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Just one week after celebrating her 52nd birthday Ms. Liberty lay in bed, awakened by the intense stream of hot July sunshine which glared through her bedroom window.  With her pretty, expressive brown eyes squinting, she stretched her arms overhead to try and relieve her morning stiffness while letting out a loud groan before casually folding one arm behind her head while reaching for her phone on the nightstand with the other.  With the thin shoulder straps of her summertime pajamas stretching to contain her over-sized bosom as she reached, she then rolled back onto her pillow before placing a call, her narrow eyes suddenly curling in concern as she heard the news.  

Flo had defeated TamaraConda in their match the day before and as a result, the ornery, petite brunette had earned the right to face the affable, full-figured champ in her second title defense.  And although the mature, veteran wrestler was not the anxious type, she did nonetheless start to feel a rush of anxiety over the prospect of having to face her hated, suddenly and puzzlingly popular rival once again.  And as her nerves started to get the best of her with the heat of the sun glaring down onto her face, she could feel the beads of sweat forming on her forehead.  With a meeting with the matchmaker set for noon to discuss the details of the upcoming match, rather than rise to get ready, she instead imprudently chose to remain in bed and relive the painful history between her and the immoral younger woman, those memories only adding to her angst.  

As the anxious champion remained in bed however, Flo had already been up for several hours.   Dressed in loose-fitting black slacks and a conservative short-sleeved black blouse, her outfit contrasted sharply to the one she wore the day before in the Barefoot Beach Bikini Brawl where her slender, sweaty and oiled body had been on full display from beneath a provocative black bikini.  But now as she sat alongside her parents in the front pew of church while attending Sunday mass, the stark contradictions of Flo’s personality were very evident.  She was a churchgoing woman on one hand but a merciless, vindictive and rule breaking wrestler on the other!

As she exuberantly proclaimed the prayers in sync with the priest, her bare lower arms still glistened from the day before.  Too exhausted and sore to take a shower when she finally arrived home to her parent's house last night, she collapsed into her childhood bed and quickly fell asleep.  And this morning, with her parents abruptly awakening her to attend early mass, she awoke too late to take a shower so her body had retained the oil and dried sweat from her previous day's wrestling accomplishment.  And after mass ended and she drove her parents home, rather than go inside to finally take a shower, she instead hit the gym to hone her meticulous body even more and work up some sweat yet again.  

Arriving at her wrestling organization's headquarters by about 10 AM, she grabbed a gym bag which she kept in the trunk of her car containing frequently-used black sports bra and biker shorts, neither of which had been laundered in a few weeks.  She then walked inside, changed into her odoriferous workout clothes and checked the matchmaker's office to see if he was there.  When he wasn't, she hit the gym and began a long and strenuous workout in the warm and musty room, her dedication and commitment impressive after having wrestled a grueling match under the hot sun less than 24 hours earlier.  But even more impressive was her stamina and endurance as she relentlessly progressed through her rigorous regimen, pushing her fit and slender body to its max!   

The history between the two wrestlers was long and checkered, and even though Ms. Liberty had finally defeated Flo at the end of year wrestling tournament in which they both competed, all of their many prior confrontations; both in and out of the ring; had been disastrous for the current champ.  And although the virtuous veteran was bigger, stronger and more experienced than her petite rival, her moral approach to both wrestling and life proved to be a crutch against her despicable, "win at all costs" adversary.  The stark contrast between their personalities had allowed Ms. Liberty's underhanded enemy to take advantage of her on multiple occasions, but the champ was determined not to let that happen again.  And since she was now in a position of power as the current champion, she was determined to set the rules for this encounter in such a way that the only the better wrestler would win, and she knew that SHE was the better wrestler!

So after finally emerging from bed she took a shower, spritzed herself with her favorite perfume and called an Uber to take her to her meeting.  Once she arrived, she was escorted into his office where she asked how the Barefoot Beach Bikini Brawl, disdain dripping from her voice as she did so.

"It went great, probably our most profitable event ever!" he exuded.  "And listen, I get why a woman your age wouldn't want to wrestle on the beach in a bikini against all of those younger woman ... that would've been a big blow to your ego!" he proclaimed derisively.

"My ego is fine ... thank you very much.  I didn't participate because a long time ago I chose to become a PROFESSIONAL wrestler.  Some women choose to participate in that sort of fetish wrestling ... and that's their prerogative ... just like it's my prerogative NOT to participate in it."

There was a pause as the 2 of them stared each other down before he shifted gears to discuss the upcoming championship match.

"So as you know, Flo beat TamaraConda and in doing so she earned the right wrestle against you for the title.  The match will take place in 3 weeks, right here in our arena.  And as the champ, you get to choose any special stipulations you like.  So what do you want?"

"What I want is a good, clean professional wrestling match!  No gimmicks, no stipulations, just an equitable and fair match where the best woman wins." she stated firmly.

"Of course ... all of our matches are fair and equitable!" he replied.

"Yeah, well that never seems to be the case when Flo is involved.  She cheats, uses illegal holds, takes the action outside of the ring ... and somehow your referees seem either unable or unwilling to stop her.  So I want each of us to agree to abide by the rules ... I want those rules to be strictly enforced ... and I want a second referee to be positioned outside of the ring to count her out and disqualify her if she tries her usual tactics!" the champ demanded.

Just as she concluded her demand, the matchmaker looked up behind her.

"Oh, hello Flo, your just in time." he said.

As the now heavily perspiring and pungent smelling woman entered the room, Ms. Liberty curled her nose in disgust.

"Goodness Flo ... don't you ever bathe?!?!"

"Yeah, you wouldn't recognize that smell .... it's the smell of hard work!" the younger, smaller woman shot back.  "But it also smells like something you'll never get to experience again, once I get through with you ... and that's the smell of victory!" she growled at the sweet-smelling older woman.  "And you can blame cheating .. or the refs or whatever else you've concocted in that ancient little brain of yours ... but the truth is ... I've beaten you every time but one ... and I'll do it again this time... no matter how many refs are there!"

Turning back to the matchmaker, the champ issued her final demand.  "If she tries anything illegal ... it's one warning, and then disqualification!  And if she initiates any action outside of the ring ... it's a 10 count and then disqualification!  Agreed?" she stated to the matchmaker.  

"Sure, yes, of course!" he replied.

"Agreed?!?!?" she then directed the same question to Flo.

"I'm not going to give you any excuses when I take your title ... so agreed!" Flo blurted back at her.

Rising to her feet to shake hands with her hated rival in order to seal the agreement, Ms. Liberty extended her hand, only to have Flo turn and walk away without reciprocating.  Unfazed, the champ then finalized the details before returning home.  

The time leading to match night was uneventful for the veteran although for some reason, Flo had gotten into her head unlike any other opponent she had ever faced.  And as she lay in bed the night before the fight after conserving her energy that day, she was restless and surprisingly nervous.  She had worked so hard to finally win a championship for the first time in her long career, and after defending it only once to this point, the risk of losing it so soon would surely be damaging to her legacy.  But even worse, to lose it to one of the most despicable women she had ever met would be completely demoralizing!  And the thought of that kept her up most of the night!

She did eventually fall asleep however but within minutes, the sound of an incoming text message awakened her.  Having kept her phone on the night table in case she received a good luck call or text; most hopefully from the young man whom she adored but had lost touch with; this notification sound was not the pleasant one she had assigned to him.  Instead it was much more ominous and upon hearing it, she knew exactly who the sender was as she grabbed her phone and read it.
    
“I hear you have a championship match against my new protégé’ tomorrow.  I would wish you luck but we both know luck ain’t gonna have anything to do with it!  Too bad cause you and I coulda made a lot of money together in a rematch, but only if you were still a champ.  No chance of that now since Flo’s gonna kick your fat ass!  So just … DON’T DIE!  Bearhugs and Kisses, Big Bad Bertha”    

The message was from another despicable woman, one whom Ms. Liberty knew well!  And the thought of her two most-hated rivals forming some sort of unholy and immoral alliance was even more unsettling to the moral and principled champion.  As a result, she remained up most of the night, tense and uneasy, thinking about what lie ahead.  

Flo meanwhile was also anxious as she returned home late from yet another arduous work-out, but her anxiousness came from a completely different place.  She couldn’t wait for the time to arrive when she would finally win back her rightful title and destroy the “goody-two-shoes” old bag in the process.  So as she walked to the front door of her parents’ house, she retrieved a package from the doorstep which was addressed to her.  Carrying it up to her room after kissing them both good night while still wearing her soaked-through gym outfit, she set it down on her bed and opened it.  Picking out a card which was placed inside of the box, she opened it and read it to herself.

“Wear this tomorrow night … you’ll look hot!  Break a leg … and her arm too!  Bertha”

Flo cackled at the sentiment from her new and unscrupulous mentor with whom she had formed a bond, even spending a weekend at Bertha’s complex to train with her.  She then pulled out the skimpy, strappy, latex bikini from inside the box, smiling sinisterly as she slipped it on.   It was perfect, and after parading in front of the mirror she finally slipped it off and then went to bed.  But unlike her impending opponent however, the anticipation of the championship match didn’t keep her from getting a good night’s sleep.

The next morning, Flo arose early and hit the gym once again although this time exercising with much less intensity.  After that she returned home and spent the rest of the day on her beauty regimen, not something she would normally spend much time on before a match although on this occasion, she fully expected to be re-crowned champion and wanted to look her best when doing so.   The restless Ms. Liberty meanwhile slept in, awaking long after Flo had already concluded her morning exercises.  She may not have even awakened then but was roused from her sleep in a panic, her heart racing from the after-effects of a horrible nightmare.  In it she had envisioned Flo standing over her to hoist the championship belt over her head while Big, Bad Bertha stood joyfully alongside her.  Trying to calm down she got up and sat on the edge of her bed, shaking her head at the disturbing dream.  

“Just a dream …. It was just a bad dream.”, she whispered to herself before getting up to make herself some breakfast and going on with her own preparations.  

That night she arrived at the arena but rather than get changed in the locker room, she opted to change in the showers to try and avoid the inevitable drama which Flo would surely ignite.  She then paced around the room before finally hearing the announcer introduce their match, and her opponent.

