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Introduction:

The Wrestling Husbands and the Curvy Brides

A Court-Ordered Marriage

In the struggling frontier town of Dry Creek, business has nearly disappeared. Storefronts sit empty, travelers pass the town by, and the few remaining merchants wonder how long the town can survive.

Five determined women refuse to let their town fade away.

A talented seamstress, baker, hair stylist, cook, and event planner have joined their savings and recently purchased a worn-down homestead just outside town. The property includes a ten-room ranch house and open land, bought cheaply because it desperately needs repairs and strong hands to restore it.

The women have big plans.

With no manpower and little money, they decide the only way to revive the town’s economy is to bring people into it. So they arrange a bold idea: a traveling wrestling exhibition weekend.

They send letters and make arrangements with a famous troupe of strongmen wrestlers traveling through Kansas and Missouri. The agreement is simple.

The women organize everything.

They prepare the grounds, advertise the event, arrange food, lodging, and seating, and invite nearby towns to attend. The wrestlers provide the entertainment. The proceeds will be split between the wrestlers and the five women, bringing much-needed money and visitors into Dry Creek.

The event is planned to run an entire weekend.

Friday night: opening wrestling matches under lantern light.

All day Saturday: contests, exhibitions, and challenge matches.

Sunday afternoon after church: the final championship matches.

Crowds pour into the little town. Wagons line the roads. The bakery sells out of bread and pies. Hotels fill. Merchants begin to smile again.

For one shining weekend, Dry Creek feels alive.

But on the final day, something goes terribly wrong.

During the closing matches on Sunday afternoon, a fierce dispute erupts between the wrestlers and the women who organized the event. Accusations fly. Tempers flare. The argument grows loud enough to draw the attention of the entire crowd.

Within minutes the situation turns into a public disturbance that the town marshal cannot control.

Both sides are arrested.

Before sunset, all ten of them—the five powerful wrestlers and the five determined women—are sitting in the town jail.​

Wrestlers

	Ezekiel “Zeke” Wrestler



Role: Champion Wrestler
Ethnicity: White (Scottish-American)
Build: Extremely large, broad, powerful, commanding

	Isaiah “Izzy” Wrestler



Role: Strongman & Crowd Favorite
Ethnicity: Black (African-American, Southern roots)
Build: Massive, powerful, warm presence

	Mateo “Teo” Wrestler



Role: Technical Grappler
Ethnicity: Mexican-American (Vaquero background)
Build: Lean, fast, highly skilled

	Samuel “Bear” Wrestler



Role: Gentle Giant
Ethnicity: Native American



	Nathaniel “Nate” Wrestler



Role: Strategist & Promoter-Wrestler
Ethnicity: White (Irish-American)
Build: Strong, athletic, sharp presence

​

Event Planners

	Abigail “Abby” Event



Event Role: Seamstress
Ethnicity: White (English-American)
Build: Full-figured, soft but poised
2. Ruthie Mae Event


Role: Baker
Ethnicity: Black (African-American)
Build: Soft, warm, inviting presence

3. Elena Rosa Event


Role: Event Planner
Ethnicity: Mexican-American
Build: Confident, radiant, strong curves

4. Nayeli “Naya” Event


Role: Cook
Ethnicity: Native American (Plains/tribal heritage—can be Lakota, 

5. Aiko Tanaka Event


Role: Hair Stylist / Grooming Specialist
Ethnicity: Japanese
Build: Elegant, curvy, graceful
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


The Weekend That Changed Dry Creek

The wind moved through Dry Creek like it had no intention of staying.

It slipped past broken shutters, curled around empty storefronts, and dragged dust along the road as if it meant to carry the town off in pieces. By late afternoon, the sun settled low and golden—but instead of warmth, it only showed what was missing.

Until the wagons came.

“They comin’.”

Elena Event stood on the porch rail, one hand braced against the post, her eyes fixed on the road stretching beyond town.

Inside the big, worn ranch house, everything stopped.

Flour hung in the air where Ruthie Mae had been kneading dough. Abby Event held a length of fabric mid-fold. Aiko Tanaka’s curling irons cooled beside a basin. Naya Event lifted her head from the stove. Papers—lists, plans, numbers—covered the table where Elena had been working since dawn.

“They early?” Ruthie Mae called, already brushing her hands off on her apron as she moved toward the door.

Elena didn’t turn. “No. We late.”

Ruthie Mae paused, then huffed. “Well, ain’t that just fine.”

A soft laugh slipped through the room—thin, tired, but real.

Abby smoothed her fabric carefully before setting it aside. “If they’re here, then the others will follow.”

