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		Chapter One

		

		I thought someone was getting murdered. At least, I did at first. When I looked from behind the curtain into the wrestling ring, I thought I recognized one of the nude wrestlers putting an ass whooping on two young opponents'.

		Nah, it couldn't be her; I thought as the action really seemed to building to a big finish. There was little to do other than watch the domination action unfold. One of the challengers, Emma, I learned later, still out of it, Stacey, an old flame of mine, dragged Marge, Emma's partner and the other poor jobber, from the ropes by her hair, slapped her face hard and then body slammed her to the mat. Then she dropped in for a naked face sit, telling Marge to 'eat me bitch!'

		. Marge complied, her tongue hungrily probing Stacey's pussy as she began to moan in pleasure. Meanwhile, Darcy, Stacey's partner, had returned to the mat now wearing a strap on and she quickly dropped to her knees, forcing Emma' legs around her shoulders before she started to probe Marge's sex with it, teasing her before finally thrusting the full length of the strap on in to her.

		Now Marge moaned with a combination of ecstasy and struggling for breath beneath Stacey who pushed herself harder onto Marge's face. It was hard to say who came first to be honest. Stacey was absent mindedly playing with her own breasts on top of Marge before she started to scream in orgasm, her juices covering Marge's face as the woman with the big clit screamed out her pleasure given from beneath her, her body shuddering from Marge's expert attentions.

		Then she went quiet beneath Stacey, evidently fucked unconscious by the two dominant wrestler. Stacey and Darcy turned their attentions to Emma. Stacey pulled Emma to her knees by the hair, holding her there as Darcy forced the strap on in to her mouth, making her taste her tag partner's pussy as she roughly fucked Emma's mouth, making her gag. Meanwhile, Stacey started to work Emma's breasts as well from behind, adding pleasure to the mix for Emma who was still in a dazed state from the match.

		Stacey and Darcey prepared their final humiliation for Emma and Marge. As Stacey started to put on a strap on of her own, Darcy dragged Emma towards Marge, before using a sleeper hold to subdue her again. Then she positioned Emma face first in Marge's crotch before pinning the older woman in a simple schoolgirl pin. Now Stacey took Emma from behind, strap on plowing into her as Stacey slapped her ass cheeks while she roughly fucked her, in her already aroused state, Emma was quick to explode in orgasm from Stacey's enthusiastic fucking.

		Stacey and Darcy were satisfied that they had stamped their dominance on Emma and Marge enough now too, rising off them as they embraced naked over them. The sight on the mat was pretty unique; Marge naked and flat out on her back, her face glistening with Stacey's cum all over it while Emma was flat out on her front, Stacey's hand prints visible on her ass cheeks while her face rested in Marge's crotch.

		The two winners left the ring, satisfied with their work..

		I had to admit the match was quite a turn on. I wanted to go back to the locker room to rub one off. But there wasn't time now. I was being called to the ring. I pitied my opponent. She was going to give me the relief I so urgently needed.

		***

		Down in the showers, two very unhappy nude wrestlers were washing Stacey's girl goo off their faces. They knew they had been humiliated, it was expected, but not like that. That was over the top they both felt.

		"Those fuckin cunts. We got to get a rematch and fight as dirty as they did." Emma said. "They fuckin' used and abused us. That's what they did."

		"Fuck that. I ain't waiting for a rematch, I'm going to get them back with or without a rematch. The better stay out of my way." Marge said.

		***

		As my match was called, I watched Chelsea Court step from behind the curtain and let the roar of the crowd wash over her, the sound of their appreciation instilling a confidence in her that had heretofore been absent. As she made her way towards the ring, some members of the audience lent over the barrier, eager for a touch of her hand or even her black curly hair that bounced in time with every step that Chelsea took. Those that were unable to reach her, satisfied themselves with just a look at what the twenty year old brunette was, or more importantly what she wasn't, wearing tonight. They were not disappointed.

		Tonight though, Chelsea approached the ring in a black thong bikini, she was barefoot, the floor of the aisle feeling unusually cold against the soles of her feet. The reason for this change was in the corner of the ring, watching Chelsea approach. Me, BJ 'the bomb' Winters.

		I always fought barefoot and tonight's match would be no different. No-one knew exactly why I always declined from fighting in boots, though the most frequent rumor was that I liked to feel my defeated opponents under my feet. It really had to do with my foot fetish, but I not telling anyone that. The look from my opponent, indicated she thought that such a rumor probably wasn't far from the truth.

		I'm in my early thirties, with short, cropped hair. My face is attractive, yet stern. In the ring I only smiled when someone else suffered. In most of my matches, I smiled a lot. My outfit was about the same as Chelsea 's. Except I wore a silver metallic thong with a top to match. Despite my later years, my overall physique was far more defined than Chelsea 's. My legs had often put a smile on my face whilst I wrapped them around the torsos of my many hapless victims over the years. I planned to do the same tonight.

		As Chelsea leapt over the top rope and into the ring, the crowd erupted into their loudest cheer yet. Chelsea could not help but break into a wide smile and wander to the center of the ring, acknowledging the rapturous crowd, drawing energy from their adulation. This was to be the first time Chelsea had fought without a referee, her first all-in, no holds barred match in The Underground Lesbian Wrestling League. She needed the crowd to get through this. They would be her strength.

		The opening bell came suddenly and well before Chelsea had time to compose herself. I, on the other hand, was focused on the moment and when the bell went I leapt from my corner like a greyhound out of a trap. Chelsea turned to see the me coming straight for her and could do little to avoid the perfect flying kick that I had executed. My right foot smacked into Chelsea 's jaw, the other thudded into the brunette's right bosom. Any illusions Chelsea may have been under that a kick without boots would not hurt were immediately dispelled. She stumbled backwards into the ropes, only just managing to stay on her feet.

		Taking a deep breath, I moved in hoisting Chelsea off the ground and across my shoulders with the power of a champion weight lifter. I roared in triumph as I held my prize aloft, ignoring Chelsea 's desperate attempts to unbalance her.

		"Stop struggling," I ordered, pulling down on Chelsea 's neck and thigh to emphasize the point.

		Chelsea groaned as her back was stretched against my shoulders.

		"And now," I said, "I'm going to teach what No-Holds-Barred really means."

