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		Mio Shirai

		

	
		Part One

		

		It was late one evening when I got a call from my best friend Alli. We had not hung out in a while, and she was going to be free this Friday night. I was excited because she wanted to be a little risky and go somewhere we had never been before. We both have a high sex drive, enjoying some role-play on occasion, but we also have a wild imagination when we talk sexual to each other.

		We knew of a place just outside of town that was gathering a lot of hype. It was a fetish club that was hidden back on a street that would never be found unless you knew someone that told you about it. It was something that we talked about on occasion, but never had the nerve to go check it out. It was strictly for females, and in most cases lesbians.

		I asked Alli if she would go, and she said "YES! But we will have to have a couple of drinks before we go in to calm my nerves".

		I didn't mind that at all. It was common for us to relax with a couple of drinks when we went out anywhere, even the grocery store if we felt like it. I can always be myself around Alli, and we tend to get into trouble sometimes when we hang out together. I was so excited to go see what this place was all about.

		I was getting horny just thinking about sharing that visit with Alli. We are on the same page with most things, and sexually for sure!

		Friday came around, and we had plans to meet at a coffee shop at 8pm. Alli got there first, and I arrived shortly after to go inside to meet Alli. It was nice out, around 80 degrees and the temp was dropping a bit.

		It was a nice summer night and I was wearing ripped jeans, nice black leather boots, a leather belt with raised metal rivets and a black t-shirt that was low at my neck to reveal cleavage.

		I went inside and scanned the room for her, and when I saw Alli my heart pounded! She was wearing a short black leather skirt with a zipper in the back, a cute black top with spaghetti straps, and black heels.

		I ran over to hug her and tell her how hot she looked. Alli is a bit shorter than me, very fit and toned, dark brown hair with a few highlights, sexy blue eyes and a killer smile. Her thighs are like rocks from all of the mountain biking she does, and her ass is small, round, and firm.

		She is so hot and sexy no matter what she wears, but tonight she was a knock out for sure. We grabbed a coffee and went to the car. We were both a bit nervous about being seen around the club, so I had rented a car so that no one could drive by and see our car in a strange place while visiting the club.

		It was a black convertible with tan leather seats. Alli was very excited when I pulled the car around to hers. The car just seemed fitting for the night and I knew that we would have fun with it before the night was over.

		We both brought vodka, and we spiked our Gatorade with it as we drove away to find this new place. Alli was so appealing as the wind blew her hair in and out of her face. I could catch whiffs of her perfume as we stopped at lights and it made me relax and feel at home. We drove for about 20 minutes to get there. It was in a remote location, and on a street with no name. We pulled behind the club to find a very private parking area that was packed with cars.

		I parked and put the top up on the car. We both looked at each other and leaned in for a kiss. It had been a while since we were alone together and the kiss we shared was proof of that. Her amazing tongue slid between my lips as I reached over to pull her hips to me.

		She climbed in my lap and straddled me as she began to grind her hips against me. We were both turned on by each other, and could have been happy staying in the car and making out, but we knew there was excitement awaiting us behind those warehouse doors and we gathered ourselves together and started walking to the club.

		The club was crowded with people that day and we had been lucky to get seats in the front row only 10 feet from the sweaty athletes rolling about on the wrestling mat. The competition would decide who of the young freestyle wrestlers could participate in the MWC, Mothers Wrestling Club, and Games.

		As long as I could remember I had found wrestling most stimulating and exciting and had tried to attend all the matches I could, and now, in my 19th year the action thrilled me more than ever.

		Alli was into a different fetish altogether, she liked it physical, but more along the lines of BD/SM and some watersports thrown in. She said she would watch the first match with me, then try to find someone to dominate or pee on. She had a big grin on her face telling me this.

		We watched the action fascinated and aroused as the last match reached the final stage. My favorite wrestler was about to lose as her opponent had her in a tight headlock and worked to press down her lithe bridge. I trembled and cheered the groaning youth, but gradually her body lowered until her shoulders were only an inch above the matting. I was beside myself and yelled in despair. Then she exploded, thrust up her hips, and overturned her opponent to pin her before she could bridge up. Did I shout with joy!

		I wanted to drink to the victory so, Alli bid me adieu and went in search of debauchery,

		I went to the bar as the competition ended. There I met Belinda. She stood beside me, a black Nikon over her shoulder and a gin in her hand and looked at me. I must have been rather giddy and elated by the triumph and the first drink vanished in no time. As I ordered the second she asked me what I was celebrating, and I gave her a vivid description of "my" wrestler's victory.

		She sent me a conspiratorial smile and said she knew the feeling. We started to talk about wrestling in general and she told me that she was a photographer with a fondness for wrestling and that "my" wrestler was her favorite too. I became curious and asked if she had any pictures of her wrestling, and as she nodded I asked if I could see them.

		Belinda lived just round the corner so we went to her flat and she fixed a couple of drinks and left the room to get the photos. I texted Alli that I was going to leave the building and would be back to pick her up. I followed her as we chatted and while she opened a case I looked around.

		There it was, on the wall over her bed. I blushed crimson but couldn't look away. A huge glossy poster in beautiful colors, almost life-sized of two muscular, naked girls, glistening as if covered in oil, clinging to each other's tanned bodies in an inflaming wrestling posture, the one arched in a high, lithe wrestler's bridge on her heels and brow, the other atop with her arms and legs twisted around the straining woman, intensely looking down at her.

		I had never seen women wrestle nude, so it hit me right between the eyes. Suddenly I realized that Belinda was still talking, with her back to me, squatting before the case, unaware of my shocked state. I hadn't heard a word of what she'd said but she didn't seem to notice. As she handed me the pictures, we went into the other room and sat down.

		I looked at them. They were splendid, but I could not tear my thoughts away from the intriguing poster. I took the bull by the horns and told her that I liked watching girls wrestle too. She smiled and fetched a book which she handed me. I flipped through it fleetingly, afraid that she would notice my flushed cheeks. It was full of photos of young women wrestling, some wearing gym clothes, some stark naked.

		I was afraid to look thoroughly at the compelling pictures, so I asked Belinda if she had books on boys too. This was more safe ground. She gave me three and offered me to borrow them all. I had this sensation of inner excitement and could hardly wait to get home and study the books, so we agreed to meet again the following week. Alli and I later that night, met back up and returned home.

		Although I went to bed early, I didn't sleep much that night or the following, as I went through the books again and again. They had a highly arousing effect on me, especially the one on girls. For a long time I dwelled on a series of photos of two young, naked women, rubbed in glistening oil, lying closely intertwined on a huge wrestling mattress in various erotic wrestling positions, trying to pin each other's brawny bodies. With a bit of surprise, I found the sight of the girls' facial expressions even more arousing than the sight of their bodies. Their faces and intense, flirting eye contact radiated joy and sensuality mixed with a good deal of raw lust. Nothing had ever stirred me to such heights and I tingled with excitement.

		I realized that I yearned to wrestle another girl in the nude and the thought excited me further. I found a section on training in one of the other books and went through the exercises. I learned to fall on my bed and to bridge, this exciting last defense possibility that numerous times had electrified me during the wrestling, in which one wrestler desperately raises her hips, leaning on her head and feet, to avoid having her shoulders pinned to the mat by the upper wrestler.

		While I lay naked in my bed, my back arched in a high bridge position, I fancied having a panting girl wrestler on top of me, squirming her girlish body and coiling muscles against my quivering limbs and sweaty skin, to press my resistant body to the mattress. My belly was fluttering and I was totally overcome by my new sexual feelings. I fell into the habit of training my body for several hours a day and when I finally contacted Belinda to return the material, as we sat on the couch sipping gin and tonic, I asked her if she wrestled herself.

		She nodded and told me that she used the biggest room in her apartment as a gym. I asked her to see it, and she opened the door to a huge room. It was at least 30 by 40 feet and on the floor a proper 20 by 20 wrestling mat was spread, with a deep red velveteen cover that made it look invitingly soft.

		In the corner I noticed her Nikon on a tripod, and several photofloods in the ceiling over the mat. The end wall was covered with numerous 8 by 10 pictures of wrestling situations, both male and female. Several represented Belinda oil wrestling other girls in the nude, and some of them were so highly erotic that it was difficult to say if the girls were wrestling or making love.

		Again I felt my cheeks burn with desire. I swallowed and pointed at one where Belinda strained semi bridging underneath a gorgeous, glistening blonde, head to tail, arms locked around each other's sleek hips, eyes dewed, mouths glued to each other's sex in what looked like a torrid 69 position. I asked Belinda if she was a lesbian, but she grinned and said that she enjoyed the best of both worlds. Shamelessly she feasted her eyes on the photo, smiled wistfully as if she recalled the juicy moment and added that she had orgasmed shortly after the picture had been taken, but so had the other girl, and it was Belinda who had won the match as she had flipped the blonde over and pinned her amid her climax.

		I felt confused by the frank way she spoke about her sexuality. I was not used to it, but it excited me no end. Belinda proceeded to tell me that from her early teens, the thought of two naked bodies locked together, sweating and gasping with exertion had done things to her. I was not alone. She had therefore decided to give it a try and had come across other girls feeling the same way.

		They met regularly and had developed the close, hugging type of erotic wrestling which gave both their aggressions an outlet as well as their sexual longings. They spent hour's oil wrestling each other and loved every minute of it.

		Finally, she invited me to attend the matches the following week if I liked to. Not for the world would I miss this opportunity to explore my newly found sexual desires and quickly agreed.

		That night I imagined that my bed was Belinda's huge wrestling mat and I writhed and panted my naked body into the most inflaming wrestling postures I could think of as I fought my lithe comforter. It was almost dawn when I finally conquered her and fell asleep, sweat soaked, happy and victorious, atop my subjugated opponent.

		The next day I felt dizzy. I realized that I just couldn't wait to get started myself, so I phoned Belinda and asked her if she would teach me how to wrestle. She gladly invited me over and at 8 p.m. I arrived, fluttering with excitement. As we went into her gym I looked carefully at Belinda. She was 22 years old she told me, about five foot eight, slim and lithe, with long black hair and blazing blue eyes.

		I felt the thrill of anticipation as we started to strip, and my eyes widened at her magnificent torso as she limbered up provocatively before me without taking her eyes off me. She was sensuously shaped, extremely muscular and an obvious bodybuilder, muscle girl type, strong-looking in a wiry manner. Her full breasts, taut with a proud defiance, stood out from her body that curved in and then out over rounded buttocks from which came two long, shapely legs. I noticed that she had removed her pubic hair.

		Belinda caught her breath as I stood before her in my bare skin. Her eyes glistened, while I rippled my muscles temptingly. Physically there was little to choose between us. We were both in peak physical condition - strong and tight - in all the full bloom of our beauty and sexual power. We stood for a moment taking in the pleasures of viewing each other's naked body, both knowing that soon we would engage in a hot entanglement, each with the sole purpose to lay the other down on both shoulders and take her sexually.

		"You have a good body," she said as she gave me a slow, admiring look up and down, "that of a wrestler."

		I felt proud. She fetched a bottle of olive oil, started to oil herself and told me to do the same. I asked her why she liked to oil up, but she just smiled flirtingly at me and handed me the bottle.

		"You'll find out when you feel my body on yours!"

		As she rubbed her flawless breasts, teasing her nipples, making them grow to their fullest, she rotated her golden hips. She spread the oil evenly until it covered her entire body making her as slippery as an eel. The oil, coupled with her deep tan gave her muscles a golden gleam that was extremely erotic.

		I did likewise and enjoyed the smooth feeling as my soaked hands glided all over my body, leaving it sparkling and supple looking. Belinda asked me to turn around and her warm hands excited me as they kneaded the muscles of my back. Then she turned around and told me to lubricate hers.

		Belinda asked me how much I knew about wrestling, and I told her that I had attended male wrestling matches for several years and knew all the holds but had never tried myself.

		"Can you make a wrestler's bridge?" she asked, and I laid down.

		The feel of the soft wrestling mat yielding to my oiled back made me quiver with excitement as I proceeded to revel my prurience's. The thought of me lying there, naked and oil-glistening, on the huge mattress, used as erotica playground by wanton girls who feasted themselves on each other's naked bodies, inseparably clamped together in sweating embraces, writhing lewdly in unbridled sexual combat, made my head swim.

		Then I bridged. Belinda watched me carefully, and turning my head in the bridge I could see that she enjoyed what she was seeing. The way her dreamy eyes caressed my tense body made this obvious. In a low voice she asked me to spread my legs further to gain better support.

		Doing just that, and at the same time thrusting a bit upwards with my hips, I smiled inside, knowing that this gave her a beautiful view of my pussy arching up as the highest point of my body. Belinda bit her lower lip and unconsciously rubbed her left breast and just looked and looked. It was as if time held its breath for a while, and I suddenly grew more than wet between my legs.

		This was exhibitionism at its full power. Me lying there naked, bridging as provocatively and invitingly as I could to try to turn on another girl ... and succeeding! I was looking just as intently at Belinda as she was at me, and suddenly our eyes met and locked, communicating our exploding, mutual arousal in a split second. We held our stares while Belinda slowly strolled down towards my feet.

		Not to break the eye contact, I unbridged, as Belinda was now standing between my legs. Almost in a whisper she asked me if I had ever been kissed by another girl. I flushed and said that I hadn't but would love to.

		I suddenly realized that I was lying spread-eagled, my legs seductively bent, wide open, my arms stretched submissively above my head, slightly sway-backed as if inviting a lover to test the tight buoyancy of my swelling breasts and mount me. I didn't want to move, because that was exactly what I desired. Belinda seemed to understand my body language and slowly slid on top of me.

		She straightened out her legs and lay between mine, her weight pressing down upon my Venus mound, resting on her elbows as she looked down, just like a lover would do, into my glowing face. Instinctively I twined my legs around hers, adopting a full blooded missionary position.

		Slowly she bent her head and licked my lips. Then she kissed me, a warm wet, opened-mouth tongue-kiss. I squirmed with unbounded excitement and kissed her back the best I knew. She looked me straight in the eyes while her oiled brown arms slowly encircled my torso under the armpits gripping my deltoids. I put my arms around her as she snuggled down, molding her naked body into mine, breast straining against breast, extended nipples crossing each other.

		She freed her legs and spread her thighs about my trembling body and pressed me to the mattress. The feel of the lithe, slippery girl gradually encasing me made me gasp with pleasure. I could have lain there forever, fierily kissing Belinda's full lips, in the velvety sandwich between her curvaceous, oiled body and the soft wrestling mat. She kissed somehow different from the boys I used to make love to, very sensitively and inflaming, and I loved it. So did Belinda and suddenly she raised her head and gasped a lungful of air. Her eyes were misty and she half-smiled feverishly.

		"I don't have to teach you how to kiss," she panted. "You have a good weapon for erotic wrestling there, but you are pinned now. I'll kiss you again, and then try to get your shoulders off the mat. Bridge or turn me over or whatever you like, but get out of your dangerous position, okay?"

		I nodded willingly.

		The kiss this time was not gentle but hard, tongues writhing deep in each other's mouths, lips crunched together voraciously. It was fantastic lying under Belinda as her body tightened and she clamped onto me, hotly kissing, smothered in the slippery, muscular limbs of her taut, girlish body, tense female sinews rippling against mine. I recalled the exercises with my eiderdown and slowly strained up my body against Belinda's, twisting into a high bridge, lifting her clear off the mat.

