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Working the Bottom

By C.C. Winters

After attending a small local wrestling show to raise his spirits, August meets Remi—a massive, blonde female wrestler with more talent and athleticism than he’s seen in a long time. While skilled and strong she’s wildly unpopular, and as the son of a former pro-wrestling legend he offers to help her gain fans and maybe even a little recognition.

Though she’s friendly and willing to listen she also seems to have an ulterior motive for accepting his help, and he very quickly learns that her muscles aren’t the only huge part of her.

But Remi has a much bigger goal than he expected—one that he’s not at all sure he's equipped to help her with. Can he still be useful to her as her fame and popularity grows? Or will he have to let her go so that she can reach the top of the wrestling world?

Working the Bottom is a femdom dickgirl on male erotic sports story with a lot of heart, romance, and steamy sex.


Chapter 1

I leaned forward in my uncomfortable metal folding chair and cheered along with the crowd as a man was hit in the face with a sledgehammer.

It was my first wrestling show since my father’s death. For as long as I could remember I’d been sitting ringside at matches, watching larger-than-life men and women brutalize each other for my entertainment, and sometimes the person in the ring was my own dad.

He’d been a professional wrestler for over thirty years, starting on the independent circuit as a no-name newcomer and working his way up to the very top of the industry to become a Supreme Wrestling Federation Legend. He’d appeared in commercials, tv shows, and movies, and every time I’d see his face on screen I couldn’t stop a beaming smile from spreading across my own.

Unfortunately I’d never been able to follow in his footsteps having taken more after my much shorter, much more petite mother. Sure I’d wrestled in high school and college in the 113-pound weight class and had gone almost undefeated in that time, but I wasn’t nearly good enough to make any kind of a career out of it after that. Olympic-level wrestling required a level of skill and dedication that I just didn’t possess, and no one would take me very seriously as a pro wrestler either given my small size.

The only notable things I’d inherited from my dad were his curly dark brown hair, brown eyes, and lightly tanned skin—a byproduct of our Mexican heritage—but it didn’t bother me much. Just getting to go to shows with him was enough to keep me happy, and barely a week went by that we weren’t watching live wrestling whether it was at the independent level or if it was the huge, annual SWF WinterWreck event. It was something we both truly enjoyed, and more than that we bonded over it.

It became a large part of the reason why I hadn’t been able to handle the slightest mention of wrestling after his death. Thinking about wrestling made me think about him, and thinking about him sent me into a depressed spiral.

But a few months later while grocery shopping I’d spotted a flier for an independent show being put on in the local high school’s gym and decided that it was as good of a time as any to get back into the scene. I’d dearly missed it, and more than that I wanted the feeling of joy back I’d gotten while watching with my dad.

Already I felt good about my decision because the first couple of matches had been a lot of fun. The guys at the bottom of the card didn’t have much skill but they were entertaining, which was truthfully all I could ask for at that level. Their clear dedication and enthusiasm for the sport lifted my spirits, and as I watched a bulky shirtless guy throw down his sledgehammer to pin his ‘knocked out’ opponent, I found myself grinning.

At least until I checked the show’s program to see that there was a women’s wrestling match up next.

As terrible as it made me feel to think it, the female wrestlers at this level were notoriously bad. The matches were usually a lot shorter, and worse, the moves that they could pull off tended to be few and boring. For them it was more about looks and sex appeal, which was fine, but not nearly enough to keep me interested. I strongly considered taking a bathroom break while they went on, though while introducing the next wrestlers the announcer said something that piqued my interest.

“Standing at six foot two and weighing in at one hundred ninety pounds, she’s a former Olympic wrestling hopeful all the way from El Paso, Texas. Give it up for your challenger, Remi Walker!” he said into his microphone, drawing her name out in the way that most sports announcers tended to do. The crowd barely clapped as a young woman walked out of a makeshift tunnel, but in direct contrast to their lukewarm reactions, I felt my jaw drop.

The woman was fucking jacked, with perfectly-defined, rippling tan muscle that would put most male bodybuilders to shame. She had her light blonde hair tied up into a sloppy bun and her face was free of makeup and expressionless, the combination doing surprisingly little to hide her attractiveness.

The worst part of her look had to be the plain blue and white wrestling singlet she wore. It looked criminally unflattering on her, flattening her already smallish chest while also doing absolutely nothing for her ass. It was an…interesting choice of costume, especially when compared with her opponent who wore what amounted to a glorified bikini, but she was a real wrestler and also pretty hot so I suddenly found myself much more interested in watching her perform.

The match started after the announcer finished introducing her opponent, and as unimpressive as Remi’s ring presence was, her wrestling was anything but. It was clear to me that she had a lot of experience since she maneuvered around her opponent in a way that was frankly embarrassing. To the casual observer who didn’t understand how skilled she was her movements might’ve appeared boring. Instead I couldn’t look away, grinning in a way that I hadn’t in a long time.

Remi performed a couple of exciting and impressive moves like a snap suplex and a vicious-looking choke slam, but unfortunately, she was definitely a jobber—a wrestler whose sole role was to make other, more popular wrestlers look good. She did an excellent job of selling the hits she received even though her opponent seemed half her size, and after allowing herself to be knocked down by a sloppy clothesline, she was predictably pinned and lost the match.

I frowned when the bell rang to signal the end of the fight, mostly because of all the wasted potential. Despite her obvious skill and a body built for pro wrestling, the blonde certainly wouldn’t have much of a future in the sport with a look and gimmick like that.

After a few more entertaining matches including one between two muscle-headed bruisers fighting for the championship belt, the show ended and people began to either head home or file out to meet with the wrestlers in the lobby. I was in the second camp and went around the room to speak with a few of the regular fans and wrestlers that knew me and my dad, and when I couldn’t take the pitying stares and condolences anymore I quickly made my exit.

It was as I was making my way back to my car that I spotted the huge female wrestler who’d lost earlier in the night walking away from the high school’s campus. It was surprising because normally the wrestlers stuck around to talk with fans, sell merch, and sign autographs, but if she was leaving so soon she clearly wasn’t interested in any of that. As usual my curiosity got the better of me, and before I could chicken out I jogged after her.

“Hey!” I called once I was within shouting distance.

The woman—Remi, if I remembered correctly—turned to look down at me, confused and a little bit wary. She’d changed into oversized sweats and had a heavy-looking gym bag slung over her shoulder, and now that I was close enough I could see that her eyes were a stormy gray. She was a full head taller than me and much wider too, but to be frank I was depressingly used to that.

“Yeah?” she asked, crossing her arms over her chest.

“Uh, I just wanted to say that you did great in there. Your suplex was crisp; absolutely perfect technique.”

She seemed surprised, which surprised me. Surely she knew how good she was. The beginnings of a smile appeared on her face, and her shoulders relaxed. “Oh. Thank you.”

I nodded awkwardly, at a complete loss as to what to say next. Normally my dad would do most of the talking in these situations, and not for the first time I realized how much I’d relied on him and his natural charisma to smooth things over for me.

And then I remembered the program tucked into my back pocket and the marker I always brought to matches just in case a wrestler of note showed up. I promptly produced both, nervously holding the items out to her. “Um, can I have your autograph?”

“You want my autograph?” she asked incredulously, and it was only then that I noticed her faint southern drawl. Her voice was also higher than I’d expected, and it made her seem so much younger than I’d initially thought. At best she was somewhere in her mid-twenties, making her two or three years older than me.

“Uh, yeah. Is that okay?”

The woman nodded eagerly and took the offered marker and paper. “You’re the first person to ever ask, and I’ve been doing this for around six months now.”

“Really?” I asked, watching Remi carefully sign her name across the front of my program.

“I’m sure you noticed that I ain’t that popular,” she drawled as she handed back my program. Her smile looked wry and a little sad, and my heart immediately went out to her.

“You could be though.” The words left my mouth before I myself knew what I was saying.

Her eyes shot up to stare up at me. “What do you mean?”

“I just mean…look, you’re really pretty and strong and you have all this skill, but you have absolutely no character or stage presence. There’s nothing for people to latch onto so they don’t know how to feel about you. You don’t even have signature moves, and you’re just kind of…there.” She visibly deflated at my words, and I rushed to assure her. “It’s an easy fix though! The only thing you have to do is give the fans what they want.”

“If I knew what the fans wanted I’d do it,” Remi said, clearly annoyed and defensive.

Truthfully it was a little frightening to be on the receiving end of her glare, but I stood my ground. If she decided to throw me into a dumpster for my offer, well, it wouldn’t exactly be the first time. “I could help you, if you want.”

“Yeah? And how can you help me?”

“My dad was Dirk Diesel.” Her eyebrows rose sharply while I paused and swallowed hard. It still felt difficult to talk about even months later, and I had to force myself to press on. “I grew up around pro wrestling, and know everything about it including what works and what doesn’t. We can work on your ring persona and moveset together.”