“The final match of the night is for the Women’s Singles Championship!  First up, she is a former champ trying to win back the title.  She stands 5’4” tall and weighs 105 pounds ….. give a warm welcome to ….. FLO!”
As evidence of her soaring popularity, she received a riotous ovation from her unruly fans as she made her way to the ring like a rock star.  Finally getting there she paraded around it in her new latex bikini which was held together by a series of straps which ran down the front of her body and across her hips to nicely showcase her impeccable body with its grayish-green complexion.  

By this time Ms. Liberty had emerged from the shower room and was waiting by the entry door to the arena, her heart racing as she waited to hear her name called.

“And her opponent tonight is the current Women’s Singles Champion!  With one title defense under her belt, she stands 5’6” tall and weighs 175 pounds ….. welcome back your champion ….. MS. LIBERTY!”
Despite being the reigning champion, her ovation was much less boisterous and also hampered by a flurry of boos and catcalls from Flo’s shameful supporters.  The mixed greeting was bothersome as Ms. Liberty made her way to ringside but she had wrestled before hostile crowds in the past so she simply smiled and waved with a look of cautious determination on her face.  Thankfully several of her fans reached out to slap hands and encourage her, most of them well known to the mature woman who took comfort in their support as she then entered the ring, glancing around quickly in search of something … or someone.

She first looked for any sign of Bertha, well aware of the despicable woman’s ability to influence and/or interfere in the match.  But she also hoped to find any sign of the beloved young man whom had accompanied her to so many of her matches over the past couple of years.  Without seeing either of them however she made her way to her corner without once looking at Flo.  As she stood there while gazing out to the crowd however, it was hard not to notice the significant division between the fan bases with several arguments erupting in the audience.    

That division seemed to be a metaphor for what was happening in her beloved country, and that was upsetting to the mature, patriotic woman.  And so, feeling compelled to try and bridge that philosophical divide, she then walked to the center of the ring, this time staring at Flo in a non-threatening manner and as she reached her destination, stuck her hand out in a show of sportsmanship.  Looking across at her with a menacing expression on her face, Flo smirked before strutting forward to meet her and as the two came face to face, she glanced down at the champ’s outstretched hand.  

It seemed like she might actually shake it this time, unlike the same scenario when she had rebuffed the veteran’s handshake attempt at their meeting just a few days earlier.  And as she began to move her own hand forward, the fans watched with anticipation to see what would happen.  But Flo’s true colors emerged again as she then abruptly cocked her arm and began to fire a punch toward the champ’s head, only to pause it in midair before completing the attack.   
   
Shockingly however, the visibly intimidated Ms. Liberty recoiled at the impending attack, never raising her hands to defend herself as she instead sheepishly backpedaled a couple of steps.  
Standing there and watching with glee, the entertained Flo put her hands on her hips while cackling out loud.
   
“Ha … will you look at that!  The champ is scared of me!  Can you believe it?” she mocked as several of her fans joined her in laughing.   
Smirking back at her with a reddened and embarrassed face, the well-intentioned Ms. Liberty then retreated back to her corner, her gesture of good will snubbed once again by her spiteful adversary as Flo remained there and shamefully chastised the veteran some more.  
“Don’t worry granny, I won’t hurt you … at least not much! … … Aw, who am I kidding!” Flo then concluded as her humbled opponent set herself in her corner.

With both the formalities and informalities out of the way, the bell finally rang as the challenger remained in the center of the ring listening to the reprimands of Ms. Liberty’s ringside fans.  Her renowned rage then kicked in however and despite agreeing to all of Ms. Liberty’s demands for a fair fight, including the unprecedented presence of second referee, the vicious vixen nonetheless rushed toward Ms. Liberty’s corner with her arms reaching out in front.  Unable to help herself, Flo lunged forward in an attempt to choke the champ with both hands but the experienced veteran was ready for her and just as the challenger drew close, Ms. Liberty delivered a hard slap to the side of her face.  

As the loud SMACK echoed around ringside, Flo was spun hallway around, her face contorted by a shocked expression as she lifted one hand to her red, stinging cheek.  But as she now faced away from her rival, her expression changed once again, this time to one of rage.  She then turned around to face Ms. Liberty once again but as she did, the champ took a couple of steps before leaping forward to slam an energetic dropkick to the middle of the smaller woman’s chest.  Jolted to the mat, Flo’s legs rolled up vertically before unfurling as shew then got onto her side and began to push herself up.  As she got to her feet however, Ms. Liberty had already launched herself backward, shooting her body forward off of the ropes to deliver an even more potent dropkick to the same region.  

Blasted down to the canvas even more violently, Flo’s bare legs rolled completely up and over head while flat on her back before they unfurled, the petite brunette remaining on her back for a few moments before she slowly began to push herself up.  The same look of shock spread across her face once again until she got to one knee before the expression of rage reappeared.  She then began to rise but just as she got to both feet, Ms. Liberty was already hurtling toward her to deliver a running forearm to her reddening breastplate.  Flo was pounded to the mat yet again before the same scenario played out and she was blasted to the canvas for a fourth time.    
With Ms. Liberty’s fan exuberant over her spirited start, Flo’s fans were furious as they booed and taunted the full-figured veteran.  But the champ was undaunted by the reaction and rushed over to her smaller adversary, seizing two handfuls of her long, black hair and ripping her onto her feet.  She then turned alongside so that they were facing in the same direction and used the grip on her hair to intensely flip her to the canvas, completing three straight tosses before finally releasing Flo’s black tresses, allowing the besieged, bikini-clad brunette to flounder around on the mat.
It was an impressive opening for the 52-year-old champ who was displaying a great deal of energy and vigor in the demoralizing onslaught of the woman half her age which left the unsuspecting Flo in a stupor.   But Ms. Liberty was just getting started however as she brazenly hauled Flo to her feet by the hair once more, this time bullying her back against the ropes before starting to shoot her forward.  As she did however, Flo managed to turn it around and reverse the fling, shooting Ms. Liberty around in a circle before firing HER forward.  Barreling ahead with her large bosom bouncing wildly from the running, Ms. Liberty rebounded off of the side ropes before returning.  As Flo rushed at her however to try and deliver a forearm to her chest, the veteran adeptly dove beneath it, rolled herself over and then whipped her legs around Flo’s to send her plunging to the canvas face first.
As the front of Flo’s meticulous body landed hard on the mat, her neck snapped forward to drive her face into the canvas, once again leaving her in a stupor.  And as the smaller woman deliriously lifted her head with her squinty, hazel-colored eyes rolling in it, the fans had a clear view of her dumbfounded wooziness.  And to all of them, regardless of their allegiance, they were stunned by the action to this point.  The mature veteran was wrestling with the youthful dynamism of a much younger woman, and her impressive onslaught of athletic, aerial attacks was something no one had expected.  And although breathing deeply, she kept her energy-level high by getting to her feet, hauling Flo up by the hair and once again shoving her back against the ropes.  
With Flo’s arms spiraling over the top rope and seemingly at the champ’s mercy now, Ms. Liberty set up alongside her before beginning a barrage of brutal knees to her hated rival’s impeccable midsection.  Repeatedly blasting her belly and ribs, Ms. Liberty’s energy level remained as high as ever while mercilessly punishing the front of Flo’s torso.
“WUMP … AAWWW … WUMP … AAWWW … WUMP … AAWWW … WUMP … AAWW!”
The chastening cadence continued for multiple blasts before Flo finally folded under the assault and dropped to one knee.  With her arms limply dangling off of the ropes while her head drooped in front of her, she was in pretty bad shape as the aggressiveness of her fan’s catcalls directed at Ms. Liberty grew louder and more offensive.  But the champ’s fans were also now more emboldened than ever although in a more positive approach, shouted their encouragement up to their favored wrestler which created an electric and loud environment throughout the arena.     
Ms. Liberty meanwhile took a much-deserved break as she set herself on the ropes alongside Flo, breathing deeply but with a satisfied smirk on her face.  This was exactly the game plan she had devised and was extremely content that she had been able to carry out to this point.  Flo had been the source of so much misery for her over the past couple of years that, to see her so depleted gave her great satisfaction.  But now it was time to get back to work as she grabbed the top rope with both hands before leaping upward, pulling her right leg out in front of her while airborne and then brutally dropping it down onto the back of Flo’s drooping head.