		Less than a second later, I dropped sharply to my knees. Chelsea screamed as the jarring impact reverberated through her spine like an electric shock. She had little time to recover when she felt me again pull downward on her neck and thigh, straining her already damaged back. This time the pain was worse, like a drawn out version the intense burst of pain she had just felt Chelsea bit back the scream of agony that was building in her lungs. She wouldn't give me the satisfaction.

		I rose slowly to my feet, noticing that Chelsea had stopped struggling. A clear indication that this would all be over soon. I smiled and spoke the words that Chelsea had been dreading.

		"If a job's worth doing" I said, "It's worth doing," For the first time since the start of the match, the crowd fell silent. There was a moment of perfect anticipation, a thousand hands ready to cover a thousand eyes. "Twice." I said.

		I jumped upwards, tucked my legs beneath me and crashed to my knees. The loud thump as my knees hit the canvas turned to a thunderous like rumble as the ensuing vibration shook the ring like a small earthquake. Accompanying the thunder was the sound of lightning, no longer able to prevent a scream of anguish making itself heard by all present. Even a few passers by outside could only guess what had just transpired inside the auditorium.

		Chelsea did not have to guess. She knew exactly what had happened, the burning pain throughout her entire body was reminder enough. Her eyes had begun to water, not tears but a response to the agony she was being forced to endure with what appeared to be little hope for respite. She realized that I had again lifted her aloft and was now walking towards the corner post. Chelsea struggled wildly but every movement sent a bolt of pain throughout her body. Instead she could only capitulate to me. For now.

		I hoisted Chelsea off my shoulders and placed her in the corner of the ring, against the turnbuckle - upside down. Each of Chelsea 's splayed legs hung on either side of the corner post, hanging over the top rope at the knee. Her arms lay uselessly on the canvas and her hefty bosoms dangled onto her chin..

		"I don't think I've hurt you enough yet," I said. "That's about to change."

		I placed a hand on each of Chelsea 's inverted thighs, partly to keep the brunette in place and partly to brace myself for what I was planning. If Chelsea had been standing upright, my head-butt would probably have concussed the young fighter. As it was, Chelsea probably would have preferred it that way. My vicious head-butt caught Chelsea squarely in the crotch, my forehead crashing authoritatively into Chelsea 's vulnerable vagina. The brunette's scream caught in her throat as her body jerked in torment. Sheer, unalloyed pain tore through Chelsea 's body, as tears began to form in her intense green eyes.

		I showed her sympathy by driving my knee hard into the sobbing girl's exposed tummy, robbing Chelsea of what little breath still remained her. "Lightening" Court was finished and literally hung out to dry. Any other fighter would have walked away and toasted a well won victory. Any fighter except me. I still had that urgent need.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Dropping quickly to my knees to pinned Chelsea 's weakened arms, I positioned my groin just above the brunette's chin. For a moment I placed all my weight onto Chelsea's recently battered breasts, forcing my butt down hard on the bruised bosoms. None of the audience were sure how long Chelsea 's subsequent squeal of pain lasted as it was soon muffled by my unforgiving crotch.

		Moving slightly forward, I gripped the brunette's raven hair in both hands and pulled Chelsea 's head up sharply into my welcoming crotch. Chelsea 's protests were audible to a few in the audience, the occasional suppressed sob interspersed with a sound that can only be made by a woman with a face full of pussy. I began to writhe in delight as I forced Chelsea 's face up into my potent sex lips. I was soon moaning to myself as my pleasure increased with each passing second. As I continued to grind my increasingly wet vagina into the face of my stricken foe, my head fell back in ecstasy and I looked skywards to the bright lights of the auditorium.

		Still Chelsea 's weak protests continued and I released one hand from the girl's dark locks, the other still quite capable of positioning the girl's face in all the right places. With my free hand, I placed my fingers at my intensely satisfied crotch and pulled aside the silver metallic material that covered my furry thatch just enough to ensure that Chelsea was now getting a mouthful of my hair. Feeling Chelsea 's features against the soft pink flesh of my pussy was more pleasure than I could contain and my orgasm exploded with the force of an atomic ecstasy bomb.

		Satiated at last, I rose from the barely conscious body of my humiliated victim. Chelsea's face was red and a few short pubic hairs were visible on her nose and lips. I stood and received my tumultuous applause from the crowd, acknowledging Chelsea only long enough to place a bare foot on the young girl's sobbing face.

		"I win." I said.

		***

		I started to look around as I left the ring, my opponent still on her back. The time drew closer for the next match and someone was going to have to help the poor kid back to the locker room. Those thoughts were interrupted when I saw that old flame of mine standing next to this beautiful nearly 6ft tall Blonde with Blue eyes.

		When I saw her and her tag team partner wrestle those couple of jobbers earlier, some nobody's named Marge and Emma , I couldn't believe my eyes, of all places to see her. I had an affair with her for about 6 months but things didn't work out. But I must say the sex was great. She had one of the sweetest pussies that I had ever eaten in my life. There for a while I thought she maybe had an operation or something to enhance her clit since it was so big. When she sat on my face she could practically choked me to death. Like I said the sex was incredible.

		Well the next match was beginning to start as the two female wrestlers were starting to make their way down to the ring, when I looked over to her and she winked at me. You could have knocked me over with a feather. After all we went through I couldn't believe that she would stand there and wink at me. The two grappler's climbed into the ring and the crowd was making an unbelievable loud noise.

		I took a glance over to see if Stacey was still looking my way and she was. She was busy hugging her tag team partner and she looked over her shoulder to sort of mouth to me " how about a date". I was so excited that I thought I would have an orgasm right there in the aisle. In spite of the fine orgasm Chelsea had provided me. And I sort of mouthed back to her okay. Here she was sitting with her partner that she evidently wasn't too happy with and she is propositioning me for a date.

		So of course the slut that I am I said yes. I motioned to her to give me a call or beep me. About the time she was turning to me again her partner noticed that she was trying to communicate with me and got all pissed off. Her date started to cry and she tried to smooth things over by whispering some sweet words. But I guess this is not the first time that she had tried to hit on somebody else while she was with this girl. So a fight was about to begin and I just stood there in the crowd and watched. I was enjoying every minute of this fight as I had been in that position before with Stacey.