Remi’s eyes narrowed, and she shifted her gym bag to rest higher on her shoulder. “Why? You don’t know me, and I definitely can’t pay you.”

“Honestly?” I asked, and when she nodded, I sighed. “I haven’t felt happy since the day my dad died. I’ve kind of just been existing and forcing myself to keep going because I know it’s what he’d want. Watching you wrestle was the first time in months that I’ve felt truly excited about anything.”

She went silent for a long minute after the, arms crossed tightly over her chest and eyes boring into mine as though trying to grasp my true intentions with her gaze alone. Finally she dipped her head again and took a deep breath. “Okay, I’m in. What’s the plan?”

Almost against my will, I felt a small smile spread across my face. Remi was probably the first person that knew about my dad who hadn’t offered condolences or looked at me with pity, and for that, I already liked her. “Awesome! Meet me around two tomorrow at the secondhand shop on Roundtree.”

“I can do that.” She paused and squinted down at me, playfully stern. “So, are you gonna give me your name or what?”

“Oh, right, sorry. I’m August,” I said, holding out a hand.

She finally smiled, bigger than I’d seen from her so far, and stepped close enough for me to feel the heat from her body and smell the sharp tang of her sweat. Her palm felt rough and her grip was tight as she shook my hand, and I tried not to think too hard about how easily hers engulfed mine. She really was a very large woman, and that became even more apparent with how brazenly she invaded my personal space.

“It’s nice to meet you, August. I’m Remi.” She smirked down at me for another few seconds before turning to saunter away. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” she tossed over her shoulder.

“Yeah, um, tomorrow.” I only managed to breathe once she’d nearly left my view, and finally able to think clearly again I found myself wondering what the hell I’d gotten myself into.


Chapter 2

I arrived at the thrift shop five minutes before the appointed meeting time and was stunned to see that Remi was already waiting for me in front of the store. Just like when we’d spoken the night before she was in an oversized hoodie and a pair of sweatpants that hid everything from view, complicating the whole finding her a new look thing.

“Thanks for meeting me here,” I said, waving and grinning awkwardly as I walked up to meet her.

She shrugged her shoulders, hands tucked into the pockets of her jacket. “You’re the one helping me. Thanks, by the way.”

“Don’t thank me yet, we still need to figure out your gimmick. So, what do you think? Babyface or heel?” I asked as we stepped inside the musky-smelling store.

“I don’t think I could play a bad guy very well, so babyface?”

I smiled and nodded thoughtfully. “Great choice, much more interesting than going for the typical musclehead heel angle. I think that could work really well, actually—you know, the dichotomy of you being this huge strong girl who’s super skilled, but you’re also this cute, bubbly, All-American girl next door.”

Remi blanched. “I don’t think I can do that either.”

“Come on, think about it! You’ll have little girls wanting to be like you, you’re super hot so all the guys will want to be with you, and all the true wrestling fans will love how talented you are. You’ll have broad appeal across almost every demographic,” I said. A picture of who she might become was already beginning to form in my mind, and I excitedly glanced around the shop for potential outfits that I could piece together for her.

“You keep saying that I’m attractive,” she mumbled.

I picked a bright yellow tank top off of a rack and glanced back at her with a confused frown. “Well, you are. But look—trust me on this, Remi. Worst case you’re out fifty bucks on the costumes because that singlet has to go. Female wrestlers are called ‘Glamazons’ for a reason.”

Her face did something complicated at that, cycling through indignation and exasperation and uncertainty before settling on tacit acceptance. “Okay. I trust you.” She pursed her lips and cocked her head, grey eyes staring into mine. “You’re cute too, by the way.”

“Oh, um, thanks,” I said, not sure how to take her compliment. I wasn’t even sure if being called cute even was a compliment. “Now try these on.” I shoved an armful of clothing into her arms and steered her towards one of the shop’s small dressing rooms. Mostly I’d focused on making her as bright and cheerful looking as possible and had grabbed every vivid color I could find in the pursuit of that goal.

After a couple of minutes she poked her head out from behind the curtain and motioned for me to come closer. “Can you help me? I can’t get these shorts past my thighs.”

I hesitated for only a few seconds before shrugging and slipping into the little room with her, figuring that it was normal enough for wrestlers of the opposite gender to get changed next to each other. I didn’t expect the room to be the size of a broom closet though, and because she was so large I had no choice but to brush against every part of her to work my way inside.

It certainly didn’t help that she only wore a sports bra and a pair of tight spandex shorts, and as a young man I couldn’t stop my eyes from greedily taking her in. It looked like she was literally sculpted from marble, with a chiseled six-pack and thick, striated quads that bulged under the tightness of her tiny black shorts.

Unfortunately that wasn’t the only thing that had difficulty staying contained, and my eyes widened at the thick tube wrapped halfway around her hip. It appeared to be only a little bit smaller than my own forearm, and suddenly I understood why she couldn’t get the jean shorts I’d picked out all the way up.

I didn’t know what to do about it and a glance up at Remi made it clear that she expected me to handle the issue, so after a bit of thought I used one hand to carefully tuck her cock down into the leg of the shorts while simultaneously pulling the waistband up with the other. Even through the thin fabric of her underwear it felt scalding hot and throbbed beneath my fingertips, and having never felt a penis besides my own before I couldn’t resist wrapping my hand all the way around it.

The sheer solidness of it was like nothing I’d ever felt before, and to my dismay, it grew larger the longer I held it. That was the complete opposite of what we needed to happen, so with some quick, careful maneuvering I finally managed to zip up the fly and button them closed.

“There you go,” I mumbled, looking down at my feet and fighting against the redness creeping across my face.

She grabbed my chin and lifted it to force me to meet her gaze. “Thanks.” she smiled down at me, her pupils were blown wide, and I swore she was panting.

“Yeah, sure, no problem.” I ducked out of the room as quickly as possible, my heart thumping hard in my chest.

I was now all but certain that she was coming on to me, but no matter how I thought about it that didn’t make a lick of sense. I knew from personal experience that women didn’t generally find guys smaller and weaker than them attractive, and I doubted that changed with the addition of a dick.

For the next hour or so we continued to try on various pieces of clothing, and with each outfit it seemed like there was something I had to help her get in or out of because she couldn’t do it on her own. She looked uncomfortable in most of the outfits I’d put together—understandable since they were all very tight and showed a lot of skin—but by the end of it all we had a pretty decent wardrobe going. It ended up being a little more than our agreed upon budget, though thankfully she didn’t complain as she handed the cashier a handful of crumpled bills.

“Now what?” she asked as we left the store with stuffed bags in hand.

“Now we work on everything else. You can come to my house if you want, it’s only like five blocks from here.”

Remi paused to stare at me, her gaze interested and a little curious, and then she grinned in a way that made my heartbeat quicken. “Lead the way, coach.”

What I didn’t tell her was that I lived in a very big house in a very expensive gated community. My dad had bought the mansion way back in the early 2000s before real estate in the Dallas area had exploded, and as such he’d paid off the mortgage well over a decade ago. I owned it free and clear, and combined with the money I inherited from his estate and the occasional royalty checks from his commercial and film work I could just barely eke out an okay lifestyle.

She stopped short to gape up at the mini-mansion. “Damn.”

“I know, it’s a little much.” I unlocked the front door and ushered her inside, and once we were in the foyer I walked over to the door leading to the basement.

“You aren’t taking me down here to kill me, are you?” Remi asked as she followed me down the stairs.

I rolled my eyes. “Please, as if you couldn’t snap me in half with your bare hands.”

“It’d probably only take a finger.”

“Funny,” I dryly replied.

“Damn,” Remi said again once we made it to the bottom, and it was hard not to see why. Not many people could say that they had a full gym and wrestling ring in their basement after all.

I hadn’t been down there in so long that it had actually started to get a bit dusty, but I vividly remembered nights where my dad would have his wrestling buddies over to work out or rehearse for upcoming shows. It made up a huge part of my childhood, and as I looked up at the photos on the walls of my dad chronicling his career from his high school wrestling days to becoming an SWF legend, I felt a wave of sadness hit me all at once.

As if sensing my grief Remi put an arm around my shoulders, and just that quiet support made me feel okay enough to continue.

I cleared my throat and did what I could to force a smile. “So, since you’re wrestling again next Friday, I’m thinking we try to nail down your ring entrance and overall persona first. Wrestling skill accounts for maybe only fifty percent of what makes a wrestler popular; the rest is all down to acting and entertainment value.”

Remi pursed her lips. “Is that really so important?”

“I know it’s hard to believe with all the Dirk Diesel memorabilia on the walls, but I didn’t fall in love with pro wrestling just because of my dad. When you strip it all away, pro wrestling is drama. It’s action. It’s character development. It’s storytelling. That’s the part we need to figure out for you; what’s your story? What will the audience connect with? What will make them scream your name?”

“I assume you’re gonna tell me?” she dryly asked.

