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WRESTLING FOR TOP
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Jack Stevens




Dedication

For Cymrofight

 

The world’s best wrestler!




PART ONE




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.

“Up yours, Mansfield,” The Kid muttered and turned away, making his way up the aisle between the seats to the exit doors.

The man laughed. “Later.”

Instinctively, The Kid left the hall through the door that Nasty Nick had not used. Punters liked to think of wrestlers kept apart before and after matches, coached by separate trainers, nurturing long-standing differences and dislikes in, of course, separate changing rooms. In reality, both doors led to the same cramped room, and when The Kid entered it, his bitter enemy of only a few minutes ago was there waiting for him. To his surprise, though, Nasty Nick wasn’t alone. “Thought you’d have gone ages ago.”

Barry ’Baz‘ Collins, ’The Midlands Marvel‘, had been on the bill first that night, and had warmed up the crowd nicely by letting himself be worked over by Sam ’The Mad Man‘ Cooper. A baby-faced twenty-year-old, Sam had suffered beautifully at the hands of The Mad Man, who also happened to be his uncle. Given that his bout had been over for a good hour, and that he was supposed to be getting a lift to and from the hall with Sam, The Kid hadn’t expected to see Baz still in the changing rooms. But there he was, bouncing to his feet with typical Baz enthusiasm, an equally typical broad smile on his face. “Thought I’d hang on in case, y’know, you needed anything.”

The Kid looked down at Nasty Nick who was still sitting on the rickety changing room bench, leaning back against the wall, muscular legs spread wide.

“Or we could go for a drink or a burger or something,” Baz went on hopefully. “Fish ‘n’ chips?”

The Kid glanced again at Nick whose hands were now stroking, apparently absent-mindedly, the hairy thigh muscles that had trapped his opponent’s lithe body in several breath-stealing body-scissors back in the ring. “I’ve got…one or two things to sort out here,” he said. “I’ll catch you tomorrow in The Shed.”

Baz hesitated for just a second, as if considering yet one more option, then nodded, his smile resolutely undimmed. “Right. Great. See you there, then.” He paused in case either of the other two men wanted to add anything. When they didn’t, he gave them both cheery nods and quickly quit the changing rooms.

Kid Bacchus and Nasty Nick Norris regarded each other.

“You were supposed to lose tonight,” The Kid said easily.

Nick grinned still more and went to speak, but the door that had just closed behind Baz banged open again and the evening’s referee entered, changed now from his traditional black and white gear into a plain black T-shirt with matching black scowl. He was already chewing on a thick cigar in flagrant disregard for any and all health and safety regulations. “You were supposed to lose,” he said.

Nick shrugged. “So everyone tells me. Don’t lose your hair, Doug.”

It was a very old joke, but they all still used it because it always got the same automatic reaction. Sure enough, unconsciously Doug ran his head over his shaven head. “So why didn’t you?”

Nick shrugged again and bent down to begin to unlace one of his long leather wrestling boots.

“Mae’s furious,” Doug said.

“She’ll get over it.”

Doug shoved a hand in his pockets, pulled out a thin wad of notes and peeled off three, holding them out for Nick. “She might. You might not.” He turned to The Kid. “See you later―” his eyes flicked to the man undressing on the bench “―when you’ve…finished up here.”

The Kid was starting on his own boots. He waved. “Later.” He looked up, struck by the echo of what he had just said. “Oh, wait. D’you see Mansfield was in tonight?”

Doug nodded shortly. “Saw him. Should have had Baz throw Sam out of the ring at him. Would’ve taken the shine off his suit. ‘Spect he’ll collar me again on the way out.”

“Careful. He’s got someone with him. Might be hired muscle. Two on one, you wouldn’t stand a chance.”

Doug’s disgusted expression made it clear just what he thought of The Kid’s mock warning. The door closed behind his disdainful snort.

With a sigh, ‘Nasty’ Nick Norris, real name Phil Morris, pulled off the one boot now completely unlaced, rolled down the black sock and tossed it to one side to join the boot, then set to work on the other, his stage grin gone, replaced by a more thoughtful expression.

Chris ‘Kid’ Bacchus, real name Terry Ryan, looked across the small room at him. He loved the old school, plain leather boots the other man wore, soft from years of honourable service. The smell of leather, mingled with sweat and muscle rub. He’d known it since he was a real kid. It never failed to stir something deep inside him. And something deep inside his trunks, too. “So why didn’t you lose?” he asked, though more than half his attention was on the second boot sliding down over his erstwhile opponent’s calf, then the long black sock being pulled down, balled up and tossed to one side.

