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		 Wendy Wheels

		

	
		Part One

		

		It had been fifteen- or twenty-minutes Tuesday was too fatigued to go on. Her defenses finally collapsed, and Tuesday just gave up in Bruce's arms. Tuesday half expected him to turn her back to the mat and pin me to show off his dominance but instead he just held me in his arms and squeezed me tight.

		"You had enough?" he asked.

		"Yeah, I'm completely dead."

		"You did so well!" he said with another squeeze, and her heart swelled up at those words and thumped hard in her chest.

		"Just one last drill. Referee's position. Show me what you've learned tonight."

		Tuesday crawled to center as quickly as she could and positioned herself on all fours. Bruce slid in behind her, pressed his chest to her back, one arm wrapped around her, the other grabbing her elbow - hot, slick, sweaty muscle seeming to engulf Tuesday on all sides.

		His hips flexed and Tuesday felt his hard cock against her bare ass crack. Tuesday stayed there in position, motionless, panting, waiting for him to say "Go!" - but it never came. Tuesday felt his weight on her, his body heat, his strong grip - so fucking welcome - and his hand sliding down smoothly over her abs, fingers running through her pubic hair, cupping her sex, gripping firmly and slowly caressing.

		"Unnnggh..." Tuesday grunted.

		Bruce leaned in and spoke soft and low in her ear.

		"You like this?"

		"Yehhhh..."

		"What else do you like?"

		His hips shifted; cock head probed into her crack. He released her elbow, stretched his left arm across her breasts and held her tight, his right hand still caressing long and powerful and slow.

		"Anything you want."

		"Tell me," he crooned into her ear, deep and throaty.

		"I want your cock inside me," Tuesday whispered. "I want you to fuck my ass."

		Tuesday didn't even know where that came from. But suddenly Tuesday knew Tuesday wanted it more than anything and spread her knees wider and instinctively pushed ass up to take his meat.

		"Mmmmmm!" Bruce groaned.

		His chest bore down on her harder and Tuesday felt his cock head, slick with oil, teasing and prodding her hole. Tuesday panted breathlessly and eased back to meet him, to swallow his cock head with her eager ass. He pushed it against her, and Tuesday felt her asshole slowly spread, forced open wider and wider.

		Tuesday let out a fearful whimper, but he pushed in steadily, reassuring her with a gentle "Shhhhhh!" in her ear, a kiss on the back of her neck and a squeeze of his arm.

		Tuesday couldn't possibly have refused him. Every muscle of her body was exhausted, fatigued to the point of failure. Her legs and ass were jelly and his cock slid into her smoothly with barely a hint of resistance, the pain of his thick meat stretching her hole to the limit dulled by the soreness in her muscles, the wildly arousing feeling of his hand stroking her oiled sex, and the excitement of having him inside her.

		He slid in deeper, inch by inch, and Tuesday thrust back to shove his meat in her all the way until her ass cheeks mashed against his hips, and his pubic hair tickled her crack.

		"Ahhhhh..." Bruce moaned, and began to pump her slowly, in and out.

		Tuesday pushed down on the mat with her fists and flexed her arms and chest, straining her body to heighten every feeling. His cock plowed into her, ravaged her insides, and Tuesday rocked back harder to take it in as deep as she could.

		Bruce thrust into her ass again and again, faster and stronger. They grunted and moaned together as his thick cock invaded her, conquered her, owned her, and her sex worked over with his oily, sweaty fist throbbed and twitched and dribbled a steady stream of juice.

		Their bodies meshed; their desperate voices blended together in perfect unison. The feeling of taking his cock in her ass, being fucked, being pounded hard was so damn foreign to her but so damn exciting and satisfying and hot.

		Tuesday knew her ass was just where his cock belonged, and Tuesday wished it could be there forever. His body twitched and shuddered. He clenched his arms around her tight and drove into her with all his strength, grunting like an animal.

		With one deep thrust he let out a long loud cry and Tuesday knew he was shooting, his cum flooding into her guts in waves of gushing spurts, thick hot cream splashing inside her drenching her and marking her as his property, once and for all.

		The thought of it spurred a tingling in the soles of Tuesday's feet that raced through her legs to her sex and erupted through her throbbing sex in a long hard orgasm that dripped onto the mat.

