's oozing cunt against her face and Cookie's big clit against her lips, she soon opened her mouth to suck Cookie's stiff, turgid clit into her mouth, and that felt and tasted even better. With Cookie having no problem with the move either.

Nor later on when the whole situation was reversed, and Lucy got the same hold on Cookie, and soon felt her own clit swallowed deep inside Cookie's mouth in reverse.

For almost an hour Cookie and Lucy wrestled back and forth in their club house match while the storm continued to rage outside. Time after time they found themselves wrapped tightly together in each other's wet and naked body, giving and taking all the punishment each could devise. Sometimes they moved quickly, but more often they remained deadlocked in one hold or predicament or another while both enjoyed the sensual and erotic pleasure they were getting from their whole match.
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Their long match also included, however, an ever increasing amount of sexfighting each other, and with their already long and tiring battle with the blizzard storm, that meant ever increasing intensity of the coming orgasms were building up more and more in their bodies. And with that, both knew their wrestling match would soon have to end.

Once again, just like when they had begun, they found themselves in a tight double figure-four head scissors on each other, with once again both of their cunts smashed firmly against other's mouth and nose

But this time, they didn't break it off to go on to something else. Instead, they this time rolled over but remained tightly locked together, as both knew they couldn't hold their climax inside them any longer.

Suddenly each felt a strong and rippling spasm come across her own and the other's fit body, and in the next instant, first Lucy's, then Cookie's bodies stiffened, then began shuddering, and quivering uncontrollably, then of both bodies exploded in climax, both felt and tasted all of the other's hot juice girl cum as it squirted out of her throbbing sex and pulsed and poured in a flood into her mouth and down her chin

On and on the torrents pulsed and flowed until finally both were drained, and both found themselves exhausted. Both knew that sure had felt and tasted really good.

***

It was close to ten o'clock the next morning when Cookie awoke. Looking out the window of her bedroom, she saw nothing but blue sky and sunshine. The blizzard had passed away completely. Looking at the grounds outside, however, she could see that, while the bear and other wildlife had returned to their natural mountain habitats, the grounds were completely covered with the snow, covering the debris of leaves and branches from the many broken trees surrounding the club house. It would take some time to clean it all up.

Before making breakfast, she decided to go outside to walk around the property to see what other damage might have been done. Cookie saw that power had been restored, but the heat had not yet come on again, and it was already somewhat cool inside. Putting on only her parka and boots, she went out the front door.

The debris was snow drifts high on all sides, but at least the big pine tree she and Lucy had finally moved from the side of the house was now lying on the ground, nearly covered in snow, out of the way. And her pickup truck, although covered with snow and debris, looked undamaged too. All told, while it would be a big clean up job, apparently there was no real or other damage to the property.

When she came back inside and walked into the kitchen, she saw that Lucy was not only already up, dressed in no more than a pair of thong panties and tank top she'd found somewhere. Cookie noticed that her thong bulged in all the right places, front and back, sporting a very pronounced 'camel-toe' and she felt her own female equipment once again begin to throb as well. Going up to Lucy to greet her, Cookie couldn't help but reach down to grab the big 'camel-toe' in Lucy's thong to greet it too and found it puffy and full. Lucy greeted her similarly.

Cookie knew that felt really good to her too. Cookie also noticed that Lucy had apparently already found some cereal and canned milk, some bread and preserves, and some packaged waffles, making altogether a complete breakfast.

`Now,' she said to herself, 'I wonder how Lucy happened to find the makings for such a complete meal so quickly?' It also occurred to her that she still didn't know, in fact, how come Lucy appeared at the front door of the club at midnight in the middle of the raging blizzard in the first place?

"Hey, Lucy," said Cookie, a grin on her face. "I'm thinking that you haven't yet mentioned, I do believe, how you happen to have come here late last night in the middle of the storm, and how come you seem to be so familiar with things here in the kitchen this morning?"

A wide but bashful grin covered Lucy's face.

"Well, Cookie, you see, I sorta been here before, you know?"

"No, I don't know," replied Cookie good naturedly, "but I sure would like to!"

"Well, you see, I've sorta been living out in the mountain, pretty close nearby, for a while. It's sort of this way. I got into a problem about four months ago over in Charleston. A couple of years ago I got involved in an assault and battery situation over there when I beat up a couple of girls who were in a gang and wanted me to join them. I didn't want to join up with them, and so instead of them beating me up, I just sort of beat up on them.

"Then the police came and broke it up, but the gang said that I had assaulted them. I denied it, but it was two against one, so the judge figured I was guilty and sentenced me to eighteen months in jail. I got out about a year ago, got a job in construction as a flagger, and things were going along okay until, like I said, about four months ago.

"There was another assault in the neighborhood, and two so-called witnesses said I was the guilty party. There was another witness, and some good DNA evidence, that I was not the guilty party, but with my previous record, it was left up in the air, and I was let out on bail.

"My sister came down to help me, and she's been putting together the real evidence ever since. She said it would probably take three or four months to bring it together to present to the court, but in the meantime, I should just make myself scarce for a while.

"So, she suggested I come on out here, and she and I fixed up sort of a little hut about a hundred yards from the clubhouse here, out in the mountain, for me to live in where nobody could find me.

"And now she comes down every two or three weeks from Cranberry Township and brings me some clean clothes and enough food to get by to keep me going.

"But now here comes this big blizzard up and I got clean frozen out of my hut and almost blown away.

"So, I saw the lights on in the club house, and your pickup in the yard, and figured somebody must be here and maybe they might let me in to get me out of the blizzard.

"So here I am!"

`Cranberry Township!' thought Cookie immediately as soon as Lucy said it. That's where Anne Henderson was from and where she was with the Cranberry Township PD and headed up their SVU unit. Which would put her able to help Lucy with her legal problems and help her stay in the mountain near to the club house where she could keep her going until things cleared up for her again in Charleston.

`And yes, looking at the similarity between the two very fit black women, with Lucy being a smaller version of Anne, the likeness was there!,' thought Cookie quickly.

"You mean you're Anne's kid sister, Lucy?" asked Cookie. " I know Anne really well and I know she comes down here to the club house every two or three weeks. I thought she came mainly just to check on the property, knowing she's on the board of directors and one of the members in charge of the place, but I thought it was just in connection with that.

"But I see she's been coming down to help you too. She's a good gal, for sure!" Cookie added.

"You know it, Anne and you saved my life! And I sure do appreciate it!"

"She's a lot bigger and older than you, Lucy, how come the difference?" asked Cookie gently, not wanting to pry into Lucy's affairs any more than she might be comfortable with.

"We got the same mother, but different fathers" said Lucy. "Our mother first married her father. He was an air force pilot and instructor. But he died when a student he was flying with messed up and they crashed into a mountain in New Mexico.

"Then a few years later our mother married my father. He was a jazz musician in Biloxi, and I came along. But that didn't work out and they separated. He died a few years later, and then my mother died when I was about nine years old.

"I've been living with different aunts and uncles since then, but Anne always kept an eye on me and did what she could for me, but I'm not sure I ever lived up to her hopes for me. Still, she never gave up on me, and she's keeping an eye on me still. I finally got pretty well settled down in construction in Charleston, until this came up.

"But now if I can get through all this okay, even though I know I've already lost my job, I hope to get back on my feet again and make it own my own from now on."

"Man," said Cookie, "I can see you've had some pretty rough days and years. But looks to me like you're pulling through good now, and I sure wish you the best from here on out.

"Meanwhile, for right now, looks like you've put together a real good breakfast there, and so what do you say we get it inside of us? I'm thinking after we finish eating, if you'd like, we could go outside and clear away all the debris the storm left us, and I think we need to get out the power saw to cut up that big pine tree we pulled down and dispose of it too.

"Might be a four or five hour job till we're through, so we might not be able to finish up until late this afternoon."

"Cookie, I'm sure with you all the way. After all, you just saved my life, so that`s a real plus right there. And then, of course, you're easy to look at when you're all almost naked and working around with all those curves too, and so, whatever you want to do, anything at all, I'm good with whatever you like, for sure!"

With that comment and recalling their wrestling around all wet and naked last night in the snow and then on the mat in the great room, which ended in their shooting their full loads of hot cum juice into each other, and this morning's crotch-grabbing greeting just now, they were both thinking the same thing.

The work cleaning up the grounds went easily and well. The equipment shed held a leaf and limb shredder in addition to the power saw, and they dumped the shredded debris around the mountain. The big pine tree which had come down was disposed of similarly with only a few odds and ends left to do when they saw a big black Suburban pull up and park next to Cookie's pickup.

On the doors and sides of the Suburban were the emblem of the Cranberry Township PD, and the words "Cranberry Township PD SVU Unit." As they watched, a grinning Anne, dressed only in camo jacket and pants, a spiffy "CPD" cap and combat boots, got out to greet them.

As soon as she saw Anne, Lucy ran over to her and threw herself into Anne's welcoming arms. For a couple of long and silent minutes, they held their embrace of each other while Cookie stood aside quietly.

For the next fifteen or twenty minutes Lucy and Cookie relayed all that had happened at the club during and after the blizzard, while Anne deftly and quietly questioned them as to some of the details to complete the picture in her mind.

Clearly, Lucy had done the right thing, Anne said, in coming to the club house at the height of the storm to see if she could be admitted inside, and it was mighty nice of Cookie to let her in and take care of her until she could recover herself.

And then it was surely appreciated that both of them worked so hard at the height of the blizzard and storm to pull the big pine tree off the side of the house and away from the window so it wouldn't be damaged, and then working hard all morning to get the club house and grounds back in order again.

After the three walked around the club house and grounds to check the rest of it out, Anne said that she would have to return shortly to Cranberry Township as she had just come down for a brief visit to check how the club house had survived the blizzard.

As they relaxed in the kitchen with a cup of coffee before Anne had to leave, Cookie suggested to Anne that maybe the board should consider having a full time caretaker during the Ski season? And if so, she'd like to recommend that Lucy might be given the job if she wanted it.

Anne's reply, with a grin on her face, said that was just what the board was thinking and had decided upon, to get a caretaker for the Ski season, but they didn't know who it might be. And Anne said that before this blizzard had come along she was reluctant to suggest her sister Lucy as that might seem like some sort of family favoritism.

"But now," said Anne, "With the great and hard work Lucy had just voluntarily done to protect the club house with Cookie, and then working still more to clean the place up after the blizzard, she was sure the job was Lucy's if she'd like it!

As the three walked back to the big black Suburban for Anne`s return to Cranberry Township, Anne asked Cookie "How long do you figure you'll be able to stay over here at the club house this time, Cookie? Things look pretty good now, and I know you'll want to get back home soon too, maybe there are a few more things you need to do here first?"

"Well yes, Anne," was Cookie's reply, "I'm thinking maybe Lucy and I can get the place really cleaned up and finished in another hour or two. But then I thought maybe I'd stay over tonight as maybe Lucy and I have some other unfinished matters we need to attend to too."

As Anne recalled looking at the two attractive women standing close together in front of her in the kitchen, both of them almost naked wearing nothing but their gym shorts or panties and tank tops and wet with sweat, and noting the pussy outlined in Lucy's thong, she had a very good idea of what the two of them might be thinking of doing with each other.

After Anne left, Cookie and Lucy finished up the last of their cleanup work, got washed up, and fixed up a good supper from what Cookie had brought with her, plus all the food which Anne had brought down from Cranberry Township for Lucy, plus some extra supplies for anybody else who might be working at the club house over the next few days.

But Cookie and Lucy both knew what they really wanted to do then. It was after dark that both found themselves in the club great room again. Once again they were completely naked and wet and slippery with some olive oil as well. As they faced each other once again, ready to battle, their pussy's, already aroused for the battle to come, once again stood proud in their nakedness from their bodies, lips all full and puffy, in anticipation of the battle and next wrestling match they were about to have.

And, even better, this time they didn't have to think about any blizzard raging outside. Instead, they could have their own private blizzard, anything goes, no time limit, and make it last as long as they liked and for however it came out.

It lasted for over two hours, until both wrestlers were once again completely drained and exhausted. Yeah, it sure was good. And, even better, Cookie was only an hour or so away, over in the next county, and with Lucy now the caretaker of the club, this wouldn't be the last time they'd be wrestling each other either.

END
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Prologue




 

Cookie Martin, a retired marine, lesbian, mechanic and part time wrestler. She lives in the beautiful mountains of West Virginia. After leaving the Corps, she opened a small auto body shop, and also began renovating a rustic cabin along the Lumberjack Trail.

One Friday after closing her shop, she is awakened by a knock at the door, by shabbily dressed girl that appears to be down on her luck or in need of some help. Kitty Katz, she tells Cookie, is her name and she is a victim of a robbery. While the young woman explains her appearance at Cookie's cabin, something about the girl causes her to take the girl under her wing and are soon very close friends.

Kitty spends the night and helps Cookie with odd jobs around the cabin. In the course of their friendship, both women admit enjoying wrestling against other women. Nude. The conversation only strengthens their relationship..




Chapter One




 

"A freak storm has just blown in from the north," an announcer came on.

"There," Cookie said. "Leave it there."

"If you are out on the lake, you need to get in as soon as possible," the announcer continued. "This storm is producing high winds up to sixty miles per hour and a possibility of large hail. Though it has not yet started raining, flooding is possible in low lying areas."

"We've got to get back in," Kitty said, shoving the radio into her left hand, which she had laid on the table. Her right hand still rested on her inner thigh. Kitty moved her hand and she jumped up and staggered outside, the boat was rocking harder than it had been when she had taken the life jacket to Cookie's father.

A gust of wind caught the door and blew it back open; Cookie jumped up to grab it as the rain started. Kitty was worried to death about Cookie but knew it would be foolish for her to rush outside after her. Kitty held the door shut while she waited to hear Cookie, or her father knock on the door to come back in.

Kitty looked across the table at Mrs. Martin; her face had a green tint to it.

"Do you need to throw up, Mrs. Peterson?" Kitty asked, worriedly.

Kitty was in the direct line of where it would go if she did.

Kitty latched the door and grabbed a paper sack out of a drawer. She held it to the older woman's mouth just as she nodded and let it spew.

"That was close," Kitty said as the embarrassed woman took the bag from her.

"Too close," Kitty said.

She looked up at her and smiled. "Thank you, Kitty. Thank you for asking when you did, Kitty."

Kitty turned toward the door again, just as she got even with Mrs. Martin the boat tossed violently and threw her off balance. Luckily, Kitty had turned to face her, and she managed to grab onto the table, but she still fell partially on top of the older woman. Their life jackets would have prevented her from crushing anyone.

Kitty wrapped her arms around her and smiled into her eyes. "Are you sure you are okay?" Kitty asked.

She grinned. She had the same grin that Cookie did; the one that drove her crazy. "I've been better," she said, pushing herself up.

The boat tossed again the other direction. Kitty grabbed onto the table with one hand and Mrs. Martin with the other, just seconds before she would have smashed into the other table. Mrs. Martin grabbed the radio just before it flew across the room.

Now Kitty was terrified. Cookie and her dad were still out there. Had they gone overboard, and they didn't know it?

Mrs. Martin and Kitty's eyes met.

She grabbed her arm and pulled her up.

"Stay here, ma'am," she said. "I've got to check on your husband and Cookie."

"I wish there was a window right here," Mrs. Martin said, worriedly. "If we survive this, I'll have Frank put one in."

They stepped over into the kitchen just as another toss sent them both against the kitchen wall. It would have slammed them back over where Kitty had been sitting had they stayed where they were.

"You can't go out there," Mrs. Martin protested.

But she too was worried about the others.

"We have to," Kitty replied. "We can't see them from the door if we don't."

"Do you have any rope?" Kitty asked.

"Yeah. I'll get it."

Kitty was thankful that she knew where things were that Kitty didn't.

The older woman opened a closet door. Luckily, everything was secured in the closet. She picked up the rope and tied one end around her waist; the other around Kitty's.

"I'll stay here," she said. "If they're out there, you see if you can bring them in."

"Okay," Kitty reluctantly agreed.

Mrs. Martin opened the door. Wind and rain hit her in the face and Kitty had a hard time standing up as the boat was tossed to and fro. Kitty forced herself out the door. The wheel was just in front of the wall where Mrs. Martin wanted the window. If there had been a window there, she would have been able to see their bottoms just fine if they were at the wheel.

Holding onto the wall for support, Kitty made her way around the corner. Kitty breathed a sigh of relief when Kitty saw Cookie and her dad standing at the wheel, holding onto each other and the wheel for dear life. Mr. Martin had put on the life jacket Kitty had given him.

"Everyone okay?" Mrs. Martin yelled back at Kitty, who had stepped outside to watch her. She held onto the door frame.

"Good. Bring them in."

Kitty didn't know if Cookie heard her over the wind and the sloshing of the water against the boat, but she did see her out of the corner of her eye. She didn't let go of the wheel or her father, but she shook her head, violently.

"Get back in, Kitty!" she yelled over the wind.

"Come in with me, you might get knocked overboard," Kitty yelled back.

Kitty stepped closer to her, but she didn't let go of her father or the wheel. Mr. Martin looked at Kitty, too.

"Get back in," Mr. Martin shouted. "We've got to stay out here."

Mr. Martin and Cookie returned their attention to the wheel. They turned it hard to the right as a wave lifted us up. Cookie grabbed onto the rail beside the wheel with her left hand and the wall with her right hand. As the wave let us down, Cookie glanced back over at Kitty. "I love you," Kitty mouthed and she mouthed, "Me, too," then shouted, "Get back in."

"Okay."

