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​Chapter 1: The Decision
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Marelize picked up her phone before putting it down on the bar counter again. She could not decide, but she had to give James an answer before two o’clock, and it was already after one. This had all started a few weeks ago during the undercover assignment she was still active in. She was currently using the name Hanneli Louw, while living in a rundown house in Brakpan with five other people. The other five residents were three women and two men. Two of the women were escorts, who mostly picked up clients at a nearby pub. The two men were their boyfriends slash pimps. These men did not work. Instead, they lived off the income their girlfriends brought in by sleeping with other men. It might be a stretch calling them pimps, as they offered their women no services pimps usually would. They did not source clients or offer protection to the girlfriends. They did not even drive them to clients or pick them up afterwards. Instead, they spent their time sourcing and using drugs, while playing video games when they were not sleeping with other women. Although the sex workers got upset about their men sleeping around, the men always argued they were doing exactly the same. They conveniently ignored the fact that their girlfriends were sleeping with men for earning a living. They, on the other hand, were using the money earned by their girlfriends to seduce the women they were sleeping with.

The third woman was a stripper at a nearby strip club, Babewatch. Her name was Grizelda, and she used the stripper name Rubie. Marelize had met Grizelda at a lesbian club about seven months ago. But this was not a chance meeting. Two male undercover cops had visited Babewatch for weeks to learn as much as they could about the red-headed stripper. When they realised she regularly went to a lesbian club, they briefed a lesbian undercover cop for the assignment. This cop started going to the lesbian club regularly and made her move after a few weeks. But this was a bust. When the undercover cop tried to pick her up, the stripper told her she was not gay. The only reason she went to the lesbian club was to get away for a few hours from men trying their luck with her. The cop tried to recover the situation, but to no avail. She had come on to Grizelda too strongly, doing the one thing the stripper was trying to escape from. The undercover unit’s commander, Captain Kriel, pulled her before reconsidering his options. They wanted to get somebody close to Grizelda, as her brother, Jaco, was a notorious gangster who managed to keep his hands clean enough for no charges to stick. Maybe they could get somebody into his gang. But Jaco was notoriously paranoid. Word on the street had it that he had killed at least two gang members because he suspected them of being undercover cops. They were not. The risk was too high, so Captain Kriel explored the option of using another female undercover cop to befriend the gang leader’s sister. He was not even sure she knew much about her brother’s operations, but they had to infiltrate the gang somehow, even if it took long and even if the information gathered would not be sufficient to make a strong case against the gangster. Information often led to more information. If they were patient, they might find something to get him behind bars where he belonged.

Marelize was the captain’s only other available female undercover cop. She had been a promising amateur mixed martial arts fighter before she joined the academy instead of turning pro. As she had grown up in the rougher parts of Johannesburg’s West Rand, she was street smart and had very good instincts, although she could be impulsive. After briefing her, he sent her to the lesbian club. It was around three in the morning when Grizelda came in and sat down at the corner of the bar counter, close to where Marelize was sitting at a table, with her back to the stripper. A few minutes later, the undercover cop’s phone rang. She looked at the caller ID, which displayed the name Willem. After sighing deeply, she answered with a hushed voice. However, she spoke loud enough, and the volume of her phone was set high enough, for the stripper to follow the conversation between her and a male undercover cop. 

‘Willem! I told you not to call me!’

‘Come on, Honey. We had a petty argument. Where are you? I will come pick you up.’

‘It was not a petty argument. You slapped me again, after you have promised never to lift your hands for me again.’

‘It was in the heat of the moment. You can make me so mad. But I forgive you. All will be fine if you stop nagging me.’

‘I am done with your lies. You can no longer control me. Please leave me alone. This is over. I am not coming back.’

‘You nasty, slut! You are nothing but a cheap whore who shows her tits to men for peanuts. I hope you ...’

Marelize hung up before blocking the number. She took a gulp of her drink while visibly shaking. While she was searching in her handbag for a tissue to wipe the tears from her cheeks, Grizelda came over, offering her one. 

‘He is a real piece of work. Sorry, I could not help but overhear.’

‘I am sorry. It was stupid of me to answer the phone.’

‘May I sit? Don’t worry, I will not hit on you. I only come here because I know there are no men in this club.’

‘Please do, but I may not be good company tonight.’

‘Thanks. I am Grizelda.’ The sexy redhead offered her hand. 

‘I am Hanneli.’ The cop shook her target’s hand. ‘I also came here to get away from my ex, but the asshole still managed to make me talk to him.’

‘Love turns us all into fools. Just stay strong. The worse they are for us, the harder they try to pull us back in. Your heart will tell you to give him another chance. Don’t listen to it.’

‘It is so hard, though. He knows I have nowhere to go. After I moved in with him, he forced me to quit my job and he kept me away from my friends. Now, I have nothing and nobody left.’ 

‘I work at Babewatch. They are always looking for beautiful women like you.’

