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Plowed in the Palaestra

"Did you know," Milo is saying, holding a red plastic cup of beer with his pinkie sticking out like he's drinking from a porcelain teacup, "that the ancient Greeks competed nude in the Olympics to ensure no women were sneaking in?"

"That's because they knew the women of Sparta would kick their asses," I say, then sip from my own cup.

The men's wrestling team is hosting the party this month, because once again they trailed the women's team four matches to two (we're undefeated, naturally). Their revenge is to buy the cheapest keg of beer possible; that or filling the keg with piss, which at least cuts out the middleman.

"Bullshit," says Milo. "Says who?"

"Pausanias," I say. "Xenophon. Fucking Plutarch, that's who." Do not challenge a Classics major on her sources, bitch, I think.

"Yeah, well ..." He takes a big swig of beer, and grimaces — I'm glad it tastes like piss to him, too. "There was no girls' wrestling, it was always a guy's sport."

"The women of Sparta grappled like crazy," I say. "And so, I guess, did the men of Athens. All those oily, sweaty, naked men rolling around in the palaestra," I say, looking over my cup and raising an eyebrow. "Does that get you all hot and bothered, Milo?"

He blushes and looks down at his feet on the scuffed and stained kitchen floor. The wrestling guys are lucky, I suppose, that most of the team lives in this off-campus house — the women's team are scattered across the dorms and various apartments, making it hard to find a place to get together that's not the gym — but it really is a shithole of a house.

"That's not what I'm saying," he mumbles. "What I mean is ... look, your team might have a better record, but that's from wrestling girls, right? What sort of competition is that?"

"I'm pretty sure it's meant to save you boys the embarrassment of having women kick your skinny little asses," I say. "You know we'd dominate you, and you'd be begging for us to stop. Or to keep going, if you know what I mean ..." I raised an eyebrow at him again, and Milo turns a shade warmer red.

"What's she saying to embarrass you now?" Leo, Milo's co-captain, asks. He's wandering into the kitchen with an empty cup, looking for the keg that's sitting in the ice-filled sink.

"Nothing," Milo mumbles.

"I'm just telling him that women are better wrestlers," I say. "Which, obviously, right?"

Leo laughs and fills his cup with the urine-tinted liquid from the keg.

"We're just in a rut," he says. "Peterson U is pretty tough, they should probably be a division up from us. And Nick's finger is still healing from getting jammed last month."

"Our schedule's no cakewalk, bud," I say. "We wrestle the best teams in the region — teams that could probably beat their men's teams with an arm tied behind their collective backs. So quit your whining."

"What, you think you could beat us?" Leo says. He takes a sip of the beer and winces.

"Handily," I say.

"Oiled up and naked?" asks Milo, winking at me.

It's my turn to blush. Don't think I haven't imagined pinning Milo to the mat and scoring a serious takedown or two; he may be built like a wrestler — short and broad, with a square head atop broad shoulders — but he's got curly black hair, sparkling blue eyes, and the roundest, firmest man ass I've ever seen.

"Maybe ..." I say, barely above a whisper.

Leo is digging around in the cupboard beside the sink, and he emerges with a square bottle of olive oil. He tosses it to me, and I almost drop it when I grasp the slick glass.

"Meet you in the basement in five," Milo says, tossing half his cup of beer in the sink.



I wonder if Milo and Leo know the legend of Aspasia, lover of Pantarces and pledged to the goddess Palaestra, who gave her name to the training grounds for grapplers. Probably not. I first heard it when I was a high school wrestler, on my first overnight trip with the JV team, whispered in the dark of the auditorium where we had spread out our sleeping bags.

It goes something like this.

Aspasia was the daughter of Cratinus, a famous wrestler from Aigeira who had won laurels at the Olympic games in his youth. Cratinus had wanted a boy, of course — typical of the time — but when his daughter Aspasia showed an early interest in grappling, he decided to train her on the sly, even though only women from Sparta were known to wrestle among themselves. He even went so far as to take her to the temple of Palaestra, the daughter of Hermes and patron of wrestlers, and pledge her honor to the goddess of grapplers.

Another of Cratinus' students, Patarces, caught Aspasia's eye. He was a handsome young man, with a head of curly hair as black as Hermes' iron tongs and eyes as blue as Poseidon's deepest seas. I imagine he looked a little like Milo, actually, though maybe taller. Aspasia often watched Patarces practicing with the other students at the palaestra, his oiled skin shining in the bright Aegean sun, rolling and tumbling on the sand in their practice bouts, wishing that she were holding his shoulders as she pushed him to the ground, or that he was clutching her thighs in an effort to score a throw.

She also spied on Patarces and the other wrestlers after practice, when they would scrape each other's skin clean with the bronze strigils — Cratinus funded the palaestra in part by collecting the oil and sweat from the wrestlers' bodies in clay jars, which he sold as a balm for all manner of ailments — and then relax in the clear spring-fed stone baths that ringed the practice field. It was there that she first saw what made men different from women — wrestlers still grappled wearing loincloths at this time, so it was only after practice that they revealed their full glory. And the glory Patarces revealed was especially full; Aspasia longed to grapple with the thick, velvety appendage that hung beneath the tangled nest of hair below his belly, and to juggle the heavy globes that dangled behind that slumbering serpent.