A large wave came right at the boat. It crashed over the bow and drenched everyone. They held on tight but were having a hard time catching their breath. Kitty fought the urge to bring them in. Then a piece of drift wood came from nowhere and smashed into Kitty's knee cap, dropping her to the deck. It was a shock and she stayed down for longer than she wanted to.

Finally managed to get to her feet and made for the galley. The damaged knee screaming at Kitty that it was injured.

Kitty turned around and staggered back in, running right into Mrs. Martin.

"What's wrong?" she asked, putting her arm around Kitty to keep them both from falling down. She had stepped back in and closed the door right before the wave hit them, so she didn't get hit by it.

"Cookie said they're fine and for us to stay in here," Kitty replied.

The older woman turned Kitty around and slammed the door and locked it.

"I wish they'd come in," she said.

"I do, too, Kitty, but I think they're holding us together better than we realize."

"You're drenched, Kitty," Mrs. Martin said. "Why don't you go change so you won't catch cold?"

Kitty unfastened the rope. "So are you, ma'am," Kitty said. "You'd better change, too."

"I think we'd better wait till the storm blows over," she said, grabbing onto her again as the boat tossed them both toward the table where Mrs. Martin sat.

Another violent wave lifted them into the air. They clung to each other tightly as they awaited the landing. They knew it would be a jolt. The feeling of being lifted didn't stop. They felt they were airborne. The seconds ticked by so slowly they seemed like hours as they waited the jolt of being dropped by the wave. They could only pray that we would land right side up.

Unseen, during the last storm blast, Cookie and her dad had come back into the galley. Kitty noticed that Cookie and her dad were slumped in the corner, eyes closed and not moving.

A moment later, they heard a crunch and the splintering of wood, as they came to an abrupt, complete stop. They bounced on the impact, but the boat didn't. The wind and the rain continued but they didn't move. The constant sloshing of water against the hull stopped, too. Cookie was still motionless. At the same time, they were waiting for some movement or for the boat to start sinking.

"Cookie's hurt" Kitty said as she jumped up and went to the two motionless bodies. The wind was still driving the rain from the north. She checked their pulse, Both were alive, but each had a nasty bump on the backs of their head. Mr. Martin began to stir, and finally sat up. Cookie on the other hand was unconscious.

***

Cookie Martin for some reason, shut the bedroom door and locked it and put the piece of paper on the dresser. Not clear why she was here; she had an inkling of an idea. The pounding of the rain against the windows, was bringing some of her thoughts back.

She was a stunning woman whose passion and hatred was a raging fire against the cold beauty of her face and feminine body. The winter rain thudded heavily against the windows. Suzanne rose from the bed and the two women were standing in the middle of the room. Suzanne's dark brown hair hung down around her beautiful face onto her shoulders, touching the swell of her chest coming up out of the black and white dress she wore.

The tight dress clung to her curvaceous body, the white of the sides bending as they ran from her thighs to her arms and the tips of her breasts and then the sheer black fabric covering her arms. She kicked off her shoes as she stared at the blonde. Cookie also wore a short tight dress that revealed every bit of her equally buxom body. Hers was a white with a tint of blue and the deep cut put her cleavage on proud display.

Her hair was folded atop her head like a geisha's and as the women stared at each other and kicked off their shoes Cookie reached up and pulled it out and it fell down around her shoulders. Her cold blue eyes and Suzanne's hot brown eyes locked together, and Suzanne could feel her heart pounding deep inside her.

***

Three weeks after her fight with Cookie Martin, Suzanne took Gloria and Lorna to a bar called Knock Downs. The bar was at the far end of the street from the building they had bought, down where the workers lived and beyond them the brothels and those who scrounged a living as they could. It had been a shipping warehouse in some other life, and someone had painted the bar's name in red on the concrete over the sliding double doors.

All three of them wore plain shirts and pants, the three women with the fronts open to reveal generous cleavage and pants worn tonight and plainly on the lookout for confrontation. Everyone in the town knew who they were, and men smiled and flirted with Suzanne as they entered the warehouse and a woman leaning against the wall approached and brushed herself against Lorna, but she slid past her without losing her attention.

Knock Downs was the largest bar in the town and there were hundreds of people drinking at an enormous bar that ran the length of the wall to their left and at dozens of tables. The bar and table area was half the warehouse space and the other half was a makeshift boxing ring surrounded by chairs and benches.

Suzanne had spent three days lying in bed after her fight with Cookie. At the end of that time she called her sister Marisol in Kansas City on phone and they argued for an hour. The argument covered Marisol's marriage to Sam Healy who now lay in bed gasping for air after a lifetime of smoking and her desire to move the Healy money east, and their teenage years when Marisol had first been sent to the Healy family by their parents and Suzanne had been sent to the school on the coast and the endless stealing from each other.

Over the course of the hour Suzanne said that Marisol's plan for selling wrestling and catfighting videos in the east was stupid and she was going to develop her own business interests in Pittsburgh and Marisol replied that she would send someone east to kill her for her betrayal.

Suzanne told her that she was in fact doing what Marisol had intended with the money only in a functional way and that Marisol lacked the balls to come and do the work herself and the phone call ended badly.

***

A week later Suzanne was asked to come to the Cookie Martin's cabin again. She wore a red dress that showed her legs to good fashion and with a deep neckline and her hair in waves to the left. She met with both Cookie and her friend Kitty, sitting on the deck on the back of the house. They ate sausage with gravey and biscuits and drank coffee and while Kitty spoke Suzanne looked off to her left where she knew that wrestling cabin was beyond the trees.

Cookie was wearing a black t-shirt that showed off her athletic arms and legs and her beautiful face showed only slight bruising from their fight, the same as Suzanne's. The jagged peaks of the Appalachians were grey and brown in the backdrop. Kitty said that after thinking about it, she did not see any reason that Suzanne couldn't find a business for herself in their town and help it thrive.

But, she continued, after talking with her friend Cookie, she did not think there was a good way for the Martin team to involve themselves with Suzanne and her family that would be profitable and secure over the long term.

As she spoke Cookie was staring at her in a manner intended to communicate clearly that Cookie had pressured her friend to spurn her and how much she had enjoyed doing so. Suzanne returned her glare and at the end of the breakfast the two women shook hands and glared at each other and then Suzanne returned to her room and got very drunk.




Chapter Two




 

She was standing at the entry to Knock Downs with Gloria and their woman Lorna when a tall, older woman approached and welcomed them. She was Alex Watson, the owner, and she had already spoken with Lorna. The woman was chubby, and she wore a gold bracelet on one wrist, and she was smiling all the time.

She brought the three of them into the private room behind the bar and poured whiskey for them all. She said immediately that she was glad that Suzanne had come, that she knew of her family, and that she wanted to be in business with the Healy's. By "her family" she meant her in-laws and the woman's abrupt and direct manner told Suzanne she was a fool and she thought perhaps that she was the kind of fool she could profit from.

They all drank their whiskey and Alex took long glances at both women and Suzanne let her. Then her partner joined them. Leanne Watson was a young redhead, very pretty with curly hair that hung above her shoulders, and she was perhaps two inches taller than Suzanne with a fit, toned body and small breasts. She was wearing jeans and a blue shirt that was unbuttoned to show the right amount of chest. The material was tight, and her nipples were evident through the material.

Leanne was sitting next to Suzanne and the two women talked about Suzanne's trip east. The Watson's clearly knew about her meeting with the Martin Group and the two women talked about Cookie and her friend.

Leanne said, "Cookie has acquired a reputation as a woman not to be messed with."

As she said this Leanne held Suzanne's eyes with her own and then looking away tucked her hair behind her ear and then rubbed her collarbone.

"Did you notice our ring?" Alex asked. She took out a Juul and began inhaling. "We added it a few months ago. Really brings in the crowds. We let the customers get in there and mix it up, but we have our own people who stage regular bouts. Men and women," she added, and then she turned from Suzanne to Gloria. "We have a girl who I bet you'd be interested in meeting. Frieda's become our de facto champ. If you're into that sort of thing, Gloria."

"I enjoy a good fight," Gloria replied, winking at Suzanne. "I think I'd be interested in meeting Frieda."

Alex sent the barmaid who had been serving them and she returned with a tall blonde woman in her early 30s. Frieda had a pretty, determined face and a body that conveyed power. Her shoulders and hips were wide and strong, and her breasts stood out firm from her chest, straining the t-shirt she wore.

Alex introduced her to Gloria, who rose and shook her hand briefly and the two women looked each other up and down as Alex talked. Frieda was about an inch taller than Gloria and larger in the chest, but Suzanne judged Gloria to be more attractive.

Alex brought them together as she talked, one arm on the back of each woman, so that their breasts were nearly touching as she talked about their having a fight in the Knock Downs' ring. Frieda was already scheduled to fight that night, a waitress at one of the other bars who had earned a reputation for herself. Leanne suggested that Frieda fight Gloria instead.

"So you think you're pretty tough, huh?" Frieda asked.

"Guess I do."

"They've brought me some tough bitches, and I keep knocking 'em down."

"Guess that makes you the queen bitch around here."

"You do a lot of guessing, don't you?"

"So, you want to fight or not?" Gloria asked her.

"Oh, I think that I do."

Without shaking hands again the two women left, escorted by two bouncers. After the two women had left the room it was Alex, Leanne, and Suzanne alone.

"We like to add just a bit of theater to the matches," Alex said. "The fights themselves are straight, but our customers like a bit of spice."

Suzanne said that she understood well. "We heard that you had a private meeting with Cookie," Leanne said.

"We have an interest in that sort of thing," Alex added. "And we heard that you did quite well."

"Not quite as well as she did, unfortunately," Suzanne said. "But yes, we spoke alone. Quite stimulating," she added, as she read the looks both of them were giving her.

"If you're looking for more stimulation," Leanne said, touching her hand lightly on Suzanne's forearm, "we sometimes have private matches in front of Alex and a few of her friends. A more discriminating crowd than the miners and the yokels here. And I think that you would be right at home with us. It can be quite rewarding as well."

Suzanne brushed her hand over Leanne's and said, "I'd be interested if you're on the table."

"We'll see how you stack up first, and then maybe something can be arranged," Leanne answered with a smile.

At that moment the door opened, and a bouncer brought in a beautiful Asian woman. Alex put out her Juul and greeted her with a hug, and Leanne did the same. She had thick, straight black hair that hung down to the middle of her back, and she had a fit, strong body.

From her face and her stature it was clear she was a woman who was accustomed to being hated and enjoyed it and also that she was accustomed to being the smartest person in the room as well as the most attractive.

Suzanne could see the curve of her thighs, her narrow waist and flat stomach and her round ass and the hard shape of her lean arms under the tight dress she wore, and the neckline was scooped low enough to show the cleavage of her medium-sized breasts. Suzanne was still seated when the Asian beauty's eyes landed on her and fell into a deadly stare.

"You must be Suzanne," the beauty said in a cold, flat voice. "I've heard a lot about you."

Suzanne rose from her chair but not approach her. "I'm afraid I can't say the same."

"This is Gina. She is a frequenter of the parties we were just talking about. Suzanne here is interested in joining us some time."

"Really," Gina answered, looking from Alex back to Suzanne. "That's a surprise. I wouldn't think this slut would want to show her face to the other women around town after what my friend Cookie did to her."

As soon as the sentence was over Suzanne and Gina rushed at each other. They grabbed hair and stumbled around the room and then Gina upended her and put her on her back across the table and slapped her across the face.

Suzanne groaned and yanked at her hair and kicked at her and then Alex and the bouncer were pulling them apart. The two women were reaching for each other and shouting in their desperation to hurt the other and Alex told the bouncer to take Gina to one of their dressing rooms. When it was the three of them again and the table and chairs had been set aright they again and Alex poured them each a drink from a new bottle of whiskey. Suzanne had whiskey from the previous bottle in her hair and on her clothes and she was nearly shaking in her desire to get at the other woman.

"Who was that bitch?" she asked.

"Gina Soso," Leanne said. "She's one of Cookie's best friends. Collects gossip for Cookie, and they throw the parties for all the proper girls here."

"She also likes to run with the improper girls," Alex threw in. "And she has been known to rumble with the improper girls as well as with the proper ones. You know," she said, pausing to relight the Juul. "We could get a lot of people interested in seeing the two of you go at it. And it seems like you're both keen on the prospect."

"I'm up for it if she is," Suzanne said.

While the Watson's drank and talked Suzanne thought about Gina and Cookie. Both beautiful women. Gina whose breasts were smaller than Suzanne's but whose body was tight and firm and powerful if less curvy than hers and whose black hair had framed the beauty of her face, the sexy little dress she had worn and Suzanne imagined all of the women in the bar staring at her, lusting after her.

Gina who had grown up with nothing, Suzanne imagining the shitty food and ugly clothes and how Gina would have clawed her way up the social ladder, trading on her looks and her vicious attitude.

And Cookie whose body was every inch as fit as Suzanne's own and who had as much power here as Suzanne's sister Marisol had back home. Suzanne herself would never have such power, she felt; it would always slip away to these other women, these women like her sister and Cookie who would tower over her in their ability to control women.

And then she imagined the two of them, Cookie and Gina, talking about her and laughing at her, at how Cookie had beaten her in their fight and at her clothes and style and at how she had no great woman to stand next to and whom she could manipulate. For all her beauty and toughness Suzanne felt that she had always lost out to women like them and she yearned, from deep inside, to get her claws into them and make them hurt.

An hour later Suzanne was in the reserved section, watching Gloria head down to the ring. The electric lights overhead cast pale yellows and greys down into the shapeless masses and the concrete. The crowd was cheering for her and halfway down the aisle she started waved and smiling nervously.

Suzanne knew that Gloria had done some prizefighting in her past and that she had done well but this Frieda seemed a formidable woman and Suzanne was nervous for her. Gloria was wearing a full length towel and when she climbed into the ring Suzanne could see that her feet and lower legs were bare.

Gloria danced around the ring, alone with the referee, and then she came up beside her and kissed her on the cheek, which the crowd loved. Then Frieda came down to the ring, and the crowd cheered louder.

She stalked down to the ring and climbed in and stood ready to fight. The ref called the two women together and went over the rules--no biting, no kicking, nothing to the eyes, and no breaking bones. Leanne was sitting next to her and she explained that there would be an unlimited number of three minute rounds.

Then the two women went to their corners and dropped their towels. Both women wore very tight jeans, cutoff high up their legs, and no tops. Suzanne took in the sight: the jeans wrapped around the flesh of their strong legs and their tight waists and stomachs and their large firm breasts topped by their nipples, hard with anticipation and nerves. Both women wore their hair loose, Frieda's blonde and Gloria's brunette, and their attractive faces were set and focused.

A bell rang and the two women came forward cautiously, their fists up. Frieda threw a punch that Gloria dodged and then Gloria jabbed her in the face twice, backing her up, and then following the blonde Gloria hit her in the stomach and then uppercut her in the breasts. Frieda hunched over, holding her hands over her body and then when Gloria pressed in again Frieda grabbed her by the hair and slung her into the corner. Gloria hit hard and Frieda threw rights and lefts into her stomach and breasts. Gloria covered up and eventually she shoved Frieda back and then tackled her to the mat.

The two women grappled with each other, their bodies writhing as they turned and rolled. Gloria got on top and hit her, but Frieda bucked her off and rolled clear. Gloria tried to roll clear, but Frieda grabbed her from behind. She tried to get her forearm around Gloria's throat, but Gloria fought her off and just as Frieda started squeezing her breast the bell rang and the ref separated them. Both women went back to their corners with their hands on their hips, breathing hard.

They came out for the second round cautiously. Frieda hit her in the face with a jab and Gloria hit her back and they circled. Frieda tried to rush her, but Gloria backed and circled away and hit her in the face. Frieda shrugged it off and began stalking her around the ring.

Frieda threw a hook that Gloria ducked but while she was coming up again Frieda hit her in the stomach and then backhanded her across the face, sending her stumbling away. Gloria turned and gathered her wits and as Frieda rushed at her again Gloria blocked her punch and slugged her in the stomach and then hit her across the face.

Frieda was dazed and Gloria slugged her in the stomach from the side and then when Frieda was doubled over Gloria grabbed her in a headlock. She twisted and threw Frieda over her hip and then landed on top of her.

The big blonde was stunned and out of breath and Gloria took advantage. Lying to the side of her Gloria locked both of her legs around one of hers and got her in a headlock again. Frieda's arms were constricted, and Gloria put on the pressure. Then holding her head by the hair with one hand Gloria started punching her stomach and breasts but she could get no force. Frieda could not get free of the hold and for the last thirty seconds of the round Gloria clawed at her large breasts.

Frieda came out for the third round more slowly. Gloria met her with a wry smile on her face. She hit the blonde across the face, sending her back into the ropes, but Frieda came back and hit her in the stomach. Gloria was bent over and Frieda grabbed her bodily and ran her into the leather padding of the corner.

Gloria slumped to her knees and Frieda hit her in the face and then pulled her up to her feet by the hair. She pulled her body into Gloria's and put her forearm across her face, driving back her head so that she was looking up at the ceiling, and then she drove her fist up into Gloria's firm breasts over and over.

Then when she was done she stepped back, gasping for air, and Gloria fell to her knees holding her breasts. Before Gloria could regain herself Frieda pulled her up by her hair and bent her back over the rope. She hit her in the stomach and then as Gloria fell forward she turned her around and putting her in a headlock dragged her chest over the ropes.

When they reached the corner Frieda let her go and Gloria fell to her hands and knees and then the bell rang.




Chapter Three




 

Suzanne could hear Alex's excited breathing next to her, and she turned and saw Leanne cupping her crotch as she stared intently at the ring and she at her and then she saw Suzanne watching them and she winked at her.

