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The soft and somewhat stretchy canvas wiggled under my feet like walking on a trampoline as my body bounced up and down in a continuous rhythm. My feet stuck out against the mix of black and blue color that coated the mat under my feet. My arms clung to the frayed yellow ropes as my back rested against the soft white corner; it caressed my back and pulled me in like a familiar lover, doughy to the touch. I slowly leaned my head back and marveled at the black sky that cloaked the perfectly constructed ring. In my ears rang the symphony of cheers and boos from the boisterous crowd that surrounded me, most looked like bright blobs against the black sky save for one single head that glinted in the crowd like a diamond in a sea of mud. Angela. My wonderful girlfriend who had come to cheer my on in this sexy moment.

Every time I get in the ring for a match, the world feels dreamy, ethereal or surreal, everything starts shifting and transforming while never staying it's true shape for long. I looked out of place among the dream-scape, but I definitely didn't feel that way.

My lips were continuously transitioning between a look of glee and a smirk as my thick thighs rolled together like Jello, wrestling for traction on a slippery plate. My messy red hair rolled down my shoulders like a waterfall, tickling my open back. I stifled my excited breath, feeling my long fingers curl tighter around the ropes as I waited in anticipation for the bell. I could already feel a sticky substance running down my inner thighs like raindrops sliding down a windshield.

My thong was pure white, angelic under the dim white light that poured into the ring.  My white spandex thong had tiny grey splotches dotting the elastic material, remnants of excitement from just getting into the ring. My thong stuck to me like a second set of skin, clinging to my pelvis and sliding between my thick butt cheeks like dental floss. The sweat dripping from my body and the honey dripping from between my legs had made every inch of my outfit stick to me in such a way that forced me to stifle an excited moan. Every bounce of my feet caused my breasts to shift up and down like two balloons floating in a wave pool, but my hands clung to my breasts and made sure they didn't float away. Finally, my eyes glanced up, and I met my opponents gaze head on.

Two eyes like emeralds stared back at me with lips that were curved up in a sinister smile. Her pointed nose was lightly raised into the air, with dimples indenting her cheeks. My opponent's body was like a patchwork in nature as it seemed pulled together with small hues of pink and mauve. Every inch of her was chubby and plump with a soft belly riding over the waist band of her bottoms, arms that could crush me in two and thighs that could hold onto my head and never let go. Her head tilted ever so gently as if she was looking at me quizzically and thinking of the best way to crush and humiliate me in front of the crowd. 

“You are so fucked, April!” She said. “I’m going to destroy you in the penalty round.

Apart from that singular comment, my opponent was otherwise still, almost inanimate even.

I couldn't help but notice my opponent's lack of clothing, just a single scrap of cloth that barely covered her crotch that stood across from me. This didn't really seem to matter though as my opponent also didn't seem to have the 'assets' I had. A small patch of fur peeked over her tiny thong looking soft and fluffy. On any other day I would've loved to just cuddle up with this cute little creature, but today I was here to wrestle.

My mind ran awash with thoughts of how this match was going to go and some saliva was already beginning to soak my tongue in a layer of spit as my eyes ran up my opponents body one more time. Finally, my eyes stopped on my opponents crowning feature, two droopy breast. They seemed long and thin; her nipples poked outward up in the air like radio towers.

Suddenly an announcers voice broke through the gentle thrum of the crowd and boomed around the arena.

"Ladies and gentlemen! Tonight we have a very special event for you. In the white corner, wearing her signature white thong we have a newbie to the league... APRIL!" I could hear some smatterings of claps with a few cheers and wolf whistles. I blushed slightly, looking into the crowd and giving a tiny wink.

The announcers voice once again boomed. "In the red corner, you know her, you love her, the champ... MAYA!" The entire arena erupted with screams and cheers as the people acknowledged their favorite wrestler of all time. I felt my breath slowly slip from my lips as a tiny bit of red ran across my cheeks. It was slightly nerve wracking going up against someone who was so loved by the crowd.

Seconds later three metallic dings broke the air, and the crowd went completely silent. The only noise that could be heard was the light sound of my excited breathing as little misty plumes erupted from my lusting lips.

DING- DING- DING!

I clung to the ropes for a moment, not wanting to leave the safety of my corner as my feet felt like they had melted into quicksand. The soft canvas was threatening to gobble me up and embarrassment began to flutter around on my cheeks in a beautiful crimson painting. Did I really belong here? Maybe just getting in the ring itself was enough. Maybe I could just slip from the ropes and pretend none of this had ever happened. This experience alone had been more than enough to finish. I was excited, my clit was quivering, my sex was dripping, my nipples were solid. This was definitely enough, wasn't it?

