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		Part One

		

	
		When Chloe Maxwell told her editor at the newspaper that she wanted to do a story on mixed martial arts (MMA) the response was less than positive. First Chloe had to explain what MMA was. So she told her editor that MMA was a combat sport that featured one-on-one fights between athletes enclosed in an open-top cage. Inside the cage the fighters can use punches, kicks, grappling, techniques, chokes, limb manipulation, and more.

		"But shouldn’t someone in the sports department be doing this story?" the newspaper editor said. "Chloe, come on, you mainly do lifestyle pieces and profiles."

		"That's right," Chloe said. "Which is why I want to do a profile on Amy Anderson."

		Her editor smiled —because even he recognized the name.

		Amy "Armbar" Anderson wasn't just some ordinary professional female fighter. Amy was a pioneer in women’s MMA. A former gold medalist on the woman's Olympic judo team, she had become a role model for young girls all over the world. By the time Amy Anderson got into the UFC she became what they called a "cross-over star." Amy Anderson had been on Wheaties boxes, the cover of Sports Illustrated, on TV shows, and even in some big glitzy Hollywood movies.

		Growing up, Chloe had been the biggest Amy Anderson fan in the world! Amy's influence caused young Chloe to sign up for judo classes and decorate her bedroom walls with MMA posters.

		Of course later on, Chloe found out that she was better at writing articles than she was at beating people up. But that didn't diminish her love for the great Amy Anderson.

		"So," the editor said, "what's the angle?"

		"Where-are-they-now," Chloe said. "One of those. I think that would sell."

		"I haven't heard anything about Amy Anderson in a few years."

		"Yeah, she's sort of fallen off," Chloe admitted. "But that's why people would be interested. They want to know what a celebrity like her is up to."

		"Probably," said the editor. "I mean, is Amy Anderson still fighting?"

		"Sure, Amy still fights," Chloe said, not wanting to explain how Amy Anderson's glory days were far behind her now. Which was putting it nicely.

		Amy was 35, no longer young. As a cage fighter, she was a veteran who'd bounced around different leagues, leaving behind her a shameful trail of losses. And at the very least it was going to be pretty weird to see Amy perform now: far past her prime, getting older, getting slower, fighting for peanuts.

		"She fights for the UFC, right?" the editor said.

		According to Amy's Wikipedia page, she was fighting for some organization that nobody had ever heard of before. The promotion was practically brand-new and Chloe had a hard time finding any information about them —which was never a good sign.

		"No," Chloe answered, picking up her notepad to read something. "Amy Anderson doesn't fight for the UFC."

		The editor waited.

		Chloe flipped a few pages in her notepad until she found what she was looking for. "Amy fights... for... the BBC."

		"What?" the editor said, acting as if he wasn't sure his ears were working correctly.

		"It stands for the Bad Bitches Championship," Chloe explained. "BBC."

		Chloe's editor was a middle-aged white man with a slight paunch around his waist. Presently, a strange and curious expression crossed the editor's face. "Really? BBC? Are you sure about that, Chloe?"

		"Positive. BBC."

		"Wow!" the editor said, smiling for some reason.

		Chloe ignored the man's inexplicable amusement and said: "So can I do the story, boss?"

		"I don't see why not," the editor said.

		"Awesome!"

		"Here's the thing though, Chloe."

		Chloe clasped her hands behind her back and waited for her boss's stipulation.

		"We're going to need pictures if you want us to run this story. So make sure to take your camera. People are most definitely going to want to see what Amy Anderson looks like these days. And it would REALLY help if you could get Amy wearing her BBC uniform. Okay? Do you think you can do that, Chloe?"

		"Yes sir!" Chloe said proudly. "I can definitely take pictures of Amy in her BBC uniform. No problem, boss!"

		"Can't wait to see those pictures," the editor said, already walking towards his office, with that private smile still pasted across his face.

		Then he stopped, and looked over his shoulder at Chloe. "Just be careful around the BBC. I'm sure that you're going to get a lot of attention. Chloe, I'm sure the BBC is going to love you!"

		"Ha-ha, thanks," Chloe said, not understanding her boss's point.

		When the editor went inside his office Chloe heard the door lock. Then she saw him pull all the blinds closed so that you couldn't see what he was doing.

		What does he do in that office with the door locked? With the blinds closed?

		At the moment, however, Chloe had more important things to worry about. There wasn't a moment to waste. In order to get to Amy's fight, Chloe had to get in her car and put the pedal to the metal. But first she had to make sure that her camera was nice and ready!

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		Tonight's fight was going to be in an abandoned warehouse that had once been used for military supplies in WWII.

		Following miles of desolate highway, Chloe didn't have any problem seeing the giant metal structure situated next to the road. After pulling over and parking her Volvo next to a beat-up pickup truck, the young reporter took a moment before getting out.

		There were already lots of cars here. The air was warm and dark. In just a few moments Chloe was going to see one of her childhood heroes. It had been a long while since Chloe had so many butterflies in her stomach. She wondered if Amy Anderson still got butterflies, or if the BBC put something else in her stomach.

		As Chloe approached, she saw that a line had formed outside the rundown warehouse. She squinted her eyes to read the cardboard sign tacked above the door.

		CASH ONLY!

		NO CAMERAS!

		NO CAMERAS!

		NO CAMERAS!

		Chloe was unfazed by the cardboard sign. First of all, she had already stopped by the ATM since she assumed that such a low-end promotion wouldn't accept credit cards. Secondly, this wasn't the first time in her professional career that she would have to use her guile and cunning to take photographs. At the back of the line Chloe's footsteps faltered. Then she came to a complete standstill. She reached into her purse, felt the comforting outline of her digital camera. Chloe wasn't worried. Not for a second.

		Then, about forty feet away, a set of doors burst open from the inside of the warehouse. Everyone in the ticket line turned to watch.

		A red headed man wearing casual slacks and a polo shirt was already flying through the air. He was skinny but he hit the ground with a hard thud. He was still mumbling unintelligibly when the two massive security guards appeared from within the warehouse. Chloe could tell that they were security guards because both of them were bigger than mountains; and they both wore black T-shirts with the word SECURITY plastered across the back.

		The security guards angrily stared down at the broken heap beneath them before uttering a few choice words.

		The woman in front of Chloe turned and said, "I wonder what happened? Do you think he tried to start a fight?"

		Chloe shrugged. The three men were too far away to hear exactly what was being said. But as Chloe continued watching from a distance, she saw one of the security guards smash a digital camera onto the ground, right next to the redheaded man's pulverized face.

		"Hey asshole!" the security guard shouted so that even Chloe could hear now, "didn't you read the fucking sign? No fucking cameras! If I ever see your fucking face around here again you're going to need a fucking plastic surgeon by the time I'm done with you!"

		Several minutes later, Chloe was at the front of the ticket line.

		"Twenty bucks, ma'am."

		Chloe smiled up into an incredibly intimidating face.

		Tall, muscular, and very black, the security guard was outfitted in a dark three-piece suit. He must have been 300 pounds and towered over Chloe. Despite the fact that it was evening, he wore sunglasses which concealed a pair of eyes that were presumably as emotionless as the rest of his face.

		"Cash only," the giant muttered.

		"Thanks," Chloe said, opening her purse.

		"No cameras either. Policy."

		"I know, I know," Chloe said, her hand slightly shaking as she paid for her ticket and walked inside.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		The ring announcer was a black man who wore his hair in a Jerry Curl fashion. He was short, fiftysomething, smartly dressed in a shiny silver suit, and when he spoke the timbre of his voice was surprisingly full and deep.

		"Our next fighter stands 5'8" and weighs 125 pounds. She's been featured on ESPN, Good Morning America, The View, and was also a celebrity judge for America's Got Talent! Now, coming off a two-fight losing streak, she hopes to show the world that she's not done snapping necks and writing checks. Ladies and gentlemen! Give it up for none other than the l-e-g-e-n-d-a-r-y AMY! ARMBAR! ANDERSON!"