“They already are,” Elena said. “Wagons lined near halfway the bend. Pine Hollow folk too.”

That did it.

The house broke into motion.

“Ruthie, check them ovens again,” Naya said quietly, lifting lids and adjusting the fire with practiced hands.

“They been checked,” Ruthie shot back—but she went anyway.

“Aiko,” Abby said, “we’ll need ribbons out front—something brighter.”

Aiko gave a small nod, already tying back her sleeves. “Yes. Presentation matters first impression.”

Elena snapped her ledger shut. “Everything matters.”

She stepped down from the porch, then paused.

For just a moment.

She listened.

Not to the wind.

But to wheels. Voices. Movement.

Life.

“Alright,” she said, firm now. “We begin.”

Outside, Dry Creek didn’t look forgotten anymore.

Lantern posts stood straight along the road. Banners—stitched by Abby’s careful hands—hung bright between buildings that had nearly given up. Tables lined the open grounds. The ring sat marked in packed earth, ropes coiled and ready.

Every inch of it had been built by five women with no help.

Every inch of it had to work.

The first wagon rolled in slow, heavy wheels creaking under the weight of travel. Horses snorted. Dust rose.

And behind it—

Men.

Large men.

Broad shoulders. Long strides. Quiet confidence.

Men who looked like they belonged nowhere... and everywhere.

“Well,” Ruthie muttered under her breath beside Abby, “those ain’t small problems comin’ down that road.”

Abby’s gaze stayed steady. “No. But they may be the answer.”

“Or trouble,” Ruthie said.

Aiko stepped beside them, calm as ever. “Sometimes same thing.”

Elena didn’t smile. “We’ll decide which.”

The women had all walked to town after they saw the wagons rolling in.

The lead wagon stopped just short of the ring and waited until the women showed up.

One man stepped forward.

Zeke Wrestler.

He didn’t hurry. Didn’t speak at first. Just stood there, taking everything in—the setup, the town, the people... and then finally, the women.

His gaze settled on Elena.

Measuring.

Elena stepped forward to meet it.

“You’re the ones who sent word,” he said.

Not a question.

Her chin lifted slightly. “We are.”

A beat passed.

Behind him, Isaiah Wrestler swung down from the wagon, stretching his shoulders with an easy grin. “Well now, I was hopin’ for a welcome, not a stare-down.”

Naya stepped forward slightly, her voice low but steady. “Food’s ready when work’s done.”

Samuel “Bear” Wrestler gave a quiet chuckle from behind the others. “That’s fair.”

Nathaniel Wrestler stepped down next, brushing dust from his coat, eyes sharp as they scanned the grounds. “You’ve done a great deal here... considering.”

Elena caught the tone. “Considering what?”

His gaze flicked to her. “Limited resources.”

Abby spoke before Elena could. “We work with what we have.”

Mateo Wrestler said nothing, but his eyes moved across the banners, the ring, the setup—taking note of every detail. Then, quietly—

“It’s well done.”

Elena glanced at him. Just once.

Then back to Zeke.

“Well?” she asked.

Zeke gave a slow nod. “We’ll see if your town holds a crowd.”

Ruthie leaned closer to Abby. “Oh, I don’t like him.”

Abby didn’t look away from Zeke. “You don’t have to.”

The men moved to unload.

Ropes. Poles. Canvas.

Everything done quick. Efficient. Practiced.

They worked like men used to building something fast...

And leaving just as fast.

Naya watched them carefully. “They don’t stay places.”

Elena’s voice was quiet but firm. “They will this weekend.”

Aiko tilted her head slightly. “And after?”

No one answered.

By nightfall, lanterns burned bright.

The crowd had come.

More than expected.

Wagons lined the road. Voices filled the air. Laughter—real laughter—rose where silence had lived too long.

Ruthie wiped her hands, breathless. “We done sold near everything already.”

“Make more,” Naya said simply.

“I am makin’ more,” Ruthie shot back, smiling despite herself.

At the edge of the grounds, Elena stood watching it all unfold exactly as she had written it.

Every step.

Every detail.

Every risk.

Abby came to stand beside her. “If this carries through Sunday...”

“It will,” Ruthie called from behind them.

“It must,” Naya added.

Aiko’s soft voice followed. “And if it does... everything changes.”

Elena’s gaze lifted across the crowd, the ring, the men preparing for the first match.

“Yes,” she said quietly.

“We rebuild.”

A bell rang out across the grounds.

Zeke stepped into the ring.

The crowd surged forward.

And as the first match began, Dry Creek came alive in a way it had not in years.

But beneath the cheers...

