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WRESTLING FOR TOP

PART ONE

 

 

Jack Stevens


Dedication

For Cymrofight

 

The world’s best wrestler!


Chapter One

 

 

He’d put up a good fight, but now…he was fucked.

Hopelessly pinned by the heavier man’s weight, he tried to buck and bridge, to shift his captor, but his struggles were useless, for show only. His slim, muscular body had finally been overpowered by the near-naked, hairy thug on top of him. Exhausted and outmanoeuvred he could only lie there, grit his teeth and prepare for the inevitable.

“You ready for this?” The man on top looked down, grinning ferociously. His knees dug painfully into his captive’s biceps, his hairy thighs framing the young, flushed face as he sat triumphantly on his bare, heaving chest. Slowly he drew one hand down his face to wipe the sweat from his eyes, let the hand continue down, over the sopping, dark, matted hair of his chest, sending a sudden shower of stinging sweat straight into the eyes of the lad pinned under him with a contemptuous flick of his wrist.

The boy shook his head and blinked furiously to clear his sight. Grunting loudly, he made one last attempt to be free, thrusting his hips up in a powerful, bridging motion. He was young, strong and agile, but it was hopeless. Laughing cruelly, the man on top rode the boy, let him arch his lean body up as far as he could before raising himself that little bit further with a push of his thighs and then dropping his full weight back down on him, breaking his bridge and crushing all hope of escape. Defiance blazing in his blue eyes, the winded, beaten boy glared up at the man on top of him. “Fuck you.” The words were clearly mouthed but totally silent, one last secret message between them.

The older man laughed out loud. “Suck my dick,” he whispered, before leaning down and forward, smothering the handsome, clean-cut features of the face beneath him with his soaked package.

“One-ah! Two-ah! Three-ah!”

Around the wrestling ring, the audience erupted into a ragged chorus of boos and catcalls as the referee sprang up from his crouched position right next to the two grapplers, and signalled his decision to the ringside MC. The bell rang, the last wrestling match of the evening came to its end, and its outcome wasn’t what anyone had expected. Splendid in bow tie and dinner jacket, whose repairs and missing buttons only showed if you looked really closely, the MC rose from his seat at the ring’s apron and clambered in under the ropes to announce the decision.

“You getting off my face anytime soon?” The pinned youngster, back to canvas, was attempting a hissed stage whisper but his words were muffled by the Lycra-clad crotch still shoved in his face.

“Just giving the punters what they want.”

“Just getting what you want!”

The winning wrestler gave a soft chuckle and sat back up, his arse plumped down hard on the younger man’s chest. In full villain mode he raised his arms and struck a victory pose, calculated to enflame the audience, who had of course favoured the younger, blue-eyed, blond-haired ‘face’. In traditional ‘heel’ black trunks and boots, the hair on his chest and belly plastered to his skin after the exertions of the previous six rounds, the winner slowly twisted and turned, arms flexed, so that everyone on every side of the ring got an eyeful of his sneer and show of arrogance. With a leer at an elderly lady in the front row, he kissed first one rounded biceps then the other.

“God, you’re such a ham!” hissed the voice from beneath him. As he continued to play to the crowd, the man on top shifted forward, as if by accident, so that he was practically sitting on the vanquished boy’s face, his arse grinding down on the smooth features beneath him in front of forty or more shouting, screaming fans, all of them blissfully unaware of just how much both guys in the ring were getting off on it.

“Ladies and gentlemen.” The MC had taken his place at the centre of the ring. He paused, as if waiting for a much larger, much louder crowd to quieten. He pulled uncertainly at his garish bow tie. “In the third minute of the sixth round, after a terrific struggle, the one fall required goes to…”

The winning wrestler finally rose to his feet and strolled over to the MC, arms stretched out as if basking in the hate from the ringsiders. “What’s up?” he whispered out of the corner of his mouth. “Forgot my name?”

The MC hastily covered his mic. “You were supposed to lose!” he hissed back while keeping a fixed smile for the benefit of the audience.

“So what you gonna do?”

The MC uncovered his mic. “The winning fall goes to… ‘Nasty’ Nick Norris.”

The cries of derision rose and peaked as Nasty Nick took his victory walk round the ring, pausing at strategic points where the punters were most vehement, swapping a few crude insults with familiar faces. He despised the crowd. The crowd hated him. And they all loved it.

“And your appreciation, ladies and gentlemen, please,” the MC continued, “for a valiant opponent…and unexpected loser… The teen sensation, Chris ‘Kid’ Bacchus!”

The Kid had also by this point risen to his feet and with one hand pressed to the small of his back, just above the line of his tight yellow trunks, as if massaging some dire injury, he let the MC raise his other arm and accepted with sportsmanlike grace the crowd’s applause.

“You should’ve killed him, Chris!” shrieked the old woman from the front row. It wasn’t clear whether her excitement was due to anger at Nick’s ill-deserved victory or to being so close to a good-looking young man with the musculature of a gymnast, body glowing from his grappling, skin gleaming with sweat, wearing only the briefest, tightest trunks. The Kid nodded with exaggerated ruefulness and waved at her, wincing to drive home the point about his ‘injury’, before smiling with brave resignation to show what a good loser he was. The old woman sank back into her seat and fanned herself with the evening’s programme.

The MC turned once more to Nick, hand held out, and Nick, finally back on script, laughed nastily in the required fashion, spurned the gesture, and slid out under the bottom rope of the ring to make his way back to the dressing rooms. “Once again please,” the MC declared, “a hand for your winner, Nick Norris. And one for the loser, Kid Bacchus.”

The boos and cheers dutifully came on cue then died quickly away. The bout was done, the evening’s card finished, and already people were heading for the exits.

A few, mainly youngsters, hung about in The Kid’s corner, waiting for him to leave the ring, hoping maybe to witness his trademark exit: a victory somersault from the top rope. The Kid glanced at the referee who was gathering the wrestlers’ towels and water bottles from their corners. The man in the black and white striped shirt gave a small shake of his shaven head and he understood. Much as he’d like to have obliged the fans, a triumphant vault from the ring was hardly in keeping with the way this night’s bout had ended. So instead, he waited for the referee to sit on the middle rope, pushing it down at the same time as he pushed the top rope up, so Kid Bacchus could carefully leave the ring between them the way an exhausted and probably injured teen sensation should.

“Bad luck, Chris!” a tall, thin lad in a faded, frayed POWer Promotions T-shirt said. “The bastard cheated. He was heavier than you.”

“Thanks, Dunc.” The Kid nodded to this familiar and most die-hard POWer fan, as if agreeing with the strange illogic.

He went to move on but from somewhere behind Dunc came the sound of handclapping, a slow and ironic echo of the previous applause. He peered into the gloom of the hall, lit only by the few lights that were still on over the ring. “Yeah, Kid,” a man’s voice drawled in mockery of the lad who had just spoken, “you should have won. I mean, you really should have won. That was tonight’s script, wasn’t it?” Dunc scuttled away as if unwilling to hear such heresy, leaving the young wrestler to face a still-seated middle-aged man wearing, in contrast to absolutely everyone else there that night, a suit and overcoat. The man stopped clapping and lounged back in his seat, an expression somewhere between amusement and boredom on his face. Beside him another figure stood, and although his features were practically invisible in the dim light and shadows of the hall, something about his stance struck The Kid as peculiarly protective of the seated man. Bodyguard? The idea was ridiculous, but who knew? The sarcastic speaker had certainly made enough enemies in the business.
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