Back in the ring, Gloria was stumbling to her corner and Frieda was doing little better. The women collapsed onto their stools and their cornermen poured water over their torsos and into their mouths and wiped the blood from their noses.

When the round started they rose and came forward slowly. They met in the center of the ring. Frieda threw a punch at Gloria's face that missed, and Gloria hit her in the stomach. Frieda stepped back and Gloria punched her across the face and then threw an uppercut into her breasts. Frieda was hurt but she hit Gloria as the brunette came at her.

They fell into each other's arms and staggered around the ring, hands gripping and sliding over each other's backs and yanking at hair. Gloria pushed her into a corner and leaned into her, their sweaty bodies grinding against each other, and she hit her in the stomach, making the blonde grunt with each punch and then Frieda struck her with the palm of her hand in the head and shoved her away.

The two women stood before each other for some seconds, chests rising and falling as they struggled for air and sweat covering their bodies and their hair plastered to their face and shoulders. Then they raised their fists again. Gloria hit her across the face and Frieda hit her back with a wild right that spun her around. Frieda grabbed her from behind and drove her face first into the corner but then Gloria whipped her elbow around.

Frieda fell to the ground, holding her forehead, and Gloria turned and dropped on her. The two women struggled on the mat and Gloria got behind her and she locked her legs around Frieda's waist and caught one of her arms as she did and then she put a chokehold on her, and the fight was over as Frieda tapped with her free arm.

Suzanne took Gloria back to their rooms and she spent the next day lying next to her or sitting by the bed or bringing her food. At Knock Downs while they had taken the victorious Gloria back to her changing room Suzanne had struck an agreement with the Watson's. She would meet with Gina Soso in a rules fight at the Watson's' house and a small audience would attend.

The audience would pay to watch, and Suzanne and Gina would each get a cut of the money, but Suzanne would after the fight be allowed to meet with those viewers who wanted and that was what she was after. Late the following night Gloria awoke, and she was ready, and Suzanne climbed into bed next to her.

Gloria's lips and cheeks were bruised and rather than kiss her on the face Suzanne traced her fingers along the outline of her woman's body and then sliding herself down she kissed her on the hood of her pussy and then she licked her slowly and then faster and Gloria moaned and clamped her legs around Suzanne's head and then spread her legs as far as her aching muscles would let her. When Suzanne was done with her she put her head on Gloria's shoulder and they slept together in peace.

***

Two weeks later Suzanne and Gina were standing in the living room of the Watson's' house. The Watson's, Cookie Martin, another married couple, and two single women were looking down on them from over the balcony from the second floor. The house was a wood house in the woods, and Alex Watson had put down a mat on the hardwood floors and removed the breakables from the room.

The walls were wood as well and behind each of the ladies were hallways leading to the two wings of the house. The two women had made a prolonged eye contact as they stepped forward out of the hallway from the bedroom where each had changed and then they stared at each other's bodies.

There was an excellent seamstress in town and the Watson's had paid a lot of money for lingerie for them both. Suzanne in crimson and Gina in eggshell and both of them with black along the intricate detailing of the material. Both of them beautiful in their intensity, Suzanne with her light brown complexion and her matching eyes and Gina a darker brown and with green eyes.

They each wore stockings that came up to midthigh and garters that held up the stockings and thong panties and corsets. Suzanne's magnificent cleavage swelled up from the confines of her top and her ass was like a well-shaped moon between the stockings and the corset and in contrast to this was Gina's tight and athletic with her more modest chest and tighter ass and the subtle curves of the backs of her legs. The black hair of both women hung loose and straight.

Above them Leanne Watson called for the right to start. Gina raised her hands but Suzanne with a shriek of feminine rage at the thought of Cookie watching her overhead and this woman in front of her who had been part of the gossip and backstabbing against her launched herself forward.

Gina got partly to the side, but Suzanne put her shoulder into the woman's chest and the two of them went down in a tangle. Gina was all twisting strength on the ground, and she got away before Suzanne could hurt her but as the two women got to their knees Suzanne slapped her across the face and Gina fell to her side and then rolling got back to her feet and Suzanne came after her again.

Suzanne threw a punch, but Gina blocked it and hit her in the stomach and then as she was bent over Gina grabbed her by the hair and spinning in a circle sent her into the wall. Suzanne hit the wall with a thwack and fell to her hands and knees and before she could recover Gina was on her again.

Gina grabbed her hair and pulled her up so that Suzanne was on her knees before her and Gina drove her knee up into Suzanne's chest and Suzanne grunted. With a surge she gripped Gina by the backs of her knees and pushed forward and the two women fell to the ground in a tangle. They rolled back and forth, their bodies grinding together as they pulled hair and grabbed at each other. Soon enough they fell apart and came to their feet again.

Their stockings were torn, and their hair was tangled and sweat was on their faces, arms, chests, and Suzanne slid one of her large breasts back into the corset. Then they came at each other again. Suzanne slapped her across the face and Gina's head spun around her hair in a black whirl and then she came around and slapped Suzanne with a right and a left and then as the Hispanic woman retreated the Asian beauty hit her in the stomach and grabbed her hair.

She turned her hips to whip her by the hair again, but Suzanne anticipated and punched her in the breast. Gina moaned and loosened her hold on her hair and Suzanne came up and gripped her bodily. The women turned in a circle and Suzanne drove her back into the wall and then she punched her in the stomach and slapped her back and forth and then she grabbed her and twisted and threw her the ground. Gina lay stunned and Suzanne straddled her.

With her mouth curled into a snarl she yanked her hair and using it pounded her head against the hard rubber of the mat they were fighting on. Gina pulled at her forearms and then reached up and tore open Suzanne's corset and sank her fingers into her large breasts. Suzanne shrieked in pain and tried to pull the hands off and then she slapped Gina across the face until she let go and then Suzanne rolled off of her.

Suzanne was facing away from her on her knees and Gina crashed into her from behind. She threw her leg around Suzanne's and with one hand she pulled her hair and with the other she squeezed her breast. Suzanne thrashed and bucked and finally she got free. The two women were facing each other on their knees and Gina slapped her across the face and Suzanne slapped her back. They collided with a wet smacking sound, leaning on each other and yanking hair and gasping.

Suzanne began punching her in the side and then she pushed her over onto her back. She was lying on top of her and she punched her in the side again and then she punched in the side of her chest and Gina moaned and then she sat up and tore open Gina's corset and now both women were topless.

Gina rolled her off of her and the women rolled and churned over each other in their thongs, the one crimson and the other eggshell, and they pulled hair and slapped bodies and faces and squeezed breasts and their thighs and hips strained and pushed against each other.

At the end of it Suzanne was sitting on the small of Gina's back and she pulled her hair so that her head and torso were arched up toward their spectators and then she reached under her arm and grabbed her breast and made the Asian woman howl in pain.

"You ready to give, bitch?" Suzanne asked.

In response Gina some powered up to her knees and tossed the Hispanic woman off her back. Bracing herself against the wall, with the darkest look on her face, Gina rose and said, "No, are you?"

The women strove against each other one last time. They slapped faces and punched each other in the stomach and chest and crashed around the room. After hitting her in the face with a right and left and another right Gina grabbed her by the arm and slung Suzanne into the wall and then pushed into her as her face and chest dragged down the hard wood.

Then when Suzanne was on the floor Gina rolled her onto her back intending to stamp on her body, but Suzanne hit her in the back of the knees, and she fell to the floor next to her. The women rolled back and forth again and then Suzanne got on top of her. Gina again grabbed her breasts, but this time Suzanne endured it and she slapped her with all her strength and then when Gina was stunned she pried the hands off her chest and folded them under her legs.

Then she squeezed Gina's medium-sized breasts without mercy and when the woman was screaming in pain she slapped her face back and forth until the screaming stopped. Then Suzanne stood and she whipped Gina into the wall. Gina turned to her and the women stood before each other, topless, drenched in sweat, their faces, chests, stomachs bruised and battered, hair ruined.

And then Gina tried to throw a punch that badly missed, and Suzanne hit her in the stomach and then slapped her across the face and the other woman fell motionless to the ground.

Suzanne stood over her panting and when she was sure that the athletic beauty was done Suzanne put her foot on her and raised her hands overhead and looking up into the crowd she made eye contact with Cookie. The audience was cheering and clapping their fight and as Suzanne stood victorious over Cookie's friend the two of them glared at each other and then Suzanne bowed to the crowd and staggered down the hallway and fell across the bed in the room that had been provided for her.

***

A month after her fight against Gina, Suzanne Delgado met with Kitty Katz. Katz was a blonde Nordic looking woman who controlled the women who worked in the Martin's Body Shop and the families who farmed the valley outside of the city's limit. She lived on a farm half an hour's ride from the city and after her woman Lorna had made arrangements Suzanne rode there with her and two women and Gloria.

The two story log house was well maintained and staffed by three women whom they could see, and Suzanne knew there would be more she could not see. Katz was sitting on the porch drinking a glass of some clear liquid that made her wince with each sip and she gave little indication of their arrival. Suzanne introduced herself and Lorna and Gloria.

It was November now and cool and Suzanne could feel the wind stirring her hair and sliding through the thin long sleeve shirt she wore. She waited at the bottom of the stairs and she could feel Katz appraising her and she endured it. At last the woman gestured for her to follow her into the house. The others of her party waited on the porch.

Katz moved with a limp, leaning more on the crutch than Suzanne had expected, and she wondered if it was an injury or a disease like MS. She decided that it was the hard life the woman lived drinking carousing and fighting. She thought of her sister nearly a thousand miles away and whether Marisol would face the same trials and whether either sister would be the equal of them.

Katz poured her a glass of the same white liquid, what she took to be some moonshine, and she put the glass clumsily on the table in the kitchen and indicated that she sit with her. She took a sip and made the same wince that she had, and she sat watching her as she did so and then indicated with her hand that she drink again.

She had blonde hair that she had allowed to grow out and her outdoor living had tanned her skin deeply. Suzanne knew from her eyes that she had done terrible things to get to where she was and to stay there and she also knew that she was a woman who had done those things herself.




Chapter Four




 

Suzanne traced the rim of the glass with her finger and Katz watched her hand as she did so.

"You know why I have come to Pittsburgh and who I am," she started.

"Of course I do. It's why I agreed to sit down with you. That, and to get a look at the beautiful woman who has come to our shit-stained nest in the mountains."

"You're very kind. And thank you for seeing me. I know you are a woman to be respected."

"Cookie and I have say in everything that happens in this valley. Have for the last several years. And I've seen a lot of promising kids like you come and go. So forgive me if I don't leap up at your new idea. I don't do much leaping right now," she added with a smirk, tapping the crutch on the hardwood floor as she did.

"You know that my family sent me here to investigate our distributing videos through you. We have available talent and the production methods, and Pittsburgh is the strongest city that we currently don't do business with. I might still be young, but I have seen a lot of country, and you are better off here than most people."

Katz took a drink and leaned back in her chair, and Suzanne knew that she had piqued her.

"And I believe that you understand why that was a bad idea, as I do. Too much activity, which means too much scrutiny, too many moving part, too much risk."

"I do. And because you seem like a serious young woman, I'll tell you this: I didn't like your plan because it was a last gasp of the tomfuckery that got us all into this shit. Why people want to exploit 'private' fighting caused all of this, I don't understand."

"Then perhaps you will like my proposal," Suzanne said, widening her smile and tucking her hair behind an ear. "What I've seen in my time here is a place that has the channels to prosper. You have the weather to grow a lot of food, the geography gives you security, and there is still a lot that can be gotten from the parts of the city that aren't occupied. What you need available talent. People who will put in the time to get Pittsburgh up and running."

"And you can provide us with the assets to do that. From Kansas City, excuse me," she said with a smirk, "I mean Healy City."

"It's too far. And the people there have too much to come all the way up here." As she said the words Suzanne was stung by the thought that they did not apply to her. "But on our journey here I saw a lot of people who did not have very much. And a lot of them had brown faces. Not all white."

"You have the right face, and the right name, and I'm guessing that you still have plenty of seed money left from buying that rathole."

"We drove all the rats out. We are getting pretty good at it," she said with significance.

"I bet that not many people get the better of you twice," Katz said. "I take it that you and I would be partners in finding work for all these new wrestlers?"

"I respect your expertise in event organization. The things you know best, I would leave to you."

"Okay. You understand that I can't say yes to this right away, but I like it. Let me think on this for a little while. In the meantime, I have someone I'd like you to meet." She slammed the crutch on the ground and shouted "Tasha!"

Soon enough a very pretty black woman with light skin and ash brown hair entered. She was wearing long pants and a long sleeve shirt open at the top to reveal the curves of her breasts. She had a tight, athletic body and she looked to be a few inches taller than Suzanne.

"This is Tasha Greene," Katz said. She stood next to her and put her hand on her shoulder. "She handles the specifics on our operations now."

The two women eyed each other over and then Suzanne rose and shook her hand. She found that Tasha was about three inches taller than she was. "Why don't we go for a walk outside?" Tasha suggested. "Let me hear what you have to say."

They left all of their entourage at the house and walked slowly toward the barn.

"Ever since I've been here, Ms. Katz likes to do all of her business at the kitchen table. I'm more of an outdoors girl."

"How long have you been here?"

"Mr. Katz took me in when I was nineteen. My parents weren't around anymore. I've been working for her ever since. I handle most everything that she doesn't."

They walked in silence past the barn. It seemed newly built and Suzanne remarked on its quality.

"I hear that you have been up to a few adventures since you hit town."

"Women like us do what we need to do."

"We do indeed."

As they walked Suzanne told her of her plans and Tasha said that it was a good idea that would prove to be good for the area.

"You're a beautiful woman," she added, "and Ms. Katz is still a woman even if she is Cookie's woman. I'm sure that she will be on your side."

"I doubt that she has ever been tricked by feminine wiles into doing something that was against her interests."

"I think we both know that you're too smart to believe that there has ever been a woman that could be said about," Tasha answered. "You know that the Martin Group have put out word that you're not to be helped."

"I had assumed as much."

"They're having a party in a few weeks. They throw it every year on the first of December. Welcoming in the winter sort of thing. They always invite us; throwing a bone to the help. It might be fun if you come."

"Would you like that," Suzanne asked, stepping closer to her.

In answer the light-skinned woman touched her hand to Suzanne's cheek and kissed her on the lips. Suzanne put her hands in Tasha's hair and felt herself being drawn in.

Tasha ran her hands up and down her back as they kissed and then she pulled Suzanne's shirt over her head and kissed her again and then they were lying together on the ground, topless, holding each other and kissing gently and then with passion.

Kneeling before her Tasha slid Suzanne's pants down off her hips and over her legs and then she kissed her on the stomach and traced her lips over her mound and then she was running her tongue inside of her and as she lay on her back staring up at the cloudy skies and the birds circling overhead Suzanne thought of the dance and the prospect of meeting Cookie there and she moaned.

Tasha gripped her legs firmly and Suzanne tried to press herself harder against the tongue that was flicking itself and probing her and she tore out the grass under her hands and writhing now cried out and then Tasha was on her kissing her on the mouth and they rolled over with Suzanne on top smiling down on her.

***

Suzanne's dark brown hair hung down around her beautiful face onto her shoulders, touching the swell of her bountiful chest coming up out of the black and white dress she wore. The tight dress clung to her curvaceous body, the white of the sides bending as they ran from her thighs to her arms and the tips of her breasts and then the sheer black fabric covering her arms.

She felt ready for the Martin's party in every way. Her woman Lorna had pressed to come with her, but she had made her stay home. Suzanne never discussed the possibility of Gloria's coming with her and in truth she did not know where Gloria would be going that night. She did not tell Gloria of her encounter with Tasha Greene but there had been distance between them and neither woman seemed inclined to address the problem.

She stepped out of the truck driven by Lorna and instructed her to take it back home and then she stood again looking up at the edifice of the Martin's cabin, as she had the day of her first visit to them.

She learned a great deal about this place and herself since then, she felt, and brushing her hair back from her face and drawing herself up straight she walked into the house. As she entered, she heard the first heavy splats of rain on the ground behind her.

At the entryway Suzanne paused so that the guests looked her over, the most women with approval but some women without, she in her stunning new dress that displayed every bit of her body that she wanted it to.

The women were staring at her body and at her face and when it was over she joined a conversation of older women and their younger women at the doorway into the dining room. They all introduced themselves to her and she to them and all of the proper guests knew who she was and within some approximation why she would appear at the Martin's party.

One of the women was saying that Pittsburgh should join with Kansas and Nebraska to form a new enterprise. One of the others, a woman over six feet with a full head of white hair and a patch over one eye that could not conceal a very old scar that ran through the eye from her hairline to her cheek, scoffed and said that no one had the manpower or the machinery to hold together anything so large.

"My people do, in Kansas," Suzanne said.

"Well that's very far away from here, honey, and if you don't mind me saying, I'm not sure I like the idea of your family's way of doing things to be the way we take after."

"You don't want to take after a city with schools and a police force?" Suzanne asked in a clear and direct voice.

The woman studied her and then burst out laughing. "I was referring to your family's tendency to dictate to those others who live alongside them, or under them" she said. "I don't think that's what the people in this valley are looking for."

"You mean that's not what you're looking for, Anita" one of the other women said to the one-eyed speaker. "There's others of us not so used to be pushed around. Some of us would like to do some pushing ourselves."

"You're okay with that because you've never been pushed yourself," Suzanne said.