		Her ass twitched and squeezed Bruce's cock driving him wild as Tuesday continued to climax and he banged her hard and fast and rubbed her raging sex until their orgasms were completely finished.

		They collapsed on the mat together in a pool of sweat and olive oil and cum. Bruce took her in his arms and kissed her, deep and soulful, and it felt like the first real kiss Tuesday'd ever had in her life - on the heels of her first real fuck.

		He held her close and gazed into her eyes.

		"Well... what did you learn tonight?" he asked.

		"I really fuckin' love wrestling with you."

		"Good," he said. "Now you know what it's all about. Now you can become a great wrestler. I know you have won some matches already. But the one down state at the MWC, is a real plum. You would really make a name for yourself if you could get on the schedule, and then beat a top competitor."

		"I will, with you to show me the way."

		Tuesday kissed him again, ran her hand over his flawlessly muscled chest and abs and then glanced down at herself.

		"Um, I'm hoping there's a shower nearby?"

		Bruce laughed, and stroked her hair playfully.

		"Sure, there is. With plenty of room for two. But first, I'm gonna find you a mop and you're gonna clean up this mess. You're still the one in training around here."

		"Yeah, I know, Bruce. But will you go with me to the match next week down there?"

		"I wouldn't miss it. I hear that Shannon West is going to be in the tournament. It would be a dream for you to compete against her. She's tough and bigger than you."

		Using Google Maps, Bruce and Tuesday head south to the Mothers Wrestling Club tournament. Hoping against hope there would still be an opening for Tuesday to compete.

		***

		Shannon's next challenge came in the form of a member that unexpectedly showed up at the venue for the scheduled matches. Shannon's scheduled opponent had backed out and everyone thought it was fortuitous the woman had showed up. She was from one of the smaller, newer clubs from upstate. She looked like a tattooed rock singer.

		Checking the MWC database the officials saw that she was a part time professional wrestler and keen catfighter and sometime rock singer, Tuesday Wise. The Rock Chick had accepted the pairing with Shannon, and we'd been able to get a match set up in the garage fight area, where the more erotic fight were held quite often. Tuesday would be seconded by her boyfriend for the match, and we had arranged for Willa to referee the fight again.

		I was a little worried just how little we knew about Tuesday going into this match, her record of 9 wins from 10 fights suggested that she was going to be a tough opponent as well. Shannon was confident enough on the day of the match, but I just had a feeling that this was going to be a harder than expected match for Shannon.

		The match was due to start at 7PM, and Tuesday arrived with her boyfriend, Bruce, about 45 minutes before that, giving her time to check out the venue before she headed into an upstairs room to get ready for the match. She had a confident air, but on first impressions at least, didn't seem to match up all that well physically with Shannon's size. That said, when she was stripped down to fight, it might just be different I thought as I took Willa through to the garage. Shannon joined us soon afterwards, now ready to fight in a deep red metallic deep V front Speedo swimsuit; although it was a one-piece outfit, the design seemed to put more flesh on show than it covered.

		My last thought about Tuesday looked to be true as she came through into the garage. Now she was in her fight outfit, she looked a different challenge altogether. She was clearly in fantastic shape; tight abs, strong arms and powerful thighs the highlights of her tightly toned body. Her long black hair was in a ponytail. Her outfit was also stunning; a black vinyl vest top which buttoned up at the front, black vinyl mini shorts and black opaque thigh high stockings. She looked ready to fight as Willa called both women into the ring to get things started.

		On her way to the center of the ring, Bruce called to Tuesday, "Remember to keep yourself tucked, kid."

		Tuesday raised her hand in response, that she understood.