Not that the serpent was always slumbering. There was a special camaraderie between wrestlers in those days — I suspect there is these days, too, though perhaps not as open — a particular tenderness that men who grappled in the sun shared when they reclined in the bath. Aspasia found her core aquiver and her heart racing when she watched Patarces' sleeping serpent come awake in the hands and mouths of other wrestlers. And when he mounted one of his comrades in a hold she had never witnessed on the field, his hips bucking as he pushed his rampant serpent into his sparring partner and pressed their wet lips together, his partner's serpent quivering against Patarces' hard belly, Aspasia couldn't prevent her fingers from finding her own warm and tingling cavern and imagining Patarces' member finding a welcome harbor there.

In her eighteenth summer, a game was declared at Olympia, and the invitation went out all over the islands and peninsulas of Greece for the kingdoms and cities to send their fleetest runners, their strongest lifters, and their most cunning grapplers to compete for glory and laurels and the honor of the gods. Naturally, Aspasia longed to compete herself, but women were forbidden from participating in the games. Cratinus allowed her to wrestle only with a handful of girls and women from the surrounding villages, and only in secret, but Aspasia knew she could easily best any of Cratinus' students. And she especially wanted to grapple with Patarces — win or lose, she knew a match with him would bring a special kind of victory.

Cratinus' palaestra was hosting the local competition to select the wrestler Aigeira would send to Olympia, though everyone knew that Patarces was sure to be the grappler to rise to the top. The night before the competition, unable to sleep, Aspasia went to the temple of Palaestra, the thick-limbed, short-haired daughter of Hermes to whom her father had pledged her so many years before, and lay prostrate in front of the goddess' altar. She prayed to wake up a man, blessed with a raging serpent like the one she had seen Patarces and the others wielding, shorn of the breasts that jutted from her chest. She prayed to have her chance to show her skill in the ring, to compete against true grapplers and not girls who were as easily thrown over as a baby goat. And then, writhing on the cold marble floor, she pressed her fingers into her aching, throbbing emptiness, teeth gritted as she imagined Patarces' throbbing serpent, and drove herself over cliffs of pleasure until she passed out.

When Aspasia woke to the morning's harsh sunlight streaming into the temple, she was devastated to find that her dark emptiness had not been replaced by a wondrous column of power, and that her breasts still pressed against the front of her shift. But then she saw, lying on the floor beside her, two strange items: a bronze mask hammered into the likeness of a bearded man, and a clay vial in the shape of Patarces' serpent, a cork stopper plugging the hole in its bulbous tip.

She uncorked the vial and held it up to her nose. It was filled with olive oil scented with lavender, just like the oil that shone on the wrestlers at her father's palaestra. Aspasia dribbled a little on her fingertips and ran it along the shaft of the vial, grinning as the droplets clung to the folds of skin that some mysterious potter's hands had pressed into the clay. Then she took up the mask and held it to her face, breathing in a scent of rosemary from its silk lining. Her patroness had indeed answered her prayers, just not the way she had expected.



"Holy shit, Paige, are you crazy?" Missy asks when I tell her about Milo and Leo's challenge. "You're drunk, right? You must be drunk."

"Not even a little," I say. "I don't think there's any alcohol in the piss water they're serving us."

"But naked? For fuck's sake, Paige ..."

I laugh and wave my hand.

"It's not going to be naked," I say. "Milo will totally chicken out on that — he's just trying to scare me off from wrestling because he knows I'll kick his ass."

Missy raises an eyebrow.

"You're good," she says, "but he's strong — I've seen his bouts."

"He's strong," I say, "but I'm fast. And you know as well as I do that wrestling's a sport of brains over brawn — and I'm sure I've got Milo beat in that area."

She follows me down the stairs to the basement, where Leo has told me he's already gathered the party to watch the bout. The guys on the wrestling team have been living in this house forever, it seems — there's a statue of two men grappling in the Greek style on the front lawn, and banners from the team's championship wins (all at least five years in the past, I've noted with a smirk) hanging from the windows. In the basement, they've transformed the space into a cross between a workout room and an ancient palaestra. There's a padded blue floor with two rings painted on it in white, and ionic columns painted on the walls with quotations from Socrates and Epicurus between them (one of the team captains was a Classics major years ago).

And a dozen people — members of both the men's and women's teams — sitting around one of the rings, red cups in their hands.

A cheer goes up when I come down the stairs, and I feel heat rise in my cheeks. What a fucking mistake, I think, but I set my jaw, throw back my shoulders, and walk up to the ring, stopping at the edge with my hands on my hips. I don't see Milo or Leo; did they chicken out?

And then another cheer goes up, and I turn to see Leo coming from around a darkened corner — maybe leading to the laundry room? — with Milo behind him. Milo is wearing a stained white bathrobe, with a plastic laurel wreath riding atop his curly black hair. He smiles and waves as he approaches the ring, buoyed by hoots and applause that echo in the dark basement.