Pounded to the ground yet again, Flo was in serious trouble as Ms. Liberty stood up and walked down to the bottom of her legs. With the petite beauty still face down, Ms. Liberty then grabbed Flo’s right ankle and used the grip to curl the leg inward and wedge her ankle into the back of her other knee.   She then grabbed Flo’s left ankle and hauled that leg inward to lock them both in place while bent dangerously.  Screaming in pain as her head lifted, Flo’s face was twisted in agony as Ms. Liberty then knelt on the aggrieved lower limbs to bend them even more painfully before reaching up to secure a grip beneath her chin.  She then yanked up on it to bend the sinister brunette in an excruciating manner before rolling onto her back while hoisting Flo’s badly bowed body into the air.  Screaming in pain as spews of saliva hurled out of her constricted mouth, Flo nonetheless remained defiant as she struggled to speak while vigorously shaking her head in both pain and protest.
“AAHHHH ….… I’M … NOT ………. NOT …GONNA …… …..QUIT!” she sputtered insolently despite being trapped in the excruciating hold with her upended, overturned and spread body on full display.  
“OH …. I’M NOT HOLDING YOU UP THERE TO MAKE YOU QUIT!” Ms. Liberty growled back in a voice soft enough for only the dangling Flo to hear while straining to keep the hold in place.  “I JUST WANT ALL OF YOUR MISGUIDED FANS TO SEE WHAT AN EMBARRASSMENT YOU ARE! AND THEN … I’M GOING TO PIN YOU AND RETAIN MY TITLE!” 
The extraordinary revelation was completely out of character for the virtuous veteran, but there was so much bad blood between them that she couldn’t resist the opportunity to humiliate her hated foe.  But as Flo’s stretched, resplendent body quivered in pain while held aloft, Ms. Liberty finally thrust her own legs upward to eject her victim around in a whirling 180-degree spiral.  She kept hold of her arms as she spun however which prevented Flo from protecting herself from the painful faceplant she experienced as result of the landing, the entire front of her body taking a pounding as well.
Sprawled apart and face down on the mat, the petite brunette writhed in pain as her fans were growing disheartened from the overwhelming domination she was being subjected to.  She tried desperately to slither on her belly to get to ringside but Ms. Liberty got up and thwarted that attempt by reaching down to grab one of the latex straps which wrapped around one of Flo’s mouthwatering hips on her provocative suit.  Yanking up on it, she hauled Flo’s body off of the mat enough to expose her midsection before punting her foot into it to blast Flo’s already battered belly.
“AAAAWWWW …. HHAAWWW …. HAW!” Flo bellowed after being punted onto her back, in so much pain that she couldn’t decide which beaten body part to try and attend to first.  
As she suffered, Ms. Liberty took the opportunity to dip back against the side ropes and allow herself some rest.  The 52-year-old champ was breathing heavily once again from the exertion extended to this point, but she also had an oddly satiated smirk on her face as she watched her adversary struggle, all of the pre-match anxiety she had felt now gone.  
Managing to roll onto her back once again, Flo painstakingly began to crawl toward the corner as the champ watched in satisfaction.  But as Flo finally reached the corner and stretched up to grab the middle rope, Ms. Liberty slowly trudged alongside her before sending another brutal kick into her stretched, exposed midsection, this one exploding into her ribcage.
“UUUHHHHH!” howled the beset brunette as she was shot out of the corner before collapsing onto her back several feet away.  
As she stared helplessly up at the ceiling through her squinted hazel eyes, Flo moaned uncontrollably in pain with one knee bent and her arms flat out to her sides.  6 minutes had passed now in the shockingly one-sided match where she had been beaten and battered by the older woman as the insults and catcalls emanating from her fans and directed towards Ms. Liberty had been virtually silenced.
As a strong-willed, independent woman with an ornery and vindictive personality, Flo was not a sympathetic character at all, but it was hard not to feel sympathy for her based on the thrashing she had taken and the debilitated condition she was now in.  Ms. Liberty however was one of those people who felt no sympathy at all for her suffering foe, especially after having been victimized by her brutality several times in the past.  And although she normally wrestled with respect toward her opponent, that feeling of respect was noticeably absent in this case.   
Resting in the corner with her arms spread across the top ropes and one leg crossed casually in front of the other, she continued to have that satiated expression on her face as she reached up to wipe some beads of sweat from her forehead as she watched her vanquished prey writhe on the canvas.  With her large chest heaving up and down from beneath it’s tight, red, white and blue spandex top, the veteran took a deep breath, summoned her strength and then pushed herself out of the corner to continue the onslaught.
Still flat on her back with her arms now covering her bare, wounded midsection, Flo still had one leg bent at the knee as it slowly and deliberately stomped at the canvas in both pain and frustration.  Ms. Liberty approached her from the side and reached down to snatch her by the hair with both hands before ripping her onto her feet.  She bent Flo forward before wrapping one arm around her bowed head while gathering together the multiple latex straps on one side of her suit with her other hand.  Pausing to take a deep breath before bending her knees, the full-figured veteran then hoisted her smaller foe into the air, spiraling her overhead as Flo’s legs shot straight upward.
Held in that position with her overturned body fully extended vertically, Flo’s long black hair wavered down toward the ground as she was held aloft, Ms. Liberty’s legs quivering from the strain of her holding there.  But the mature veteran then began to parade Flo around the ring, something she would never have done with other opponents although in this case she was happy to make an exception.  
The buildings antiquated air conditioning system was unable to adequately cool the room from the heat being generated both inside and out of the ring, causing each woman’s body to exhibit a sheen of perspiration as Ms. Liberty continued to slowly and tediously lumber her victim to all four sides.  But her legs were gradually beginning to tremble more severely as her soft, wet belly began to droop over the tight waistband of her spandex trunks.  Sensing that her mature, full figured body was sending her a message to end the exhibition, the veteran then trudged back to the center of the ring.  But Flo then somehow managed to thrust her legs downward as the older woman couldn’t hold her, allowing her airborne victim to finally land her feet back against the canvas.  
Bent forward and still trapped in a front-facing headlock, Flo tried to power forward and drive her shoulder into Ms. Liberty’s gut but the veteran kept a tight grip on her neck to prevent the weakened smaller woman’s attack.  Instead, Ms. Liberty then raised her free arm and sent a punishing elbow down into the middle of the smaller woman’s back, driving her down to her knees while releasing her head.  Agitated and restless by the stunning action to this point, Flo’s fans then began a chant that they knew would motivate her.  
“FIGHT, FIGHT, FIGHT … FIGHT, FIGHT, FIGHT … !” they proclaimed out loud while pumping their collective fists into the air.  
Well aware of the politically-motivated connotation of the chant from her enemy’s fans, the angered Ms. Liberty then reached forward to seize Flo by the hair once again but the suddenly-inspired, petite wrestler responded with a stiff jab to her bare belly.  Although the ornery brunette was in fact inspired by the mantra, she was too weakened by this point for her inconsequential blow to cause much damage and was instead stunned when Ms. Liberty quickly reached forward to push down on the back of her head before locking her meaty thighs around it with a crushing headscissors.  Ms. Liberty then tightened her grip even more as the challenger’s head was engulfed between her thick thighs, Flo desperately wrapping her arms around the back of them in response with a feeble attempt to pry them apart.
Having no luck in separating her head from between the veteran’s meaty thighs, the headscissored woman then blindly reached for the back of Ms. Liberty’s waistband and yanked down on her trunks to expose most of her backside in the process.  Appalled, the conservative older woman frantically reached back to tug them up again, her actions allowing Flo to place her hands on the front of Ms. Liberty’s hips and push forward while pulling her head backward to dislodge it from between her legs.
As Flo gasped for air while getting to one knee, her mature opponent finished adjusting her trunks as she heard some of Flo’s fans laughing at her, her wet and moderately wrinkled face turning red with embarrassment as a result.  But slowly that blushing discomfort turned to resentment as her expressive brown eyes curled in anger before she slogged up in front of her kneeling adversary and irritably grabbed her by the hair.  
“You’re going to pay for that FLO!” the champ growled at her challenger before pulling her onto her feet, Flo rising wobblily while feebly reaching up to try and break the grip of her black tresses.
With the two women now face to face and in close proximity, Flo suddenly thrust one arm forward to grab Ms. Liberty by the throat, reverting back to her wicked ways.  But the wily champ was ready for it and quickly snatched the wrist from the choking hand with both of her own before spiraling beneath the raised arm to twist it out to her side.  Now hunched forward with her arm twisted out to her side, Flo groaned angrily from the pressure as her attacker growled at her once again.
“You’re not going to get away with that stuff tonight!  You should have quit when you had the chance” the skillful veteran barked with atypical disdain before spinning beneath the extended arm once more to tighten the corkscrew.
Jerking up before dropping back down in a hunched-over position once again, Flo squealed in pain at the pressure on her shoulder while Ms. Liberty kept a tight grip on her wrist with both hands.   The champ then jerked to the arm upward once again as Flo’s cried of pain grew more animated before finally the champ spun beneath it once more, this time flipping Flo over and onto her back.  The mature veteran then pulled her arm and fell, pounding an elbow drop into Flo’s chest.  With the smaller brunette wildly thrashing her beautiful but beaten body on the mat, Ms. Liberty paused to catch her breath, the heat and exertion of the match slowly taking its toll on the 52-year old.     
Although in great shape for a woman her age, Ms. Liberty viewed her work-outs as a “necessary evil”, something she had to do, but did not want to do.  She much preferred to work on her conditioning by training in the ring and working her impressive repertoire of moves and holds.  As a result however, her full-figured body she was now moving more slowly and deliberately.  She was still clearly in control of her younger, more fit adversary however as she prepared to deliver even more punishment.  
Flo on the other hand was obsessive about her work-outs, pushing herself to exhaustion nearly every day of the week, and it showed on her fit, healthy, petite body.  But unlike her more experienced rival, she rarely trained in the ring, her contemptuous nature discouraging any other wrestlers from training with her.  Her devotion to fitness however provided her with an impressive amount of stamina, but the pounding she was taking in this match had sapped almost all of that stamina out of her.     
As Flo’s animated floundering slowly diminished, Ms. Liberty stood over her, reaching up to wipe the sweat from her brow and brush her short, black hair back.  The satiated smirk she had worn throughout the match was now gone, replaced by an irritated though determined sneer.  And with nearly 12 minutes passed in the match at this point, she decided that it was time to put her wretched rival away, once and for all.