		'Ok ladies, this is a rules catfight challenge match. There will be two ten-minute rounds followed by a third round of unlimited time where the first submission will win the match. The final round will be fought in your thongs only. There should be no punches or kicks to the head and no piledrivers; all other moves are legal. Are there any questions on the rules?' There were none as both women were well prepared for the match. 'OK then, on my left is Tuesday Wise. She is 25 years old, 5 feet 8 tall and weighs 150lbs. She has a catfight record of 9 wins with 1 defeat and her measurements are 34C-25-37. Her opponent on my right is Shannon West. She is 30 years old, 5 feet 10 inches tall and weighs in at 165lbs. Her catfight record is 21 wins and 7 defeats, and her measurements are 40E-26-37. OK ladies, back to your corners, and come out fighting'

		

	
		Part Two

		

		The fight was underway, both women starting cautiously as they looked to get a feel for the other abilities. Shannon managed to find her range quickly with a couple of slaps to Tuesday's face, but the Rock Chick responded with some well-placed body punching as the first minute of the round passed without any real incident. Tuesday moved in behind a jab thrown into Shannon's breasts and was able to trap Shannon in a headlock, deftly flipping her to the mat. Shannon was flat out under Tuesday as she wrenched on Shannon's head with her strong arms, but Shannon went to her ponytail, using it to pull Tuesday into a side head scissor.

		Tuesday instantly bridged; her hips well clear of the mat presenting her crotch as an inviting target for an early mauling attack from Shannon. It wasn't particularly effective through the thick vinyl of Tuesday's shorts, but it still gave Tuesday something extra to think about as Shannon's thighs went to work on her head. Tuesday was already looking for a way out of the scissor hold, her nails raking Shannon's thighs, and when that didn't work, she bridged again. This time, Shannon pancaked her left breast with a hard slap which drew a brief moan from Tuesday who again set about looking for a different way out of the move. In the end, Tuesday got free as she got to her knees and was able to pull Shannon's thighs apart enough to deliver a short head butt to Shannon's crotch which secured her freedom from the scissor hold.

		Tuesday moved up to sit on Shannon's impressive chest to pin her, and she started to rain in some slaps on Shannon's face until Shannon was able to grab both of her wrists putting a halt to that attack. Tuesday maintained the pin, bouncing a few times on Shannon's breasts, but soon she realized that the hold was taking her nowhere, and she elected to bring Shannon to her feet by her long auburn hair. A chop to Shannon's chest followed before Tuesday tried to whip Shannon into the corner post, only for Shannon to reverse the move, sending her lighter opponent in to the corner instead. Shannon's attempt to follow up with a running splash was just a little too obvious though, and Tuesday was able to sidestep leaving Shannon to crash chest first into the corner. A forearm across the shoulders followed from Tuesday before she grabbed Shannon's hair, sending her to the mat with a flying hair-mare throw. Leaping high, she crashed a leg drop across Shannon's breasts, and then trapped my wrestler in a rear head scissor, her strong thighs wrapped around Shannon's head as she looked to squeeze a submission out.

		Shannon was able to weather that attempt before she managed to turn Tuesday on to her stomach, slip her head from between the raven-haired fighter's thighs, and in turn tie up her strong legs in a figure four. Tuesday stretched her arms out in front of her so that Shannon couldn't add to the move with a surfboard, but instead, Shannon went in for a second crotch mauling attack of the round.

		Again though, the thick vinyl of Tuesday's shorts made it tough for Shannon to be really effective, and as she got a little careless, a couple of elbows to the body forced her off Tuesday. Time was already running low in round one as the two women traded body punches, then Shannon struck with a kick to Tuesday's stomach which she followed quickly with a body slam into a head scissors, Tuesday is shocked and she hesitates, looking around at the crowd. Shannon want her to kiss her pussy, no, she expects her to lick her right here, now, with all these people nearby! Unable to resist, Shannon slide the crotch of her swimsuit to the side, and quickly pulls Tuesday by the hair into her crotch and watches her slip down into the darkness.

		Tuesday's face is just inches from the exposed crotch. A heady aroma fills her nostrils Rock Girl placed her mouth directly over her shaved mound and sucked gently on the clit, taking in the soft flesh beneath it. As she sucks, her tongue works up and down over the dripping slit, and Tuesday feels the first bit of fluids seeping out of Shannon. Her hips edge forward just a bit and Rock Girl can tell she likes what she's doing for her. Shannon is really excited now. Rock Girl's hand moves to caress Shannon's thigh while the other pulls her lips apart, providing direct access to the delicate flesh of her genitals. Tuesday places a gentle kiss on her wetness, then a quick, soft lick. About to dig deeper into her sweetness when suddenly it's over, just as quickly as it began! Shannon's hand is in her hair again, and she pulls me away from her. "Do you submit?" she says, just loud enough for Tuesday to hear.