		Nothing she said seemed to work. So they parted their ways; the big blonde leaving in a huff, and of course there I am the slut just waiting to take this bitch back. Well what can I do I was desperate. Besides there were no chains binding us together I just want to enjoy the rest of the night. I didn't bring anyone to the arena as I was looking to find a new groupie tonight that I could meet and enjoy spending some time with. So here we are just like the old days just Stacey and me.

		She started to tell me about what her companion was saying to her and I cut her short. I said," Look Stacey I didn't come here to meet you. Actually I was coming here to try and meet a horny groupie. Someone that would appreciate me for who I am. So let's just enjoy the rest of the evening and see where it goes from there."

		So we started walking down Northbend Rd. and just like old times Stacey puts her arm in mine like nothing ever happened between us. I didn't mind too much, as a matter of fact I was starting to enjoy it. It's not exactly what I had thought I would be doing tonight but what the hell its better than being alone after winning a hard fought match.

		We got to my house and Stacey asked if she could come in for a nightcap. Well for anyone else that would mean a drink or two. But knowing Stacey as I do; I know she had alternate plans. So I said that I didn't think it would be the right time for any shenanigans. She promised me that all she wanted was a drink so of course being the softie that I am I agreed and Stacey followed me through the door.

		I live in a townhouse building that used to be apartments but they were converted over to Condominiums about a year ago. I asked Stacey to wait for me in the living room and that I would be right out, I just wanted to change into something more comfortable. So Stacey made a drink and made himself comfortable on the sofa and turned on the TV.

		As I was in my bedroom changing I heard Stacey yell out, "Hey BJ come quick you're not going to believe this fucking shit. You know the date that I had tonight she's on the News."

		So I was just about finished changing and I ran into the living room pulling on my top. I sat down next to Stacey and was listening to the report on the TV. They said that a body had been found in an alleyway just off Houston Rd. They were showing a close up of the body and I could see that it was in fact the person that she was with earlier, her tag team partner. They said they have no leads at this time except to say that an old homeless woman was in the area and she was the one who found the body.

		They were going to continue to investigate and the news people said that they would keep giving updates as soon as the authorities gave out more information When I turned around from watching TV I noticed a few tears coming down Stacey eyes.

		So I said to her." What's wrong Stacey."

		She said. " The tag partner that I was with tonight was my best friend and lover for almost three years and I really feel bad that something happened to her tonight. I knew she was mad at me for trying to pick you up while I was out on a date with her but I didn't think that anything would happen to her. I thought that maybe she would go home and calm down and call me on the phone and forgive me for what I had done. I really loved Darcy and I feel so bad that she is gone."

		I moved closer to Stacey to console her as I could see she was very upset. She was crying uncontrollably now. I tried to calm her down. I put my arms around her and started to hug her. In a few minutes she calmed down and she continued to tell me how she met Darcy. Just then the doorbell rang.

		***

		I went to the door and looked out the peep hole and I saw a rather fit girl standing there with a pizza in her hand. I opened the door and said to her "How can I help you.

		She said, "I'm looking for 440-B Cherry St. apt.3."

		I said "This is apartment # 3 but this is 440 Cherry St."

		She said she was sorry to have bothered me and she turned and went on her way down the stairs. When she turned I noticed under her hat, her hair was shaved on the sides. Kid's I thought, what a look.

		I went into the living room and found Stacey half asleep on the couch.

		I said to her "Stacey it's late why don't you spend the night tonight and go home in the morning. Your welcome to sleep on the couch, I will get you some pillows and a blanket."

		As I turned to go into the linen closet Stacey said to me, "BJ don't bother with all that stuff I think I am going to go home but thanks for the invite."

		I said, "Okay whatever you want to do is all right with me."

		So with that Stacey got up and started to leave. Just before she got to the door she started to cry again. I went over to her and put my arms around her and gave her a hug.

		I said, "I think it would be best if you stayed over tonight, I don't think you should be alone."

		She finally agreed that it would be nice to have company tonight seeing as though what she had witnessed on television. So I walked with her back into the living room and I went to the linen closet to get some pillows and blankets. I told her that I was working the 7-3 shifts this week and that I would wake her just before I left for work.

		She had to be in by 9am so she would have enough time to go home and shower and change and make it to work on time. By the time I got back to the living room with the linens and pillows Stacey was sound asleep on the couch. So I lifted her head and put a pillow under it and put a blanket on top of her and headed for bed myself.

		The next morning my clock radio went off at 5:30 am and I jumped out of bed and went into the shower. After I showered and brushed my teeth I turned on the TV in my room and was listening to an early morning news program on Channel 4.

		As I started to get dressed for work I heard one of the announcers say: "Here's an update on that story about the girl that was found in the alley last night. The police have identified her as Darcy Renee Mason of Cincinnati. The police are still looking for clues as to the reason this girl was killed."

		The police reported that they ruled this was a mugging that had gone bad due to the scratch marks on Darcy's face and hands and they found some particles of skin under Darcy's fingernails.

		The reporter said, "The station was still going to follow the story and would give an update after they receive more information from the authorities."

		After the report ended I went into the closet to get my clothes out and I remembered that I was the Officer of the Day today and had to wear a white blouse and black skirt instead of my usual uniform.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		Oh yeah by the way I'm a cop. My private lifestyle is a highly protected story.

		I finished dressing and was ready to leave for work so I went over to Stacey and tapped her lightly on her shoulder as to not scare her. She woke up and didn't realize where she was. Finally after shaking the cobwebs out of her head she turned to me and said, "Hey girl thanks for being my friend and being there for me last night."

		I said. "No problem that's what friends are for."

		Stacey got up and put her coat on and headed for the door. I stopped her and said, "Let's get together in a couple of days and talk about your friend Darcy, maybe you could tell me how you met her."

		"Remember we are friends and friends do confide in each other, whatever you tell me will go no further."

		She agreed and we said we'd meet Thursday, as that was my day off. We left and Stacey went home and I went off to work. As I said earlier, I work as a Sergeant in the CPD Police Department I have been on the job for 11 years. Like everyone else I started out a beat cop.

		With all the officers in the CPD it is hard to move up in the ranks. The Sergeant's exam comes up every year but there are so many applicants that it takes time to be appointed. I had just pulled into a parking space at headquarters when one of my friends who is a captain in the department came up to me and asked me, " Have you heard about the girl they found in the alley last night."