Reaching down, she again seized Flo by the hair and ripped her onto her feet, shoving her back against the side ropes before setting up alongside her and then gripping her by the wrist.  She then charged forward, pulling Flo along by the arm before gaining enough momentum to shoot her across the ring.  Barreling ahead, Flo’s diminutive body dipped into the ropes before being shot off of them, Ms. Liberty crouching down in anticipation.  She was prepared to seize her charging enemy by the crotch and shoulder, hoist her into the air and then deliver the finishing blow, a devastating Power Slam!  But Flo had other ideas and as she drew closer, she suddenly used her momentum to dive forward, headfirst, aiming at Ms. Liberty’s face. 
Stunned and unprepared for the impending impact, Ms. Liberty’s easy-to-read brown eyes opened with a distinct look of panic before the top of Flo’s hurtling head struck directly between them with a loud and alarming THWACK !             
As Ms. Liberty’s horrified fans looked on after multiple gasps, the veteran’s eyes visibly crossed and filled with tears as her arms whirled animatedly out to her sides while staggering backward.  She then bounced slightly off of the side ropes before involuntarily stumbling forward off of them, clearly in a stupor.  Flo meanwhile had landed near the middle of the ring and remained on the canvas, fighting through her own pain in order to continue.  This was where her obsessive fitness regimen and her compulsively callous personality took over however as she fought through the pain to slowly and wearily push herself up.  With her rejuvenated fans on their feet and cheering for the vile vixen, Flo’s face turned into it’s familiar angry scowl as she hobbled back against the side ropes directly across the ring from the stupefied champ.
Taking a deep breath, she then charged forward, getting within a few feet of her target before leaping forward, this time feetfirst.  A split second later her bare feet then pounded into Ms. Liberty’s sagging chest, burrowing into it as if they had hit a pair of overfilled water balloons.  Driven backward, Ms. Liberty’s bewildered expression twisted into a pained one as she rocketed back into the ropes, her arms spinning helplessly over the top one on either side of her body before she came to rest, wilting off of the cable.  
Flo meanwhile remained on the mat just a few feet away before painstakingly pushing herself onto her feet once again, just as slowly and deliberately as she had done a few moments ago and with equally devout determination.  She then limped up in front her sagging enemy, bending forward while grabbing the middle rope on either side of Ms. Liberty’s torso before powering forward to drive her shoulder into the champ’s soft, yielding midsection.  She continued to drive forward with her legs, burrowing so deeply into the yielding tummy that the middle of Ms. Liberty’s body from just below her chest to the top of her knees, bent into a wedge as it plunged over the ring apron from between the top 2 ropes. 
Initially the champ’s head snapped back from the impact as her face contorted in pain, but once Flo finally backed away, her head then slumped down in front of her as her body partially straightened up.  But Flo hadn’t backed out completely, still hunched over and clutching the ropes as she veered back as far as she could, stretching the ropes into the ring as she pulled on them with her trembling arms.  She then powered forward once again, this time using the leverage of the snapping cables to propel herself with even more ferocious intensity before she rammed the middle-aged wrestler’s midsection with alarming authority.
“OOHHHH!” howled the champ as her head snapped back once more, Flo’s left leg lifting involuntarily from the force she had gathered while continuing to dig deeply into her victim’s body.    
Backing out yet again, Flo stood up this time as Ms. Liberty’s head slouched down for a second time, her arms dangling limply off of the top rope like wet noodles as her knees buckled together with her legs spread out below them in opposite directions.  Sucking in oxygen, Flo then reached forward and grabbed the older woman from beneath her chin to jar her head upright.  She then dug both thumbs into the loose skin beneath the older woman’s chin while lodging all four fingers beneath each cheek bone to squash her face together in her hands.  
With her contorted face being crushed by her rival’s hands, her lips pursed in both pain and constriction, Ms. Liberty’s eyes squinted in despair as Flo moved her own face closer to bring it just inches away.
“Who’s payin’ now, huh?” Flo barked angrily into her suffering nemesis’ face while squeezing it in her hand.  “You know sumptin’ … Ms. Obesity IS the perfect name for you … ‘cause while I never miss an ab workout … you’ve obviously never even done ONE!!!”, she taunted heartlessly before continuing.  “Your body feels like a giant fuckin’ marshmallow … and your face feels like a fuckin’ blob of putty!!”          	
Unable to respond with her face being mashed, a long string of saliva then dripped out of the side of the veteran’s puckered lips as the anguished champ’s limbs started to convulse from the constriction beneath her chin.    
“HA! LOOK. SHE’S FUCKIN’ DROOLING!” the spiteful challenger blurted out, her vindictive nature sending a rush of adrenalin through her own, still aching body as she then finally released the champ’s face to allow her head to drop.
Reoccupying her grip on the middle ropes on either side of the beleaguered older woman, Flo then broke into a furious flurry of punishing shoulder blocks to repeatedly bludgeon Ms. Liberty’s belly.  
“FWUMP … OOHHH … FWUMP … OOHH … FWUMP … AAWWW …” 
With the punishing cadence continuing, the champ’s fluttering body collapsed a little bit more with each landed strike until her right arm flopped over the top rope and dangled helplessly at her side.  And after the barrage finally ended, her left arm followed suit until Flo stood back up to survey the damage.
It was a sad sight as the woman who had controlled the vast majority of the match was now left in shambles, her wobbly, buckled legs struggling to keep her upright as her back sank against the ropes.  With her arms swaying weakly at her sides, Ms. Liberty could not find the strength to lift them although the accommodating Flo assisted, grabbing the right one first to toss it back over the top cable before repeating the process to the left one.  The challenger then seized hold of the champ’s wrists and pulled inward to yank the curled and ensnared arms in toward the ring, coiling the older woman’s upper appendages over the rope as her armpits lodged against them, her slumping body straightening up in the process.
Now trapped in the precarious position, Ms. Liberty’s face grimaced in pain, her eyes red and tear-filled from the previous blow to her face while Flo then suddenly gave a last, powerful tug on the arms before hastily leaping up while pulling on them as hard as she could.  She curled her knees into her chest as she ascended before then detonating both legs forward to drive a punitive double kick right into the pit of Ms. Liberty’s already battered belly.
“OOOOHHHHHH!” wailed the stricken 52-year-old as she dropped to her still-buckled knees, her feet spreading awkwardly outward on each side while the soft skin on the underside of each arm scratched against the coarse cable while slithering downward until only her wrists remained perched on the ropes.
It was a brutal assault and drew crazed cheers from Flo’s fans as the bikini-clad assailant remained on her feet after landing the acrobatic blow.  But she wasn’t done yet as she then stormed up alongside her prey and began to climb the ropes.  Slowly and cautiously getting to the top one she then looked down, bounced herself upward and then leaped high and straight overhead, spreading her legs in the process.  As she began her descent however, she had masterfully positioned herself to trap Ms. Liberty’s head between her thighs and as they both plunged toward the canvas, their momentum carried them in toward the center of the ring.  Flo’s ass was now pressing against the back of Ms. Liberty’s head and as they dropped, the champ’s body fell forward until they landed with horrific force, Flo’s ass driving Ms. Liberty’s face frighteningly into the mat before landing atop the back of her head. 
Seemingly everyone in the room gasped; even Flo’s fans; at the violence of the collision as the champ’s unmoving body became sprawled apart while face down, Flo still sitting on her head.  The challenger then raised her slender arms high overhead before beginning a seductive, downward grind of her hips, mauling Ms. Liberty’s face into the mat in the process.
While the earlier sight of the once dominant and proud champion dangling helplessly from the ropes after Flo had bludgeoned her body was indeed a sad one, this was even worse as the spiteful challenger continued to degrade her even more.  With her arms high overhead as she stretched and showcased her gleaming, bikini-model body while continuing her bawdy, grinding dance on the virtuous older woman’s face, Flo then added insult to injury by taunting Ms. Liberty’s jeering fans.
“SO THIS IS WHO YOU CALL YOUR CHAMPION!?!?!?”  she shouted at them insolently before finally placing her hands down on the back of Ms. Liberty’s head and using it to push herself back onto her feet.       
She then began to parade arrogantly around the ring while Ms. Liberty remained face down and motionless in the center of it, the challenger prancing for her fans enjoyment as they showered her with their adoration. Flo then moved to ringside where a few of Ms. Liberty’s angry fans had gathered to condemn the ruthless younger woman, the challenger jawing back at them in glee while Ms. Liberty finally rolled onto her side and then listlessly flopped over and onto her back while staring helplessly up at the lights overhead.
The petite brunette then noticed a dedicated group of her own fans calling for her on the opposite side of the ring so she made her way over to them, cruelly stomping on and then walking across Ms. Liberty’s bare midsection along the way.  The perverted throng showered Flo with reverence as she stood proudly above them soaking in the love as they reached up to slap her hand in order to and congratulate her.  One of them even reached up onto the ring apron, imploring Flo to move her foot forward and as the wicked woman complied, he adoringly kissed her bare foot, several others then lining up to follow suit.  The debauchery was the final straw for a small handful of Ms. Liberty’s less-loyal fans who had now given up hope and started to the head the exits, unwilling to witness the final demise of their hero.  
Meanwhile, Ms. Liberty remained flat on her back in the center of the ring, her face crimson red and marred, her eyes equally red and watery while her inflamed stomach dramatically inflated and deflated from her pained and heavy breathing.  She had faced bigger, stronger, faster, more experienced and more talented opponents than Flo over her illustrious, multi-decade career but she was now about as hurt as she had ever been.  Knowing that; in the condition she was in; if she stayed there once Flo was done cavorting with her depraved fans, defeat was imminent, Ms. Liberty did the only thing she could and started to painstakingly roll herself toward the side of the ring where her own fans remained.  She got to ringside before Flo noticed and then rolled herself out of it, clutching onto the ring apron to prevent herself from dropping completely to the ground.  Now leaning onto the outside of the ring with one hand desperately clutching the bottom rope while her arm plopped limply down onto the ring apron as her wobbly legs struggled to hold her upright, the champ turned to watch the outside referee; whom she had specifically requested for this match; rush over and warn her to get back in the ring.
“10 seconds Ms. Liberty!  You’ve got 10 seconds to get back into the ring or your disqualified!” he barked before beginning his count.
By this time however, Flo noticed what was going on and rushed over, now concerned that if the champ was disqualified, the title might not change hands.  So with the count now reaching 5, she decided to exit the ring and get the champ back inside ring herself.  As she then hastily set herself alongside the slumped champ, her exit halted the count as the outside ref then barked at HER.
“10 seconds Flo … you’ve both got 10 seconds to get back in the ring or your BOTH disqualified!” he instructed.   