		The crowd exploded with applause —including Chloe who stood to her feet, and started pumping her small fists and shouting at the top of her lungs. It had been a long time since she'd seen a MMA match; and she had forgotten how much she enjoyed the spectacle of it all.

		Then the overhead flood lights were turned off, throwing most of the warehouse into blackness. And with the blackness a heavy silence descended upon the spectators.

		Chloe looked around, noting the conspicuous absence of electronic devices. She was standing in one of the very back rows, realizing that at practically any sort of sporting/entertainment event these days there was always the ubiquitous sea of lights from glowing cell phones. But not here. Not here. Not in the warehouse. Obviously everyone was too scared of what might happen.

		Then she spotted the track light at the other end of the warehouse, near the back.

		A fighter was making her way to the cage.

		The crowd applauded —with an almost savage intensity.

		It was far away, but Chloe could see that the track light was following a blonde-haired woman as she heroically jogged towards the cage. She was wearing her boxing robe with the big sequined letters that spelled out: AMY ANDERSON.

		"Go Amy! We love you! We will always love you!" members of the audience shouted out.

		To say that Chloe was excited was an understatement.

		At the moment she didn't care that there were only a few hundred people in the audience. She didn't care that the fight was being held in some shitty warehouse along the side of the highway. She didn't care that the entire place had the faint smell of manure in the air. She didn't even care that Amy Anderson was on the back nine of her career and clearly fighting only because there were no other options. All that Chloe cared about was that she was finally going to get a chance to watch her idol step into the cage and fight another opponent.

		There was so much electricity in the air that the air seemed to crackle. Everyone was standing up and cheering for the veteran.

		"We love you Amy!"

		"You're looking great Amy!"

		"Show us what you got Amy! You're a BBC champion!"

		As soon as Amy climbed into the cage the lights were turned back on, flooding the warehouse with light. Amy headed towards the middle of the ring. Impressively, she still had the same swagger in her gait: chin pulled down, shoulders back, marching with her characteristic sense of purpose and mental fortitude. The announcer waited with his microphone. He had a strange smile on his face that Chloe didn't exactly love though. And his smile got even bigger when Amy Anderson finally removed her robe, letting the silk material pool around her feet.

		That's when Chloe's jaw hit the floor.

		Amy wasn't dressed like a woman about to engage in some high-level mixed martial arts.

		Amy was dressed more like a woman about to enter a spring break wet T-shirt contest.

		"Yeah Amy! Shake those big tits! Shake them! Let's see that ass too!" yelled a drunk guy several feet away from Chloe.

		Chloe was still trying to figure out what was going on. She didn't even want to believe her own eyes. Presently Amy was wearing a white T-shirt cut low in the front, dipping to a deep V between her breasts which were barely covered at all. Across the T-shirt were the promotion's initials in big, black letters: BBC.

		Out of the corner of Chloe's eye she could see the drunk pound some more beer before he yelled out: "Turn around, Amy! Let's see that booty! Turn around or I might have to go down there and do some damage on that pussy!"

		To Chloe's horror, Amy actually started to turn around in a circle —showing off the goods.

		"Yeah baby!" the drunk yelled obnoxiously. "Now that's what I'm talking about!"

		Traditionally, women fighters had the option of wearing shorts, or the tighter bicycle shorts, or possibly the shorts with the skirt front which was often favored by Amy Anderson in her prime.

		But now to go along with her BBC shirt she wore only a silky black thong that rode high up on her womanly hips.

		It was a small thong with a skimpy little triangle in the front and a little string in the back that disappeared between Amy's shapely buttocks. Other than that, there were just her 4 ounce gloves with the BBC logo.

		Despite lots of inner conflict, Chloe couldn't stop watching the activities in the cage.

		The atmosphere of the place was part freak show, part discount strip club. Chloe wanted to get up and leave the warehouse immediately. But stronger, darker forces compelled her to stay in her seat. Put simply, she was too curious to leave now.

		It was beyond confusing though.

		In front of hundreds of people the great Amy Anderson was strutting around in her revealing attire, scuttling around the cage so that the members of the audience were granted glorious views of her thonged ass. Every time she bent over or raised one of her muscular legs, the crowd responded with thunderous applause.

		As Chloe watched she couldn't help but to notice also the changes in Amy's body. Her arms were still toned to perfection, but her body wasn't as rock hard as it once was. There was more meat on her breasts and ass, making her look less like a fighter and more like a ring girl.

		But Amy Anderson was a fighter!

		And yet, thought Chloe contemptuously, this wasn't a combat sport she was watching. This wasn't true martial arts. This was just a mockery to Amy Anderson's legacy. And above all, it was humiliating to watch, seeing such a strong independent woman like Amy 'Armbar' Anderson reduced to...

		"Bend over, baby! Let's see that beautiful pussy!"

		Chloe's blood was starting to boil. Arguably it would have been better if Amy Anderson had become a professional exotic dancer —because clearly the fighting was just a flimsy pretense for seeing Amy shake her ass and bounce her tits while intimately wrestling another scantily clad woman.

		"Amy, shake them! Shake them, baby! Let's see those big titties bounce up and down! Show us you're worthy of a BBC title!"

		Amy's opponent was a sexy Brazilian woman named Trinity Rizzo.

		Chloe recognized Trinity also since Trinity had once fought in the UFC; indeed had even headlined a PPV card where she challenged (and lost) to the woman's current bantamweight champion, a Polish striker with incredible Brazilian Ju-Jitsu and even better legs.

		Trinity had shoulder length dark hair, lusciously coffee brown skin tone, and a curvaceous physique. After she disrobed in the cage, it turned out that she was wearing the same outfit as Amy, only her thong was red instead of black. There were times in the fight, however, when it appeared that she wasn't even wearing panties since the flimsy material all but disappeared between her big Brazilian cheeks.

		Why was Amy doing this, degrading herself?

		Why was Trinity doing this, degrading herself also?

		Money, Chloe thought. It always came down to money.

		The crowd continued shouting as the first round ended and the second round began. To Chloe, it was clear that both women were shades of their former selves. Amy and Trinity still had their techniques —but the speed, power, and efficiency were gone. Amy was dominating Trinity in the first round. But not in the second round.

		At first Amy was relying on her leg-kicks to get points. It was most likely that Trinity was going to go for the takedown eventually. But Amy continued on. During the middle of the second round Trinity blocked one of Amy's sidekicks. In pain Amy winced and stopped kicking. She waved her hand up to stop Trinity from rushing in, but it was useless.

		Trinity slammed Amy on the canvass and assumed top position. Chloe's eyes drifted to the screen above the cage. The two women had inadvertently landed in the 69 position with Trinity on top, her big fat brown ass raised high in the air, both of her knees straddling Amy's distraught face.

		Amy started panicking.

		"Look!" said one of the spectators close to Chloe. "She's getting choked! Amy Anderson is getting choked the fuck out!"

		"Yeah," said his buddy, "she's getting suffocated by that sweet Brazilian pussy!"

		"I hope someone beats me up like that one day!"

		"Ha, you wish!"

		Down in the cage, Amy had managed to get both of her hands free by now. She was still struggling, her face red and very intense-looking. Flat on her back, she reached up, but was only able to grab the two massive globes of flesh that constituted Trinity's bubble butt.

		As Amy struggled to get free, her hands squeezed both of Trinity's butt-cheeks, pulling them apart. Meanwhile Trinity was leaning forward with both of Amy's legs tightly wrapped around her neck, controlling her.

		Chloe kept watching the screen, unable to look away, but she was starting to feel sick in the stomach.

		There was another full minute left in the round when Amy's legs opened, freeing Trinity's head.

		Trinity sat up and began grinding her ass down on Amy's head. Amy tried to fight her way free, but to no avail. The muscles in Trinity's powerful thighs flexed as she continued to grind her ass on Amy's head.

		The crowd roared with excitement.