		But the time ran out in the round before Shannon had any chance of extracting a submission. Ten minutes of fighting had drawn no submissions and had given little indication as to which way the match would go.

		One thing that was clear to me as the battle was rejoined for round two was that both women appeared to be fabulous shape, and the round again started at a high tempo. Tuesday backed Shannon into the walled section of the ring behind a flurry of slaps to the head and body only for Shannon to switch her against the wall and open up on her with a combination of punches to the body. As Shannon backed off slightly to look for her next move, Tuesday struck with a quick kick to the stomach and with Shannon off balance, the raven-haired Rock Chick whipped her into the ring ropes. Shannon rebounded, running straight into a high-flying drop kick from Tuesday which sent her crashing to the mats. Tuesday went in for a falling head butt to the stomach, and then going to Shannon's hair, she pulled her upright and fired her into the ropes again.

		Shannon bounced back into the center of the ring, and I think she might have been expecting another drop kick. Instead, Tuesday dropped to her knees, punching hard into the pit of Shannon's stomach, and stopping Shannon dead in the process. An uppercut to the chest delivered from the kneeling position put Shannon on her back, and Tuesday was on her almost immediately, looking for a reverse '69' head scissor to try and squeeze out the first submission. Shannon was able to sneak a hand between Tuesday's thighs, thwarting her efforts to get the scissor on fully, but it was still effective enough, particularly as from her position on top of Shannon, she had worked a hand inside Shannon's romper suit to start mauling her breasts. I could hear Shannon's moans from that move, but they were followed by similar from Tuesday as Shannon again started some crotch mauling from her position under the rock chick.

		Neither seemed to be on the verge of gaining a submission, and after about a minute in the hold, Shannon was able to turn Tuesday onto her side, and also trap her in a head scissor of her own. Both women also continued with their respective mauling attacks and while I suspected Tuesday was probably getting slightly the better of that exchange, neither woman really held the upper hand. Tuesday seemed to sense it first, breaking off her breast mauling to land some good body punches which forced Shannon away from the crotch mauling to try and defend herself. Tuesday took advantage, quickly breaking clear of Shannon's scissor, and with a good handful of auburn tresses, she yanked Shannon back to her feet.

		Tuesday whipped Shannon into the corner post only for Shannon to avoid any attempt at a follow up attack as she came quickly out of the corner, catching Tuesday a glancing blow with a clothesline. Tuesday was still a little off balance as she found herself caught in a tight bear hug from behind by Shannon whose arms ground away at the taught abs of the raven-haired wildcat. Tuesday was soon letting out some pained noises, but she also had her hands locked over Shannon's, trying to pull them free and escape. 'No way' said Shannon as she lifted Tuesday in the hold, causing her to end her attempted escape as her hands went to her face in pain. Shannon continued with the move, grinding away and wearing Tuesday down a little, but Shannon's attempt at a reverse atomic drop failed as Tuesday blocked, then caught Shannon with a couple of elbows to the chest to gain her freedom from the hold.

		There was still little to choose between the two women as Tuesday grabbed Shannon in a side headlock, then including a handful of Shannon's hair in the move, she flipped Shannon to the mat. Tuesday was briefly in top position, lying across Shannon's chest only to quickly find herself reversed into another head scissor by Shannon. Shannon went to Tuesday's hair, looking to tear away and add to the pain her thighs were causing, but she was soon on the receiving end as Tuesday sunk a couple of punches into to the pit of Shannon's stomach before making good use of her teeth on Shannon's inner thigh, and Shannon was forced to turn loose her scissor hold.

		Round two continued in much the same way for the majority of its remainder; one fighter would attack and seem to have gained some kind of advantage only for the other to quickly counter the hold and put the fight back on an even footing. Still there was just enough time for one last submission attempt in the round as Tuesday was able to catch Shannon in the corner with three hard knee lifts to the stomach before body slamming her and moving in for a reverse face sit and stomach claw combination.