Milo nods at me and steps into the red corner diagonal from me across the combat circle. Leo steps up behind him and places his hands on Milo's shoulders; Milo unties the belt around his waist and lets the top of the robe open to show his chest. My heart races a little; the barest I've ever seen Milo is in his red wrestling singlet with the white College of St. Anthony "A" on his belly. His chest is hairless, the skin a deep tan, and as the robe parts, I see his nipples, a few shades darker than the rest of his flesh.

Leo eases the robe off Milo's shoulders, exposing the corded muscles around his neck and his large, firm deltoids. My belly clenches, a flutter of fear and a thrill of desire racing through me, as Leo pulls the robe from Milo's back; I'm terrified that he is, in fact, going to be naked as a Grecian hero at Olympia. I breathe a sigh of relief when I see that he's wearing white briefs, though I can tell by the shadow cast on the fly that his equipment matches the impressive girth of his chest.

"This is nuts, Paige," Missy whispers in my ear.

I wave her off and grab the hem of my t-shirt, and toss it over my head. There's a mix of gasps, chuckles, and hoots around the basement, and I feel my cheeks burning as I stand with my hands on hips, holding my shoulders back with my black sports bra tight around my chest. I glance at Milo, who's grinning, with Leo standing behind him with a leering look on his face.

Leo nods toward me, and I realize his motioning at my cutoff shorts. I purse my lips and shake my head, but he narrows his eyes and nods again.

"Fuck," I whisper.

When my fingers tug at the button on my cutoffs, another cheer goes up from the dozen or so people sitting and standing around the wrestling mat. Blood burns up to my scalp and down to my chest, and I feel sweat in my armpits and between my tits. I pull the button open and pull the zipper down; out of the corner of my eye, I see Missy shaking her head, eyes wide. I give her a grin, shake my hips, and ease my shorts down to my knees, revealing my black panties. I toe my sneakers off, kick them away from the mat, and let my shorts drop. Missy scrambles to gather them up and stands just inside my peripheral vision, clutching my discarded clothes in a bundle to her chest.

"There," I shout across the grappling space, "happy?"

"So far," says Milo. "But there's more ..."

Leo holds up the bottle of olive oil from the kitchen. In the harsh light of the bare bulb burning above the mat, it looks absolutely filthy, dust and grime clinging to its brown-green glass. A titter of laughter goes up from the audience.

"In ancient times," Leo intones, like he's starting a ritual, "wrestlers covered themselves in olive oil before their bouts. It warmed the muscles, it kept the pores clean, and it made grappling that much more challenging."

He unscrews the cap on the bottle, holds it above Milo, and lets a green-gold stream drizzle down onto Milo's shoulder. Then Leo rubs his hands across Milo's shoulders and back, and then down Milo's chest, making his skin glisten. Milo grins, and I see Leo's fingers circle his nipples, bringing them to stiff points; I feel tingly at the sight and have to bite my lip to keep from gasping. There's a camaraderie between them that I had never noticed before, and it intrigues and delights me.

Leo runs his hands over Milo's hips, and the oil soaks into Milo's briefs, turning them translucent. I can see the dark shadow of the curly hair between his belly and his cock, and the shape of his shaft stiffening behind the now-slippery cotton. Leo's fingers graze Milo's thighs, pushing the green-gold liquid over his hairless legs, and he kneels behind Milo, face peaking around from behind Milo's ass.

"The mixture of oil and sweat was scraped from the wrestler's body after a bout," Leo says, "and saved in clay jars to use as a medicinal and mystical balm. This gloios could cure aches and pains, inflammation of the anus, swelling of the genitals."

There's some definite swelling of Milo's genitals evident inside his briefs. And from the tingling I feel between my legs, I suspect mine are swelling, too. I shift from foot to foot, watching Leo's fingers spread the oil across Milo's skin, imagining his firm touch on my own.

"It probably made for a pretty good lube, too," Leo says with a wink, and there's an uncomfortable chuckle from the audience.

Leo stands, his hands rising along Milo's body — ankles, knees, hips, belly, chest — and then walks across the mat toward me with the bottle extended in his hand and a sly smile on his face. Just as I'm about to reach for it, Missy steps between Leo and me and snatches the container from his hand. Then she turns and looks at me, a defiant glitter in her eyes, and raises the bottle, letting a trickle of the warm, viscous fluid fall between my breasts.



In the version of the story I learned before college, the only characters with names were Aspasia, Patarces, and Cratinus. But in college, I heard the same story with an added wrinkle: Elena, Aspasia's sparring partner.

After receiving her gifts of the mask and the flask of oil, Aspasia made her way to the palaestra. In those days, there were some rural people living around Aigeira with a tradition of wearing masks that covered their full faces whenever they went into the larger towns, as part of their worship of Despoena, a goddess of mystery and secrets, so masked people weren't terribly unusual. Aspasia bound her breasts and donned a shepherd's woolen cloak, completing her disguise.

