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​​​Chapter 1 – Off to England
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Christina took a deep breath as the airplane powered off OR Tambo International Airport’s runway in the late afternoon. Joburg’s skyline soon became visible as the pilot steered the plane north, towards England, towards a new adventure. Adventure had been lacking in her life for far too long. Stephen had swept her off her feet shortly after school. They got married way too young. Although both soon realised they made a mistake, they made it work for almost ten years before calling it quits. It was definitely not all doom and gloom. They cared for each other and even loved each other, but their personalities were just too different. She needed to go out and do stuff. She needed an adrenalin rush. He hated being in a crowd and preferred to stay at home, playing video games and watching catfight movies. At first, she could not understand his fascination with women fighting each other in skimpy outfits. But when she made an effort to watch a few matches with him, it aroused her in more ways than she could imagine. Sex after watching a catfight together was intense and rewarding. But mostly, seeing two women fight woke up her competitive spirit. She wanted to try it. She wanted to know what it feels like to face another woman in a fight. Although they fantasised about this often before sex, Stephen made it clear that he just could not stand watching her get hurt during a fight. For him, talking about catfights with her was the ultimate dream, watching her fight for real, more of a nightmare. So, she never pursued it, although her desire to fight another woman was gnawing at her insides.

Christina looked at the other passengers, wondering how many of the women had been in a catfight. She wondered what the men would think if only they knew what was in store for her in London. Shortly after their divorce, she had searched for potential opponents. But her search proved fruitless. It seemed no other woman in South Africa had a desire to be in a catfight. No other sane woman, anyway. The only responses she had received were from men sharing their fantasies and one very disturbing challenge from a woman. If the woman had not left a voice message, she would have assumed it was just another guy sharing his fantasies. But it was a sweet female voice, challenging her to a knife fight to the death at the bottom of an abandoned mineshaft. Although she was sure this was just a poor joke, it stopped her from searching for opponents for a while. But then she started chatting with Paul, the owner of a London based catfight production company. They hit it off and had long chats about many topics, including catfighting. When he invited her to have a few fights for his company, she immediately accepted. While waiting for a temporary work permit, Christina joined an MMA gym to learn some basic grappling and striking skills and to get her body into the best shape it had ever been in.

The cold air bit through her winter’s jacket when she tasted her first taste of the English winter. Her priority would be to purchase clothes made for this weather. The mild South African winters were no match for this extreme cold. Traveling to London during the European winter was maybe not the best idea. A few hours earlier, she had been in short sleeves, allowing the South African summer sun to bake her tanned skin. Now she was facing a cold much worse than any she had felt before. 

After collecting her bags, she faced the tedious task of making her way through immigration and customs. The customs lady gave her a knowing smile. 

‘Not used to our winter, love?’

‘No. This is terrible. How do you survive here?’

‘You’d get used to it. Do you have anything to declare?’

‘Yes. I brought a few bottles of South African wine for the guy who invited me over.’

‘Lucky fella. I spent six months in South Africa after school and fell in love with your wines, especially the Pinotage.

‘I brought six bottles of Pinotage. You are welcome to one.’

‘Oh, I miss the South African generosity, but unfortunately we may not take any gifts.’ She handed Christina a slip with the calculated duties on it. ‘Now, pay this to the cashier and you are free to enter.’

‘Thank you.’

‘Thank you, love. Welcome to our island.’

This interaction with the friendly customs official made Christina happy, despite the cold. Her mood improved even further when Paul greeted her with a thick jacked draped over his arm.

‘Paul. I am glad to see you. It is so cold over here.’

‘Hi, Christina. I thought you might underestimate our winter. Here, my wife sent this to make sure you are warm,’ he said while handing her the jacket.

‘Your wife? It is so nice of her.’ It surprised Christina that Paul was married. This had never come up during any of their conversations. ‘Is she okay with you being a catfight producer?’

‘She is one of our fighters. In fact, she started the business. I was a fan when we started dating. As they say, the rest is history.’

Christina put the jacket on before they walked to the parking area to Paul’s large German vehicle. After leaving the airport, they talked about the weather and other general topics for a while, before Christina asked the question which has been weighing on her mind for a while.

‘So, have you found me an opponent yet?’