		Obviously Trinity was loving this. A wicked smile flashed across the sultry beauty's face; and she flicked her tongue across her lips like someone who'd just licked her way to the bottom of an ice cream cone.

		Later Chloe learned that Trinity had taken advantage of her 'top position' by licking Amy's pussy and sucking her clit. Such tactics were generally frowned upon in more reputable organizations like the UFC, but they were nonetheless effective in rendering one's opponent helpless and horny.

		After that Amy didn't have any more fight in her. She just lay there on the canvass with Trinity bouncing her big bubble butt up and down on Amy's face until the referee came over and ruled it a TKO by Booty Slam.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		Eventually Chloe's professional ambition drove her towards the cage where Amy Anderson was already walking down the stairs, her head hung low in shame. It didn't help that only a tiny string covered her entire round ass.

		Seeing the disappointment on Amy's face flooded Chloe with a great mixture of emotions. Knowing that Amy had once been so highly respected by millions of men and women alike only made things worse. Every time Amy took a step her big breasts bounced around freely. Her ass constantly jiggled. There was something almost sadistic about her wardrobe —as if she would have looked less naked if she hadn't been wearing anything at all.

		Trinity was still in the middle of the cage while the speakers in the warehouse continued to pump out rap music. Trinity was smiling and shaking her ass at the crowd. Not too long ago she had been interviewed on ESPN. Now she was leaning forward, putting her hands on her knees, while sticking her big Brazilian ass out in the air, moving her hips to the pulsing music.

		The crowd loved it.

		Trinity was sexy and had unbelievable natural rhythm. It was like she was born to do two things: fight and shake her big butt.

		Amy was getting closer.

		Chloe knew that this was her chance. If she was going to get that photograph she would need to act fast. As the crowd screamed for Amy's attention, Chloe got as close as she could. The beautiful fighter was about twenty feet away and would have to walk directly past Chloe on her way to the locker rooms.

		Chloe still remembered seeing the redheaded guy outside. So she knew that she would have to be tricky. As a reporter, it wouldn’t be the first time that she was physically assisted outside a building. But there was something so intimidating about those two behemoth security guards which made her skin crawl.

		Reaching into her purse, she saw Amy approaching, getting closer. The sight of her long blonde hair, jiggly tits under the BBC half-shirt, tiny V-shaped panties, and womanly hips that seemed to sway in an exaggerated manner was starting to become permanently etched in Chloe's mind.

		Chloe glanced down, making sure the camera was ready. It was too. All she had to do was point and click.

		"Amy, Amy, Amy!" spectators yelled. "We love you Amy! You'll get her next time! Next time you'll be the one who TKO's her with your big ass!"

		"Yeah!" someone else yelled. "Or smother her face with your tits! You're still the BBC champ! You were made for BBC!"

		It was so humiliating, Chloe thought. She was really starting to feel bad about getting a picture of a true hero down on her luck.

		Inwardly, she continued to bemoan what an untenable situation this was. But now was her chance. Amy was almost here, less than seven feet away. Unable to shake her sense of dread, Chloe pulled her camera out of her purse, keeping the camera next to her leg. As the ex-UFC champion got closer Chloe snapped a few haphazard pictures which may or may not have been in focus.

		Finally, just as Amy passed by, Chloe furtively raised the camera up to her chest, angling for the perfect shot.

		Then someone tapped her on the shoulder. "Excuse me miss, but cameras are not allowed here!"

		The statement, while seemingly polite and friendly, vibrated with a portentous note. Chloe's gut clenched. She froze. Then Amy Anderson's thonged ass passed by just as Chloe turned in the other direction to look at the person.

		It was a woman.

		"I'll need that please."

		Chloe's first response was to play dumb and pretend like she didn't know what was going on. But the other woman was shockingly persistent.

		"Now please!" the other woman said, holding her hand out. "I'm afraid we have a policy about cameras. And I'm sure that you already knew that."

		"I'm sorry, I was just —"

		In a very calm and firm voice, the other woman said, "Please give me the camera right now."

		Chloe handed the woman her camera and said, "How long?"

		"Six months," the other woman said, taking the camera and then rubbing her big round belly. She wasn't just pregnant. She looked like she was carrying twins. Triplets maybe!

		"What's your name?" the other woman said.

		"Chloe."

		"Well Chloe, two things," the other woman said, pausing long enough to manually delete all of the photos off the digital camera. "First of all, I'm afraid that I have to erase all of your pictures. Secondly, I'm Sandra Lee."

		Again, Chloe began offering her most sincere apologies, but at the same time she sensed that Sandra Lee was not the sort of person who put a lot of stock in excuses.

		While she fiddled with the camera some more, Chloe tried to imagine what Sandra looked like when she wasn't pregnant.

		Sandra was obviously naturally attractive with long blonde hair, mesmerizing green eyes, fit body, and legs that went on for miles. The MMA fan in Chloe could see those legs being useful for kicking opponents. But the newspaper reporter in Chloe could also see those legs being good for wearing high heels as she leisurely enjoyed her days of spas, 5 star restaurants, and Mercedes dealerships.

		"Do you work here?" Chloe said finally.

		Sandra gave a small nod. "Something like that."

		"Fighter?" Chloe guessed.

		Sandra laughed, throwing her head back while placing a hand on one of her generous hips. "Oh heaven's no! A fighter? Are you crazy, girl? Do you really think that I look like someone who enjoys beating people up?"

		Chloe looked at the woman again. "I guess not."

		"I was a ring girl."

		"For real?"

		Winking conspiratorially at Chloe, Sandra added, "That's how I got started. First job out of high school."

		"Ring girl? Wow."

		"It probably wasn't what my parents wanted. Definitely not their first choice," Sandra candidly admitted. "But at the time I enjoyed it."

		"What happened?" Chloe asked. "I mean, never mind, I guess I know what happened."

		The woman arched one of her deftly drawn eyebrows, then looked down at the sizeable baby bump in front of her. "This happened. This is my third pregnancy now. All the women in my family are super fertile, apparently. It happens."

		"Yeah, sure," Chloe said, thinking that she'd never seen such a big swollen belly on such a trim woman. Was Sandra going to have triplets?

		"And you can either be a ring girl, or you can be pregnant. But you can't be both."

		Sandra gave a sad little chuckle.

		"Wow! That's terrible!" Chloe said, having never had children herself. "I mean, to lose your job. Not the pregnant part."

		"It was and it wasn't."

		"How so?" Chloe asked.

		Sandra continued. "Actually, I'm glad it happened. For multiple reasons. First of all I love being a mommy. It actually comes pretty natural to me. And secondly, career-wise, it forced me to start looking at different options. And, long story short, I found out that the best way to keep from being fired was to simply become your own boss."

		"And did you?"

		"What's that, honey?" Sandra said to the younger woman.

		"Become your own boss," Chloe clarified.

		"Oh girl. I thought you already knew," Sandra said, her eyes widening as she grabbed Chloe by the arm. While Sandra laughed a fluttering, high-pitched laugh, she said, "Who do you think the CEO of BBC is? I'm the boss! I'm the boss bitch! Everyone here works for me!"

		Chloe took a moment to absorb the new information. She knew that the older woman wasn't laughing at her, but Chloe still felt the sting of embarrassment for not having done her research. It wasn't just unprofessional. It was a little humiliating. "I'm sorry, I'm not sure why I assumed that —"

		Sandra interrupted. "It's okay, dear. You're not the first. Most people are surprised when they hear that the BBC is run by a woman. I take it as a compliment, really. It's fine."

		"Cool," Chloe said nodding, relieved that she hadn't offended the resourceful older woman. "So: are you still with the guy, the father."

		Sandra proudly rubbed her big full belly again and said, "I hope so. This is our third kid. I hope he still loves me. I'm pretty sure he does. He better love me, ha! I'm his boss!"

		"He works here?"

		"When you paid for your ticket, did you happen to see that 300 pound gorilla in the fancy suit?"

