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At 5:30 AM in the morning, Gabriella called and told me that she couldn’t make it for the shoot. I put the phone down, let out a little sigh and lay back in the bed. The curtains in the room were drawn. There was still some time left before the sun would peep in. 

Beside me, my wife Arlene slept in peace, snoring ever so lightly. She was stark naked, and her enormous breasts rose and subsided as she slept. I thought Arelene’s breasts looked like two mountains moving up and down. That’s how beautiful they were. Sublime is the word, I thought to myself as I lay beside her and watched her naked body with its plentiful breasts. 

Ten minutes later, as I had almost slipped back into a peaceful sleep, the phone rang again. It was Francoise. I remembered Francoise and Gabriella were lovers. She told me in her husky voice that she couldn’t make it for the shoot either.

I got out of bed and made coffee in the kitchen and brought it back to the bedroom. Arlene was still sleeping peacefully. I gazed at her strong legs as I sipped the coffee. The flesh on them. The right mixture of fleshiness and muscularity. I have never seen a more beautiful pair of calves on any other woman.  

Francoise and Gabriella must have got a better offer from the DWW guys. They were number one in the business and were stealing girls from the other production companies. 

The convention might have to be cancelled now. It was supposed to be a round robin featuring Gabriella, Francoise and Arlene and then the final. Now we were left with only Arlene. We had planned it to be a low-cost affair. 

My production company, Fight and Fuck Productions couldn’t afford to host a big event. We were in serious financial distress. My former partner had run away with a lot of cash. 

I finished the coffee, got back into bed and slipped into an uneasy sleep. It was close to 8 AM when I woke up. Arlene was still sleeping. She was not an early riser, my Arlene. She had turned over and now I was treated to the sight of her fleshy buttocks and her ample back. 

I made another coffee in the kitchen and called Bufus, the production coordinator at Fuck and Fight Productions and told him about the situation. 

"Fuck! Gabriella and Francoise were the main attractions. They have a reputation in the industry. And people bought their videos because they were fucking each other in real life and there was no acting in their videos", Bufus sounded like he was shattered. He knew his job was on the line. 

There was a lot riding on this video shoot. 

"I know, Buf. Can you call somebody else? Nadege, maybe? Or how about Luzia? Or is she still retired?”, I asked hopefully. 

"Man, those girls are expensive. Let’s see who I can get. I'll call you in an hour". Bufus hung up. 

I sipped on the coffee and watched Arlene sleeping on the bed. A thin film of sweat had appeared on her upper back. 

Arlene turned around as I watched her as if she was aware of my gaze. 

Arlene lay on her back again and pulled up one shapely leg while the other still rested on the bed. I got a glimpse of her cunt and the area around her groin was covered with sweat. Arelene had a sweaty blonde pussy. 

I have tasted Arlene’s pussy, and it is both sweet and salty, like a special oriental dish at a Hunan Chinese restaurant. The sweetness was the natural taste of her pussy, and the saltiness came from the pussy sweat. 

I got out of bed and started to pack up the filming equipment. I was just about finished when the phone rang. It was Bufus. 

"Listen Mickey, I called Nadege and Luzia. They can’t make it. Nadege doesn’t talk with your wife Arlene anymore. They had a fight over a guy, back in the day, if you don’t mind me saying, Mickey. Luzia is working with DWW. She is under a contract. So, I called Charlene. She'll make it", said Bufus.  Bufus didn’t sound so happy. 

"Buf, Charlene must be in her 40s now. I didn’t even know she was working”, I told him. I remembered Charlene from a wrestling convention in Budapest in which I had refereed a few matches. Charlene and I had gone to bed on the last day of the convention when everyone was stone drunk. Damn! I didn’t know if this was a good idea. I am a married man now. I knew Arlene wouldn’t like it. 

"Naaa Mickey, she is 36. Same age as Arlene. Got divorced a couple of years ago. Has been trying to get back into the business. I booked her for two fifty dollars for a couple of days work. We got to pay her bus fare, and the room rent”, said Bufus. 

"I don’t know Buf. We needed a star in the video. Even Arlene has been out of the business for a while.  She hasn’t wrestled since she married me. We’re stuck with two fading lesbian wrestling stars, Buf”, I told Bufus, looking back to see whether Arlene was listening to me. She was still sleeping soundly. 

"Mickey, this is the best I could do. Work with what you have, son”, said Bufus in a fatherly tone. 

I hung up. Then I went into the kitchen and poured myself a gin and soda. I heard Arlene stirring and moaning in bed. I took a sip of the drink and looked out of the window into the grassy backyard.

Arlene walked naked into the kitchen. I was husband to a legend of lesbian wrestling. 

We had married a year ago and even now the sight of a butt naked Arlene made me gulp. The fleshiness of Arlene was something to marvel at. How could a woman have so much flesh even though she was only 5’5? 

Arlene took a look at the drink in my hand. 

“Now that’s some breakfast you got there, Mickey. Nice early morning treat for your liver”, said Arlene winking. 

“Francoise and Gabriella called and cancelled, Arlene”, I told her, taking a sip of the gin. 