The rest of them stared at her or at the floor. Suzanne knew that the other women did not like her speaking up and did not care. At last Anita pulled a silver flask from her purse and drank from it and then handed it to the other women. As the flask came around Suzanne drank from it herself. It was the same moonshine she had with Kitty Katz.

"I do suspect the lady from Kansas has gotten the better of you Wanda," Anita said to the other one.

"It's not a predicament she has found herself in often since she got here, so forgive her if she doesn't handle it very well," Cookie Martin said as she joined their circle.

Cookie also wore a short tight dress that revealed every bit of her equally fit body. Hers was a white with a tint of blue and the deep cut put her cleavage on proud display. Her hair was folded atop her head like a geisha's and she and Suzanne locked eyes and then Cookie turned to the rest of them.

"I couldn't agree with you more, Ms. Burset," she said, speaking to the woman who wanted to join Pittsburgh to Nebraska and Kansas. "They're getting stronger east and south of us, and we need to be getting stronger too."

"When you become stronger, you make yourself game to those who are also stronger," Suzanne said. "You should take care not to overplay your position."

"I'm not the one who has left herself too exposed," Cookie replied. Two of the other women exchanged knowing looks.

"I must admit that I have struggled to understand the Appalachian people's desire to remain closed off, alone and hostile all the time. Better to be friendly and open."

"I would have thought that your business experiences here would have taught you all that you needed to know about the advantages of being skilled at hostility."

"I think that you'll find that those advantages are fleeting," Suzanne said to her, "and their repercussions serious."

"You're quite the political philosopher, ma'am," Anita said to her.

Cookie ignored her and said to Suzanne, "We're not the ones who have played ourselves out. You all know Kitty Katz, the woman who is in charge of the employees here. I just made an agreement with her to bring in more for us. We mean to expand farming, open more factories and businesses, rebuild more housing. Pittsburgh is going to work again, and my company will be the one who makes it happen."

The local women all congratulated Cookie on the achievement and they all spoke eagerly on the changes the Martin Group was bringing and how much money it would create for them.

Wanda Burset said that she wanted to speak with her friend about making it easier for her to find and keep--words she said with great emphasis--quality domestics for her household.

Suzanne thought that Anita was watching her more carefully and keeping herself out of the gloating congratulations of the rest of them. But inside she was floundering, and she felt as if she were in danger of drifting away. Then she snapped awake with the thought that Cookie was standing next to her now and had even bumped her elbow into her arm.




Chapter Five




 

Suzanne touched Cookie on the shoulder and said, "Congratulations on your new deal."

"Why thank you. That means a lot to me to hear you say that. I know that you put a great deal of yourself into this recently, and it's a great feeling for me to be able to tell you about this here, tonight. I'm afraid that you won't be able to talk this over with Ms. Katz or her friend Tasha."

"That's a shame."

"Yes, it is. But if you would like to talk in private, there is a bedroom I've set aside for that. Up the front stairs, to the right. The maid upstairs will show you. But before we do that, I have these other guests to see to. My friend wants everyone to know about our latest success."

Suzanne spent the next two hour moving from conversation to doorway to window. Outside the rain was heavy and she could feel it on the air. All the time she was waiting she could feel the blonde moving around the room, telling everyone about her family's latest success.

At last, as the guests were leaving, Cookie disappeared and then Suzanne went upstairs and allowed the maid to show her to an isolated bedroom at the end of the hall. Suzanne sat alone and then Cookie entered and firmly shut the bedroom door behind her. Cookie had a brief sense of déjà vu.

She was a stunning beauty whose passion and hatred was a raging fire against the cold beauty of her face and feminine body. The winter rain thudded against the windows.

Suzanne rose from the bed and the two women were standing in the middle of the room. She kicked off her shoes as she stared at the blonde. As the women stared at each other and kicked off their shoes Cookie reached up and pulled her hair out and it fell down around her shoulders. Her cold blue eyes and Suzanne's hot brown eyes locked together, and Suzanne could feel her heart pounding deep inside her chest.

Cookie said, "I put two of our women in the hallway, so no one is going to interfere. I thought the beating I gave you last time would have been enough to teach you a lesson about meddling, but I see I was wrong."

"We are going to see who is taught a lesson tonight."

With a deeper snarl Suzanne dashed forward and Cookie met her. Suzanne slapped her across the face and Cookie slapped her back and then she drove herself into Suzanne. The women clutched at each other bodily and then fell onto the bed and they were still at each other, pulling hair and struggling and their chests and hips and thighs pressed against each other.

Cookie was lying on top of her and she punched her in the side Suzanne rolled her off of her and Cookie fell of the bed. She landed hard on the floor and as she rose Suzanne struck her across the face with a wild glancing punch that sent Cookie spinning into the wall.

The blonde turned and faced her and as the brunette came for her she kicked her in the thigh and slapped her across the face. Suzanne was stunned and turned away from her by the force and she stumbled and then when Cookie planted her foot on her ass and pushed she fell to her hands and knees.

Before Suzanne could get back to her feet Cookie yanked her by the hair with incredible force and then both of them shrieking in hatred and pain Cookie ran her across the room into the wall. Suzanne struck the hard wood with her shoulder and her head and as Cookie hit her in the face and body Suzanne threw her arms around her and with the weight of her body dragged her to the ground.

The two rolled back and forth on the ground, pulling hair and grabbing and hitting each other. Suzanne got on top and slapped Cookie with her hand and a backhand and as the blonde lay stunned under her she tore open her dress and sunk her fingers into the great breasts now exposed.

Cookie howled in pain and she pulled on her hair, but Suzanne endured it and began digging her fingers into the flesh and then Cookie slapped her across the face and bucked her off.

They rolled apart and got back to their feet and gasping for air they glared at each other, sweat on their faces and in their hair and on their chests and legs, and then they began fighting again.

Cookie hit her in the face and Suzanne grabbed her hair and holding her head she hit her in the face and stomach. In response Cookie pulled her hair and then sent her fist up into Suzanne's breast. The brunette groaned and let go of the blonde's hair and Cookie hit her in the stomach doubling her over clutching at herself and then Cookie seized her by the back of her dress and then spinning around she flung Suzanne back to the ground and she stood over her holding her dress.

With a smirk in spite of her own pain Cookie tossed the dress aside but as she turned back to her opponent Suzanne was already turning crouched low and as they faced each other Suzanne sprung forward like a great cat and rammed her shoulder into the blonde's buxom chest. With the hard thwack the women went down to the ground again.

Soon both of them were only wearing their panties. The rain hit the windows around them and sweat glistened on their bruised and panting bodies as they fought. They pulled hair and slapped bodies and attacked breasts with passion, their faces and thighs pressed together.

They came to their feet still clutched at each other. Pulling hair, bent at the waist, foreheads pushed together, they turned in a circle. Cookie threw her fist up into Suzanne's face and the Hispanic beauty fell to her knees and then Cookie kneed her in the chest, and she fell onto her back.

As Suzanne lay on the ground on her back with her hands covering her face and breasts Cookie kicked her in the legs and then in the sides but then as she drew her leg back to kick her again Suzanne struck her in the other leg and the blonde fell hard on the floor.

The two women lay still for a second and then as the blonde sat up and lunged forward at her Suzanne the brunette still on her back drew her feet up and lashed out and kicked her in the chest. Cookie fell next to her, clutching at her reddening breasts and moaning and both of them lay still for some time.

Then when she was ready Suzanne came to her feet and pulled Cookie up by her hair and threw her against the wall. As the blonde came forward to meet her Suzanne slapped her across the face and then they squared off in the middle of the room. Their hair was a mess of tangles and their beautiful faces and bodies hot and battered with exertion.

Suzanne hit her in the face and then Cookie slapped her back, but Suzanne punched her in the stomach and then when she was bent over she brought both her hands down across her back knocking her to her knees. When the blonde was on her hands and knees Suzanne yanked her head back by the hair and spit into her face and slapped her wildly across the face, sending Cookie spinning around and landing face down on the ground.

Suzanne stood over regaining her breath and the blonde bitch was pushing herself up to her hands and knees as Suzanne moved to resume her punishment. Again she yanked back on the blonde's hair, but this time Cookie whipped around and punched her at the bottom of her stomach.

All the air and the energy drained out of her and holding her stomach Suzanne fell forward onto her knees. The two women faced each other like that and then Cookie threw herself into a wild slap that put Suzanne down and Cookie alongside her.

Suzanne felt as if she were watching from afar as the blonde stirred next to her and rising she pulled Suzanne up by the hair and threw her legs around Suzanne's waist. She squeezed her waist with her strong thighs and yanked her hair with one hand and clawed her breast with the other.

Suzanne weakly pulled at the legs that were crushing her and then she pulled the hand away from her breast.

When Suzanne could not do any more she let her hands slump to her sides. Cookie let her legs go and maneuvered herself, sitting her shapely ass on Suzanne's stomach and pinning the Hispanic beauty under her. The two combative women locked eyes again, the cold-eyed blonde staring down at her, and Cookie traced her fingers along the swell of Suzanne's breasts and then with a snarl she brought her fist down into the middle of Suzanne's chest and slapped her across the face, back and forth.

When Suzanne lay nearly out cold under her with no fight she rose and stood over her. Sweat dripped from her thighs and breasts and face and fell onto Suzanne. At last Cookie went to the closet and removing a robe with difficulty put it around her and went to the door.

"As always," she said, looking down on the Hispanic woman, "let me know when you want to learn from me again."




Epilogue




 

Kitty Katz and Mr. and Mrs. Martin, sat in Cookie's hospital room worry, etched in their faces.

"The doctor said that she could come out of it at any time, but it could be weeks of years." Kitty said between sobs.

Mr. Martin looked upon the reclining figure in the bed, worried that his daughter was having a bad dream. The way her face contorted, and the moans and sighs she expelled.

"I hope she in not in any pain, even though the faces she is making don't give me that impression." Mrs. Martin interjected.

Cookie Martin had been unconscious for over seventy two hours, and Kitty and Cookie's were worried sick. Occasionally Cookie was call out names, unknown names, all three visitors were in no doubt Cookie was having a doozey of a night mare.

END
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Chapter One




 

 

Cookie Martin got up the next morning from her great wrestling around yesterday with the mother-daughter combo of Mandy and Lina Withers, and she began to think about what she was going to do now with her last couple of days of vacation in St. Lauren, one of the Caribbean Windward Islands.

Cookie knew Kitty was tied up working at the rain forest Zipline, and when Cookie saw her in town a couple of days ago, she told Cookie the English owners of the Villa del Mer were returning next week, and she'd have to work full time to get the place in order for them. Mandy and Lina were flying back to the States today. So now she had only a couple more full days on the island herself.

She asked Evony at the front desk of the Sapphire Seas Hotel where she was staying, if she had any suggestions as to what she might best see and do today and tomorrow. Evony gave her a glossy piece of paper and suggested she review a detailed brochure of the island.

Cookie had already talked with both Evony and her friend Chris before, and liked them. They both worked 12-hour six-to-six shifts. Evony had the day shift. She was a native islander and Cookie had already noticed her really great muscular and defined build under her tight yellow t-shirt and white shorts.

The brochure said there were old Spanish fort ruins about a mile and a half out of town, or probably about a half-hour's walk. The fort was situated right along the original trail which the Indians, and then the Spanish, French and English who followed them, had always used to travel up and down the island.

These days just about everyone traveled around the island on the roads by car and truck, but the old trail was still hard-packed and fairly clear even though it was now partially overgrown in many places.

The brochure said the old fort front wall, or what was left of it, was located right along the trail side and easy to find. Then the rest of the ruins, which the brochure said held the remains of the fort's various inner walls, towers, dark rooms and open courtyards, went back from the trail and extended to the hill which came down steeply behind the fort and which prevented it from being encircled by any attackers coming at it from the rear.

Cookie figured she was good with all that. She noted the moon at present was about three quarters full, which would provide enough light to follow the trail and check out the ruins. It also looked like it was going to be a clear and warm night too, so she was good with that too. Then her reverie was broken abruptly.

Cookie found herself now surrounded by more than twenty Caribe Indian ghosts in and around the courtyard of the old Spanish fort ruins. It was night, and only the moon and the flaming torches surrounding the courtyard provided any light to see what was happening. The tropical air surrounding them was warm and still. Cookie wasn't quite sure what the ghosts and live female warriors with their hideous masks surrounding her were thinking and might do, but she saw all of their eyes trained threateningly on her.

Then Cookie was unceremoniously stripped of her clothes, and covered in some kind of oil. Standing naked, looking at the powerfully muscular ghostly natives surrounding her and the thought that it looked like she would soon be fighting with one or more of them, she got to feeling more and more aroused. And while her pussy had begun to dampen, it wasn't noticeable yet. But aroused not the less in anticipation of the fight to come.

Looking at the similarly revealing loin cloths of many of the warriors, it looked like they were maybe thinking the same thing, as their hands would rub at the material in the front against their crotches.

Then warriors began to chant a name, "Taina, Taina....

The chant brought a powerfully dark almost naked native body glistening with oil into Cookies view. And, in front of her and now facing Cookie not ten feet away, was the most muscular and powerfully built one of all of them, their leader, Taina, also oiled and naked and wearing nothing but her studded gemstone collar, similar to the one the natives had put around Cookie's neck, and the black mesh mask which concealed all of her features making her look almost eerily headless.

Cookie stood in the middle of the circle, they, including Taina, made around her, their powerfully dark almost naked native bodies glistening with oil. Her own powerfully muscled and deeply tanned body, also glistening with oil, faced them back.

As if at a silent signal, all of the female warriors slowly dropped to the ground, with some sitting cross legged, others kneeling, and some lying on the soft grass with their muscled legs stretching out either in front of or behind them to watch whatever would happen next.

Facing her was the warrior they called Taina with her powerfully muscular, oiled and naked body ready to wrestle her, but with her features still totally hidden under her black full head mask, with only it's three red-circled openings for her eyes, nose and mouth. It would be like wrestling with a masked and headless ghost, but Cookie was very much liking the idea of wrestling with her, however it would come out.

Now Taina stepped forward, while Cookie waited to see what she would do next. As she came to within two feet of Cookie, Taina slowly reached out and placed her strong hand firmly on Cookie's shoulder and began to squeeze it. Cookie had to admit to herself that that first contact felt really good, for sure, while she tensed her own muscled body, but otherwise didn't make any move in return.

Then Taina moved in closer and crouching slightly like a tiger about to jump on her prey, she moved her hand to the back of Cookie's neck and began to squeeze her neck instead. It was just like, Cookie knew, a wrestler's beginning position and she almost automatically took the same position and hold back on Taina.

Cookie liked the feel of Taina's strong hand on the back of her neck, and her own just as strong hand on the back of Taina's neck, and now she couldn't resist trying to pull Taina down to the soft grass under them. For a moment, Taina resisted her, but then slowly dropped down first to just her knees, and then all the way to both her hands and her knees.

As soon as Taina dropped down to all fours, Cookie dropped down to her own hands and knees beside her and dropped her muscled chest on Taina's equally muscled back, from which she tried to roll Taina over on to her back. Taina resisted Cookie on that move, and instead not only spread her big legs apart to give her some resistant leverage but reached her hand closest to Cookie to grab her naked and exposed female equipment, well-trimmed and wet like a concubine going to mate, to roll Cookie over instead.

It was nothing for Cookie to resist, even though Taina had a good hold on her sex. Instead, Cookie just moved one of her arms and hands over Taina's back and between Taina's own legs and thick thighs to grab her own nearly hairless and exposed womanhood between her own thick and powerful legs.

Now they'd each gotten a good hold on the other's sex, both of them already wet and aroused from the earlier oiled massaging of them by the two female warriors assigned to them. At the same time, Cookie still kept her upper body dropped heavily on Taina's back to keep her in place. Neither minded at all the other's tight cunt-hold the other had on her, knowing it was just an ordinary "anything goes" wrestling move.

.And the rules were to be simple as well, no rules, no time limit to a knockout and best of three falls. There would be no rounds, submissions only in the first two rounds, no breaks in the action except between falls; just two powerful, beautiful women slugging it out to decide who was the best fighter.

Cookie thought the venue they found; the courtyard of the old Spanish fort ruins was fascinatingly erotic; the thick and lush grass eliminated the need of wrestling mats to be put down. The two women were surrounded inside the court with the crowd able to move around the sides of the court to get the best possible, up close view of the action. Cookie reflected on the attire (or lack of it) that had been decided on; the two women were facing each other naked apart from Taina's hideous mask.

Painfully aware of the others abilities after their first hook up, the two women circled each other warily for a full minute before Cookie attempted the first attack of the fight as she snapped out a kick at Taina's right thigh. The kick landed, but Taina fired back immediately; a slap catching Cookie flush in the face before a second caught Cookie in the ribs. The circling continued, Cookie again aiming a kick that Taina blocked, and Cookie was forced to skip out of range as Taina looked to unload on her with a right hook this time. Cookie found herself pressed in against a wall of the court as Taina pressed forward and was able to land with a couple of solid body punches before Cookie pushed her away, buying herself space and time to get her back off the wall. Taina stalked Cookie across the grass as she looked to press home an early advantage, but she walked straight into a pretty solid slap to the face that stopped her in her tracks. Cookie looked to deliver a running clothesline to take Taina down, but the Caribe ducked under that attempt, instead catching Cookie with a forearm to the kidneys before grabbing a handful of auburn hair from behind to help her pull Cookie into a tight side headlock.

Taina immediately flipped Cookie off her feet to the grass, lying herself across Cookie's chest as she cranked on the headlock, keeping a hold of Cookie's hair as she did so to keep her under control. Taina planted her feet in the grass, cranking hard on the headlock once more as she asked Cookie in English 'you like that bitch?'