		I tried to twist sideways but she clung to me tightly with all her body and blocked my movements, intensely looking into my wide eyes as her vivid tongue explored the deepest recesses of my gasping mouth. She forced her sleek shoulders down against mine and her muscled arms tightened the grip around my arched torso. I just lay there bridging, bright-eyed, looking up at her, reciprocating her aphrodisiac kiss and straining to keep my bridge.

		Then I lowered my hips and arched my torso until I was almost pinned and intensified the writhing's of my tongue until Belinda gasped lasciviously and her eyes closed for a split second. This was what I had waited for.

		I thrust my hips up, rolled her under me and reversed our positions. Instinctively she bucked upwards but relaxed as I raised my head. To lie naked atop Belinda in the victorious position, fully containing her oiled body, made me burn with lust.

		"You can make a hell of a sex wrestler," she panted huskily. "I don't think I can teach you much right now, but I want to find your weak spots, so let's have a real wrestle."

		We got to our feet. Belinda was tense but ready, with concentration in her face combined with an impatience to get started in combat. She faced me with her feet planted wide apart and licked her lips with anticipation. We were ready to wrestle, gliding together our two bodies, and lasciviously eyed each other up and down. Slowly we encircled each other, tentatively, faces flushed with excitement. Then we came together with our hands on each other's shoulders.

		We finally got each other into a tight double bear hug, holding each other with all the force we could, gazing eyes only an inch apart. Belinda bared her teeth and inched closer to me as she adjusted her feet to open her thighs around mine. We clung together feeling out each other's coiling muscles as our lips met again, and this time we stayed together, clasped in each other's arms.

		She strained me to her breasts and I could feel that although she was taking the wrestler's normal pleasure from squeezing me so that I was unable to act, she was also enjoying the proximity of my slippery body, pressed to hers, our breasts forced together, our bellies and pelvises in contact. Belinda tightened her grip around my torso and tried to bend me back but I repelled the attack. We both stood there swaying and grinding each other's oily breasts into our own, muscular torsos clamped together in sweating embraces.

		She proceeded to rotate her torso slightly causing an inflaming mutual breast massage. Our eyes were still intent on each other and I trembled involuntarily as our erect nipples flicked together.

		In a flash she went over backwards, pulling me with her. As she hit the mat she writhed around and ended up on top of me, between my legs. I tried to bridge, but the way she strained her body made it impossible, so I bent my neck all the way over, arched my torso in a half bridge and kept my shoulders an inch above the mat. Staring into her hungry eyes as seductively as I could, I curled my legs around hers and spread them a bit further.

		She squirmed against me to pin me, and pressed her groin into mine. The lips of our clefts were wide apart and as they met, an alarmingly delicious flash of heat went through my body. Her sex gyrated sensuously and pushed down against mine, and I knew that she was about to grope my most sensitive spot.

		I squirmed violently to get the upper hand and for a moment we lay crotch to crotch, both trying to lock our open sex lips around the other's clit. We both gasped hotly into each other's mouth as each strained to invade the glistening sex of the other.

		She had the advantage of much experience and suddenly I felt her labia gripping my protruding clit like a firm hand. She gasped and worked her sex muscles to pull it further inside. Never before had I had another labia locked around my clit other than my own, and the sensation was immense. When the hold was properly inflicted she had me on a string.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		She began to rub eagerly, moving her cleft slowly and gently. As she glided her supple hips back and forth, her tight slit kept on producing friction to my throbbing clit, extended in lust. I raised my hips and moved them back and forth as I desperately countered the slow, systematic thrusts of my glistening opponent. Our tongues still had a wrestle of their own as we eyeballed each other in uninhibited ravishment.

		For a while we just lay there, wildly coupling with each other, on the huge velvety mattress under the lights, two feminine bronzed bodies locked together in a sweaty inseparable sexual knot, completely absorbed in our passionate sex wrestle to consummate the joyful, voluntary seduction of the other and win the match.

		She writhed her torso slightly and locked her breasts around my left globe, protruding from my strongly bent upper body, and started to tighten her breast muscles rhythmically, giving me an exquisite breast massage. A moment later it was my right breast that was squeezed by her swelling forms, as she tightened her hold on me and writhed to press down the arch of my torso.

		Gasping a little, I tried to arch up further, but she had my shoulders only half an inch from the matting. Finally it dawned on me that I was inexorably approaching an impending climax. I knew that I could not receive many more of her wild, captivating glides while savoring the extreme arousal from straining to keep my shoulders raised without having to orgasm.

		I began to move in slow, grinding circles to retaliate against her uncanny hold and this made Belinda twitch violently. But it was too late. I hovered exquisitely on the edge of orgasm for what seemed a long time. Belinda intensified her lovemaking feeling me tense, knowing the initial signs of ecstasy.

		With a loud moan she nailed my shoulders to the mat, and the feeling of the mat caressing both shoulder blades did the trick. The muscles of my sex began to pulsate wildly and then my climax broke inside me with a blinding flash. It swept through me in huge waves, as I trembled and writhed. Caught in a flashing rip-tide of sexual activity I raised my shoulders again and my orgasm continued.

		I was taken to a peak of pleasure so high that I thought I would never descend. Belinda continued to rub my clit and orgasm after orgasm racked my body. At the same time she pressed her torso against mine, and the multiple orgasms were weakening me so much that she was once more able to press both my shoulders into the mat. As my climax finally seemed to subside, I strained my body, bent my neck and raised my shoulders off the mat again.

		Immediately Belinda resumed her lewd action which actuated another violent series of orgasms that didn't seem to stop. Never before had anyone made me come like this wanton girl, and I knew it was only partly her credit. The main reason was what we were doing - the essence of wrestling - the magical moment of being held captive with my shoulders momentarily pressed firmly into the soft mattress.

		I kept coming and coming, pinned under Belinda's oiled, thrusting body as the mutual impalement imparadised both of us, me by her hot eyes and vivid tongue, she by my stiff clit between her labia. She raised her head, looked at me and lay perfectly still until I calmed down. Her hips then thrust once and I gasped as new orgasms began to mount. For what seemed an eternity she held me there, controlling me completely. Each time I thought my climax was over she gave me just one plunge and I promptly erupted again.

		Eventually Belinda slid off my trembling body to lie beside me, looking at me while I gasped, totally exhausted and perfectly satisfied. Gradually I regained composure, looked at Belinda and told her that I had never experienced orgasms like this. She just smiled and said she'd heard that before.

		"Press a girl's shoulders to the mat and catch her clit and she's yours. The Lesbian Love Lock never fails."

		For the next five minutes we talked and then I suggested to continue the wrestle. I badly wanted to win the next fall and make Belinda come too, so we rose and went at it again.

		We wrestled and writhed together our slippery bodies but finally I got Belinda where I wanted her - on her back in front of me, lying prone on her torso and head, my arms imprisoning her under the armpits in a tight reverse bear hug press. I felt her moist lips gasp into my navel as she raised her knees and bridged hard under me, jutting up her budding breasts. They tightened against mine as she lifted up off the mattress and the up thrust of her sweaty body made the competitive urge in me well up and my pulse race. I felt her whole body stretch like a bow, quivering, warm pulsating flesh against mine as we strove for bodily supremacy.

		I really bore down on her lithe bridging body, splayed my legs apart, stretched my body, and centered my whole weight on Belinda's chest. Her naked breasts with their golden patina of oil and passionate perspiration were stretched to the limit in the bridge and the way she arched her back made them stick straight up.

		An involuntary tremor rippled through her as my glistening globes kneaded the tautness of her upstanding breasts. I writhed against her to improve the chest to chest contact for the pin, but Belinda mastered an excellent bridge technique and held her ground. I realized that I could not break her bridge with weight alone and bellied up to her.

		Inch by inch I mounted her, head to tail, and soon my arms locked around her raised hips. Belinda gasped continuously with exertion as the sensual bodily confrontation went on, our sinews rippling under the sheen of sweat and oil that covered both of us.

		Her bulging breasts swelled as my slippery belly danced over the erect nipples and her hands were all over my glistening body as she desperately tried to get a hold on me.

		Her palms felt hot as she grasped me by my taut buttocks, cupping them and feeling out the hard muscles. Slowly my mouth worked its way down her voluptuous body. A slight shift of position, and Belinda's fluttering labia were exposed to my eager tongue and sparkling eyes. I ran my tongue over the convexed mound that awaited and parted her sex lips sending shivers up and down Belinda's body.

		Progressively I engulfed her erect clit to the hilt until it was wedged tightly between my clamping lips and kept sucking it so that it stood out even further. Belinda stiffened and squirmed as I slowly pumped her erect clit in and out of my soft lips.

		As she writhed under me, she pulled my labia down against her mouth and worked her tongue into a position where it could stroke my sex. I trembled violently. My hips began to buck involuntarily, pushing against Belinda's mouth and gliding lips until I ground my cleft into her face.

		As we both began an excruciatingly slow rhythm of sensual clit sucking we knew that the final battle was joined. I had the advantage of being indurated by my previous orgasms and found myself within an ace of victory. But Belinda was a sexual expert and slid her lips faster and faster, teasing my clit till I felt my orgasm getting close. My self-control soon disintegrated and sensing my impending explosion, Belinda intensified her sucking. As we lay there, lips locked around each other's throbbing clit, our bodies trembling on the mattress, we could feel a certain sexual comradeship. It was just a question of time before one of us - or both - would orgasm.

		Belinda started moaning and uncontrollably moving her hips in circles, jerking up. She groaned louder and tensed, and I felt the constriction of her muscles that always precedes orgasm. Her breathing became rapid and heavy until her straining body broke into wild spasms. Then she came in a paroxysm of panting orgasms - we both did - and her raised shoulders yielded to the pressure of my rotating hipbones. I was about to pin her!

		I was shattered. I couldn't move a muscle. I felt spasms of orgasm shoot through me. We both seemed to lose all control of our senses as every muscle in our bodies would ripple without choice. I could feel her warm mound quiver as her entire body shook with each wave of orgasm. Our bodies thrust together, straining to become one, to merge until there was no longer her, or me, but only our mutual orgasms.

		We tumbled down the cliff of desire together. It was sheer ecstasy and every nerve in our bodies seemed aflame. But just when I thought I had her - in the middle of our incredible orgasms - she thrust up her hips and writhed sideways reversing our positions, forcing me into a high bridge under her to keep my shoulders off the mat. This triggered me and I managed to continue the roll and reverse the situation again.

		We rolled over and over on each other, at one moment Belinda atop my bridge and then me atop hers, clasped in a tight reverse embrace, each trying to pin the other, but each strong enough to resist at the critical moment. Then as I was uppermost, I leaned forward, grabbed her ankles and drew them up under her, causing her bridge to break.

		She moaned wildly and bowed her body into semi bridge position on her knees and head. I locked my thighs around her head, forced my hipbones against her shoulders and exerted gradual and sustained pressure.

		We both stiffened and our mutual orgasms seemed to subside. Belinda displayed tremendous strength keeping her shoulders an inch above the mat. For a while we lay perfectly still in this telling hold. The next minute we went into another series of orgasms and bucked our hips against each other's shoulders. Belinda proved extremely orgasmic. She came very easily and had remarkable endurance, so her rubbery body was racked by innumerable orgasms. So was mine, but I held her there, locked to the mattress beneath me although every muscle in her body contracted convulsively against my soaked skin.

		Her shoulders touched the mat and she seemed to go wild. Her supple body twitched against me and she bucked jerkily in a last desperate attempt to escape. I worked my legs, perfecting the hold around her neck to prevent her from bridging and clung to her naked body semi pinned below me as she used tremendous strength in lifting her muscled shoulders off the mattress.

		Her body went into a final spasm, very slowly bridging and arching higher and higher still on wide spread quivering knees, but she had been caught at exactly the right moment and was a fraction late getting into her impossible looking press up. A second sooner, with me that much less settled atop, and she might have succeeded, but as it was, she didn't. Her straining thighs slowly gave way until she lay flat on her back, her fluttering shoulder blades bolted firmly to the mattress by my sweaty hips. Then she eased her glistening body, acknowledging defeat.

		We slept in Belinda's bed that night, fully satisfied, naked and closely intertwined like Siamese twins, under the poster that had awaked my sexuality and turned my hidden fantasies into sweet realities.

		***

		Alli and I decided to return to the Fetish Club a month or so later, in hope of finding something for each of us. In the meantime, I had joined the MWC and was soon wrestling three or four times a week. I felt badly that Alli hadn't met anyone of a like mind the last time here. We did not know what to expect, but we had been told the last time there, that you can pay a cover at the door, and if you decide you like it, you can join.

		Fetish Club Members share privileges like special nights for members only, no cover, and who knows what else. We walked inside to a foyer with dark red walls and black candle sconces that were lit and spaced every 2 feet around the room. Candles were the only light inside. It was a bit scary at first and Alli and I were clinging close to one another as we paid.

		This was "ladies" night, and that is why we were there on Friday.

		Only women are allowed to come on this night. This time a woman with long red hair and a spandex dress greeted us, took our money, and led us to another room. She explained that there were many rooms beyond the next door with a maze like path that winds through the club.

		She told us we were allowed to observe and participate at will, but if the room is occupied, we would have to be invited inside before entering. Both Alli and I looked at one another as our hearts were pounding out of our chest with excitement and a bit of fear. We had no idea what to expect.

		We entered through the next door that the lady shut behind us. Some of the rooms were shut with "occupied" on the door, some were open, and some had big glass windows that you could see into and view. We approached the first room. It had a window, and the room had 3 sinks, an old claw-foot bathtub in the middle of the floor, and a shower with many spray nozzles along the wall.

		There were 3 women in that room. 2 women were in the tub bathing each other and the other one was watching them as she masturbated herself in the shower. There was a speaker outside the door which allowed us to hear the sounds of the room. They were moaning faintly as they got off by watching each other. Alli and I looked at each other with an intriguing expression and moved on to the next room.

		This room was open and 2 women with miniskirts and cowboy boots were leaving. The room had a lot of western saddles in it. Some were like bar stools, and 2 of them were facing each other with straps across the seat for dildos to be attached. There was an electric bull in the middle of the room with a control booth in the corner. This one looked like fun, and Alli and I smiled at each other and kissed. I ran my hand across Alli's ass and whispered "want to go for a ride later?"

		She answered "anytime", and we moved to the next room.

		The door was closed and marked occupied. There was no window but we could hear what sounded like a group of women having sex. The dark hallway near this room was the perfect place to make out. We were both turned on by the interesting fetishes we were witnessing. Alli pushed me against the wall and bit my neck and ear.

		I pulled her hair back and nibbled on her ear as I ran my hand across the front of her skirt. I placed my other hand on her knee and ran it slowly up her thigh. I moved the string of her thong up slightly and slid by fingers beneath it and eased my fingers inside her for a moment to feel how wet she was. Alli released a slight moan and I pulled my fingers out to taste them.

		Alli undid my belt and slid her fingers inside me as well, but just as I began to thrust into her hand she took it away from me.

		Alli said "let's wait for the right room", and we moved on down the hall to see what was next.