Phil gave a small smile, maybe at the question, maybe at the awareness of where his young companion’s attention really was. “You pissed off you lost?”

Terry laughed. “Course not. It was a good wrestle. I made you look good. You made me look fantastic. The punters got their rocks off. ‘S what it’s all about, innit? Just means they’ll be that much keener to see the rematch. Real grudge vibe going on, yeah?” He smiled openly. “And I’ll definitely win the next one.” Phil snorted derisively, but in his eyes Terry thought he saw something more guarded. “Believe it!” Terry insisted. “Mae’s not going to let you have two in a row. As it is you’ll be lucky if she doesn’t put you up against Sam for your next two bouts.” Terry wrinkled his nose. “And you know what it’s like when Sam gets hot and sweaty under the lights.”

“Not something I have to worry about any more,” Phil said.

“What d’you mean?”

Phil leaned back against the wall which was still damp from the steam of the showers used by the wrestlers who had fought and left earlier. “I quit. That was my last fight. I’m giving up wrestling.”

Terry laughed uncertainly, stopping when he saw the other man was serious. “You can’t. I mean… Well, you can’t. I mean, I know you’re old…”

“Only by comparison with the ‘teen sensation’,” Phil said without bitterness. “And how many more years are you planning to stay nineteen, by the way?”

“Hey, with this face I could carry that into my thirties at least.”

Phil snorted again and gestured at his own face. “Yeah, well, with this mug the punters thought I was in my thirties when I was nineteen. God knows how old they think I am now.”

“Hey, c’mon. I was only joking.” And Terry had been. Taunts of old age were common pro wrestling currency, even if, in reality, there were only a couple of years between the guys involved. It was as much a part of the game as the holds and counter-holds. In reality, despite the MC’s colourful description, Terry was actually coming up to his twenty-second birthday. Phil had been wrestling, under a variety of ring names, for all of those twenty-two years and a few more besides. But there were plenty who were a lot older than Phil still in the game and, as far as Terry was concerned, there weren’t many who looked as hot as beefy Phil did right there and then. No, Phil had never been a baby-face, but his craggy, strong features had been perfect for a heel. Now, naked apart from his coal black trunks, he looked back at Terry with those dark eyes of his, with that flinty cold expression that drove the crowds wild, and Terry felt his stomach lurch and his blood begin to pound at the thought of what that man could do to him right then, right there. And how much he wanted him to.

“I don’t know,” Phil said softly, his hand once again stroking his thigh, moving more noticeably to the curved line of his crotch. “I’m sorry, Tel, but maybe it’s had its day. Wrestling. Our kind of wrestling, anyway.”

Terry shook his head firmly, tearing his eyes away from the furry muscle of Phil’s legs, trying not to think of how he’d like to stroke that coarse hair, too, run his hands up the swell of the thighs, shove his face into the older man’s lap and push his tongue along that line where trunks met skin… He dragged his thoughts back to what Phil was saying. “No way!”

Phil laughed shortly, ruefully. He stood up. For a second there was an almost wistful look on his face as he regarded the lad in front of him, then he grinned, and it was all gone. Then the grin, too, vanished, and all that was left was that sneer. That challenge. Terry felt his cock swell, stiffen and push out eagerly at the tight Lycra of his trunks. Seconds away?

Without taking his eyes from Terry’s, Phil hooked his fingers into the waistband of his own trunks and eased them down, over his hips, his thighs until the still damp material fell around his ankles. He kicked the trunks to one side and stood there, hands on his hips. Challenging. Like most wrestlers on the pro circuit he was wearing a second pair underneath: smaller, pale grey speedos rather than the fuller pro-style trunks. Much more sheer. Two pairs of trunks blurred the outline of what a man kept in them, an important aid to modesty and public decency when the contents were as sizable as the meat Phil packed. Sweat darkened the soaked fabric. And clearly visible was the darker, much wetter patch, right at the top of the long, thick ridge that ran all the way up the front of the tight speedos.

“God, I love wrestling you, Tel.” Phil stepped in closer to the boy. “Did I ever tell you that? Did you know?”