		I said, "Yes I heard about it on TV this morning but I don't really know anything about the details."

		I wasn't sure if I should say anything about Stacey, as I was afraid that the captain would want to interview her. I told her that I would see her inside and she could fill me in on some of the details about the murder. I went inside and clocked in and went to my desk and I no sooner sat down and got comfortable and my phone rang.

		I answered the phone," Good Morning Cincinnati South Sergeant Winters how can I help you?"

		All I heard were tears on the other end of the phone and the caller hung up. I tried to dial the number back as we have caller ID on every phone in office but no one answered the phone.

		I started doing some paper work and the phone rang again and I answered it and the person on the other end of the phone said, "BJ?"

		"Stacey is that you?"

		"Yes it is me I need your help; the police came to my job today and were asking me questions about Darcy. I gave them whatever answers they asked and they told me not to leave town they would be back for more questions and answers. I think that they think I am a suspect in Darcy's murder what should I do?"

		"All I can tell you right now is to not panic and just go on with your everyday affairs and if I hear anything I will let you know."

		She said, "Thanks BJ, for being my friend you're really a good friend."

		"No problem Stacey that's what friends are for, talk to you soon sweetie get some rest. Looking forward to seeing you on Thursday."

		"Okay thanks BJ" She said, and she hung up.

		I could tell from her voice that she was feeling better after talking to me on the phone. Just as I hung up the phone my captain called me and told me to come into her office. I had no idea what she wanted but she's the boss so off I went.

		***

		I walked into the Captains office and there were two plain-clothes detectives in her office.

		" What can I do for you Captain." I said.

		Captain Kimberly O'Hara was of course Irish and you could always tell when she was mad. Her face would usually turn beat red just like her hair and her freckles on her face. Kim and I go back a long way. She was a sergeant when I was just a beat cop.

		" I think you better sit down BJ. This is Detective's Dodge and Cox; they said that they interviewed a friend of yours this morning about the murder in the alley last night. She mentioned that she stayed at your place last night is that true." She said.

		" Yes that's true why is there something wrong with that."

		"No I was just wondering why she spent the night there and didn't go back to her own house."

		"We know that Stacey is a lesbian and was wondering if you knew that or not."

		" Yes I know that but how does that have to do with anything with the murder." I said.

		Detective Dodge said," We talked to several people last night and your friend's name just happen to come up two or three times during questioning."

		" So, what does that mean."

		" We were just wondering if your friend Stacey had anything to do with this girl Darcy Mason." Detective Dodge said.

		I was starting to get a little nervous now with all these questions as I have not come out of the closet to anyone but some of my closest friends and I definitely didn't want to do it now.

		So I kind of smirked and said," I really don't know if Stacey knows her you will have to ask her."

		This kind of pissed off the Captain and she asked the Detectives to step out of the office for a minute so she could have a word with me privately. So the Detectives both left and I closed the office door behind them. I knew that I was about to get yelled at embarrassed and anything else that you could think of. Most of my friends called me BJ but the Captain always called me by my first name Brenda, especially if I got into some kind of trouble.

		"Have a seat Brenda, what's going on here. Do you and this girl Stacey have something going on together?" She said.

		Playing stupid I said, "I don't understand what you mean by something going on together."

		"I am only going to ask you once Brenda, are you lesbian?"

		When she said that you could have hit me over the head with a brick I didn't know what to say. So I said, "Well Captain to be honest with you yes I am lesbian, but only a few people in my close circle of friends know, and I didn't want to let anyone on the job know because then all the homophobia stuff starts. I would appreciate it if we could keep this conversation between us and not let it go any further than just in this room."

		" Well, Brenda I am not looking to embarrass you in any way but I need to know why that girl Stacey stayed at your place last night."

		So I went on to tell her the story about me seeing Stacey in the crowd at a sporting event and well you know how that all started so I wouldn't repeat it here. I told her the whole story.

		" Well your friend just might be a suspect in this case, the two detectives said that when they interviewed her she seemed very nervous and emotional." she said.

		And I told her" Honestly Kim, Stacey and Darcy were friends and lovers for more than 3 years and Darcy's murder really took a toll on her last night and that is why she stayed at my place. There was no fooling around she just needed to be with a friend because she was very upset at what had taken place."

		"Ok Brenda I just wanted to get the story straight so I could see if I could give the Detectives any information pertaining to their case."

		Kim dismissed me and I went to open the door to leave and the two detectives were standing outside the door, they both looked at me as if there was something wrong.

		"Okay girls the captain said that you could go back in her office. Have a nice day."

		I left the office and went back to my desk to finish the paperwork that I had left behind. The day went by as usual. Nothing, special except for some people coming in to report bicycles being stolen and things like that. I finished my shift and headed for home.

		***

		I had been booked for two ULWL fights in two nights. The venue was a run down topless bar, Wesley's Booby Trap. Two matches in two days, it was a bit much at my age, but I needed the money.

		I watched as my opponent Marge entered the ring that was set up where a band usually played. As the crowd murmured and made comments about her. She was trembling slightly and she was trying not to let it show. There were about 80 men and less than 15 women in the audience, and beer was being served. It was her first singles fight. As she climbed through the ropes, catcalls and whistles raining down on her.

		She remembered the manager's words when she signed the contract: "Just cause you're new, honey, don't expect any breaks. Matter of fact you'll go up against one of the toughest girls in the ULWL to start off with. And remember, in the Underground Lesbian Wrestling League, the winner gets three minutes with the loser to do whatever she wants. That's her prize. Still wanna do this?"

		She said yes...yes to it all.

		The young girl with her hair shaved on the sides, looked like the lead singer of the 80's band BowWowWow. She remembered, too, that the winner also gets the loser's panties. She looked down at her tiny pink panties, and her matching sleeveless top. Fight hard, she told herself, don't lose any of it.

		Just then the crowd roared and several people in the audience stood up. Her opponent, me, was entering the ring, with my bag, and I grinned at the crowd, who knew and obviously loved me. To Marge's amazement, I pulled a clothesline out the bag and hung it in my corner on the ropes. On the clothesline hung eleven pairs of panties.

		The crowd cheered, and I, stood with both hands in the air, as I stretched in my black string bikini. I only pull out the clothesline gimmick when I have a really easy opponent. This girl fit the profile.