		"The guy at the door?"

		Sandra's smile widened until it germinated into a laugh. "That's Leroy. That big hunk of dark chocolate is all mine too, so don't you even think about it!"

		For possibly the first time in Chloe's life, she was speechless.

		Sandra continued. "I love black men, I admit it. Most people are surprised when they hear me say it, but that's okay. I like my man big, dark, and strong. It's not just the unbelievably huge cocks either. There's just something different about being with a black man. It's very primal, but very real. I used to think it was just the taboo of black men/white women that excited me so much, but it's definitely more than that. I just love black men. And I love seeing black men and white women together. The contrast of their bodies is so sexy to me. In fact, if you want, I can definitely hook you up with a black guy, you know, so you can see what it's like to take a walk on the dark side."

		Chloe laughed nervously. "That's okay, I'm not really looking for a date. I just came to see Amy Anderson. I've always been such a big fan. When I was a little girl I wanted to be just like her!"

		"How old are you?"

		"Twenty-five, why?"

		"Amy's not even that much older than you," Sandra noted dryly. "But then again she did become famous at such a young age."

		"Yeah, totally," Chloe said, feeling like a gushing teenager instead of a professional reporter.

		"Well, I can't get you a picture," Sandra said. "But I can maybe do you one better. Come with me."

		"Where are we going?"

		"To meet your idol."

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		Immensely pleased with how she had handled herself, Chloe followed Sandra towards the locker rooms in the back. She barely had time to consider how strange the world was sometimes. One moment she is standing there trying to snap a rather salacious photograph of a fallen star, the next moment she is being personally escorted by the owner for an intimate/behind the curtain/one-on-one with Amy "Armbar" Anderson!

		The farther away they got from the ring the quieter it became until Chloe could only hear the faint sound of music and shouting.

		At the end of a long hallway Sandra escorted Chloe up a dog-legged staircase.

		"Last month there was a flash flood," Sandra explained. "So all the important stuff got moved to the second floor. My office too."

		"That sucks."

		"The thing about being the boss," Sandra said, "is that there is never a shortage of fires to be put out. Actually though, we're going to need to wait for a few moments. That's why we're going to my office. I'm sure Amy needs a second to cool off before we do the whole social thing."

		"That makes sense."

		"She hates losing."

		"Yeah, I know."

		"She's so competitive."

		"That's what makes her so great," Chloe said.

		"I think you're exactly right."

		Sandra, her hand tightly grasping Chloe's elbow, guided her down another hallway until they got to the office. Sandra pulled out a set of keys and unlocked the door.

		It was a relatively small room with a large desk, several armchairs, some filing cabinets, and a big velvet couch against the back wall.

		Being as gracious as possible Chloe glanced around the room again and thanked Sandra for this wonderful opportunity.

		"Reaching out to our fans is one of the things I enjoy most about my job. I like the big look of excitement when a young woman gets her first BBC experience."

		Chloe was still looking around the office, taking it all in. Most of the wall space was dominated by all kinds of combat sports paraphernalia: boxing gloves, punching bags, old magazine covers, awards, photographs of famous fighters posing for the camera, and much more. "I like the name too."

		"You do? How so?"

		"I don't know," Chloe said. Then she noticed a picture of Sandra in her ring girl days. Tall, long legged, with shiny golden hair, Sandra was one of the most naturally beautiful women Chloe had ever seen. She looked like Hitler's wet dream. Not to mention she had these big breasts that were barely contained in her small bikini top. "Just something about the Bad Bitches Championship. It sounds empowering, I suppose."

		"It is. You're very clever, aren't you?" Sandra said.

		Chloe found herself looking at Sandra's big belly once more. If she'd seen the blonde beauty on the street, she would have never (in a million years) guessed that she was walking around with a black guy's baby. But then again, times were changing. And while Chloe hardly ever saw white boys and black women together. She was starting to see plenty of white women and black men together. Chloe knew that black guys often found white women attractive. In fact, more than once, she'd been hit on by black guys who complimented her on her blonde hair and nice ass.

		Sandra pulled a T-shirt from a cardboard box and tossed it at Chloe. "There you go, girl. That should fit you."

		Chloe caught the shirt and held it up for inspection. It looked like a regular T-shirt, just her size. In big pink letters it said: I FIGHT FOR BBC!

		"Really?" Chloe said. "How much do you want for it?"

		"On the house," Sandra said. "Try it on. Make sure it fits you."

		Chloe was still smiling as she turned around and quickly took her shirt off. She'd been in such a rush that morning that she'd left the house bra-less. Her breasts were perfectly shaped C-cups with long pink nipples. When she slipped her BBC shirt on over her head she said, "Kinda tight. But I like it."

		"Turn around. Let me see."

		"What do you think?" Chloe said, proudly modeling her sexy new attire.

		But before Sandra had time to respond her cell phone started ringing. The pregnant woman glanced at the caller ID and, with a look of pure exasperation, answered. "What is it now? Uh-huh, uh-huh, okay, calm down. It's fine. No, don't worry. Everything is going to be okay. I'll be down there in just a second. Just don't do anything before I get there."

		Chloe was looking at Sandra now. "Trouble?"

		"Fires, fires, fires," Sandra said, shaking her head in mild disbelief. "Never any shortage around this place. Look I got to step out for a few moments. Honestly, it could be five minutes. It could be longer. Do you want to just take a rain check?"

		"I don't mind waiting," Chloe said, recognizing a window of opportunity when she saw one. "Please, go ahead, I'll be fine."

		It was only after Sandra had apologized and left the office that Chloe realized her miscalculation. Sandra still had her camera! This meant that Chloe wasn't going to be able to go around and take a bunch of great photos for the newspaper. Her viable options were dwindling, so she spent some time merely walking around the dusty little office, checking out all the MMA-related memorabilia and bric-a-brac on the walls.

		After her initial inspection of the room, Chloe went over to the big desk. Behind the desk there was a swiveling Captain's chair which Sandra had used earlier. As soon as Chloe alighted, she threaded her hands behind her head, looked around the room, trying to figure out how she could turn this into a good newspaper story.

		On the surface of the desk there was a large computer monitor that was turned off. Someone had produced a handwritten note and pasted the note to the top corner of the computer monitor.

		The note said:

		"Locker room surveillance monitor. Do not turn on! Don't even think about it!"

		Chloe looked away from the computer monitor and shifted uneasily in her chair. There were certain boundaries that even she didn't feel comfortable breaching—not to mention there was a chance that at any moment the door might burst open and Sandra Lee could walk in.

		But the longer Chloe sat there the more her attention kept going back to that damn computer screen. Now, about twenty minutes into her silent vigil, she found herself yielding to curiosity.

		She bent forward and pushed the button on the lower right corner.

		Slowly, the monitor flickered to life.

		Piqued, Chloe leaned forward in her chair.

		The video wasn't what she was expecting. First of all it wasn't the typical wall-mounted surveillance camera used in gas stations and banks. Instead this one seemed portable. The frame slightly wobbled. Obviously someone was standing behind, holding the camera which directly connected to this CCTV.

		It was Amy Anderson!

		Amy was sitting on a bench in the locker room. She was still wearing her BBC uniform.

		Chloe leaned closer until she was on the edge of her seat.

		The camera mercilessly zoomed in on Amy until her entire face filled the frame. Her blonde hair was pulled into a messy ponytail and loose strands stuck to her beautiful face. She was still beautiful, but she looked exhausted.

		The guy behind the camera said, "So tell us who you are."

		Amy laughed nervously, rolling her pretty brown eyes at the camera. "Come on! Are you serious?"

		"The people want to know," the man said in a voice that could have been kinder.

		"Um, my name is Amy Anderson. I'm a female MMA fighter. I won an Olympic gold medal in women's judo. And I once held the championship belt for the UFC's women's bantamweight division," she said, appearing uncomfortable in the camera. "Is that what you want?"