I smirked back. “You assume right. Since we’re making you a good guy, I think we should aim for as wholesome of a backstory as possible. I looked you up online and got the gist of your history. You’re a small-town, All-American girl who’s always loved to wrestle and had huge dreams of representing your country on the world’s largest stage. When the Olympics didn’t work out, you decided to try pro wrestling to keep doing what you love most and now here you are. Accurate enough?”

“Accurate enough,” she repeated, obviously a little annoyed at having her whole life and career summarized in a couple of sentences.

“Great, so we just lean into that whole thing. We connect your love of wrestling with the fans’ love of wrestling. They need to see that you’re enjoying every second of your time in the ring, so every movement needs to be exaggerated and full of joy. When you walk your hips need to swing, and when you smile it needs to make your whole face light up. You need to be perky and cute and excited. Like a cheerleader.”

Remi wrinkled her nose. “Ugh.”

“I know, but give it a shot. You’re already sweet; we’re just dialing that up a bit.” She lifted an eyebrow and I shrugged. “Okay, a lot. Let’s get started,” I said, unzipping my hoodie to begin warming up.

She sighed and did the same, pulling off her own sweatshirt and pants to once again show her much more revealing workout gear. I also made her take down her bun so that she could get used to maneuvering around with her hair loose, and was surprised that the blonde strands fell all the way to the middle of her back. I hadn’t been expecting a tomboy like her to bother maintaining such long hair but was glad she did; it made her even more gorgeous.

I set up my phone so we could watch everything back later, and then we worked on her overall persona and ring entrance. Frankly every movement she made looked painfully awkward, and somehow I got the feeling that she didn’t have a lot of practice with being cheerfully girly.

“Relax. Remember, you’re just acting. Think of happy things as you walk.” She tried it again, striding across the basement like a depressed supermodel, and I frowned. “Bigger.”

She tried for a third time, and while better, it still wasn’t quite what I wanted. “Bigger.”

Remi scoffed, and though I could tell she meant to mock me by amping up her smile and her walk up to a thousand, it was exactly what I’d been looking for. “There! That’s how big you need to be.”

“You want me to do that? I feel like an idiot!” she said, aghast.

I shrugged my shoulders. “That’s pro wrestling. You’re going to feel stupid sometimes, but it plays really well with the crowd.”

Though clearly exasperated she repeated it a few more times, bouncing and beaming like a cheerleader, and with each try she got better and better. It worked really, really well, almost to the point where I began to forget that she was just playing a character. We also added a signature pose at the end where she’d flip her long blonde hair over her shoulder and put her hands on her hips like a flirty superhero, all while showing off her best smile.

I felt like Victor Frankenstein watching his creation come to life.

“My face hurts from all that smiling,” Remi grumbled, massaging her cheeks as we sat facing each other in the middle of the ring together during a break.

“No pain, no gain. But seriously, do that in your next match and there’s no way they won’t like you. If they don’t, I give you full permission to kick my ass.”

She laughed at that, and I grinned. It was the first time I’d heard her laughter since we’d met, and I found the sound to be surprisingly light and delicate. It was almost hard to believe that it came from her mouth.

We worked on her finishing move next, a suplex that led into a powerbomb which I allowed her to practice on me since I was about the size of the average woman, and then we moved on to her pin. Unfortunately sex really sold when it comes to female wrestlers, so I’d decided on making her pin sexy but unintentionally sexy.

It involved me lying shoulders down on the mat while she straddled my head between her thighs. She’d then hook both of my legs with her arms to force my weight down into the mat, and while it looked painful and impossible to get out of it was probably one of the more comfortable positions to be in as long as Remi didn’t apply too much pressure.

Just like I’d expected she got it on the very first try, and while it was technically sound and very skillfully done I knew without even looking at the footage that it wasn’t good enough. “It needs to be sexier, but playful. Really arch your back, and don’t be afraid to make full contact.”

“That don’t make any sense,” she said with a perplexed frown.

“Just try it.”

She shrugged and did as I suggested, raising her chest and lowering her hips to add a bit more curve to her spine, and it had the unintended consequence of pressing her cock firmly into my face. As much as I wanted to focus on our practice, the feeling of its solid warmth against my face made that impossible.

I waited a few seconds for her to move because surely she felt my lips pressing into the underside of her shaft, and when she didn’t I awkwardly cleared my throat. “Um…”

“Does it bother you?” she nervously asked before I could say anything else.

Seeing the anxious look on her face I shook my head as best I could in my current position. “No, not really.”

Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and she tightened her thighs around my head. “The thing is, it’s always been a huge problem for me. I have to get off before my matches so I can tuck it or I’ll show through my singlet, and I can’t concentrate as much either.”

“Oh,” I said, not quite sure how to respond to that. Remi kept staring at me, her pupils large, and since she didn’t move I swallowed hard and continued. “Did…you want me to help you with it?”

She gave me a playful but apprehensive smile. “Since you’re already down there.”

After a little thought I found that I wasn’t all that put off by the idea and it didn’t seem like she had any plans on moving otherwise, so I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue for her. It was the only part of me that I could move since the rest of my body was being held down by her sturdy bulk.

With a speed that belied her size, she let one of my legs go and used her now free hand to pull down the waistband of her shorts. The sweaty, musky smell from our practice instantly became more powerful, but it was the monster that popped out to slap against her six-pack that drew most of my attention.

From where I lay below her it looked enormous, with thick, crisscrossing veins and a dark pink head that was already slick with her excitement. She adjusted her position to fully rest her heavy cock on my face as if to remove any doubt about what she planned to do next, though it had the added effect of confirming just how incredibly large she was. It was easily bigger than my head and still growing, twitching and pulsing as more and more blood made its way south.

She slowly slid it across my lips and tongue, sighing in relief as I tasted her dick for the first time. Its saltiness overwhelmed every one of my senses, embarrassingly enough making me salivate enough to where I needed to swallow the drool that had quickly filled my mouth.

Her hips rose a few seconds later, and then she used her thumb to angle the head of her cock down towards my open mouth. She moaned softly when she felt my lips wrap around it, and for the first time I was able to sample the salty and slightly sweet taste of her precum when it leaked out onto my tongue.

I’d half expected her to immediately start thrusting but thankfully she fed it to me slowly, giving me only what she felt I could handle so that I didn’t gag too much on its length. In no time at all she’d worked half of it past my lips to stretch them to their limits, and it filled my mouth so completely that I had to take short, steady breaths through my nose to avoid suffocating on it.

“Still okay?” Remi asked, using a hand to gently brush my disheveled bangs out of my eyes.

I tried to nod, which was difficult with a mouth full of meat. “Mmph.”

She smiled with what appeared to be relief, though her expression soon shifted to clear desire. “Good. I’m gonna start moving.”

Her hips rolled forward and backward at a steady pace, the sound of her cock entering and exiting my mouth filling the basement with wet, sloppy slurping sounds. To keep from getting slobber everywhere I sucked hard on every backstroke to keep most of it in my mouth, a move that she definitely liked if the moans she released were any indication.

On each thrust she shoved just a little bit deeper into my throat, and the deeper she got the more I began to gag and choke on her dick. She backed off so that it mostly rubbed against my tongue, and though I didn’t want to go as far as to say that her viscous precum tasted delicious it was a flavor that I found myself growing to love.

I liked it so much that I even began to use my tongue to lavish extra attention onto her spongy cockhead in search of more. Judging by her whimpers she really enjoyed that, and with a guttural growl her fingers slid into my thick curly hair to grip it hard enough to hurt.

Her thrusts which had been relatively gentle before gradually began to increase in speed and power until eventually she was using my head as a convenient fuck hole, overwhelming me and making my eyes water as I did my best to swallow all of her. Any concerns she’d had about choking me seemed to have been lost in the face of her eagerness to cum, and completely unable to keep up with her pace, my chin became wet and sloppy with my own spit.

“Oh, shit,” she gasped a little while later. I looked up at her face just in time to watch her eyes roll up into the back of her head, my own eyes widening when her dick seemed to double in size while I sucked on it. It began to twitch and pulse desperately, and moments later her warm, salty cum filled my mouth.

The stream was thick and sticky and steady, and since I couldn’t move away I had to take every single ounce of it deep into my belly. The entire time she gasped and moaned above me, her hips losing control of themselves as she tried to wring as much pleasure from my sucking mouth as she could, and her flow only began to slow after I’d swallowed what felt like a gallon of her slimy seed.

I continued to nurse on her softening cock for another minute until she couldn’t take it anymore, and she pulled it away from my lips with a wet slurp and a soft ‘pop.’ She let my hair go to fall onto her side, her shoulders heaving with the effort of catching her breath.

“That was the best thing I’ve ever felt in my life,” she said once she was able to speak again.

The swell of pride I felt at her words was surprising. I hadn’t expected to enjoy sucking cock as much as I did, let alone actually be good at it. Hell, I hadn’t been expecting to suck cock at all.

