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Oya A Sexy-B Mixed Wrestling
Story

 


As a regular at the Sexy-B,
I had certain
privileges. One of these privileges was the right to be invited to
the welcoming party whenever a new wrestler joined the
gym.

So, when Oya, a beautiful
African goddess, was introduced, I knew from past experience that I
had to act quickly if I wanted to have her first bout. I sweet-talked
Adira, a fiery redhead, to log onto the scheduling calendar. When
Adira was called away, I typed ‘Fred vs Oya’ into my next available
slot.

Sexy-B Wrestling was a fetish
wrestling emporium. The gym actually had several gyms—two with foam-covered
floors, a boxing-style ring, and a padded apartment. You could pay
per visit, but, as a member, my long-term commitment was recognized
by the organization’s management. The wrestlers took the time to
learn my name and preferences. I got a reduction in fight fees, but
my tips almost always offset the reduction. And since they knew I’d
be back, there was an easy give and take. For example, even though
Adira had made me work to log me into the scheduling calendar, the
‘work’ had been familiar banter. Familiarity like an older sister
complaining about my lack of tidiness or decorum.
Delicious!

Most of the members were male
but a ladies’ club had joined as well. Jax, the vice president of
the club, was a crackerjack blonde. I was itching to wrestle her, but since
we were both members, that might take some doing. I was less sure
about Zia, the president; she seemed a bit aloof.

Tonight, at Oya’s welcoming
party, Adira looked smashing in a pair of shiny black tights
that hugged her
every curve and even some of her feminine crevices. I couldn’t wait
to wrestle her wearing those. My hands could just happen to slip.
Another woman I wanted to fight was Petra, a big-breasted blonde.
The rumor was that she liked to throw her opponents around. Maybe
that was why they put down extra mats when she wrestled. For the
party, Petra was wearing an evening gown cut tight around her
waist. The plunging neckline would have made Marie Antoinette
blush.

Sarah Boulton, the owner
of the
Sexy-B, was at the other end of the fashion spectrum. Her long
turquoise gown shimmered in the subdued lighting, alternately
hugging close to her curves and hanging loose as she walked. Up
front it was cut low, teasing glimpses of her wonderfully
understated cleavage. Sarah’s luxuriously curly brunette hair was
restrained, albeit only partially, with gold hair clips. A gold
bracelet and matching earrings completed her ensemble.

While Sarah was taking Oya
around to meet the other members, I took the opportunity to corner Vivian, a
well-endowed, blonde I’d wrestled before. Or rather the opportunity
to let her corner me. She was wearing a cute little school-girl
outfit and of course her blouse was extra-tight.

“Hi, Fred,” she said as she
pressed her breasts against my chest.

“You look smashing tonight.” I
resisted the urge to call her by name. The first time
I had done so, she’d
told me that it meant ‘rock’ and invited me to punch her in the gut
to prove it. She’d been right: it was rock hard. The only problem
had been that she had wanted to test how strong my abs were.
Regrettably, not quite as strong.

“You too,” she said. “Your tuxedo makes you look
rather splendid. It goes well with your short hair, and your even
shorter moustache and goatee.” She had the good graces not to
mention that the tux hid how scrawny I was.

“Thanks, I said.

Vivian rubbed her
thighs against mine.
“I look even better underneath,” she purred

“Orange?” Teasing me about an orange thong
was a running gag between us.

“You’ll have to wrestle me to find
out.”

The reaction in my groin was
unmistakable. Hopefully she hadn’t felt it. The first time I had wrestled with
Vivian, she’d worn a skimpy pink outfit. Her bra had cupped her
magnificent mammaries perfectly but was stretchy, easy to slide a
hand under. Her skirt had been short, even shorter than the
schoolgirl skirt she was wearing tonight.

I had been distracted by a
crisis at work and Vivian had easily tripped me down to the mats
and flopped down onto my belly. I was temporarily winded. Instead of letting
me recover, she wrapped her legs around my head. The only way I
could breathe was to fill my nostrils with her heady feminine
scents. She made me tire myself out trying to escape.