Frantically, Flo snatched 2 handfuls of the slouched older woman’s short, wet hair and used the grip to haul her head upright before veering it back and then slamming her already bruised face down into the ring apron.  Ms. Liberty’s voluptuous body floundered around uncontrollably before collapsing onto the edge of the canvas once again but Flo moved quickly to grab her by her inner thigh and hoist her thick leg up, struggling to lift it before finally dropping it onto the mat above.  She then rolled the other one up onto canvas as well until the champ’s beaten body was now resting horizontally, just beneath the ropes.  Flo then hopped up onto the ring apron herself before using her bare feet to shove the older woman’s body beneath them as the count reached 8!  She then feverishly stepped between the bottom 2 ropes with her leg, resting her foot inside of the ring right before she could be counted out.  The outside ref then stopped the count, waving his arms to indicate that she had avoided the count-out, the inside ref following suit as Flo’s fans erupted in cheers.
Flo’s earlier extended celebration; from her chastising Ms. Liberty’s fans to the deviant idol and foot worshipping ritual carried out by her own fans; had provided the champ with some desperately needed recovery time.  And when combined with Ms. Liberty’s subsequent though short-lived escape from the ring, she had at least avoided the inevitable pin.  But she had also nonetheless taken a few more blows along the way, so as she lay there near the bottom ropes urgently trying to recuperate, even her most loyal fans were skeptical that she could get out of this predicament. 
Their fears seemed justified as Flo then re-entered the ring completely, stormed over to Ms. Liberty and grasped her by the ankles, hoisting her legs up before beginning to drag her on her back toward the center of the ring.  Before she was hauled much further however, the champ managed to grab the bottom rope and hold on for her life.  Flo tried to pull her off of them but the veteran kept her desperate grasp of the cable, her body now spread open as her stretched arms quivered from the strain of holding on.  Frustrated and angry, Flo then moved between her rivals spread and elevated legs before lifting her own right leg while bending it at the knee.  With her toes pointed upward, the challenger then forcefully thrust the point of her heel downward to spear the pit of her flattened victim’s ravaged stomach with a vicious strike.
“OOHHHH …. HHOO … HHOO!” howled the tormented veteran as her hands released the rope before she was hauled along helplessly with her arms draggling flat above her head.
Reaching her intended destination in the center of the ring, Flo then dropped the bulky limbs before dropping herself down onto Ms. Liberty’s large, yielding chest.  She then reached up and seized Ms. Liberty’s wrists to pin them to the mat, the champ now in her most perilous position yet with her flattened arms stretched flat above her head.  The ref then dove in and checked the writhing champ’s shoulders, looking at them from a couple of different angles before he slapped the mat once, and then a second time.  
With Flo’s fans on their feet and screaming in joyful exuberance, Ms. Liberty franticly managed to lift her right shoulder just enough to halt the count before it reached its conclusion, Flo barking at him angrily.  But the challenger then adjusted her grip, sliding her hands down Ms. Liberty’s arms until she was now pushing into her smooth, wet armpits while concurrently sliding herself down the front of Ms. Liberty’s body until she had slithered off of her chest and became seated on her stomach.  
The ref meanwhile continued to check the champ’s shoulders to determine if they had become pinned once again, but Flo then hastily elevated her own backside before powering it down to drive it into the champ’s lower belly.  With Ms. Liberty’s flattened body twitching in pain as she howled out loud, Flo ground her rump down into the spongy, capitulating mass of skin as her fans erupted in cheers, the challenger lifting her arms overhead and swaying them in the air with a sinister smirk on her face as she once again provocatively and heartlessly gyrated on top of the helpless champ. 
 “no … no … no”, the veteran pleaded weakly with her wincing face rolling from side to side as the swiveling Flo took the opportunity to taunt her yet again.
“How fuckin’ pathetic!” she blurted out.  “The mighty champion begging for mercy!  Don’t you know me by now?!?!?” the cruel challenger then warned before lifting herself and then cold-heartedly plopping down onto the older woman’s paunch once again.
“OOOHHHHH!” howled the embattled champ as the soft, pale, malleable skin on her midsection caved into the attack, her legs now bent at the knees as the equally soft, pale and malleable skin of her inner thighs also quivered uncontrollably as she defenselessly stomped her foot against the mat. 
Satisfied at the damage she had done, Flo finally pushed herself up and off of her as the distraught, grieving veteran unconsolably curled herself into the fetal position.  Laying on her side as her soft, wet, shimmering body shuddered in pain, Ms. Liberty’s soft moans were drowned out by the sadistic cheers of Flo’s fans as the challenger headed toward the corner, seemingly to prepare to execute her finisher.  Her immoral minions continued to shout for their villainous antihero to dish out even more punishment but the former champ was now single-minded with the return of her rightful title now well within in her sights.
Her successes in the ring to this point had been predominantly due to her unbridled aggression, blatant disregard for the rules and impressive level of fitness.  But she had decided that in her impending second go-round as champion, she would reset her reputation to be seen as a more well-rounded wrestler, and the best way to do that would be to take her title back via a spectacular finisher.  
Despite the disastrous start, her well-defined strategy of taking away the larger and more experienced veteran’s size and strength advantage by weakening and punishing Ms. Liberty’s midsection at every opportunity had worked to perfection.  It was a strategy she had used successfully against her in previous victories over the older woman, and now it was time to reap the rewards as she paused in the corner, stretching her arms while holding onto the ropes in the corner and sucking in a few deep breaths.
Ms. Liberty meanwhile was proof of that success as she tediously rolled onto her stomach before propping herself up onto her elbows and knees.  She then clutched her throbbing abdomen with one of her arms while still kneeling, the bumps of her spine protruding out from the wet, pale skin of her back as she did so.  She knew that she had to get up in order to avoid Flo’s next attack but the core of her body was in so much pain that any movement she made was agonizing.
As she continued to fight through the pain however, her attacker had begun to ascend the ropes in the corner, placing her bare feet onto the bottom ropes, and then the pushing herself onto the middle ones before pausing to regain her balance as she clutched the top one with her hands.  Ms. Liberty’s remaining fans did their best to frantically shout their warnings and encouragement up to her but the immoral majority of Flo’s fans easily drowned them out as the petite brunette methodically and cautiously climbed to the top ropes, concentrating intently and looking a bit shaky as she battled to steady herself.  With her svelte body shimmering under the lights while on full display from beneath her skimpy, latex outfit, the devious assailant gradually stood erect, taking a quick sigh of relief as she stabilized herself while facing out toward the crowd.  
As her fans watched their favored wrestler’s face closely, its expression looked nervous and apprehensive as she gingerly turned herself around, carefully balancing her feet on the tope rope while anxiously biting her lower lip and twirling her arms out to her sides to maintain her balance. Once she completed her meticulous rotation however, her visage turned back to its usual sinister snarl as looked out to locate her target.  But her slow pace and focus on her own stability had allowed Ms. Liberty to crawl unnoticed to the side ropes and as her younger brunette adversary finally spotted her there, a look of alarm stretched across Flo’s face.  Ms. Liberty then hastily lunged up to grab the top rope and; summoning all of her strength; tugged on the cable as hard as she could.    
As a result, Flo’s feet slipped off of the fluctuating cables causing her to abruptly tumble downward, her suddenly spread legs straddling the top turnbuckle as she plummeted.  Her crotch then slammed down hard against the metal corner support as all of the color drained from her olive-toned skin while her face twisted in torment.  Her magnificent body then paused momentarily in an upright, seated position before the top part collapsed downward while her legs sailed upward in the opposite direction, the right one hooking the middle cable on the way down while the left one remained straight up with the back of her calf becoming wedged against the top turnbuckle to keep it erect.
Hanging like a piece of laundry from a clothesline, Flo’s right leg remained curled over the rope, her neck bent awkwardly below her as the back of her head came to rest on the canvas. Her boisterous fans were stunned by the shocking turn of events as the arena grew eerily silent until finally Ms. Liberty’s fans came to life and frantically cheered for their suffering hero to recover and attack.
With over 20 minutes passed in the grueling, tale of two cities match, Flo was now in serious trouble after having completely controlled much of it.  Despite her perilous and defenseless predicament however, the question remained uncertain as to whether or not the 52-year-old Ms. Liberty could rally to overcome the ferocious body assault she had been victimized by.  Still on her knees, the champ shook her head vigorously to try and do just that before slowly and painstakingly using the ropes to push herself back onto her feet.  
Resting against them for a few moments, her large, spandex-wrapped chest hung over the top rope as she breathed heavily before finally turning to trudge sluggishly down them and toward the corner where Flo hung.  With the ref standing directly alongside her once she reached her destination, the full-figured veteran then clutched onto the top rope for support with one hand while pushing against Flo’s upended hip with the other.  She then set herself before firing a weak though well-placed knee into the younger woman’s flat midsection.  
Flo’s dangling body splayed wildly as a result before Ms. Liberty; her emotions getting the best of her; uncharacteristically placed the sole of wrestling boot onto her hated rival’s throat, pressing down on it to choke her.  Flo’s arms flailed wildly in response before the ref barked at Ms. Liberty to step off of her and then angrily began a barking count.  Stepping off as the count reached two, Ms. Liberty seemed to snap out of it while turning toward the ref who growled a warning to her.  
“First and final warning Ms. Liberty!  If you get another, you’re disqualified!”
Looking regretful and contrite, the champ nodded her head meekly in agreement as the ref then moved between them to shield Flo from any further attacks.  He then ordered the veteran to a neutral corner before he began to gingerly uncoil Flo’s leg from the corner.  Ms. Liberty meanwhile obediently followed his instructions as she backed away, still breathing heavily and standing a bit hunched over as she once again cradled her aching, red belly with one arm.   
With Flo dropping to the mat in the corner after being untangled by the ref, she curled into the same fetal position which Ms. Liberty had assumed just a few minutes earlier.  The champ however knew that she couldn’t let her linger there for long so she took a deep breath and lumbered over to her, reaching down to seize her by the ankle and then dragging her on her back to the center of the ring.  She then hauled Flo’s short, shapely leg into the air before wrapping her own leg around it and then pushing down to trap her in a painful Step Over Toe Hold.  
“AAAAHHHHH!” howled Flo in a deep, pained screech as her limb was twisted and bent, Ms. Liberty pitching her own body downward to intensify the pressure.
Frantically slapping the canvas on both sides of her body, Flo’s squeals grew louder and more urgent as the champ continued to work on her leg, the ref then diving down alongside Flo’s head to ask if she was ready to submit.
