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​Chapter 1: A Rare Opportunity
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Tessa was standing on her balcony, looking at the boats gliding over the water of the channel in front of her home. Venice was breathtaking during the early morning hours of spring. A light breeze played with her long black hair while she stared towards the rising sun in the east, thinking of the news she had learned the previous night. As the top courtesan in Venice, she entertained only the most wealthy and powerful men. She smiled when she heard her front door creaking open. Without looking, she knew it was Victoria, another top courtesan who lived next door. They always caught up in the early morning hours after their clients of the previous night had left. After making tea, the beautiful redhead joined her on the balcony. 

‘I saw Philippe Dupont leaving your place this morning. What interesting news did the French ambassador share with you last night?’

‘Nothing much. He never talks much.’ Tessa knew how much her friend enjoyed gossiping. But this was their daily dance. Victoria would try to get her friend to tell all, and the brunette would hold back information for a while to tease the redhead.

‘Nonsense. Men tell beautiful women like us all because they want to impress us with their wealth and power. Tell me what her shared with you, or I will wrestle you down and tickle you until you do.’

‘You know I am stronger than you. If you wrestle me, I will pin you down and spank your bare derriere until you plead for mercy.’

‘Now I will definitely have to wrestle you. But before we do, tell me what is happening in France.’

‘Fine.’ Tessa sighed as if she would do her friend a massive favour by sharing the news, although she was burning to do so. ‘King Francois of France would visit soon. He and King Umberto will discuss new trade agreements.’

‘How many nobles will he bring with?’ Victoria knew a king’s visit was always a prosperous time for courtesans. Their bedrooms would never be empty. And those who would share their beds with them would show off their wealth with expensive gifts and by leaving many more coins than the local noblemen ever would.

‘He will travel with many noblemen. But there is more. Apparently, King Francois enjoys watching women fighting each other. Philippe told me King Umberto tasked the minister of foreign affairs to arrange a fight between two women. From what his sources have told him, one fighter would be a noble woman. They do not know for certain, but they think it would be the king’s niece, Princess Frieda of Prussia. The king’s sister, who is married to the Prussian king, had sent her to Venice to become a proper lady. She is already twenty-two and not married yet. Phillipe told me that instead of dressing and acting like a lady, she dresses like a man and prefers hunting, drinking and fighting like a man. Since she had arrived in Venice ten months ago, she had been in at least two fistfights with women from the working class. The king has lost patience with her. He believes she is and acting this way because these activities are taboo for women of her standing, so she feels rebellious when she goes against the norm. By allowing her to fight for King Francois, he hopes she would no longer feel the need to fight against lower-class women.’

‘You are not. Don’t even think about it.’ Victoria saw the spark in her friend’s eyes.

‘I have to. You know how much a yearn for a fight. Wrestling you is fun, but I need to slam my fists into another woman’s face, while she does the same to me.’

‘I will never understand this obsession of yours. Did you not do enough fighting while growing up in the orphanage?’

‘Back then, I fought because I had to. Now, I want to fight because I love it. But I will lose all my noble clients if I have a black eye or cuts to my face after fighting at a tavern. However, if those same nobles see me fighting a princess while they and the king of France are watching us fight, they would queue outside my door to sleep with me, no matter how battered my face would be. Therefore, this gives me an opportunity to fight and to get new clients.’

‘The novelty would wear off soon. The men would love to sleep with a woman they had seen fist fighting a princess. But soon they would only see the marks on your face, and no longer remember how excited they have been while the princess had slammed her fists into your beautiful face.’

‘Men do not forget a female fight. I will have clients talking to me about my fight years from now.’

‘You may be right, but I will miss your pretty face.’

‘The cuts and bruises will heal soon enough.’

After finishing their tea, the two courtesans went back inside. They stripped naked before having a playful wrestling match on Tessa’s large round bed. This led to some cuddling and kissing before they fell asleep in each other’s arms. 

Later that day, after bathing and dressing in a respectable dress which showed off just enough of her curves to draw the eye, Tessa took a gondola to the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. At first, the bureaucrat who arranged the minister’s meetings would not let her see him. However, when she moved closer until her beautiful body almost touched his and whispered in his ear in a sultry voice, ‘It’s a personal matter I need to discuss with the minister,’ he asked her to wait for a moment before entering the minister’s office. A few minutes later, he came out and showed her into the office. Like most men of the noble class, the minister immediately recognised the sexy courtesan. Although he had not visited her recently, he had been a regular client for years. 

‘I did not expect you. It is highly unusual for a courtesan to visit her clients at their place of work. I would dare to say, highly problematic.’

‘I am not here as a courtesan.’

‘With all respect, my dear, you have little to offer other than your body. Or do you think your feeble mind could come up with an idea which would help me solve our diplomatic issues?’