Apparently taking my silence for resentment, Remi sat up and her next words came out in a worried rush. “I’m really sorry. I lose my head a little when…this makes an appearance. I swear all of the blood goes straight to it, and it don’t help none that you’re kinda my type.” She laughed awkwardly, large hands wringing in her lap, and though I wanted to assure her that everything was fine I could barely think straight.

My dick was harder than it’d ever been—throbbing and stiff and painful—and combined with her saying that she found me attractive, my head was spinning. “I’m just gonna—I’m gonna grab some drinks,” I mumbled.

I scrambled up the stairs to the first-floor bathroom, slamming and locking the door behind me. I could still taste her cum on my lips and hear her moans in my ear, and as a result I barely had to touch myself before I exploded. I leaned my head back against the door as I gasped and came, my knees buckling and eyes squeezing shut against the strength of my orgasm. It wasn’t nearly the same volume as she’d produced, but I could safely say that it was more than I’d ever released in the past.

It took me a few minutes to blink away my post-orgasmic haze and then another couple to clean up the sticky mess I’d made of myself. After that I went to the fridge to grab a couple of bottles of sports drink for the two of us, still pondering Remi’s words as I took a sip from my bottle to wash down the thick cum still clinging to my throat.

Unless my horny brain had been hearing things, she’d clearly said that I was her type. I’d never been anyone’s type before, so it made my chest feel squirmy and strange. I had to believe that she was telling the truth, because what reason could she have to lie? Besides, I wasn’t completely obvious; she’d been giving me looks and touches that seemed a little too far past friendly all day.

I went back down the stairs where she was busy going through the motions of the finisher and pin we’d worked out, and already it looked much sharper than it had only half an hour before. She really was very meticulous.

“Thanks,” she said, gratefully taking the plastic bottle I offered. She took a big swig and then glanced at me sideways. “I half thought you’d be in Mexico by now.”

I shook my head and shrugged. “It wasn’t a big deal. We should watch the footage back to see what things you need to work on.”

Remi opened her mouth like she wanted to say something else, though thankfully she instead clicked her jaw shut and nodded. I truly wasn’t at all bothered by what had happened, but I was still coming to terms with the whole her-finding-me-attractive thing. “Sure, okay.”

I grabbed my phone from where I’d had it propped up in a corner of the basement, and after returning to the center of the ring where she was waiting she scooted close enough behind me to casually rest her chin on my shoulder. Her breath was warm on my cheek as we watched the footage back on my phone together, making it really hard to concentrate on giving her decent feedback.

It was actually somewhat of a relief when her phone went off, and she sighed. “That’s my alarm, I have to head out to my bouncing gig now,” she said, barely managing to hide her clear disdain for the job. She stood to throw her sweats back on and gathered up the bags of clothing we’d bought. “Thanks, for everything. Practice again Monday?” she asked hopefully.

I cycled through my empty mental calendar. “Sure, Monday works.”

Remi smiled and leaned down to give me a quick peck on the lips. “Great! Bye Auggie!” she chirped in the bright, cheerful voice of her new persona. With a final wave over her shoulder she jogged back up the stairs, leaving me gobsmacked and alone in my basement.

The only thing that snapped me out of my stupor was the sound of Remi’s moans and some truly filthy wet slurping sounds, and when I glanced down at my phone I realized that I’d accidentally recorded the entire blowjob too. It looked a lot rougher than it’d seemed from my perspective, her hips thrusting wildly as she fucked my mouth like it was little more than a warm cock sleeve.

I quietly clipped it and saved it to my secret folder to watch back later. There were probably some things of my own that I could work on for next time.


Chapter 3

We had two more practice sessions during the week, mostly to make sure her outfits held up the rigors of wrestling and to work out the rest of her moveset, and by the end of our third practice together she’d almost completely adjusted to her new persona to the point where it was like I was speaking to a different person whenever she was in character.

We’d even worked out a better ring name for her—one that fit pretty well with the overall theme of her new gimmick. Things were steadily falling into place, and as the date of her next match approached the more sure I became that she’d be amazing.

The only thing that confused me about her was her hesitance to fool around again. She still liked to stay close to me, touching and grabbing me in ways that sometimes bordered on sexual, but there wasn’t anything close to a repeat of what had happened during our first training session the week before.

Though I certainly appreciated how seriously she took our training, it was maddening not knowing what the hell was going through her brain. I was starting to believe that maybe my blowjob had sucked so much that she no longer found me attractive, even if the video I watched nightly seemed to imply otherwise.

Friday night arrived in a flash, and I found myself in the gym’s locker room helping Remi get ready for her match. She looked completely petrified, which probably wasn’t a good thing since she was supposed to be going on as soon as the current match finished.

“How’re you feeling?” I asked unnecessarily, brushing her long blonde hair so that it hung perfectly straight down her back. I’d already helped her warm up and rubbed her down with a thin layer of baby oil to make her muscles pop a little more, and the effect was astounding—especially when combined with the night’s ring costume.

It consisted of a cropped, sunny yellow tank top with matching bikini-cut wrestling trunks that showed off all of her most impressive muscles like her abs, arms, and thighs. White wrestling shoes and gym socks completed her look, and if it weren’t for the anxious frown on her face I’d say she looked perfect.

“Like I’m gonna throw up. I haven’t been this nervous since my national tournament matches back in college. You’re sure this’ll work?”

“Sure? No. We could get a bad crowd, or hell, maybe I’m wrong about absolutely everything and they’ll boo you out of the building. What I actually think will happen though is that they’ll fall in love with you just like I have.” She snapped her head around to stare at me, and I rushed to explain. “As a wrestler, I mean.”

The wrestling bell rang and a round of cheers went up from the next room to thankfully save me from further mortification. “You’re up next, and I need to find a good place to film your match from. Do what we practiced and you’ll be great.”

She gave me a shaky smile and nodded, and after giving her a final squeeze on the shoulder I jogged out to the main gym to find a seat that would give me a decent view of the ring. The crowd wasn’t huge that night so I was able to find one close enough to the front, settling in with my phone already recording to capture Remi’s full entrance.

The upbeat pop song we’d decided on blared from the speakers a minute or so later, and I watched with a huge grin while Remi came bouncing out of the makeshift entrance tunnel. She looked for all the world like a cheerleader as she beamed and waved cheerfully to the crowd, doing everything just like we’d practiced without a single hint of her previous fear anywhere to be found.

The announcer’s microphone squeaked to life, interrupting her song as he prepared to introduce her.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is our only women’s match of the night. Standing at six foot two and weighing in at one hundred ninety pounds, she’s a small-town girl with big guns and an even bigger smile. From El Paso, Texas, give it up for former Olympic wrestling hopeful and tonight’s challenger, Remi ‘Raige’ Walker!”

It’d actually been pretty easy to figure out what to call her. We were already going for the ironic angle with the rest of her gimmick, so it seemed obvious that her name should be ironic too.

The announcer introduced her opponent next, a pretty red-haired woman half Remi’s size and dressed like a sexy nurse who went by the name of Redd Cross. She seemed to be going for the usual sex appeal angle, seductively swinging her hips and climbing into the ring like a glorified stripper. The crowd liked it because of course they did, and already I could see Remi growing anxious again. She found me in the crowd to shoot me a worried look, and in response I gave her a big smile and a thumbs up that seemed to calm her nerves enough for her own smile to return to her face.

The bell rang to start the match and the two women grappled with each other, both fighting for dominance over the other. Redd came out on top after a few seconds, and then she threw Remi into the ropes. The second Remi rebounded off of them Redd was waiting with a kick to the face, and just like that Remi went down hard, drawing horrified gasps from the audience.

She rolled around in pain for a bit, holding her face and curling in on herself, and sensing blood in the water Redd straddled her and began to pummel her with punches. Eventually Remi was able to regain her bearings, and with a powerful shove she easily sent Redd flying so that the woman landed on her back. She then kipped herself up onto her feet in a show of pure athleticism before spinning around and throwing herself right back down with a vicious elbow drop to her opponent’s chest, all with a big smile on her face.

The crowd absolutely loved the move, and like we’d practiced Remi began to work on getting them on her side while her opponent writhed on the mat. She jumped to her feet and victoriously threw her arms into the air as though she were holding pom poms, beaming and bouncing and just being all-around adorable to hype up the crowd.

She then used her hands to flip her long blonde hair over both of her shoulders, and she placed her hands on her hips for her signature superhero pose. It looked sickeningly cute and flirty, and most importantly it worked. Their cheers for her grew louder, especially when she began to flex and show off her well-built biceps.

As the match continued it became more and more apparent that Redd wasn’t nearly as skilled, unfortunately meaning Remi couldn’t show off everything she could do. She had to limit herself to more basic moves on the level of dropkicks and power slams, but she performed them so perfectly that the audience reacted well to any even remotely interesting technique.