		This room had a window. Inside the room were padded tables, straps on the wall, black leather ties on the floor, and a table full of lit candles that were all different heights and stages of melting. There were 3 couples in the room, and there was heavy metal music and the scent of candles drifting from the room.

		One couple was on a big black leather table. They were handcuffed to each other and the woman on the bottom was also tied to the table by leather bands around her ankles. The woman on top was wearing a strap-on and fucking her partner and biting her neck.

		The 2nd couple was in the corner. One woman was shackled by her wrists and ankles to the wall and blindfolded. Her partner was placing a vibrator/massager into a harness and strapped it to her lover that was facing her on the wall. She began to kiss her sightless lover and she pressed her clit against the vibrator and began to thrust her hips against it and fucking her.

		They were both climaxing together with the vibrator on both of their clits. After they came, she still did not remove the vibrator from her partner. She was still strapped to the wall and screaming loud as she was forced to come over and over again until she yelled for mercy. Her lover then smiled and turned it off and removed the harness. She knelt down on her knees and slowly licked all of the wetness from her before undoing the locks on the shackles.

		The 3rd couple was in the corner on a bed surrounded by the candles. They were wrapped around each other and making out on the bed. They began to take turns dripping wax onto each other's breast and nipples. We could see the red marks it was making on their skin, but it was the safe sex wax that we had seen in the novelty sex stores.

		They were moaning and teasing each other for a long time until they finally spun around into a 69 and devoured each other. We looked back around the room and noticed that we were being watched by the other 2 couples. We were so focused on watching that we did not see them.

		They made eye contact with Alli and me and motioned for us to come inside. We both got scared and ran off down the hall to a vacant dark room. We quickly closed the door and caught our breath for a moment and started to laugh. We reached up to turn on the light.

		There was very little lighting, and the room was full of whips and chains. There was a table with a hood and a paddle on it. We were both unbelievably turned on by all that we had seen, and we started to make out when we heard a knock on the door.

		Someone wanted to use the room, and we were not about to stand in their way. We opened the door to find 2 women in all leather and chained to each other. We left the room and decided to step out to the car.

		I couldn't take my eyes off of Alli. I unlocked the car and grabbed some water from the back. We drank the water, and I walked up behind Alli and kissed the back of her neck. She leaned back into me and pressed her ass against my crotch and started to slide up and down.

		She knew how much this turned me on. She looked back at me with those killer blue eyes and grinned.

		I unzipped the back of her skirt and removed her thong and placed it in my pocket. I like to keep anything that is hers so I can wear it on occasion myself when she is not around. I slid hand across her perfect ass and entered her from behind with 2 fingers. She was so wet and welcomed my hand with delight as she rocked her hips into my thrust and began to moan.

		I wanted to taste her so badly and walked her over to the hood of the car. I laid down on the hood and she crawled on top of me. I begged her to sit on my face, and as she did she rode my tongue and fucked my waiting mouth.

		I heard voices around us and realized that we were putting on a free show in the parking lot. But Alli and I did not care, we were so into each other that they seemed to disappear around us. Alli grabbed the mirror on the side and started rocking faster and faster as she fucked my face.

		Her silhouette above me with her hair falling around her face and the intensity in her eyes as she focused on getting what she wanted was driving me insane. I love her moans and screams, and as she came she made me come just from her sounds and the taste of her cum entering my mouth.

		Alli seemed to like that fact that we were being watched, and she leaned back on top of me and kissed me while un-doing my belt and ripping my jeans off. I was beginning to realize we might have a fetish of our own: having sex in public places. She was on a mission to please and I was exposed on the hood of the car for all to see.

		Alli took my nipple ring into her mouth and began to play with it and suck on it. I loved to feel her mouth on me and watch her close her eyes as she sucks my breast and makes my nipples hard. I crave the sensations of her hair on my skin.

		Alli moved quickly to my clit and started to please me with her amazing tongue. I could feel her move lower and she started to fuck me violently with her tongue. I could hardly hold back, and she stopped for a moment and looked up at me teasing me with those eyes.

		I wanted her so badly and I begged her to fuck me hard. She is so sexy and hot, a dream to be with, and I wanted nothing more than for her make me come. I was getting off on just being watched while having sex with a hot girl like Alli. She slid her fingers deep inside and pounded me as she licked my clit again.

		I began to moan and call her name and I had an explosive orgasm. She continued until I could hardly breathe from the many orgasms that she gave. We crawled off the hood and grabbed our clothes. We had an audience still, but now we were a bit embarrassed as we jumped inside the car, dressed and went back to the club.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		Similar to our first evening at the club when I watched wrestling with Belinda, it dawned on me that I had something special going. In spite of my steaming orgasmic time with Alli, just now, I needed a wrestling partner, I was wet with anticipation of a good sweaty match.

		The one I found, was a little less experienced than Belinda. The very first holds we took on each other made us both breathless and blushing. Never before at the club had I experienced a girl so beautiful and even to wrestle and so sensual in her way of gripping me, someone who followed my movements and fitted me bodily so well.

		Any girl who chooses wrestling as her sport is signaling that she likes close body contact - that she's not afraid of groping, and being groped by, another girl, and that Alexa really enjoyed feeling a sweaty girl's body pressed against hers could be seen from her choice of wrestling attire which, like my own, was the tiniest, tightest G-string money could buy. It didn't conceal anything other than the most essential asset of her muscular body, which was furthermore nicely shaved, and tanned and slightly shining with sweat.

		The pussy cleft was prominent looking down her body her navel, and the string straps were so narrow that they were nearly invisible, holding the dark cloth over her sex which swelled boldly outward.

		At the same time she had a seductively intense, hugging style of wrestling which caused a lot of tight body contact, and it was distinctly clear that she - like me - preferred ground wrestling, whether she was on top or under me, so it suited me perfectly, when we for long periods of time lay almost motionless, mostly naked and closely intertwined on the mattress in tense wrestling positions, testing each other's suppleness and strength.

		If for a moment there was just one square inch of my naked skin that didn't have contact with uncovered areas of Alexa's body, I could be certain that it wouldn't take many seconds before it had. That's how it felt. She literally sucked her body tightly onto mine, writhed against me and hugged me, so I could feel every cleft, every curve, every rippling muscle, and thus exposed me to a total, all-embracing, sweat dripping body massage that went right to my crotch.

		She was a year younger than me - 18 - and used her eyes in an inflaming way, which I wasn't used to except in my private wrestles. Whenever I looked at her, they were staring into mine, wide and bright, as if she wanted to hypnotize me into defeat. It was wonderful, stimulating and very erotic to be wrestling this way, and I began to retaliate Alexa's keen stare so that we constantly had close, intense eye contact.

		After several minutes of heavy battle, we suddenly ended up totally interlaced just 10 feet from the edge of the mattress and lay quite still chin to chin, Alexa underneath, half bridging, supported by her taut buttocks and her neck bent backwards, with me between her open thighs and her shoulders raised an inch above the matting.

		Each of us had both arms tightly around the other, and while I clung to Alexa's sweaty, arched torso, she twined her legs around mine, merging the hollows of our knees, causing us to lie like two lovers, defiantly staring at each other, vaguely smiling with clenched teeth. A revealing sigh escaped me as I felt a swelling sex pressing up against mine so tightly that I could clearly feel the contours of its lips.

		For quite a while I had been able to keep my private nude sex wrestles and the special techniques they involved totally separated from the activity at the Fetish Club, but while Alexa lay under me and writhed to avoid being pinned, with her panting mouth expectantly half open, as if hoping to be kissed, invitingly staring at my own parted lips, I felt pure lust shoot through me.

		The delicious pressure of her pussy against mine inspired me sexually, and I fantasized about burying my tongue between her wet lips and writhing it, until she exploded in violent orgasms. Quickly I looked up, before I succumbed to the temptation.

		At that moment I spotted a girl by the edge of the mat. She was sitting cross legged, slowly sliding an index finger over her parted lips, while she drank in our fused bodies with intense, dreamy eyes. I felt sure that she enjoyed the sight, because suddenly she placed the right hand between her thighs and started to rub the wrist lightly up and down against the jeans while her left arm cuddled the left breast. Cautiously I looked around, but the two other fetish wrestling pairs were so occupied with their own bodily activities that the girl was the only one who noticed our provocative position.

		Quickly I re-drowned myself in Alexa's eyes - hugged her with my arms tightly around the tense girlish body, and realized that I was rubbing my mound slightly against hers. First she looked puzzled - stared at me with a lost expression of reluctant lust in her wide eyes. She shook her head lightly and whispered a moaning "don't, Serena."

		But when I gritted my teeth and answered: "Then lay down and let me have this fall!", they turned glazed and steamy in a beautiful mixture of strain and sexual arousal.

		"No way!", she gasped, smiling vaguely, and let her hands slide down my back and lock around my tense behind. "You'll have to work for it!".

		Teasingly she too began to use her pussy while kneading my buttocks skillfully.

		"Bet you can't get my shoulders down! Like that, huh?".

		The muscles of her thighs tightened in the same lewd rhythm, while she returned my provocative treatment, arched her torso further up and started to move it from side to side, making four firm breasts massage each other through our tight, embrace. Many times had I seen girl wrestlers - especially the teenagers - lying tightly intertwined, twitching, gasping and moaning in mock protest, while they groped each other boldly, but never before had I experienced so obvious - and effective - mutual petting, as we had going. But then, it was a fetish club right?

		I moaned joyfully and let my groin slide hotly up and down between Alexa's sweaty thighs causing our crotches to squeeze together rhythmically. Each hug I gave her pussy was immediately returned with an equally keen upwards movement, and simultaneously she tightened her legs further around mine and drew me closer.

		Slowly but surely the speed of our desirous, coital like jerks accelerated, the thrusts growing wilder and more insistent. The feeling of lying adhered to this pretty and strong girl wrestler in such a provocative posture made me wet and hard between the thighs, my nipples stiffened totally, and it tickled strongly and nicely in my groin.

		I looked up again, contemplated the watching girl, and was delighted to see that she was thoroughly turned on by our hot duel and breathed heavily, while she took our enmeshed bodies all in. Even though our mutual pussy massage was done so tightly and discretely that she couldn't have been aware, her cheeks flushed while a pink tongue slowly slid over slightly parted lips.

		She stared me right in the eyes with uninhibited lustful interest, without stopping her superficial playing, and without the least of doubt that I knew perfectly what she was doing, and I felt how giving her a good sexual experience made my arousal even greater, how her stare stimulated me, how my pussy wetted and expanded further.

		I squeezed my crotch faster and pressed my mound more pronounced downwards, felt my excitement grow and become stronger and stronger, and while I held the girl's hungry glance, I began to rotate my breasts against Alexa's arched torso, where the nipples stuck out at full length, making two hard bulges in the engorged flesh. I wanted her too to be fully aware of what I was up to.

		Two weak, passionate cries drew my attention back to Alexa, but one of them came from my own mouth. We had writhed our torsos so eagerly that the narrow shoulder straps of our singlets had slid aside, and two pairs of sweat glistening, bare breasts were now mashing together with bursting nipples. It was obvious that the close, almost nude body contact in the erotic position excited Alexa as much as it did me. Her glowing face and quick breathing, while we ate each other with hungry, intense eyes, were unmistakable.

		Loudly gasping and closely intertwined in our sweaty missionary position, we continued our discrete rhythmical movements on the mattress. Alexa's swelling bronzed breasts tautened temptingly up against mine, and each time four wet nipples flicked together, it made us both shiver and emit deep, desperate sighs. I was pretty far gone now, and breathed faster than my victim, gasping and impatient, in the same rhythm as Alexa's contracting pussy.

		We both twitched violently, because we had become so aroused that our clits had erected through our labia and were now straining against each other, rubbing sensuously. I had to lie perfectly still not to lose control, savoring the feel of an iron hard female erection against mine, intensely staring at Alexa.

		My eyes must have revealed my weak condition, because Alexa began to undulate her hips almost imperceptibly, causing serious friction to our clits. This made my lust grow dangerously fast, and the feverish smile on Alexa's face told me that she knew.

		Then I couldn't stand it any longer. My head jerked back, I stiffened and held my breath, mouth wide open. I was about to come, right there on the mattress, amid a wrestle with another girl, and with a third one as a leering fetish spectator. I looked down, dizzy with lust, and there lay Alexa, with big, steamy eyes and her tongue sliding over moist lips, staring up at me triumphantly.

		She raised her knees, dug her heels into the mat and bridged abruptly beneath me. This really made our swelling labia mash tightly together, and as in a trance, I felt ready for orgasm. The muscles tautened and worked on their own accord. But no! All of a sudden Alexa's eyes turned desperate for a second - then they became hooded and helpless - and her mouth opened slowly as in a silent, ecstatic protest.

		The movement to bridge, the proud knowledge that she by skillfully resisting my attempted pin had forced me into the pre-orgasmic phase and was about to conquer me sexually, combined with the final clench of our dangerously stimulated pussies, had taken her over the edge, and in her eagerness to get me off - and on the very verge of doing so - she was now about to succumb to her own bodily lust. This made me regain some of my sexual control.

		She let go of my butt, but kept her bridge, with her clit bristling through her nether lips, straight against mine, and stretched both arms above her head while her body shook violently and rhythmically, and when I tightened my arms around her and tried to press down her bridge, she flung both arms around my head and pulled it down, so I couldn't see her face.

		Two wet, gasping lips fastened in passionate jerks against my bare neck, sucking in tune with her pussy's contractions against my mound. For a long time her shapely body twitched rhythmically beneath me, and the feeling was so strong that I almost joined her in the heavy orgasm she had, bridging - maybe just as much with joy than to avoid a pin - under my near naked body.

		Then without warning, she sighed deeply and relaxed, allowing me to pin her convincingly. As I raised my head, she was lying there, staring up at me with big, soft eyes, and a content, dreamy smile on her lips.

		"I'll get you for this!" she whispered hoarsely. "Next time I'll have you! No audience, just the two of us - girl to girl in our bare skin, find out who's best!"

		. After the match I was about to explode with lust, so I sat down by a free table in the snack bar with a club soda.

		"Hi! May I sit down?".

		I looked up, and there she stood, the girl who had seen my sexual conquest, with a soda in one hand and the other on her hip, with her side turned halfway towards me, so I could really enjoy the sight.

		She had one of the most beautiful bodies I had ever seen, with swelling upturned breasts, threatening to burst the tight T-shirt open, firm, shapely buttocks and strong, slender legs, and it struck me that her back which swayed lithely backwards, was as if made for bridging.

		I have always had a weakness for Asian girls - the oblique eyes, the golden skin and the black hair - and for big, swelling breasts, preferably with erect nipples, and this fantastic creature had it all in abundance. Her jet black hair reached her waist, and as she smiled at me with her brown, sparkling eyes, I felt my cheeks burn, and just managed to nod.

		"Congratulations! I'm Terry. You really had a fall on her. Was it good?"

		. Slowly she sat down on the chair to my left, and I blushed further, but returned her smile.

		"Serena. It's always nice to win a bout."

		Terry laughed. "Sure, but how often do you lay down a girl THAT thoroughly?"

		. I swallowed.

		It was the first time I had lost control and seduced a girl at the fetish club, but dared I tell her about Belinda and some others, about how we regularly writhed together in each other's bed, naked and rubbed in oil - and with much juicier holds than wrestling holds on each other, until one of us was forced into orgasm while being held with both shoulder blades bolted to the matting?