Cookie was pretty sure the answer was no, but Cookie preferred to reply by trying to buck Taina off her instead. The Caribe had a solid base down on the grass though and Cookie was unable to shift her as Taina once again cranked the headlock. A change of tactic from Taina saw her take a double handful of hair to bounce the back of Cookie's head off the thin grass twice before using the hair to bring Cookie back to her feet.

The court-side crowd got their first really close up view of the action as Taina whipped Cookie hard into the unforgiving wall of the court. Cookie looked to cover up as Taina whipped in a couple of punches to her rib cage that she blocked well enough, but a clever downward thrust by Taina broke Cookie's defenses apart and left her open to Taina's straight knee to her stomach. That struck home and Cookie seemed to sag slightly against the wall as Taina pressed home her attack with a two punch combination to the body that left Cookie on her backside. Taina seemed determined to work Cookie's body over in the early part of the match as she looked to sap Cookie's energy. And it seemed to be working.




Chapter Two




 

A handful of hair helped Taina roughly yank Cookie to her feet, and the Caribe continued to work on Cookie's body with a knee lift to the stomach. As Cookie doubled forward from that blow, a double fisted smash across the shoulders dropped her to her knees at Taina's feet. A football style kick to the side saw Cookie roll across the grass, coming to rest flat on her back. Taina gestured disdainfully at Cookie , glancing at the crowd with a knowing glance before she looked to deliver a full body splash on Cookie. The hesitation cost Taina though as Cookie rolled clear at the last second and Taina's splash caught nothing but grass. For the first time in the fight, Taina had made a mistake and it looked like the advantage might switch to Cookie. Taina's missed attempt at the splash had left her winded and as Cookie got to her knees, she caught a rising Taina with an uppercut to the jaw which put the Caribe wrestler back down on the grass. A leg spread and falling head butt to the pit of the stomach followed soon after, and Cookie looked to have things going her way as she went for her opponent's hair to bring her back to her feet. A hand slipped between Taina's thighs and the Caribe fighter found herself lifted and body slammed to the grass as Cookie continued her attack.

Cookie's next move was well thought out, designed to quickly sap an opponent as she placed her shin across Taina's throat, leaning her weight onto it to effectively choke the Caribe. A handful of hair helped Cookie to really add the pressure to the hold, and for a brief moment it seemed that Cookie might even be able to put Taina away quickly with the move. Taina pounded her legs on the grass as she groaned under the weight of Cookie's hold, but she was resourceful enough to find a way out as she grabbed Cookie's ankle and was able to twist it into a painful ankle lock, and just like that, it was Cookie on the receiving end again as she cried out, surprised by the pain caused by Taina's impressive wrestling move. Impressive wrestling move or not, Taina wasn't above adding some catfighting back into the mix as she cruelly raked her long nails up the back of Cookie's right thigh. That drew an extra shriek of pain from Cookie, but she quickly found her way out, thrusting back a kick which caught Taina in the stomach and broke the painful ankle lock.

This time, both women were back to their feet, Cookie favoring her ankle a little as they circled, exchanging solid slaps to each other's faces as the match passed through the ten minute mark. The crowd seemed to be anxious for the action to pick up again, and they didn't have to wait long as Taina feinted with a slap to the face and instead drove her shoulder into Cookie's stomach, pushing her back into the wall of the court. Once again, Taina launched an assault on Cookie's body, landing some solid punches to the stomach as Cookie first looked to cover up, then fire back with some punches of her own but Taina held the upper hand, forcing Cookie to tie her up in a loose bear hug. That slowed Taina up briefly, but she was soon able to break that hold, delivering a head butt to Cookie's chest and as Cookie's arms broke free, Taina whipped a fast uppercut into her stomach dropping her to her knees up against the courtyard wall. Cookie found herself trapped in a front headlock almost immediately, her powerful Caribe nemesis towering over her as she punished her once again with the choking headlock. Unfortunately for Taina, she also found herself in the perfect position for Cookie to retaliate with a crotch claw; something which hadn't escaped Cookie's attention as she quickly got her fingers into Taina's pussy bringing a cry of dismay from the Caribe.

'You fucking bitch!' Taina shrieked out in reasonably good English before adding 'You'll pay for that cunt!' through gritted teeth.

'Really?' Cookie smiled as she brought Taina up on to her tip-toes with the claw hold before delivering a head butt of her own to the Caribe's ample chest which bowled Taina to the grass. It seemed that Cookie finally had things going in her direction as she confidently strode after her grounded opponent, pulling Taina to her feet and into a crushing bear hug which she quickly converted into a pussy pounding atomic drop that put Taina on her back once again as she clutched at the pain between her legs. Now it was Cookie who looked confident that she had the Caribe under control, as she grabbed her hair and slapped her face while pulling her to her knees

. 'Waiting for you to make me pay bitch...' she told Taina as she pulled her up and into another bear hug.

It seemed like a perfect move, but in fact, it proved to be a case of going back to the well once too often as her Caribe foe was waiting on the move as she drove her knee up hard into Cookie's crotch bringing an immediate yell of pain from Cookie with the perfectly timed knee strike. Worse was to follow for Cookie as well as she doubled forward following the knee lift and found herself caught with a second hard knee lift into the face, and Cookie crashed to the grass clutching her face as Taina asked her 'how does that feel you bitch? Think you're starting to pay for it now huh?'

Cookie was clearly dazed, coming back to her feet with Taina's 'assistance' only to be floored instantly with a hard forearm smash to the chest. As Cookie rolled across the grass and got back to all fours one could see a steady trickle of blood had started from her nose, presumably from the knee to the face. It was the least of her immediate worries though as a football style kick caught her in the ribs again, putting her on her back for as long as it took for Taina to bring her back upright and floor her again with another forearm smash to the chest. This time, she hovered above Cookie until she got to all fours once more and found Taina straddling her back to trap her in a vice like standing body scissors. Cookie screamed out with pain as Taina's hands went straight into her hair to pull a clump of it out, brushing it from her fingers before she tensed her thighs once more to crush Cookie's body. The hands were back in Cookie's hair again now, more to control her head this time as Taina continued to punish Cookie with the scissor hold. Taina couldn't resist the chance to deliver a cross-face forearm smash to Cookie's face which connected solidly, but with both women's bodies now slick with sweat in the tropical heat, it also caused Taina to slip as she was slightly off balance and more from luck than anything else, Cookie was free from the scissor hold.

Taina got back to her feet quickly, catching Cookie with a knee to the side of her face, and as she landed face down on the grass, a handful of hair enabled Taina to drive her face hard into the thin grass. Cookie was still dazed, the flow of blood steady from her nose as Taina brought her back to her feet and delivered a big body slam in the center of the grass. From the match having been on an even keel only a few minutes earlier, Taina had total control now as she delivered an elbow drop across Cookie's chest. That struck home effectively, and Taina wasn't about to waste any time as she grabbed Cookie in a double nipple twist which she used to bring Cookie to her feet as she stretched and twisted the nipples painfully. A headbutt followed, this time Taina landed it straight in Cookie's face, and Cookie crumpled back to the grass, clearly now in big trouble in the match. 'Come on slut!' Taina taunted as she slapped Cookie around the top of the head 'I thought you were a tough girl?' she laughed as she brought Cookie to her feet, parading her towards to the wall of the court by her hair.

Cookie tried to fire back, a weak punch catching Taina in the stomach, followed by another, more solid looking punch, but with Taina controlling her by the hair it was in vain. Taina took back control, once again leveling Cookie with a knee lift, this time to the chest. Cookie crashed to the grass only to find herself quickly back on her feet as Taina pulled her upright before whipping her hard, chest first, into the courtyard wall. There was no give in the wall, and Cookie visibly sagged as she hit it; Taina allowed no respite either as she nailed Cookie with a solid kidney punch, and then she grabbed Cookie's hair, pulling her back into a rear body scissor which she clamped on tightly up against the wall of the court. Adding to Cookie's discomfort, Taina managed to get her feet inside Cookie's thighs, spreading her legs slightly to give the crowd a good view of her crotch as they gathered close to action.

'You worthless, weak slut' Taina spat in Cookie's ear 'spreading your legs for the crowd, little bitch!' she continued before continuing her assault as she took advantage of the proximity of the wall to press the outside of Cookie's right breast into it before delivering three shard punches to the inside of the breast drawing a cry of pain from Cookie.

'Aww, does it hurt?' Taina teased as she sunk her long, sharp nails into the sensitive breast flesh, still holding it against the wall as she punished a disheveled and slightly desperate looking Cookie. 'Try this cunt!' Taina continued as she raised her hips and flexed her thighs to crush Cookie with the body scissor once more, Cookie crying out in pain again before Taina clubbed her across the shoulders with a hard forearm and then went back to work on her right breast, this time sinking her fingers into the sensitive flesh. Cookie gritted her teeth, grabbing Taina's hands to try and pry them off her; Taina used her teeth to further punish Cookie as she sunk them into her shoulder blade before wrapping her arm around Cookie's throat to pull her back into a choke hold. All the time, Taina's thighs continued to grind away at Cookie's body, and as she passed a couple of minutes in the choke hold as well, Cookie was beginning to worry that Taina was simply going to be able to choke her out to claim the knockout win. In fact, Cookie had at least been able to defend a little against the choke, tucking her chin in, but Taina's thighs were drawing pained noises from Cookie on a pretty regular basis now. That seemed to convince the Caribe that she might be able to secure the victory there and then as she delivered one more cross-face forearm and then released Cookie before telling the ref to 'count her.'

Taina stepped back and started to call out the count. 'one.....two.....three' she began as crowd called off the count, menacingly in the background, preparing to step back in if Cookie could beat the count of 'nine....ten.....eleven.....' the count continued, but finally Cookie starting to show some signs of movement and as she made it to her feet, Taina stepped in again, using a double handful of hair to lift Cookie to her feet. Back against the wall of the court, Cookie couldn't defend as Taina bounced the back of her head of it and then drove another knee lift into Cookie's stomach. That tactic had been a constant from the Caribe; she had worked on Cookie's body at every opportunity and it seemed to have paid dividends in sapping Cookie's stamina. Cookie started to crawl, on all fours, as looked to put some distance between herself and her Caribe tormentor. Taina strutted after her now, taunting again 'Look at you, you worthless cunt, reduced to crawling away now. Your people must be so proud of you....' she teased before pushing Cookie over with a foot to her backside.

Taina still wanted to do more damage, pulling Cookie to her feet to deliver a big body slam. A second slam drew a cry of 'noooo!' from Cookie as she was effortlessly lifted and driven hard to the grass. A third time Cookie found herself lifted as the powerful Caribe continued to put the exclamation point on her dominance; this time by delivering an across the knee back breaker. As she pushed Cookie off her knee to the grass, Taina grabbed her own breasts, standing over Cookie and asking her 'remember these bitch?' before she dropped herself down hard on to Cookie's stomach. If she wasn't already, that move totally winded Cookie and she was able to offer little resistance as Taina easily parted her legs with a grapevine.

'You know what comes next bitch....' Taina reminded Cookie as she pinned her hands to the grass above her head.




Chapter Three




 

The look of fear in Cookie's glassy eyes betrayed the fact that she guessed exactly what was coming. Before Taina had chance to plunge forward, Cookie was pleading with her 'please, no..... I....I give ummmfff' she was cut off as Taina's DD's expertly enveloped her mouth and nose. It was Taina's signature move, the super smother grapevine, and she had it on perfectly as she reminded Cookie 'no submissions you stupid little bitch; you're going out!' Cookie had nowhere to go either; hands pinned to the grass, legs entwined and painfully spread by her opponent's powerful legs, the Caribe's naked body pinning her flat to the grass and apparently devoid of the energy to do anything about it, she was in big trouble now. Taina knew it too, toying with Cookie as she let the smother off her briefly to allow Cookie to sob 'please, please, I give up, please get off of me mmmmffff' as Taina once again plunged her breasts into Cookie's face. 'Don't get my tits wet with you tears, you fucking cry baby bitch' she chided Cookie as she reached back to deliver a punch to crotch. It was total dominance now from Taina; Cookie had not reply and indeed the smother was so firmly applied that she was very quickly in danger of getting smothered out. Taina knew it too, delivering one more crotch punch and then she rolled off Cookie Taina and the crowd started to 'count the bitch out; she's done now!'

The crowd began to count 'one......two......three......four' as Taina paraded around the court, proclaiming what she felt was now a certain victory. Anyone watching thought she was right too' no one could see Cookie beating the count. Cookie wasn't entirely sure she wanted to at this point as it looked like it would only delay the inevitable. 'Ten......eleven.......twelve' the count continued and there were some vague signs of movement from Cookie down on the grass. Not enough to stop the count, but enough for Taina to start paying some interest as the count reached fifteen and Cookie looked to get on to her knees. Taina was poised, ready to strike again just out of Cookie's field of vision should she beat the count. At the count of eighteen, Cookie got to her knees on the grass, and she simply never saw the punch coming as Taina exploded a perfect right hand off her jaw and she pitched to the grass on her side, totally bewildered by the perfect, power packed strike that had put her there.

This time there was no beating the count; Cookie not even moving as the crowd counted off the twenty seconds it took to declare Taina the winner of the first fall. Taina paraded around the court once more, drinking in the applause of the crowd as they congratulated her on her dominant thirty minute victory. In contrast, Cookie was helped up by the members of the crowd; Taina casting a satisfied glance in her direction as she continued to celebrate her win in the fall..

***

After her defeat against Taina in the first fall, Cookie had been more than a little worried about getting back some momentum. Cookie wondered if she'd even to fight some more and had felt it would almost certainly take some time before she did.

The match started the second that Cookie stood and moved toward Taina, then everyone settled down, the crowd again sat in a grass around the fighters and settled back to enjoy the second fall action.

Taina had jumped Cookie as she had moved toward her, grabbing her long hair and running her across the grass by it to slam her head first into the court yard wall. She quickly followed that by whipping Cookie into the other walled side of the yard, Cookie hitting hard and having no time to recover as Taina followed up with two body punches and a hair throw across the grass. Cookie landed in a seated position, quickly receiving a sharp kick across the shoulder blades that pitched her forward, face down on the grass. Taina stood back momentarily, almost to admire her early work it seemed, but as Cookie got back to all fours, the Caribe was on her again, back into Cookie's hair to pull her the rest of the way to her feet before running her head first into the wall once more. This time though, Cookie reversed the attempt to whip her into the wall and it was the Caribe who collided with the unforgiving surface. Cookie looked to give her a taste of her own medicine as she drove home two good body punches, but Taina shot back with a slap to the face and was able to slip away from the wall and out of Cookie's range.

The first couple of minutes of the round had passed in something of an action packed blur, and it was only now that the two women seemed to slow up and take stock a little as they probed each other's defenses. Tall and rangy, Taina used her reach to catch Cookie with a couple of stinging slaps to the face before she strayed into Cookie's range and a handful of Caribe hair saw her pulled into a side headlock. Cookie used her free hand to deliver a slap to Taina's face now before flipping her to the grass still in the headlock. Taina showed good skill and speed though to roll Cookie on to her back though and despite still being trapped in the headlock she found the opportunity to try and apply a crotch claw on Cookie who was now in a folded position on her back. Taina's fingers were easily able to grip Cookie's labia as she started to punish her with the claw hold, but Cookie managed to get herself back on top of Taina and she quickly trapped and scissored her hand to prevent her from continuing the crotch claw, Now Cookie looked to go on the attack herself, a punch to Taina's stomach followed by an elbow to the Caribe fighter's breasts broke off any immediate plans Taina might have to counter attack as Cookie piled on the pressure. Taina was calm under the attack of the woman though, securing a handful of hair to prevent Cookie from really getting the advantage.

Cookie sensed that she needed to move on to another attack as she pulled Taina from the grass roughly by the hair and threw her hard into the wall. As Taina staggered off of the wall, Cookie looked to pick her up for a body slam; Taina blocked that attempt though, firing two sharp, piston-like knee lifts into Cookie's stomach. A short right hand to the jaw dropped Cookie to her knees and Taina was on her to apply a front choke hold. With Cookie on her knees, the 5 foot 10 inch Caribe was able to really apply some pressure to the hold, quickly forcing Cookie to look for a way back to her feet. In trying to do that though, Cookie left herself wide open to a sharp kick to the stomach and stunned from that move, she had no defense as Taina lifted her to deliver an across the knee back breaker. That hold quickly became a test of Cookie's ability to withstand pain as, keeping her stretched over her knee, Taina applied combined breast and crotch claws to Cookie before asking her 'submit?'

'No' Cookie replied, somewhat less than convincingly as Taina twisted her breast hard once more before electing to deliver a straight punch to Cookie's crotch.

If Taina had gone straight back to the claw hold combination at that point, she would have claimed the second fall of the match, but she had something else in mind for Cookie at that point. Pushing Cookie off her knee and to the grass, Taina got to her feet and used Cookie's hair to move her into a standing head scissor, at least Cookie thought that was her plan.

Then, levering both of Cookie's arms up behind her back, she quickly delivered what I could only describe as some sort of suplex, sending Cookie up, over and hard down to the grass. The sound of Cookie's 164lb frame made a resounding thud as she hit the grass; clearly winded, she found herself trapped flat on her back in a painful crucifix type of hold.