“FUCK YOU! …. AAAAHHHHH!” the challenger barked back at him before howling in pain once more, Ms. Liberty then dipping down even more to increase the pressure.
But the suffering Flo then abruptly managed to cock her free leg and fire it forward before the veteran could react and as a result, Ms. Liberty took a forceful stomp into her already aggrieved belly.  Breaking her grip while stumbling backward and clutching her throbbing midsection, the 52-year-old felt all of the pain return as she staggered back against the side ropes, Flo rolling onto her side before groggily getting back to her feet.  The scornful glare had returned to the challenger’s face as she hobbled over to her rival, Ms. Liberty trying to straighten up as she approached although the younger woman angrily reached in and snatched two handfuls of her short, black hair before the champ could defend herself.  Hauled forward while hunched over, Ms. Liberty was dragged to the center of the ring but then abruptly powered herself upright, wedging her own arms between Flo’s and then spiraling them outward to break the grip on her hair.    
With the challenger momentarily stunned by the escape, the champ then cocked one leg and fired it forward in an attempt to stomp at her gut but at this stage of the match, the older woman lacked the intensity and speed to achieve it.  Instead the younger, faster woman managed to seize hold of the leg and pull her forward by it, Ms. Liberty hopping on her other leg while her arms whirled out to her sides in an attempt to keep her balance.  But she then managed to steady herself just enough to hop up while swiping her free leg sideways and sweep it into the side of Flo’s legs, knocking her over in the process.  
Unable to stay upright herself, both women toppled to the ground as they each battled to get to their feet first, youth once again prevailing as Flo got up first while Ms. Liberty only managed to only get to one knee by that time.  The challenger then rushed in and aggressively snatched two handfuls of the champ’s hair, angrily ripping her up into a hunched over position and jostling her head around before letting go to raise her arms high overhead.  Before she could slam her fists into Ms. Liberty’s back however, the older woman suddenly wrapped her arms around Flo’s waist and powered forward, driving with her legs to shove the backpedaling smaller woman against the side ropes.     
Moving with renewed energy and intensity, the champ then dug her shoulder into Flo’s gut while still clutching her by the torso before straightening up to hoist her petite enemy onto her shoulder.  She then dumped her off of it, Flo falling to the canvas back-first although the less experienced brunette had the presence of mind to lunge her arms forward while falling and grab the veteran by the back of her thighs.  Adeptly curling her spine upon landing, Flo’s momentum carried her over while pulling on the champ’s legs to execute an impressive sunset flip.  
Shockingly, Ms. Liberty was now rolled up with her legs curled over her head and the front of Flo’s body lodged against her backside while clutching her from her around her waist.  Trapped in that position, the overturned veteran was painfully aware of her grave dilemma as she frantically kicked her legs in the air.  All of the fans recognized the gravity of the situation as well with the challenger’s followers leaping to their feet and cheering while the champ’s devotees shouted desperately for Ms. Liberty to break free.
The ref meanwhile dove down near Ms. Liberty’s head to do his job, checking her shoulders before lifting his right arm high overhead, holding there in dramatic fashion before slapping the mat once.   As he raised it again, the champ’s panicked kicks grew even more desperate as she heard the second thump of his count, Flo sneering in satisfaction as she nodded her head up and down in celebratory fashion.  He then elevated his arm for the final time but as it descended, the mature veteran somehow managed to thrust her weight to the side, rolling both of them over before the title change became official.
As a mix of boos and cheers erupted, a frustrated Flo rolled onto her hip and paused, her face curling in anger as she glared at her rival who remained face down.  But as Ms. Liberty tried to shake off the near disaster while getting onto her hands and knees, the enraged smaller woman quickly burst upward and stormed over to her, lifting her leg before violently and resentfully stomping down on the back of the older woman’s head.    The forceful blow pounded Ms. Liberty’s face into the canvas before it emphatically ricocheted back up, her entire body then shooting backward.
With her arms whirling out to her sides as she fell, the champ was blasted onto her back, her large chest shuddering uncontrollably from beneath her sparkling blue top as she landed.  With both arms now flat and quivering above her head, her right leg lifted involuntarily, hovering upright for a few more moments before plopping back down, her face twisted in pain and confusion as she lay there.  Her head then began to roll from side to side in a stupor as her left leg slowly and monotonously kicked at the canvas while Flo moved alongside her, staring down at her trodden nemesis.  It appeared as if the younger assailant was about to taunt her rival but instead, she abruptly lifted her leg and sent a punishing stomp into Ms. Liberty’s laid-bare belly.
“OOOHHHHHH!” howled the embattled champ as both ends of her body ejected upward, her knees nearly meeting her face before she unfurled and fell flat once more.  
Rolling onto her side, Ms. Liberty was in aguish as she then rolled onto her stomach before dolefully pushing herself onto her knees and elbow, her other arm covering her mauled midsection.  But Flo felt no sympathy as she reached down and grabbed the waistband on the back of the champ’s trunks and yanked her down onto her back once again.  Collapsing to the mat, her impotent arms falling limply over her head yet again, the susceptible champ was then met with another vicious stomp to her soft, swollen stomach.
“OOOOOOOOO! ” cried the crushed champ as her heartbreaking, anguished sobs grew louder.
With her most loyal followers distressed by what was happening, some of them visibly distraught, Ms. Liberty managed to roll over and crawl to the side ropes.  And as Flo menacingly followed her, those fans who had seen the vindictive brunette wrestle before were the most fearful of all, knowing what she was capable of.  Surprisingly however, Flo did not attack; at least not yet; content to follow and watch her older victim struggle while dropping into a seated position beneath the ropes before wearily reaching up to grab the top one with one hand.  
Unaware that her attacker was standing directly behind her, the depleted champ continued to hold onto the cable with one hand while her other arm wrapped around her raw midsection.  With her upper body stretched to one side she then rolled into a kneeling position with her backside dropping down onto the back of her legs, pausing there as she faced out into the boisterous crowd.  You could see the exhaustion on her face and the despair in her squinting, expressive brown eyes as she lingered there, extended upward while gazing outward in search of any means of inspiration.     
The particular side of the ring where she was facing however housed a large contingent of overzealous young men, all of whom were ardent Flo supporters and therefore very unkind to the embattled veteran.  So as Ms. Liberty peered out at them and listened to their insensitive vilification, it only added to her emotional distress, the virtuous veteran unable to understand how so many people could be so supportive of such a despicable human being as Flo.  She nonetheless resumed her recovery, grabbing the top rope with both hands to continue her arduous ascent, still unaware that the object of those cruel fan’s affection remained hovering directly behind her.
Finally getting both feet beneath her, the weakened Ms. Liberty slumped down onto the top rope with both arms dropping over it, her legs wobbly and unstable.  She then heard Flo’s self-satisfied and arrogant cackling coming from behind her and finally realized just how close by she was.  Before she could react however, the smaller woman grabbed the top rope alongside her and used the grip to launch her legs around, spiraling them out through the top two ropes before they whirled back inward to strike the champ in her bountiful, sagging bosom. 
The blow shot the full-figured woman off of the cable and sent her tumbling back into the ring before she landed on the back of her shoulders and then spectacularly spun over, landing face down.  Flo meanwhile threw herself against the ropes, shooting her body off of them before jumping up with her arm out and bent at the elbow.  She then plummeted toward her target but the champ somehow managed to roll out of the way, just in time to cause the challenger’s extended elbow to slam against the canvas.  
The painful impact drew an angry growl from the smaller woman as she rolled onto her side and grabbed the aching joint while Ms. Liberty laboriously pushed herself onto one knee.  Pausing there to suck in a few deep breaths, the champ was still in too much pain to progress however as Flo got to one knee herself, both of them just a foot or so apart and facing each other as the rowdy and energetic crowd roared with anticipation.      
The champ then suddenly lunged forward, using all of her strength to pound a forearm into Flo’s pert and perfectly proportioned bosom.  The blow caused the wincing, smaller challenger to pitch backward as the sluggish larger woman wearily collapsed against her while dropping to both knees.  As the front of their bodies were now pressed together, Flo recovered quickly before shoving one hand into Ms. Liberty’s face, pushing her backward while using her other arm to retaliate and deliver a matching forearm to the busty older woman’s boobs.
Jarred back while still on her knees as her bouncing mounds fluttered from beneath her blue, spandex top, Ms. Liberty’s arms whirled out to her sides before she regained her balance and fired back with a similar strike.  This one jolted Flo onto both knees as her torso shrank backward, her face twisted and her eyes wincing.  As she pitched back upright however and attempted to continue the foray, Ms. Liberty met her with her another forearm, this time to the side of her face and leaning into it with all of her body weight.  As a result, Flo reeled to the side before dropping to the mat, holding the side of her face as she lay there.          
Desperate to capitalize on the much-needed opportunity, the fatigued champ then plunged forward on top of her, forcing Flo onto her back before squishing the front of her hips down onto that same body part of Flo.  Kneeling with her legs straddling Flo’s body as the inner edges of her knees wedged tightly against the outside of Flo’s hips, she then reached up and struggled to corral Flo’s arms, her significant size and weight advantage playing a key role in allowing her to confine the smaller woman.  She then secured a grip on Flo’s wrists and stretched her arms above her head while pressing them against the canvas, her voluptuous form engulfing the smaller woman’s bikini-model-like body.  
Frantically squirming and writhing beneath her, the panicked Flo then began to utilize one of her own advantages however in order to avoid being pinned, namely her impressive level of fitness.  “Never missing a leg day”, the petite brunette’s soft and succulent inner thighs masked a well-developed musculature beneath them and she used that leg strength to kick, flail, bridge and twist them in every direction.  As a result, her entire body rotated accordingly preventing her full-figured rival from keeping her shoulders pinned, even as the ref kneeled next to them and watched them closely.    
Wriggling on top of her, the champ’s oversized chest drooped down just inches away from Flo’s face, her voluptuous figure engulfing the challenger’s petite frame as they each strained and moaned with exertion.  Still keeping her at bay but unable to sustain a pin of her shoulders, Ms. Liberty was surprised by Flo’s strength and knew that she had to find a way to restrain those energetically flailing legs in order to eliminate the leverage they were providing so that she could finally attain the pin.  As a result, she then decided to try and stretch her own lower limbs downward and wrap them around Flo’s in an effort to lock them in a grapevine hold.  
