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I woke up covered in sweat. Ordinarily that
would be unpleasant. But this time I remembered the dream and a
broad smile spread across my face.

I’d been wrestling at the Sexy-B
gym. Not a bad place to be dreaming about. Bright lights had made it
hot even before we started to wrestle. The announcer had already
detailed the statistics of my opponent, a hot redhead named Adira
and, as soon as the applause died down, he’d moved on to me.
“Skeeter stands a full six feet tall and weighs a hundred and
eighty pounds. His win/loss record is an enviable six wins and six
losses.”

That provoked an even mix of
cheers and boos. Why do they always add ‘er’ at the end of my name?
And what’s with ‘a full’ in front of my height? Besides, I’d always felt that
182 centimeters sounded more impressive than six feet.

Adira charged in, bowled me onto
my back, and got me into a school-girl pin—her thighs kneeling
astride my torso, her arms pressing my wrists to the mats. She was wearing a
skimpy black bikini. Her firm grip on my wrists meant that every
time I tried to pull free her breasts jiggled sexily. I could feel
her black bikini bottom on my torso.

The bout was custom and
non-competitive, which is to say a request from the realms of my deepest darkest
fantasies. I bucked up and caught a glimpse of crotch, legs, and
ass as she went flying up and over my head. Before she could
recover her equilibrium, I caught Adira in my own school girl pin.
Her breasts were even more beautiful from this perspective. Except
I had to slide down her body to prevent her from bucking me
off.

My swimsuit had something extra inside when
it pressed up against her bikini bottom and I had to adjust—

That distraction was all
Adira needed
to roll on top of me. She inserted her right leg between mine and
mashed my erection between our pubic bones. I groaned, half in
pain, half in pleasure.

“Ready to give up?” she
asked.

“I—”

She lifted herself up, ready to
smash back down, and I used the separation to spin her beneath me. I had
my right leg between her legs and stroked that thigh up and down
her crotch. Her eyes fluttered, then shut. She was obviously
enjoying—

And that’s when my alarm clock
had gone off. Still, it was a pleasant memory to play with as I showered,
dressed, and had breakfast.

My day job was operating a construction
crane twenty stories above an ant-hill of hard hats so, needless to
say, I had to forget about the possible endings of my bout with
Adira.

But while I was clambering down the ladder
after a full day’s work hauling tub after tub of concrete and
dumping them into the construction forms, my thoughts returned to
Adira.

I had my leg between her legs,
stroking pleasure into her sex. Her moans turned to
groans,
signaling an impending climax. My own erection—in my imagination
and beneath my steering wheel as I was stuck in stop-and-go
traffic—was getting ready to join her.

Small throbbings against my
thigh set off an explosion at the base of my penis,
pumping
pleasure and sticky goo upwards. Ecstasy flushed across my entire
body. Traffic started to move again just as my breathing returned
to normal. A small wet spot spread just to the right of my
zipper.

Before I went to the Sexy-B, I
picked up a milkshake and burger from the drive through. Splatters from
my meal hid my indiscretion. Thankfully, my pants were
stain-resistant!

My day job paid the bills, but
wrestling at the gym made life worthwhile. The Sexy-B was a fetish
wrestling gym, ‘gyms’ actually since it had several rooms. Sarah, the
gym’s manager, didn’t pay me much, and actually I would have done
it for free. But occasionally, I earned a nice tip. And of course,
I had to give the ladies Sarah paired me with a good time if I
wanted her to keep me on her roster.

Giving the ladies a good time
meant that I had to read between lines to figure out what they
wanted. A lot of the ladies just wanted to be fucked. Straight up.
Simple. And of course, I was happy to oblige. We’d wrestle a bit,
they’d pretend to resist, but eventually the sausage would slip
into the bun and we’d both get off.

Other clients wanted extended role play and
the sex was secondary. Sometimes there wouldn’t even be any
sex.

A sizeable minority wanted to
physically dominate a male. These women would control the sex. Most got
off leaving me frustrated.