		Could I reveal to a total stranger that I found wrestling - the actual bodily combat - the ultimate turn on? That pinning a naked girl - eagerly bridging to resist - into a soft mattress and simultaneously taking her last defense - the sexual - for me was the total ecstasy, even when I was on the receiving end? That occasionally I couldn't help secretly lusting for an opponent's body, when we at the club lay half naked and sweaty, tightly locked together, and gasping with strain tried to supinate each other?

		I looked at Terry appraisingly, let my tongue slide slowly over my upper lip, and then took the bull by the horns.

		"It happens, but I've never fought Alexa before, and during the last 20 matches, no girl has been able to pin me. It would be rather exciting to meet one who can."

		Terry tilted her head slightly, slid her right hand slowly and admiringly over my muscular upper arm and further up to the spot where Alexa's lips had sucked my neck.

		"She has given you full proof of defeat, but she didn't seem to mind!".

		She stared intensely into my eyes.

		"And neither would I. Are you really as strong as you look?"

		. I laughed a little and tensed my biceps.

		"I work a lot with weights, so I'm in good shape." I eyed her swelling torso up and down and then looked her in the eyes. "And you seem to be too! You're a wrestler?"

		. Terry placed her hand on my knee, lowered her glance to my lips and quickly raised it again. It was rather innocent, but in my hot condition I found it sexy as hell, and I felt sure that she lusted as much as me for a friendly erotic contest between us. She shook her head lightly.

		"Bodybuilder - for three years - since I was 15."

		From the corner of my eye I saw Alexa, standing in the door, staring at us with a curious, almost envious expression on her face.

		Slowly Terry slid her hand up my thigh, and I gasped enraptured as her fingertips reached the edge of my G-string. She stared intensely at me, but fortunately she kept her fingers still. Otherwise I might have thrown myself upon her right on the spot.

		"But I loved to watch you wrestle - all those tight, sensual muscle duels. You looked SO great when you really had her bridging under you!"

		She opened her legs slightly, her eyes playfully shining, as she deliberately showed me a wet spot on her jeans from what she had been doing while she contemplated me seducing Alexa.

		"Do you think you could teach me to wrestle - like that?".

		I swallowed again, knowing precisely what "like that" meant. COULD I teach her? But I decided to play it safe.

		"Sure! Your body is just perfect for wrestling. Come down here tomorrow, and I'll give you a lesson."

		With a quick movement she pressed her hand against my stomach, and - wow - with her finger tips pointing down. She laughed softly.

		"No, right now! Couldn't we do it right now?"

		. Do it! My God! It sounded delightfully provocative. Inch by inch her fingers descended towards my weak spot, which was getting weaker and weaker for each second, so to stop it and avoid the threatening temptation, I placed my own hand on top of hers and grinned.

		"Okay then! But not here - they're closing in a minute. I have a spare key to one of my friends' apartment. We could have a go there, if you'd like?"

		. Her eyes glinted while we got up.

		"Great!", she said and gave me a quick hug.

		Over her shoulder I saw Alexa blow me a quick, teasing kiss, and knew that she was fully aware that Terry and I had bold plans with each other.

		At the time, Belinda was the only girl I knew who used a real wrestling mattress as a bed, not the thin modern type with plastic surface, but an old, thick cotton type, and the huge mirrors which surrounded it had often reflected steamy pictures of her, Belinda and me, wringing numerous violent combat orgasms from each other's tense bodies.

		She was away for the week, and I silently congratulated myself on my luck. Soon I would teach this super girl what I thought wrestling was really about.

		When Terry saw the inspiring set-up at Belinda's, she stared at me as if paralyzed.

		"Wow!" she breathed while she slowly walked to the 12 by 12 feet wrestling mattress.

		She sat down and ran her fingers softly over the deep red velveteen surface, then pushed her hand down as to test its yielding softness.

		"Wow!" she repeated, looked at all the mirrors and remained quiet for a while.

		"This is just PERFECT."

		She got up, strolled towards me and put her hands on my shoulders. Only four inches from mine, her beautiful glistening eyes scrutinized my face, and once again she very sexily lowered her stare to my mouth. With a quick movement she unbuttoned the shorts I had put on over my singlet and drew the zipper down.

		"I can hardly wait to get at you!"

		. I placed a hand on each of her hips and grinned.

		"Hey, wait! I'd like to shower first. I feel rather raunchy."

		Her arms slid down and tightened slightly around my back.

		"No don't, please!" she gasped, smiled, as if a bit embarrassed at her outburst and flirtingly inclined her head sideways.

		"I think I like you raunchy - and the thought that you still have a mixture of yours and the other girl's combat sweat on your body might make me more apt."

		She was a girl who could really express herself.

		"Okay, no shower then. Now get your jeans off, if you'll wrestle me in briefs. I'll just keep my G-string on."

		Again she tightened her hold on me and bumped her hips against mine.

		"It's not fair. Your G-string is far scantier than my briefs. It could give me an advantage. Let's wrestle in G-strings, okay?".

		I hugged her hips, nodded, and pushed her slightly away.

		"You're on, but I'll just have to fetch you one. Belinda always has a few in her drawer. Look around in the meantime."

		Quickly I went to the hall, stripped off the sweats, and in Belinda's wardrobe I found exactly what I needed for Terry. Her tightest, most minute G-string - white - which contrasted well with her tanned skin. It was not much more than a string around the waist and between the legs, and it would display Terry's firm buttocks and the outline of her mound and labia just as clearly, as if being naked - which I hoped to be as quickly as possible.

		When I silently reentered the bedroom, Terry was lying nude on the mattress - bridging high - with her legs spread wide, head tilted back and her forehead against the mat, mouth open and eyes closed. Her left hand slowly kneaded two full, stiff nipples of her breasts, while the other was moving slightly up and down between her open thighs, rubbing against the hairless crevice of her equally wet sex.

		Suddenly she spread her legs further, lifted her hips two inches more, slowly writhed her lower body in seductive circles, and then started to thrust it slightly upwards in a steady, jerky rhythm.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		Quiet as a mouse I stood there for another half minute, with flushed cheeks, admiring her graceful pose and the distinct coital movements she jerked her beautiful body into. My eyes caressed the girl's lithe body and admired the vibrating, taut muscles dancing beneath the tanned skin of her thighs, arms, and shoulders, impatiently waiting to be cocooned in my tightest, most sensual wrestling holds.

		Several times during wrestles I had felt my pussy moisten when I lay bridging like that with another girl clinging to me or vice versa. The mere thought made me slide a hand down my burning stomach, further down to my wet, swollen labia. A joyful sigh pressed its way up through my throat, knowing that I was alone with a fully turned on, beautiful girl bodybuilder, who - in her bare skin - bridged while she played with herself and maybe fantasized about the lewd things we would be doing to each other before long. Then I couldn't help it. I glided a finger up the slit, found my clit and slowly rubbed the fingertip around it.

		Terry was really getting hot, and I began to fear that she would fall too easy a prey. The intense, joyful expression on her face, combined with her deep, accelerating gasps made me start to think that she would surrender in floundering ecstasy the very first time I squeezed her against me, before I got a chance to tie her up in some of the more advanced petting holds I love to take on another girl.

		"You look great when you bridge!"

		. My voice sounded very loud in the quiet room. Quickly Terry pulled her fingers free, got up with a jerk, and stared at me - just 12 feet away, with her head askew.

		"How long have you been standing there? I didn't hear you at all."

		I smiled.

		"I didn't have the heart to disturb you. You looked as if you were far away."

		My cheeks burned while I stared admiringly at Terry and realized just how strongly I was sexually attracted to her. I handed her the white G-string for her to put on. I could have eaten her as she stood there on the mat slipping the fabric over her sex, challengingly sway backed and slender, slim around the waist and behind, but with firm, bursting breasts, and the hair like a waterfall pouring down her right shoulder.

		"So I was. I enjoyed the mattress. It is beautiful to bridge on - and it smells SO good. What is it?"

		. Slowly I walked towards her while she hungrily stared at my bare torso.

		"It has absorbed a good deal of feminine combat sweat, but the smell is mainly caused by some girlfriends and me. We usually rub each other with almond oil before we tangle up."

		Terry tossed her head and tilted it so that her hair swept down her back. Then she placed both hands on her buttocks, stretched, pulled her shoulders back, and stood with swayed back and her perfect breasts pointing right at me.

		"Oil wrestling! Wow! I'd love to try that."

		Instinctively I took the same posture, making her lower her gaze 10 inches.

		"You've got pretty boobs," she said, almost in a whisper, while we savored the sight of each other.

		Still staring at my chest, Terry slowly took a small step forward. Then she tilted her head again, smiled seductively, and looked at me with teasing eyes. I had an incredibly strong desire to feel Terry's naked torso pressed against mine, moved one foot a little forward, until only an inch separated our stiff nipples, and licked my lips slowly.

		"Yours aren't so bad either!"

		Suddenly Terry stretched her torso a bit more and turned it slightly, causing her nipples to brush mine. We both jerked, and with a quick movement I chased them, so our breasts were pressed lightly together. Terry's lips parted, and her smile fainted.

		For a while we stood perfectly still, hungrily staring into each other's eyes, enjoying the nipple to nipple contact, while our breathing made four hemispheres heave and swell further. Terry moaned and her glazed eyes closed for a second. Then she stared hotly down at our joined curves, smiled sexily at me with glowing face and her lower lip clenched between her teeth.

		"It feels nice, and it would be even better if we're covered with oil. Please?"

		This time it was me who let my stiff nipples dance boldly over Terry's. She stared ferociously at my lips, and I sensed that she was about to kiss me. I felt sure that we were both so far gone that a kiss might make us curl up on the mat and take each other right there, so to prolong the delight, I quickly took a step backwards.

		"Okay. I'll get it."

		A moment later we stood facing each other, covering our bodies with a heavy layer of oil, until we were slick as eels. I feasted my eyes on Terry. Her athletic body glistened perfectly. Each bulge and cleft was emphasized and every muscle and sinew stood out in relief under her tanned skin, almost dripping with oil.

		"What especially were you attracted to, when you watched the wrestling?", I asked her, just to see how she'd react.

		Terry let her gaze wander up and down my gleaming body, clearly admiring the sight, licked her lips as with anticipation, and smiled eagerly.

		"The fatal phase."

		Wistfully she ran the fingers gently up her stomach, slipped them over two glistening breasts, cupping them and feeling up the nipples.

		"I mean, two muscular, lithe girls testing each other bodily on a mattress, is in itself quite appealing, and what you did to each other's breasts looked rather interesting, but the final duel, when one really strains to press the other's shoulders to the mat while the bottom girl bridges and does her best to avoid it - THAT really got me going. Can I try to pin you?"

		We both laid down - Terry to my left, with her arms clasped around my waist. She smiled eagerly at me.

		"Ready?"

		. I smiled back at her, nodded, and we both tensed our muscles.

		I could feel the mat against my right shoulder, but with both hands under my hips, my back strongly swayed, and my head bent fully backwards, leaning against the mat, I could just keep the other one raised. Each time Terry pressed against me, I writhed my torso further up and during one of these writhing's, I saw her stare down and lower her head slightly, causing her chin to rest right on top of my sensitive nipple.

		For a while she lay like that, clinging to me, while we stared fixedly at each other. Gradually, almost imperceptibly, she tightened her hold on me and started to glide her chin back and forth over my breast. She was beautifully strong, something which always did wonders to my arousal. Desperate - though delighted - I strained my body, and with an excited gasp I felt my nipple stiffen totally against Terry's oil slick skin.

		I writhed and shivered involuntarily while I returned her intense stare, knowing perfectly well that the shiver was caused not only by strain, but also by the violent feeling of unblushing lust that surged through me each time Terry's chin rubbed my erect nipple. I closed my eyes and concentrated on keeping my half bridge position, but opened them again as an uncontrolled jerk shook my entire body.

		Terry had moved her left arm down between my thighs and pressed it further in under my tensed behind, making the muscles of her upper arm coil directly against my pubic arch.

		I slid my left hand under Terry and leaned the palm against the mat between her legs, and she jerked violently as I retaliated by pressing the back of my hand upwards against her mound. We both gasped, each with a discrete but efficient sex hold on the other.

		A wave of lust shot through me, when Terry rubbed her tense biceps firmly and temptingly against my convexing mound and labia. At the same time her oiled forearm, deeply wedged between my taut buttocks, rippled against my tail bone, causing my arousal to accelerate extremely quickly.

		Each time Terry rubbed my nipple or let her arm play between my thighs, I used my hand. When she lay still, so did I, quaking from sexual excitement caused by our provocative mutual groping. Terry tightened each of her muscles to press me down and lay as transfixed, staring at me with dewed eyes - feverishly smiling - obviously enjoying our juicy duel immensely. She writhed against me and closed her eyes with joy, and when I moved my hand, she twitched involuntarily.

		I could feel just how fast our arousal rose and knew that if we kept on lying like this much longer, one of us or both would soon have to orgasm. Terry didn't smile anymore. Her lips were moist and slightly parted, and her breathing quick and ragged, while she squashed my glistening, tense body.

		Without warning she let her tongue play over my iron hard nipple and as she closed her lips tightly around it, my entire body began to shiver while a weak scream erupted from me. Was it really a beginner who did this to me? Seconds later she sucked wetly and rhythmically while her biceps massaged my pussy.

		I slowly began to go out of my mind with lust and only wanted her to slide a hand into my cunt and bring me off. The very thought made me unconsciously part my thighs further and arch my crotch more firmly up against Terry's arm.

		It became more and more difficult to control the joyful waves that raced through my shaking body, from my clitoris and my nipple, tightly caught between two narrow, gliding female lips, and even though I concentrated fully to resist and lay quite still while Terry's mouth eagerly sucked me in and out, I could feel my breast about to come, which is just as exciting as when my pussy does.

		Terry was controlling two of my most erogenous spots, and the preceding fully consummated seduction of Alexa, followed by a heated flirt with another beauty, now eagerly working to lay me down and get me off, had made the entire evening one gigantic sexual foreplay for me, and I knew for certain that I would not be able to hold out as long as her.

		One of a skillful wrestler's main tasks is to escape dangerous situations as quickly and effectively as possible, but the intense, exciting position we lay in, reveling in muscles, oil, and sex, made it tempting just to enjoy. On the other hand, wouldn't it be too easy if I surrendered to uninhibited ecstasy the very first time this wanton creature had a sex hold on me?

		Suddenly, with a strange mixture of disappointment and relief, I felt Terry pull her left forearm free from under my buttocks. The mixture quickly changed to that of rapture and desperation as I felt her hand creep down my stomach, edge over the taut line of my G-string and teasingly slide over the moist, slippery cleft of my hairless womanhood. She was really going for the kill. Expertly two fingers parted my labia and began to stroke my erect, throbbing clit, while her eager mouth went berserk on my rock hard nipple, sucking and biting it lightly, and I knew that it was now a question of seconds before she would have me completely.

		Quickly I lifted my knees, thrust up my hips and bridged the best I could, causing Terry to lose both the almost fatal petting holds she had had on me. Instead she got up on her knees and flung her arms around my arched torso. I gripped her the same way, and using all my strength, I slowly drew her over me and down on her back. Before I could mount her she bridged, so I squatted at her head and pressed my breasts against her.

