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Chapter One


I first met Arthur at a tag-team
wrestling match organized by Larry. I had just finished a major
project so I was flush with cash, bored, looking for a challenge,
this time a physical one. So far the only challenge I’d come up with was
shopping for a new bikini. My phone rang and I swiped right even
though I didn’t recognize the number. Living on the
edge.

“Oya, my sweet,” said the voice which I
instantly recognized as Larry’s.

“Larry?” I said, playing for time. Larry
was a free-lance reporter who also enjoyed kinky
wrestling.

“Oya, I need you to join me for a tag team
match.”

“Looking to rack up diversity
points?” I had dark brown skin and black dreadlocks. If I knew
Larry, everyone else would be white.

“Wrestling ability.”

“Okay,” I said and he told me where and
when.

When I arrived at the gym, I was
paired with Shelly, a cute little blonde, against Larry and his
buddy Arthur. I was just slightly taller than Arthur but several
inches shorter than Larry. While I weighed just slightly more than
Larry, Arthur was noticeably heavier than Shelly. So, overall, the
men had advantages at both weight and strength.

If Shelly and I were to have a
chance, we would have to isolate our foes by preventing them from tagging out.
Hopefully we would prove smarter and swifter as well.

Arthur’s arms were festooned
with tattoos and he had a cross at the end of a necklace tattooed
around his neck as well. His hair was sandy blonde, lighter than
Larry’s. They
were both wearing light-weight trunks but while Larry’s ended just
below his crotch, Arthur’s trunks went down almost to his
knees.

Shelly and I were wearing
one-piece swimsuits with vertical red and white stripes. Other than
the stretchy Lycra material, there was no support for our breasts. The
coverage on the front was good and covered our hips and up to the
top of our breasts. However the back of the swimsuits dipped
halfway down our backs and tended to ride up into our butt cracks.
The fabric of our outfits appeared to be just as thin as that of
the men’s trunks.

The promoters faced Larry and me
off at the stare-down and I was glad that the way I had my
dreadlocks wrapped around the top of my head made it look as if I
was actually taller than Larry. My dark skin contrasted nicely with his pale
white.

Points would be earned each time
an opponent was pinned, rendered immobile, or forced to tap out.
The promoter, who was representing a nameless client, emphasized
the need for non-stop action during the twenty-five minute
match.

“What’s this unnamed client going to do with
the video?” I asked Larry. I had visions of him repeatedly jerking
off to it. And for what he was paying us, I guess that was
okay.

Larry shrugged.

“But we keep our clothes
on?”

He nodded. “As long as the camera is
rolling.”

“And after the camera stops rolling?”

“After the cameras go off, anything goes.”
He made a motion towards my breasts as if to fondle them.

I cupped my hand as if to grab
his balls and raised an eyebrow. “Whatever the winners want?” Larry smiled.
Arthur and Shelly were smiling too so the agreement was
unanimous. Game on!

The FightPulse.com gym which had
been rented for us had light grey mats in the center and darker
grey ones around the edge. Everything was on top of chipboard. The only
concession to the males’ greater strength was that Shelly and I
were allowed to stand on the dark grey mats to tag in; Larry and
Arthur had to stand on the chipboard. Violation of the tag-in rules
would result in the tag-in being denied and the wrestler on the
mats being forced back to the lighter grey mats.

Shelly and I didn’t have much
time to discuss strategy or tactics other than the need to tire out
the men and to then rack up points while the one we were
wrestling with was tired out.

The buzzer beside a large digital clock
sounded and red numerals began to count down from twenty-five.

The fight started with Arthur
and me on the mats while Larry and Shelly remained on the edge of
the fighting surface. I whipped my legs around his waist and got him into a
scissors hold. The buzzer sounded and a ‘1’ appeared under the home
team. Arthur escaped and almost made it to the side of the mats
before I managed to get ahold of him. I put one arm under his left
shoulder and grabbed his right arm with my other hand.

I could see Larry crouching down
in my peripheral vision, his arm extended forward to tag. I tried
but failed to keep Arthur away from Larry and he managed to swing
his left arm towards the side of the mats which allowed Larry to slap his hand.
I had to let Arthur go but, when I tried to lunge towards Shelly,
Larry charged at me and I had to retreat towards the center of the
mats.

Larry didn’t have full control
of his forward momentum and I tripped him down to the
floor. Unlike Larry,
I was fully warmed up and, when we grappled, I got him into another
scissors hold. The buzzer sounded and a ‘2’ replaced the ‘1’ under
the home team.

I let Larry go and bounced on
his belly. Then I laid across his chest and we earned another point. Larry
tried to crawl towards the opposite end of the mats and Arthur
rushed over in case Larry got close enough to the edge to let them
swap places. Shelly went over beside Arthur. I felt myself
beginning to tire but managed to trip Larry backwards before
extending my hand towards Shelly.

My partner charged straight at
Larry’s belly. I heard the air whoosh out of his lungs just as I
reached the chipboard at the edge of the mats. When I turned
around, Shelly was laying across his chest to earn us an easy pin. The buzzer
sounded our fourth point.

I clapped as Shelly did a fist
pump into the air. Arthur leaned in as far as he could go without
touching the mats. I thought about giving him a slight forward
nudge. Shelly’s bravado let Larry sit up and gasp air into his lungs but she
shot in behind his back and got him into a rear-naked choke. He
immediately tapped out and Shelly had to let him go. Larry had been
sneaky and had tapped out while he still had air in his lungs.
That, and his position, let him lunge forward towards Arthur’s
outstretched hand even as the buzzer confirmed our fifth
point.