		The ref caught Marge staring at the panties hanging on the line. "Those are her victories, baby," the short, shapely Asian girl said. "Unless you are real good, you'll probably be number twelve."

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Marge swallowed and said nothing. We were both announced, and the bell rang. Marge trotted to the center of the ring, and locked eyes with me more of hate than fear, I quickly shot my arm out to grab her neck. Marge dodged this deftly, but even faster came my other arm, jabbing my fist into Marge's stomach.

		The brunette grunted and doubled over, trying to catch her wind, and I rapidly hammered the smaller girl on her neck and back, my fist like a piston on her flesh. Marge struggled to stay standing, but the blows dazed her and sent her to her knees.

		I had her by the hair, and as Marge was thinking of what to do next, I yanked the kneeling girl's head up and stung her face with a flurry of vicious slaps, snapping Marge's head back and forth. Marge's face hummed with pain, and tears now blurred her vision as she tried to strike out with a fist. It caught my knee, but the blow had little consequence, and I lashed out with one foot, kicking the dark-haired beauty directly in her left breast, sending her sprawling on her back. Marge lay there, rolling slowly to her side, trying to recover the pain in her face and the ache in her tit, while her wind was still only at half strength from the shot to the belly.

		She knew she had to act quickly. Because she knew I was fast, and incredibly aggressive. She looked up at me and I could tell she felt a stab of fear and inferiority as I wasted no time in grabbing her ankle and twisting her leg.

		"AHHHHHHHGGG!" Marge cried out as the pain shot through her knee and leg.

		She kicked out at me, striking my thigh, and I grunted, but didn't let go. I grabbed Marge's other leg, pulling them apart. I looked down into Marge's eyes, a menacing smile on my lips, as I held her open like a wishbone. Then I stomped one foot down directly onto Marge's mound. Marge shrieked in pain, and she clutched her pussy in agony.

		"Fucking amateurs..." I muttered as I walked around to her head.

		The next thing she knew, my crotch was directly above her, and my knees pinned her shoulders painfully to the canvas. I was facing Marge's feet, and the helpless girl next felt her top coming off. The crowd was jeering and banging beer cans on the tables as Marge's tits became exposed to everyone. Marge, her pussy still aching with pain and her shoulders being crushed by my knees, struggled feebly, her legs twisting and kicking, but there was nowhere to go.

		Just then, I grabbed both of her nipples and twisted them savagely, sending new bolts of agony through her. "OHHHHGODDDDDSTOPPPP!!! She yelled.

		"Shut up, bitch!" I barked and dropped my crotch down lower so my knees weighed more heavily on her.

		Marge moaned, and when she inhaled could smell the humid emanations of my sex just above her, and the sweet/sweaty muskiness of my ass, which hovered barely an inch from her nose, covered only by the thin strap of my bikini bottom.

		I pinched and twisted the nipples again, causing Marge to arch and writhe, her head coming up off the canvas and her face briefly pressed into the crevice of my ass. She panted in pain, and the humiliation began to unravel her completely, as the crowd got louder and was calling my name.

		She heard shouts of "Kill her, BJ!" and "Suffocate the bitch!"

		I was suddenly off her, but before Marge could even fathom what was happening, I yanked her to a kneeling position by her hair. My foot then slammed into her back and sent her forward, on her tummy, and she landed on the canvas with a thud. Delirious with pain and fatigue, Marge struggled to her hands and knees, shaking her head to clear the paralysis and try to mount a comeback of some sort.

		It was to no avail, I hammered her with vicious kicks to her ass, her side, and her thighs. Marge collapsed back down and tried to curl up. I stood over the hapless brunette and stomped directly down onto her back and her head. Marge began to convulse in sobs of pain and defeat.

		The ref pushed me away momentarily, looked down at Marge and said, "You give up?"

		She was confused. Should she? Or should she give it one more try, with the referee giving her this break.

		"I...I'.."

		"Fuck her!" I said then, pushing the ref out of the way.

		I grabbed the terrified Marge to her knees and threw her into the corner where she collided painfully with the turnbuckle. Marge crumpled, hanging onto the ropes to keep from falling and I pulled her head back and drove my knee into Marge's midsection twice.

		Marge hung on the ropes like a piece of dirty laundry, her mouth open, gasping for air, and I tortured her with several more slaps to the face. Then I tossed her like a rag doll back to the canvas. Marge lay almost motionless on her stomach, her body refusing to move despite the screaming in her mind that she had to get up.

		I was on her back, craning her head back with a fistful of dark hair.

		"I give....I give up.." Marge croaked through her agony.

		I chuckled. "Good...just remember baby. I get my three minutes."

		Marge nodded weakly, and I let go of her head. Marge's face dropped to the canvas like lead, saliva drooling slowly from the corner of her mouth. She burned with humiliation at the one-sided beating, but she had no idea what was coming next. I pull her pink panties down and heard the crowd jeer loudly as I worked the panties to her ankles.

		What, she wondered, would she have to do for the next three minutes? The crowd suddenly got even louder, almost deafening, and Marge could see many of them standing on their chairs and clapping, whistling wildly. What was I doing she had to be asking herself?

		She slowly, painfully turned her head to look back, and saw me kneel behind her, wearing a strap-on dildo. The thick head of the dildo wavered just by her crotch. Her eyes met mine and she shivered violently.

		"I'm gonna make you mine, now, little girl," I said with a cruel smile.

		"Om-m--igod..." Marge stammered.

		I grabbed Marge's shapely hips and hoisted her ass up into the air, and without delay plunged the head of the dildo into her. Marge moaned, and writhed, her hand going instinctively behind her to try and push me away. I grabbed the wrist and locked it behind Marge's back, forcing her face flat to the floor.

		Marge winced and let out a long, "unnhhhhhhhhh" as I sank the big rubber cock deep into the shuddering brunette.

		The crowd's jeering reached a deafening screech as I took Marge savagely, with powerful, piston-like thrusts of my hips, ramming the dildo into my beaten captive. Marge's body rocked and jiggled with each thrust, the humiliation so intense it seared her to the very core, being fucked like a helpless toy in the middle of a ring, under bright lights, for this crowd of thirsty men and women.