Very cognizant of her already drained and rapidly diminishing strength from the amount of energy being expended to keep her resolute rival under control, Ms. Liberty knew that she had to implement that strategy quickly.  But with Flo thrashing both limbs so fervently, she could not get them under control as another minute passed.  And so, with the challenger’s arms still pinned, she then first stretched her own right leg downward in an attempt to entwine it around Flo’s left one, masterfully accomplishing that on the one leg to complete the first phase of the grapevine.
Aware of what the champ was attempting to do, Flo continued to frantically squirm and contort herself, kicking her free leg furiously so that it couldn’t be contained as both her anger and anxiety grew.
“GGRRRR … GET … THE … FUCK … OFF … OF … ME … YOU …”, she growled angrily up at her captor.
Fed up with the verbal abuse she had been subjected to throughout the match however, the typically moral and honorable veteran then performed another uncharacteristic maneuver, muzzling her enemy before she could complete the sentence by dropping her expansive bosom down onto Flo’s face.  Now the ENTIRE top half of Flo was completely consumed, including her whole head as it was buried beneath the hefty, fleshy mounds of blue spandex while her free leg thrusted erratically around.  
Having never officiated a pro wrestling match where an intentional breast smother was used as a tactic, the ref looked confused about what to do next.  Finally deciding to err on the side of caution however, he then ordered Ms. Liberty to relent although he did not issue an official warning which would have been the champ’s second and disqualified her.  
Complying with the command, the top-heavy veteran then lifted her chest, freeing the slender challenger’s panting face as her head rolled hysterically from side to side.  But within seconds, the still-flattened Flo then voraciously protested the asphyxiation while still catching her breath.
“SHE … <pant> … SHOULD … BE … <pant> … DISQUALIFIED!”   
“Oh shut up Flo!”, the irritated champ shot back down at her while glaring into her face.
As she did however, the gasping brunette suddenly lunged her head upward to strike the point of her forehead directly between the unsuspecting Ms. Liberty’s eyes with a thunderous THWACK!  Blasted by a second dangerous headbutt in exactly the same spot as the first, Ms. Liberty was left insentient and punch-drunk as her eyes visibly rolled back in her head and filled with tears, just like they had done before.  But even more alarmingly, her body went limp and her grip slackened allowing Flo to summon her own strength and reverse their positions by rolling the champ onto her back as she spiraled over on top of her.       
With Flo now in the perilously dominant position, the delirious veteran’s arms involuntarily folded flaccidly above her head as her smaller rival then pushed down against the top of her indolent, steamrolled victim’s underarms before copying the tactic just used against her.  Dropping her own chest down onto Ms. Liberty’s face, her sweaty breasts lacked the heft of her victim’s weapons were nonetheless more than large enough to engulf her head.  But just to be sure, she then pushed them together from both sides to encircle the champ’s face between them and add to their suffocating effectiveness.  The ref meanwhile dove down next to them and seemed prepared to issue a warning although Flo forestalled it.  
“IF YOU DIDN’T DISQUALIFY HER …” the contemptible challenger then yelled up at the ref, “THEN DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT TRYING TO WARN ME!”                  
He once again looked confused as to how to handle this unorthodox situation as Ms. Liberty lay there, too dazed by the devastating blow to her head to offer any signs of physical protest.  With her legs spread and just laying limply below her, the champ was left inert as Flo then agitated her bosom down onto her face, grinding it back and forth to pitifully roll the older woman’s head along with it in demeaning fashion.  With her fans out of their minds with excitement, Flo then finally ended the smothering by lifting her chest and sitting upright atop her.
With their hero flattened precariously meanwhile, the champ’s most loyal fans nonetheless still held out hope as they shouted their desperate encouragement up to her.  Many of them had seen her legendary resilience and resourcefulness come into play before, allowing her to somehow steal a victory from imminent defeat, even under the most dire circumstances. And they still held out hope that it could happen again.  But Flo was determined to shatter those hopes as she reached up to secure Ms. Liberty’s wrists, hauling her slack arms straight up and over head, pinning them to the mat as they framed her delirious face. 
“NOW COUNT THIS OLD BITCH OUT!”, she barked to the still confounded officiant who complied with her demand, moving in and slapping the mat melodramatically.
Shockingly, the embattled champ somehow had the presence of mind to roll her right shoulder just an inch or so off of the canvas before the count of three, the ref forced to relent as his waved his arms to signal that the match went on.  Undeterred however, Flo then repeated an earlier maneuver while in this same position by sliding herself down the front of Ms. Liberty’s body until she became seated on her spongy, lower stomach.  
Kneeling with the inside of both knees lodged against the sides of the veteran’s ribcage as she ground down on her battered belly, Flo then elevated her own backside, leaving it hovering in the air before propelling it downward to hurl it into the champ’s lower belly.  
“AAAWWWW … HAW ... HAAAAW!” blubbered the champ as her legs raised several inches before dropping while Flo slid back up the front of her body and plopped down onto her chest.
Once again securing a grip of her wrists she pulled Ms. Liberty’s submissive arms straight up over head yet again, the 52-year-old too routed to resist as the ref moved in.  With Flo glaring down proudly and arrogantly into her helpless and resigned face, Ms. Liberty refused to give in despite the fact that she was exhausted and that both her wrists and shoulders were pinned, she tried to dig deep as the ref dove in and started to count her out.  Waiting to the last possible moment, she then finally planted her feet, arched her back and gave a pelvic thrust with everything she had.  The bridge still wasn’t strong enough to eject Flo, but as she reached the height of her arch, the champ then twisted her body as well, the momentum of both maneuvers rolling the challenger off of her.  
Spiraling onto her side, Flo remained there for several seconds, her face twisted in anger before she finally punched the mat in frustration, rolling over and pushing herself back to her feet.  Meanwhile, Ms. Liberty had rolled onto her stomach and then propped herself up on her hands and knees, shaking her head to try and clear the cobwebs before gazing groggily to ringside.  
She noticed Patricia, the aspiring wrestler whom the veteran had agreed to train with a few weeks earlier and who had also been victimized by Flo.  Standing there along with her husband.  the couple had rushed over to the ring apron as both of them zealously encouraged the champ to recover and get up although they were distressed by the return gaze she gave them.  Ms. Liberty’s normally bright and expressive eyes were now bloodshot and beleaguered, the couple trying to hide their distress as they continued to try and motivate her.  They watched in dread as Flo approached, the champ unable to hide the dispirited look in her squinting eyes before her head dropped.  Her assailant then moved forebodingly alongside her while also noticing the couple at ringside.     
“Well look who’s here, the wannabe wrestler!”, Flo shouted at them mockingly, “I can’t believe you have the courage to show your face here again after what I did to you the last time!”, she continued before, with her victim still on all fours, cupping her foot beneath Ms. Liberty’s chin to cradle it on the top of her ankle and then disrespectfully raising her bowed head to address her.  “Whatta ya say Ms. Obesity, should we invite her into the ring for old times’ sake?  Might be a nice flashback for you!”
The arrogant Flo was referring to the leadup to her first pro match when Alexi, the owner of the federation, asked Ms. Liberty to train both Flo and a fellow first-timer named Barbara before their introductory match.  Not only did Flo defeat Barbara in that one-sided match, but she then challenged both of them to wrestle against her in a special 2-on-1 handicap match, where she beat them both!   
But the challenger quickly refocused and went to work, lowering her foot to release Ms. Liberty’s face as the champ then pushed herself onto her knees while lamely reaching up to try and grab her.  The younger woman easily pushed through the attempt however and seized a handful of the older woman’s short, wet, black hair with one hand.  She then ripped her head up without resistance before lodging her other hand beneath her chin and using the double-sided grip to haul the reluctant veteran onto her feet.  
As she rose, Ms. Liberty remained slumped forward with her shoulders noticeably slouched and her arms hanging limply at her sides while swaying feebly back and forth.  With Flo stationed directly in front of and facing her, the champ was helpless as the younger woman then forced her head down before lodging it between her spread thighs and then clamping them together to lock it in place.  Bent forward now with her arms still hanging as they began to weakly swirl out to her sides, the older woman’s sweat-soaked and now pasty-looking back twinkled under the lights as it remained horizontal.  Flo then reached down the sides of the champ’s torso before snatching hold of the hem on each hip of her trunks and giving a forceful tug.  As a result, the blue, spandex shorts were forced upward to form a “V” shape and leave the older woman’s large, pale butt-cheeks partially exposed.    
With her arms still faintly whirling out to her sides and her legs now engaged in a slow, high-step trot, the bowed buxom brunette was too harried to feel the pain of the wedgie or the embarrassment of her circumstances.  And with Flo’s inner thighs lodged against her ears, she thankfully couldn’t hear the laughter either.   But Flo wasn’t done with the hunched-over older woman yet as she then reached down and snatched the back of her waistband before tearing up on it even more.  Consequently, the entire back of Ms. Liberty’s trunks disappeared and became lodged into the fissure between her buns, her entire backside now humiliatingly exposed.  
As a result, Ms. Liberty’s legs jogged-in-place even more quickly and urgently now, the soft skin on both the back of her thighs and bare bottom jiggling wildly with each step she took.  She then blindly reached around and held onto Flo’s hips, making a half-hearted attempt to pull on them although she was too drained for that to be successful.  But Flo then abruptly dropped, pulling her legs out in front of her as she plunged downward while keeping her thighs locked together before violently driving Ms. Liberty’s face into the canvas with a brutal, sit-down slam.
With a horrified gasp from the fans nearby, Flo’s nicely-rounded and partially exposed ass flattened from the landing while blasting Ms. Liberty’s face into the mat, her drooping chest then following sequentially before the front her of levelled body collided with the canvas too.  The buxom, brutalized brunette then bounded upward before involuntarily spinning over and onto her back, her legs spread open beneath her as one arm fell across her seated, petite aggressor’s lap. 
As the champ lay there, her reddened stomach swelled while filling with air from her deep breaths before sinking back in once she dispersed it, that tempo continuing as she remained incoherently on her back.  Flo then disrespectfully pushed the slackened arm off of her and got back to her feet while at ringside, Patricia and her husband looked on in despair.  They had joined the chorus of gaspers upon witnessing the devastating blow, her husband actually turning away sorrowfully upon impact.  But his wife kept watching and felt obliged to try and somehow help her friend by intervening and beginning to chastise Flo in a desperate attempt to distract her.      