		Gradually I slid forward without releasing the pressure on the slick girlish body, until my arms tightened like ropes around her highly raised hips, totally bared. Her pubic mound swelled up as a firm, steep bulge between her thighs, as if keenly bridging itself between two muscular, widely spread thighs.

		Lightly I leaned my chin against the upper part of the tempting arch and guessed that Terry's clit was only half an inch away. Dazed with joy I heard her whimper weakly and felt two oily hands slide down my back, creep over the swell of my ass, gripping my taut buttocks, while she heightened her bridge. The maneuver made her well defined pussy provocatively swell about her pubic mound becoming even more pronounced.

		We had been at each other for only fifteen minutes, and already we had almost worked ourselves into a real 69 position. This is one of my pet postures with another girl - and especially with one who can really bridge - beautiful for sex, favorable for wrestling and ideal for sex wrestling. Eagerly I pressed my chin more firmly down and slid it forward to where I thought my goal was positioned.

		Terry shivered and gasped loudly and the hot palms of her hands kneaded my buttocks while I felt a hardness beneath my chin. I had been right about her clit which had erected its way out from between her labia.

		With a spirited twitch Terry pressed her groin an inch further up and that was more than her briefs could cope with. The front piece, wet with sweat, oil and arousal suddenly transformed into a thin string, and a wet, gleaming sex lip swelled out on each side. I moaned with lust - she was hairless like me.

		Terry let go of my behind and desperately slid her hands up and down my slick back to get a grip on me while she gasped faster, more heavily. Anxiously I stared down for her clit, but it must have been right under the string.

		Terry moved her arms down my back and grasped my hips. Then she pulled me closer, until I suddenly realized her intention. Again her hands cupped my buttocks and she writhed in the bridge, making two hot cheeks slide fully in between my thighs. I squeezed the glistening girlish body, but Terry didn't budge an inch, just lay perfectly still in my tight hold while I admired her splendid bridge technique.

		I shivered violently with lust and closed my eyes in ecstasy because the movement made my pussy rest hard onto her chin. Terry began to rock back and forth in the bridge, causing her chin to slide up and down the front piece of my G-string. My arousal was about to get the better of me, and I couldn't help shuddering and shivering while I clearly felt my clit stiffen totally against Terry's supple movements.

		Dizzy with lust I turned my head and pressed my cheek against Terry's bared labia, so it felt like a wet, warm kiss. Suddenly she jerked as in convulsion and a passionate, desperate scream escaped her. I lifted my head as I felt a jerk against the cheek and hungrily stared down at Terry's bristling clit which had found its freedom. She really was my kind of girl.

		Big! Almost an inch of steely, throbbing female erection greeted my admiring glance. Of course I could have licked her silly there and then, but that was for later. Quickly I caught her ankles and pulled, causing her bridge to collapse. With a gasp Terry leaned on her knees, and her shoulders shivered beneath my hips only an inch above the matting. Simultaneously I felt hot, jerky breaths directly against my pussy, and I knew that Terry was now lying with her lips pressed against mine, separated only by Belinda's thin G-string.

		I twitched uncontrolled as a bold, stiff female tongue pressed the cloth slightly up the slit between my labia, and as it found my clit, I was for the first time happy not to be nude. Without briefs, the tongue and lips which had almost given me a breast orgasm, would have free access to my pussy, and I would have come instantaneously.

		Desperate, I tried to lift my butt, but Terry tightened her hold and began to thrust her tongue into me in a slow, intoxicating rhythm while her hands kneaded my taut buttocks. It was dangerously nice to have a writhing tongue in my pussy while being groped on my bottom, and I felt an erotic surge in my stomach as I lay on the wrestling mat, in hot 69 duel with an almost naked, oil glistening girl, shivering in the bold grip.

		My hips began to buck involuntarily, and as I felt Terry's shoulders beneath them, I pressed downwards as strongly as I could. Two muscular shoulders gradually immersed into the softness of the mattress until Terry relaxed in surrender.

		We lay like that for a while, gasping to recuperate. Then I rolled off her and laid down on my stomach beside Terry with my right leg between her widely spread thighs and my right hand on her heaving midriff. I leaned my head on my left hand and stared smilingly down into her glowing girlish face.

		"You've really got spunk - and a great bridge technique. You've tried it before, haven't you?"

		Terry returned my smile, nodded and let her right hand slide down my back. Then she placed her left hand on top of mine on her stomach.

		"Oh yes! I love to bridge - always do when I... er... play. It's such an exciting posture. Normally, I can bridge for much longer - even with someone on top of me, but YOUR briefs saved you, while MINE were killing me!"

		. With a sexy glance she slowly pushed my hand downwards, until I felt the edge of her briefs against my little finger.

		"Feel for yourself!"

		This was being almost TOO good! Here I lay half on top of an as good as naked girl who urged me to grope her between her thighs! Terry stiffened as I willingly slid the hand under the cotton and slowly let two fingers glide down each side of the arch of the slick sex, causing the briefs' tight string to rise. When I reached the bottom, I placed my index finger in the wet crack and carefully slid it upwards, until I felt her still bristling clit strain under my finger.

		Terry shivered and emitted a short, aroused sigh as I kept my finger's light pressure on her most sensitive spot. Submissively she stretched both arms above her head and spread her legs further. Her hooded eyes closed and she gasped vaguely.

		"Uh! Quite ... a persuasive ... wrestling hold ... you've got on me!"

		Then she held her breath and swayed her back a little, making her groin press harder against me. At the same time the movement made her glistening breasts bristle invitingly even further upwards with iron hard nipples. The temptation was too big, and I couldn't help but lower my mouth to her right breast and close my parted lips around the swelling hardness.

		Terry twitched. "Wow! You're quite good at girls!" she gasped between clenched teeth. "I knew you would be nice to wrestle. Is that the kind of nice holds you and your friends take on each other?"

		I slowly nodded, gliding my finger back and forth between Terry's thighs and kneaded the nipple with my lips which made it difficult for her to lie still. As if to avoid an instant consummation, she suddenly put a hand on my brow and pushed my mouth away from her chest. She opened her eyes, put her head to one side, and smiled sexily at me.

		"Now we're even - and it's much better to have your finger there, than my briefs."

		Her voice was hoarse with arousal and her eyes shone. After what we had done to each other so far, I was dying to show Terry the true nature of nude wrestling, and I felt sure that she would soon be floundering in orgasm under my naked body. Nothing would give me more joy than to bolt her shoulders to the mat and conquer her in sexual combat - or to surrender in distracted ecstasy. Softly I pressed my lips against her sweaty cheek and stared her right into the eyes.

		"Then let's strip! I kind of like your wrestling style, using all of your body - and mine. Let's have it out in the nude - really go body to body!"

		. I felt a strong urge to rip her briefs off, throw myself between her thighs in a regular missionary position - and press my lips against hers in an inflaming, long sustained French kiss. I imagined us kissing and biting each other while wrestling, with writhing tongues deep in each other's mouth, and the thought was so exciting that I was just about to lean forward and convert it into action when Terry softly but insistently took my hand and pulled it away from her pussy.

		"Yes! Get some real holds on each other! And I'll bet that you can't take me when we're naked."

		"What's the prize?" I asked teasingly.

		Terry looked disappointed when I got up on my knees, but smiled amorously as I started to pull off her briefs.

		"A kiss on the cheek!"

		A second later she lay fully outstretched on the wrestling mattress, stark naked and glossy with oil, delicious to look at with her legs invitingly parted and the hips slightly lifted, causing her slick, shining mound to arch temptingly up against me.

		"Or precisely where you want it!"

		

	
		Part Five

		

		Quickly I denuded myself and laid down with my right leg between Terry's. I pressed my hands under her back until I had the nude girl in a perfect body press with my arms tightly around her upper body under the armpits and a hand on each shoulder. She just lay passively - vaguely smiling - letting me bury her coiling muscles under my naked body. When I had her precisely as I wanted, I rested my chin on hers and returned her smile.

		"Okay, I'll have it on my forehead."

		Sulkily she put out her tongue and then wriggled a little as in protest.

		"Hey, wait a sec! Lift your left leg."

		As I did it, Terry spread her legs and twined them tightly around mine.

		"That's better. I want you exactly as you had Alexa!"

		. I gave her a quick hug. "Now let me see you get out of this!" Terry knotted her arms around my back and clung to me.

		"I'm not sure if I can escape, but you can't pin me! Ready?"

		I nodded and Terry's smile vanished. Eagerly she stretched her neck backwards, pressed her behind into the mattress, swayed her back so that her shoulders were lifted from the mat, and resisted my pressure with her legs tight around mine. The posture made her oil glistening breasts stretch up against mine, and as she tried to free herself by writhing her upper body, I squeezed tighter until she again lay motionless under me with clenched teeth.

		Quite purposely I had positioned myself so I wasn't precisely on top of Terry but lay slightly down her body. This gave me an advantage. I could slide my lower stomach and upper pubis against Terry's mound or obtain full pussy contact when I wanted it, while Terry couldn't get at mine. I tested the technique, and Terry groaned with joy as my slick mound firmly plowed its way up between her open labia.

		Ecstatically I slid my hands up her neck and closed them around two glowing cheeks. Terry's eyes shone with lust and quickly she placed a hand on the back of my head while she stared hotly at me with wet, inviting lips. I repeated the procedure, but this time I sucked my open slit around Terry's orifice and started to tense my sex muscles rhythmically, as if I wanted to suck all resistance out of her.

		She immediately retaliated and just lay there in my sex press, quite still, on two taut buttocks, with her neck bend, almost as stiffened, except when our pussies contracted around each other - then she jerked violently.

		For a long time we lay like that, in a close entanglement on the huge, soft bed. Two naked, oil gleaming girls, fused in an arousing test of strength and sexual stamina, almost motionless with taut muscles, legs tightly intertwined like copulating constrictors, staring challengingly into each other's excited eyes.

		Every sinew in Terry's golden, muscular body was tightened to the breaking point beneath the glossy skin as I clasped her strongly, pressed my shoulders against hers and churned my upper body against the strong, naked girl.

		Terry's firm breasts were fully buried under my swelling hemispheres, slick with a mixture of oil and passionate sweat, and two moist girlish lips gasped in arousal an inch below my open mouth, especially when I really hugged her. All this time she kept her shoulders off the mattress.

		Gradually we accelerated the speed of our pussies' mutual contractions, and quite hot from the combination of sex and wrestling, I began to think that I had underestimated the girl's self-control. That this wasn't the first time her pussy was bear hugged by another girl's.

		Each lewd attack I made drained my sexual resources dangerously, so to regain control I withdrew from the petting hold and concentrated on the wrestling part.

		"Getting carried away, huh? Stronger and suppler than you thought?" Terry gasped, smiling teasingly.

		I returned her intense, challenging stare, savored the dewed, dark eyes eagerly exploring mine, took a deep breath, held it, and gradually increased the pressure on Terry's naked breasts.

		"You're quite good at it," I moaned, "But don't worry. I'll have you when you're down on both shoulders!"

		She wriggled keenly, let go of my head, and placed both hands under her flanks and leaned her elbows on the mat.

		"No, you can't pin me, and I'll have you first!".

		Again and again she constricted against me and pushed her hips upwards to reach my pussy and continue the tempting sex hold, while I pressed against her without being able to subdue the upwards pressure from the headstrong girlish body.

		For a few seconds I relaxed slightly to prepare the next attack, and Terry quickly took advantage of it. Squirming like a snake, she flung her arms around me again, turned me over onto my side, and tried to get on top of me, but I dug my heels and neck in the mat, and kept the position.

		Thus we lay, both half on our sides and half bridging, with our breasts tightly merged. I could feel Terry's hot breath on my neck and writhed so our nipples flicked again, while Terry stretched her body in a bow and clasped me tightly, as we lay cheek to cheek, heavily breathing, which caused our breasts to undulate in wet and willing contact.

		I turned my head slightly and a sweaty cheek brushed my lips while I strained my body like a steel spring to get on top of Terry. Simultaneously she too turned her face, so our mouths met, wet and open. She had beautiful eyes, wide and steamy, and blinked a few times, but neither of us disengaged, so we lay there, tense, each with the other's gasping lips lightly pressed against our own, without kissing for real.

		It felt heavenly, and I couldn't help but turn my head slightly from side to side, causing my wet lips to rub against Terry's. For half a second our mouths parted. Then they met again with a deep, lustful gasp, and suddenly we lay there wrestling, each with her writhing tongue deeply buried in the other's mouth.

		This was the right time so with a jerk I forced Terry down on her back and slid atop her between two widely spread thighs. Immediately she re-arched her torso and stared at me, feverishly smiling.

		"I almost made it!" she whispered hoarsely. "Wow! I love this! This is REAL wrestling! Kiss me again, then I'll take you!"

		Slowly I bent my head and pressed my parted lips against Terry's which were soft and yielding, and her tongue boldly insinuated itself into my mouth in a long, provocative tongue kiss. I lay quite still while she tightened her hold on me causing her breasts to slide firmly against mine, slick with sweat and oil.

		For a while we lay like that, kissing each other on the mouth. She used her tongue skillfully, under and around my lips and under my tongue, and she licked me outside the lips, and again her strong tongue slid in between my eager lips, making me remember how nice it had been when it was my pussy it pressed into.

		It was obvious that Terry too enjoyed our physical and sexual duel. Her breathing became raspy and impatient, and suddenly she turned her head, making our lips part. She released her hold on me, flung both arms above her head and laid down flat on her back before she thrust up her hips with a jerk and bridged on toes and hands.

		Her bridge was so high that she lifted me totally, until I knelt between two open thighs. Quickly I flung my arms around her hips, cupping a tense buttock with each hand. Dizzy with lust I felt a dripping, swelling pussy glide up my oil glistening stomach like a suction cup, and when I looked down, I could once more enjoy the sight between Terry's parted labia.

		Her clit strained up against the skin of my stomach. I leaned forward, pressing Terry down on her head, then I forced my hips against the open thighs, and - quite right - she counter thrust to avoid being supinated. Three times I thrust, each time a little harder, and three times Terry countered with increasing strength.

		At the fourth jolt I stopped before my hips made contact and Terry - expecting the thrust - pressed eagerly, and was quite unprepared when I instead pulled her closer to me.

		With a joyful "Bitch! You trapped me!" she fell down on her knees with the feet under her bottom while I slid atop her.

		Jerkily I twisted forward to exercise pressure on Terry with the total weight of my body and inch by inch I conquered the naked curved girl, but she succeeded in raising her hips, leaning on her knees and the back of her head. Never before had I seen a girl who could bridge like that with someone atop her, and it didn't look easy.

		First she flung her arms around me with a quiet "I can DO it!"

		Then she stretched them above her head as if to strengthen her back. It didn't work either, so finally she put a hand under each hip and supported her elbows against the mat.

		For a moment I just clung to her without moving, with my chin supported between two full sweaty breasts bristling up from the strongly arched torso, with nipples so erect, as if they were about to explode with lust. At once I wanted to feel them strain against my tongue, between my lips, as they firmly closed around them. I leaned slightly to the left, licked a slow circle around the nipple with my tongue, and then did the same to the other breast.