‘I have two left feet. If they are looking for a sexy comedic act, I might be what they are looking for. But my show would not be seductive in any way.’

‘Most men just want to see your tits. They don’t care how you get naked, as long as you get naked. But they may be looking for a bar lady as well. Police arrested our one bar lady this afternoon. Apparently, she stole money from her previous employer. I do not think the owner would take her back even if she gets bail. If you want to, I will introduce you to Bert tomorrow morning. He is obsessed with tits. So just unbutton you blouse a little and I guarantee you the job is yours.’

‘I don’t know how to thank you. Although I came here to get away from Willem, I knew I would have to crawl back to him. If I can get this job, I could slowly rebuild my life again. Do they have rooms at the club?’

‘Yes. Bert charges R700 a week. But your tips will be more than that. You can put away most of your basic salary and your extras.’

The arrest had not been a coincidence. Although it would have been easy to plant Marelize as a stripper, the undercover cop was hesitant to strip naked for a living. The team therefore did their homework and found a complaint against the bar lady. Although the docket had been closed due to insufficient evidence, they reopened it and arrested the woman. She would be out on bail soon and they would drop the charges in a few weeks, but they only needed an opportunity to get Marelize into the club. Although they had hoped the stripper would invite the cop to stay with her, Marelize knew she could not push for this. Getting into the club was the first step. After that, she had to get closer to the stripper and hopefully move in with her. This had all fallen into place within a month after the undercover cop had started working at the club. 

But the decision she now had to make had nothing to do with her undercover work, although Grizelda had put the opportunity in her path. One night, after closing time, the stripper had asked a question which was so out of left field, the undercover cop had no idea how her character, Hanneli, would react to it, so she allowed her own desires to guide her answer. 

‘Do you want to go watch half-naked women hit the snot out of each other?’

‘What?’

‘There is a female fighting tournament in an abandoned warehouse once a month. I haven’t been to it for a while, but the women are always super sexy. They wear only G-strings, and the winner of the tournament gets fifty thousand rand. This always makes for brutal fights. These women would kill each other if the referee does not stop them from doing so.’

‘I am in. But how much is the cover charge?’

‘Five thousand rand.’

‘I can’t pay that much to watch women fight.’

‘Don’t worry. The organiser, James, is a client. He let me watch from his private box. After the fights, I show him a good time. Are you okay with having a threesome?’

‘With you and him?’

‘Yes.’

‘Sure.’ This did not come out with as much confidence as the undercover cop had hoped for. It would be her first threesome and her first time with another woman, but she just had to see these fights. Having to make love with the sexy stripper and her client seemed like a small price to pay for what she would get to witness. How she would explain all this to her captain did not even cross her mind.

The seven fights were even sexier and more brutal than Marelize could have hoped for in her wildest dreams. The threesome was so much fun, she knew she would have many more in the future. Although both these experiences made a big impact on her, James’ off-the-cuff remark, while they were having a postcoital cigarette, completely changed her life. 

‘I would love to see you fight, Hanneli.’

‘I don’t know.’ She thought for a while. ‘I mean, I was an amateur MMA fighter, so I probably have a chance to win the money. But this is so wild. I will have to think about it.’

‘Cool. Give me your phone. I will put my number in it. Let me know by two in the afternoon next Friday. I will slot you in if you want to fight. But I can’t wait longer than that. We have many women who want to enter the tournament.’ This was not true. Most women tried this only once. Those who returned usually needed two or three months to recover before they could fight again. So, it was tricky to find eight good-looking women with fighting skills for each event.

‘I will let you know.’

Marelize picked up her phone again. The only thing which stood between her and entering the tournament was her fear of what the captain’s reaction would be should he ever find out about her fighting topless in an underground female fighting tournament. Although she thought she could convince him she had to do it to maintain her cover, she knew he would probably see through her deception. But when would she ever get an opportunity like this again? She dialled James’ number, not entirely sure what she would tell him yet. When he answered, she blurted it out before common sense could stop her from following her passion. 

‘I will fight. Do you still have a spot for me?’

‘Yes, but I have four other women wanting that spot. If you take it, you have to commit.’

