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1. How Eva Met Adam

––––––––
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It was a rare rainy day in Los Angeles—one of those days when it rained just enough to annoy you - drizzly and gray. I was running late for the taping session I had signed up for. I had gotten involved in doing wrestling videos for a small company in the San Fernando Valley. Although I'm a relatively big girl - I'm 5"8" and weigh in at around 200 pounds - I have huge 46DD tits, a big round ass, and a relatively small waist. With the right costume, I looked pretty hot. Most of the companies I had worked for followed scripts - some dim-witted bimbo and I would half-heartedly grapple in someone's living room for 15 minutes or so before one of us won. Hey, it paid my way through college. I had discovered that I really liked the struggle but longed to prove myself in a real wrestling match.

This particular day, I was in the Valley to do a video for a new company. They called themselves Real Girlfights. I didn't expect the scenario to be any different as I hauled open the heavy door to the warehouse that had been converted into a makeshift studio. Inside, I found a surprisingly big ring setup. There was only one camera, and a harried-looking guy with glasses slid down the end of his nose and jumped out of a battered director's chair as I entered.

"Hi! Oh, thank God you're here. I thought I was going to have to cancel!" He rushed up to me and pumped my hand in greeting. "I'm Harry, I'm the director. You can leave your things in there," he pointed to a door to the left of the ring. "Any attire you want to come out in is fine - your opponent is wearing a bra and panties, but if you want to do more or less, that's fine."

His frantic demeanor actually amused me. "Is there a script?" I asked huskily. His eyes got big as he used his forefinger to push his glasses back up his nose.

"Oh, no!" he exclaimed. "We shoot real fights. May the best girl win? The winner takes all. You both sign disclaimers. Please tell me you're okay with that. You can't walk out on me - I had to rent the lights!"

"Calm down, Harry," I said as a little frisson of excitement ran through me. I'm up to a real fight." Truthfully, I was a little nervous. I knew I was strong—I could bench press 150 pounds—but this would be the first time that I battled woman-to-woman for supremacy. The thought of making another woman submit to my strength was arousing.

I went into the small dressing room and stripped down to a cappuccino lace bra and thong. The color complemented my skin tone and my long, curly, auburn hair, which I pinned up on top of my head. I stepped out of the room, and the first thing I heard was a nasal, screeching voice saying, "Ohmigod, you are soooo cute!"

I looked up to see that the cameraman was a big, gorgeous hunk of man - 6'4", 265 lbs, of pure muscle with black hair and killer biceps. Hanging off of his powerful arm was a bimbette in a teal green push-up bra - not that she had much to push up - and a g-string. She was one of those women who thought a crabcake was a heavy meal instead of an appetizer. About 5'4" and 110 lbs. She had very long, straight black hair that fell in a ponytail to the middle of her back. She was grinning up into the face of this gorgeous guy like she was having him for dessert.

"Hello," I said softly. They both turned, and I could see that Mr. Handsome had brilliant green eyes. He had dimples on both cheeks and a cleft chin. He smiled at me and held out his hand.

"You must be Eva." He took my hand and held it for a few seconds longer than he needed to, all the while looking deep into my eyes. "I'm Adam, and I'll be your cameraman today." He released my hand slowly, almost reluctantly, and turned to indicate the girl beside him. "And this is Jane, your opponent."

I held out my hand to the little brunette, and just looked at me disdainfully. "Harry!" she screeched. Harry came running over, and she turned from me and said loudly, "I can't believe you set me up with some fat bitch! I wanted a real challenge, dammit!"

Not even in the ring, and she had already pissed me off! "Get your ass in the ring, and we'll see what kind of a challenge I am!" I retorted. Jane got up in my face, but Harry jumped between us and yelled, "Wait till the cameras are rolling!" I backed up and stepped under the top rope into the ring.

Adam took his place at the camera, and the red light went on, indicating that he was taping. Jane took her time entering the ring, sashaying around to the side where Adam stood and bending over to give him a good look at her ass. She stood with one hand on the top rope, ran one hand down her flat behind, and looked coyly over one shoulder. By now, I had grown impatient, so I walked over to where Jane stood, grabbed her by the ponytail, and yanked her over the top rope into the ring. She fell awkwardly, bashing her forehead against the mat as she landed on her face. I stomped down hard on the center of her spin, and she flopped over onto her side and arched her back.

Since she was down on the ground, I could have just continued to stomp her into oblivion, but I knew that a good match would have them call me back, so I couldn't just whale on her that way. I reached down and grabbed Jane by her long hair and dragged her up against the ropes. I pulled her ponytail back until she was bent backward over the turnbuckle. I turned to check the camera position, which caught Adam's eye, and I smiled. Then I let loose with a big forearm smash to her chest. I stepped back to view my handiwork. Her butt now rested on the second turnbuckle, and she gasped for breath.

"Is that the best you've got, bitch?" I asked sneeringly. "I guess I'm going to have to teach you how to wrestle!"

I grabbed her right arm and pulled her out of the corner. She tottered slightly as though her legs wouldn't quite hold her. "Let's start with the basics," I cooed. I reached between her legs and scooped her body up, then paused for a second. "This is called a bodyslam," I said as I slammed her down to the mat. She bounced as she hit a slight huff that came from her parted lips as the wind was driven out of her. "It's good for getting your opponent down on the mat. Now, once they are there, you can do a few things," I continued. "You can leave them there and go to mat wrestling. Or you can pick them back up and show them another move." I reached down and hauled her to her feet by her hair again, picked her up, and slammed her again and again. Suplex. Sidewalk slam. Powerslam. Each time, I pulled her up by her long ponytail. "You really need to change this hairstyle," I joked.

Jane's hands came up to scrabble at my wrists, but she was too weak to get a good grip. I grabbed her right arm in both hands and began to swing her around. "Another good move is the Irish whip," I explained as I spun her in a circle." "You can disorient your opponent and let them go where it will do the most damage!" I let her go, and she sailed across the ring and back into the corner. She hit hard; her eyes and mouth opened wide in shock and pain as her back smacked into the iron ringpost. I ran across the ring and delivered a big shoulder block to her midsection. Then, I gave her a series of knee lifts that had her gasping for air.

Her arms draped over the top ropes held her up as I sauntered over to her and began to spin her again. "Or you can whip them into the ropes for another maneuver!" When she came off the ropes, I hit her with a big clothesline that flipped her clean over, so she landed on her face. She lay there for a moment before she groaned and curled up into a ball, covering her head with her hands.

I knelt beside her and pulled her head up off the mat. "Are you getting this sweetheart?" I said nastily. She shook her head from side to side as if to clear it. "No? Well, then, we'll have to continue the lesson!"

I pulled her up until she was on her hands and knees, then dragged her over to the ropes. "The ring ropes can be in several ways," I said as I pulled her head over the center rope. "They can be used for choking your opponent." I placed my knee on her back and forced her neck down. Her body bucked beneath me, and I counted to five, then released her. Jane slumped down and collapsed with one leg extended outside of the ring. "You can also use them to restrain your opponent," I said as I hauled her up and trapped her arms between the top and middle ropes. I kicked her feet apart and put my hands on my hips as I looked at her heaving body. Dominating her was getting me hot, my pussy was wet and throbbing, but I wanted to dominate her more than I wanted to get off. I threw a series of punches into her midsection; she gagged with each punch.

"Once you have your opponent restrained," I whispered playfully, "You can try some illegal moves. Like a low blow!" I knelt suddenly and put all of my strength into an uppercut right between her legs. She squeaked like a mouse, and her feet came off the mat with the force of the punch. She sagged in the ropes, her legs no longer keeping her up
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