		"It's a start," the man said, his tone flat and impersonal as always. "But you're not fighting for the UFC anymore, are you?"

		"No, I guess not," Amy said.

		"Tell us then. Who are you fighting for?"

		Amy paused, clearly not liking where this scene was going. "Um, I guess I'm not fighting for the UFC. I guess I'm fighting for the BBC now."

		The man chuckled. "Do you like being a BBC girl?"

		Amy looked at the man, giving him a funny look. "I guess so. They've treated me pretty good."

		The man chuckled again. "I bet they have. I bet the BBC treat you really good Amy, your fine ass!"

		Growing visibly impatient, Amy said, "Is that all for now? Or do you have any actual questions left?"

		The man said: "Why don't you stand up, Amy. Show us your fighting uniform. Millions of women all over the world want to see what their idol looks like today."

		When Amy didn't move fast enough, the man added, "Come on, sexy. Let's see how you look today."

		As Amy stood up, the camera pulled back. Across her tiny white T-shirt were the letters BBC! The letters were pink and written in a fancy cursive font. The T-shirt was so short that any movement at all risked showing the bottoms of Amy's full breasts that swayed freely, unencumbered by any kind of bra. One would have thought that the top of her uniform would have been humiliating enough. But as the eye traveled down things only got worse for Amy. Her flat tummy was left completely exposed. And below her belly button the only thing she wore was a flimsy black thong, also with the swirly cursive lettering: BBC Girl. If not for the pair of pink boxing gloves, Amy would have looked dressed perfectly for a wet T-shirt contest.

		"Nice," the man behind the camera said, his breathing suddenly quickening at the sight of the buxom white woman proudly displaying her BBC outfit. "Turn around."

		As uncomfortable as ever, Amy said, "Do I have to?"

		"Yes, you have to."

		Amy turned around reluctantly. She had a great ass, perfectly shaped. Her butt was round and soft, with the thong only accentuated the shapely curves that slightly rippled whenever she nervously shifted her weight from one bare foot to the other.

		Judging from her negative reaction, one would have guessed that she didn't like being put on display as a scantily-dressed sex symbol. Her whole life she'd built her identity around her skills as a fighter and a fearless competitor. Now she was forced to stand there and take orders from a man wielding a camera.

		Suddenly a man's hand —which couldn't have been any bigger or blacker— entered the frame.

		It was the man behind the camera.

		The black guy began squeezing Amy's curvy bottom, his dark fingers digging into her soft white flesh. It was evident by her facial expression that she didn't appreciate having her exposed butt-cheeks massaged like that, but at the same time she didn't tell him to stop.

		Then the man's hand withdrew from the frame. Amy swiveled around, facing the camera again. Her eyes were narrow and defiant, despite the incongruous nature of her nipples which were rock hard and jutting out of her BBC top.

		The camera zoomed in on her nipples, before pulling back to reveal her lovely face.

		"So Amy, can you tell us why you're here tonight?"

		Amy crossed her arms, and stomped one of her feet.

		"Amy?" the man said, snapping his fingers to get her attention.

		"What?" she said a little testily.

		He repeated his question.

		"I guess I'm here because I lost the fight tonight."

		The man waited, not saying a word.

		"That's why I'm here," she said. "Okay?"

		"What happens if you lose a BBC fight, Amy?"

		"I guess..." she said, turning to the side as she pounded her fist into her opposite hand. "Damn it! I almost had her too! I was this close! If those goddamn leg kicks had just kept working... I was so close!"

		"But you didn't win, did you, Amy? You got that white ass beat, huh? You got knocked out by that big beautiful Brazilian butt?"

		The taunting note in his voice was enough to bring her around to face him. Amy didn't like his gloating and it showed in her reaction. Yes, she may have lost an MMA match that night, but there was still something of a genuine warrior left in her. Her hard jaw clenched and her knuckles whitened as she made a fist.

		"You look like you want to hit me," the man said.

		Amy scoffed, but didn't say anything.

		"Amy?"

		There was a long pause.

		"Hey sexy?"

		"What do you want!" she snapped. "I already told you that Trinity beat me. So? So what?"

		"Ah, so what would have happened if you would have won tonight?"

		"Well first of all, I should have won tonight," she said, her eyes still narrowed with inner rage. "Secondly, if I had won, I would have been given a title shot. I would have been given a fight against the BBC champion!"

		Pleased, very pleased, the man waited and then said, "And what happens if you lose?"

		Amy lapsed into a thoughtful silence, staring at the ground, lost.

		The man snapped his fingers: "Amy! Answer the question. Be a good girl."

		She gave him a drop-dead look, and finally said, "I'm supposed to make a stupid little fucking movie."

		"A fighting movie?" the man said with mock curiosity. Laying on the sarcasm he added, "You mean you're going to make a movie that highlights your skills as a mixed martial artist?"

		Stiffly, she said, "No, a different kind of movie. A BBC movie. A sort of... sex movie."

		One could hear the exultant smile in the man's voice as he said, "Do you like black guys, Amy?"

		Not quite meeting his gaze, Amy said, "Black guys?"

		"Have you ever dated black men? Have you ever had relations with a black guy? Or only white boys?"

		"White boys," Amy said, her eyes downcast and full of self-pity.

		"Don't look so glum, beautiful," the man said. He gave a bark of humorless laughter. "It kills me when I see such a sexy little snowbunny look so upset. But don't worry, sweetie. I think I know exactly what that cute white butt of yours needs..."

		Just as he said that, the door at the back of the locker room opened. Trinity appeared wearing a black halter top and tight black jeans which did little to conceal her curvaceous lower body. Then there was just the sound of her high heels clicking on the linoleum floor as she walked right up to the bench, looming over Amy's dismayed face.

		As Chloe watched, she had a strong premonition that something bad was about to happen to Amy. But despite the impulse to turn off the monitor, Chloe sat still, her unbelieving eyes glued to the screen.

		"You lost!" Trinity said.

		Obviously Amy was having a hard time looking up at Trinity. She hung her head and muttered something that sounded like, "I know, I know."

		"I beat you, I slammed you."

		"I know."

		"Now you pay, Amy."

		"What?"

		"Get my cock out!"

		This time Amy burst out with a laugh. She placed her hand over her mouth, stifling the mirth long enough to say, "Cock? I'm pretty sure that your fucking English teacher owes you a refund!"

		SMACK!

		Not even Amy's high-level reflexes prepared her for the mighty backhand that found its way across the left side of her face. The blow was so hard that a reddish imprint of Trinity's hand was left as Amy stared up with disbelieving eyes.

		Trinity didn't show her any mercy though. Instead she merely glowered down at her and barked: "Get my fucking cock out!"

		With big watery eyes, Amy continued to look perplexed as the bubble butt Brazilian woman stepped forward so that her crotch was dangerously eye-level with Amy's face.

		Eventually Amy took the hint and reached for the front of Trinity's pants. Hesitantly, she unbuckled the belt and a moment later a large plastic dong sprang out, nearly hitting pretty Amy directly in the face. The black dildo was attached to some kind of harness which wrapped around Trinity's narrow waist.

		Trinity smirked. "My cock, you like? I think Amy like my cock. I think Amy like to suck my black cock now for me."

		Amy was breathing more heavily now, still seemingly embarrassed by the situation she was in. But there was no point in trying to fight back. Amy was clearly resolved to her fate. She'd been beaten by the more superior woman and it was time to show her respect.

		Reluctantly, Amy started tugging Trinity's tight jeans down until they were a puddle at her feet. Trinity stepped out of the clothes, removing her own black halter top. It was a very primal and erotic sight. Trinity wasn't wearing a bra or panties —only the harness with the black dong which angrily pointed at Amy's face.

		"Look up at me," Trinity demanded.