		Rock Girl, impatient for a submission, rolls Shannon onto her stomach, and straddles her hips, facing her feet. The eager challenger slides her hand inside Shannon's suit, over her sweaty damp ass cheeks. The determination on the Rock Girls face made it obvious she had a plan and it had to do with Shannon's ass. It was easy to see the shape of Tuesday hand as it slide under the suit, in its quest to extract a submission. At least that is what everyone thought.

		A broad, evil grin came to Rock Girls face, she had found what she was looking for, Shannon's surprised scream, announced the discovery, almost at the same time. Tuesday had found, Shannon's ass hole, and had very roughly shoved at least on finger into her anus. Another scream from Shannon, indicated another finger was added. It was a strange situation, no one could really see what pain was being inflicted under Shannon's suit. But Shannon, in wild thrashing, and screaming made it clear, Tuesday was trying to dig for oil in Shannon's ass. That or trying to rip her inside to shreds.

		Shannon is grabbing her head, in frustration, screaming, then crying. Willa comes near, and asked if Shannon submits?

		"Fuck No!"

		Tuesday, sweat dripping down her face, contorted into an evil sneer. Worked her fingers, in and out of Shannon's ass. Could Shannon hold on till the time ran out?

		I didn't think that Shannon could have held out for long as her cries of pain were clear even from underneath Tuesday's shapely ass, but time expired and Willa moved Tuesday off a clearly relieved Shannon. Tuesday wiped her finger across Shannon's suit while getting up. Then looked to see if they had any remnants of Shannon's ass on her fingers.

		Two rounds of fighting had passed without a single submission so far; something would have to give in round 3 though.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		Both women had discarded their outfits for the start of round 3, standing naked except for their thong panties, as Willa reminded them that the first submission in round 3 would win the match. The final round of the match then got underway slowly; both women anxious to get in the decisive attack but neither wanting to fall foul of it. Shannon found her range, slapping Tuesday repeatedly in the face from long range through the first minutes of round 3 while the raven-haired fighter looked to reply in kind only to find Shannon a more elusive target. Tuesday rushed forward, looking to close in on Shannon only to find herself on the receiving end of a sharp punch to the breasts as Shannon backed clear.

		Tuesday gritted her teeth and ignoring the pain in her chest she continued forward, tying Shannon up in a mutual bear hug and backing her into the corner. Both women had the same idea, looking for a knee to the crotch, but neither was successful. Still, Shannon was unprepared as Tuesday landed a head butt to her chest, and then with Shannon stunned she broke the double bear hug, unleashing a flurry of hard body punching against the corner post which drove Shannon down to her knees. Tuesday took a front headlock, but before she had the chance to add to it, Shannon landed a straight punch to Tuesday's stomach and the hold was broken. Shannon was able to get clear of Tuesday, and for the time being, the fight was back at long range with the two naked amazons trading slaps and punches.

		Shannon landed a kick to Tuesday's inner thigh, but when she looked to follow with a kick to Tuesday's other thigh, the tattooed tough girl was waiting on the move, grabbing Shannon's foot and pulling her to the mat. Tuesday followed up quickly, a leg drop across Shannon's throat landing hard, and when she converted it into a side head scissor, I thought Shannon was in trouble. 'No!' Shannon cried out as Tuesday poured on the pressure using her powerful thighs to grind away at Shannon whose bridge merely brought her crotch into range for Tuesday's fingers. Tuesday wasted no time in adding a crotch claw to the powerful head scissor, and she was soon asking Shannon if she gave up yet.

		Shannon was defiant, answering no through her yells of pain, and then she was able to get a grip of Tuesday's feet, twisting them to force her way clear of the head scissor. A slap to Tuesday's face followed, and then a couple more to the breasts and again Shannon was able to battle free and to her feet in this epic struggle. All the same, Tuesday had been on top through the last few minutes, and I felt it might start to take its toll on Shannon.

		It seemed I was wrong though as Shannon ploughed into Tuesday, driving her to the ropes behind a concerted flurry of body punches before whipping her into the opposite ropes and catching the Rock Chick in a bear hug as she rebounded. 'Aaaagh' Tuesday cried out as Shannon lifted her off her feet in the crushing grip of her bear hug, but Tuesday was also not going to give this one up without a fight. Shannon continued to grind away though, and Tuesday appeared on the verge of giving up as she looked limp within Shannon's powerful grasp. At what appeared to be the last second, Tuesday fired a desperate knee into Shannon's crotch; a move as cruel as it had been unexpected for Shannon and with that, it seemed that the tide of battle had shifted once more.