“Yeah.” It was the only word Terry could manage to get out, his brain filled to the exclusion of almost everything else with the sight and smell of the near-naked, burly man in front of him. Breathless, he stayed seated as Phil walked up to him. He went to stand but Phil slapped one broad hand on his shoulder and pressed him back down. Phil stepped in, pushing his pre-come soaked package into the boy’s face, forcing his head back onto the cold tiled wall behind him. Slowly, he ground his hips into Terry’s face, rubbing the hardened bulge over and over Terry’s nose and mouth, moaning softly. Eagerly, Terry reached up and round to clap both his hands on the older man’s arse cheeks and pull Phil’s Lycra-covered cock and balls even harder onto his face. Phil gave a guttural laugh. “Fuck, yeah!” At his own crotch, Terry’s cock was aching fiercely now, hard as a rock and thrusting out strong against both the pairs of trunks he wore.

Phil leaned down slightly so that now his belly was up against Terry’s mouth, and greedily the lad drew his tongue along the hairy gut. When he began to mine the man’s navel with his tongue, Phil cried out sharply and pulled away.

“Oh, man!” he gasped. “That feels…” Abandoning attempts to put feelings into words, Phil bodily yanked Terry to his feet, pulled his face hard into his own with both hands and kissed him passionately, tongue thrusting deep into his mouth. When he stepped back both men were breathing as heavily as if they had just wrestled another round. “Get those fucking trunks off.” Only too willingly, Terry tore off first his trademark yellow trunks, then the white speedos underneath, having to stretch them out from his body far enough to get the tight material over the jutting hosepipe of cock they were restraining.

Naked except for his wrestling boots and socks, Chris ‘Kid’ Bacchus stood in front of ‘Nasty’ Nick Norris in a face-off their recently departed audience could only have dreamed of. The Kid’s eager young dick was a ramrod up against his belly, hard against the lower ridges of his washboard abs. Phil stepped in close again, circling the boy’s trim waist in his hairy arms, grinding his own still-covered cock against the boy’s already dripping, exposed boner. Terry gritted his teeth at the rasping of the material across his exposed and sensitised cockhead, but Phil ignored any protest that might or might not have represented, pressing his mouth to Terry’s again and shoving his tongue in even deeper than before. He tasted of cigarettes and mint chewing gum. Both men felt the warm slipperiness of Terry’s pre-come spurt up their bellies.

Terry pulled back from the kiss, moving his mouth to Phil’s bullish neck, licking, hungrily nuzzling, moving down, dragging his tongue over Phil’s chest, across to the nipples where he sucked hungrily at the flesh and dark, damp hair round the hardening, puckered nubs.

Phil cried out inarticulately, and without warning wound his fingers tight in Terry’s tousled blond hair, pulling the boy’s head back. “Oh, man! You know what I wanted to do to you out there?” Holding the twisted hair in one hand, looking down into his face so he could watch his reactions, Phil rubbed his other hand back and forth over Terry’s smooth, cut pecs, the callouses on his palms catching Terry’s tender nips, making him wince and grit his teeth again. In turn, he took each roused bud between his fingers and twisted it, harder and harder. Terry gasped, grimaced… but didn’t say stop. Phil grinned, leaned into his face and whispered hoarsely, his words breathy and hot in Terry’s face. “I wanted to rip those trunks off your sweet arse, slam you face first into a corner post and ram my cock right up your tight hole. I wanted to fuck you hard, right then, right there, under the ring lights, the big, hairy bad guy fucking the cute, young blue-eye, with everyone watching, everyone yelling and booing. And everyone lovin’ it.”

“Fuck!” Terry felt his ball sac tighten in near climax. “Bastard!”

“It’s only what they wanted to do to you, most of ’em. They like seeing cute young guys like you being mauled by bears like me.” He pulled hard on Terry’s now-reddened nipples. “Submit?” He yanked again.

“Shit. No way!”

Without warning Phil broke off and pushed himself back and away from Terry. He stood in front of the lad, panting as if at the end of a round, his eyes tight closed. “Fuck, I’m close,” he muttered. “I’m very, very close.” The glossy purple head of Phil’s cock was mushrooming over the waist band of his grey speedos, liberally oozing pre-come. Slowly, Terry reached out, hooked his fingers into the waistband of the speedos, and pulled outward, fractions of an inch at a time, then downward. Phil swallowed. “Careful. Careful,” he whispered shakily.

Terry sank to his knees as he eased the skimpy trunks down over Phil’s thighs. Fully revealed, Phil’s cock was a thing of beauty and brutality, a veined club. And Terry wanted every inch of it. Pushing his floppy hair back out of his eyes, he leaned in, lips parting.