At the palaestra, crowded with hopefuls for the Olympic competition, Aspasia turned few heads; there were a handful of masked shepherds among the young grapplers, so she blended in easily. But, according to the version of the story I learned when I joined the college team, one person recognized her: Elena, a kitchen servant of Cratinus who had frequently trained with Aspasia.

Elena wasn't as talented in the ring as Aspasia, but she was passionate: she grappled with a fierce intensity, and fought long after most wrestlers would have yielded. If the whispered version of the story that got told late at night in the back of the team bus was true — and I have no reason to believe otherwise — Elena and Aspasia frequently took their sparring to private places, far from her father's training grounds, and explored holds and throws of a much more intimate nature.

The morning of the Aigeira competition, Elena was helping Cratinus keep the water pitchers filled and the platters near the resting pool overflowing with meats and breads. When she saw Aspasia approach the thronged wrestlers waiting their turn on the pitch, she froze, gasped, and then let out a laugh of recognition.

We weren't sure, in the telling of the story, what gave Aspasia away to her lover. Some of us thought it must be the way she walked, a certain sway of the hip or turn of a leg that set her apart from the men. Some of us thought it might have been a stray strand of raven hair that slipped from behind her mask, possibly with a strand of silver ribbon woven through it. My theory is that it was the tilt of Aspasia's pelvis when she stood, surveying the competition, that revealed her identity: there's a way a lady wrestler stands before a match, a savviness and cunning in how she sizes up her opponent, that I've never seen in a man.

In any case, Elena waited, her full red lip between her teeth, until Aspasia made her way to the sandpit, ready for her turn. Just as Aspasia was pulling the vial from a fold in her robes, Elena ran to her side and snatched the clay cock from her hands with a laugh.

"A fitting flask," she said, holding the lekythos up to her eyes, "for an Olympian."

Elena uncorked the flask and drizzled a stream of oil onto her palm; it was thicker than the oil usually at Cratinus' palaestra, and fragrant with lemons and lavender. She ran her oily hand across Aspasia's bare arms, then knelt and applied the oil to Aspasia's legs, letting her fingers rise well above the hem of her cloak. Elena could hear Aspasia's breathy laugh behind the bronze mask, such a contrast to the fierce and forbidding gaze of the bearded visage hammered into the metal.

"These are the thighs of a champion," Elena whispered as she stood, then pressed a shiny, slippery hand to Aspasia's bound breast. "And the heart of a conquering queen."

When she pressed her lips to the mask's cold cheek, we all imagined that it grew hot with desire.



It's hard to remember that I'm not Aspasia, preparing to grapple with the wrestlers at Cratinus' palaestra, when Missy runs her hand across my belly, making it slick with oil. I close my eyes, smelling the warm scent of the oil — the cheap stuff from the grocery store near campus, of course, not the rich and lustrous oil I imagine in Aspasia's story — and my stomach jumps. Missy's fingers tickle a circle around my navel, and then she kneels in front of me to spread the oil down my legs.

Missy and I have grappled together from time to time, when horniness, boredom, or curiosity have got the better of us. It's not something we do often, and it's not something we talk about before or after it happens, but in the moment, when her firm thighs and tight ass and pert breasts are in my hands, when her mouth is seeking my warm core and her teeth are grazing my hips, I feel a connection that runs deeper than our blood. Right now I feel that connection, a dizzy spinning in my head like I'm on the edge of a cliff above a windswept sea, ready to throw myself into the roiling waves of passion.

"A conquering heart," Missy whispers into my ear when she stands, tapping her fist against my chest. I want to grab her face and press my lips against hers, I want to throw her down on the mat and ride a double grapevine on her body. Instead, I throw my shoulders back and smile across Missy's shoulder at Milo, who steps up to the circle at the center of the mat.

Leo stands off to the side as Milo squats into his ready position, elbows on his thighs. I can see how his cock and balls dangle inside his oil-soaked briefs, and with effort tear my eyes away and look into Milo's face. He's grinning from ear to ear, eyes sparkling, a hungry look on his face.

"Classical rules," says Leo, "old school. Three points to win, scored by making your opponent's back touch the mat, by forcing them out of the ring, or by making them yield."

"Hold on," Missy says. "Are you the ref here?"

"Yeah," says Leo. "My house, my rules."

"Bullshit," she says. "I don't trust you. I'm judging."

She steps up to Leo, nose to chin, and I smile when I see a look of dismay cross his face.

"Okay," Leo says, "two judges. We have to agree on each point. Fair?"

Missy shrugs. "Close enough to fair," she says, then walks back across the circle and turns to face Leo and Milo.

I step up to the circle painted in the middle of the mat, too, and assume the ready position: feet apart, right foot forward, knees bent, hips back. I roll my shoulders and shake my head, then bring my hands up in front of my chest, ready to lunge or dodge or grapple. With my jaw set, I look into Milo's eyes and grin. A hush falls over the crowd arrayed around the basement palaestra.

"On three, the match is on," Leo says. And he starts his count:

"One ..."

Milo bends his knees deeply, eyes roaming over my glistening body. I tuck my belly and stick my ass back, feet braced.

"Two ..."

Milo takes a short, shuffling step to his left; I move to my right, keeping our distance the same around the circle.