I was surprised when Remi took a risk and performed her finisher towards the end of the match—the vertical suplex to powerbomb that we’d named the Raigebomb—and while her opponent was still recovering she moved in for the pin, holding the girl down so that she couldn’t move in an inch while arching her back to make it look both sexy and painful just like we’d practiced. She let one of her opponent’s legs go to beam and blow playful kisses to the crowd, and to my surprise most of them clapped and cheered right back. I honestly hadn’t been expecting her to gain a ton of momentum on her very first outing as Remi Raige, so to witness them getting on her side already was extremely gratifying.

The referee came in late to start the count, taking his sweet time counting to two, but sadly, Remi was supposed to lose that night. She let Redd Cross use her free leg to kick out of the pin, and while Remi got up to ‘argue’ with the ref and play up how upset she was at coming so close to winning, her opponent drop-kicked her in the back to send her flying sternum-first into the turnbuckle. Remi hit it hard and fell onto her back with the wind knocked out of her, and then her opponent crawled over for the weakest pin I’d ever seen. The referee counted her out in short order, and then the bell rang to end the match.

I was galvanized by the fact that the audience booed the outcome, clearly preferring Remi win instead, and judging by the annoyed look on Redd’s face she’d noticed it too. Luckily it seemed within her character to get mad at the crowd, and while she shouted angrily at them Remi rolled out of the ring and limped back to the tunnel with an arm holding her chest. She made sure to keep smiling at the crowd and waving as if the loss didn’t bother her at all, and then I quickly got up from my seat to meet her in the back.

By the time I found her she was already using a fresh towel to wipe off the sweat and baby oil, her expression completely blank and devoid of life.

“I’m exhausted. Like, mentally,” she mumbled.

“I know, but you did amazing out there. It was absolutely perfect, and the audience loved you.” She grunted and reached for her pants to start getting dressed but I immediately snatched them away. “You should stay in your costume.”

Remi frowned. “Why?”

“I thought you trusted me?” I asked. She rolled her eyes but shrugged, tying her sweatshirt around her waist to try to maintain a little modesty while she wasn’t performing.

We watched the last few matches together from the back of the gym, and then made our way into the lobby area where fans and wrestlers could interact with each other. Because she was at the bottom of the totem pole we could only get a spot at the very back of the room, and for a little while no one came by. I could tell it was difficult for her to keep smiling and appearing unbothered when almost every other wrestler in the room besides her sold merch and interacted with fans.

And then a little girl with long blonde hair like Remi’s came walking up to us along with a man whom I assumed to be her father. She couldn’t have been older than six or seven, and she timidly held out the wrinkled wrestling program that she had clutched in her small hands, looking up at Remi with wide-eyed awe and maybe even a bit of fear. I could see the exact moment when Remi fully got on board with her new brand as she broke out into a wider, much more genuine smile.

I slipped Remi a marker that she used to scribble her name onto the girl’s pamphlet, and then she got down on one knee so they were at eye level with each other. “What’s your name?” she asked, slipping into Remi Raige mode and keeping her voice bubbly and excited.

The girl could barely look her in the eyes. “Casey.”

“Did you like watching me wrestle, Casey?”

Casey nodded. “You’re really strong,” she mumbled.

“Well, I bet you’re really strong too. Here, make a muscle and let me see,” she said, flexing her own bicep. The girl matched her, and Remi gasped excitedly. “Wow! With muscles like that you’ll make an amazing wrestler!”

A big smile finally spread across the girl’s face, and she turned to look up at her dad. “Daddy, can I wrestle too?” she asked him with pleading eyes.

The look on his face was priceless. “We’ll see about that.”

She took a photo with the girl, both of them with bright smiles and their hands on their hips in Remi’s signature pose, and after bending down again to give the girl a quick hug along with a few more encouraging words, they left.

Altogether only six or seven people came up to either take a photo or talk about her match, but compared to the zero she’d been getting before it was a massive improvement. After the last couple of fans wandered away to talk to some of the other wrestlers, Remi turned to look at me with a wide grin.

“Did you see that, Auggie? I have fans!” she crowed excitedly, wrapping me up in a tight hug and spinning me around in circles. Every sign of her earlier exhaustion seemed to have been blown away by the revelation that people liked her, and I matched her smile as she set me back down.

“This is just the beginning for you. Keep practicing what we talked about and you’ll have a line going out the door in no time.”

Her face fell a bit and her eyes became sharp as she looked down at me. “Why’re you talking like you aren’t gonna keep helping me?”

“With what? You have all the tools you need,” I said, confused.

Remi pursed her lips. “Well, I need a talent agent or something, right? You know this world much better than I do. I’ve been putting in my dues here for six months and I almost never get to win, but if I had someone like you who knew what they were doing then maybe I could actually get somewhere.”

“Get somewhere?” I asked, now even more bewildered. “Where are you trying to go?”

“Where do you think? I want to be the SFW Women’s Champion.”

My jaw dropped. I’d thought she just wanted to wrestle for fun and a little pocket change, and this was the first I was hearing about any sort of long-term plans. “You want me to help you with that?”

“I can’t think of anyone better.”

The prospect of getting Remi to the top of the professional wrestling world certainly seemed enticing, but she had a hell of a path ahead of her. Regardless of her skill she’d be looking at a year of hard work minimum, and that was only if she managed to catch the eye of a talent recruiter.

“Professional wrestling is a grueling profession. You’re on the road over two hundred days a year, you’re always tired, you’re always beat up, and if you’re lucky your career will last a decade. It’s not an easy life.” I’d seen it all firsthand. My dad had done a great job with me despite all of those challenges, and even he’d had to take a step back from wrestling full-time to raise me in my younger years.

“What else have I got?” she asked, shrugging.

Her question saddened me, but the conviction in her gaze sold me too. I let out a long breath, and almost unable to believe what I was agreeing to, I shook my head. “I can’t promise you anything,” I made sure to say.

Remi grinned and squeezed me again. “You trying is all I can ask for. I still can’t really afford to give you money, so…do you want to come over to my place? I have some cheap, terrible beer from the bar that I bounce at.” She stared at me so hopefully that I had no choice but to agree, and it wasn’t like I had anything better to do anyway. There was nothing waiting for me at home besides a frozen pizza and bad reality television.

“My favorite,” I joked. I waited for her to slip on her sweatsuit, and then the two of us packed up the rest of her things and headed out to my truck to make the long trip to her apartment.

★ ★ ★

I followed Remi’s directions to a somewhat rundown warehouse at the edge of town and was really confused until I looked closer and saw that the building had been turned into apartments at some point. She had me park in a dimly lit lot, and then she led me up a flight of metal stairs to a heavy metal door.

It opened into a long, sketchy-looking hallway, and thankfully her apartment was the first one so we didn’t have to walk the whole thing.

The apartment looked much nicer on the inside than I’d expected. It had a very industrial feel, with exposed brick walls, concrete floors, and metal piping running through the high ceilings. A black-painted staircase led up to what I assumed was her bedroom, and below that sat an entertainment center fronted by an old couch. I also spotted a small workout area in the far corner that included both weights and a large gym mat that she probably used to practice her wrestling moves.

Overall it was a very spartan space. Her only real decorations were a bunch of trophies and medals on the shelves next to her TV, though I couldn’t help but notice that outside of ones related to her wrestling achievements there were absolutely no other photos of any friends or family.

“I know it’s small, especially compared to your place,” she mumbled uncomfortably.

“No, it’s great. I’m really digging the whole minimalism vibe. You’re really into wrestling though.”

Remi shrugged. “Well, I was aiming for the Olympics for the last eight years of my life. And you’re one to talk, Mr. Ring-in-his-basement.”

“Fair enough.” I took a seat on her old couch while she made a detour to her tiny kitchen for the promised beer. She sat down next to me with her leg curled beneath her after handing me one of the ice-cold bottles, and since it really did taste disgusting I set it aside after a single sip.

For a good half hour or so we spoke excitedly about how the night’s match had gone, potential new moves, and future plans. I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed having someone to nerd out about wrestling with, and sitting there talking shop with her almost made me tear up.

Eventually the conversation slowed, and for a while we just stared at each other in the silence of her apartment. She abruptly shuffled closer until she was almost on top of me a few moments later, one of her large arms slipping around my waist to pull me into her side.

“You don’t really think I invited you here for shitty beer, did you?”

I swallowed hard. “I sort of did.”

“Nope.” The fingers of her other hand slid into my dark hair to draw my lips to hers in a searing kiss. I grunted with surprise when her thick, slippery tongue immediately shoved its way into my mouth, exploring every corner of my mouth like she was trying to devour me.

When she came back up for air there was a bit of a crazed look in her eyes. “Auggie, do you wanna shower with me?” she asked, biting her lip.

I couldn’t process her question at first, still blinking away the fireworks from the filthy kiss she’d laid on me, but when I did I hazily nodded. She wasted no time in dragging me over to her bathroom, and once inside my clothes were gone before I was fully aware of it.