		Finally, I came, diddling myself to a squealing orgasm with my finger as I pumped Marge senseless. I pulled the dildo out of her and pushed her away, leaving her a sweaty, naked, limp form in the middle of the ring, her panties still at her ankles.

		I stood over the conquered brunette, unstrapped the dildo, and dropped it in front of Marge's face. Then, I bent down and pulled the pink panties completely off, and, to the approving screech of the crowd, walked triumphantly to my clothesline, twirling the panties in my hand high above my head, before clipping them to the line with the rest of the victims underwear.

		"We have 90 seconds left, girl!" I called to Marge. "Lick that dildo clean and deliver it back to me."

		Marge dared not hesitate any command I gave her at this point. She obeyed, weakly took the strap-on in her hands and licked and sucked her own juices from the cock.

		"Bring it here, girl," I said, as if I were talking to a pet. "Crawl, with it in your mouth."

		Marge looked at me with a look of a look of pure hate, and clamped the dildo in her mouth. Then, she pushed herself to her hands and knees, and with the bare shred of strength she had left, crawled to me, and stopped between my feet, head hanging. The crowd was hooting and shrieking with laughter.

		"Good girl!" I cooed, reaching down, and taking the dildo from her mouth.

		Then I waved to the crowd, put the panty-line and dildo in my bag, and climbed out of the ring as the crowd congratulated me. Two female assistants in shorts and t-shirts helped the naked, beaten Marge to her feet and escorted her from the ring as the crowd jeered and threw empty beer cups at her. Marge kept her eyes on me and held her anger in check as she headed for the locker room, wanting nothing more than the hot water of the shower, and a bed to lie in for a few days.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		Another few days had passed. I'd had two very successful matches and realized I hadn't talked to Stacey lately. On my way home from worked I decided to swing by her house and see if she was home. I pulled into the driveway, parked the car, and went up to the front of the house and knocked on the door.

		I saw Stacey's car parked at the curb so I figured she was home. I knocked two or three times more before Stacey came to the door. When she looked through the front window of the house I could tell that she was crying. She came to the door and opened and turned around and headed for the living room.

		I thought that was a little strange but by the time I closed the door and went into the living room I found Stacey crying uncontrollable again. I sat down next to her and grabbed her and gave her a hug. After a few minutes I was able to get her to stop crying and she was able to tell me what was wrong.

		I came home early today because the Detectives came to my job to talk to me again. They said that through all the interviews and research that they did they found out that another lesbian girl killed Darcy. They said that they took the skin that was under Darcy's nails and they ran a DNA test and since they already had a list of suspects lined up they called some of them to come in to talk to them about the murder.

		In any case they got this girl Emma Peel to come to the station and they grilled the shit out of her and got her to confess. Just to make sure, they said that they were going to do a DNA test on her to make sure that the skin under Darcy's nails belonged to her.

		"Well then the mystery is over and at least there will be no more questions about what had happened." I said.

		Stacey said, "Listen BJ one of the reasons I was crying when you came in was that the Detectives told me how this girl killed Darcy."

		"That's unusual; the detectives don't usually do that type of thing. I am really surprised." I said.

		Detective Dodge told me, "This girl surprised your sweetie Darcy from the rear. She grabbed her from behind and held her mouth covered so she wouldn't scream and then turned Darcy around so she could see who she was. Evidently Darcy knew this person because this girl Emma said to Darcy, 'I didn't mean to scare you but I didn't want you to scream that's why I covered your mouth. I met you in a tag match earlier this evening. With all that took place that night I am surprised that you don't remember me'. Darcy said, 'Oh, I do remember you, you slut you're the one who ate my pussy until you passed out, depriving me of an orgasm.' With that Darcy lunged forward at Marge and let her have a right cross and knocked this bitch on the ground. One thing led to another and this cunt pulled out a knife and stabbed Darcy in the back after having a good scratching match."

		"All this fighting and killing for nothing, just some stupid problem from a wrestling match?" I said. "Who saw this happen? That's pretty detailed."

		Stacey went on to explain that Detective Dodge said the homeless woman that reported the body, saw more of the murder than she let on at first. He said that was a huge break through.

		"The other reason that I was crying when you came in was that I just miss Darcy so much. It is going to take a while for me to get over her death."

		I told Stacey, "It's going to take time but time heals all wounds and you will just have to work it out." I told her, "Captain O'Hara had kind of grilled me for information when this first happened, and that she came right out and asked me if I was lesbian, and I told her the truth that I am lesbian and I asked her to keep it between us in that room as to avoid the homophobia at the station. She assured me that she would so I feel a little better about it now. It's hard to keep a secret like that and work with a whole bunch of other girls and have to make up stories about all these women that don't exist."

		We talked about Darcy and she said now that things are all over that she didn't think she would have a problem discussing the issue.

		"How did you met Darcy?" I asked her.

		She went on to tell me the following story: "I was in this lesbian Bar down in the Over the Rhine area, just having a couple of drinks and I was talking with a few of the girls there when Darcy came through the door. I could not take my eyes off of her. She was the perfect female. She had these perfect boobs, and a body that would stop a clock. I couldn't resist but to look at her breasts. She looked very well endowed. So when Darcy sat down at the bar I kind of moved as close to her as I could without being to conspicuous. After Darcy was there for a while I asked her if I could buy her a drink.

		She said, 'I usually don't accept drinks from stranger's but in your case I will make an exception.' She said to me 'hey don't I know you from somewhere.'

		I said, 'Well that's the oldest pickup line in the book but I don't think I know you.'

		She said 'Then how about getting a table and maybe having a burger or something to eat. I hear they make some mega sandwiches here.

		So I picked up my Margarita and went over and sat at table with her. One thing led to another and I ended up going over to her place on Limaburg Pl. Her place was only a few blocks passed where I live on Owen St.

		She invited me in and she asked me I would like another drink and I said no I didn't think so that I had enough to drink already tonight. We took our coats off and sat down on the sofa. Darcy leaned over to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. And then I leaned over and kissed her back. We were practically sitting in one another's lap.

		Darcy reached over and started to undo the buttons on my shirt. And I did the same to her. She took my shirt off and was amazed to find out what a great body I had underneath the shirt. I was blessed with a nice breasts and great body tone and on other parts of the anatomy so Darcy started to rub my breasts.