"Three!"

Milo lunges forward, leading with his shoulder, and I dodge easily to my left; he's in the circle, and stops just short of the line. I step into the circle, too, and bump my shoulder against his back, making him take a stumbling step forward, but not enough to knock him out of bounds.

I step back as he turns toward me and lunges again; he thinks this match is going to be won by strength and aggression, but I know it's going to be won by speed and brains. He's the bull, and I'm the toreador, standing poised and ready for each charge, happy to let him wear himself down.

He makes a few passes across the ring that I dodge easily, and there's a titter of laughter from the crowd — mostly from my teammates, I think. They've seen me on the mat plenty of times, biding my time, watching for my opponent to knock themselves off balance so I don't have to, keeping my energy in reserve like a coiled spring.

I must be distracted by the way the light from the bare bulb catches the oil on his rippling shoulders, though, because on one of his passes he turns on his heel and slams into my back, knocking the wind out of me. I drop to one knee, keeping my back flat and my weight distributed, as he leans against me, trying to push me onto the mat. His face hovers above my cheek; I can smell the sour reek of the cheap beer on his hot breath.

"When I pin you," he gasps, his lips almost touching my ear, "I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk for a week."

My belly tightens, and warmth spreads through me; I feel my face flush with a mixture of rage and desire. I am not a fan of trash talk in a bout; I keep my lips sealed and my mind focused. But the image Milo has planted in my head — an image that's been there before, god help me, so many times — threatens to make my knees week. And I'm sure he knows it.

"When I pin you," I hiss, "I'm going to fuck Leo until his head explodes and make you watch."

And I roll my shoulders and slide my legs across the mat and let gravity pull Milo face first to the floor so I can throw myself on his back and lock my arms around his slippery chest.



There were two sandpits at Cratinus' palaestra. At one of them, Patarces worked through opponents like a hot knife through honey, making throw after throw, pin after pin, while Aspasia held court in the other.

Wrestling in ancient Greece was a brutal game, more like "professional" wrestling than the purists want to admit. No eye gouging or biting, no kicking or punching, but tripping was fine, leg locks were expected, and more than a few fingers were broken in the effort to get an opponent to yield. As the day wore on, the champions in each pit were battered and bruised, the oil on their skin turned gummy and stiff with the sand and heat despite frequent new coatings; but their opponents were so much more frayed. Aspasia felt aroused by the cruelty she inflicted on her oafish challengers, using her speed and cunning and willingness to hurt to her advantage. Though she was smaller than any other contender, she was faster and nimbler, and won match after match by turning her opponents' zeal and aggression to her advantage.

Patarces' opponents, meanwhile, were lucky to crawl out of the sand under their own power; a few had to be carried away, groaning in pain between their bearers. His arms and legs were scratched and bruised, his raven locks were caked with oil and sand, but his eyes gleamed with a cruel satisfaction as each challenger fell before him.

At last, as the sun sank behind the Achaean hills, Patarces and Aspasia were the only two grapplers still standing. Aspasia caught Elena's eye from behind her bronze mask as she emerged from the battered pit, and thought she saw a glimmer of fear, but also a spark of desire. Elena grabbed the strigil and jar from beside the sand and scraped the viscous blend of oil, sweat, and dirt from Aspasia's arms and legs, and then applied a new, shimmering coat from the phallic lekythos to Aspasia's skin.

Cratinus himself scraped and re-oiled Patarces' gleaming skin, salved the cuts and bruises on his shoulders and legs, spread soothing balm into the gouges on his back where an opponent's fingers had dug deep in an effort to throw him off. He discarded the tattered linen shirt that had been covering his broad chest, and Aspasia gasped at the expanse of oiled flesh, shimmering like a calm sea beneath the crimson-tinged sun.

And then Aspasia and Patarces faced each other across the pit, she behind her bronze mask, he gleaming in the red-tinted light of the falling sun. She felt her sinews renewed at the sight of him, her energy and ardor rising through her body and warming her flesh with desire: desire for victory, and desire for his hard embrace. When Patarces made his first steps toward her, clearly thinking that he would defeat her with his superior height and weight, Aspasia was ready for him.



I underestimated Milo's upper body strength, and after he gets his elbows set underneath him, he's able to buck me off his back. It was a good ride while it lasted, though, and I'm on my feet and ready for him when he scrambles to his knees and lashes out his arms to brush my thighs. A tingle runs up my spine at the touch.

We spar for a couple of minutes, trying to get a purchase on each other's skin. The oil is slipperier than I expected, and I have to be careful not to let my feet slide out from under me as we drip onto the mat while we wheel about the circle. My fingers dig into his waist, but his abs are too hard and his skin too slick for me to pull him down.

Milo's fingers suddenly slip under the back of my sports bra, and I let out a howl when he uses it to swing me around in a half circle and I stumble toward the edge of the ring. I try to brace my feet, but the mat is too slippery and I'm moving too fast, and one foot slides past the white border before I can stop myself.

"Point to Milo," Leo says.

"What the fuck?" I say. "That's not fair!"