Then she got me into this
weird hold
where my arms were extended out sideways as if I was being
crucified. Vivian’s butt was on my shoulders and one of my arms
ended up under her calves. A firm grip on my wrists meant that I
couldn’t possibly escape. Her pubic bone pressed against my
chin.

“You poor pathetic man,” she said. “That
wasn’t much of a fight.”

“You took me by surprise.”

“You should have been ready.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Just pay the price.”

“Of course.” I started to calculate her
tip.

“Not that price. You have to pleasure
me.”

“Pleasure?”

Vivian lifted her hips so that
her panties were pressed lightly against my lips.
“Pleasure.”

I gave her panties a little kiss
and she laughed. She shuffled forward so that her crotch was
covering my face. Something shifted and I felt her hand grab my cock. Judging
from her grip, I was already erect. Vivian lifted herself up
without letting go of my erection. I didn’t dare move.

“You’re going to pleasure me, aren’t you?”
she said.

“Yes,” I mumbled. “Of course.”

Pleasuring her
had consisted
of giving her multiple orgasms while she sat atop my face. Partway
through, her panties had been removed. Vivian had a smoky herbal
aroma. After her first orgasm she started to taste like tangy beer,
after her third honeysuckle. Her pussy lips were small but swollen.
She had moaned when I’d sucked and kissed, shuddering every time
she climaxed.

After she’d come the fourth
time, Vivian had started to concentrate on me. Long sure strokes of
her hand had made me pulse and spurt, ejaculating
warm and sticky
right inside my brief. I had been sent undulating into waves of
heaven on earth.

Vivian gave me a kiss and rubbed her
schoolgirl blouse against my tux. “What were you thinking about?”
Her fingers were on my nipples, ready to twist if she didn’t like
my answer. She was even sexier in her schoolgirl outfit than she
had been nude.

“You in orange,” I told her.

She patted my chest and let one
hand drift down to my trousers. “In that case, you’re forgiven.”
Vivian stroked up and down the length of my zipper. “You look good in a
suit.”

“Thanks.”

She patted what she had found
behind my zipper and stepped back. “So, are you ready to find out what’s
underneath my skirt?” She lifted it slightly and angled her head
towards one of the wrestling areas.

Just then there was a chorus of
‘shushes’ and we looked in that direction. Everyone had turned
towards
Sarah.

Light glittered through Sarah’s
earrings as she smiled. “I want to thank you all for coming out
this evening. As you know, the proceeds from ticket sales and from the raffle
will go towards funding the new wing at the children’s
hospital.”

Sarah then motioned Oya to her
side. The black woman had her long hair done up in dreadlocks which
flowed down over her breasts. Oya’s burgundy
faux-leather
outfit clung to her every curve—ample breasts, somewhere in size
between Sarah’s and Petra’s; tight waist; curvy, but not overly
wide, hips; muscular thighs. “Please give our new wrestler a warm
welcome,” said Sarah.

There was general applause and
one
cat-call.

“Oya wrestled in high school,”
said Sarah, “and currently trains at the African Martial
Arts Center
where she specializes in several wrestling styles: Senegalese,
Sudanese and Nuba. She has a brown belt in Ngolo.

“And we are glad to have
her join the
Sexy-B community. As you all know, the Sexy-B is dedicated to
weaving hot and intense erotic strands into the wrestling
experience. Every match is based on consent; however we are also
devoted to pushing the envelope of your experiences. The gym was
founded…”

I’d heard the speech several
times before. For me, the Sexy-B was an oasis of calm in
a stressful world.
During the rest of the week, I was head of sales for a medium-sized
industrial components company. We manufactured a wide range of
basic components but we also did custom manufacturing. As head of
sales, I was smack-dab in the middle of the cross-fire between
company management and our customers.

Just this afternoon, I had
gotten a call from Simon Gilbreth, one of our company’s
three vice
presidents. He wasn’t a bad sort, but he tended to demand immediate
results. “Scalene Industries called,” he said.

“Martin Henries?” Henries was the president
of Scalene. I’d met him once or twice.