“No!” Phil practically jumped back. “I’m…too close. Give me…give me a second.”

Wordlessly Terry complied, leaning back, literally salivating, waiting. When at last he felt safe enough to move, Phil stepped away, walking awkwardly across the small floor space of the changing room to his kit bag. Returning, he stopped in front of Terry. Holding out his hands, he let the lad see the foil packet and tube he’d pulled out. Terry grinned. “Oh, yeah!”

Without hesitation, Terry stood, turned round, bent over slightly and leaned into the wall. The heat of his body made the cool lube on Phil’s fingers seem icy. Phil pressed into Terry’s arse crack, gently at first, then with more insistence, and Terry forced himself to relax and allow the blunt fingers to enter him. As Phil generously applied the slippery gel to his hot, aching hole, Terry’s cock jumped eagerly and hardened even more, to a degree that was almost painful. When Phil unexpectedly kissed him on the neck with surprising gentleness, even as he lubed his arse, Terry’s fuck muscles spasmed dangerously and his sphincter clamped down hard on Phil’s reaming fingers. Both men froze, waited, waited, until with a nod Terry signalled he was in control again, and Phil very slowly withdrew his fingers.

Terry watched over his shoulder with barely controlled impatience as Phil tore open the wrapping of the condom, took the rubber to the crown of his cock, then smoothed it down with practised ease, sheathing the veined and iron-hard length. Protected and proud, Phil stepped in one last time to the younger man, and shoved him forward. Terry cried out at the contact of cold changing room tiles on the bare skin of his chest. Then he cried out a second time at the twin sensations of Phil kissing him on his shoulder while simultaneously sliding his thick erection deep up his arse with one unstoppable, unforgiving thrust of his hips. “Shit, Phil! Can’t you just… Wait! I can’t… Ah! Ah, fuck!”

One long drawn out, inarticulate grunt, and Phil was in the boy up to his balls. How the fuck could I have imagined I wanted this? Terry bit down on the inside of his cheeks and struggled to take it. How could I have thought I could take this monster up my arse? Phil’s donkey dick hurts. It bloody, fucking hurts!

Then the older man withdrew and thrust, withdrew and thrust, his merciless, thick dick smacking hard each time into Terry’s hot, throbbing sweet spot, triggering waves of near unbearable pleasure that surged throughout his entire body, washing the pain right away, and the young wrestler remembered with absolute crystal clarity why he’d go through that initial pain any day of the week, again and again, for the rest of his life. Nothing, literally nothing compared to this and, in an ecstasy of fierce joy, Terry utterly abandoned himself to the rough rhythm of Phil’s jackhammer fucking. With a sound somewhere between a cry and a groan, a submission and a demand for more, Terry closed his eyes, threw his arms up over his head as he leaned into the wall, and thrust his arse out back as far and hard as he could into the man spearing it with his pitiless dick. “Fuck me, Phil! Aw jeez, fuck me hard! Yeah. Do it!”

In his ear, Phil’s breathing was ragged. For a moment he paused, deep in the boy, his bull’s balls slap tight against Terry’s toned arse cheeks, as he whispered something Terry couldn’t make out. Then he pulled back and thrust again, pulled back and thrust, back and thrust, faster and faster, harder and harder, the mutual cries and moans of the two men mingling and filling the changing rooms.

Terry knew the second Phil climaxed, felt the whole of his body stiffen against his back even as a strangled cry of release tore itself out of the older wrestler like a cry of pain. Hands balled into fists, Terry squeezed on the cock up him as hard as his arse muscles could, triggering the ripping surge of his own orgasm. The come from his unsheathed cock shot high up the white porcelain tiles he was pressed against, splashing in thick gouts before running back down the wall in sluggish rivulets. “Oh, man!” he gasped. “Oh, man!”

For long, delicious minutes they stood there as if caught in time, as physically close as it was possible for two men to be, the rasping hairs of Phil’s chest, belly and thighs pressed inseparably against the unblemished smoothness of Terry’s back, arse and legs. Then carefully, slowly, nuzzling Terry’s neck, kissing his shoulder blades, Phil withdrew and stepped back. Terry winced, remaining for a moment face to the wall, the tiles warm now from his body heat, coming down, readjusting to the absence of the massive man in his body. Dimly he heard Phil dispose of the condom then pad barefoot back to him. He turned round. Phil smiled back at him, almost comically sheepish now the moment had, so to speak, come and gone. “I…” Phil stopped. “I’m…”

“That was brilliant, man!”