Taina had both of Cookie's arms tied up behind her, her head crimped painfully against her own body, and perhaps worst of all for Cookie, both of her hands free to inflict maximum pain on her; something she did with glee. Pulling at Cookie's exposed breasts, Taina instantly went for a double handed breast claw on Cookie which drew a shriek of pain. A short back-headbutt from Cookie saw Taina use her gold painted finger nails to rake four angry furrows into Cookie's right breast then the double handed claw hold was back on as Cookie screamed in pain from the torment

Maintaining the crucifix hold for a few seconds, Taina treated Cookie to an eye rake before getting back to her feet. Still disorientated from the eye rake, Cookie was floored by a running clothesline before Taina moved in to pin her, sitting on her stomach and pinning her arms to the grass above her head. Releasing one of Cookie's hands, Taina went to work, ripping at her breasts until she had managed to roughly trap Cookie's nipples in a painful nipple twist.

. Advantage to the Caribe again as she shifted to apply a grapevine and then briefly sunk her teeth into Cookie's right breast, bringing some more howls of pain from Cookie. At least Cookie had the perfect counter this time, wrapping her free arm tightly round the back of Taina's head to force her face into the smothering pillow of her breasts.

Now Taina looked to be in trouble though she responded, then working the grapevine as hard as she could, and then when that had little effect, she blindly found her target to deliver a second eye rake. That broke off Cookie's attempted breast smother from underneath Taina and then Cookie shifted their position with Taina sitting higher up on Cookie's chest, delivering a couple of slaps to Cookie's face before grabbing a double handful of hair to pull Cookie's face directly into her crotch.

But the angle was wrong, preventing her from really getting the crotch smother fully on and after a about 30 seconds changed her tactics

Taina released Cookie's hair allowing her head to fall back to the grass. But that was it, the young Caribe didn't move, remaining seated high on Cookie's chest, hands on hips as she gazed down smugly at Cookie.

'Get off me you bitch!' Cookie demanded

'Make me' Taina taunted 'I'm staying here until you shift me you bitch!' she stated confidently.

Cookie bucked wildly for a few seconds, but Taina showed excellent balance to keep her place on Cookie's chest. Cookie thought better of it then, electing to conserve her energy and it was at that point that Taina slid further up Cookies chest,. The purpose behind that was clear enough as Taina was straight back on the attack, grabbing Cookie by the hair again to pull her face straight back into the crotch smother and without anything to impede her, it was applied far more effectively this time, quickly trying to draw a submission from Cookie.

When no submission came Taina climbed off her, Taina took a few seconds to adjust her mask back into place before looking to pull Cookie off the grass by the hair, and she paid for that delay as Cookie slammed a foot into her stomach, knocking her back to the grass in surprise. She landed hard on her backside and probably driven by some anger from the obnoxious face in the cunt hold, Cookie was on her quickly, a second kick to the chest bowled her over onto her back, Cookie followed her, stomping on her stomach before spreading her legs and delivering a pin point accurate elbow drop to the crotch and as Taina squealed out her protest, the match looked to finally be back in Cookie's control.

Wasting no time, Cookie grabbed Taina's ankles and as the Caribe feared another crotch attack, she failed to defend, as Cookie flipped her over into a boston crab. Immediately the young Caribe was under pressure, clawing at the grass as she looked to find a way out. Cookie had the move well applied though, leaning back to painfully torque Taina's back, and she had her yelling out with pain but gamely hanging on until she switched to the single leg boston and crotch claw combination and she quickly had Taina screaming in pain. But still refusing to submit.




Chapter Four




 

Cookie was on a roll now though, bringing Taina to her feet with a handful of long Caribe hair before flooring her with a huge European style uppercut. Dazed, Taina found herself whipped hard into the wall of the courtyard where Cookie followed in with a running splash, crushing Taina against the ungiving wall, A knee lift was whipped up into Taina's crotch, and barely had the scream of pain from that left her lips before Cookie had body slammed her hard in the center of the grass.

Those watching thought Cookie might go for the running splash, but instead she delivered a leg drop across her chest before converting that into a tight side head scissor. 'Ahhh...choking me...' Taina protested. 'No rules honey remember!' Cookie reminded her before pouring on the power and yelling at her 'submit!!'

'No, no' Taina replied as Cookie went to work on her breasts, quickly sinking her nails expertly into soft, sensitive breast flesh to draw another cry of pain from Taina who seemed to be on the verge of a submission. She raked her nails down Cookie's thigh, earning herself a retaliatory rake of the breasts from Cookie who then reapplied her claw hold in earnest to finally extract the blood curdling squeal from Taina.

At the moment Cookie seemed to have come back into the fight so quickly, in some ways, not doubting the fact that her opponent had pissed her off had helped her. Now though, she probably needed to control that fury a little to pace herself for the rest of the contest. Perhaps sensing that herself, Cookie's next move was to wrap Taina up into a vice like rear body scissor with a hair held full nelson thrown in.

The pain etched on Taina's face from the hold could be seen almost instantly; gone was the confident, cocky opponent of the previous fall. Cookie raised her hips, tensed her thick, sexy thighs and drew a moan of protest from the Caribe. Then Cookie clubbed her twice with a hard forearm across the back of the shoulders, reapplied the full nelson and pulled Taina back and up into the air before pitching her forward and slamming her ass hard into the grass.

'Oh shit!' Taina cried out as Cookie taunted her 'you like that sweetie? Have another go!' as she lifted her again to repeat the dose.

'Please, please, no more....' Taina pleaded but Cookie was having none of it, repeating the move twice more before she applied an impressive combination of rear choke hold, breast claw and body scissor, using that to slowly but surely grind a squeal out of the now struggling Caribe. Cookie elected to allow Taina up to her feet before continuing the match, she elected to punish rather than look to claim a submission.

Throwing Taina into the walled section of the courtyard, before slamming half a dozen body punches in the toned torso of her opponent. Taina slid down the wall to a seated position where she found Cookie's foot briefly jammed against her throat before Cookie pulled her upright by the hair to slam her face first into the grass. Rubber legged now, Taina had no defense as Cookie lifted and slammed her in the center of the grass

Cookie caught Taina with a headlock then followed with a couple of snappy jabs before getting caught with a slashing nail rake across the stomach by the Caribe. It was evident that Taina still had a little fight left in her as Cookie looked to tie her up in a side headlock, quickly finding herself backed into the wall.

The two women then collided in mid grass, a collision of nearly 300lbs of sexy female flesh in which neither gave an inch, but Cookie gained the advantage delivering a swift kick to Taina's stomach. As the Caribe fighter doubled over, Cookie was on her, driving a hard knee up into her breasts then clubbing her hard across the shoulder blades to put her on her knees. Momentum seemed to have firmly swung in Cookie's favor now, but Taina surprised her once more, managing to grab Cookie's ankle to trip her face first to the grass. Taina was unable to follow up quickly enough though and Cookie scrambled to her feet.

The two women circled each other, exchanging a mixture of slaps and kicks as well as the occasional verbal barb before Taina was able to get a hold of Cookie's hair. The Caribe fighter caught Cookie with a forearm to the chest before finding an attempted knee lift to the crotch was blocked by Cookie.

The hair hold saw Cookie flipped to the grass though, but as Taina tried to follow up with a splash, Cookie rolled clear and Taina caught nothing but the grass. Cookie was quickly on her feet, helping Taina part way up by the hair before driving a solid kick into her rib cage which put Taina back on all fours winded.

Cookie cruelly raked the nails of both hands slowly down the length of Taina's back drawing a drawn out shriek of agony from the Caribe as Cookie set about softening her up to finish her off.

Two hard wall slams saw the Caribe dropped to her knees before she was propped up against the courtyard wall by Cookie who leant into her to apply a double breast claw. Grinding her knee up into Taina's crotch for added effect, Cookie was punishing the Caribe now, but she still hung in there, refusing to submit to a full minute of brutal breast mauling before she was able to force Cookie off balance and buy herself a brief respite.

The two women exchanged blows again from range, but now it seemed that Taina's lacked a little bit of authority. They were still landed often enough though to be a brief concern for Cookie until she snapped out an impressive right cross which rocked Taina back into the wall . Quickly Cookie planted a foot firmly into her stomach and fell back to monkey flip Taina to the grass and with that, Cookie was able to take her time before delivering a knee drop to the small of Taina's back down on the grass.

That was enough to set her up for the submission move Cookie had in mind for her, draping Taina's arms over her knees, Cookie applied what was a perfect looking camel clutch before she reached round and sunk her talons into Taina's pert C cup breasts and almost immediately, Taina was sobbing out her submission of the fall.

Cookie had claimed victory in that fall, coming back from what had been the toughest fall of her catfighting career. There was a brief pause between falls and both women needed every moment of the pause.

***

Taina was the first girl to reach the center of the grass. The ring of fans cheer as the beautiful Caribe walks toward the center refreshed from the brief intermission.. Cookie now made her way toward the center grass. Taina slid behind Cookie. She grabbed Cookie's long hair and yanks her away from the center of the grass. Cookie fired her elbow back, nailing Taina in the belly. Taina groaned in pain and Cookie drove her elbow back a few more times, forcing the Caribe to release her hair...

Cookie grabbed Taina and spun her around, throwing her head first into the grass. Taina's head hit with a dull 'THUD'. Taina got to her knees she let out a shallow moan. Cookie came up behind her and grabbed her breasts and quickly yanked on them. The ring of spectator's were hushed sight of Taina's large breasts with red marks from Cookies nails are on display. Cookie grabbed Taina and rolled her around in the grass. Cookie slid down after her. As Taina lie on her back, Cookie got to her feet and drove the heel of her foot down into Taina's belly.

Cookie said, "So you think you are going to win, huh? Well I don't think so." Cookie continued to drive the heel into Taina's belly and all Taina could do was moan in pain...

Cookie then leaned down and grabbed Taina's right leg and then delivered a vicious stomp to Taina's right knee. Taina howled in pain. Cookie delivered a couple more stomps to Taina's knee before Cookie dropped the leg. Taina reached down and held her knee as she winced in pain. Cookie grabbed Taina's long Caribe hair and pulled Taina to her feet.

She pushed her back into the wall and held Taina's arms to keep her in place. Cookie then launched a kick deep into Taina's belly. Taina moaned as the kick hit. Cookie kept the kicks coming, driving them into Taina's belly over and over and over. Taina was getting weaker with each powerful kick. Her head drooped forward, but she was still held up by the wall ...

Cookie sent her next kick right into Taina's cunt. Taina's head shot up as she let out a deafening scream. Cookie followed that up with another kick to Taina's pussy. Taina was in major pain. Her legs started to buckle. Cookie sent a third kick into Taina's most sensitive area. Taina's arms finally slid down the wall and she fell face first to the grass moaning in pain.

Taina held her crotch as she just lie there. Cookie rolled the Caribe over and smashed the heel of her foot on Taina's forehead. She grinded it in and Taina moved her hands up to her head. Cookie finally moved her foot, allowing Taina to hold her head. Cookie sat down on the grass and quickly spread Taina's legs. She reached into the grass for Taina's ankles. Taina didn't know what was going on, she was still holding her sore head. Cookie gave Taina's ankles a hard yank, driving her defenseless pussy into the outstretched foot of Cookie....

"AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!!!" Taina screamed as she lowered her hands to her groin. Cookie laughed at Taina's pain. Cookie gave Taina a slight push, moving her back a foot. Taina had both hands between her legs, massaging her crotch and preventing another direct blow to her groin. Cookie dropped Taina's left leg but kept a hold of Taina's right leg. She pulled it away from the grass elevated and then swung her own foot hard as she could, slamming into Taina's right knee. Taina screamed again, as Cookie went after the same knee she worked on earlier. Cookie lifted Taina's leg back up and sent her own foot into Taina's knee again with a huge slam. Taina wailed in pain once again. Cookie smashed Taina's knee with her foot one last time. She then released her leg and stood back up....

Cookie reached behind her and held the Caribe's breasts pointing outward, showing her large breasts to the crowd, gaining roars of approval. Cookie kicked Taina onto her stomach and then got down on her back. She pulled Taina's arms up and over her knees, trapping Taina in a camel clutch. Cookie tooke her hands and wraps them around Taina's throat and yanked back hard. Taina groaned in pain as her back was bent back. Cookie's hands dug into her throat and started to take away her air supply. Taina couldn't escape this hold and was in big trouble.

Cookie kept up the pressure, smiling as she pulled back on the hold, . Taina's back was hurting as she kicked her left leg and slapped at Cookie's leg. But there was no escape from this hold for the Caribe. Cookie continued to lean back, applying more pressure to Taina's back. Taina was hurting...

Cookie gave a hard pull, yanking Taina high off the grass and really bending her back. Taina's face contorted in pain, unable to break the hold. Cookie finally released the hold, dropping Taina face first to the grass. Cookie got up and Taina just lie there, moaning in pain with the red marks from Cookie's choke around her neck.

Taina reached her right hand behind her to massage her sore back. Cookie moved to Taina in the grass.. She went over to Taina and grabbed her long Caribe hair, forcing her to her knees. Cookie stepped back and then swung her foot, smashing it down on the Caribe's forehead. Taina moaned and dropped to the grass. Cookie rolled her over onto her back. Taina had a gash on her forehead and was bleeding. Taina was in a daze as she let out a few shallow moans....

Taina could easily be pinned now...but it does not look like Cookie wanted a quick victory. With the victory in hand, Cookie moved to the wall and ran toward the fallen Taina. The crowd cheered in anticipation. The naked Cookie stopped for a moment as she soaked in the cheers. Then she jumped up and dropped her ass down right on Taina's right knee. Taina cames to life as her knee exploded in pain.

She screamed, "OH GAWD! MY KNEE! AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!!" Obviously, that move did some damage to the Caribe's knee. Taina held her knee as she rolled on the grass in pain. Taina was hurt. Not sure what Cookie was trying to do here...she seemed like she was out to end Taina's wrestling days...

Cookie took a few steps and then moved to Taina's head and placed the heel of her foot down on her neck, choking her. Taina moved her hands from her injured knee to the foot, trying to push it from her neck before she passed out. Cookie had the leverage in her favor and Taina was struggling to free her throat.

Cookie kept up the pressure as Taina struggled just to keep Cookie from adding any pressure. Finally Cookie removed the foot and Taina rolled to her side. Taina coughed as she held her throat. Cookie rolled Taina on her belly then grabbed Taina's arms and pulled them behind her back. Using a double hammer lock, Cookie quickly twisted Taina's hands together behind her back and having removed Taina's studded gemstone collar, bound Taina's wrists . Cookie then rolled the Caribe back over onto her back, her arms trapped and bound underneath her...

Cookie then moved between Taina's legs. She raised her foot and stomped down on Taina's exposed womanhood, crushing her pussy with the heel of her foot. Taina cried out in pain. Cookie continued to grind her heel in, Taina was helpless to stop her with her hands trapped. After grinding her foot heel in for a good 30 seconds, Cookie lifted her foot up and quickly turned and drove her heel down into Taina's injured right knee. Taina whimpered in pain. Cookie stomped down a few more times on Taina's knee. Cookie then turned back and looked into Taina's pain-filled eyes.

She said, "Now Caribe...it is time for me to finish you off...FOR GOOD!"

She grabbed Taina's legs and started folding one over the other.

Taina cried out, "OH GAWD...PLEASE...NNNOOOOO!!!"

Cookie applied a figure four leg lock and dropped back down to the grass! Taina needed help and fast...this move could end her wrestling days...

As Cookie locked in the hold, Taina let out a deafening scream.

Cookie taunted, "That's right bitch...scream for me! You are FINISHED!!!!"

Cookie kept up the pressure. The crowd started to get anxious,. Taina was beside herself in pain, unable to free herself from the hold and unable to submit, since this fall is knockout only.

Cookie increased the pressure of the figure four. Tears were running down the proud Taina's cheeks now, the pain becoming unbearable. ...

Taina was in so much pain, unable to free her hands as she endured Cookie's brutal hold. Cookie kept up the pressure. Every passing second doing more damage to Taina's already injured knee. Cookie cranked on the figure four. The crowd saw how much pain Taina was in. Taina cried out in agony as Cookie seemed determined to finish her off. Taina's knee was really in bad shape.

Cookie still had the figure four locked in.. Just then there is a loud "POP" heard from in the grass.

Taina screamed, " NNNNOOOOOO!!!!"

Cookie still had the figure four applied, but Taina had passed out from the pain. Cookie finally released the hold and was able to get untangled from the unconscious Caribe. Taina's right leg just dangled there, her knee badly injured.

The crowd around the combatants, was awestruck. The match had been over an hour, and no one had ever seen Taina ever get so totally destroyed in a wrestling match before. The Caribe's all knew that this stranger, this Cookie Martin was indeed a force to remember,

Cookie didn't hang around to find out what would come next. She had gathered up her clothes and made a hasty retreat back into the dark jungle and the safety of the Sapphire Seas Hotel. She was going to need a day or two to rest up after that jungle war.
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Chapter One




 

 

Cookie Martin and her best friend Kitty have been away from home for several months, helping out friends, taking vacations and just going wherever the road took them.

Getting back home, things had changed a bit and a new woman at the gym, the gym Cookie and a few other business owners opened a few years ago, was making waves about her abilities and prowess, both as a body builder and a wrestler. She even called herself the Sleeper Queen because most of her opponents ended up out cold at the end of a match with her.

Cookie didn't pay much attention to the rambling of the new girl, but Kitty being younger and more brash just couldn't stomach this loudmouth bimbo trying to upset the apple cart. And she thought of a plan to take her down a peg or two. With Cookie's help that is.

***

Once, an admiring gym-goer had commented, a little tactlessly, that Rosamund was "as strong as an ox."

Rosamund had taken it as a compliment, however, in the spirit it was intended, because she'd just hit a new one-rep max for her squats – much more weight than the awestruck guy could handle, at his stage of progress. She loved being strong, and she loved that others could acknowledge her strength. In fact, they pretty much had no choice, when they saw for themselves the amount of iron she pumped!