		I took her shirt off only to find her nipples on her huge mounds standing at attention and very firm. We embraced each other and started to kiss and before you know it she had her tongue inside my mouth so I had to reciprocate. I took my hand and was running it through that magnificent Blonde hair.

		This seemed to excite Darcy even more. We separated just enough for Darcy to reach down lifted my skirt pull down my panties. I assisted her by pulling my panties down over my ankles. She could see the wet spot on my pantie crotch and was getting very excited to say the least.

		She had me nude from the waist down and my cunt was as wet as a river. She slowly cupped her hand around my pussy catching my big clit between her two fingers and began to stroke it. I laid back on the sofa and Darcy sat down on the floor. After stroking my clit a few more times she took it and put it just inside her mouth. She started to move her tongue around on the tip and this was just about driving me insane.

		Then she decided to go a little further and put the whole thing in her mouth. She was giving me the best female blowjob that I ever had. My clit was so hard that I couldn't wait another second. I tried to move Darcy's head to my hole so that I could cum but she insisted on staying where she was. I exploded right over her chin and she took the whole clit in her mouth and sucked it like a vacuum. I came a second time and she did the same thing. I think that I fell in love with her that night.

		We went out together all the time. There was hardly a day went by that we didn't either talk to one another or go out together.

		When Stacey had finished her story she paused and reflected on the memories.

		Then Stacey said to me, "Hey BJ how come you never got involved with anyone?"

		I told her, "Stacey it is very hard to have a lesbian relationship with someone when you are a cop. People are always looking for some shit to stir up and I really don't need that right now." I paused and looked at Stacey, "When I need to have an affair I just go out of town and try and find someone to take care of my needs."

		Stacey being the person she is she said to me," You know, I am always here if you need a friend or anything that I can do for you."

		"I know but it wouldn't be the same you are a friend of mine and it just wouldn't be right to get sexually involved with one another. It would change our friendship I am almost sure of it."

		She assured me that nothing would change but right now I wasn't willing to take that chance since she had been through enough in the last couple of days. However you never know what could happen.

		***

		A few days went by and I had to work the weekend shift this week. I went in to work on the 4- 11 shifts. I had just sat down at my desk and was going over some paperwork that I had left behind earlier in the week. I picked up the phone to see if I had any voicemails while I was off the last couple of days. There was one from my new girlfriend who told me that she loved me and to have a nice day at work.

		I had another one from Stacey. She said," Listen when you get this BJ give me a call."

		And the third one was from my friend the Captain. She told me," Listen BJ I would like to discuss the closure of that case that we had open last week with that lesbian girl who got knifed to death."

		So, I figured I best call my girlfriend first since she was the biggest part of my life. Then I followed up with a call to Stacey. She wasn't home so I left a message for her to call me back.

		I told her, "I will be here until 11 so you can get back to me before I get off work."

		And then I placed the call that I least wanted to do. I had to call the Captain. I went to pick up the phone to call her and the phone started to ring in my ear, then I felt a tap on my shoulder.

		Guess who it was, your right it was the captain.

		" Hi, Captain, I was just calling you on the phone."

		" BJ we have a few problems with that case from last week. I am sure you know that case that I am talking about."

		" Yes Captain I know what case you are referring to." I said," What kind of problems do we have with this case Captain."

		

	
		Chapter Six

		

		"BJ I know that we had our talk last week about you being lesbian. I am trying my best to not let that get out. But we have a problem with the girl that we locked up." She said," that she knew your sweetie Stacey and that at one time you and Stacey had a relationship."

		I said, "Captain that was a long time ago. Its ancient history. Stacey and I are just friends now, and that's all. Stacey and I were involved when I was a lot younger and not on the force. It happened when we were in College. Stacey and I have only a friendship now there is no relationship." I said," By the way what does this have to do with the case from last week."

		The Captain said," This girl that they arrested is going to tell her lawyer about you and Stacey and I don't know how much damage control I can do. I just want you to be prepared for the worst. If this girl testifies to your relationship with Stacey it will be all over the newspapers. I don't know why this girl wants to hurt you and Stacey but for some reason she has some kind of vendetta against Stacey. I suggest that you get together with Stacey and find out what she knows about this girl."

		I said," Okay Captain I will call Stacey tonight and see if we can sit down and talk. I will let you know what I find out if anything."

		So, the Captain left and I started to finish the paperwork that I left earlier in the week, the phone at my desk rang. I answered it and it was Stacey on the other end of the phone.

		I said, "Stacey we have to sit down and talk. Do you know that girl that was arrested for the murder of Darcy."

		She said, "That's why I called you at work and left a message to call me back. I got a phone call from this lawyer who is defending this bitch that killed Darcy. She said that the gentleman that she was defending mentioned my name."

		" I asked her how she knew my name. And the lawyer said she said that she knew me from college and that she knew that I was a friend and lover of Darcy's."

		I said, "Do you really remember this bitch."

		Stacey said, "I kind of, remember her, she was one of these rich school kids. You know the type that have everything that they could possibly want. She had rich parents and I am not sure if they are still alive but if they are I am sure they will get her the best lawyer possible."

		So I said to Stacey, "Look, I have a problem. My captain said that this girl that they arrested; her name is Emma Peel. Somehow, this girl knows about the affair that you and I had back in college and she is ready to expose that story to the newspapers. When I spoke to the Captain last week she had ask me all about whether or not I knew you were lesbian. And then she asked me the million-dollar question? Am I lesbian. I had no choice but to tell her the truth. I told her that I was lesbian but do to all the homophobia in the police department I asked her to keep it quiet. She told me today that I would probably have a lot of trouble once word got out that I was lesbian. I told her that there was nothing going on with the two of us and that we were just good friends."

		"Did she tell you anything else?"

		"She told me be prepared for the worst. Keep your eyes open and your mouth shut and maybe things will just pass without too much bullshit from the other cops.

		"She told me; she will support me as much as she can without sticking her neck out on the line."

		I asked Stacey if she could come over to my house tonight so we could discuss this problem in person rather than on the phone. She agreed and we set a time of 11:45pm. I knew that the time was late but I had to discuss this with Stacey in person.

		***

		Stacey started to get ready right after she hung up with Brenda. She took a quick shower and pulled on a pair of tight black yoga pants, without panties, and a white tank top, again no bra.