‘Yes, we have another woman flying in from New Zealand tomorrow. It will be her first fight as well. I thought the rugby rivalry between your countries would be a nice twist. Fans like a good rivalry between the fighters and the two of you will represent one of the greatest rivalries in sport. I plan to let you come to the ring wearing your countries’ rugby jerseys.’

‘Interesting. I have to be honest, I feel even more pressure to win. We are the current world champions and I cannot let my country down by losing to a Kiwi.’

‘Don’t remind me. We all really thought England would win the final.’

Christina gave Paul a sympathetic smile. She remembered how gutted her English friends had been after the final. She loved it when her team won, but she got no joy from the disappointment of others when their team lost. 

‘Can you tell me more about her?’

‘Her name is Olivia. She is also in her late twenties, has been divorced for about a year, and has no children. We have been talking for about six months before she decided to join the UK Cats as a catfighter. According to the stats she gave me, she is similar in size and weight to you. We will, off course, do our own measurements before your fight, but I think the two of you will be a good match-up for each other.’

Butterflies fluttered in Christina’s tummy. Learning about her opponent suddenly made things very real. She would soon fight another woman, with both of them wearing only tiny G-strings. This excited her, but also made her very nervous.  

After driving for about forty minutes, they pulled into Paul’s driveway. The house was larger than Christina imagined it would be. She would later learn that it was in an upper-class neighbourhood. 

‘Welcome. You will stay with us for a few days until we can sort out a flat near the studios for you.’ What Paul did not tell Christina was that he wanted to see her fight first before investing more money in her.

When they entered the house, a petite brunette greeted them with a broad smile on her face. She gave Christina a tight hug. ‘Excuse me, I am a hugger, love. My name is Annie. I’m Paul’s wife.’

‘Hi, Annie. I am Christina. Thank you for opening your home to me, and thank you for sending me this jacked. Without it, I would have frozen to death.’ Christina recognised the tiny woman. She fought in the strawweight division and had been the champion for a while. After she started chatting with Paul, Christina had watched a few catfight videos produced by him, and she soon became a fan of the little spitfire called Sarah, which was Annie’s catfighter name.

‘Keep the jacket. One of the other fighters left it here and I could never find out who it was. I assume it was somebody who no longer fights for us.’ 

‘Thank you. When is your next fight?’

‘I will have a catfight on the same night you make your debut. Are you as excited to fight as I am?’

‘It has been a dream of mine for a while. I cannot wait to make it a reality. Who are you fighting?’

‘A Scottish girl named Stella. She had a few wins and is challenging me for the strawweight title.’

‘I have seen a few of her videos as well. I can’t wait to see the two of you fight.’

‘Well, I can’t wait to see you fight, either. Your first fight can be a nerve wrecking affair, but once the first slap lands on your body, you will know whether you are a catfighter. If you are, it will be one of the best experiences of your life. If not, it may turn into a miserable night for you,’

‘Oh, I want to fight. There is nothing I want to do more than to be in a catfight.’

‘Good. Some girls do it only for the money. To be successful, you have to enjoy fighting.’ While talking, Annie threw them each a red wine. ‘I hope you drink red wine. I have this and beer.’

‘I love a red wine. That reminds me. I brought you guys a few bottles of South African red wine.’ Christina opened her bag and handed the six bottles of wine to her host.

‘You are too kind. We will open a bottle as soon as we finish this glass. Having a few glasses of wine will give us an excellent opportunity to get to know each other. Although we have vicious fights against each other, we try to ensure our fighters remain friendly with each other outside the pit.’

‘I know it is silly. But after watching most of your fights, I already like you. To be honest, I am a big fan.’

‘Well, hopefully you will like me outside the fighting pit as well.’

‘You like red wine. I think I am a fan already.’

Both women laughed at this.

‘Well, I am a fan of anybody who brings me excellent red wine.’

Paul was mostly quiet, allowing the two women to bond. When he eventually went to bed after a couple of beers, the women were on their third bottle of red wine.
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​Chapter 2 – Measuring Up
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​Christina woke up the next morning with a terrible hangover. She and Annie had hit it off like a house on fire. But she was now paying for their fun the previous night. When she stumbled into the kitchen for a glass of water, it surprised her to see Annie busy making breakfast, with no apparent negative effects from the previous night.

‘Morning, love. You look slightly under the weather. Don’t worry, some greasy bacon and eggs will sort you out.’

‘Why are you looking so fresh? You cannot look this good after all the wine we had last night.’

