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​​Chapter 1 – The Coliseum Restaurant
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Liza rushes back to the kitchen to remove her tunic and to fetch the rest of the plates for her table. She has eight students today, seven male and one female. When they came in, she knew she would get sponsored tonight. Students rarely eat here as the prices are quite steep. On top of that the restaurant has a cover charge of one-hundred Rand per male patron. She had students at her table before who did not sponsor her, but the way these lot looked at her gave away their plan the moment they entered the restaurant. The guys, two of whom go to economics class with her, smiled at her and could not keep their eyes off her beautiful athletic body, covered by a small tunic only. In contrast, the girl looked at her as if they are lifelong enemies. Liza sized her up as well. She looks like a bit of a scrapper, probably a tomboy friend of one of the guys. Her hair is short and her clothes loose and comfortable. Although she is not a Barbie doll by any stretch of the imagination, Liza still finds her attractive. To her surprise the guys did not sponsor her immediately. Instead, they ordered first before they made their sums to ensure they have enough money for the food and the sponsorship. When Liza brought the first four plates of food to the table, one of her economics classmates handed over the five-hundred Rand sponsorship. He sheepishly told her it is for a table challenge. The Coliseum offers two kinds of challenges. The most popular challenge is the waitress challenge. Two tables sponsor their waitresses for a match against each other. The winner gets seventy percent of the total sponsorship and the loser thirty percent. The table of the winner also gets a bottle of champagne. For a table challenge a woman at the table wrestles against the waitress. If she wins, the table gets twenty percent off their bill and a bottle of champagne. The waitress keeps the full sponsorship if she wins. If she loses, the sponsorship is paid back to the table and she has to pay the twenty percent on behalf of the table. The owners do not share this detail with their patrons, but each waitress knows she is wrestling for much more than pride. On a bad day a waitress may walk out with less money than she started the day with. On rare occasions, two women from the same table, or even from different tables, may challenge each other to a wrestling match. But Liza does not like challenges between patrons. Although they are fun to watch, they take away an opportunity for her to make money. Liza neatly folds her tunic and places it in her locker. Although women rarely go topless in public in South Africa, it does not bother Liza to display her bare breasts. During her first year as a student she befriended a German girl. When they went to Clifton beach together, her friend went topless and Liza soon felt comfortable enough to shed her top as well. She glances at her tanned athletic body as she passes the mirror next to the lockers. She is happy with her B-cup breasts as they fit her body well and she knows guys cannot take their eyes off of her long dark nipples. This is proven once again when she picks up the four remaining plates at the kitchen. The male chefs all stop working to glance in her direction. She walks to her table with long strides to make her boobs jiggle and bounce wildly. This drops the jaws of the seven male students at her table and most of the other men in the restaurant. It also brings a very dirty look from her opponent. She glances at the guy sitting next to her, but his eyes are fixed on Liza's bouncing boobs. This enrages her opponent, who she would later learn is called Kathryn, even further. Liza almost feels sorry for her as it looks like Kathryn has a crush on one of the guys. She probably only agreed to wrestle with the hope that it would convince him to ask her out. Liza was once in the same position. But no man will ever again convince her to do something she is not comfortable with. When she reaches the table, she takes her time putting the plates down, making sure her naked breasts brushes against a few of the guys' arms and backs. She does this for two reasons. The main reason is to earn a better tip, the other is to piss her opponent off. If she is mad enough, she may throw caution to the wind during their fight, giving Liza more opportunities to pin her. After asking all the guys whether they need another drink, she deliberately ignores Kathryn. She turns to the guy who gave her the sponsorship money. 'So, when do you want us to wrestle?'

However, it is Kathryn who answers. 'Now.'

Liza ignores her. 'Do you want to finish your food first?'

Kathryn is on her feet. 'We fight right now.'

Liza slowly turns to her. 'Relax honey. Let the men make the important decisions.'

This has the desired effect. Kathryn rushes her, but is intercepted by Frank, the bouncer. He tries to calm her down with his deep voice. 'Come with me, I will show you the change rooms.'

But Kathryn has other plans. 'Let me go, I don't need a change room.'

Franks releases her, but stays between her and Liza. Frustrated that she is unable to punch Liza in the face, Kathryn unbuttons her blouse and unhooks her bra. She hangs them on the back of her chair before she kicks of her shoes and wriggles out of her jean shorts. This diverts the attention of the guys away from Liza's boobs straight to Kathryn's boobs. She is well endowed for her athletic body. The D cup breasts are adorned by small pink nipples. Although Liza has no intention to date any of these guys in future, she is still jealous of the way they look at Kathryn. It will be nice to teach this little tramp a lesson. However, before they can start wrestling, the announcer needs to find somebody to oil Liza down. When he asked Kathryn whether she wanted a chance to make some money as well, she indicated that her crush would oil her down. This brought a huge smile to the guy's face. Liza shimmies her upper body as the announcer asks for bids to oil her down. This is an opportunity to earn some extra money from the fight and she wants to make sure the bids go as high as possible. It quickly goes up to two-hundred-and-fifty Rand, but nobody seems to be willing to pay more. Just as the announcer is about to close the bidding, a guy bids three-hundred Rand. Liza knows that voice and she quickly looks in his direction. Just as she feared, it is her ex, Pieter. What is he doing here? Why would he bid on her? The broad smile on his face confirms the reason. He obviously wants to touch her boobs and body again. Although she wants to tell him to fuck off, Liza knows she will kill her career as an oil wrestler if she does not allow the guy who wins the bid to properly oil her down. Pieter takes a lot of time rubbing oil into her breasts, making sure he tweaks her nipples softly. 'I see you still enjoy that.'

