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Chapter One 
Gloria

 


 I knocked on the door to her apartment and of course she let
me in.  Petra let me in because she didn’t know that I knew
what she’d done.

“Gloria,” she
said, acknowledging that she recognized me.

“Petra.”

Her apartment was large and much nicer than
Petra deserved.  As was to be expected, she had not decorated
it with anything approaching good taste—a small beige couch with an
extension for storage, an even smaller off-brown carpet, an
off-white dining set with beige cushions.  Her high-heeled
shoes were beside the couch where she’d kicked them off.  An
item of clothing laid on the floor of the corridor leading to what
were presumably a bedroom and washroom.

Petra had on a skimpy pink dress which had
been designed primarily for the purpose of displaying the slut’s
over-sized boobs and to advertise the fact that she wasn’t wearing
a bra.  It had a collar which tied behind her neck and this
was all that was holding the top of her dress up.  The dress
ended barely below her crotch—any higher and it would have been no
more than a shirt.  Rectangles were cut down the front and on
the sides to facilitate the exposure of even more flesh.

Petra had dirty blonde hair which was
straight and completely lacking in style.  Her face looked as
if it had been mashed together out of spare parts.  The only
vaguely elegant thing about her was the tie which pulled her hair
back into a ponytail.

“You backstabbing bitch,” I hissed as I came
at her and she had the good sense to move away, stopping only when
the backs of her legs brushed up her beiger then beige couch.

Since she could go no further, Petra poked a
finger into my chest to prevent me from bowling her over. 
“What’s your problem?” she asked in her annoyingly high-pitched
voice.

“You fighting
Larry.  That’s my problem.”

Petra was supposed to have wrestled someone
else but had fought Larry when she’d persuaded the promoters to let
her jump the queue.  Three guesses as to the type of
persuasion she’d used.  Worse, she’d beaten him.  Then,
when it was my turn to wrestle Larry, instead of being positioned
to defeat him, the promoters had demanded that I lose to him.

“I can fight whoever I want.”

“Not when you
knew that I was supposed to fight him first!”

“Finders keepers.”

“You had no right to rig the schedule so
that I’d end up being the fall girl.”

“I was just doing what you’d tried to
do.”  Petra accompanied her answer with a smirk.  My hand
slapping across her face erased the smirk and replaced it with
wide-eyed amazement.

“Bitch!” she shrieked.

She shoved me.  I shoved her
back.  I was three inches taller and had longer arms. 
Petra was heavier so when she shoved me back, I made sure that I
was on the outer edge of her reach.  Hitting her high
increased my leverage.  And since her calves were pressed
against the back of her beigeier than beige couch, down she
went.

I waited for her to get half way back up
before shoving her again.  Black panties poked out the
underside of her dress and her hair looked even more disheveled
than usual.  The second time she rose up from the couch, she
knocked my arms to the side causing me to fall down on top of
her.

“Bitch,” she wheezed.

“Harlot, hussy, floozy, tart,” I said,
exerting clear dominance in the vocabulary department.

We began punching and pinching.  Since
I was on top, my punches had more power even though Petra’s arms
were stronger.  My longer arms let me target my pinches more
effectively.  The fact that I was wearing a bra was a further
advantage.  Petra just laid there and flailed away in vain and
I of course had no objections.

I got ahold of her nipples through the thin
and stretchy fabric of her dress.  “You like this, you slut,”
I told her.

“Bitch!”

Petra swept my arms away but not prior to my
administering a good twist.  Before she could move in for the
attack, I dropped my weight down on her.  She pushed one arm
to the side but my other elbow landed just below her
clavicle.  The way her eyes scrunched in pain was
priceless.

“I’m going to punish you the way Larry
punished me,” I told her.

“You’re a bitch, Gloria, and you got what
you deserved.”

My right leg was between
hers.  I used the hard bone in my thigh to alternately smack
against her crotch and to rub up and down its length.  For now, this
alternating assault would confuse her.  Tomorrow, it would
leave her sore and tender.

I pinched her cheeks.  If Petra tried
to pull my arms away, she would risk ending up with angry scratches
across her face.  She seemed to realize this and hit my arms
as hard as she could.  But Petra made no attempt to pry my
hands off her cheeks.

“Let me go, you bitch!”

“As you wish.”  I let go of her cheeks,
grabbed her ponytail with my left hand, and slapped at the spot I’d
been pinching with my right hand.  I wasn’t high enough off
her body to get a proper swing in but her cheek was sufficiently
tender that I didn’t need to.

Petra concentrated her attack on the arm
holding her ponytail so I dropped my right elbow into the spot I’d
already targeted just below her clavicle.

“Bitch!” she screamed.

I let go of her hair and pinched her
opposite ear with my right hand.  This distracted Petra just
long enough to let me pinch her right cheek with my left
hand.  I had to let go of her ear to push myself up.

Petra tried to make her eyes go
haughty.  “Have you had quite enough?”

“No.”

I dropped my elbow at her clavicle but this
time she brushed it aside.  Our heads hit, stunning us
both.  Petra moaned and turned onto her stomach.  Problem
was, she turned towards the rear of the couch.  I stumbled to
my feet and gave her butt a hard wallop.  Her panties were
almost sheer and offered no protection at all.

“Bitch!” she screeched and instinctively
turned back around, again turning her body towards the rear of the
couch.