“You’re still here?!?!” Flo barked at her while strutting to ringside above her.  “Whatta you wanna kiss my feet too?!?!” she chided. 
“I don’t want to kiss your feet … I want to break your leg!” the angry, aspiring wrestler shot back.
“You want a piece of me?!?!  Then come on up!” Flo shouted back.  
“I’m not coming up … you come down here!” Patricia barked back in an attempt to get Flo to leave the ring and hopefully be disqualified.
But the challenger was too smart for that and instead waved her hand at the outside ref, pompously instructing him to remove them from ringside.  He then called a security guard who escorted Patricia and her husband back to their seats while she watched them be reluctantly shepherded away as she cackled out loud.
Meanwhile Ms. Liberty had used the break to prop herself up onto her knees although her right cheek remained implanted against the canvas to curl her body into a triangular wedge.  With her arms stretched limply at her sides, she remained in that position as her milky-white, bare bottom projected up into the air.  The tan lines from the modest swimsuits she had worn while occasionally sunbathing were on display now, the deep creases which defined the separation between her cheeks and thighs acting as the dividing line between her disparate skin tones.  She then managed to raise her weary arms and try to dislodge her imbedded trunks from her butthole, fidgeting and pulling although without much success.  Her reprieve was about to end however as her smug assailant sashayed up behind her, staring down at her struggles before once again cackling out loud.  
“They’re in too deep, eh chubby?!?!” Flo yapped insultingly before placing her barefoot onto Ms. Liberty’s right cheek and pushing her down to the mat.
Falling face-first to the canvas, Ms. Liberty’s head landed just below the side ropes as her uncovered cushions again shook freely.  Flo then grabbed her by the ankles and began to drag her back to the middle of the ring, the veteran reaching up in a desperate attempt to grab the bottom cable although she could not do it.  Instead she was forced to continue her humbling journey on her stomach before they finally reached the center of the ring where Flo then dropped her legs.
Aside from Patricia and her husband, Ms. Liberty’s most devoted fans and friends remained watching intently.  And though this particular situation was heartbreaking for them to watch, in a show of both loyalty and solidarity, they still continued to hold out hope that she could somehow find way to recover.  Once again however, Flo was unwavering in her mission to crush those hopes and take back her title. But rather than go for another pin attempt, she instead marched angrily around her victim’s prone body before settling above her head with a vindictive snarl on her face.  
She then reached down and snatched two handfuls of the champ’s hair before starting to haul her back onto her knees.  Ms. Liberty was like dead weight however so it was a struggle for the diminutive challenger although her renowned obstinance kicked in as she growled out loud while slowly and tediously lugging her up.  The wavering champ was finally ripped to her knees however and looked overpowered, teetering back and forth with her arms still hanging flaccidly at her sides as several wisps of her wet, black hair dangled on her forehead.  Her eyes showed her exhaustion and sorrow but then suddenly she lunged forward, wrapping her previously apathetic arms around Flo’s thighs to lodge them together in a bear hug.  Stunned by the unexpected offensive, Flo whirled her arms out to her sides to maintain her balance before her anger returned as she raised both arms over her head while curling her hands together in a conjoined fist.  Before she could drive them downward however, the desperate champ pushed all of her considerable weight against the challenger’s abutted legs causing them to both topple over.                  
As Flo fell straight rearward, the back of her neck landed on the middle rope and snapped over it in frightening fashion, her body splaying apart and finally coming to rest with her head propped on it and one arm stretched above it while the other curled behind it to grab at her stinging neck.  Her normally squinty eyes were squinted even more dramatically now as she stared up at the ceiling, her angry expression wiped away and replaced by painful disorientation as her splendid, sweaty, body stretched out into the ring.  Ms. Liberty meanwhile; with a much-needed advantage now; rolled onto her hands and knees and crawled up in front of her, getting to her knees between Flo’s languid, spread legs.  But she was so drained that she simply collapsed forward, the front of her body plopping down onto the smaller woman to completely engulf it as her arms then drooped over the cable on either side of Flo’s head to trap the challenger’s arms beneath them. 
With the middle rope sagging down significantly from the weight of both women, Ms. Liberty’s chest dropped down just inches from Flo’s face, all 175 pounds of her sweat-soaked voluptuousness squashing the slender, beautifully proportioned 105-pound challenger.  The drained champ then gradually battled to lift herself as she sluggishly reached up to grab the top ropes, her arms spread wide as she paused while hanging there in exhaustion.  Her still exposed backside then dipped onto the back of her legs, the drained veteran suspended in that position for several more seconds before sucking in a few more deep breaths as a droplet of sweat dripped off of her face and down onto Flo’s wet cleavage.  But the champ then finally pulled on the cables to lug her upper body upright once more and get to one knee, snatching a handful of hair from the still-dangling Flo with one hand while keeping the other tightly clenched around the top rope for support.  She then slowly and tediously pushed herself up and onto her feet while hauling her disoriented rival with her, forcing her back onto the ropes before once again collapsing against her.
This time Ms. Liberty’s bosom spread apart with Flo’s face unintentionally lodged into it, the sagging breasts submerging the petite woman’s head for a few seconds before the champ pulled back and steadied herself to stand as erect as her battered body would allow.  Flo then sunk a punch into the side of the older woman’s left breast and although she winched in pain, it did little to disrupt the full-figured veteran from pulling her enemy into the corner by the hair.  Frustrated at now being controlled by the woman SHE had controlled for a good portion of the match, Flo was then plastered in the corner as Ms. Liberty once again crumpled up against her.     
The temperature in the room was now as hot as it had ever been; both physically AND emotionally; as fans of both women were engrossed and passionately shouting for their heroine as the worn-out Ms. Liberty’s head slumped forward onto Flo’s shoulder.  With her rear-end still exposed, her pale pillows quivered with every breath she took as she tried desperately to find additional motivation.  She then began to recite some words of encouragement in her head before pushing her body off of Flo and then seizing her by the wrists to stretch her arms apart.  She then lifted her leg and sent a stomp into her Flo’s belly causing the challenger to pitch forward while grunting.  
With the smaller woman still wedged against the turnbuckles, Ms. Liberty kept the sole of her boot planted in her stomach before taking a deep breath and then abruptly rolling backward while pulling Flo down with her by the wrists.  As they fell, the sweaty veteran landed on her curled backside while pushing her leg up into Flo’s stomach to launch her upward.  Spiraling high overhead in a spectacular flip, Flo’s body then splattered flat on her back as the champ landed above her.  But Ms. Liberty kept her back curled and used her momentum to continue a backward roll and; with a surprisingly energetic and agile maneuver, especially at this stage of the grueling match; somersaulted over until she landed seated on Flo’s hips.                
With her fans erupting, the wily veteran sat up on top of Flo, her heartbeat elevating dramatically as she felt like victory was finally within her reach.  She then reached forward to grab Flo’s arms and pin her but the even more agile and energetic younger woman hastily thrust her legs skyward before shooting them back and crossing her ankles beneath the shocked veteran’s chin.  Then, using the same impressive leg-strength she had exhibited earlier in the match to avoid a pin, she pulled down on Ms. Liberty’s head, the older woman too surprised and weary to put up any resistance.  Forced onto her back as her legs rolled up toward her head, the champ was even more stunned as Flo then leapfrogged over her butt before straddling and crashing down on the back of her knees.  
Trapped in the jack-knifed position with her arms stretched uselessly above her head, Ms. Liberty had already expended every last drop of her strength and could not break free as she began a seemingly obligatory but hopeless wriggle beneath her captor.  With Flo remaining perched on top of her in the debilitating roll-up and pressing down ferociously on the back of her legs, the champ’s neck bent awkwardly to lodge her chin against the top of her chest from as she gazed up despondently at her conqueror.  The hovering challenger meanwhile glared down at her with a smug and superior snarl on her face before heartlessly growling out her final taunt.  
“YOU’RE MINE NOW … AND SO IS YOUR TITLE!!!” she yapped as the ref dove in, checked the champ’s shoulders and then lifted his arm.
With tears welling in her eyes as reality set in, Ms. Liberty could hear Flo’s vindictive cackling at the sight of her tears.  And as the ref began to slap the mat, the about-to-be-champion followed in unison by slapping her bare, elevated ass while shouting out each count with him, as did every one of Flo’s fans!
“ONE … TWO … THREE!”  
And with that, Ms. Liberty’s worst nightmare had come to fruition as her cherished though short title reign was over … and Flo’s second title reign had begun!           
Getting to her feet while allowing Ms. Liberty’s voluptuous body to unfurl, Flo was then handed the championship belt before she raised it victoriously and high overhead with both hands.  With her glistening body on display, an elated smile stretched across her typically surly face as the announcer entered the ring to make the result official while Ms. Liberty remained spread-eagled below her, too physically and emotionally devastated to move.
“The winner of the match by pinfall ….. and your NEW, two-time champion … FLO!”
As Flo’s fans roared their approval while Ms. Liberty’s dejected fans headed towards the exits, the words stung the flattened and now-former-champion worse than any punishment her hated enemy had delivered.  But the new champ then grabbed the microphone and added insult to injury.
“That was the greatest victory anyone has ever seen in the history of wrestling… don’t you think?!?!?!” she proclaimed to raucous adulation.  “And you know what?  They took my fuckin’ title from me the last time, but everyone knows that was a HOAX.  It was rigged … a rigged match!  So this time I wasn’t gonna give them the chance to do that again.  Ain’t that right Ms. Obesity?!?!?” she shouted her preposterous, inaccurate and self-serving conspiracy theory to her unruly supporters while insultingly lowering the microphone down to the conquered ex-champ.  
Not surprisingly, the defeated older woman did not respond as Flo then raised it back to her own lips before continuing her resentful tirade.
“So now the dark days of fat-assed foreigners and washed-up old ladies as your champion are over!” she declared spitefully in reference to the two former champs.  “And like I told you before … I’m gonna MAKE WRESTLING GREAT AGAIN!  And that starts NOW!”
Ms. Liberty meanwhile had finally rolled onto her side before once again heartbreakingly attempting to extricate her trunks from her ass.  But Flo disrespectfully shoved her barefoot into the prone woman’s shoulder to roll her onto her back before placing it down onto her bloated chest.  She then flexed her slender biceps in a victory pose while still holding the belt, posing for pictures before finally exiting the ring.  And as the tearful Ms. Liberty remained on her back while several attendants rushed in to help her, Flo was swarmed by her supporters outside of the ring, Big, Bad Bertha the first to come over and congratulate her.
THE END
 