“Cancelled? What the hell! Holy shit, Mickey! What are we gonna do now?”, asked Arlene animatedly. She placed her hands on her hips and her enormous breasts formed a nice shape and hung down as she shifted her balance onto one leg. Her nipples were large and red, as prominent as her large boobs. 

Arlene understood the gravity of the situation. She knew the state Fight and Fuck Productions was in. 

“Well, we got Charlene. It’s going to be you and her, sweating it out together. No round robin like we had decided. Just you and Charlene”, I told her. 

“Charlene?”, Arlene almost shouted out, raising her arms off her hips and raising it in front of her. 

“Yeah Charlene”, I told her. A bit taken aback by her reaction. 

“You mean Charlene Bandini? The one who used to appear in the Ripped Girls videos?”, asked Arlene, raising her voice. 

“Yes. Arlene. That’s the one”, I told her. 

“Mickey. Are you kidding me? Me and Charlene used to be lovers for fucks sake”, she said. Her breasts heaved as she spoke. 

I noticed that her nipples had suddenly turned erect at the mention of Charlene. Arlene’s nipples became erect only when she was horny. It appeared to me that a mere mention of Charlene made Arlene all hot and horny. 

“What? I never knew this”, I told her. I was telling the truth. Arlene was into both men and women.  

“Yeah. A couple of years ago. We even did an outdoor naked lesbian video together for Pain and Pleasure Productions, Mickey. It was one of their biggest selling videos too”, said Arlene sounding indignant. 

“Oh boy! How was I supposed to know this, Arlene? You’ve acted in tons of videos. You are the Betty Davis of the erotic lesbian wrestling and catfighting video universe, Arlene. Nobody has seen all the Betty Davis movies. Nor has anyone seen all your videos, Arlene”, I told her, taking a long sip of the gin. 

“You don’t understand, Mickey. Charlene and me. We had an acrimonious break up. She started her own production company called Women Behaving Badly, and we made three lesbian wrestling videos together, all of which sold really well. But then the bitch cheated on me with another woman, Mickey”, said Arlene, almost pleading with me. 

“Damn! I swear I didn’t know this, Arlene. You never told me you and Charlene were lovers”, I told her. 

Arlene looked real pissed now. Was she going to bail out on the video shoot? 

“I’ve had hundreds of lovers, Mickey. Both men and women. I’ve mounted many a man’s dick. Bumped cunts with many a woman”, Arlene told me in a serious tone. 

“This is no time to drop all this Mark Twain shit on me, Arlene. Are you gonna do the video shoot or not? We must leave in a couple of hours. Don’t bail out on me now, Arelene”, I pleaded with her. 

Arlene placed her hand on her hips and raised her breasts in the air. 

I once again noticed that Arlene’s nipples were erect. They were a deep dark pink like ripe grapefruit. 

“Pour me a drink Mickey”, said Arlene, in a low and angry voice. 

I gulped down my drink. I poured two more gins and sodas and handed one to Arlene. 

Arlene gulped down the drink and slammed the glass onto the marble kitchen tabletop. 

“I ain’t gonna bail out on you, Mickey dear. And I always wanted to get down and dirty with that bitch Charlene one last time. Just to show the bitch who is the tougher woman”, said Arlene in a confrontational tone. 

She moved towards me, and I placed my drink on the tabletop. 

We kissed, her mouth tasted of gin, and I placed my hand on her luxurious buttocks. Her body smelled of early morning sweat. 

I was a lucky man to be able to place my hands on Arlene’s buttocks. Arlene Chinaski, the Betty Davis of the lesbian women’s wrestling world was my wife. She was Arlene Ventura now. 

I also knew it was going to be some weekend, handling both Arlene and Charlene. Directing them together

Arlene lowered my cotton shorts and began to fondle my balls. 

Arelene, Charlene and me. 

The very thought of the two of them together got my dick real hard. 
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Arlene and I reached Lathrop Wells around lunch time. It was a small town outside the state of Nevada. We took a cab from the train station to the hotel. 

There was just desert all around as we drove to the hotel. It was hotter than a foxy wrestler’s armpit. 

I took a hit from the bottle of gin in the back of the taxi and handed it over to Arlene. She took a long hit from the bottle. I could see the sweat on her neck and shoulders. Arelene looked especially sexy when she was sweating. 

I could see the Mexican taxi driver’s face in the rear-view mirror. He was watching us with contempt. 

“Arlene. I got a confession to make to you”, I told her in what I hoped was a sincere voice. 

“What is it, Mickey?”, asked Arlene. 

I was a bit tipsy and was going to give Arlene the truth about me and Charlene. 

“I fucked Charlene Bandini, a long time ago”, I told her quickly, taking the bottle off her hands as I said it. I took a quick slug of the gin. 

“What?”, asked Arlene, turning in the seat towards me. She was wearing a low top, and I eyed her heaving sweaty breasts. 

“It was at a wrestling convention in Budapest. We all got drunk on the last day and Charlene took me upto my room and mounted my cock, Arlene”, it came gushing out of me. 

Arlene let out a
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