		The Brazilian warrior was a stunning woman with curves to die for. She had the ass that some American women only dreamed of. And her breasts were round, natural D-cups that somehow looked perfect on her hourglass frame. Her waist was tiny, almost shredded with muscle. And her luxurious long black hair was good enough to be in a shampoo commercial. In some ways she was the epitome of femininity —except, of course, for the giant black dong that bobbed up and down in front of her.

		"Suck," Trinity said, "You suck! I think it is time for Amy to submit. So suck my cock, my black cock, Amy, beautiful American girl. And look up at Trinity. I want to see those beautiful American eyes while you suck my fucking cock."

		Amy gave Trinity one more angry look before turning her attention to the plastic dong. As she moved some hair out of her face, her expression was a mixture of incredulousness and disdain. Finally she reached up and wrapped her fingers around the base of Trinity's cock. It was so thick that her pale white fingers barely touched. Almost immediately Trinity started pushing on the back of Amy's head, encouraging her to start sucking.

		Then Amy opened her mouth and leaned forward, allowing for the cock to slide over her tongue.

		"Good, Amy. Make your mouth like a pussy for me to fuck."

		"I am!"

		"How does it taste?" Trinity said.

		"Like plastic."

		"Good!"

		Trinity laughed at the sight of Amy's lips wrapped around her plastic piece. "Ha ha! Amy! Finally I shut you up!"

		As Amy bobbed her head up and down, struggling to accommodate the large plastic dong, Chloe kept wondering what Trinity was really getting out of this. If Trinity had been a man, and the penis had been real flesh and blood, that would have made sense. That was something that Chloe could get her mind around. But this seemed more psychologically sadistic rather than basic animal pleasure.

		Either way Trinity appeared to enjoy all the effort that Amy was giving. Amy started gagging and coughing. Thick, sticky saliva coated the entire length of the black cock, Amy's face, all over. There were already strands of spit dripping down from the fake cock onto the floor.

		Then a voice said: "Enjoying the show, are we?"

		Chloe roused herself, pulled her gaze away from the computer monitor, and looked across the room.

		It was Sandra Lee. The beautiful pregnant woman was standing in the threshold of the doorway, her arms crossed over her busty chest. Sandra didn't say anything. She didn't have to. Her expression said it all.

		Chloe was about to speak, but faltered and looked away from Sandra, then turned abruptly and clicked the computer monitor off.

		There was no point in giving excuses now. She had been caught red handed. For seconds she merely stared down at the carpet, her head drooped forward. When she finally raised her head, she brushed back a strand of hair that had shaken loose from her ponytail.

		"I'm sorry."

		"First of all, I don't like little sneaks! And I definitely don't like sneaks in my office! And I definitely don't like sneaks in my office after I've tried to help them out!"

		Sandra walked into the room, heading straight for her desk. Chloe popped up out of the seat. She expected Sandra to be in a worse mood considering what had just happened. But a weird, mischievous smile had started to creep across Sandra's face.

		"What, what is it?" Chloe said, unable to reign in her curiosity.

		Sandra stopped, her eyes focusing on the front of Chloe's shirt.

		Chloe looked down too, noticing for the first time that her nipples had become rock hard in her new BBC shirt. Now that she was paying attention, she realized that her nipples were almost painfully sensitive. Not to mention she'd become a little wet too.

		Sandra smiled. "Looks like someone was enjoying themselves. Either that, or this office is a lot colder than I thought."

		Chloe crossed her arms over her chest, hating the fact that her body was betraying her like that. "I can leave now if you want? I really am sorry. I just get so curious about things. It's in my nature."

		Sandra had her back to Chloe, already pouring a couple of drinks. She turned, adamantly shaking her head, before handing Chloe a glass full of amber-colored liquid. "That won't be necessary. Here, though. Drink up!"

		Chloe, noticing that Sandra wasn't drinking from her own glass, hesitated. "No thanks, I'm not really a big drinker."

		"Well since I can't drink because of my condition," Sandra said, "you'll have to drink for the both of us!"

		This time it sounded more like an order than a friendly suggestion. Chloe got the first drink down without too much struggle. But the second drink was too much; and she ended up coughing at least 50% onto the floor. It didn't take long before the effects to kick in. One moment she was standing there in Sandra's office, apologizing for the mess. The next moment the world started spinning and everything went black. The last thing Chloe remembered before blacking out was the fuzzy outline of Sandra Lee's face hovering over her, saying, "Now let's get you changed into your uniform!"

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		The first thing Chloe saw when she opened her eyes was Amy Anderson.

		Amy was standing there in her thong and BBC top, asking Chloe if she was okay. Chloe wasn't sure if she was okay. She felt like her brain had been ripped open with one of those instruments of torture they’d used back in the Middle Ages; and now her brain was on display for anybody who wanted to dig around and see what they could find.

		As Chloe struggled to clear the cobwebs out, she felt Amy shaking her by the shoulders, saying, "Are you okay? Come on, it's about to start! The fight is about to start!"

		More confused than ever, Chloe started to look around.

		It was only then that she realized she was standing in the middle of the octagon. The cage was shut. Locked too. It was just Chloe and Amy now. Both women were wearing matching thongs and cut-off BBC shirts. This would have been bad enough, but then Chloe realized that they were being watched by hundreds and hundreds of fans —all faceless and cheering loudly.

		"Yeah Amy! Yeah new girl! Shake those booties! Yeah baby, that's what I came here to see! Shake those butts and titties for me!"

		When Chloe realized how much of her ass was on display for public consumption, she quickly reached behind her, trying to hide as much of her naked ass as possible. She started looking around nervously —only to realize that there was no safe space. The octagon, of course, was surrounded by fans on all sides. The more Chloe tried to cover up her ass, the louder and lewder the fans became.

		Amy looked at Chloe and said, "First night, huh?"

		Chloe's stomach had began to roll and as she looked around, still trying to get her bearings, she had to swallow hard to keep down the contents of her last meal.

		"Yeah I was little overwhelmed the first night I fought for the BBC," Amy said, sounding unbelievably casual. She continued: "But after a while you get used to it. It obviously sells more tickets. That's why I don't like to do interviews. When people compare me to my old self, it's humiliating. But I've moved on, psychologically. My therapist has been working with me and helping me accept my current situation without living in the past. Honestly, my options are limited. And I don't want to end up becoming a waitress."

		Chloe looked at Amy Anderson and said, "You're Amy Anderson!"

		"That's what they tell me!" Amy said.

		"So what am I doing here?" Chloe asked, looking down. She was wiggling her fingers that were sticking out of a pair of pink fighting gloves with the BBC logo.

		"You are here to fight, would be my guess," Amy said, her voice suggesting a little sarcasm. "I mean ...judging from the fact that we're both standing in a cage built for fighting."

		"You? I can't fight you! You're Amy Anderson!"

		Amy started laughing, throwing her head back. "No duh, silly. First of all, we're not even in the same weight class, are we? You're definitely a featherweight. Secondly, it's not a one-on-one match. No, the fans really like to see other kinds of matches too. In my opinion, though, this really stretches the definition of mixed martial arts."

		Chloe was still trying to put it all together in her head. She looked at the roaring crowd, then back at Amy Anderson. Chloe was relieved to know that she wouldn't have to fight her childhood idol. But there was something about Amy's expression which suggested there was trouble on the horizon. "I don't understand."

		"Didn't they cover this in the locker room?" Amy said. "Jesus, we're not fighting each other! We're fighting together!"

		Just then the lights in the warehouse went down and the ring announcer started calling out the names of the other fighters.

		"Standing 6'4" with a record of 27-0..." the ring announcer’s voice said, filling the entire warehouse.

		Chloe squinted her eyes, trying to get a first glimpse of the other fighter. Whoever they were, they were exceptionally tall. That was for sure. Chloe didn't even think that a woman could be that tall!

		She was right too.

		"Demetrius 'Black Mamba' Henderson!"