Leo shrugs. "There's no rule against it."

I look pleadingly at Missy, but she just shrugs. "I think it's the right call, sorry ..."

"Well, FUCK," I yell.

I slip my arm through the side of the bra, grab the hem, and yank it over my head, then throw it at Missy's feet. There's a gasp from the audience when my tits bounce loose, but I don't care; I give my shoulders a shake and push my breasts up with my palms, rubbing the flesh that's been compressed all day, making my nipples tingle.

"More oil," I say, glaring at Missy.

Missy finds the bottle and drizzles a healthy serving of oil onto my chest, and I stand with my hands on my hips while she strokes and squeezes my tits, working the oil all around and over them. I give Milo a wink and a smirk, and I can see his shaft stiffening inside his oil-drenched briefs. When Missy's done, my breasts glisten in the light of the bare bulb above us, and my nipples are standing up at attention, dark and shiny.

I drop into my ready stance again, and I can't help but notice that Milo is having trouble moving his eyes away from my tits. If I'd been thinking strategically, I would have lost the bra a long time ago — my girls can be my secret weapon to keep him distracted. When we start grappling again, he's strangely cautious of touching them, pulling his hand away when a finger touches the side of my breast or a palm brushes against a stiff nipple. I start pushing my tits against him, making him back away from me until his heels are almost on the line.

He leans toward me, trying to balance himself and keep from falling backward outside the ring. My hands slide down his oil-slick haunches, grasp the waistband of his briefs, and give a tug as I push him with my hip. He lets out a cry as his legs fly out from under him, and he hands with a crash on his ass outside the white circle, his briefs tangled around his ankles.

"Point to Paige," Missy says, stifling a laugh with her fist to her mouth.

Now it's Milo's turn to yell, "What the fuck!" as he reaches for his twisted underpants, his cock flailing about between his legs like a baby elephant's trunk. I can't help but laugh as he pulls himself up onto his knees, bracing himself with his hands to keep from sliding, balls dangling and shorts impossibly tangled. Finally, he gives up and kicks his feet free, sending the oil-soaked shorts sliding across the mat. Missy kicks them away, making a face that's somewhere between disgust and amusement.

The laughter rings out in the basement as Milo struggles to his feet. His cock has lost some of its loft, pointing toward his toes as he steadies himself and glares at me. There's a wicked gleam in his eyes, and I can't help but feel a tingle running through my core at the desire I see in his gaze.

When he lunges again, it's with such force that the wind is knocked out of me when his hard, slick flesh smacks into mine, and I have to drop to my knees to keep from being pushed out of the combat circle and giving up another point. His cock presses into my shoulder as I fall, and I can feel it stiffen at the barest touch. I wrap my arms around his waist, letting his stiffening shaft press against my neck, and twist with all my might. His knees buckle and he topples over, pulling me down with an arm across my chest, and we roll on the mat, struggling for dominance.



Aspasia was nimble and quick, dodging and ducking as Patarces lunged at her. She smiled at the frustration in his eyes as his fingers slid again and again from her oil-slick arms and legs, and failed to gain purchase on her woolen tunic. She scored a point when he stumbled on an attack, stepping a foot out of the combat ring, and another when she rolled under his diving attack with a shoulder tucked toward her hip, and then fell across his chest, pinning him as he kicked his feet in vain.

A cruel light shone in Partarces' eyes when he struggled to his feet and then suddenly grabbed Aspasia by the elbow, wrenching her shoulder back and her arm above her head. Behind her mask, Aspasia bit her lip until blood trickled down her chin, desperate not to cry out, but when the pain of Patarces' vicious hold threatened to drop her into blackness, she tapped his shoulder desperately with her free hand, begging for release. The light in his eyes shone even brighter as he loosened his hold until Aspasia could twist free, gasping, a point lost to his ferocity.

She turned to face him, pain coursing through her shoulder, unsteady on her feet. He was already advancing on her, ready to finish his work of breaking her to his will; a red haze fell across her vision, and Aspasia feared that she would collapse at his feet.

That was when the bronze mask on Aspasia's face slipped. She scrambled to catch it before it could tumble away, but it was too late — she caught the mask in her open palms and turned her naked face up to Patarces, who stared in awe at his sparring partner, the daughter of his mentor.

"Aspasia," he gasped, resting his hands on her shoulders. She flinched at his touch, paint shrieking through her twisted limb.

When he reached toward her again, his approach tentative and gentle, Aspasia grasped his hand in both of hers and bent his wrist back until he cried out in pain and dropped to one knee. Her shoulder screamed at the effort of holding Patarces' hand, but she glared into his eyes and whispered, "Yield — I need but one point to best you, Patarces — yield to me!"

Patarces grimaced, teeth gritted, his cheeks burning red. Tears trickled from his eyes. The spectators around the pit were silent, stunned at the sight of Cratinus' daughter forcing Patarces to her knees, at the determined and heartless cast to Aspasia's face, more fearsome than any bronze mask.

"I ... will ... not ... YIELD!" Patarces roared, and suddenly he reached out with his free hand, wrapped Aspasia's legs in a powerful arm, and launched himself to his feet, tossing Aspasia into the air.