‘I have no interest in politics. Instead, I am here to solve another problem for you. One more entertaining in nature than politics. Although, I understand this particular entertainment would play an important political role.’

‘Don’t talk to me in riddles. What are you talking about?’

‘I understand the king of France enjoys watching two attractive women battling it out with their fists. I also understand you need a beautiful woman who knows how to use her fists as an opponent for a noble woman. Your search is over. I am beautiful and I do not only know how to fight, I enjoy being in a tough fight with another beautiful woman.’

‘You fight against a noble woman? How can I allow a courtesan to fight a noble woman? I need another noble woman to fight her.’

‘You may find another noble woman who is willing to impress the king. But you will not find one with the fighting skills you require. Anyway, I understand your noble woman has no qualms about going to taverns in the poor areas to fight against women of the lower classes. I am a step up from them. I am sure the king will not object to me fighting her.’

‘I will let you know if I need a courtesan to fight another courtesan. Please do not bother me with your desire to fight against royals again.’

As he was saying this, a beautiful young blonde entered his office, with the bureaucrat trying his best to stop her. She was dressed in boots, trousers and a semi-see through white silk shirt. The minister forgot what he was saying while he fixed his gaze on the princess’ magnificent C-cup breasts and their stiff brown nipples, clearly visible through the thin material. While her breasts held his attention, the two women sized each other up. Both immediately knew the other was a fighter, without saying a word to each other.

‘How can such a beautiful woman bother you, minister? It is surely a privilege to be in her company?’

‘What? Yes. She wanted something from me which I cannot give her.’ He reluctantly diverted his eyes from princess Frieda’s magnificent breasts. 

‘What is it you need, my dear? Maybe I can give it to you.’

‘You will not be able to help her. She must go.’ He looked at Tessa, trying to force her out of the door with an irritated expression on his face.

‘I will be the judge of that. What do you need?’

‘I need to ensure that a princess has a worthy opponent when she shows her uncle and the king of France how well brave women can fight. But I am led to understand the princess would only fight a noble woman. That I am not. But I am a woman who will match the princess in skills, determination and in pure willpower.’

‘Why are you showing this woman away, minister? She seems to be exactly who we need. All those noble women you are trying to convince to fight against me will only make a mockery of the fight. They would curl up sobbing the first time I hit them in the face. I need a woman who will hit me back, one who will try to beat me as much as I try to beat her. I want this woman as my opponent.’

‘Your uncle will never allow this. He will fire me if your opponent hurts you.’

‘My father has many lapses in judgement when it comes to women. Pitting a woman without fighting skills against me would be such a lapse of judgement. However, he has impeccable judgement when it comes to political matters and matters of diplomacy. He will realise what an astute move you’ve made when King Francois and his nobles can’t stop talking about the fight. If you allow this woman to fight me, we will get all we want from France, and you will be the hero of Venice.’

This made the ambitious politician reconsider his decision. ‘If this fails, I will tell your uncle you made a last-minute swap. To cover myself, I will convince a noble woman to fight you. When this all goes wrong, she will support my claim that I knew nothing about your plan to swap opponents just before the fight.’

‘I guess you will then also not take credit when our fight pleases King Francois? Never mind. You can take credit. I do not want or need any political points.’

Tessa rushed home, excited to share this news with Victoria. However, her friend was out when she got home. While she waited for her to return, the minister arrived. She thought he came to demand a night with her as compensation for agreeing to the fight. But instead, he grabbed her by the throat and pushed her against the wall. 

‘You don’t want me as an enemy. If you beat the princess or hurt her in any way during the fight, I will ensure your life will be hell until I get an opportunity to kill you. If you tell anybody about this fight, I will find out. I will kill you and everybody who knows about the fight.’ To make his point, he shoved her into the wall before leaving her home. 
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Chapter 2: An Impossible Decisions 
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The secret she was carrying ate at Tessa from the inside. She had never before held any important information from her best friend. There were many times when she almost spilled the beans. But each time, she forced herself to hide the news even further away from Victoria. The threat to her own life scared her, but the treat against her friend’s life, should she tell the redhead about her arranged fight against the princess, bothered her much more. In the mornings, when the two courtesans usually slept naked in each other’s arms, she lay awake, trying to find a solution to her problems. She desired nothing more than having an all-out fistfight against the princess. But the minister had warned her not to hurt the princess, let alone beat her. Her best friend, who she would normally council for advice on matters such as these, was lying right next to her, but the minister also forbade her from discussing the fight with her. Another burning issue she had no answer to, was whether she should practise for the fight. If she had to lose without hurting the young noble, practicing would be a waste. However, if she decided to defy the minister, and try her best to beat her opponent, she needed to find somebody to practise with. Finding somebody who would keep her secret and then practicing against her with nobody else finding out about it, seemed to be an impossible task. 