		When she was getting ready to leave, her cell rang. She looked at the ID and it said Emma Peel. The girl who killed Darcy? Why would she be calling, more importantly How was she calling she was from jail on her cell phone.

		"Hello?" Stacey answered.

		"Is this Stacey?" a female voice asked.

		"Yes, who the fuck are you? You aren't Emma Peel; how did you get her phone?"

		" I have some information about your dead lover, it might just be of interest to you."

		"Really and what might that be?" Stacey spat.

		"Meet me at the Country Inn on Airport Rd. Be there by 11:00. Call this number to let me know you are in the lobby and I will give you the room number." The phone went dead.

		Stacey debated with herself. Thinking it was a prank, a sick one but still a prank. But then maybe not. It took her thirty seconds to make up her mind, and head for her car.

		As she got in she noticed it was 10:45 and she might be late getting to her meeting with Brenda so she called to let her know she might be a few minutes late.

		When she called, Brenda's phone went to voice mail.

		"Shit." Stacey thought.

		So she left a message telling Brenda she was stopping by the Country Inn on Airport Rd to meet someone and then would head over to meet Brenda.

		The drive took Stacey about twenty minutes, and when she pulled into the parking lot there were only a handful of cars. Slow night for sure she thought. She locked her car and headed into an empty lobby. Looking around only a bespectacled desked clerk was around. She seemed more interested in her People magazine than customers as she didn't even acknowledge Stacey.

		Stacey pulled out her cell and hit redial. It only rang once and the same voice as before answered. "Okay bitch, I'm here. Now what?" Stacey said.

		"Room 311. Hurry. Knock twice, wait a second and knock three times. I'll let you in." The girl said in a hushed voice.

		Going to the bank of elevators she pushed the up button, and immediately a door opened. She entered, hit the third floor, and waited. The elevator was amazingly fast for a hotel and the door dinged open and Stacey was standing in the hallway of a typical economy hotel. Same type patterned carpet, beige walls, and vending machine right next to the elevator.

		311 was at the far end of the hall, it took her about thirty seconds to get the room. She went through the procedure the caller had given her. The knock, wait then knock again. Nobody came.

		Stacey was about to turn to go, then thought she'd give it one more try, this time louder. As she raised her hand to knock the elevator, down the hall opened and the desk clerk emerged, she looked strange from the side with the horn rimmed glasses and shaved head. Stacey thought the chump she wrestled a while back was the only woman to have her hair cut like that.

		"Excuse me Miss. Can you help me?"

		"Sure, what can I do for you?" She said moving quickly in Stacey's direction.

		"I'm supposed to meet someone in this room, but they don't seem to answer. Can you see if they are still in the room."

		Politely pushing around Stacey the desk clerk rapped at the door and at the same time saying, "House Security."

		Without waiting for a reply the clerk used a master key and opened the door. She motioned for Stacey to follow her. Once inside, the desk clerk, moved Stacey aside, this time a bit on the rough side and flipped the dead bolt securing the door.

		. She grabbed Stacey from behind and held her mouth covered so she wouldn't scream and then turned her around so she could see who she was. Slowly Stacey realized she knew this person because this is the girl she and Darcy had beaten in their tag match a few weeks ago, "I didn't mean to scare you but I didn't want you to scream that's why I covered your mouth. We wrestled a tag match a few weeks ago. With all that took place that night I am not surprised that you don't remember me." Marge said.

		"I do remember you, you cunt you're the one who ate my pussy until you passed out, leaving me without an orgasm." Stacey said.

		With that Marge lunged forward at Stacey and let her have a right cross and knocked her on the floor. Then a double handed slap to the face to stun Stacey enough for Marge to keep the girl down. Stacey looked to quickly get back on top of Marge, but she fell victim to what would prove to be the decisive moment of the fight.

		Marge ducked under her adversary's grasp before delivering a powerful knee lift to her crotch with pin point accuracy. Stunned, the bigger Stacey was frozen in place, at least for as long as it took for Marge to waist lock her and deliver an atomic drop that only went to add to the searing pain between her legs.

		Marge let Stacey slide off her knee and allowed her to roll to the floor clutching her pussy before she delivered one last devastating blow to her opponent as she spread her legs and delivered a hard elbow drop to the crotch.

		Stacey was well and truly in trouble now and Marge knew it as she positioned the blonde perfectly to trap her in a reverse face sit. On its own, that might well have been enough to gain Marge the victory in a wrestling contest, but she was leaving nothing to chance as she also started to work her hand inside the waistband of Stacey's yoga pants.

		With that accomplished, Marge soon had her opponent howling out a muffled submission thanks to a combination of crotch mauling and face sitting. It was impressive and quick Marge thought looking at the stunned Stacey.

		Marge remained over Stacey's face, until she stopped struggling. She lifted Stacey's arm and it fell limply at her side. Her foe was unconscious. Now to finish the job. Since her beaten victim recognized her she needed to eliminate her. Because she was already out cold, Marge knew what to do next.

		Moving to the king size bed, she grabbed a cool white pillow and walked with it back to the unmoving Stacey. She planned to smother her to death. Doing so, no one would be the wiser.

		Marge positioned the pillow over Stacey face, and pressed down, there was no reaction from beneath the pillow. Only a few moments Marge thought. Murder on her mind.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		"Errrrh! Errrh! Errrh!" Came the screeching sound, the emergency light in the room came on.

		"Fuck, the fire alarm." Marge swore.

		Almost in a panic, Marge realized she needed to be back down at the desk. She couldn't be in the room with a 'dead' Stacey. Then while trying to think what to do next she heard a commotion in the hall. She could be trapped.

		"Fuck, fuck, fuck." Marge slowly opened the room door and peaked out; the hallway was clear. Got to go now. Now!.

		Marge rushed down the stairs, the elevators were automatically out of service. The two floors evaporated and she push open the door for the first floor and rushed to the desk. Before she got there a female cop tackled her from behind and cuffed her. The cop rolled Marge over, and Brenda Winters looked down into the horrified face of Marge.

		"Looks like you're making a habit of having me kick your ass. What room?" Brenda shouted. "Pizza girl."

		Marge looked defiantly at Brenda and said nothing. Brenda lifted off the trapped girl beneath her and then dropped down hard on her stomach. Forcing the breath out of the captive Marge.

		"311" Marge groaned.

		END
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