'What are you doing here Pieter?'

'Don't be like that sweetheart, you know I will always love you.'

'Sure, you have a funny way of showing your love. Did you enjoy sleeping with my best friend?'

'You know that was just an accident.'

'Accident? The two of you humped like bunnies for months before I found out. Never mind, just get this over with, I do not want to see you again.'

'You should be glad to see me. I have a proposition for you.'

Liza knows she should ignore him, but curiosity forces her to ask. 'What?'

'A ship with a bunch of rich people is currently about fifty miles offshore. One of the entertainment directors is in town and he is looking for cat fighters. The pay is very good and you will have a chance to see the world.'

Liza knows she shouldn't trust Pieter. After her parents were killed in a car crash when she was sixteen, Pieter's mother, who was the principal of her school, took her in. She paid her school fees and after school, for her first-year university fees. Liza had a crush on Pieter from the moment she saw him for the first time, but he never noticed her. That is until six months after she went to university. One day he came to her dorm and asked her to go to dinner with him. She was so excited about this that his request for her to bring a thong bathing suit with did not even bother her. At that stage she has been tanning topless at Clifton beach for a while and she felt very comfortable exposing her beautiful body. She thought he may want them to go swimming after dinner. When they arrived at the Coliseum restaurant, she was surprised that they were joined by six of his male friends. This was hardly the romantic dinner she was hoping for. He whispered a few sweet nothings into her ear before he broke the real reason why he asked her to dinner. Although many warning lights went off at the same time in her brain, she was so in love with him that she agreed to wrestle their waitress. That night a few things happened which changed her life forever. She fell in love with wrestling. The excitement of pitting her body against that of another half-naked woman hooked her for life. She also slept with Pieter, after which he asked her to be his girlfriend. Things went well until she caught him sleeping with her best friend. She broke up with him and soon after that found out that his mother stopped paying her university fees. This left her in a position where she needed to earn money immediately. The obvious choice was the Coliseum. She enjoyed wrestling and realised she was good at it when she pinned the waitress three times during that first wrestling match in the same wrestling pit she is about to wrestle in tonight. She frowns at Pieter 'I don't know. What about university?'

'Take a gap year. You will earn enough money to pay for university and to buy a car when you return.'

Pieter squeezes her breasts and kisses her cheek. 'Just go talk to him. You have nothing to lose.'

She looks at him with a lot of distrust in her eyes. 'Okay.'

'Good, I will give you the details after your fight.'

The announcer, who also acts as referee, gets the crowd to count down from five. When the crowd shouts 'FIGHT' the two fighters move towards each other on their knees. The custom-made canvas wrestling pit is covered in baby oil, making it extremely slippery. Just before they collide both women push up with their feet. Liza is surprised that Kathryn mimics this pro move. Amateur wrestlers generally stay on their knees, giving the pro enough of an advantage to take them down. Their bodies collide with a hard smack of oily flesh. Liza grabs hold of Kathryn's body, while Kathryn grabs her around the neck. The grip around her neck hurts Liza and Kathryn squeezes even harder before she forces Liza down to her side. But Liza has been in this position many times before. She uses the momentum of the fall and the slickness of their oiled bodies to roll them over. As soon as she is on top of Kathryn, she spreads her legs to stabilise herself. However, Kathryn seems to know what she is doing as well. She pulls Liza's right wrist towards her with her left hand, while pushing Liza's face with her right. Although Liza's legs stop her from rolling over, her upper body is still pushed off of Kathryn. With a quick twist of her body, Kathryn slips from under Liza's legs and she grabs hold of Liza's neck again. With her weight pushing down on Liza's back she kicks Liza's right knee. It slides away, dropping Liza flat on her stomach. Kathryn tightens her left arm around Liza's throat and forces her right hand under her body, grabbing hold of her right breast and digging her nails into the soft flesh. This is against the rules, but Liza knows the referee will not enter the pit unless this turns into a full-blown fistfight. Although it hurts like hell, Liza does not try to get Kathryn's hand away from her breast. Instead she uses this to her advantage. She rolls her body on top of Kathryn's right arm, forcing her to roll as well. She reaches up and grabs hold of Kathryn's short hair, pulling her head down and twisting her own body. Kathryn's slippery body easily moves away from her own, allowing Liza to pin her on her back. This time Liza pushes forward until her breasts are pushing into Kathryn's face. She presses down to smother Kathryn with her upper body, making sure her rock hard right nipple sticks into Kathryn's left eye. For the first time since the fight started Kathryn panics like most amateur fighters do when they are under pressure. The lack of air scares her and she swings wildly with her arms before she digs her nails into Liza's back. Liza fights through the pain again, making sure Kathryn's shoulders stays pinned to the canvas. The announcer slowly counts to five before he orders the fighters to break. Kathryn either did not hear him, or she is too panicked or mad to stop clawing at Liza's back. A hard slap to her face does the trick though. This earns Liza a stern warning from the referee and a threat from Kathryn. 'I will rip your fucking tits off.'