Arthur, now totally fresh,
quickly manhandled Shelly down to the mats. He made the mistake of
turning his back on my partner as he did a fist-pump to celebrate their first
point. She wasted no time in sinking in a rear-naked choke. He was
unable to shake her off and had to tap out. We were up six to
one.

Shelly wisely let Arthur go and
scooted over to tag me in. I got Arthur in a
scissors hold
but he reversed and pinned me before tagging out. This time, Larry
grappled furiously and he was a lot rougher this time, almost as
rough as Arthur. He got me into a full nelson which immobilized my
shoulders and earned his side a buzzer. Our lead had shrunk to six
to three.

I managed to roll over close
enough to Shelly to tag her in. Except Larry tagged out at almost
the same moment and once again Arthur bowled the blonde over onto
her back. She tried but failed to escape the pin. As soon
as Arthur let
her get up, he went for a scissors around her belly. She escaped
that but ended up in a rear-naked choke. We were now up by only one
point: six to five.

Arthur tagged out. Shelly stood
and took a step towards me but Larry charged in,
slammed his
shoulder into her gut, and sent Shelly down to the mats. He grabbed
her ankles and pulled her forward. She tried to lift her butt off
the floor but failed to prevent her swimsuit pressing tight against
her crotch.

“Nice puss,” whispered Arthur.

“It’s nice to see what I have to look forward
to,” said Larry.

“Pervert,” said Shelly.

“You have no idea,” said Larry.
Then he lifted her ankles up and bent Shelly’s legs back and over
her head, bending her into a human pretzel. My own legs throbbed in
sympathy as
Shelly’s legs stretched much further than they were designed to.
His ankles pressed her elbows to the mats and a plaintive groan
escaped her throat.

Shelly’s swimsuit pressed in
between her buttocks and hard against her crotch. His crotch
was hidden
from view but I could imagine his cock dangling in front of
Shelly’s face, maybe even touching her lips. I couldn’t tell if she
was breathing. The buzzer sounded. We were tied at six.

Larry let her go but, as soon as
she made it to all fours, he wrapped his legs around her neck. Shelly’s chin
ended up in the crook of his knee, again making it hard for her to
breathe. He slowly stretched backwards, painfully stretching her
back and increasing the pressure of his thigh and calf against the
sides of her head. Thankfully, Shelly managed to tap
out.

For the first time in the fight, we were
losing.

Larry grabbed one of Shelly’s
breasts which seemed to energize her sufficiently to let her tag
out. The way he looked at my chest as I circled around him
told me that he
wanted to go after my boobs as well.

Larry did in fact go after my
boobs as soon as I got onto the mats. Since we were down seven
points to six, I should have let him get his jollies and
concentrated on getting him out of position.
Instead, I
blocked his hands and tried to trip him down to the mats. He used
his physical strength to remain upright. The fact that our bodies
were thoroughly covered in sweat further impeded my
efforts.

Worse, by the time I realized
that I’d been consuming far more energy trying to trip him down than he’d
been using keeping himself upright, it was too late to try to tag
out. Larry ended up being the one who tripped me down to the floor.

I ended up with my face pressed into the
mats. A hand shot up my legs.

“Oooh,” cooed Larry, “Nice and
warm.”

“Stop that!” I yelped.

Of course, Larry didn’t stop and it began to
feel good. “And wet,” he said.

“Sweat,” I said and pressed my upper body up
off the mats.

My effort at escape let Larry
loop his hands around my chest where he cupped my breasts, gently, but firmly.
“Nice tits.”

I focused my attention on breathing and
waiting for him to get even further out of position. Fingers
encircled my nipples and I felt them engorge appreciatively.
“Ooooh, nice,” he cooed.

By this time I’d recouped enough of my
energy to let me slip out of his grasp and shoot a hand in Shelly’s
direction.

We passed at the side of the
mats and only then did I realize that Shelly was in no shape to
fight. I should have let Larry play with me some
more. But it was too
late for that. They stood upright and circled. Maybe if Shelly
could just stay out of his grasp—

Larry grabbed her right wrist.
She tried to push his hand off with her other hand but that just
let him grab both her wrists and join them together. Shelly was weak enough at
this point that he was able to hold both her wrists together with
one hand.

“Get her boobs,” shouted Arthur. He was
squatting so I gave his thigh a none-too-gentle shove with my foot
and he toppled over.

Nevertheless, Larry did as Arthur had
suggested and soon had Shelly’s nipples poking prominently against
the front of her swimsuit. She didn’t even have the energy to
protest.

“Give her a spanking,” said Arthur.

I glanced in his direction but
he’d had the good sense to keep out of the range of my foot.

Larry spun Shelly around and
gave her buttocks several wicked swats. Between being energized by
the spanking and the swinging of his arms putting Larry out of
position, Shelly managed to pull her wrists free of his grasp. She took a step
towards me but Larry grabbed her swimsuit. The red and white
stripes left her shoulders and her hand came within inches of
mine.

But that was as close as she
got. Larry jerked her arm back and twisted her onto the mats
where he
flopped across her belly. Shelly was winded and he got an easy pin.
The scoreboard recorded the fact that the men’s lead had increased
to eight to six.

Shelly tried to roll towards me
but Larry stopped her and raked his fingers back and forth
acro
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