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WRESTLING FOR TOP

PART SEVEN

Wrestling for Top

Jack Stevens




Dedication

For Cymrofight

 

The world’s best wrestler!




Chapter One

 

Yves Montaigne climbed through the ropes and took his position in one corner of the ring, back to the turnbuckle, looking across the illuminated canvas to watch the arrival of his very special opponent. He glanced once up into the shadows. He couldn’t see it, but he knew the camera he had set up was there, not simply recording but streaming this fight, sending it specifically to one very particular laptop. The men gathered around had paid the usual exorbitant fees for their specialised entertainment, but as far as Montaigne was concerned, there was only one really important spectator that night, and he was miles away, watching, helpless to do anything. In his tights, Yves’ already rock-hard erection ached and oozed pre-come. In an ordinary pro ring he would have been forced to ignore it—not that the anticipation there would have been anywhere near as intense as this, but here… Yves leisurely massaged the long curve of his eager cock, smiling to himself at the drawn-out sigh of pleasure the move drew from several of the men around all sides of the ring.

He watched as Terry threw aside the dressing area curtain and strode through the door into the room, the wrestler’s traditional entrance bravado evaporating as the crowd remained eerily silent, focused with a fierce, voiceless intensity unlike anything Terry probably had ever known in his wrestling career. You should run, Yves thought, run now as fast and far as you can. He smiled again. But you will not. You are a fool. Like your father. He shoved down hard on his crotch, his smile growing cold. Like your ‘uncle’.

Terry walked the short way to the ring and leaped up onto its apron. Yves could see him staring uselessly at the shadowy seated figures at ringside, trying but failing to make out faces. Yves guessed he considered his famed Chris Bacchus leap over the top rope but decided against it. Somehow, this didn’t seem the place for such showbiz antics. Yves nodded slightly to himself. The boy was learning. But too little. Much too late.

Terry took his position in the opposite corner, facing Yves. Arms wide, gripping the ropes behind him, he leaned forward in a series of half-hearted stretching exercises, and Yves saw his eyes casting around the ring. Non, mon brave. No seconds. And definitely no referee. Just you. And me. He stepped forward, leisurely unlacing the belt of his dressing gown, opening it, letting it fall from his shoulders, swinging it round and folding it before placing it to one side in his corner, behind the turnbuckle, to let the audience appreciate the slow unveiling of his honed body.

* * * * *

After looking around one last time for any late-arriving official to supervise their match, Terry pulled his white T-shirt up and off quickly and threw it without much thought out of the ring where it was swallowed by the shadows. Now he could feel the heat of the overhead bank of lights on the skin of his body but even so he shivered. He raised and let fall his muscular shoulders a couple of times, and swung his arms, as much to generate a little heat as to flex and stretch. Maybe this was what it was like when you filmed a show. Maybe the audience just couldn’t make the kinds of noises a regular audience would make. Something to do with sound levels? From somewhere in the darkness he heard a small, appreciative moan as he did his brief warm-up. Normally, Terry liked the feeling of the punters drinking in the sight of his young, trained body. But this felt…different. Uncomfortable. He shivered as he admitted to himself: this felt wrong.

Yves strode to the centre of the ring and stood, looking at him, waiting. Terry braced himself and walked forward to meet him there. Time to get it on. Perhaps when they were wrestling, he could lose himself in the activity. Perhaps then it would seem more normal.

*

The two men stood face-to-face, belly and pecs almost touching. Yves smiled again, seeing how lost the young man in front of him looked, used as he was to some third man outlining the ‘rules’ and ‘penalties’ for breaking them. Time for him to learn there were no rules in this ring. No penalties. Or at least, just one. Yves took a last, lingering look at the young man in trunks and boots standing there before him. His gaze travelled possessively up from the boots, the thick thighs with the dusting of golden hair, the tight stomach ridged with abdominal muscles, the round curves of the pecs, and the bunched muscles of the neck and shoulders, to the clear, unblemished face, with its earnest blue eyes, and the classic blond hair. “Comme tu es beau,” he breathed. “You are beautiful.” Terry glanced quickly to either side, trying to see if the men close to the ring had caught these unorthodox words, straining to see their reaction but unable to. Yves smiled, teeth flashing in the lights from above. “I shall enjoy breaking you!” He reached out with both hands and shoved Terry hard in the stomach.

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
JACK STEVENS





OEBPS/image0.jpg