‘I give you my word. I will fight in your tournament.’
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Chapter 2: The Tournament
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Babewatch was still quiet. Two guys had come in just after one. Grizelda was giving them a private show in the booths. The other three strippers working the early shift were playing cards at a table, waiting for more clients to arrive. This gave Marelize lots of time to think. She had a stressful job in which any mistake might blow the mission or result in her death. Thinking about the mission and the character she was playing was, therefore, part of her job. However, she was not thinking about these. Instead, she was thinking about her earlier decision to enter an underground female fighting tournament. Although she somewhat regretted this decision now, she also knew she would not change her mind. To justify this to her superiors, she had to link her decision to her mission of gathering information about Jaco’s criminal enterprise. The first step would be to tell Grizelda, and hopefully the stripper would either mention something about her brother enjoying these fights or even that she would invite him to watch the fights. This might be a way for the undercover policewoman to finally meet the criminal they were actually investigating. Although Grizelda sometimes went to her brother’s home, he never visited her. She also did not talk about him much. In an attempt to make her talk about Jaco, the police even created an undercover brother for the character Hanneli Louw. Marelize talked about him often and a male undercover cop even came to visit a few times. But this did not work. Grizelda still did not talk about her brother. If the fights could make the stripper say anything about her brother, or if Marelize could meet him because of entering the tournament, Captain Kriel would support her decision to enter the fighting tournament, even though the reason she entered was purely personal. She missed fighting, and the thought of fighting in a topless tournament excited her. Baring her breasts during a fight with another bare-chested woman felt very primal. Before she had taken the bar lady job at Babewatch, she would never even think about fighting topless. But on her first day at the club, she had found out part of her job was to go topless when a patron paid for it. For fifteen minutes they paid three hundred rand. Of this, she kept two hundred, and the club took a hundred. That first time had been embarrassing and nerve wrecking. But she had also enjoyed the lust and admiration in the patrons’ eyes when she exposed her firm C-cup breasts with their thick brown nipples. Soon, she could not wait to go topless. Most days, she would have two or three patrons paying for her to take her top off. The extra funds came in handy. A perk of working undercover was that she could keep any money earned legally. But, although she would never tell the owner, she would probably go topless for free. The adrenalin high she got was worth more than the money she earned. 

Four guys entering the club brought Marelize’s thoughts back to the present. She took their drink orders before they joined the three strippers at their table. Twenty minutes later, Grizelda and the two guys she had been entertaining came back into the main area. After ordering drinks, the guys went back to their table while the stripper remained at the bar to chat with her friend.

‘Guess what I have done earlier?’

‘Tell me.’

‘I told James I will fight in his next tournament.’

‘Good for you. I admire your guts. Those fights are brutal, but I am sure you will do well.’

‘It will be my first tournament. I just hope to entertain the guys watching.’

‘Don’t forget the chicks watching. Am I invited to watch you fight?’

‘Of course. You are the only woman I know who loves watching catfights as much as I do. Most men love it when we fight, but few women will pay to see other women slam their fists into each other’s faces. To be honest, I do not know a guy who does not love catfights. I remember when we were teenagers. My brother had videos and magazines he kept hidden from our parents. But he and his buddies talked about the fights all the time. I loved to page through the magazines when he was not home. Did your brother also have a stack of catfight magazines?’

‘Not really. But I am sure he enjoys a good catfight. As you said, all men enjoy watching sexy women fighting against each other.’

‘You can invite him if you want to.’ Marelize regretted saying this. An undercover cop should never push too hard. She had just broken this rule. She had not met Jaco, but she had just invited him to her first topless fighting tournament. This was not something a woman would normally do, unless she was interested in a guy. ‘What am I saying? He does not even know me. I am just so excited about fighting, so I want everybody to come watch me.’

‘He rarely goes out. But maybe I will record your fights and show it to him.’

‘James will probably not allow anybody to record the fights.’

‘He won’t. But I am not just anybody. He will allow me to do it if I promise him we will not share it with anybody else.’

As an experienced undercover cop, Marelize should have picked up on the signs. But she was so focussed on finding anything to justify her decision to fight, she did not look for any change in the stripper’s behaviour. ‘Sure, you can record my fights. I would also love to watch them afterwards. I may learn from my mistakes when I watch the footage. This can only be an advantage for any future tournaments I will fight in.’

‘Great. Give me a shot. My nipples are going soft. They need a boost.’ Grizelda’s nipples always got hard after taking a shot. As a stripper, stiff nipples meant more clients and more money. 

After the stripper took her shot, she returned to the floor, hoping to entice the other four men, who had entered last, to book her for a private show. This gave Marelize time to consider her next step. She thought about telling Captain Kriel about the underground female fighting event and Jaco’s potential interest in these fights. But she knew her superior would then not allow her to fight. She therefore decided to tell him only after the tournament, and only if her fights led to information they could use. 

Leading up to the tournament, doubts about her decision set in. But each time Marelize talked about pulling out of the tournament, her stripper friend convinced her not to do so. She told the undercover cop not to worry about what others would think, but rather to follow her own dreams and to satisfy her own desires. Therefore, although she was nervous while a taxi took them to the warehouse, the policewoman was excited about fighting once again. Adrenalin was already coursing through her veins, as it had done before fights when she had been an amateur MMA fighter. This familiar feeling brought back reminders of a simpler time when she lived for fighting. None of the stresses she now experienced because of the lie she was living each day and the dangers this caused, was present back then. She wondered what her life would have been like if she had turned professional back then. All these memories and feelings convinced her further that she had made the right decision when she had told James she would fight in this tournament.   
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