She took her sweet time getting undressed though, treating me to a flirty striptease that made my cock swell with each inch of lightly tanned skin she revealed. Finally she stood fully naked before me, and somehow calling her body flawless didn’t do her figure justice. I’d never seen a woman with more perfect musculature. Hell, I didn’t think I’d seen a man who could match her physique.

Her breasts were still on the smaller side—maybe a B cup if I was being generous—but they were topped by hard, dark pink nipples the size of thimbles that I ached to wrap my lips around. She was mostly hairless save for a small patch of light brown above the base of her cock, and it was already rising as her eyes roamed over my body too.

Remi pulled me against her and found my lips again, her hands sliding over every part of me but especially my ass. She couldn’t seem to stop herself from gripping and kneading my cheeks, and every now and then she’d slap one or both of them.

“You’re so fucking cute,” she growled after briefly pulling away to look down at me with dark eyes. I was thrown into her small shower, and when she squeezed into it with me I was vividly reminded of helping her in the thrift shop changing room. She started up her shower to blast us with hot water, and then she used her large hands to wash us both with a surprisingly fruity-smelling body wash.

It was hard to focus on cleaning up when we were so horny, so the task was quickly abandoned in favor of more making out. Our hard dicks ground together beneath the shower’s warm cascade, using both the body wash and the steady stream of precum drooling from the tip of her cock to help keep things slick and comfortable.

At some point one of her fingers grew curious enough to rub against my asshole. When I didn’t protest she slipped it inside, just the tip of it initially and then up to her knuckle after she realized that I liked it. A second finger joined the first, making me whimper when she brushed up against a knee-weakingly pleasant spot that I’d only recently discovered during my own experimentation.

The rubbery head of Remi’s cock pressed impatiently against my asshole, and I prepared myself to feel it stretch the tight ring of my sphincter. Instead she slid her cock between my legs at the very last second, using the slick body wash to fuck my thighs.

Though it felt really nice, there was still a vague sense of disappointment. She’d quite obviously wanted to fuck me, but for a reason I couldn’t fathom had changed her mind at the last moment. I’d been waiting for it, and more than that I’d been ready for it.

On the other hand, I was a little relieved. We didn’t have lube after all, and somehow I doubted that body wash worked well as a substitute.

Between the firm slap of her hips against my ass and her lips sucking hard on my neck I was very quickly approaching an orgasm. The feel of her heavy cock scraping against both my balls and the underside of my shaft was strange and new, and when she reached down to use a hand to wrap both of our dicks in her slippery grip, it was inevitable that I’d cum.

My eyes squeezed shut and I unconsciously pressed my legs together to make an even tighter vice for her cock as I spurted a few thin ropes onto the ceramic white tiles in front of me. It was only her strong arms holding me up that kept me on my feet when my knees buckled, and while I groaned wantonly through my orgasm, Remi didn’t slow her hips for a single moment.

Seeing me cum made her hump me even harder until her thrusts became wild and rhythmless, the animalistic grunts and wet slapping sounds undoubtedly able to be heard from the next apartment. My fresh cum mixed with the soap in her hand to make things even slicker, and since I was still really sensitive from my recent orgasm, her calloused hands on me were like exquisite torture.

Eventually her warm breath began to grow louder in my ear as she gradually began to lose control of herself. Her strong arms crushed me to her chest, allowing me to feel her diamond-hard nipples pressing into my back, and when I could feel every individual vein of her cock as it rubbed between my legs I tightened my thighs as much as I could to try to make the experience for her better.

With a shuddering gasp Remi came all over the wall in front of us just like I had, painting the smooth surface with thick cum until it completely covered mine. Through her climax she kept hungrily kissing and licking my neck while her hands slid all over my chest, stomach, and thighs like she was trying to touch all of me at once.

It took a long time for her spasming cock to eventually calm and droop down tiredly towards the shower floor, and at the end of it she slumped over, leaving me to return the favor by supporting the majority of her weight until she could regain control over her senses.

“Are you okay?” I asked when she hadn’t moved for a full minute.

Remi gently sunk her teeth into the space between my shoulder and neck, sending sharp spokes of pleasure all the way down to my exhausted cock. “Mmm. I might be a little addicted to you.”

“There are worse things to be addicted to,” I joked. It was the only way I could hide how embarrassed her words made me feel, even if they made me a little happy too.

We stayed like that until the hot water began to grow cold, and then we hopped out so that she could dry the both of us off with a large fluffy towel. She left the bathroom and made for the stairs, and I couldn’t help watching her ass sway as she took the steps up to her bedroom.

I was disappointed, but it made sense that she’d be ready to crash. After a full day of work, wrestling, and then cumming hard enough to nearly pass out, she probably just wanted to sleep. I knew she was a bit of an early bird and didn’t want to get in the way of her rest, so I began to redress in order to head home.

“Where you goin’?” she asked, stopping at the top to look back down at me. Her long soft cock hung halfway down her thighs, and I struggled mightily to rip my eyes away from it.

“Um, home?” Remi pursed her lips and lifted an incredulous eyebrow at me. “Oh.” Shrugging, I dropped my clothes and followed her up the stairs to where her queen-sized bed sat shoved against a huge glass window. Her scent was everywhere on the cool cotton sheets when I slid into the bed with her, and as I cuddled into her side one of her strong arms wrapped possessively around my naked body.

I felt safer and more cared for than I had in months, which was terrifying. As much as I liked the idea of being by her side while she climbed the ranks, it just wasn’t realistic. The company had its own managers and trainers on the payroll, and I seriously doubted they’d let me have any say whatsoever over Remi’s management once she was signed. I’d be completely useless to her.

I shifted to stare up at her relaxed, sleeping face—her plush pink lips slightly parted as soft snores rumbled past them—and my chest tightened. After only a week of knowing her the thought of her no longer needing me was frightening, but her being unable to accomplish her dream was much, much scarier.

I wanted her to be happy, even if that meant she had to do it without me.


Chapter 4

Remi was on a roll. The matches in the weeks following her debut had been so successful at drawing crowds that when I’d gone to management and lobbied for her to start actually winning some of the matches it’d been really easy to get them to agree. The fact that she was so popular despite losing made them willing to have her win most matches going forward, which was a much better bargain than I’d expected to get.

I know—gasp—professional wrestling is predetermined.

Once that deal was in place she began to steadily work her way up, becoming so much more than a jobber working the bottom of the card whose sole existence was to make other wrestlers look good. There were only ten or so women in the league who wrestled regularly, and in every single match Remi showed that she was very clearly the best of them.

The more she won the more fans she picked up, and just like I’d thought she was popular with almost everyone. The children especially loved her bubbly cheerfulness and bright smile, and the men thought she was hot and wanted to be crushed between her muscular thighs.

After I helped to set her up on social media we started gaining fans online by the hundreds, and when I put up flyers at my old school advertising her matches front and center we began to get college kids in the door.

I’d managed to get her some merch too so we could bring in some extra money, and more importantly so she could stop doing her dangerous bouncing job. Merchandise made up a huge part of the wrestling industry, and though I could only get her simple stuff—t-shirts, hoodies, and posters—I was working on getting hats and beanies too since there was a clear demand for it. The Remi Raige brand took off better than I’d ever expected, and the more people learned about her the more her popularity grew.

It took a good few months of her killing it in the ring for her to get a shot at the title belt, and soon after that I called in a favor from my dad’s old tag team partner. I called him Uncle Barry, and he was a huge man with salt and pepper hair whom I’d known my entire life. His wife was like my aunt, and his kids were like my cousins.

He worked as a recruiter and coach for the FWD—the Future Wrestler Developmental League—which was sort of a semi-pro league in Florida that served as a talent development and recruitment pool for the SWF. After sending him a highlight reel of her wrestling he’d gamely agreed to fly out to see her in person, and because this match was going to be her best one yet it was the perfect time to get her in front of someone who could massively help her career in the business.

If he didn’t think she had ‘it’ right now, then hey, no harm, no foul. She wouldn’t be any the wiser, and I could try again in another couple of months.

But I knew that wouldn’t happen. She was simply far too good to be ignored.

I hadn’t told Remi about any of it of course. The last thing I wanted was to throw her off of her game when she was already so nervous. Hell, she’d almost had a panic attack just seeing the number of people waiting to get in or buy tickets. Since it was a title match it was the biggest crowd yet—easily five hundred people—so it’d be a real test for her to see how she could perform in front of an audience that was loud and only getting louder.

Her music blasted from the speakers and Remi came jogging out of the tunnel, bouncing, beaming and waving excitedly with both hands as the announcer introduced her as the challenger. Her outfit for the match really leaned into her small-town Texas girl background, with a sleeveless red plaid shirt that was tied beneath her breasts and dark blue cut-off daisy duke shorts that stopped just below her ass cheeks. We’d also styled her long blonde hair into pigtails to add a more playful touch, and on her feet she wore plain white sneakers.

She flexed her biceps and then did her signature pose once she made it to the center of the ring, hyping up the crowd to make them chant her name, and I couldn’t help but grin. Compared to that match on the night we’d first met she was getting a completely different reaction.