Beneath the strength...

Beneath the careful plans and guarded glances—

Something had already begun.

A tension.

A clash.

A spark between ten strong wills who did not yet know...

They were about to be bound together in a way none of them had chosen.

And before the weekend was over—

Dry Creek would not be the only thing changed.

After all the events that weekend the town hall barn still smelled like victory.

And grease.

And sugar.

And sweat.

Lanterns swung overhead, casting long shadows across the packed dirt floor where, just hours before, men had been thrown, crowds had roared, and coins had poured in like rain after drought.

Now the ring ropes sagged slightly, benches were crooked, crumbs covered the tables—and at the center of it all sat the money table.

Elena stood at it, ledger open, jaw set.

“Alright,” she said, tapping the page, “we count everything. Every coin. Every cost.”

Ruthie Mae dragged a chair over and dropped into it. “We gon’ count it twice too. I ain’t trustin’ no confusion after what I just seen go out them doors.”

Isaiah leaned back on a bench, wiping his hands on a cloth. “Now hold on, Miss Ruthie—ain’t nobody confused. That was a full house. We did real good.”

“We did real good?” Ruthie shot him a look. “You done ate half the profit already.”

Laughter came from Bear, low and easy. “Food was good.”

Naya didn’t look up from the pot she was covering. “You said that three times already.”

Abby Event carefully stacked coins into neat rows. “Please—let’s stay orderly.”

Nathaniel stepped closer to the table, already scanning the ledger. “Yes. Order. That would be helpful.”

Elena didn’t look at him. “It is ordered.”

Mateo stood off to the side, arms folded, watching everything.

Zeke said nothing. Just stood.

Aiko sat at the edge of the table, hands folded, eyes moving across every column. “You will read totals now.”

Elena nodded. “Friday night, Saturday full day, Sunday after church—combined intake is here.”

She turned the ledger.

Nathaniel leaned in. “And deductions?”

Ruthie slapped a stack of notes down. “Food. Supplies. Ingredients. All them biscuits you kept eatin’.”

Isaiah blinked. “Now that food was part of the arrangement.”

Ruthie leaned forward. “The arrangement was you pay your share.”

“Now wait—” Isaiah started.

“No, you wait,” she cut in. “Flour cost. Sugar cost. Butter cost. My time cost.”

Bear nodded slowly. “That’s fair.”

Isaiah turned to him. “You not helpin’.”

Naya spoke quietly. “Lodging also cost.”

Mateo glanced up. “We slept there because it was offered.”

Elena looked at him sharply. “It was part of the agreement.”

Abby added, calm but firm, “Repairs had to be made to host you.”

Nathaniel flipped a page. “Lantern oil... seating lumber... advertisement materials...”

Aiko spoke softly, “Presentation increased crowd size.”

Nathaniel gave a short nod. “Yes, but—”

“But nothing,” Elena said. “Everything here is accounted for.”

Zeke finally stepped forward. “This cuts too deep.”

The barn stilled.

Elena lifted her chin. “It cuts fair.”

Mateo shook his head slowly. “We brought the crowd.”

Ruthie slapped the table. “We built the whole thing!”

Isaiah leaned forward. “Without us, there ain’t no crowd.”

Naya’s eyes lifted. “Without us, there is no place.”

Nathaniel straightened. “We should not be responsible for all these additional costs.”

Elena went still. “You agreed.”

He shook his head. “We agreed to split profit—not absorb infrastructure.”

Ruthie blinked. “Infrastructure?”

“Yes,” he said smoothly. “Food, lodging, setup—those are host responsibilities.”

Silence.

Then—

Ruthie stood up slow.

“Say that again.”

Isaiah exhaled. “We shouldn’t be payin’ for food.”

Abby’s hands tightened. “You ate the food.”

Mateo added, “It benefits the hosts.”

Elena stepped forward. “We are not hosts. We are partners.”

Zeke’s voice dropped. “Then this is not partnership.”

Elena’s eyes flashed. “No. This is you trying to change terms after you get paid.”

The air turned sharp.

And the barn... shifted.

“You think we just gon’ walk outta here with scraps?” Isaiah said, standing now.

Ruthie stood too. “Scraps?!”

She grabbed a biscuit from a tray—

And threw it.

It smacked him right in the chest.

The barn went silent.

Isaiah looked down.

Then back up.

“...You just threw bread at me.”

Ruthie grabbed another. “I’ll throw the whole kitchen if it was available!”

The second biscuit flew.

Isaiah ducked. “Now hold on—!”

“Oh I been holdin’ on all weekend!”

Elena slammed the ledger shut
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