		Terry emitted a weak, ecstatic scream, as I closed my lips tightly around the nipple and began to suck it rhythmically in and out. It was too early to make her come, so I was a little more cautious with the left nipple.

		Then I gripped her upper arms just below her shoulders, from underneath, and pulled her closer, while I gradually slid further up. She sucked in air, and then held her breath as my shoulders firmly slid up over the raised nipples, and she bent her neck further backwards to resist my pressure.

		Slowly I let my chin glide up Terry's sweaty neck, until it rested against hers. Jerkily I writhed forward and pressed my shoulders down on Terry's, while I clung to her on the mattress. She stared me right in the eyes while I slid both hands under her armpits in a firm grip and really squashed her down into the soft mattress.

		Breathing hard she looked up into my face with a beautiful expression of pure lust in her glazed eyes.

		"Yes, yes, do it! Crush me all you want. You won't get me. I'm not pinned yet!"

		Belinda, and I had spent several intense and extremely joyful hours atop and underneath each other, training to effectuate and resist a body press, but this super-girl really had muscles and stamina. Repeatedly I tightened my grip around her, hugging her taut glistening torso with all my strength, without being able to pin her.

		I looked down and saw a drop of sweat running down between our joined, oil glistening globes. We were bathing in each other's passionate combat sweat. I began to writhe in slow, circular movements, causing four tanned breasts to glide over and between each other, and eagerly stared down into Terry's dewed eyes. She moaned, desperate with lust, while she feverishly writhed in the same way.

		Heated by the action, I felt my breasts swell while kneading Terry's firm, stiffening curves. Suddenly our stiff nipples collided, and we both jerked. I hugged the coiling muscles in the position that could arouse anybody, but especially those who enjoy lying between a naked, willing girl's thighs, reveling in hot, intense combat sex.

		Terry's lips parted invitingly, her eyes shining with lust, and pulled my head down so our lips met again. I kissed her as deeply, writhingly and greedily as I could, and she responded just as eagerly. Her tongue felt like a lewd eel in my mouth, craving and lusting for my lewd retaliation.

		We both twitched as Terry suddenly extricated her legs and twined them around my own, making the hollows of our knees merge. She pressed up her hips, and the shock made my head jerk back. A stream of warmth made my body quiver as our open sex lips met in a tight kiss.

		Like a suction cup my pussy enveloped Terry's, and once more I pressed my mouth against hers and kissed her passionately. In a jerk four pairs of lips locked together, as if we wanted to absorb each other with sex and mouth.

		I gleefully contemplated Terry's eyes grow wild and felt her slowly beginning to slide her slick pussy up and down my own. Her hips undulated gently in our sweaty coital position, and it dawned on me just how great advantage her swelling Venus mound gave her. It was simply fantastically exciting to lie riding on its bulge, and her lithe movements made it glide deliciously up and down my clit.

		I rapidly tried to lift my bottom to escape the dangerous treatment, but Terry immediately strained up her crotch, and tightening her legs around me she again pulled my sex down on hers.

		This time I couldn't avoid full pussy contact, so I decided to attack her in the most effective way I knew, moving my lower body in circles to get a real sex hold on her. Searchingly my wet lips glided over hers, opened them further and just sensed her beautifully extended clit, before she moved it with a jerk. Quickly I followed her movement and began to thrust my pussy downwards rhythmically.

		Each thrust made us both gasp and wriggle. I could feel the resilient tautness of Terry's arched pussy against mine, open and wet, and between two pairs of hot lips, two hard clits grew even harder and reached further and further out for each other. Then Terry's clit slid against mine, stiff as a nail, and I jerked uncontrollably and strained to lock my labia around it while Terry gasped intensely into my mouth and writhed provocatively to prevent me from completing the most effective orgasm grip one girl can take on another.

		I knew that if I didn't exercise all my restraint, Terry could get me off quite easily. At the same time I was sure that she was just as close to ecstasy and that I would be able to press her shoulders to the mat or make her come before I gave in myself. I ground my pussy down, and suddenly she slid into me with a small, excited scream.

		She shivered violently and arched her upper body further as my pussy enveloped her lewdly bristling erection. Eagerly I pressed down my pussy and squeezed it rhythmically around Terry, so each thrust introduced her further into my tight slit.

		It was incredibly arousing to lie with Terry half bridging under me, naked and oil glistening, impaled by her tongue and penetrated by her impressive clit, stiff as a poker with excitement, which made it easy to maintain the orgasm hold, but it was a definite shock to feel it press hard against me, and my sex got a massage that was close to the limits of my control.

		Terry stopped breathing for a moment, stiffened and drew in breath greedily. I realized just how desperately I too needed a pause, stopped my sensual writhing's and lay still while I fought to control the violent waves of sensuality threatening to absorb me. We stayed coupled like that for a long period of time, both motionless except for coiling muscles, cautiously kissing, both silently struggling to hold back our impending orgasms, staring at each other with dewed eyes in an intense battle of will power.

		Our mutual matching of sexual assets, wrestling techniques and restraint had led us to a mandatory stalemate as the fatally tight double petting hold we had tied each other up in was unbreakable. Our merged lips parted, as I lifted my head and stared provocatively into the eyes of my naked victim, as if trying to hypnotize her into orgasm, but Terry just clenched her teeth tensely, smiling as if in pain, and returned the stare without flinching, the hot look of challenge in her wide eyes inviting me to continue the lewd duel.

		

	
		Part Six

		

		Temporarily I rested my chin on Terry's. We drank each other in appraisingly, trying to interpret the defiant look in the other's glazed eyes, wide open, checking reflexes and watching for any clue to potential weaknesses, evaluating who would benefit most from an attack.

		"Come on!" she dared, "You've almost got me!".

		To emphasize my bodily mastery I very slowly slid my chin down along Terry's and further down. Turning my head slightly I opened my mouth and with a jerk sank my teeth onto the bare throat, biting it lightly but firmly.

		This death bite - the feeling of being engulfed by a predator - used to have a most dramatic effect on both Belinda, and myself, and judging from Terry's violent sighing and shivering, she was no exception. Letting my parted teeth scrape softly up her throat, I jerkily bit her again, this time taking in her entire chin, clenching her lower and my upper teeth, my lower teeth well above her Adam's apple.

		This biting game really got her going. Joyfully simulating to free her chin, Terry turned and twisted her head while she sank her upper teeth into my upper lip. What she really signaled, was a lewd desire to be bitten even harder, so that we did, until it almost hurt.

		Then I decided to take her! I raised my head and tightened my pussy around Terry. She swayed her back and opened her mouth in a silent scream of joyful protest. I repeated the procedure and suddenly her taut body began to shiver as she stiffened beneath me. Then I felt her raise her legs which had been twined around mine, enabling her to put her feet in the mat. Terry's erect clit was excited to bursting by our hot wrestle, and my pussy's tight grip around it was more than it could take.

		She hugged me hard and gasped louder and louder. With a scream her hands tightened convulsively around my buttocks and pulled me firmly down against her. Then came the spasms, and when the first orgasm hit her, she lifted her hips - and me - high above the mattress.

		She came and came with her hands clasping my behind, with my hands under her buttocks and her entire body except the head and feet raised over the mat in a high, quivering bridge, jerking and gasping, while the strongest, longest series of orgasms I had ever experienced in another girl shot through her. It is almost impossible to prevent a strong girl who enjoys bridging from doing it, when she is brought off in the underneath position, and Terry had been right. She really had a strong bridge.

		I began to thrust harder to press her down. In lewd jerks our naked, oil glistening bodies slid over the mattress, Terry bridging high, our legs widely spread, the arms tightly around one another. I squeezed her clit and she pressed it further into my receptive mound while I proceeded to work her quaking body with lustful thrusts from my groin and passionate writhing's from my hips.

		I knew that I had to possess her fully, pin her conclusively while she was climaxing. Maybe she just as strongly wanted to prove that she could keep her shoulders off the mat, even amid orgasm, so she just lay there, bridging under me, with her throbbing erection deeply buried in my slick, tight slit, coming again and again, staring at me starry eyed, and keeping her shoulders raised.

		Even the most experienced sex wrestler becomes thoroughly aroused by squeezing a partner through writhing ecstasy, but additionally I have a special weakness for girls who can really bridge while orgasming, and suddenly, without warning - so intense was my arousal after our senseless, prolonged playing with each other - I came violently on top of the arched girlish body.

		As it happened, Terry laid down flat on her back, her hips thrust up and unresistingly I felt her reverse our positions. Before I knew it, I was pinned to the mattress flat on my back - totally encased by oil gleaming female muscles, with Terry's upper arms tight as ropes around my armpits, my legs in a firm grip between hers. Eyeball to eyeball we lay for a while, Terry obviously prepared to counter any attack from me, and in a tense second or two we both realized that I didn't have a chance to escape.

		The fall itself, the feeling of lying defeated and nailed to the mattress by a nude, muscular girl body, triggered me again, and the strength of the orgasm made me gasp loudly. I twisted and turned between Terry's thighs, and she gripped me tighter and tighter, until she with a deep moan slid her hands under my butt, clasping a buttock in each and pressed her body against me so her clit once more penetrated me.

		Terry moaned with joy, and as she covered my mouth with hers, a new series of orgasms racked her. Our entwined bodies jerked convulsively in a long, violent mutual orgasm, until the spasms gradually ceased, and we lay still, clinging to each other, sweaty and sticky with oil.

		Terry lay staring down at me with wide soft eyes and a content, dreamy smile on her lips.

		"Give up?" she said quietly, her voice still shivering slightly.

		I just nodded and felt like using her favorite expression. "Wow! It has been QUITE a while since a girl has pinned me SO totally."

		She smiled teasingly. "I'm always on top or bridging when I come. But I've had two skilled teachers and they both wriggled underneath me like you just did. Belinda and Frankie! They thought that we could give each other a good time."

		I laughed silently.

		"Clever girls! And I liked it so much that I want revenge right now. Until now no girl has been able to pin me in a 69-duel, k?"

		Terry kissed me briefly and nodded eagerly. She smiled slyly, rolled off me and turned around so we were end to end, her face above mine.

		"Bet I can pin you before you have me. This time you have no briefs to save you, you know!"

		. Provocatively I raised my hips, returned her smile, and boldly licked my lips.

		"True, but this time you'll surrender to these, pinned to the mat!"

		Slowly Terry slid atop my body while I bridged fully, and after a while we were completely wrapped up in each other, vivid hands grasping hard, quaking buttocks and gasping mouths molding into glistening groins. This continued on into the night, and we both fell asleep in the 69 position from exhaustion.

		When I awoke, Terry was gone, but she left a note.

		'I'll give you a return match anytime. Call me when you recover.'

		Terry'

		***

		A day or so later, Alli and I decided to go driving and rest for a moment to catch up on what had been happening lately. I related my juicy erotic wrestling exploits and Alli told me she had finally found an ideal sub for her BD/SM desires. Her newest find was a slightly chubby married thirty year old who loved the submissive lifestyle as a diversion from the rigors of married life and raising two young boys.

		We drove about 5 miles out in the country and put the top down. The weather was so nice outside, and the moon was full.

		Alli pulled her top off, and then she removed mine while I drove. It felt so nice to ride around in the summer breeze and tease each other at every stop sign. I drove to the top of a hill that overlooked the city below us. We found a secluded spot to spread a quilt on the ground and grabbed the flask of vodka to share. We took the rest of our clothes off and wrapped up together in the quilt.

		Feeling our naked bodies pressed against one another felt almost as good as the sex. We made out for a while and exchanged slow sensual kisses and nibbles by the moonlight.

		I can never get enough of Alli. She and I make love in a less competitive manner, than we do in our full fetish personas. We find it is a great change of pace. No matter where we are or what we are doing, I can't think of another soul I would want to spend my time with.

		***

		My weekly wrestling sessions at the MWC became more and more a part of my daily routine. I got to know the main trainer, Melody and she and I quickly realized we shared a fetish for sex wrestling. I still fondly remember our first meeting.

		At the club that day, the wrestling mat was packed with young women wrapped up in tense bodily activity, training away two by two, and I let my eyes dwell on one of the couples. The girls - both around 18 - lay tightly entwined, sexily writhing to lay down each other, in diminutive, hip-hugging briefs accentuating their firm wiggly bottoms, with thin sweat soaked singlets, too scanty to conceal four swelling nipples. After the initiation with Belinda, I had wrestled her regularly, and after two months, I had gained enough experience to beat her in almost every match.

		I joined the MWC to find new challenges, the writhing young bodies really got me aroused, so I had therefore sought out Melody for more challenging training sessions. "Hello, Serena." said Melody! "Are you looking for a partner?"

		Elated at the question, I looked away from the interlocked girl wrestlers I had been eagerly studying, and looked at a smiling Melody. We shook hands and started to chat. Melody told me that she had joined an amateur wrestling club when she was 14. Now, five years later, she acted as a coach for the adult style girl wrestlers.

		"Then," I smiled, "we're of the same age!"

		Melody asked me if I had any wrestling experience, and I told her that I had attended wrestling for years and had a girlfriend that I fought as often I could. I didn't mention the erotic nature of our matches.

		Instinctively we sized each other up, and the mutual attraction was instantaneous. Melody was a pretty girl with a deep bronze tan, tall and slim, lithe and strong looking in a sensual manner. Her shoulder length black hair was twin pony tailed just like my blond.

		She was wearing tiny briefs and a T-shirt with a spray paint picture of two girls wrestling on the front, strained tight across her full, thrusting breasts, nipples erect and threatening to pierce the thin cotton. Of course we wanted to wrestle each other. I stood expectant, obviously waiting for her challenge.

		"Let's have a wrestle!" she said, and I nodded willingly.

		She led me to another training room which was empty and we stepped on to the mat and started to limber up. Melody faced me and crouched, with her feet planted wide apart.

		"Okay," she smiled, "here we go!"

		Our glances locked as we slowly circled each other, arms half extended at the ready, leg muscles tensed. I let Melody attack first. She lunged, taking me in a sound headlock and for the next hour we wrestled and threw each other around the mat.

		She was strong as a horse, something that really excited me, and as we stood on the mat, cheek to cheek, clinging to each other in a tightly coupled double waist hold, I realized that she was a worthy opponent. Inch by inch she bent me backwards and tossed her head, her challenging eyes, slightly smiling, staring into mine.

		I responded the best I knew, cupped her rippling buttocks and strained to oppose the attack. Slowly but surely she shifted my center of gravity. She looked steadily at me, eyes glazed with exertion, her forehead shiny with a thin film of sweat, tightened her grip and forced a groan out of me. Then she stopped breathing for a moments, gasped a lungful of air and with one final lurch this long legged muscle girl wrestled me onto my back.

		I intended to show her that I was no pushover and wriggled my body into a high bridge, lifting Melody clean off the mat and bucked to dislodge her. Quick as a flash she grapevine me from the outside and clung to my arched torso.

		This was a perfect position for employing the sex-to-sex technique I used to practice with Belinda and Terry , but I decided not to rush things and was content with arching my groin into hers, lying in the classic bridge posture.