No.

I pushed from the security of my corner and felt the chill air of the arena tense my skin as I rushed forward to meet my opponent head on in the center.

The sound of two bodies smashing together exploded with a thud as the crowd sat on the edge of their seats, delighted to see the spectacle of two bodies wrapping around one another like serpents battling for control. My hands sunk into my opponents squishy body as I grappled for a hold on the shaking and shifting canvas. Every step felt uncertain, every push and shove felt defensive rather than offensive as my feet began to slip on the slick and stretchy canvas. I wasn't gaining any ground like this, instead I was slowly and deliberately being pushed back inch by inch til finally my feet fell out from under me and a gasp was thrown violently from my lips.

"Ouch!" My back thudded into the canvas as my head bounced off the ring. I was already seeing stars as my eyes rattled around in my head for a moment before my opponents soft, and fleshy body slammed down onto my exposed stomach.

“What are you doing in my ring you pig?” Maya growled at me. 

"M..MMGH!" my eyes shot wide as spit was thrown from my mouth in a misty trail that formed in the air and looked like diamonds floating in space. My whole body jack knifed, legs going high into the air before smacking back down onto the canvas with a little plop. I rolled my head back and forth on the canvas, trying to handle the pain in my gut as my feet began to kick weakly against the canvas. The pain cracked through my stomach like lightning, but it also tickled me between the legs like a hair pull during sex. My bottoms once again submerged to my butt cheeks and my eyes ever so gently flicked up as I stifled another tiny moan. I shook my head again and resumed struggling, trying to rise but failing as the heavy weight atop me made me feel like I was attached to the floor. The canvas began to caress my body, forcing me to sink down deeper into the blue and black hue; like quicksand.

"G-Get off me you fat BITCH!" The words were spit from my lips as I kicked and squealed. Suddenly I could feel Maya’s thighs intertwining with my own. The luxurious yet meaty legs made short work of me and began to force my legs open, stretching them til they were nice and wide. It felt like I was going to crack straight down the middle like a broken egg as my thighs stretched to their limit. I was being shown off for the crowd, a trophy to be ogled at as everyone got a nice view right between my thighs at the growing stain that was occurring because of the pain.

My lips curled and grimaced as I once again found my hands sinking into my opponents body like toes sinking into a deep pile carpet. I smacked and swatted, grabbing my opponent’s ass and only feeling damp flesh that caressed my fingers and squished like a stress ball. Maya’s breasts squished down on my features, making my face disappear from view as I sank into the warm soft flesh like a body sinking into quicksand. My small moans of pleasure and groans of pain were lost in my opponents body, only coming out as mumbled little silent whispers.

“Are you breathing down there little girl?” My opponent jeered at me. 

My head suddenly slipped from my opponents body and the fresh delicious taste of cool air flowed down my lips. I chugged air like it was the only thing I knew, breath flooding my lungs like water from a broken dam before suddenly my thighs widened an extra inch. My grimace suddenly broke and a massive squeal left my lips as my head tilted fully back.

"Mm...mmph...A-AAHHH!" My eyes sat clenched shut for a moment before exploding open from the unrelenting pain. 

My eyes met Angela's in the crowd and thick amount of embarrassed blush began to coat my cheeks like sunset against an evening sky.

The announcers voice suddenly roared to life, jumping on the titillating action like a wolf launching itself upon a piece of raw meat. "Ooh! Seems April is starting off this match in quite a bad spot. Perhaps the newbie should've stayed out of the ring."

My cheeks glistened as little tears began to circle the edges of my eyes, my palms slammed into my opponents side as I attempted to unseat the gelatinous mass that was atop me.

How could I be losing to... this cow?

I didn't have much time to explore that thought as suddenly I was gifted the opportunity to escape. Maya’s legs slipped from me for the blink of an eye allowing me to plant my feet into the mat and bridge my body high into the air. My hands quickly slammed one more time into the soft body on top of me before suddenly I was freed, no longer held down. The canvas slowly raised, freeing me from the quicksand like floor. Relief flooded my legs in an instant and sent a small electric shiver running up my spine that caused a little giggle to run from my lips. It was my turn now.

I spent a second or two gathering my bearings, letting air flood my lungs and clear my reddened cheeks like waves crashing over a bonfire. I rolled myself over, getting to my knees as little pants erupted from my lips like a bitch in heat. I looked down my nose at my opponent, a little sneer traveling over
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