Barry nudged me to get my attention because I was staring at her a little harder than what some would consider appropriate. “She has a lot more ring presence than I expected.”

My face broke out into a wide smile. “Right? It’s the reason why half the crowd is wearing her merch, and this is at the small-time independent level where women almost never gain a lot of traction. With the resources of FWD behind her she’ll be able to bring in tons of fans across most demographics ranging from little girls to adult men. She’s big, she’s strong, she’s gorgeous, and most importantly she’s skilled. She wrestled in high school, college, and was even almost on the Olympic team. I can vouch for her work ethic, too. She doesn’t quit until she gets a technique down cold.” It was the elevator pitch I’d practiced in my bathroom mirror the night before, though looking at the amused look on Barry’s face I wasn’t sure whether or not it’d had the desired effect.

The man chuckled and shook his head. “Look, Auggie, I watched the highlight reel you sent me and liked what I saw. The girl is an athletic freak of nature. You don’t have to keep selling her to me; it’s half the reason I’m here.” His smile fell into something a little more serious. “The other half is to check up on you. The family and I were pretty worried, you know. After your dad’s funeral you stopped answering our calls and fell off the grid, so it’s great to see you back out in the world again. If you ask me, Remi’s helped you just as much as you’ve helped her.”

I blinked at his words, because even though the thought had never occurred to me he was absolutely right. She’d become the closest person to me in such a short amount of time, and since meeting her I had a real reason to get up in the morning. I didn’t have time to ruminate over what I’d lost and would even go as far as to say she’d filled a large chunk of the gap left behind by my father.

“You might be right about that.”

The announcer introduced her opponent and the current champion, a large woman named Mama Mayhem who while shorter definitely outweighed Remi. Her whole thing was being a strong and intimidating heel, and it made for an interesting contrast with Remi whose gimmick was being cheerful and strong.

The bell rang, and true to her heel character Mama Mayhem got a cheapshot in on Remi, sending her stumbling back into the ropes. While Remi struggled to recover from the blow Mama Mayhem kneed her in the stomach, and without giving her a chance to retaliate grabbed her by her long blonde hair and threw her into the nearby banister. She rained down punches and kicks onto Remi while the crowd booed loudly in the background.

Getting annoyed with the jeering Mama Mayhem turned to yell at them, and seeing her chance Remi speared the woman in the back to send them both crashing into the mat. Remi kipped herself back up to her feet, and then spun around to drop her elbow onto the woman’s back to the excited cheers of the audience.

The rest of the match went on like that, the two wrestlers trading blows and hyping up the crowd, but Remi was clearly the favorite. It was like a greatest hits of her best techniques: the kip up to elbow drop, the backflip dropkick, the brutal snap suplex—all moves which looked impressive and required a high level of agility and strength to pull off.

Near the end of the match she performed her Remi Raigebomb finisher, holding her heavy opponent up in the air with one arm while she waved cheerfully to the crowd with the other, and in a twist on her usual technique she spun around a few times before slamming the woman down onto her back. The audience loved it, and the surprised grunt it drew from Barry made me smile. If there’d been any doubt at all about her strength and skill, it had to be gone now.

After that she got her opponent in her pin, and to Mama Mayhem’s credit she was really selling it, flailing and struggling like she was being ripped in half. Or maybe she was actually in a lot of pain because Remi had thrown her so hard. It was difficult to say.

The referee slid down to the mat to start the count, and when he slammed his hand down for the third and final time the sound in the gym was deafening as people cheered and chanted Remi’s name. She jumped up onto one of the banisters and threw both hands high into the air with a real, beaming smile that was more Remi Walker than Remi Raige. Despite knowing the match’s outcome before even stepping into the ring it didn’t lessen the amount of blood and sweat she’d put into getting where she was, so I knew the tears also welling up in her eyes weren’t just for show.

She came back down so the referee could raise her hand and give her the championship belt, and after throwing it over her shoulder she performed the victory dance we’d only introduced within the last month. It involved her leaning back and doing a small body roll while at the same time alternating the rolling of her shoulders and pointing double finger guns at the crowd, all with a huge smile on her face. It was the perfect mixture of extremely corny and playfully flirty, and watching a lot of the crowd do the little dance back to her from the stands I couldn’t stop myself from grinning.

★ ★ ★

Since she’d won the title belt our merch table was hopping with customers, and while I sold merch Remi took pictures, signed autographs and interacted with the fans. Already we’d made around five hundred dollars in pure profit, which was a nice bit of money since she only got around a hundred at best from the league on the nights she performed.

My uncle Barry eventually made his way to our table, and when he did he gave me a little wink before addressing Remi. “Hi Remi, Barry Hale with FWD. That was a hell of a match; Auggie was right about you being ten times better in person.”

Remi’s mouth fell open, and she jerked her head around to look at me. When I shrugged innocently and smiled, she suspiciously narrowed her eyes.

“Um, thank you, sir,” she said, turning back to Barry.

He nodded and reached into his pocket to hand her a little white card. “We’d love for you to make a trip out to Florida, and between you and me you’ve got more skill and personality than most of the wrestlers we have currently. You’ll almost certainly be at the top of the female wrestlers. If you’re interested, that is.”

“Yes!” Remi shouted. She quickly dialed it back, clearing her throat and casually nodding her head as though she hadn’t just yelled in his face. “I mean, of course. Thank you.” She took the card and vigorously shook his hand while Barry chuckled.

“In that case, I’ll take a few autographed posters for the kids and a t-shirt. These’ll be going for a lot more in a couple of years.”

He handed over a crisp fifty-dollar bill after I packed up his order, graciously letting us keep the change. He also grabbed a picture with both me and Remi for his family before hugging me goodbye and making for the exit. Usually he’d stay at my house whenever he was in town, but since he had business in Austin early the next morning he unfortunately couldn’t stay the night.

Once he was out of earshot, Remi crossed her arms and stared down at me. “Auggie, what the hell?”

I shrugged a shoulder, fighting down an impish smile. “I just made a phone call. You’re the one who sold him.”

I watched her eyes grow moist, and then she wrapped me up in a hug that squeezed the air from my lungs.

“What the hell,” she said again with a sniffle, and though she appeared a bit shell-shocked, there were still people waiting in line to talk to her. She wiped her eyes and slipped back into character, turning to greet our next eager customer with a beaming smile.

Once the last few people talked with her and bought merch, we quickly packed up what little remained to head home. She climbed into my truck, and almost immediately her large hand ended up on my thigh. Her other hand came up to cup my jaw, and then she kissed me like she’d been holding back for weeks.

“Your place,” Remi breathed after pulling back to stare at me. Her face left no room for argument, and I didn’t need much more encouragement than that to start up my truck and peel out of the parking lot.

On the entire drive home her hand kept sliding possessively up and down my thigh, and once parked I almost sprinted to the front door to unlock it. When it was open she picked me up and threw me over her shoulder like a caveman to carry me up the stairs to my bedroom, and then she threw me down onto my messy bed.

She climbed onto the mattress with me and crawled over on her hands and knees until her face was leaning over mine. Her long blonde hair that was still in its pigtails curtained my face, and when she gave me a beaming smile only then did I realize that it wasn’t Remi Walker looking down at me.

It was Remi Raige.

“Um…” I started, not sure what the hell was going on.

“Shhh.” She leaned down to kiss me, and the sensation was somehow both familiar and completely bizarre because it seemed like I was kissing a different person.

The normal Remi tended to feel like she was trying to devour me whole with her deep, hungry kisses. Her ring persona on the other hand clearly preferred to play with its food as hers were light and playful. It was startling, but I didn’t have a lot of time to think about it much further because her hands were busy getting me naked.

She stayed fully clothed in her costume though, and with a large smile still on her face she leaned back to unzip her shorts. Her hard cock popped up to slap against her six-pack after she pulled her plain black underwear down too, and she was so turned on it left a sticky wet smear on her stomach that made my mouth automatically begin to water.

“You wanna touch it?” she asked, her voice light and amused. I nodded and reached a hand out for it, however as soon as my fingertips touched her shaft she teasingly pulled it away. “Nope, maybe next time. I’m doin’ all the touching tonight.”

She slid her hands to my ass for a hearty squeeze, and then used her grip to roughly pull me closer. She stuck her middle finger into her mouth, making a real show of sliding it in and out of her mouth as she got it slick, and once it was shiny with her spit she lowered it to press it against my asshole. I thought she’d play around a little more, but instead she jammed it in up to the knuckle without much preparation at all.

“That was easy! Let’s try for two now!” She said, immediately adding a second. The wet schlicking sounds her fingers made as she slid them in and out filled the quiet room, and she deliberately targeted my prostate until a thin line of precum dripped from the head of my dick and onto my stomach.