This was part of the reason she loved the gym so much – no matter what your sex, it just came down to how much you could lift, how much progress you were making. Rosamund was 5' 5' and 125 pounds of solid muscle.

She was as strong as an ox, sure, and built like one – even before she took up weightlifting seriously in college she had always possessed the physique for it, with her broad shoulders and thick back, and naturally powerful thighs. Water sports were not her thing, and she was not that fond of the tanned, outdoorsy look for herself, so she had turned down invitations from both the swim team and the track and field team. Instead, she had become a collegiate wrestler and bodybuilder, splitting her efforts more or less equally between the two. By her sophomore year there wasn't a guy on the team that could consistently beat her. And as a senior, she was champion in the annual college bodybuilding contest.

So, she was glad to be as strong as an ox, and as powerful as a tractor. Rosamund had been mildly interested to learn from one of her former girlfriends – she felt she was bisexual, more or less straight down the middle – that she was a Pisces. She just had shrugged and accepted it, though, without much thought – her athleticism and musculature were the results of disciplined diet and hardcore heavy lifting, with carefully researched and tested training regimens. She had every reason to be proud of her body and what she'd done with it, without attributing her success to the stars!

Today she was going to hit a new high for deadlifts – 10lbs more than her previous record, for her one-rep max. She tightened the straps around the bar, gripping as hard as she could, and looked up in the mirror. She could see the lines of sculpted definition along her shoulders and arms, and her impressive forearm vascularity.

As she tightened every muscle in her body and lifted the weight off the ground, she could see her face and upper chest reddening, the muscles filling with blood, as the cords of sinew bulged on her neck. The teardrops on her thighs – all three of them – bulged, nice and big, as she slowly straightened her legs, completing the deadlift.

Oh yes, she was strong; she looked it, she knew it.

At the top of her lift, a loud and resounding grunt of triumph escaped from her lips.

"Ungh!"

"Geez, seriously? You sound like a cow in labor!"

She almost dropped the barbell with shock. As it was, she had to release it halfway down instead of setting it down properly. It landed with a loud rattle and clang.

"And you can't even set it down properly without so much noise! How brutish."

The voice was female – low-pitched, raspy, the accent redolent with hints of the Pittsburgh area. Rosamund turned to stare at the rude heckler, her wide with outrage, ready to deliver a piece of her mind.

The girl who had spoken so snidely was attractive – tall, maybe 5'8" or 5'9" and slender, with hints of tone on her limbs and exposed midriff, but no more than could be usually seen on a typical "gym bunny", the kind who went to the gym in tight yoga pants to do nothing except make use of the treadmill (utterly useless and counterproductive), the stepper (a bit less useless) and the bike machines (useless without the proper intensity, which gym-goers like her never had). On her face she wore an ugly sneer, accentuated by the bright-red lipstick she had on.

Makeup, in the gym! For a workout!

Against such an obvious flake, Rosamund's anger abated slightly. Against smaller, weaker people she didn't want to feel like a bully. She simply put her hands on her hips and said, "This, in case you hadn't noticed, is a gym, babe. If it's too loud for you, why don't you run back to your yoga room? Or better yet, your nursery!"

That should've been the end of that – few indeed were those who could face Rosamund full-on, with her rippling muscles and straight unwavering gaze, and not feel cowed. But this... snotty bitch just laughed shrilly.

"Not just a noisy cow, but a rude, obnoxious one to boot! Really! And it wasn't even that much weight anyway!"

The other gym-goers were now looking over at their corner curiously. No one was close enough to make out all the words being heard, but the body language on display was obvious – this was an altercation. A gym was really no place for such a thing to happen.

For the umpteenth time Rosamund wished for the end of her membership here to arrive quickly. This was a commercial gym – the kind that serious lifters derided as a "foo-foo gym", but it did have decent power cages and enough weight plates around, and also nice showers. Rosamund had already signed up for a more hardcore gym elsewhere in town – she had been so glad when that place, with its giant tires and chains and ropes and salmon ladders, had finally opened for business – but in the meantime she still had two more months left on her membership. And in this kind of place... one tended to get people like this... this bitch.

She walked straight up to the other woman, who amazingly did not flinch, but still stood, casually confident, a smirk playing on her ruby lips. When they were almost chest to chest, Rosamund stopped, and locked eyes with her. The woman looked back fearlessly.

"Not that much weight, huh? I'd like to see you lift even a tenth of that," Rosamund said evenly. "And you'd better watch your mouth, or the management will have something to say about your behavior."

"The management," the woman drawled, "is more likely to take my side, my dear dumb cow. Go ahead, ask one of them over. They know me. Hey, Nate!" she called out, turning her head to catch the attention of one of the gym attendants.

Nate walked over cautiously, casting her a questioning gaze. "Yes, Kitty? What's the matter?"

"This woman was causing a nuisance to other gym-goers, with her rude and unladylike grunting, and also with her loud setting down of the weights, which can cause damage to gym property!"

"Um... um, try to keep it down, please..." Nate mumbled in Rosamund's direction. As Rosamund looked on, open-mouthed, Nate shuffled off, mumbling something about his "pay grade".

"You see?" Kitty said smugly. "Being a major shareholder has its perks."

Rosamund felt herself flushed with anger, but before she could decide what to do next, Kitty stepped forward, just a smidgeon, but enough to press her left breast right up against Rosamund's right.

"Of course, if you're not happy about this, there is another way," she breathed.

Everyone in this section of the gym was looking their way now, even though the music being piped over the sound system drowned out their words. It wasn't every day you got to see two women, each a marvelous physical specimen in her own way, standing chest to chest like that.

Rosamund struggled to stay calm. "What way?"

"We have private rooms in this gym," Kitty told her, lowering her gaze conspiratorially. "Let's settle this... like women. One on one, on the mat. In the nude... except for footwear. Shoes, boots, whatever. Winner makes loser her bitch."

The audacity of it – was this slip of a woman challenging her, Rosamund, the "Sleeper Queen" of her college, to a wrestling match... with high stakes?

Rosamund let out a bark of laughter, in sheer disbelief. But Kitty's countenance did not change. And more than anything, Rosamund suddenly realized, she wanted to see that smirk wiped off that face. She wanted to see that lipstick smeared all over those cheeks, as tears streamed from Kitty's eyes while she moaned her apology.

The mere thought brought a rush of wetness to her pussy.

"You're on," she found herself saying. "Challenge accepted."




Chapter Two




 

It was set for that very evening. Training for maximal lifting meant that muscle soreness would not be a problem for Rosamund. She was eager to get her hands on Kitty and make her regret her insufferable smugness.

She had a light dinner, in preparation for the match, although she did not expect it to be very strenuous. Kitty was probably thinking she had some kind of grappling training, maybe Brazilian jiujitsu or some such, and could humiliate Rosamund. Little did she know, of course, that Rosamund was no slouch herself, with her considerable wrestling skill. It was true that skill could beat weight and strength – if the bigger and stronger wrestler was relatively untrained, which Rosamund was most decidedly not.

Her lips curled with anticipation as she munched on her rye bread. What a pleasure it would be to subdue that arrogant bimbo, to feel her writhing helplessly in her grasp, to see the look in Kitty's eyes as the realization set in that the evening would not go as she had planned. What delicious satisfaction that would be.

Apart from her gym shoes, she had her favorite pair of leather boots she wore often. She decided to wear those instead – since Kitty had stipulated the match would be in the nude except for footwear, these boots would nicely showcase her bulging calves and also be a kinky statement of dominance.

"These boots aren't just made for walking, baby," she murmured as she slipped them on in the changing room. "They're made for pushing your bitch face into the mat as you submit!"

Wearing only her sports bra and her panties, Rosamund walked the short distance from the changing room to the reserved private room and pushed the door open. She took one step into the room and froze.

Kitty was there – but so was someone else, someone who dwarfed Rosamund by a full head. It was another older woman – and what a woman!

The initial impression Rosamund got was of overwhelming muscularity – the woman had her arms crossed in front of her formidable chest, and her pectorals were like two round slabs of granite. She was even broader across the shoulders than Rosamund, and her arms were thicker. In fact, all round, she was bigger than Rosamund... in every way that mattered.

As the moments passed, Rosamund took in more of the woman's breathtaking physique. She wore her hair short, and her head rested upon the most solid set of trapezius muscles Rosamund had ever seen on another woman in real life. Rosamund had always been proud of her "boulder shoulders", but this woman had even larger and rounder ones. The woman's pink nipples could be seen right at the crook of her bent arms, and they sat on the modest mounds of her breasts, which rested in turn on pectorals that looked more like granite the longer Rosamund looked.

Her abdominal definition was perhaps slightly lower than Rosamund's, but she sported a ridged six-pack of round, solid lumps. She also had that coveted pelvic "V", and to either side of that were the most thunderous pair of "thunder thighs" Rosamund had ever seen. Again, Rosamund was stunned – she had thought her own leg muscles were impressive, and was justifiably proud of them, but this woman had her beat, for both quadriceps and... from this angle it was hard to tell, but probably hamstrings as well. And the diamond-hard calves bulged every bit as strongly as Rosamund's own.

And she, too, was wearing a pair of boots, the leather painted in red, blue and white.

"Finished ogling, Rosamund?" Kitty snickered. She waved a hand at the impassive female behemoth next to her, and said, "Meet your opponent for tonight – Cookie!"

Rosamund found her voice. "What... what is this? You said you were going to face me one on one!"

"Tsk, tsk. You need to clean out your ears, cow. I didn't say you were going to face me – I said it would be a one on one match, with the winner taking the loser as a prize. Cookie here is my friend and bodyguard – she handles all the physical stuff for me! Not that I couldn't myself, of course, but..." Kitty put the back of her hand to her forehead dramatically. "I'm having a bit of a headache, so it'll have to be Cookie filling in for me. Not going to back out now, are you? I don't blame you, if you're feeling scared!"

Rosamund swallowed hard. Kitty she had been prepared to face... but this... this ridiculous Russian juggernaut? And for the stakes specified?

She was on the verge of backing down... but then Cookie stepped forward and uncrossed her arms, putting her hands on her hips. "You told me she would be a good challenge for me, Kitty," she said, with a light trace of an accent, "but look at her. She's shaking in her boots."

Stung, Rosamund clenched her jaw, gritting her teeth. She stepped into the room, slammed the door shut behind her, and marched in all the way to stand directly in front of Cookie. "If Kitty's too much of a scared little bitch to face me herself, then fine," she said loudly. "I'm not scared of you one bit. I've taken down women like you before, and I'll do it again right now," she said softly, giving Cookie a steely glare even though she was lying through her teeth – Cookie was the single most intimidating opponent she had ever faced.

"Fine, then it's on!" Kitty said, grinning wickedly. She, too, had stripped down to nothing but a pair of heels, and now she perched on top of a pile of exercise mats, dangling those heels at the ends of her feet. "Give me a good show, Cookie... this one might give you a better challenge than the others!"

"I hope so," Cookie said, her eyes glinting. She slowly drew her arms up and pulled them into a powerful flex. "Come, Rosamund. Show me what you've got."

Her mouth had gone dry at the sight of Cookie's rippling torso, but Rosamund stripped off her sports bra and panties, flinging them to the side with a show of bravado. Her heart thudded as she stretched out a leg to the side and flexed in the classic double-biceps pose, face to face with Cookie.

She had never felt this way before, this sense of an opponent's overwhelming presence. She remembered her college's bodybuilding contest finals, when it had come down to a pose down between her and one other girl, with impressive mass (but not as impressive symmetry). At one point during the pose down they had turned to each other and flexed as hard as they could, arms trembling with the effort, and Rosamund had exulted silently as she had held the other woman's gaze and seen the defeat in her opponent's eyes. Her superiority had been clear, and the other woman had known it. The judges had concurred.

Now, Rosamund found herself holding the other end of the stick. She was the one who was now clearly the inferior specimen... she, who had felt so proud to be bigger and stronger than just about every other woman, and almost three out of four men, in the gym...

The corners of Cookie's mouth turned upwards, as she flicked her gaze from side to side, comparing Rosamund's arms with her own. Rosamund could not help doing the same. Never before had another woman been able to out flex her with superior biceps – rounder, thicker, stronger-looking.

She could not allow herself to be cowed by this, she thought desperately. "The bigger they are, the harder they fall!" she told herself. She still had the skills built up from wrestling stronger, heavier men on the college wrestling team – she'd just have to remember how she'd beaten them, and she'd be the one making this she-bear submit.

As for the facts that, firstly, she had won roughly half of those mixed matches with stronger and heavier men, and secondly, not a single one of them had been as huge as Cookie... she shoved those to the back of her mind.

She was a competitor. She would find a way to win, even against such odds.

She had to... or she'd be utterly humiliated, in front of that haughty, sneering bitch Kitty!

Dropping the pose and stepping back, Rosamund dropped down into a half-crouch. "Come on!" she shouted, flexing her fingers to limber them up. "Think you're so big, huh? Think you're tough? You're going down!"

"You'll be the one going down on her!" Kitty jeered.

Cookie dropped the pose as well and held up her hands in an amateurish stance. "You will lose," she grated out, a cold smile playing about her features.

They were already only a couple of feet apart, so they only inched closer for a few seconds before they clashed, in a lockup, hands on each other's arms and shoulders.

Rosamund trembled all over, both from effort and from a sudden thrill of fear. Cookie was... strong!

Her hand snaked to the back of Cookie's head for a collar-and-elbow tie-up, and Cookie followed suit. Rosamund braced herself, and pushed...

... and a moment later her world turned topsy-turvy as she flew backwards, landing on her butt in an ungainly heap.

The room filled with Kitty's shrieks of gleeful laughter as Cookie stepped backwards, looking grimly satisfied. Rosamund sat for a few moments, stunned. She had felt it – Cookie had matched Rosamund's force with her own – and pushed Rosamund completely off-balance.

She scrambled to her feet, red-faced, heart racing. Such... dominating power!

Had she made a mistake, coming here tonight? She had been caught in a trap, for sure – what was to have been an easy conquest was clearly going to be far more of a challenge than she'd expected. But this... this amount of strength was just unreal.

No... it couldn't be, she told herself. She'd just been off-balance. Cookie had gotten lucky. Fortunately she hadn't sprained anything or sustained any other injury – she could try again, get Cookie off-balance, use her muscular strength to apply a hold painful enough to make the larger woman submit. She could do it. She had the skills and the strength. She could do it.

They each inched forward again, hands held out. Rosamund yelled as once again she rushed at her opponent, and they met in a meaty smack of flesh on flesh.

Rosamund and Cookie clutched at each other's bodies, groping for purchase. Soon their torsos were fully pressed together, chest to massively muscled chest, belly to belly, although with the size difference Cookie's shoulders were above Rosamund's. Gripping each other's arms, they pushed.

Cookie's fingers dug painfully into Rosamund's upper arms, with bruising force. Her grip strength felt unbelievable... just unbelievable. And as for her legs...

Rosamund was forced back one step, then another. She grunted, then groaned, as she pushed – to no avail. Cookie was like a steamroller, a tank. Rosamund dug her heels in, but it was no use... she was pushed back yet another step, then yet another.

"Go Cookie, go Cookie," Kitty chanted from the sidelines, sounding slightly out of breath, as the unequal pushing match turned increasingly one-sided. Rosamund turned her head to the side, resting her cheek against Cookie's dishearteningly solid shoulder, and saw, to her shock and anger, that Kitty was diddling herself where she sat.

The bitch... was getting off on the sight of Rosamund getting outmuscled.




Chapter Three




 

And suddenly, Rosamund's foot landed on parquetted floor – she had been pushed off the mat, just a couple of feet away from the door. Had they stipulated a ring-out rule?

Rosamund had no time to contemplate that – Cookie took a step back, and with a swivel of her thick, wide hips, she flung Rosamund bodily back into the center of the mat. Rosamund rolled over a few times on her side before she came to a stop, panting, on her hands and knees.

She was breathing hard and fast, as if she'd just run a 100-meter sprint. The blood rushed in her ears. Kitty was laughing and clapping, and whooping with delight – and Cookie, massive unmovable Cookie, was moving in on her again, with slow but purposeful steps.

Rosamund found herself scrabbling back, on her hands and feet, for a few moments. She flushed, in chagrin, at her undignified display.

Her thoughts were wild. How could this be happening? How could she, the college wrestler, the bodybuilding champion, dominant alpha female in whichever gym she went... be scurrying in fear, like a rat, from an opponent?

***

Rosamund clambered clumsily to her feet. Then she threw herself at Cookie, with a fierce cry.

Cookie met her full on, as before, and once again they grappled. This time, Cookie seemed to be in no hurry to overpower her as she had been doing. They tussled together for some long minutes, bear against ox. Rosamund was making no headway – Cookie's feet were planted like the roots of a redwood, or whatever species of tree they had in godforsaken Siberia or wherever Cookie had come from. Her frustration – and her fatigue – were growing by the minute.

Soon Rosamund was perspiring all over – Cookie much less so. Rosamund was huffing and panting – Cookie much less so. Rosamund's grunts carried tones of growing desperation – Cookie's soft grunts were much less intense. And all the while, as Rosamund saw when she occasionally turned her head to glance in Kitty's direction, the snooty bitch was looking on raptly, rubbing and stroking her shaved glistening pussy, eyes shining.

She had to change the rhythm of the match – Cookie was letting her wear herself out. She had to admit the bitter truth – she could not outmuscle Cookie, not like this.