		She adjusted her position slightly and I felt her hipbones and shoulders clamp onto mine like a huge molding press. I rolled my raised hips from side to side to escape her perfect body press, and couldn't resist giving her groin a few vivid thrusts with my own, which made her gasp in a way that sounded more like joy than strain.

		That was the first vague signal which might indicate that I could look forward to an exciting evening. I felt sure that if we had been naked, I could have taken her right there - and that in due time, I would.

		I kept arching my torso and slowly lowered my hips until I lay half bridging. Melody smiled slightly, obviously thinking she was about to pin me. Suddenly I writhed myself into a high bridge and sideways, causing Melody to fall onto her back. Quick as a flash she swiveled round, so she was prone.

		I came down on her, molded into her back and enveloped her hips from behind. Then I rolled over onto my side, continued the roll and bridged abruptly, pulling Melody on top and trying to force her shoulders to the mat.

		We both stiffened and Melody protected herself by a high back arch, so we just lay there, bridge on bridge. To improve my hold, I let my embrace slide upwards until I had her around her waist and felt the hem of her T-shirt against my hands. I unlocked my hands and held her tightly with my palms against her quivering stomach.

		Then - as by pure accident - I slid my fingers under the cotton and further up, until I sensed the sweaty tightness of two swelling breasts against my hands. The way Melody arched her back made them stand up provocatively and gradually my hands slid up and encased the protruding mounds, cupping them and sensing the slick nipples, making each one stand pertly stiff.

		Melody twitched involuntarily and moaned, but didn't protest against the intimate hold. Instead she flung her arms around my waist and used the same technique, letting her hands slide into my briefs, each gripping a tense buttock. For quite some time we lay quivering and gasping, with widely spread legs, clinging to each other inside our garments.

		I writhed insistently to heighten my bridge and started to press Melody's shoulders to the mat above my head, but simultaneously she twined her legs around mine from the outside and stretched them so that she lifted both my feet from the mat. The very moment I pinned Melody, I fell directly down on both shoulders. We stayed that way for a while, both with a clean fall on the other, maintaining our breast and buttock grip.

		Then Melody started to untangle and rolled off me to lie prone, gasping for air. She lifted her head and smiled at me.

		"I would call it a draw, wouldn't you?"

		I nodded eagerly, got up and found my watch on top of my clothes.

		"Damn! I've missed the late bus."

		Melody grinned. "Relax! I live nearby and you can sleep there."

		At Melody's, we bathed together and eyed each other's naked body up and down admiringly, almost lasciviously. Her physique was perfect for wrestling. 125 pounds of swelling female muscles, tightly wrapped up in five foot eight lithe, sun bronzed skin.

		Behind her, my eyes caressed two firm, round buttocks. In front, shoulder length, jet black hair framed a sensual face, with large round eyes and luscious slightly parted lips, and pointed down at the most well shaped pair of tan breasts I had ever seen. Full and tight, riding proud and high on her slender torso, with stiff, provocative nipples, as if they could penetrate an opponent and nail her to the mat.

		I thrilled with arousal: she had - like me - removed her pubic hair. Two vaulted, smooth sex lips swelled below her flat belly, between muscular thighs and slender legs, which completed the picture of the perfect girl wrestler.

		I recalled the sexual arousal I had felt as I bridged under Melody, with her erect nipples against my palms, and decided that I would try to seduce her, even though it was our first meeting. Her glances told me that she was interested. And moreover, would she have retaliated against my bold breast hold with an equally bold buttock hold if she wasn't aware of the erotic possibilities two wrestling girls have?

		The sight of her naked, golden girl's body, combined with the prospect of a lustful sex wrestle - an erotic duel between us - to see who could lay the other down on her back and take her sexually made me all wet.

		Her style of wrestling suited me perfectly. We were so physically well matched that most of the time was spent lying glued together in static, quivering wrestling positions on the mattress, testing each other's litheness and muscle power with hot, intense body contact and long sustained sweaty friction - skin against skin - neither able to gain a fall.

		After the bath we laid down, naked and prone, on the bed and studied one of Melody's wrestling magazines while we talked. Melody's bedroom was simply one big wrestling mat, 12 by 12 feet - not the thin modern type with plastic surface, but a good, old fashioned thick one with a nice, soft pillow top matting. It was reminiscent of Belinda's apartment workout room, bed and all.

		Her bed was a smaller mattress atop, situated in a corner, and the walls around and ceiling above were covered with huge mirrors. The perfect playground for a sultry wrestling match. I found it hard to concentrate. The combination of the fine, richly colored photos of half-naked, muscular female bodies locked together in sweaty knots, and Melody lying bare, close to me, made me wet, and I couldn't keep my eyes from her tanned, perfect body.

		Of course she noticed how my hungry eyes devoured her naked forms, and to my delight, she started to flex her body in various ways, while I was taking in each and every one of her rippling muscles. Our eyes met. She was smiling vaguely with a clear 'do-you-like-what-you-see?' look in her pretty eyes, clearly enjoying my admiring gaze.

		I felt my nipples swell against the cool sheet at the thought of feeling her strength and suppleness on the bed, to bridge under her muscular female form, naked and gasping - or have her bridging beneath me - to wrestle her tightly and sensually and feel her writhe passionately against me while we fought to press each other's lithe, girlish body into the yielding mattress.

		I turned the page and closely we studied a girl wrestler bridging high, in the final stage of a bout, with the arms of her opponent, squatting between her widely spread thighs, around her midriff in a tight embrace and her Venus mound resting on top of hers.

		Melody turned her head and looked at me pensively.

		"Nice position! She makes a great bridge - and so did you when we wrestled."

		I returned her stare, expectant, and her black hair and naked shoulder brushed mine. For a long time we lay intensely staring at each other, as if we both felt able to read the other's thoughts - that the slightly parted lips, the wide, bright eyes, reflected a certain mutual understanding. It made me certain that the physical contact between us - naked in bed - and the provocative photo of two girls in a sexy posture as if they were making love affected Melody too.

		

	
		Part Seven

		

		"What's your favorite pinning hold?" she said with a low voice.

		I smiled at her. "A good, tight breast press. It's rather impossible to get out of."

		Melody's eyes flashed as she rolled onto her back.

		"I think I can escape it. Wanna try?"

		Silly question, I thought. Of course I did! Quickly I slid atop her tanned body and took Melody in a firm hold as I slipped both arms beneath hers and locked my hands behind her back. My face buried in her apple scented hair and my lips brushed her ear as I whispered "Got you!"

		Melody was game.

		"We'll see about that."

		She strained to extricate herself and soon we were all over the bed as we tangled away. After a minute, she got me under her, with her arms around my chest in an unbreakable bear hug, and I had to curve my upper body to keep my shoulders off the sheet.

		I began to wonder, if Melody had any experience in erotic wrestling. She had placed herself between my parted thighs instead of wrapping both legs around me as one would prefer in ordinary wrestling.

		I arched up against her naked girlish form, gripped both her elbows and supported my own on the mattress to strengthen my bridge. Melody lay quite still and clung to me. She knew that she had to hold me in the bridge without changing her grip, as I would try to writhe loose, if the pressure changed.

		The mirrors reflected quite an erotic picture. A blond, naked girl lying quivering on the bed, bridging high, completely tied up with a black haired, sun-tanned, curvy girl, equally bare, with the arms twisted skin tight around an arched, sweaty torso, bright eyes locked in keen stares.

		Melody leaned her chin on mine and her gasps felt hot against my parted lips only an inch from hers. She tensed her muscles and concentrated on pressing down my bridge and as we molded into each other on the bed, wrapped up in each other, our breasts rubbed and squeezed together. Mine stood straight up against Melody's swelling curves, proffering, as if begging to be touched.

		Melody gasped and a slight involuntary tremor rippled through the tautness of her naked body as my nipples, tempting and erect, nestled against hers. I dwelled on the thought that the tense wrestling posture we held each other in had a strong resemblance to lovemaking.

		The provocatively raised hips as pelvis pressed against pelvis, sweat glistening, stiff nipple breasts welded together, the wild steamy eyes locked in eager contact, flared nostrils, passionately gasping lips and wide open mouths, and the sensations I got from the amatory-like position that we strained in were almost more than I could bear.

		Desperate I felt my bridge buckle and feeling the sheet against my shoulder blades I thrust up my groin to regain the bridge position. Melody immediately counter thrust, and for a good while we indulged in what felt like heavy copulation as our sleek hips plunged together rhythmically.

		Melody took a deep breath and inch by inch, as in slow-motion, she riveted my straining body to the bed. With my last remaining strength I lifted my shoulders an inch off the sheet. For a long time we lay tense, quivering in each other's sweaty embrace, taking each other all in.

		Gradually Melody's naked chest weighed me down on both shoulders while she maintained her hold on my wet body, lying on me between my wide-spread legs in a perfect love press. By now we were both highly aroused. Melody made no move to release me, although I eased up under her, pressed into the soft bed, our naked girlish bodies closely intertwined, bathed in each other's passionate perspiration.

		"Now who's got who?" she breathed huskily, and for a moment I thought she was going to kiss me.

		The wistful glance she gave my parted lips was unmistakable. I looked her straight into the eyes.

		"Okay, this fall is yours, but I'll take the next one!"

		Melody stared at me searchingly and her green eyes narrowed slightly.

		"I'm not sure if I dare to keep wrestling with you in our bare skin. I might forget that we're both girls."

		That sounded promising, so I smiled mischievously and wiggled provocatively against her.

		"And then what? Afraid you can't take me?"

		This was a challenge she just couldn't refuse and we both knew it. She tightened her hold on me and smiled with bright, admiring eyes.

		"I just have, and I can do it again. But wow! You're so supple that you're almost impossible to pin!"

		Slowly she started to untangle our sweaty limbs and got to her feet. "Let's go to the mat then!"

		I feasted my eyes on Melody as we moved to the center of the mat. Her athletic body glistened perfectly with sweat caused by our strenuous struggle on the bed and as we crouched and reached for each other, Melody licked her lips as with anticipation.

		Maybe the nakedness and the sweat exaggerated our competitive spirit. We wrestled frantically, as if it were a matter of life and death, and as we writhed together, the competitive urge in me welled up, making my pulse race. We tended to vie with each other to secure the tightest and most sexy holds that implied a lot of close body contact, as if we desperately desired to seduce the other before being seduced.

		Then I caught Melody in a headlock, threw her over my hip and brought her to the mat. She responded immediately and strained up her rubber lithe body. I flung myself onto her, lying on her head to tail, my arms encircling her arched torso under the armpits. I bore down on her as she bridged beneath me, stretched my body and centered my whole weight on her arched chest, our rippling torsos clamped together in slippery embraces.

		Her bare breasts, shining with sweat, were stretched to the limit in the bridge and swelled and budded wantonly as I welded mine onto them and proceeded to gyrate my torso very slightly so that our erect nipples flicked together.

		Melody gasped out loud and clung to me as her bowed body twitched uncontrolled each time my rigid nipples nestled against hers. Moaning with lust into her panting stomach muscles, I realized that she too had very sensitive breasts.

		I spread my legs wider as I clung to Melody's arched body and glared enraptured at her naked, glistening crotch vaulting upwards only a foot from my gasping mouth. The bridge position made her clit protrude perfectly between the shiny labia, incredibly large and iron hard, and I felt a strong urge to put my lips around it, but hesitated. If I did, she would probably orgasm instantly, and I wanted her face to face when she did.

		We remained tightly interlocked, 69'ing each other for a full minute, grinding our shimmering torsos together, nipple rubbing nipple - unyielding. Eventually her bridge buckled under my fiery writhing's and reluctantly her sleek hips lowered by inches. Then I had her in my power and squeezed the quivering girl to the mat.

		We lay a long while with our arms twisted around one another, gasping into each other's navel, trying to regain composure. Melody still had a lot of fight left in her and took me by surprise. She thrust up her belly and with great resilience raised her hips, rolled to one side and wrestled me under her as she reversed our positions. She scuttled down along my right side, flung her right arm between my thighs and pressed her left arm under my neck gripping my left armpit.

		It was all done in one fluid motion and before I could react, she had caught me in a perfect half nelson and crotch hold. She writhed slightly to improve her hold, while I dug the top of my head into the mat and raised my hips. Her right hand clung hotly to my loin and I gasped as I felt Melody's taut biceps press hard against the moist folds of my convexing sex, producing electrifying stimulation to my clit.

		At the same time she wriggled her left arm further up my armpit, until her hand closed over my upstanding breast. She was not an absolute beginner at erotic wrestling. I gripped her tightly with both arms, pulled her over me and ended on top.

		Her tan breasts tightened against mine as she, lithe as a rubber band, lifted up off the mat. I tried to counter the thrust of her soaking body, but she bridged abruptly and threw me off, causing me to flop on the mattress on my back with my knees drawn up and spread wide apart.

		Melody hurled herself on top of me with her arms tightly knotted around my waist. Realizing that it would be waste of strength to try to bridge fully, I took a low half bridge, supported by my buttocks and my neck bent backwards. Jerkily Melody twisted forward to exercise pressure on me with the total weight of her body, and inch by inch she conquered my naked, curved body.

		For a while she just held me in her firm grip, without moving, with her chin supported between my sweaty breasts protruding from my strongly arched torso. I put both hands under my loins and supported my elbows against the mat. She gripped my upper arms from below, right under my shoulders and pulled me closer while she advanced further atop me.

		I gasped and quivered as her strong shoulders glided slowly over my stiff nipples and strained my head further backward to resist her crushing, full length body press. Her chin slid slowly up my neck until it rested on mine. Then she had me in her power, pressed her shoulders against mine and spread her legs, causing my thighs to part further, while she clung to me tightly on the mattress.

		Melody breathed hard into my mouth and looked down into my face with distinct disbelief in her glazed eyes. I recalled, Belinda and I had spent several intense - and extremely joyful - hours atop each other, training to resist a body press.

		Repeatedly Melody tightened her grip around me, hugging my taut glistening torso with her muscled arms while I just lay there, looking up at her, straining my body upward, concentrating on not getting pinned.

		She held me tight in the same tempting hold she had used on me on the bed and the erotic possibilities excited me. I writhed like a snake and got my right leg between Melody's thighs and flung my arms around her. She rubbed her chin against mine, and for some time we simply clung to each other in our slippery embrace, each wrestling with a taut, sweaty girlish thigh between the legs.

		Suddenly I noticed that Melody was staring greedily at my gasping lips. Her own breathing was ragged now, raspy and hurried, and the wet spot developing on my thigh pressing against her groin was definitely not just sweat.

		Quickly I grasped her by the hair and pulled her lips onto mine. I pressed my tongue tip against Melody's soft lips and she opened to receive me as we began to kiss for real and ride each other's thigh sinuously.

		Each time Melody twisted, her rippling femoral muscles thrust and slid hard against my crotch and the way our breasts ground tightly together, slippery with sweat, sent violent spasms of pleasure through me. She released my upper arms and took me in a firm hold under my armpits with a hand on each of my deltoids. My body yearned up to her, arching above the mattress, offering maximum resistance.

		Her lips were warm and soft and as her tongue twisted around mine like an eel, I began to quiver. Melody clung to me and spread her legs slightly to improve her balance. Quickly I brought my legs together so I had both thighs between Melody's and shivered with joy as she tightened hers around me. Now I would see if Belinda had taught me the Lesbian Love Lock to perfection.