Early on at the Sexy-B, I’d had
a hard time reading the subtle clues which were supposed to tell me
what the client really wanted. My initial exposure to erotic
wrestling had been at fightpulse.com. There, we’d been given a script, so
I’d known exactly what to do. A typical bout had involved me
sparring with a female wrestler. She’d be in a bikini or sometimes
lingerie. I’d dominate her, she’d dominate me. Sex would be hinted
at, but never consummated. More often than not, I’d end up
losing.

The second client Sarah had
paired me had been named Josephine. I’d pegged her as someone who
wanted to dominate. So I’d given her a good workout; we’d both
worked up a good sweat. I’d ended up on my back, a rather full erection
pointing skyward. Josephine had had all the options at her
finger-tips—or at her pussy lips! But all she’d done was swat him
back and forth, then head to the showers.

Regrettably, by the time I’d
come out of my shower, Josephine had already left. Sarah summonsed me
into her office.

“Skeet,” she said, “you like
working here, don’t you?”

I nodded, alarm bells sounding
inside my head. I had obviously done something wrong and Sarah was
about to fire my ass out the door.

“And you have no problem
with the sex?”

“No ma’am.” I fought to keep
my smile from spreading too far across my face.

“Did you find Josephine
attractive?”

“Yes, sure.” Josephine was
actually extremely attractive, but I was trying to keep my responses on the
neutral side until I had a firm sense of what was on Sarah’s mind.
Josephine was just a little shorter than me, fit but not scrawny.
She had just the right amount of flesh on her thighs, tummy, bum,
and arms to invite all-body caressing. Her breasts were full,
without being exaggeratedly so. Her pudgy cheeks made me smile.
Amber eyes sparkled between long
light-brown—chestnut—hair.

“Then why didn’t you show
her a good time?”

“I did—I thought—I
thought I
did. I, what…”

“She said that you made her
do all the work.”

“She wanted to
dominate—”

“She wanted you to dominate her.”

“But, she…”

“If she wanted to do all the
work, she would have stayed at home with her husband.”

“She wants—”

Sarah raised her forearm, her small fist at
the end, and jerked it upwards. “She wants the whole nine
yards.”

“She wants to lose and to
be—”

Sarah nodded up and down, moving
her head slowly through its whole range of motion, her chin
touching her neck, then her head going all the way back.

“The whole nine
yards?”

“The whole nine
yards.”

“On her back?” I
asked.

“On her back, on her knees,
bending forward. Every which way.”

“Every which way but
loose.”

Sarah nodded again.

“I could give her a
freebie,” I said.

Sarah picked up her phone and dialed a
number. “Josephine,” she said. “I’m here with Skeet. We want to
apologize for your experience today. Please let us make it up to
you with another match. On the house. I guarantee you’ll be
satisfied.”

She paused. “No, with Skeet. He’s my best
wrestler. He just got his signals crossed, thought you wanted
something different.”

There was another pause. Josephine was
obviously saying something. Sarah raised her eyebrows.

“Ask her if she’s ever wrestled
in street clothes,” I said.

Sarah posed the question, then shook her
head.

“Tell her to bring a change
of clothing. Sometimes things get ripped.”

“What gets ripped?” asked
Sarah, obviously repeating Josephine’s question.

“Blouses, skirts, pants,
pantyhose, bras, panties,” I said.

Sarah repeated my list, pausing between
‘bras’ and ‘panties’.

On the day of the rematch, Josephine arrived
dressed like a Catholic schoolgirl.

She was carrying an athletic
bag. “I’ll just put my change of clothes in a locker,” she said. In
case I’d missed her point, she lifted the athletic bag. “A
full
change of
clothes.”

I was wearing an old T-shirt and
a pair of loose-fitting shorts. Both had little tears which Josephine could rip
into larger tears if she was so minded. My briefs were new but
their fire-engine red color was designed to inflame her
passions.