Instead, she slipped an arm in between Cookie's titanic thighs, threw her other arm over Cookie's shoulder, tightened her grip, and heaved with all her might.

It failed – she thought she had enough leverage, but Cookie had somehow anticipated the throw attempt, and had planted herself so firmly that Rosamund could not even budge her an inch! Almost sobbing with frustration, Rosamund tried again, flexing with all her might, yelling with the sheer effort. She could feel how wet Cookie was, on the heel of her palm, which was touching Cookie's pussy. The sweat and juices covered her hand, as she strained and strained, fruitlessly.

Then Cookie wrapped her own arms around Rosamund – and lifted her up with minimal effort, holding Rosamund across her body. Kitty moaned loudly in pleasure. Rosamund flailed helplessly, having lost her grip. She had never felt so helpless in her life, being carried this way by Cookie, like a kitten.

"I must break you," Cookie said, softly and hoarsely.

Rosamund's eyes went wide, and she struggled even harder... but it was no use.

In a sharp single movement, Cookie went down on one knee, and slammed Rosamund's right side over her own massively muscled thigh.

The impact knocked the breath out of Rosamund – the air whooshed out of her lungs, as the shockwave travelled through her body. Before the pain could begin registering, Cookie had straightened up again – and she repeated the movement, slamming Rosamund down on her thigh in the same instant that her booted foot stomped the mat, magnifying the force.

Rosamund gasped and choked as the remaining air was forced from her lungs. Then the pain began radiating from her side. She had been so proud of her lats... even her intercostal muscles, which had stood out so nicely when she had dieted down for that bodybuilding contest. She had thought her torso well-sheathed by muscle, well-protected.

Against Cookie, it was not. Cookie let go of her and she rolled off, clutching her side, gasping with each ragged breath she took. She tried to crawl off, to get some distance between them.

There would be no respite now, however – Cookie grabbed hold of her ankles, and dragged her bodily across the mat, like a sack of potatoes, and deposited her right in front of Kitty, whose rubbing had lapsed into a steady, intense rhythm. Then, Cookie grasped Rosamund's right arm firmly, and pulled it straight up, applying an arm-bar. She placed her knee on Rosamund's hurting side, just below the ribs, and pressed down, slowly increasing the pressure.

And after a while, Rosamund screamed, unable to hold it back any longer, convulsing with the pain. The arm-bar was painful and expertly applied – she couldn't begin to muscle out of it if she tried. The knee holding her down soon became incredibly painful, but she could do nothing but endure.

Then Kitty was crouching down, on the mat, putting her face to Rosamund's. Her pupils were slightly dilated, and her face was flushed with arousal, as she whispered, "Had enough, cow? Ready to submit, you muscle-bound cow?"

Tears sprang to Rosamund's eyes. She mustered whatever defiance she could, and grunted, "No! Never!"

Cookie jerked on her arm, and rocked back and forth with her knee, and Rosamund was reduced to a sobbing wreck, as Kitty drank in the sight.

"Good... just a little more to go... Cookie, crush her," Kitty instructed imperiously, sitting back and spreading her long legs.

Cookie lifted her knee off Rosamund's side and released the arm-bar, and the sweet surcease of pain almost made Rosamund weep with relief. Almost immediately, however, Cookie pulled her to a kneeling position, knelt down in front of her, wrapped her thick, powerful arms around Rosamund's quivering torso... and squeezed.

Rosamund threw her head back and cried, but it was not a full-throated scream, even – she no longer had the strength even for that. It was a thin, reedy, choked cry of breathless agony, as Cookie's arms pressed in on her torso like an iron vise, mercilessly crushing the life out of her. She could not draw a full breath. When she clutched at Cookie's arms, she could not even grip tightly enough to make Cookie notice.

All her impressive muscles, developed over the years with sweat and tears... all her muscles were useless now, without oxygen to fuel them. And in any case, they were no use against Cookie's, stronger body.

Rosamund's head lolled to the side, as her vision swim. Dimly, she was aware that a trickle of drool was escaping from the side of her mouth, but she was in too much pain to care. Kitty's legs were splayed wide open – she was pinching and stroking her nipples with one hand, while rubbing her clitoris furiously with the other. She seemed on the verge of a screaming climax.

"Do you submit, huh?" she moaned, in a high-pitched whine. "Submit, bitch?"

Rosamund's eyes filled with tears again. She was losing consciousness. She was utterly crushed – nothing she could try had worked. Cookie was the superior woman, plain and simple.

Rosamund is a little shocked even though she was nearly out cold, and her reluctance to submit caused Cookie to throw her onto the mat in frustration. Quickly formulating a new plan to crush her outclassed opponent.

Cookie takes the momentary hesitation and grabs Rosamund's wrist. She pulls Rosamund into her and spins around behind her. In a second she has her left arm in a hammerlock - being pushed up her back.

"This is how a real woman applies a hammerlock," she whispers in her ear. "Just like they taught in boot camp right.."

Rosamund tries to break the hold, but the pressure from her foe is too strong. She's surprised she is being muscled to the side of the ring to the ropes.

"Poor baby, can't get out of this," she taunts. "I thought you were too big and strong to get yourself in a situation like this."

Not only did the hammerlock hurt, but Cookie's words were cutting into Rosamund's ego. She tried and tried to bend her arm back straight, but her opponent's hold was too strong.

She now had her pinned against the ropes and was pushing her arm further and further up her back. The pain was intense.

"I can make you submit right now," Cookie sneered. "But that would be too quick. I don't want to win in less than five minutes because you'd think it was some kind of fluke and wouldn't accept the fact that I can beat you up."

Rosamund couldn't take the taunting and was getting very angry. She tried again with all the muscle she could muster to break the hold. But Cookie kept up the pressure.

"Tell you what, sweetheart," she cooed. "I'll let you go."

Rosamund was embarrassed that Cookie was taking pity on her and letting go of her arm-breaking hold.

Cookie released the hammerlock but before Rosamund's arm could slide down her back - Cookie kept her pinned against the ropes and locked her arms around her neck. .

Rosamund tried to push back from the ropes, but she couldn't budge her. She wondered how this 150 pound woman able to keep her pinned so easily.

She whispered in her ear that she was now going to show her how she could knock her out.

Rosamund felt her arms under her chin - pressing against her neck and her other arm locked in on her head. She felt her hard sexy body pressing against her back - but she also felt the blood leaving her head.

Rosamund struggled to get her foe off her neck, but she was getting more woozy by the second.

When Cookie felt her struggling had stopped she whispered in her ear "now to show how a Marine can bring down a big tough terrorist and pin her to the ground."

Cookie dropped the sleeper hold, and Rosamund was so woozy she couldn't do anything. Cookie reached around her left leg, and her stomach and pulled backward.

Rosamund was so groggy from the battle - that was now only three minutes old - that she offered no resistance. Her mind was saying "C'mon girl she's right there tackle her to the ground."

But it was Cookie who was doing the tackling. She fell backwards, bringing Rosamund down. She smacked her head on the mat - and if she wasn't near unconscious before she was close to it now.




Chapter Four




 

Cookie got up and surveyed the damage. Rosamund was sprawled on the mat and Cookie knew she could do anything she wanted.

"So much for your muscles and size advantage champ," Cookie laughed. "I can pin you right now for at least ten seconds - but again that would be too easy - and again I want to totally demolish you so there's no doubt in your mind who is the stronger."

Rosamund heard her words through the fog of being dropped on the mat and the sleeper hold. Her brain demanded that her arms and legs respond - and fight back - but the battle had taken just about everything her body had.

Cookie said, "time for more pain." And with that she rolled Rosamund onto her stomach and put her in a Boston crab hold -- bending her back in an awkward position.

"OOOWW," Rosamund screamed out in pain.

"Do you submit," Cookie yelled. "Say it. Say it. Give in," she commanded.

"I can break your back," she warned.

Rosamund was helpless. Her opponent in the last eight minutes had put her in one hold after another - and wracked her body with pain that she never felt before. However she could not let the words of "I give," come to her lips.

Her huge ego refused to admit her older opponent beat her up.

"Okay," Cookie said. "You still don't believe I beat you."

She switched over to a scissors hold, squeezing Rosamund's ribs.

Rosamund punched Cookie's thighs hoping to get her to loosen her vice-like grip on her chest. She felt her ribs being pushed in and her breathing was being compromised.

Cookie laughed "You're punches are weak. Just as I thought - you have no stamina, and now you can't even hurt me with your fists."

Rosamund was getting angrier with each taunting word - and she took a good smack at Cookie's stomach. However there was no effect.

Cookie said, " I'm can crack your ribs to get you to submit but that would mean you'd miss work."

Rosamund kept punching Cookie's thighs - but she felt her fists hitting taut muscles that showed great definition as she applied pressure to her chest. She felt like a python had her.

"Do you want to give in now, Rosamund," Cookie asked. "I don't want to hurt you."

Rosamund still would not admit that Cookie had beaten her. However looking back at the last ten minutes - she realized this was a pretty one sided fight - and she was on the losing end.

Cookie gave one more squeeze - and Rosamund let out a loud groan.

She then let go of her scissors hold and stood over her defeated foe.

She bragged "Now you know how a Marine can bring down a tough gal."

"However," she added, according to the rules of our match I haven't won yet. You've yet to submit and I haven't pinned you for ten seconds."

With that Cookie gave a flying crash onto Rosamund's body which was sprawled on the mat. She let out a loud whoof as Cookie's 150 pounds landed on her stomach and chest. She got up and looked at her and did it again.

The two flying body splashes did it. Rosamund had nothing left. Cookie had beaten her to the point where her arms and legs were just sprawled out on her side, and although the ego side of her brain was screaming for her to fight back - the muscles and pain center part of her brain knew her body had nothing left.

Cookie then laid on top of Rosamund's prone body.

She then ticked off each minute of the fight - giving a play-by-play: Rosamund croaked, "I Submit..."

"What's that? Can't hear you!"

"I... submit..." Cookie jerked on her body, tightening her grip, and Rosamund shuddered. She was blacking out.

"Louder!"

She barely had the breath to speak, but she forced the words out of her lips. "I... submit!"

"What are you, huh? You're a cow! What are you?"

"I'm... a... cow!" Her eyes rolled back, and one more word escaped her lips. "Please..."

And suddenly, she was on her back, as air returned to her lungs and she returned to consciousness. Kat was crying out, her body jerking in the throes of an orgasm, while Cookie had moved to mount her helpless opponent in the missionary position. She grabbed Rosamund's wrists and held them to the ground.

"The loser must give the prize now," she grunted, her blue eyes afire with an icy blaze. "I claim you, loser."

She lowered her pelvis and pressed her mound to Rosamund's. Rosamund shuddered at the wet, juicy contact. She looked up tearfully at her conqueror, her sore and aching body shivering with pain, fatigue... and desperate need.

Her legs opened, almost as if of their own volition, to give Cookie better access. Cookie smiled in acknowledgement, coldly accepting her defeated opponent's tribute.

Then she began humping, making sure to rub her own swollen clitoris against Rosamund's, and Rosamund's eyes rolled up as the shameful pleasure overcame her, turning her muscles to jelly.

And then Kat was beside them, pinching Rosamund's nipples playfully, fondling Cookie's nipples as well – "Do you like your prize, my dear bodyguard, big strong Cookie?" – and rubbing and squeezing Cookie's muscles all over, before lying on her side and rubbing herself to yet another climax.

But Rosamund beat her to it – her sweaty, defeated body stiffened, and then shuddered in a shattering orgasm, as the last of her pride and dignity melted away, as the spasms of pleasure swept through her trembling body, crushed underneath her physically and sexually superior conqueror.

She had a second one, as Cookie relentlessly humped her to a victor's climax, before finally releasing Rosamund and sitting back on her haunches, dripping with sweat and breathing hard. As Rosamund swooned in delirious defeat, she noted in a corner of her mind that the mounting and humping had been a greater exertion for Cookie than the wrestling match itself. The thought added to the shame welling up in her.

And then she looked up, her will crushed, as Kat dug the point of her big toe into Rosamund's battered, defeated abs, and flexed her small lean muscles triumphantly, while Cookie applauded – the muscle had been Cookie's, but the victory was undeniably Kitty's!

Kitty slid her panties down her long legs and kicked them across the ring. Now it was her turn to demonstrate a real sleeper queen technique. All the while Kitty was undressing, Rosamund stared through glazed eyes, the vision not quite registering in her brain.

Kitty place her feet on either side of Rosamund's semi-conscious head and squatted over the prone woman. Stopping just above Rosamund's nose, Kitty smiled at Cookie and then said, "I think someone is in need of a nap. Don't you Cookie?"

"Kitty, you may just be right, can you help her?"

Before answering the question, Kitty slammed her naked crotch on the Rosamund's features. Covering her nose and mouth.

Her ass resting on Rosamund's chest.

Moment later Kitty hoisted herself up on the mat and turned away from Rosamund. For a second, Rosamund thought she was going to lick her cunt, but she repositioned herself, so she was on her knees with her tight, smooth ass in Rosamund's face.

Oh no, Rosamund thought, she wouldn't! That would be so gross, humiliating! Rosamund started to struggle again.

Smiling slightly, Kitty turned around and said, "Rosamund I'll show you the only thing a cute face is good for!" With that, she shifted her legs and sat on her face!

Rosamund opened her mouth to yell, but in the next instant found her mouth and nose covered in Kitty's sweaty asshole. Her entire head was stuffed between her tightly clenched buttocks, Rosamund was trapped. Rosamund tried to spit and bite, but it did nothing. Kitty was letting out grunts of pleasure.

"Oh yeah, baby," she said mockingly, "Eat your momma's asshole! Do a good job and Rosamund may let you go. Oh yeah!"

Despite of herself, Rosamund could feel her cunt starting to dampen. God, this was awful! Thinking Kitty would make good on her word if Rosamund ate her ass, Rosamund began licking feverishly around her hole.

Kitty started to moan, and began grinding her butt over her face, sliding her crack from her forehead all the way down to her chin. She started to play with Rosamund's now fully aroused cunt with her feet. Pointing her big toe , she began to masturbate the fallen girl's clit.

"Oh yeah, cow, get nice and wet for momma," Kitty said loftily.

Rosamund began to rim Kitty even harder, slobbering spit all over her smooth, slick crack and tongue fucking her asshole.

Kitty pushed down her full weight on the face below, smothering it completely, Kitty panted, "I think we're both ready, cow."

Before Rosamund could decipher this, Kitty got up, slid backward, and sat on her pug nose. "Oh, yeah baby," she growled, "You're going to make me cum!"

Kitty started to bounce up and down, squeezing her nose with her ass muscles. By now, Rosamund had stopped fighting and was just accepting it. Rosamund helped Kitty along by thrusting her head up and down.

"Oh! Oh, shit...OOOHHHH," the rest of Kitty's sentence was overtaken by a groan as Rosamund's tongue inserted itself into Kitty's ass. As Rosamund was moaning, Kitty pushed her full weight down again and almost completely engulfed her face.

Kitty looked over her shoulder and flashed Rosamund a goofy grin. "You like that, huh cow," she said condescendingly.

"I...uh...oh," Rosamund mumbled.

Before Rosamund could answer, Kitty added, " Well then you'll love this, sweetie. Here's a little treat for you."

Rosamund felt her nose being released from Kitty's ass and a second later it popped out. As soon as it was free, Kitty jumped back and planted her ass on Rosamund's face again, opening her asshole wide and filling her mouth with the taste of her hot ass!

"Argh....noooommmppthhh!" Rosamund gurgled and choked as Kitty pumped Rosamund's saliva out of herself, filling Rosamund's nose and mouth and sealing her eyes shut.

"C'mon babe, lick lick it clean," Kitty cooed, as she wriggled her butt over Rosamund. "You're so full of yourself anyway cow, I figured you'd love the taste of your own spit mixed with my ass juices!"

Pushing back like she was about to take a dump; the last bit of liquid came out of her ass hole and into Rosamund. Rosamund sucked and licked her asshole clean, savoring the salty taste of ass juice as she did so.

Kitty turned around. Now sitting on her chest, facing her, she had reached down to her pussy and was rubbing herself off like a jackrabbit.

"You like your own taste cow," she panted as she fingered her cunt. "Well, have a taste of this!" Kitty's orgasm was a gusher. She dripped her girl goo into Rosamund's mouth, covering her forehead and eyes. "Oh yeah, babe!"

Each spasm equaled four or five spurts. Rosamund licked Kitty's pussy lips, trying to taste the cum on her already dripping face. Her eyes were sealed, so Rosamund couldn't see a damn thing. Then the last thing Rosamund heard was a click and felt a flash of bright light.

Kitty, bore down on Rosamund's features and the trapped body builder knew what was coming. Breathing became impossible, and the slick sweaty cloying feel of Kitty cunt threatened to swallow Rosamund's head. Kitty began the steady rhythm of sliding her sex around on Rosamund's face.

In response, Rosamund clawed at the thighs on either side of her head, but in her weakened state they were ineffectual. Blackness followed and Rosamund surrendered to the void.

***

Rosamund then felt a warm, moist cloth slap against her face. Kitty then roughly wiped her clean.

"Just making sure everything is good, Sleeper Queen," she said as she blew Rosamund a kiss. Kitty pulled Rosamund to her feet, and everyone in the ring move out of the way then Kitty, stuck her foot out in front of Rosamund and gave her a little push. Rosamund went sprawling to the mat naked as a jaybird, then out of the ring and into the hallway.

Kitty looked at Cookie, "Did you get that picture? Does it show her cum covered face?"

"Oh yeah, Kitty. That it does." Cookie smiled. "I guess your plan worked out this time."

END
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