I jumped back on top.  This time both
of my legs ended up between hers and I was on my knees.  I
punched down at her head and chest.  Petra protected her head
well but I got in several good blows to her breasts and she yelped
every time my fist smacked into the soft flesh.  I however
made the mistake of enjoying this too much and she managed to grab
ahold of my wrists.

“Enough!” she said.

I brought my elbows in tightly against my
ribs and rested my entire weight onto her arms.  “It will
never be enough.”

My fight with Larry had been a full
submission fight.  The fight hadn’t ended until I conceded
total and utter defeat.  The rules we had agreed to meant that
the loser had to do or to submit to anything the winner
wanted.  What Larry had wanted had been carnal in the
extreme.

I jiggled my weight from side to side which
prevented Petra from locking her elbows.  I glared down at
her; she glared up at me.  Her arms might be strong, but they
wouldn’t hold up forever.

It took Petra a few heartbeats to understand
that her position was untenable.  When I sensed her readying
to toss me to the side, I aimed my right elbow at her
clavicle.  She figured out what I was doing and made sure to
angle my elbow away from the tender spot.  So I hit under her
other clavicle.

“Bitch!” she screeched.

“You have no idea.”  I got my left leg
outside her right leg and lined my right knee into position for a
strike into the center of her crotch.

 


Catfight  Chapter
TwoA  Petra

 


 Gloria had burst into my apartment spouting some
nonsense about how
I’d jumped the queue fought Larry out of turn.  She’d shoved
me onto my couch and viciously attacked me.  My cheeks were
sore, my shoulders were sore, and she was still on top of
me.

Gloria was slightly taller than me but I
outweighed her and most of that extra weight was muscle.  And
boobs; she was completely flat chested.  Her head was as thin
as the rest of her.  A small chin, narrow lips, long nose, and
menacing eyes all combined for a mean and lean look.  The only
nice thing about her was long and curly dark brown hair which
extended down to her shoulders.

Right now our weight differential being
overridden by her fury at what she felt that I’d done.  She
was punching down, a definite advantage.  I was able to
protect my face but the bitch took exceptional glee in smacking her
fist into my tits before I grabbed her wrists.  I held her
powerless above me.  Gloria kept trying to get at me but I
frustrated her every effort.

She was pissed because I’d fought Larry out
of turn.  She was supposed to fight him next and to trounce
him.  Gloria would have been able to claim a sexual
forfeit.  Plus her standing in the fetish wrestling network
would have been enhanced.  It wasn’t a formal ranking but a
higher standing would have meant a better pick of opponents and
more lucrative fights.

I’d fought Larry and won.  I had gone
up in the standings.

Larry was almost five inches taller than me
and twenty pounds heavier, the extra weight being lean
muscle.  A full head of chestnut brown hair and an attractive
face gave him the trifecta—tall, dark, handsome.  And he was
hung—did I mention that he was hung?  Well, he was; Larry had
a cock to die for.

Thankfully, Larry’s prowess as a wrestler
did not match his physical attributes.  He was a bit on the
slow side.  His hand-eye coordination often broke down. 
To cap it off, his technique was barely at the intermediate
level.  He was especially poor at escaping from even the most
basic holds.

At first glance Larry was dressed
conservatively, his dark blue trunks extending down almost to his
knees.  But underneath, I could see his junk shifting as he
moved.  His trunks might look conservative, but they were as
soft as they were tight.

My outfit, on the other hand,
was anything but conservative.  Up top, my black sports bra was cut so low
it barely covered the upper edge of my nipples.  Larry’s eyes
were drawn to my tits every time I moved.  My black and gold
bottom covered a bit more but was cut high above my hips and at
best did an adequate job of concealing my crotch.  Behind, my
buttocks were on full display.

FightPulse, the gym the promoters had rented
for the fight, had laid an extra layer of padding over their usual
mats so we had essentially one gray mat to wrestle on.  Its
surface was smooth and a bit shiny.  And of course two mats
were softer than one.

We began the fight on our feet, circling
each other.  Larry moved in for the trip.  I backed up,
not enough to escape the trip, but just enough that I could control
how I landed.  I was up to my knees when Larry dropped down to
the mat and we faced off again, both on our knees.  He’d
tripped me but had failed to gain an advantage.

I lifted my left leg to form a right angle
at my knee and Larry didn’t know what to make of that so he ignored
it and shuffled forward with his arms extended.  When he
grabbed my right wrist, I pressed up with my left foot, lifting
myself up with my extended leg to gain a substantial height
advantage, and bowled him over onto his back.

“You’re going to have to do better than
that,” I told him.

Larry grunted and rolled me over. 
Except he was a heartbeat too slow which allowed me to slip away
and get back up to my knees.  He got up to his knees.  I
raised my left leg, again bringing my knee up to a ninety-degree
angle.  This time Larry studied my left leg and worked out all
the possibilities, good and bad.

He charged forward, just your basic bull
rush, but it was exactly the right thing to do.  With my left
knee off the mat, I was less maneuverable.  I had no choice
but to turn to my left.  Larry had figured that out and pushed
off with his right leg to follow me.  This time I landed
awkwardly and he got me in a schoolgirl pin, his butt straddling my
belly, his hands pressing my wrists to the mat on either side of my
head.

“You’re going to have to do better than
that,” he said, mimicking my earlier taunt.

“This is a submission fight; pins don’t
count.”

“Hah!  I’m on top.  All the
possibilities are in front of me.”  He looked down at my
breasts.  Men!

“I’m resting.  You’re worried about
what I’m going to do next.”

“You’re the one who should be worried about what
I’m
going to do
next.”  Mister original.

I
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