‘I made sure I had plenty of water as well. It is the dehydration causing the headache you are dealing with. Have plenty of water. There are aspirins in your bathroom cabinet. Have some. We will have a busy day after Olivia arrives.’

After taking a few aspirins and having a good breakfast and plenty of water, Christina felt more like a human being again. Paul and Olivia arrived shortly after she had taken a long, hot shower. The two women gave each other a nervous smile. Both were civil towards the other, but neither were letting their guard down. Annie’s bubbling personality lightened the tension. But Christina felt the rivalry boiling up again when her opponent gave their host a few bottles of New Zealand red wine. Although there could obviously be no way for Olivia to know she had also given them wine, this felt like a direct challenge to Christina. 

‘Ladies, we do not have much time. Olivia, let me show you to your room. You can unpack later. We need to go to the studio for measurements, photos and interviews. Both of you will also grapple against me for a few minutes so I can gauge your skill levels. We will not allow you to fight each other if we think one of you will totally dominate the other. But don’t worry, should that happen, we will find other opponents for both of you.’

Paul and the three women arrived at the studio about an hour later. From the outside, the studio looked like just another shop in the mall, albeit with its windows blacked out. After entering the studio, Christina took a few moments to take in the layout. Thick wrestling mats covered all the walls, including the window to mask the sound of women fighting each other. Another thick wrestling mat, about the size of the door, rested against a wall near the door. The fighting pit was in the left-back corner. It was a thinner wrestling mat of about ten-foot by ten-foot. Two sides were against the wall. Lights and stationary cameras were mounted on the two open sides a few feet from the edge of the catfight pit. The dressing room was in the right-back corner. In the front-right corner was a fridge filled with bottled water and a few bottles of shooters. There were also six comfortable chairs placed on either side of the fridge. Another chair and small table were placed on the opposite side of the room, just behind the cameras and lights.

Paul locked the door behind them to ensure nobody came in. He placed the thick mat, which rested against the wall, against the door, making the room almost fully sound proof.

‘Ladies, come with me. We need to get dressed while Paul prepares the lights and cameras.’ Annie headed to the change room and the two new catfighters followed her.

Inside the change room was a small shower, two benches mounted against two of the walls, a mountain of clean towels and a basket filled with G-strings. Between the door and the shower were hooks mounted to the wall. About ten thick, white gowns hung from these hooks. Eight lockers were mounted to the fourth wall. 

‘We will all put on G-strings and a gown. You can put your clothes in a locker. After we are dressed, we will do all the measurements for your profile on our web page. Then Paul will take photos of the two of you for your profile before he video tapes a quick interview with each of you, also for your profile. When the admin is done, you will sign the agreements, before I will wrestle each of you for a few minutes to ensure you are suitable opponents for each other. While we are wrestling, Paul will create your profiles. You will sign off on your profiles before we head back home. Any questions?’

Both women shook their heads. They were clearly nervous, although their catfight would not happen for another couple of days.

‘Good. We have a surprise for both of you.’ Annie handed Olivia a black G-string with a white fern on the crotch area, before she handed Christina a green G-string with gold trim and a springbok on the crotch area. ‘We want to sell the rugby rivalry between your countries as a rivalry between the two of you for your fight. Put these on.’

Annie started stripping down immediately, but the other two needed a few seconds before they also discarded their clothes and replaced them with the tiny G-strings Annie had given them. Although the heat was turned on and the change room was actually nice and warm, Christina was shivering. The idea of being in a G-string only in this cold climate messed with her head. She was shivering in anticipation of feeling cold, rather than really being cold. After putting on her red micro G-string, which barely covered her clean-shaven pussy, Annie took an electronic scale, a measuring tape and a notebook and pen from a locker. She gave the two sexy women a once-over with her eyes, before she measured and wrote down their length and their chest, waist and hip measurements. After this, she weighed both of them, and also wrote this in her book. Although Christina knew her weight, she nervously looked down at the scale to confirm that she still weighed fifty-nine kilograms. But the scale only went up to nine-point-two-nine.

‘That cannot be right. I am fifty-nine kilograms.’

Annie smiled at her. ‘This is stones, love. We show your weight in kilograms, stones and pounds, and the rest of your measurements in metric and imperial on the web page.’

‘So, how many kilograms am I?’

‘I will calculate it after weighing Olivia as well.’