		With a jerk I bent my neck even more backwards and arched my back further, enabling my hands to grasp two taut buttocks. I began to buck my legs apart, each lurch increasing the distance between my knees by an inch, and at the same time I opened Melody's thighs more and more, even though she exerted all her strength to keep them together.

		In a quivering duel with raw muscle power, four slender girlish legs opened further and further, until we almost did the splits, sex to sex. Suddenly we both twitched violently and I felt a hot stream race through my body as our open sex lips sealed into a tight kiss.

		Like a suction cup my labia enveloped Melody's and she kissed me passionately. With a jerk four pairs of lips locked together, as if we wanted to absorb each other with sex and mouth. I exerted myself and rotated my sex to separate her lips further and get a real hold on her. Searchingly my wet lips glided over hers, opened them and just sensed a beautifully extended clit before she moved it with a jerk.

		She gasped as I pressed her buttocks down with my hands, lifted my hips and began to push my sex upwards against hers in genuine coital thrusts, slowly, in a provocative, seductive rhythm.

		Each thrust made us both gasp and wriggle. I could feel the resilient tautness of Melody's arched sex against mine, open and wet, and between two pairs of hot lips, our two engorged clits grew even harder, reaching further and further out against each other. Then Melody's clit rubbed against mine, erect and throbbing, and I jerked uncontrolled and strained to lock my sex lips around it while Melody gasped intensely into my open mouth and writhed provocatively to prevent me from completing the perfect orgasm hold.

		She stiffened in desperation. With a brief cry she slid into me to the hilt, and locked her lips to mine in a fierce, passionate writhing kiss while she strained each and every muscle in her golden body. I bridged higher as her clit began to penetrate me and shivered uncontrolled with lust.

		Without losing her wrestling hold, she thrust her hips down, each thrust introducing her further into my throbbing mound. I was beside myself now, feeling her clit slide in, feeling her sex lips press against my sensitive bald mound and began to doubt my sexual stamina.

		It was incredibly arousing to lie there bridging under Melody, naked and glistening with sweat, impaled by her tongue and one inch clit, stretched like tight knot with excitement, making it easy to hold, but it was a definite shock to feel it press hard against me with each movement, and my sex got a massage that was almost more than I could stand.

		I knew that we were both dangerously close to climax and that it was a desperate race to see who could rub the other into orgasm first. Abruptly Melody jerked and lay transfixed, raised her head and slowly swayed her back to lie perfectly still, a statue in lustful tension.

		Her mouth dropped open and as in a trance she tilted her head to feast her glazed eyes on mine, while we held each other captive in the irresistibly tempting sex hold. Badly needing a pause myself, I stopped my sensual thrashing and lay still just like Melody while I fought to control the violent waves of sensuality threatening to absorb me.

		We stayed coupled like that for a long period of time, motionless, both silently struggling to hold back our orgasms, with dewed eyes locked in an intense battle of wills. Melody stopped breathing for a moment, tensed and drew in breath greedily. Spellbound she bent down and glued her parted lips to mine. For what seemed a long time she hovered exquisitely on the edge of orgasm as our dueling tongues writhed deeply.

		Our lips parted - she swayed her back and opened her mouth in a silent scream as I squeezed her slightly in the orgasm hold. She gripped me tighter and with increasing moans a long pulsating shudder went through her body as she exploded into the strongest, squirmiest series of orgasms I had learned to love giving another girl. She closed her eyes and just lay there, riding my naked, bridging body, rippling and jerking as her climax raced through her.

		Each orgasm she had seemed to put new life into her and she came again and again. I felt the time was right to reverse our positions. Melody seemed so absorbed with her multiple orgasms that I had a chance. I lowered my buttocks, dug into the mat and thrust my hips up as I twisted Melody underneath me, her entire body still shaking in orgasms.

		Melody didn't forget that we were wrestling and started to bridge before I could consummate the pin. She gritted her teeth and emitted a long, deep gasp and continued to moan with unbridled lust. I proceeded to work her stretched body with rhythmical plunging of the groin and passionate wriggling of my hips to press down her lithe bridge, but she held her ground and swiveled her head from side to side in the bridge as a silent, obstinate "No!" to surrender, making her bristly twin pony tails flutter vigorously.

		My entire body was aflame and I knew I would explode if Melody - naked and bridging - kept on orgasming under me. At the same time I knew that I would not allow myself to come before I had pinned Melody convincingly.

		I kissed her violently and pressed her down into a half bridge and she kissed me back which induced new orgasms in her, making her open pussy tighten rhythmically against mine. Gasping passionately into my mouth she tightened her legs around mine merging the depressions of our knees and lay with one shoulder in contact with the mattress, the other an inch above, supporting herself on her elbows.

		I welded my torso onto hers but she rolled over on to her shoulders so they were not on the mat at the same moment. All of a sudden she wiggled in jerks, closed her eyes and went stiff as a rail. Then I knew she was at the end of her tether and that if I could overcome this, her last desperate spurt, she was mine.

		Inexorably her shoulders lowered and as they touched the mat she went completely wild. Her slim nymphet body strained and fluttered in my arms to resist. Every muscle contracted convulsively under her sweaty skin as she exerted herself to the utmost in a last futile attempt to extricate herself and escape my clasping embrace.

		She opened her blank eyes and they widened as she realized her captivity. Her lips parted in a silent cry and as I closed mine over hers and squirmed my tongue deep in her mouth, her tanned shoulder blades immersed into the velvety mattress and stayed there.

		I wriggled and squirmed between Melody's legs and she gripped me tighter and tighter until with a loud gasp she orgasmed again. Then my hands went under her buttocks, gripping them firmly and forcing Melody's body against mine, taking her clit all in once more.

		Gasping I collapsed across Melody's heaving body, as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Our mutual climax continued for about a minute or so, then subsided and then came again, each one responding to the other. Although it had been a tight game, the seduction was consummated.

		***

		The next morning I left Melody's place, still glowing from the physical sex we had had the night before. But I needed to see Alli to see what she was up to, and swap stories of our fetish exploits. I needed the familiarity I had with Alli.

		It was fall in the city...the leaves turning the best of pastel colors...soft muted orange and yellows, lined the street. The cars swooshing by in the aftermath of a rain soaked day sprayed water on me while I walked down the street, trying to find her address.

		She didn't really know I was coming this time of the morning. We had talked about me coming over today but nothing definite. Now, and on the spur of a moment, I knocked on her door.

		She asked me in...And she smiled, and stepped aside to let me pass. I smiled back at her and felt myself grow weak inside...spurting, raining delicious sweet. I turned towards her and brought my arms up to hug her and she fell into them. I kissed her neck and her mouth and back to her neck, raking my teeth across her flesh. The robe she was wearing fell from her shoulders and onto the floor and all at once I felt myself yearning.

		My fingers were tracing the outline of her face, the soft subtle way her lips curved, the way they opened when she tried to speak. I hushed her, only wanting to feel her...to feel this intensity

		. I picked her up in my arms and took her into the bedroom, and slowly placed her on the bed. My heart was beating quickly, my breath becoming rapid.

		And then I kissed her again...small worlds collided in that moment. Electricity coursed thru me. With my body I pushed her legs aside and knelt between them, holding her, easing my weight down. I ripped at the shirt I was wearing, she helped me by taking my hands out of it. I unbuttoned my slacks and pushed them with one hand over my hips.

		She pushed them off of me. When her fingernails graced my body, I became alive inside. My tongue moved in her mouth, exploring the sweet depths of this gorgeous woman, Alli...my fingers tracing the outline of her body, stopping to cup the rounded mounds of each breast...tweaking the stiffening nipples. Listening to her moan for the first time.

		Joy seemed to bubble from me. I smiled and said hello. She smiled back and I kissed her again, this time softer, my lips on hers...tasting what I had ached for, sometime...my breasts up against her, my nipples touching hers, my fur on hers.

		.... I asked her to just let me and then we could share...she said okay, still mesmerized by the moment. I inched my body down hers, trailing little soft kisses over her collarbone and in the crook of her arms and then across each breast. Taking the full breast into my mouth and sucking, rounding each nipple with my tongue, letting my teeth rake across them, and then sucking again.

		And then inching down further, drawing circles in her belly with my tongue...just on the edge of her mons, my hands holding her legs, caressing the exquisiteness of her silky skin....dropping down a bit and burying my face in her sex reeling from the sweet smell of her. My own pussy starting to drip from excitement. I could hear her moaning and calling me "Serena."

		I pulled apart her cunt lips with my tongue, slowly pushing them aside, running my tongue up to the base of her clit and then back down the path to her opening and then further down to her backside and then back up to her hole, a quick dart inside and then just as quickly out. She seemed to squirm under me.

		The faint sound of an emergency vehicle squealed by and I stopped just to see her face. She begged for me to continue, but I needed to kiss her...moving, leaning closer I kissed her lips so that she could taste what I was enjoying. Her tongue found mine and wrestled wildly. Inside I was screaming her name.

		I pulled from her and found my place back where I wanted to be, wanting to drive her wild beyond any fantasy, beyond any reality

		I pushed her legs up over my shoulders, resting her ass on my breasts, digging the way she felt there, and I dove into her sweet opening. She shuddered and moaned, wet escaped her and I leaned to catch it in my mouth.

		My tongue flailed in her, moving in and out, in as deep as it would go. I saw that her clit was trying to reach my mouth, almost jumping into me and I mounted it with my teeth just barely open, holding it at the base. My tongue flicked back and forth, up the seam and back down strengthening its stroke.

		I heard her say my name again, as she jerked up into me. Her face met my strokes. I was lost in the excitement of Alli's lust.

		She had me....and yet, I had her. My fingers found her wet and I slid in deep, her cunt became a suction around my fingers, but I managed to drive into her and then pulled out again and then plunged deep into her, going down to her cervix and then came up, came all the way out and then dove full into her.

		Her hips were moving wildly, like she was riding my hand. My tongue swirled around her clit and I felt her hot liquid pour onto my chest. I started to drink, then lap and then swallowed each luscious drop.

		Her taste was sweet and it stuck to my body like honey. I moved my face all around in her pussy, smearing her juice all over me. Again she started to buck and I felt her bear down on me, spasms rocked hard and she came again, this time fully drenching me and the bed. I stayed there...not moving...my fingers still lost in her...my tongue still drinking.

		...I felt her hands on my face, cradling me. I heard her telling me something...the sounds muffled.

		We lay there together in the quiet...the city behind us. Both of us aware of our symbiotic relationship.

		Faintly...the leaves falling with raindrops...the sun setting in the west...soft muted colors of orange and red.

		... END

		

	
		About Candice Christian

		

		I was born in Paris KY on 9 January, 1988. My parents, George Bertrand Christian, an attorney who once aspired to be an actor, and Frances Hollowell insisted that we girls, me and my sister Simone, be sent to a Catholic school. I was deeply religious as a child, at one point thought of becoming a nun.

		

	
		Other Books by Candice Christian

		

		A Really Great Day Candice Christian 12/8/2018

		Amazing Grace Candice Christian 3/6/2019

		An Erotic Seduction Candice Christian 3/18/2019

		Anonymous Sex Candice Christian 3/9/2019

		Aye, There is the Rub Candice Christian 2/7/2019

		Belle Candice Christian 1/6/2019

		Bodacious Baker's Dozen Candice Christian 2/21/2019

		Bound to Lose Candice Christian 12/11/2018

		Business with Pleasure Candice Christian 3/15/2019

		Delicious Dirty Dozen Candice Christian 1/13/2019

		Don't See No Lights a'Flashin' Candice Christian 2/14/2019

		Eight Pins and Submissions - Candice Christian 3/6/2019

		Erotic Deception Candice Christian 2/24/2019

		Erotic Depression Candice Christian 2/27/2019

		Erotic Maneuvers Candice Christian 2/4/2019

		Exquisite Eight Candice Christian 2/11/2019

		Fantasies are Made of This Candice Christian 1/12/2019

		Fox Hunt Candice Christian 12/15/2018

		From the Views to the Thrills Candice Christian 12/27/2018

		Ghost in the Works Candice Christian 12/9/2018

		Going for the Gold Candice Christian 1/7/2019

		Golden Rings a Collection Candice Christian 12/17/2018

		I Don't Need to be Forgiven Candice Christian 1/23/2019

		Kiss on the Cheek Candice Christian 2/6/2019

		Ladies in Love Candice Christian 1/31/2019

		Lesbian Sting Candice Christian 3/12/2019

		Licking Her Phobia Candice Christian 3/13/2019

		Lip Service Candice Christian 1/15/2019

		Losing Her Religion Candice Christian 1/28/2019

		Love Over the Rhine Candice Christian 1/23/2019

		Loving Lindsey Candice Christian 2/10/2019

		Married and Lesbian Candice Christian 12/18/2018

		MWC - Stormy Romance Candice Christian 2/19/2019

		My Daughter's Best Friend Candice Christian 2/8/2019

		Nifty Number 9 Candice Christian 2/15/2019

		Nobody Knows What it's Like Candice Christian 1/20/2019

		Now Here's a Surprise Candice Christian 1/25/2019

		Only Love Can Break a Heart Candice Christian 2/25/2019

		Perfumed Intruder Candice Christian 1/3/2019

		Return to the MWC Candice Christian 12/23/2018

		Searching for a Dream Candice Christian 1/11/2019

		Seduction Candice Christian 1/9/2019

		Settled in Sand Candice Christian 12/13/2018

		Sin in '3D' Candice Christian 1/16/2019

		Starving Artist Candice Christian 3/5/2019

		The Bikini or the Baby Doll Candice Christian 3/3/2019

		The Buccaneer and the Beauty Candice Christian 12/20/2018

		The Changes All Around MWC Candice Christian 1/28/2019

		The Dream Lover Candice Christian 1/30/2019

		The End of Love Candice Christian 12/30/2018

		The Erotic Gothic Candice Christian 3/11/2019

		The Fetish Feast Candice Christian 2/17/2019

		The Ignominious Initiation Candice Christian 2/2/2019

		The Provocative Poet Candice Christian 2/4/2019

		The Right Spot Candice Christian 1/4/2019

		The Slick Spot Candice Christian 1/6/2019

		The Mistress and Step-Mother Candice Christian 12/16/2018

		The Wager Candice Christian 1/8/2019

		The Wandering Vixen Candice Christian 2/12/2019

		Tight Spot Candice Christian 1/6/2019

		Women's Desires Candice Christian 1/14/2019

		Wrestling Prey Candice Christian 2/23/2019

		

	
		Connect with Candice Christian

		

		I really appreciate you reading my book! Please, if you have time, review my book. Here are my social media coordinates:

		Tweet me on my Twitter Account:

		
			http://twitter.com/Candice26789429
		

		Join me on Facebook Group:

		
			https://www.facebook.com/pg/Fans-of-Candice-Christian-2167845756865295/about/?ref=page_interna
		

		Favorite my author page:

		
			https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/914732
		

		Subscribe to my blogs:

		
			https://eroticlesbianromance.blog/
		

		
			https://candicechri.blogspot.com/
		

		Visit my website for free stuff and news about releases:

		
			https://candicechristian20.wixsite.com/website
		

		Please email me at:

		
			candicechristian2001@gmail.com
		

		

	OEBPS/cover.jpg