When Victoria moaned softly and sensually, the brunette kissed her neck and gently played with her large breasts and stiff pink nipples. One thing Tessa had learned from lying awake next to her friend was that the redhead had many erotic dreams and that she orgasmed often while having these dreams. Helping her friend climax was fun and kept her mind from crumbling under the pressures she was feeling.

About a week after the meeting with the minister of foreign affairs and Princess Frieda, a messenger arrived at Tessa’s home. He told her to meet the princess at a tavern in a poor part of town. He did not tell her when, so the courtesan put on a cloak to hide her identity before making her way to the establishment shortly after dark. Before she left, she hung a red lantern in her window to inform potential clients that another client had already booked her for the night. Although the cloak was successful in hiding her face, she still stood out like a sore thumb. Everybody in the tavern noticed her expensive clothes. But they were used to seeing the wealthy frequenting this establishment. Those coming here for some thrills were mainly men, but a visit by an upper-class woman was not entirely out of the ordinary. Many of them had witnessed the princess fight in the arena. When word about the young noble’s exploits leaked to the aristocrats, a few other noble women tried their hand at fighting. However, they all paid their opponents to take a fall, resulting in awful fights. Of the noble women, only the princess was worthy of facing the tough women fighting in this arena. 

After ascertaining that Princess Frieda was not there yet, Tessa found a table in a dark corner of the tavern. Soon after sitting down, a bare-chested woman in her late twenties approached her table with a tankard filled with cheap wine. Although she had not asked for the drink, the courtesan accepted it. She handed a coin to the attractive woman while pausing her gaze on her magnificent large breasts for a few moments. 

‘If you give me three more coins, I will fight against any of the other fighters for your entertainment.’

Although Tessa had heard about the brutal fights at some of these taverns, the offer was unexpected. It took her a few moments to compute what the woman had suggested. She looked around, seeing five other bare-chested women carrying tankards of wine to tables, or standing at tables, attempting to convince patrons to sponsor a fight. They all had large breasts, like the woman standing at her table.

‘What is your name?’

‘I am Lucieta.’

‘The other women all look as tough and beautiful as you do. Who would you like to fight?’

‘The one over there, Marcella.’

‘Have the two of you fought before?’

‘Many times. She is my sister.’

‘Why do you want to fight your sister?’ The courtesan wondered whether the sisters hated each other.

‘We live together and raise our children together. If I fight her, the money will go to our household, even if I lose.’

‘Does the winner get all the coins?’

‘Yes.’

‘Will you still fight hard knowing you will share in the money, anyway?’

‘It is my sister. We fight even harder against each other than we fight against other women.’

Tessa thought about this for a few moments before handing over three more coins. The women beckoned the courtesan to come with her. She led her to a table right next to the arena, which was a circular area with a twenty-feet diameter. A thick rope marked the edge of the arena. On the inside, the roped off area was filled with sea sand. The top layer had to be swapped out each morning to remove the blood from the previous night’s fights. 

The last thing Tessa wanted was to sit where everybody could see her. However, the thought of being only a few feet away from where the two sisters would soon fight, convinced her to take the offered table. After showing the courtesan to the sponsor’s table, Lucieta handed the four coins to a big man, who glanced over at the sponsor’s table before placing two coins in a satchel he carried with him. He then placed the other two coins on a small pedestal next to the arena.   

Without any fanfare, the two sisters entered the arena. They were dressed in ankle-length petticoats

and boots. Their naked upper bodies were muscular and covered in scars from previous brawls. Their large breasts were still firm, while their thick brown nipples stood stiff in anticipation of their brawl. Tessa’s heart thumped in her chest as the two topless sisters raised their fists before attacking each other. Their fists thudded into each other’s beautiful faces and bodies. She almost immediately realised her fear that the two sisters might go easy on each other was baseless. Their bare fists soon opened cuts on each other’s faces, while fresh bruises were quickly forming around their eyes and on their breasts. Both sisters threw heavy punches to the other’s large breasts, causing them tremendous pain. But neither took a step back. Instead of protecting their sensitive orbs and their faces, both attacked without pause. 

Drops of blood and sweat soon dripped onto the clean layer of sand. Much more blood would be spilled before the patrons and the battered fighters would return home in the early morning hours. Some would have three or four fights. Those less lucky would not get an opportunity to earn any money. This rarely happened, though. When the patrons got drunk and became more bloodthirsty, they would pool their scarce coins to sponsor as many fights as they could afford. But the fighters could still return home with no coins in their satchels. On a bad night, a fighter might lose all her fights, going home bruised and cut up, with no coins for food and other necessities.
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