		Shannon staggered from the impact of the knee, which Tuesday immediately followed with a further knee to the stomach; then she whipped Shannon into the ring ropes, dropped to her knees, and as Shannon rebounded, punched her hard in the stomach. Shannon was dropped to the mat where Tuesday continued to punish her, first with an elbow drop across the chest, and then a cruel bow and arrow hold which drew pained cries from Shannon. Still Tuesday wasn't able to extract a submission, and with Shannon looking as if she might break free, Tuesday broke the hold before getting to her feet to stomp Shannon's back a few times. Shannon grabbed her foot eventually, sending Tuesday sprawling off balance, but as she got back to her feet it was clear that of the two semi-naked warriors, Tuesday was now in the better condition.

		Shannon struggled to her knees, with that, Tuesday sat on Shannon's face again, but this time she was moving forward. Her crotch completely covered her eyes and forehead and she reached down to spread her ass for easier access. "Here you go slut, round 3. I'm even making it easier for you, now start licking that shit. Yes, I mean it, stick that fucking tongue out and lick from the top of my crack to my pussy again. I'm gonna wipe myself with your face, that's all you're good for!" Tuesday adjusted the string of her thong, that covered her ass hole to give Shannon a clear shot.

		Shannon resigned herself to the fact that this was going to happen and pushed her tongue up, she started and at the top of Tuesday's crack and Tuesday moved herself back and forth so that Shannon's tongue was licking her whole ass, even her tightly muscled rosebud, as promised. Shannon's tongue was getting some of the sweat from her sex, and as Tuesday was grinding it made her whole ass wet too. Finally, Tuesday held her ass open and pushed herself down, before Shannon knew what was happening her tongue was inside the rock girl's asshole and was being gripped as Tuesday went up and down. Finally, she pressed herself down until each ass cheek was surrounding Shannon's head, Shannon was completely inside the rock girl's ass. Shannon continued to move her tongue in and out and Tuesday appeared to be getting aroused.

		"You're a fucking great ass licker bitch what a good slut, keep tongue fucking that shithole, this is your fucking calling. I'm gonna cum all over your face again and you just keep licking and sucking on that asshole. Your head belongs between my ass cheeks you slut. Yes, keep licking, get it deeper, yes! Oh fuck!" Tuesday was really getting into the punishment she was dishing out onto Shannon's forehead and eyes. Tuesday stopped writhing and grinding and just rested her weight on Shannon's face.

		Shannon was completely exhausted, and her tongue was almost numb. She was glad Tuesday had stopped but was worried about what was next, now that she knew Tuesday wasn't done with her. She felt Tuesday raise up from her face. Shannon attempted to gain her feet, rising straight into a front stranglehold, applied tightly by the Rock Chick who quickly had Shannon in trouble again as she ground away on the hold before pulling Shannon to her feet.

		A big body slam followed from Tuesday who confidently hovered over Shannon until she got back to her knees and found herself trapped once again in the front stranglehold. We were now almost ten minutes into the deciding round of the fight, and Tuesday was systematically wearing Shannon down now as she cranked away on the well applied strangle. Again, she brought Shannon to her feet, this time using an across the knee back breaker as her favored method of attack. The air was driven from Shannon's lungs by the impact before Tuesday pushed her to the mat where she again applied a perfect reverse face sit. I fancied that the match was on the verge of being over now as Tuesday latched her fingers on to Shannon's breasts briefly drawing a muffled cry of pain from Shannon who bridged in an attempt to dislodge her tormentor.

		It proved to be futile as Tuesday slammed her fist into Shannon's stomach dropping her attempted bridge. Desperate to escape now, Shannon attempted to bridge again, and this time, Tuesday took the chance to wrap her arms around Shannon's stomach in a bear hug down on the mat.

		'You've made a mistake there bitch!' Tuesday told Shannon from her position still sitting squarely on her face. 'Now there's a submission coming' she said as she ground away with the bear hug and face sit combination.

		Now, I thought we were having fun?" Rock girl said sarcastically. "And after all that work of making you submit. This is how you are going to repay me. Nothings free princess".