When Olivia got on the scale, Christina glanced at the display to see how much her opponent was weighing. She was nine-point-four-five stone. This meant nothing to the South African, except that her opponent outweighed her.

After all the measurements were done and Annie had made all her notes, the women put on white gowns and made their way back to the main room. Paul was already waiting for them, with a camera in his hand. He called Christina to the fighting pit first and took a few photos straight from the front. He then took a few photos of her back and bum while she looked back at him over her shoulder. Once he was satisfied, he had enough quality profile photos, he did the same with Olivia. 

When Paul was done taking photos, he brought two of the chairs and a video camera to the fighting pit. Christina was first up again. She sat down on a chair, wearing only the tiny G-string. Annie sat down next to her on the other chair, also wearing just her tiny G-string. When Paul gave them a signal that he was recording, Annie gave the camera a sexy smile before starting the interview.

‘Hi fans. Today we are introducing Christina from South Africa. Hallo, Christina. You will have your first catfight in a few days, possible against another new fighter, Olivia. How did you get into catfighting?’

‘Hi, Annie and hi to all the fans. My ex-husband was a huge fan. He got me interested, but he never wanted me to fight. After our divorce, I started looking for opponents, but could not find any in South Africa. But after chatting with Paul, I decided to join the UK Cats.’

‘Have you been in any fights? Maybe at school or at a club.’

‘No. But I have played many sports and am used to roughing it with other women.’

‘Are you looking forward to your first fight?’

‘I am very excited to finally fight another woman. But I am slightly nervous as well. I am not entirely sure what to expect. All I know is that I will give my all. I want to give my opponent a good fight and I am sure she will give me a good fight as well.’

‘You are from South Africa and your potential opponent is from New Zealand. These two countries are huge rugby rivals. Do you feel this rivalry will influence the rivalry between you and Olivia during your fight?’

‘It definitely will. I feel I am representing South Africa and therefore the world champion Springboks. She is representing New Zealand and the All Blacks, arguably the second best rugby side at the moment. For me, it is very important to beat her. I am sure she feels the same.’

‘There you have it, fans. Christina is ready to entertain you with competitive catfights, like only the UK Cats can produce. Please support her by purchasing her catfight videos.’

When Paul gave the thumbs up, Annie called Olivia to the interview chairs and told Christina to get ready for their wrestling session. The two opponents bumped into each other as the South African got up. Both refused to step back, but Annie quickly separated them. ‘Leave it for your fight, girls. We treat each other with respect outside the fighting pit.’

While warming up, Christina listened to Olivia’s interview. It surprised her how similar their stories were. The New Zealander’s ex-husband also got her interested in catfighting. He also did not want her to fight. After their divorce, she had also started looking for opponents. She had also started chatting to Paul and would also have her first recorded catfight for the UK Cats. The only difference was that she had been in a fight before, albeit a short affair broken up by their boyfriends almost as soon as it started. This happened when she had been in university. She and her best friend had words, she no longer remembered about what. It got heated, and they grabbed each other by the hair, while landing a few punches. But it was broken up before either could do any actual damage.

After the interviews, Paul handed the two new ladies their agreements. ‘Please read through your agreements and sign them. After that, Annie will wrestle with each of you.’

Christina quickly read through it and did not see any surprises. Paul had discussed the terms with her before he bought her a ticket to London. She signed it and handed it back to him. Soon after, Olivia also signed her agreement.

Annie warmed up while the two women signed their agreements. When she was done, she called Christina. ‘Are you ready or do you need to warm up some more?’

‘I am ready.’

‘Good. This will be a wrestling match only. No slapping, no hairpulling and no breast mauling. Do you understand?’

‘Yes.’ Christina was very nervous.

‘Okay. Ready, fight.’

Although the South African outweighed her opponent by about twenty-five pounds, she struggled to get her down. The petite fighter’s balance was exceptional, and she was much stronger than she looked. When the bigger fighter eventually got her opponent down, the English fighter used her superior wrestling skills to turn them over. Once on top, she controlled the heavier fighter, countering each of her attempts to escape the hold. After controlling the South African for a while, Annie tapped her on the arm.

‘Enough for now. Let me show you the catfight techniques.’

The women got back to their feet with Christina breathing much heavier than her smaller opponent.

‘We pull hair, but we do not yank. Take hold and pull like this. You may pull as hard as you want, but never with a sudden movement like this.’ 
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