Remi’s sharp eyes continued to bore into mine as she gently fingered me, clearly enjoying the sights and sounds as I moaned and squirmed beneath her. Seeing how loose I was she tried going for a third digit, and then shifted her position so that she had better leverage.

It soon became clear that I was too tight with spit alone, and she looked down at me curiously. “Don’t suppose you got any lube on you?”

“There’s a bottle in there,” I mumbled, motioning to the drawer of my side table.

Without removing her fingers she leaned over to open it and pulled out the half-used bottle of clear liquid. She held it up for me to see with raised eyebrows and feigned a surprised gasp. “Auggie, have you been playing with yourself?” she asked, her grin mischievous as she began to squeeze some lube onto the area where our bodies were connected. It instantly helped, and she was able to slither her fingers around inside of me relatively unencumbered.

I felt my cheeks warm. “Just a little.” Truthfully I’d been playing with my ass ever since that night at her apartment, figuring that it was better to not be completely unprepared when she finally did fuck me, but she was certainly taking her sweet time about it.

For the last couple of months, every time we got close to having full sex while fooling around she’d pull back at the very last second. It drove me crazy not knowing why she was so averse to the idea, and if the plan was to make me beg for it, well, it was working. The last time we’d messed around I’d made a concerted effort to entice her by shamelessly shaking my ass for her and she still hadn’t taken the bait.

I averted my gaze, unable to believe what I was about to say next. “You can go faster,” I mumbled quietly.

For a moment her mouth fell open, and then she beamed. “God, you’re just the cutest when you’re embarrassed!” she exclaimed in her bubbly voice. She excitedly increased her pace and tweaked my nipples until I was forced to squeeze my eyes shut against the onslaught, the familiar tingle behind my balls growing in intensity the more gleefully played with my body.

And then she abruptly stopped. My eyes popped open and I almost whimpered with disappointment when she pulled away, but once I felt her rub the spongy head of her cock up and down my crack I quickly quieted. I saw a brief flicker of uncertainty cross her face, and unwilling to let it end the way it always did when we got this far I leaned up to kiss her and hopefully convey that I really, really wanted it. Remi’s smile returned, bigger and brighter than ever, and then she pressed her hips forward until the head of her cock stretched my ring wide open.

All told it popped inside relatively easily, the lube and spit making it just slick enough to get a few inches deep on the first thrust. It burned somewhat, and though only a third of her was inside of me I still felt like I was being forcefully impaled on a warm, fleshy pipe.

She held herself still to let me adjust, running her rough hands up and down my sweaty skin to help soothe me. After a little while she began to back herself out and then slide herself right back in, and on each forward stroke she went a little bit deeper. It must have taken a good ten minutes before she was able to fully sheath her cock in my gripping hole, but eventually I felt the sparse hairs above her dick brush up against my balls.

“You’re so warm and tight inside. Do you like my fat cock filling you up?” she asked, rubbing the slight bulge her cock made in my stomach with her fingertips.

I was so out of it that I could only groan and nod. It felt like she was displacing all of my organs.

Still grinning, Remi raised one of my legs to place my ankle on her shoulder and I was sure that I’d never felt more exposed. She started to leisurely saw herself in and out, and with the new angle she was hitting eyerollingly good spots inside of me that I hadn’t known existed. Each time she bottomed out in my ass a bead of precum would seep out of my dick, and noticing this she used a finger to gather it up, sticking it into her mouth for a taste.

“Mmm, sweet,” she said with a playful smirk and exaggerated smack of her lips. She gathered a little more on her finger and stuck it into my mouth to force me to taste myself, giggling when I sucked hard on the sticky digit.

Her hand retreated to wrap around my dick, and since it was still slick with lube her grip felt silky and amazing. She wasn’t so much jerking me off as she was just holding onto me as though using my cock as a handle while she fucked me, the rough pad of her thumb sending shocks down my spine as she rubbed it over the smooth skin right below my cock head.

Once my asshole grew loose enough and no longer gripped her so tightly, she adjusted her hips and set a punishing pace, slamming against my ass to produce loud slapping sounds that echoed throughout the room. Her dick was shiny with lube and precum each time she pulled all but the head out of my ass, and then she’d slam it home again to force the air from my lungs. She didn’t give me any chance whatsoever to participate in the fucking, and it soon became abundantly clear that she expected little more from me than to lie there and take her heavy cock.

She was so turned on that she really didn’t last long at all, and I knew things were coming to an end when her breaths became deeper and more laborious as she struggled to hold back her orgasm. The smile finally left her face as she gave herself over to pleasure, and she let my leg fall back down to the bed to lean down and wrap her arms beneath my shoulders for better leverage, pressing our chests together and humping me with shorter, faster strokes.

The move trapped my straining dick between our sweaty stomachs, and with her abs sliding against the bottom of my shaft so firmly I didn’t stand a chance. I whimpered and came all over the both of us, my first shot spewing out to splatter against her rippling abs before dribbling down into my belly button.

Remi wasn’t far behind, and with a few more desperate gasps she shoved herself so far inside of me that she was rubbing against her own stomach through the shallow bulge in mine. She moaned sexily in my ear as she spurted her creamy cum straight into my bowels, the sound sending tingles down my spine and straight down to my still twitching asshole, and she filled me up so much that I felt her seed start to seep out around the edges of her cock to run down to the white sheets below.

After a minute of straining she collapsed on top of me, pressing me into the bed with her bulky weight and apparently not caring that I was ruining her costume with the mess of my cum and instead planting soft kisses along my jaw.

When she pushed herself up to look me in the eyes I noticed that I was staring into the stormy grey ones of my Remi, albeit a tired one. Her face was a little red and sweaty from exertion, but I imagined that I didn’t look much better.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you like that every day since we met, and it was so much better than I imagined,” she said, her smile small and satisfied.

My eyebrows rose because this was complete news to me. “Wait, really? What stopped you before then?”

Remi scoffed. “What do you think? I was scared, Auggie. I thought you might hate me and leave if I pushed you too far, so I tried my best to keep a lid on my urges. You definitely didn’t make it easy by parading that bubble butt of yours around.” To punctuate her statement she slapped one of my ass cheeks hard. “But I feel a lot braver when I’m acting like Remi Raige, and she’s way more girly and cheerful than the real me too. I figured you’d be okay with everything if it was her doing it.”

I couldn’t believe it. Remi—one of the most attractive and talented people I’d ever met—worried over whether or not I liked her. If she didn’t look so genuinely anxious I might’ve laughed.

“You’re right, you’re not girly or cheerful.” Her lips twitched downwards and I gently cupped her cheek. “But that’s not what I want. I like the you that’s hard-working and awkward and sincere a lot more. It does kinda feel like I cheated on you with your alter ego though,” I joked.

She didn’t laugh like I’d hoped and instead stared seriously at me, her expression unreadable. “For you to cheat on me we’d have to be together.”

I blinked blankly at that. Up until now I’d only thought of myself as a convenient outlet for her desires to the point where the thought of asking her out literally hadn’t occurred to me. Now though it was all I could think about, and figuring that the worst she could say would be no I began to muster up my courage. If she could be brave, then so could I.

“I want to be. With this Remi though, not Remi Raige.”

Her face noticeably brightened, and it was like looking into the face of her alter ego once again. She squeezed me so tightly that I was worried she’d break something, and then she kissed me all over my face until I laughed and pushed her away.

“Then it’s official, you’re mine now. No takebacks,” she said, refusing to let me go. She also still refused to remove her cock, which at some point had hardened again inside of me. “Are you…will you keep managing me too? Even if I get signed?”

“You still want me to? They’ll have people in FWD that can manage you much better than I can.”

Remi rolled her eyes. “For the last time, even if that was true, you’re the only one I trust to truly look out for my best interests.”

“Are you absolutely sure?” I asked, giving her one final chance to back out.

“I don’t think I can convincingly smile as Remi Raige if you’re not with me. I need you.” She bit her lip, shyly, and it made my face warm. Relief poured into her expression when I nodded, and just like that I knew I’d made the right decision.

Maybe she’d find someone new to like or maybe things would eventually fizzle out between us, but as long as she was happy to have me with her I planned to stay by her side as long as I possibly could. No matter how things turned out in the end, the time I spent with her would be worth it.

I took her hand and laced her fingers with mine.

“Looks like we’re going to Florida.”
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Remi's wrestling success soars, but her relationship with Auggie is tested when they run into his stunning childhood friend. As Remi aims to compete in a career-defining match, distrust strains their bond. His efforts to reassure Remi collide with her doubts, and unfortunately for Auggie his ass ends up bearing the brunt of her jealousy. Will their challenges outside of the ring jeopardize both their relationship and their dreams? A dickgirl on male erotic romance. Read Now
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Enemy From Below
Earthquakes have destroyed the world, and college freshman Jesse is desperate to find any sign that his family has survived. Luckily he runs across El’na, a large, muscular warrior woman from beneath the Earth’s surface who is much, much bigger than the average man in more ways than one. A dickgirl on male erotic story. Read Now
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