He threw her across his shoulders like a shepherd would an injured lamb, and with Aspasia pounding her fists against his broad back, he staggered out of the pit. Oil and sand clung to his muscled frame, and his loincloth slipped, revealing his raging serpent, stiff as the columns that ringed Palaestra's temple.

"I will not yield here," Patarces hissed into Aspasia's ear as he staggered onto the grass, the spectators parting like the waves around Scylla's rocky lair. "But we'll grapple in a more private place to see who is the true champion."

Patarces found his footing and strode purposefully away from the wrestling pit, Aspasia still hammering her fists against his back and hurling the most wicked oaths. Cratinus stood before Patarces, his hands outstretched, fingers on Patarces' oily chest, but the rampant-cocked colossus merely laughed, shoved the wrestling master aside with his shoulder, and marched ever faster out of the palaestra's grounds.

As Patarces broke into a run, Aspasia lifted her head and scanned the faces of the crowd as they receded behind them. She caught Elena's eye and saw there a gleam of devilish joy.



Milo's hands grab at the waistband of my panties as I roll myself on top of him, pressing a shoulder into his chest. I slide up his oily belly as he yanks the fabric over one cheek of my ass, and I hear the material tear. With a knee pressed against his abdomen and one hand pressing into his cheek, forcing his head against the mat, I reach down with my free hand and finish ripping my panties away — I don't need to give him something to grab on to, and I don't want the half-torn fabric tangling my legs.

I press both hands into his shoulders, straddle his chest, and put all my weight into him. He bucks and kicks, trying to throw me off, but I'm determined to hold him down. His ankles suddenly lock around my neck and he pulls me up and back; I feel his cock brush my back as he twists and rolls, and I flail my arms as Milo spins me in the air. I come down on my belly with a crash, and he's on top of me, his face pressed into my shoulder.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard," he grunts, and I can feel his cock hard and pulsing between my ass cheeks. It slides along the slippery channel as he straddles my legs and struggles to contain my swinging arms.

"I'm going to fuck Leo even harder," I hiss, bringing my hands up to his head. I grab his curly black hair with my fingers and pull, making him roar with sudden pain, and roll us over until I'm straddling his chest.

Oil runs down my belly and into the sparse tangle of blonde hair on my mound. It's slippery and warm between my legs, and not just from the sweat and oil: my clit is a throbbing bundle of nerves, and my nipples stand out like bullets from my glistening tits. I put all my weight into Milo's shoulders, pinning him as he bucks, his cock slapping against my back as he tries to push me off. The pounding of his heart sends shock waves through me, making my pussy tingle.

"Point to Paige," I hear Missy's breathy voice gasp. But I continue to bear down on Milo, sliding closer to his face, knees on either side of his neck now with my fingers tangled in his hair.

"Point to Paige," Leo says, his voice cracking.

I should be releasing Milo so we can grapple again, fight for the last point of the bout; I should let him up. I can't let him up. I slide forward until the lips of my pussy touch his chin.

Milo's fingers dig into my ass, but instead of trying to throw me off, he pulls me closer until I'm riding up and over his face, my sopping cunt sliding onto his open mouth. His tongue pushes past my folds and explores the entrance to my core, his lips find the throbbing nub of my clit and suck at the raging hardness, and I groan and throw my head back.

"Point to Paige," Leo whispers, stepping closer.

I look up and see a mix of terror and hunger crossing Leo's face. The basement is silent except for the occasional ragged gasps of the audience and the wet sounds of Milo's lips and tongue working between my legs. I grind my hips into Milo's face, forcing his head back on the mat, and his hands climb up my haunches and around to my breasts, palms pressing into my hard nipples.

"Point to ..." Leo begins to say again, his voice weak and droning.

"Shut up," I say, reaching my hands out to grasp his belt loops and pull him close. "Shut the fuck up."

Milo's mouth is sending waves of delight through my body; my scalp tingles and my toes buzz, and I squeeze my thighs hard against his cheek. Leo has to help me unbuckle his belt and tug his jeans past his waist. He straddles the top of Milo's head as his cock springs free, and I moan around the shaft as a climax shakes through me.

I dig my fingers into Leo's ass and pull him tight. The velvety head of his cock brushes the back of my throat as he thrusts, and my tongue licks the musky length of his shaft; I close my eyes, savoring the rich flavors of his flesh. Milo, meanwhile, grips my waist and guides me, sliding my open cunt against his lips and tongue. When his teeth brush my clit, I growl my delight around Leo's pulsing length.

When I open my eyes, I see that our audience has become distracted by their own grappling. Behind Leo's hip, I see a pair of my teammates lying with legs and arms locked, mouths tussling. A pair of the men's team are taking another of the women at either end, her ass lifted high to meet one man's thrusting hips while she devours the other's cock with a wet, open mouth. In a far corner, half shrouded in darkness, two of Leo and Milo's teammates have found each other, cocks rubbing together as they tangle limbs and tongues against the wall.