Liza just smiles at her. 'You try your best honey.'

The women glare at each other while their corner men rub more oil into their already soaking bodies. The start of the second round is a vicious affair. Kathryn tries to make true on her threat. She attacks Liza's breasts with every opportunity she gets. Liza retaliates by digging her nails into Kathryn's ample breasts as well. They also pull hair and slap each other. These tactics are all against the rules, but as both women seems to be fine with them, the referee does not try to stop them. Although Liza wants to hurt Kathryn, the money is more important to her. She needs to pin her opponent once more to win the fight. While Kathryn mauls her breasts again, Liza lands a short, sharp punch to her solar plexus. This knocks the wind out of Kathryn, forcing her to double over. Liza grabs her by the hair and slams her head to the canvas before she rolls on top of her. As a little bonus she slams her knee between Kathryn's spread legs. This brings a scream from Kathryn and her eyes tear up immediately. She does not even try to wrestle Liza off of her as the referee counts to five. This was a tough match, but Liza has been in much tougher fights here. She knows her body will burn like hell from all the deep scratch marks once the adrenalin wears off. But she has earned a total of eight-hundred Rand tonight, making a little pain worth her while. After the announcer lifts he hand in victory, Liza takes a hot shower to get rid of the oil. As she still needs to wait on her table topless, her badly scratched breasts remain on show for all to see. She just smiles at all the guys offering to kiss them better. After realising Kathryn is still not back at the table, she heads over to the change rooms. Kathryn is still crying when Liza enters. Without a word Liza hugs her, keeping Kathryn's head against her breasts for a while, while softly stroking her hair. 'Sorry I was so mean to you. During a fight I have to be a bitch to make sure I earn enough money for tuition fees. You gave me a good run though, my boobs still sting like hell.'

Kathryn pulls away from her. 'Thanks, I am not normally a cry-baby, but that was far more intense than I anticipated.'

'You are a good wrestler. If you want to earn some extra money you should consider working here. I will teach you some moves.'

'Thanks, but I think this was enough wrestling for me for a while.'

Liza kisses her on the forehead. 'Wipe those tears and go get your man. I will bring you a fresh drink, on me.'

After the Coliseum closes at one in the morning Liza takes another shower before she puts her street clothes back on. To her surprise Pieter is waiting for her outside. He gave her a small piece of paper with the contact details of the guy from the ship earlier, so she thought he left already. Hopefully he will not try to get into her pants tonight. She really does not have the energy to deal with him. 'What are you still doing here?'

'I spoke to the entertainment director. He wants to see you tonight still.'

'It’s late, I'm tired.'

'This is a once in a lifetime opportunity. His hotel is close by. I will take you there. It will only be a few minutes.'

'Why are you so concerned with this? Are they paying you?'

Pieter's eyes reveal the lie he is telling. 'No, off course not. I am just looking out for you.'

Liza smiles at this. 'Okay, but we have to be quick.'

Liza should have known Pieter was lying about how far the hotel is as well. It takes them forty minutes with a taxi to get to it. It is a big isolated building on the edge of town. The trees surrounding it and the mountain in the background give it an eerie atmosphere. A woman in her late twenties fetches Liza from the foyer. She tells Pieter to wait there. They walk up an old staircase to the first floor and down the hallway to a room isolated from the others. A tall thin man in his fifties waits for them inside. He looks Liza up and down for a while before he speaks in a thick German accent. 'Good evening, I am Hans. We do not have much time. Can you fight?'

'I wrestle at a restaurant.'

'Wrestling is fun. We need girls for catfights.'

'We pull hair, slap and maul.'

He motions in the direction of the other woman. 'Perhaps I want to see you against my wife Heidi here.'

Without a word Heidi removes her top, revealing large breasts with large pink areolas and small pink nipples. Liza hesitates for a second, not knowing what to expect. But she assumes they will have a catfight and slowly starts to remove her top. She is distracted when Hans talks to Heidi in German. 'Nicht das Gesicht.'

Heidi smiles at him before she closes the distance between her and Liza. Liza understands just enough German to know faces are off limits, so she lifts her fists to protect her battered breasts. Heidi feigns with a left hook to the body before her right fist slams into Liza's jaw. Liza's head rocks back and she stumbles to the floor. Hans sounds agitated. 'Heidi! Nicht das Gesicht!'

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