When she came back from the
change rooms, Sarah sat us down in the lobby. Josephine
pressed her legs
together, pulled her short skirt down as far as it would go, and
angled her legs away from me. She crossed her arms to cover her
breasts. Her body language forbade any lustful thoughts on my part.
Her eyes were a different story: they flirted shamelessly and
darted back and forth between my eyes, my chest, my crotch and my
thighs.

“This is a special match,”
said Sarah.

We both nodded.

“Any and all clothes may be
ripped.”

Josephine nodded and blew me a
kiss. Sarah was about to demand confirmation from me, but she took a close
look at what I was wearing and decided that any further
verification was unnecessary.

“Wedgies are permitted and
ripped clothes may be used for any purpose whatsoever.”

Josephine and I locked eyes and
coordinated our nods.

“But not gags.”

We shook our heads as if to say ‘no, of
course not’.

“Just for this bout, ‘no’
does not mean ‘no’,” said Sarah. “If either of you wants to stop
the match, you must use the safe word.”

“Sexy A,” we said in unison. If
either of us said ‘sexy A’ during the bout, the fight would be
over.

“It is contemplated that the
dominant wrestler will…force the losing wrestler to have sex.” We
nodded. “But the availability of the safe-word means that the rules
of consent will continue to apply throughout.”

Josephine blew me a kiss. “Hear that, big
boy, I’m going to make you have sex with me.”

I blew her a kiss back. We both knew that
I’d be the dominant wrestler—making up for last time—but she was
enjoying the moment.

“There are no rounds,”
said Sarah.
“The bout continues until one or both of you are lying motionless
on the mats.”

We took deep breaths and nodded.
We chose the room with the red and blue foam mats. They were softer
than the grey mats. Josephine kicked off her shoes, danced
into the
center of the mats, and did a slow pirouette. Her light grey
pantyhose shimmered in the light. The pleats on her grey and
burgundy skirt expanded to allow her skirt to rise up as she
twirled, but not quite far enough for me to glimpse her panties.
There was a clasp at the back of the skirt and a small opening
beneath it. Other than that spot, the skirt’s strong wool would
likely resist ripping. Her blouse was simple white cotton. Buttons
all the way up pressed it tightly against her chest allowing me to
glimpse hints of the black bra underneath.

“Why don’t you bend over?” I
suggested.

“You want me to bend
over?”

“A gorgeous round ass like
yours shouldn’t be hidden.”

“Mister Conolloy—your language!”
Gordon Conolloy had been her science teacher in high school. She’d had a crush
on him but of course had never told him.

“Come on, Joe, let’s see
your cute little bum.” I lunged for her, but she danced
sideways.

“If you want me to bend
over, you’re going to have to make me.”

I lunged for her again,
but this time
it was a feint. When she danced sideways, she danced right into my
arms and I easily tripped her down to the mats.

“Skeet! That wasn’t
nice!”

We grappled on the floor. I
divided my attention between targeting her breasts and trying to
pin her
wrists. She was in resistance mode and made sure that our crotches
stayed well away from each other. I spun her back to the mats and
grabbed both of her breasts.

“Beast,” she wheezed,
slapping ineffectively at my arms. “Let go!”

Her mouth may have
been
demanding that I release her, but her nipples had other ideas.
Since it was up to me to decide who to obey, I caressed her hard
little buds.

“Skeet!” She wrenched hard
sideways and a button popped. “Let go! Right this
minute!”

I shrugged and rolled
off her. She sat up.
I made a move to take her back. If I got behind her, I’d be able to
snake an arm around her neck and choke her out. She twisted to
prevent this but I managed to push her face-first against the mats.
I just managed to lift her skirt before she rolled away. Her
pantyhose was so sheer they covered almost nothing.

“Matching black panties,” I
observed.

“They’re for me, not for
you.” She was kneeling, her bum on her heels.

“Black lace. I’d say they
were for me.”

I was on my knees as
well, but fully
upright. When I shuffled quickly and charged right at her,
Josephine didn’t know what to do. I grabbed her around the waist.
She pushed up off her heels, but that just brought the clasp of her
skirt into my hands. I quickly
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