		Shannon tried to pull away but only managed to lodge her face deeper into the Rock Girl's butt.

		"Fuck!" Shannon thought. This is it! For sure". Her shoulders lay back against the mat, and as she looked up, she realized Rock Girl was sliding her hand between Shannon and her crotch. Shannon felt the fabric of the front of the thong pulled to the side. An action than raised not concern from the onlookers, Rock Girl was going for an orgasm on Shannon's face. Happens all the time in matches like this.

		Rock Girl's reach behind herself, grabbed the top of Shannon's head, gripping her hair in her fist. Tight. She felt the hairs pulling at her scalp. An instant later, she ground Shannon's her head back on the mat hard and held her there, Rock Girl staring vacantly as though in deep thought. She pushed Shannon's head down so hard, that she had to try to push up with her heels to remove the tension to prevent her neck from breaking.

		Shannon screwed her mouth shut. She refused to comply with this. But the woman still had her by her hair. And she screamed in pain as she twisted her hand and nearly pulled her hair out by its roots.

		As soon as her mouth popped open, the woman shoved her hips a bit, and pushed the head of her throbbing, thick cock into her mouth. She tried to spit it out, but it was no use. She was just going to have to take it. The Rock Girl was a Rock Guy. Shannon knew this was not going to end well.

		Shannon considered biting down. But considering she was still bear hugged and underneath Tuesday, it may not have be her wisest choice, and she thought better of it. The Rock Girl lowered her hips slightly and pushed herself deeper in.

		Now, penis lodged securely in Shannon's throat, Rock Girl grabbed, Shannon's hands, preventing her from tapping out or signally a submission.

		Shannon realized that Tuesday's cock wasn't thick. But she was very long. She wasn't a prude growing up but any means, but this was something different for her. She could feel her mouth being forced wider and wider open to accommodate it with every inch she took. Once she could feel the fat head of the dick hit her throat, she thought she was all the way in. At least, that's what she was accustomed to from the other guys she'd been with in her raging hormone years.

		But then the Rock Girl leaned forward, like she was going to do a push-up. When she dropped her hips down, she realized this was no girl...she was a MAN. And had a man's cock. She felt her mouth split wider open still, and she involuntarily choked on it as she felt her slide deep into her throat. The angle at which she was pinned, paired with the angle of her head made her head mouth line up perfectly with her throat so Tuesday had zero resistance at all.

		The Tuesday moaned loudly as she buried herself to the hilt down her warm throat. she didn't pull it out. she just held herself there letting Shannon suffer. Shannon could feel her tears streaming down her face onto the mat as her eyes watered. Shannon tried to kick her feet and buck her off, but she only drove the cock a little deeper in each time she tried. She lay there under Tuesday, her cries escaping her mouth as just muffled choking sounds as her drool dropped down her chin and neck.

		She struggled so hard to breathe because he was so long, she literally was stretching her throat out. All she could taste was the soft salty taste of her skin from his hard shaft being pressed rudely against her tongue. Shannon's struggled to breathe against the mass in her throat as Rock Girl choked off her windpipe from inside of her with her length.

		Then, she could feel her sliding out. It felt like something was being pulled from her from the very depths of her stomach. If she could sigh, she'd have let a sigh of relief purse her lips as she felt the head come back from her throat and slip back over her tongue. Air. She took a fast deep breathe as she felt her stop. She didn't think quick enough to yell her submission, of reveal the she was a he!

		Shannon's eyes shot wide as dinner plates as she gagged hard. Without warning, Tuesday had shoved herself back down to the hilt in an instant, groaning loudly.

		"Fuck! Suck me you sexy little slut!" Tuesday growled through gritted teeth.

		She tightened her grip on Shannon's hair as she began to thrust her hips down upon Shannon's mouth over and over and over without ceasing. It wasn't fast. But it was steady. Repetitive. DEEP.

		Shannon tried to gain a footing again to attempt to regain some control, but her hips hit with such force she feared she'd break her nose if she accidentally shifted to the wrong angle.

		So, there Shannon lay. Unable to fight. Sexually broken. Used. Being force fed the longest cock she'd ever encountered and could do literally nothing to prevent it.