		A guy! Chloe’s heart first skipped a beat, then sank as she saw Demetrius Henderson climb into the cage. He was super tall, very dark, with muscles all over. But if Chloe thought that was bad enough, then she was wrong. Because a moment later the ring announcer started to call out the name of the next fighter. Chloe and Amy weren't supposed to fight one really huge black guy. They were supposed to fight two really huge black guys!

		Chloe was still trying to process all that while the referee entered the cage. He was wearing a headset microphone; and started going over the rules for the match. Not that Chloe could hear what the referee was actually saying.

		She couldn't even hear the crowd which was full of men and women standing up and pumping their arms over their heads. Was this really happening? Was Chloe in the middle of some terrible dream? Why couldn't she just wake up in her comfortable bed and pretend that this never happened?

		Suddenly, the strength in Chloe's legs gave and she fell over in the octagon, landing hard on her bare butt. It was a comic moment. And more than a few fans started laughing.

		"What are you doing?" Amy said, leaning over Chloe's limp figure. "Get up! Stand up! We're about to fight!"

		"I can't," Chloe said. "I can't fight. Those guys are going to kill us!"

		Amy laughed. "Do you really expect us to actually fight those two giants?"

		Chloe looked across the octagon and saw Demetrius pacing around in preparation. He moved so well, so fluidly, so gracefully. He had the grace of a big jungle cat. His well-muscled body was already covered in a sheen of sweat, highlighting the shapes of his black muscles. Chloe found herself staring mostly at his wide chest, his big shoulders, and his thick arms.

		Then she noticed something else.

		The black man was wearing a pair of bicycle-style white shorts. The shorts were so tight that Chloe could see the massive outline of his member. Chloe knew the myth about black guys (that they were supposed to have big cocks, bigger than white boys) but this was the first time she was ever face-to-face with one. She felt the heat rising in her cheeks and cursed her tendency to blush.

		Meanwhile, Amy reached down and encircled Chloe's small biceps with her hands, pulling her up off the canvass.

		For a moment they were quiet, gazing into each other's eyes and pretending that everything was going to be okay.

		Out the corner of her eye, Chloe could see the announcer strolling to the center of the cage.

		"And fighting in the black thongs tonight, are the ones you've all been waiting for! Ladies and gentlemen, I give you Amy...Armbar... Anderson! And Chloe ...cocktease... Maxwell!"

		The crowd was going nuts. The bell was about to ring. Chloe looked over and saw Amy clenching her fists tight, getting into her stance. Chloe opened her mouth, but before she could get one word out the two black fighters were already closing in on the white women.

		Ignoring the catcalls coming from the audience, Amy bravely took several steps forward. When Demetrius got close enough Amy swung her fist at his face. But to Chloe's dismay the black guy merely ducked underneath the punch.

		A moment later he was on top of Amy, who lay flat on her back, kicking her legs. In the span of five short seconds Demetrius had the ex-UFC champion pinned on the ground. He made it look so easy too. He was dominating Amy without the least sign of strain, only his back muscles slightly flexing while he held her down.

		Chloe wanted to help Amy, but just then she had her own set of problems to deal with. The other fighter was coming towards her now. Chloe froze. She felt like she was in a horror movie.

		He wasn't as tall as Demetrius, but he was much thicker all over. His face was ugly, black, and brutal-looking. He wore his kinky hair in braids that went down to his wide shoulders. His big almond-shaped eyes were eyeing her up like a piece of meat as he got closer and closer.

		Then Chloe surprised herself. She balled her fist up and swung at the ugly brute's face! Her fist connected with his jaw! The crowd exploded! But to Chloe's utter shock, the beastly black man didn't budge an inch. He just stood there, rolling his eyes and chuckling.

		Chloe smiled apologetically and shrugged her shoulders. "Sorry about that, sir. I hope I didn't hurt you."

		A second later he picked Chloe up so that her feet were no longer touching the ground. She put up a token resistance, but actually there wasn't much for her to do. He was far too big and overpowering. She'd already given him her hardest punch and he'd just laughed at her. When she felt his hands reach under her butt, her bare ass, grabbing the exposed meat of her backside, the crowd responded with a chant:

		"BBC! BBC! BBC!"

		Chloe was being carried around now as if she weighed no more than a doll. She wondered what was going to happen to her now. Maybe he was going to beat her up. Maybe he was going to toss her around a few times. Maybe he was going to let her go?

		Panicking a little, she started pounding both of her fists into the dense layer of muscle that covered his shoulders and upper back. It wouldn't have been so bad, but the fact that she was only wearing a thong made the situation all the more humiliating. She could feel the black monster's hands squeezing her ass. Were they really in a fight? Because after a while it started to feel like he was almost massaging her butt.

		Chloe glanced out of the corner of her eye to see that Amy was still pinned by her black guy.

		"Let me go! Get your fucking hands off me!" Chloe said, pounding on his shoulders some more.

		Grinning ear to ear, the black man tilted his head to the side. "Don't worry, after you leave this fight, you're going to be a BBC champion."

		That didn't make sense to Chloe, but she was slightly relieved by his non-aggressive tone. She then decided to switch tactics. After some calculation, she thought that a softer approach might get her further with this guy. So she stopped hitting him and wrapped her legs tightly around his waist. With her breasts rubbing against his chest, she leaned into his neck and let out a long, low moan. "Oh baby, don't hurt me. You're too big. You're too strong."

		Lucky for her, the black beast of a man responded. Still holding her up, he looked her in her pretty blue eyes. "You submit?"

		Smiling one last time, she said, "I submit."

		"Good," he said. "That will make things much easier."

		Chloe wasn't sure what that was supposed to mean. But a second later she was being laid down on the canvass, next to Amy.

		Apparently, Amy had the same strategy as Chloe. Because at the moment Amy wasn't putting up much of a fight. Instead she was laying down on her back, spreading her legs. One of her hands was wrapped around the black man's cock. Chloe had never seen a cock so big and so dark in color. It was either the ugliest thing she'd ever seen or the most beautiful thing she'd ever seen. The contrast between the black cock and Amy's white skin was an erotic sight though.

		The black man's shorts were still on, but pulled down so that his massive dark member was sticking out. Amy was using her hand to massage the tip of his cock while he tensely loomed over her. He kept his eyes focused on Amy whose pussy was barely covered by the silky material of her thong. Then he reached forward and stuck his hands underneath her half-shirt, began massaging her nipples which responded automatically.

		Chloe couldn't believe it. Somehow she'd found herself laying down next to Amy, in similar situations. Above her the uglier black man waited, his thick purplish lips in a snarl as he leered at the beautiful white woman. Of course Chloe knew what he was waiting for. But could she do it? Could she really submit to him in this way?

		While she contemplated this impossible situation, her black man leaned down and placed his lips against her. She was expecting to react with utter revulsion. But the soft lips caused a jolt of electricity to shoot through her entire body. Automatically she closed her eyes, thinking that this would make it easier. She felt his tongue slide into her mouth.

		"Gross," Chloe thought.

		But it only took a few seconds for her to become accustomed to the sensation. She started kissing him back. She felt his tongue eagerly explore the four corners of her mouth. They were freely exchanging saliva. Without even realizing it, her pelvis began to gyrate underneath the great weight of the man. She couldn't account for being so excited. But there was something about being under this powerful man in front of all these people —especially after she had expected to be in a fight. Maybe it was the outright loathing she'd had for this man earlier, but it was like all of her most primal impulses were flaring up and taking over.

		"Pull my cock out," he growled in her ear.

		"What?" poor Chloe said, struggling to reconcile herself with this bizarre situation.

		"Pull my fucking cock out. Now!"

		The last thing Chloe wanted to do was upset this man. So she found herself reaching for his shorts. At first her fingers brushed against the unmistakable outline of his enormous weapon. Chloe was no virgin, but she had never felt anything like this before. She tugged his shorts down a few inches so that she could wrap her fingers around the head. It was so big, so thick, so warm and alive!

		"Fuck me!" Chloe said, biting her lip provocatively.

		"That's what I'm planning to do," the black man said. "That's exactly what I'm planning to do."