“Yes. He says you’re not treating
him right.” I
wanted to ask whether Henries had said that the company wasn’t
treating him right or whether his ire had been directed at me
personally. However I knew from past experience that it wasn’t the
type of detail that Gilbreth would have paid attention
to.

“Did Henries have any specific complaints?”
I asked

“He said that you assigned an
incompetent sales rep to his account.”

“I don’t think that’s correct, but I’ll look
into it.”

“Good.” Gilbreth, task completed, rang
off.

Scalene wasn’t our largest
customer but
it was big enough that if we lost them I would feel it at annual
bonus time.

Without a place
like the
Sexy-B where I could blow off steam, the accumulated weight of all
these petty problems would have crushed me long ago.

Sarah’s speech was winding
down,
“…everything at the Sexy-B is firing on all cylinders.”

That provoked general applause.

She smiled. “I can provide a longer and more
detailed report, if—”

“Great speech,” said someone.
Then there was a smattering of comments: “Short and sweet.”
“Concise.”
“More than enough.”

“Are you sure?” asked Sarah, pretending to
be hurt.

“We’re sure,” said
someone, then
everyone in unison, “We’re sure.”

“Then it’s time to eat, drink and be
merry.”

Eating was gourmet
hors
d'oeuvres,
enough for a meal if I hadn’t been in training for my upcoming bout
with Oya. Drinking was champagne in flutes being distributed by the
caterer. On other nights, being merry might mean sneaking into one
of the gyms for a light round of wrestling with Vivian. But I
wanted to have a chat with Oya.

I flashed a smile in the
direction of the Nubian demi-god and in a moment we were in
a corner touching
our champagne flutes together. At eye level, I was just slightly
taller than Oya, but with her hair, even let loose, she had a
height advantage. If she wound her dreads high atop her head, she
would tower over me.

“Welcome to the
Sexy-B,” I
said.

“Thanks. Everyone’s being so kind to me.”
Her voice was deep but had a lovely lilt.

“I’ve booked a bout with you.”

“Already? That was nice of
you.”

Up close, I discovered that
Oya’s artificial leather outfit was really two pieces. The
upper portion
hugged her like a second skin and went down to the top of her hips.
The material was so thin I could see the outline of her belly
button. Her belly was flat with her abs making slight ripples. The
woman was fit. It was clear that her bra was no thicker than the
faux-leather. Her nipples teased to be touched.

“I can’t wait to touch your skin,” I told
her.

Oya raised an eyebrow. “Touching
is a two-way
street.” She gripped my arm, a few inches above my wrist. Her grip
was strong, firm.

Then Sarah came up. “You can’t keep our guest
of honor all to yourself, Fred,” she said.

Oya blew me a kiss as she turned
to let Sarah take her away. “See you later, Fred.”

Below her waist, the faux
leather clung even tighter to her skin. I caught sight of a
cleft between
her legs when she turned, as if she wasn’t wearing panties. The
cleft on her behind was even more pronounced. The gentle roll of
her buttocks forced me to make adjustments beneath the front of my
trousers.

When Oya vanished behind other
partiers, I
saw two things—Vivian sneaking another Sexy-B member into one of
the gyms and Petra glancing in my direction. I smiled at Petra and
she ambled over. She almost stumbled when she got close and I
reached out to steady her.

“Sorry,” she said. “These
shoes are killing
me.” She raised her gown and looked down. I looked down too, but,
unlike her, I paused to take in her breasts. They were large but
appeared well-supported by muscle. Halfway down, the tops of two
dark circles were visible. I bit my lip at the thought of what her
nipples might look like.

Petra’s shoes were high and
wobbly. There were red marks where the straps had bit into her
skin. “You
need a foot rub,” I told her.

She looked back up and
readjusted the top of her dress. “Are you offering?” Her voice was seductive,
hopeful.

“Sure.” I led her to the well-padded
apartment room.

Petra shut the door behind us
and sat down on the couch. She kicked off her shoes. I pulled a chair up and
she laid her feet on the tops of my thighs. Her gown slipped up
well above her knees, revealing a hint of red material at the top
of her legs. She shut her eyes as I began to massage the soles of
her feet.

The chair
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