I scan for Missy, but I don't see her. As I grind my crotch against Milo's mouth and gobble Leo's throbbing cock, I wonder where she's gone; was this all too much for her? Have we plummeted over a line she refuses to cross? I've crossed so many lines, but at the moment I can't think of one I would have heeded.

Then I hear a long sigh behind me and feel Milo quake beneath me. Taking Leo's cock in my fist, my fingers riding the slick skin, I turn my head and see where Missy has gone: she's naked, straddling Milo's waist, knees high and head thrown back while she twists her hips atop his cock. Her tits shake as she rides, nipples dark and stiff. I let out a laugh, and she glares at me, eyes flashing, and then she laughs, too, quickening her pace.

I return my focus to Leo's cock, taking him as deep as I can, my nose brushing the hair below his belly. Spit dribbles down my chin and onto my tits, mingling with the oil and sweat that makes them glow in the bare bulb. Leo moans and wraps his fingers in my hair, guiding my lips along his shaft, faster and faster as his breath grows ragged and gasping. It's hard to breathe around his swollen flesh, and I make sucking noises through my nose as his length pushes flattens my tongue to the bottom of my mouth.

Leo's grip on my head grows tighter, and he yanks at my hair as his cock erupts in my mouth, filling me with his hot, pungent seed. He tries to pull free, but I dig my fingers into the hard muscle of his ass and hold him firm, sucking the blasting jets until they're a mere trickle dribbling from the quivering head, and then suck some more. When I finally release him, his climax spent, he staggers backward, out of the combat ring, a long thread of saliva and spunk stretching from the purple head of his cock to my lip, sparkling in the light.

I move my hands to Milo's head and twist to guide his tongue. He follows my lead, lips searching for the trembling bud of my clit, and when he finds his target, he sucks until I come so hard I'm afraid I'll rip his head off with my clenching thighs. I flood his face with my juices and roar with passion, seeking to suffocate him with my shaking climax.

When the pleasure threatens to cross over into pain, my sensitive folds raw from his attention, I roll to the side and look down along his oil-drenched body. Missy appears to be reaching the conclusion of her own ride, her fingers a blur between her legs as she strums her swollen clit. Milo's cock disappears into her deep cavern and then appears again, the shaft glowing with her slick, before being swallowed again by Missy's hungry cunt. I rest my hand on his thigh, feeling the heat of their conjoined bodies, and stroke a finger along the base of his cock and the tightness of his balls. Missy wails through her climax, face twisted with beautiful agony, and Milo's body stiffens and shakes, fingers digging so deep into Missy's thighs that I see bruises starting to take shape.

Milo lets out a wild, wordless oath as he bucks his hips up into Missy, as she grinds her hips down into him, as they both crest their pinnacle of passion and ride the waves of pleasure. It's a stunningly beautiful sight to behold, this absolute surrender to their lusts. Missy pounds a fist against Milo's chest, falls against him with her heaving breasts against his skin, and finally tips free of him, releasing his slick cock. A drizzle of pearly cum drips onto his belly.

I feel lips against my back, and look over my shoulder at Leo, who has stretched out beside me. His hands roam my greasy, glistening skin and his lips and teeth scrape along my spine. I laugh at the ticklish tingle and throw an arm over his shoulder, pulling his face close. His cheeks and mouth are slippery with the oil from my body.

"Point to Paige," Leo whispers in my ear as he squeezes my tit and nuzzles against my neck.

"Laurels for the victor," I say, running my fingers through his hair. "Laurels for the victor."



Patarces carried Aspasia to the grove behind Palaestra's temple, a place where she had sparred many times with Elena in the cool shade beside a placid pool. He threw her to the grass and towered over her, hands on his hips, serpent rampant and leaking its pearly venom, a smile broad on his oily, sandy face.

Aspasia scrambled to her feet, sloughing off her woolen tunic and linen bindings so she could stand before him in her nakedness, breasts heaving and eyes flashing. Her shoulder still ached from Patarces' powerful twist, but she dropped to her haunches, hands at the ready. When Patarces lunged at her, she was ready to meet him with a thrust of her own.

They tumbled and rolled and pitched well into the night, the moon and stars rising above the glen in the velvety sky above the striving combatants. The earth groaned beneath their heaving bodies, the air crackled with the energy of their tangled limbs. Their grappling flowed smoothly into fucking and back again, a thunderous smacking of skin on skin echoing through the oak and ash. Patarces' serpent found Aspasia's deepest cavern, and she welcomed it to nest in her sacred darkness, coiling and stretching as it luxuriated in her warmth.

The moon was high when Aspasia rode Patarces' to her final, victorious point, her hands gripping his hard, slick shoulders and her thighs tight to his rolling hips. He bucked against her, but she held fast to her seat on his throne, teeth gritted as she felt Charybdis draw all her desire into his hungry belly and then suddenly spew it forth in a fiery tempest that burned from Aspasia's toes to her ears.

The hot seed that shot from Patarces' column of flesh inside her made her cry out, and she fell against her rival and lover, drenched in sweat and glowing in triumph. His hands on her haunches as he panted beneath her, strong and gentle, were more glorious than any crown of laurels.
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