		Strangely this treatment made Shannon's pussy drip. Shannon was ashamed at how her body repeatedly betrayed her. Her nipples throbbing hard, her pussy dripping onto the mat- aching to stretch around this cock as her throat did.

		As Shannon endured her face being fucked like she was a Flesh Light with a pulse, she could feel her attacker throbbing inside her. She could time her heartbeat with each thrust. she naturally fit her rhythm to her heartbeat. Not racing. But not sedentary. Just...almost machine like in the way she repeatedly penetrated her.

		"Ohhh fuckk!" she moaned, increasing the speed. "Mmmm!! Guess what princess? You did such a good job of being my own little slut, tha- FUCK! That, I'm going to cum!"

		Shannon's eyes went wide. She immediately began to feel her pussy ache. she was going to cum straight down her throat, wasn't she? But Shannon didn't want that.

		"Oh fuck, oh fuck, OH...FUCK!!" Tuesday yelled, as shot after shot of hot thick cum exploded from her hard cock head. She coated Shannon's entire throat with it, and it was so hot that it almost burned.

		Willa, knelling down to Tuesday's now sweating face contorted with her orgasm, "Does she submit?"

		'No.......' Tuesday replied with effort, but it was clear that she was climaxing now, and as Willa asked her again, 'do you submit?' Shannon was unconscious and unable to reply. she was totally defeated by the victorious rock chick.

		Tuesday readjusted the front of thong, at the same time pushing her long thin cock between her legs toward her ass cheeks. No one the wiser that She had throat fucked her opponent except the whitish remnants of her facesit, or so most on looker believed. A facesit to total unconsciousness.

		Tuesday stayed just long enough to accept her arm raised in victory and then she and her boyfriend Bruce were in the wind.

		It had been a tough match for Shannon, and a hard defeat, but afterwards I was surprised to find her face was covered in goo, it looked like she had gagged, all over herself.

		Although she had lost the match, and still tasted Tuesday's semen in her mouth, Shannon had decided to keep the defeat by the TS, a secret, looking ahead to another return engagement and repay the favor.

		END

		

	
		About Candice Christian

		

		I was born in Paris KY on 9 January, 1988. My parents, George Bertrand Christian, an attorney who once aspired to be an actor, and Frances Hollowell insisted that we girls, me and my sister Simone, be sent to a Catholic school. I was deeply religious as a child, at one point thought of becoming a nun.

		

	
		Other Books by Candice Christian

		

		        The Lesbian Erotica Series

		Married and Lesbian by Candice Christian

		From the Views, to the Thrills by Candice Christian

		Bound to Lose by Candice Christian

		Ghost in the Works by Candice Christian

		A Really Great Day by Candice Christian

		Women's Unquenchable Desires by Candice Christian

		Delicious Dirty Dozen by Candice Christian

		Fantasies are Made of This by Candice Christian

		From the Views to the Thrills by Candice Christian

		Searching for a Dream by Candice Christian

		The Right Spot by Candice Christian

		The Slick Spot by Candice Christian

		Tight Spot by Candice Christian

		Seduction by Candice Christian

		Belle by Candice Christian

		The Wager by Candice Christian

		Going for the Gold by Candice Christian

		Perfumed Intruder by Candice Christian  

		The Mothers Wrestling Series

		Settled in Sand by Candice Christian

		Return to the Mothers Wrestling Club by Candice Christian

		Bedroom Wrestling by Candice Christian

		Jobber for a Night by Candice Christian

		Wrestling Club by Candice Christian

		

	
		Connect with Candice Christian

		

		Please feel free to email me at: candicechristian2001@gmail.com

		I really appreciate you reading my book! Please, if you have time, review my book. Here are my social media coordinates:

		

		Join me on Facebook Group:

		
			https://www.facebook.com/pg/Fans-of-Candice-Christian-2167845756865295/about/?ref=page_interna
		

		Favorite my author page:

		
			https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/914732
		

		Subscribe to my blogs:

		
			https://eroticlesbianromance.blog/
		

		
			https://candicechri.blogspot.com/
		

		Visit my website for free stuff and news about releases:

		
			https://candicechristian20.wixsite.com/website
		

		

	OEBPS/cover.jpg