		While Chloe played with her first big black cock, the black man started rubbing the inside of her thigh, getting higher and higher. Finally one of his big dark fingers was laying against the fabric of her panties. He pushed in slightly, smiled when he realized how wet Chloe was. He moved her panties to the side and began to fuck her pussy lips with his finger. Chloe let out a moan. The man's index finger was as long and thick as her last boyfriend!

		Meanwhile the crowd continued to chant: "BBC! BBC! BBC!"

		Chloe's black man leaned down and started kissing her again while he continued fucking her pussy with his finger. Chloe was eagerly kissing back, her hand still actively playing with his big cock. And she could hear Amy moaning next to her. Chloe looked over. Amy was getting fucked. Demetrius had Amy's knees pushed back into her stomach while he slowly worked his huge black weapon in and out of her pussy. They looked like famished lovers making up for lost time. Demetrius’s cock was covered in Amy's juices. Chloe loved the contrast of their bodies. It was one of the sexiest things she had ever seen: their naked bodies rubbing and grinding into each other as Amy got drilled by the big black cock.

		The crowd was still chanting: "BBC! BBC! BBC!"

		Then Chloe felt her thong being ripped off and stuffed into her mouth. She lay there, not moving, just staring up at the ugly brute with her panties stuffed in her mouth. He looked down at her, smiling. Obviously he enjoyed what he was looking at. Nobody had ever stuffed Chloe's panties into her mouth but she wasn't about to tell this man what to do.

		She felt his big fat cock slap against her outer lips several times. A moment later he started to slip himself inside her. She bit down on her panties, wincing. At first it felt like he was ripping her apart from the insides. For a second Chloe wondered if she was going to be able to even accommodate such a large lover. Maybe this had been a terrible idea. Maybe this was why pretty white girls weren't supposed to get fucked by big black guys.

		Then she felt his big hands reach under and grip her firm ass cheeks. He had pushed a few thick inches in and was now stopping. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her. Meanwhile his fingers were spreading her cheeks so that her legs moved further and further apart.

		Chloe spit the panties out of her mouth.

		"Uhmmmmmm... Goddamn you're tearing me apart!" yelled Chloe. "I'm not sure that I can take you. You're too fucking big!"

		"You can take this cock," he said, looking down at her with undisguised lust. "I just got to be slow and break you in carefully."

		Then he pushed the panties back into her mouth. "Just bite down on these if you have to. Don't worry, I'm not trying to hurt you. I want to make you cum on this cock. I love it when sexy white girls cum all over my big black cock. That shit is sexy as hell!"

		After a while he started sliding more and more of himself into her. Chloe was amazed with how much she was able to take. Fortunately her pussy seemed to be lubricating the process. She closed her eyes, bit down on her panties when it got too painful. But the pain never lasted for very long. She could feel him pull himself out and Chloe instantly wanted him back inside her. She'd never felt so desperate. After a lover like this, however, she feared that most guys wouldn't be able to impress her.

		"Holy shit!" she said. "Fuck me with that black cock!"

		He pulled his cock out of her again. Then he poked his cock along her slit and jammed it in her wet pussy. He pumped a few times and stopped.

		"What's wrong?" Chloe said desperately.

		He sort of laughed. "See, I told you? I'm all the way inside! I told you that I'd get all the way inside. White girls love this black cock."

		He was sliding in and out of her now with ease.

		The thought of getting fucked by this monster in front of all these people did not revolt Chloe. Instead, she marveled at the feeling. Her pussy was soaking wet, slippery, and she was fucking him as he fucked her. It was the most intense sex she had ever experienced. She moaned and whimpered in his ear. This drove him to new speeds and new strength. And Chloe was only too willing to match the increases.

		With her pretty blue eyes rolled back in her head, Chloe said, "Please, please fuck me! I love that cock! That beautiful black cock! Please fuck my white pussy!"

		He slammed his black cock back inside Chloe and started fucking her again. She loved his huge body, his big cock, even the way his heavy black balls felt slapping against her asshole.

		The motions became urgent and Chloe's dark lover began to grunt.

		"That's it, fuck me!" Chloe yelled, locking her ankles around his back and pulling him into her body. She'd never experienced anything as intense as this. Everything about this man (his size, his strength, the dark burnish of his skin) seemed to be made to dominate her. Mischievously, Chloe smiled up at him, encouraging him to fuck her harder —even when he was already causing no small amount of discomfort from his great size.

		"I'm fixin to cum!" he yelled.

		"Okay, just don't cum inside me," she said, thankfully having the presence of mind to realize that they weren't using protection.

		But it was too late. The sensation of her pussy tightly gripping his rod was too much for the great warrior. He pounded her pussy several more times before his entire body went stiff as a board. He gripped her ass again, pulling her body into his as his cock started to twitch deep inside her.

		"Oh my God, yes!" she shouted, gripping his bull-like neck. "That's it I can feel you cumming. Don't stop..."

		They were moaning together as Chloe felt his cock start to shoot a warm, thick liquid inside her womb. As he filled her pussy up with his cum he took the panties out of her mouth and replaced them with his hungry mouth. They were still moaning together, their bodies moving in rhythm. Then Chloe's own orgasm was triggered. She began shaking underneath him, digging her manicured nails into his back, almost going into hysterics as a warm glow spread throughout every inch of her body.

		Afterwards she just lay there, barely conscious of the outer world.

		When she finally had the strength to open her eyes again she saw that her new lover was still inside of her. He gave her one last sensual kiss before pulling out.

		From her back, she smiled when she saw his big cock bounce up and down, coated in her female juices.

		I did it, she proudly thought to herself. Not only was I able to take that big cock. But I made the big cock explode. Inside me!

		Very slowly, Chloe's senses were starting to come back to her.

		Right next to her Amy was in the same position so that both beautiful women were on their backs, with their legs spread. Both women had thick trails of cum oozing from their pussies, and dripping onto the canvass.

		Amy looked at Chloe.

		Chloe looked at Amy.

		They smiled.

		"What just happened? Did we win or lose?" Chloe said to her idol.

		Halfheartedly, Amy chuckled and rolled her eyes. "I can't speak for you, but I definitely won. I needed that."

		"Me too," Chloe said.

		It didn't matter though. The ring announcer was already entering the cage again. Amy and Chloe struggled to get their "uniforms" back on. Then the announcer made the women stand next to each other, while the two black warriors stood a few feet away, fist-bumping each other.

		The crowd went into hysterics after the black guys were announced winners via TKO. As Chloe looked out at the fans (just starting to realize that they'd all seen the most intimate and most intense experience of her life) Amy barked out a laugh.

		But it was all good. There was even a standing applause as the women made their way out of the cage, headed for the locker rooms. They were just outside the women's side when Chloe saw a large figure lingering in the shadows. He was shirtless and sweaty, his big beefy arms crossed over that wide chest.

		"Looks like you got a fan. I'll let you deal with that one," Amy said, taking her leave. "See you inside!"

		It was the black guy from the fight. Moving closer, Chloe had no idea what she was going to say. But the first thing that came to her brain was, "I never got your name."

		He guffawed. "Everyone calls me Bull."

		Moving even closer, she looked up at him and said, "Fitting name."

		"If you say so."

		"Well, did you enjoy yourself tonight?" she asked.

		Devilishly, he smiled down at her. "More than you can imagine. Usually I can go for five rounds. But girl, shit, you had me done in one round!"

		"I'll take that as a compliment."

		"You should," he said, his brown eyes all lit up. "So I guess you'll be running back to your boyfriend or husband tonight?"

		"Actually," Chloe said, stepping forward. "I was sort of hoping for a rematch!"

		"I think we can arrange that," Bull said. "But just so you know, I won't be so easy on you this time. I might have to get you on the ground. That's where I do my real good pounding."

		"You can try," Chloe said, shooting him a flirty smile before disappearing into the women's locker room for a shower and change of clothes.

		

		THE END
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