Phil laughed. “Yeah. Yeah, it was.”

Terry reached out. After just a fraction of a hesitation, Phil stepped into his arms, wrapped his own around Terry’s body, and for another long moment the two men kissed again.

“Still thinking of giving it up?” Terry said when they finally separated.

“Yes,” said Phil, and he walked away back to his kitbag to find his towel and shower bag. “Sorry,” he added as he passed Terry, still standing by the wall, on his way into the showers.

When both men had showered and dressed, Phil slung his kit bag across his shoulders. He stood by the door, as if uncertain of quite what to say. “I’m sorry,” he repeated, finally.

“You’re sorry?” Terry said incredulously. “I’m not.”

“No, I don’t mean… that. I mean…” Phil came to a halt, unable to find the words. “Just…just take care of yourself, you hear?” Terry looked at him quizzically, not troubling to hide his amusement at his mate’s tongue-tiedness, which in turn made Phil, clearly unused to communication that actually involved words, even more inarticulate. The older man sighed heavily and made one last effort to say what he wanted to. “Look, it’s a hard world out there, and you’re still…a kid.”

“The Kid,” Terry corrected him.

“The cocky Kid,” Phil pressed on, “who thinks he’s going to walk out of every ring without a broken bone and away from every problem with no comebacks. Everything seems easy now, Tel, but this is a tough business, really tough. It’s a tough world. There are things…” He broke off again.

“What?”

Phil shook his head and sighed as if still unable to find the words. “Doug knows. And your dad knew.”

Terry sobered, momentarily, at the mention of his father. He’d forgotten that Phil was old enough to have known his father, even to have wrestled with and against him on the circuits. He suddenly felt uncomfortable. “Doug?” he said. “Doug’s just a miserable old git.”

“Just you listen to him, Tel,” Phil said earnestly. “He’s only looking out for you. You think you don’t need anyone to do that for you, but you do, and you’re lucky to have him. The world’s changing. It has changed. Just…don’t let it change you.” Phil stopped, both he and Terry embarrassed by such unusual eloquence. “Stay safe, mate.” He resettled his kit bag on his shoulder and opened the changing room door. “I’ll see you around.”

“In the audience?”

Phil gave a small laugh. “Maybe.”

“Won’t be the same.”

Phil shook his head. “No, it won’t, will it?”

“I’ll try and fix it so I get myself thrown out of the ring and land in your lap.”

Phil guffawed. “I’ll leave my flies open. No point in wasting any time while you’re down there, eh?”

Terry shoved his towel into his bag. “If you hang on a minute, I’ve just got to pass the keys on to Old Ted then I can give you a lift to wherever you’re going.”

Phil waved a hand. “Nah. ‘S all right. Got the wife waiting in the car. She’ll already be getting her hair off over being kept waiting. Take care, Tel. Bye!” And with one last wave he was gone.

Terry stood in the centre of the empty changing room and looked around. “Yeah,” he said to himself softly. “See you around, Nick.”




Chapter Two

 

Another place.

Another ring.

Another fight altogether.

The boy in trunks is called Mario: slim, a Latin lad, skin the colour of milky coffee that beautifully sets off the dark green of the speedos and boots he is wearing. Just the one pair of trunks. The lines of his sweet cock and balls are as clear as the lines of his cut abs and pecs. This audience likes to see cock. They’ve paid to see it. And more.

His opponent is older, late twenties, lean, sporting black boots and skin-tight black leggings, so tight they could have been sprayed on. They make his pale skin look even paler. Round his narrow waist, a white sash. It is spotted with blood. The blood is Mario’s.

The audience is small, but not in the way Kid Bacchus’s last audience had been. This audience is select. It’s entirely male and every man of them has handed over a lot of money to watch this fight. They want more for their money than just wrestling. The pale man in black is not going to disappoint them. He never does.

For over forty minutes he has toyed with the younger lad, has made him grunt, made him groan, stretched and twisted and clawed his young body for the sadistic gratification of his audience. There has been no play-acting. No give and take. This has been real. The blood has been real. Now, the time has come to end it. The only way fights like this can end. The men around the ring know it. Their silence is intense, unnerving. Mario is down on the canvas, backed up against one of the corner posts. Slowly, the man in black advances on him. Mario, dazed with pain and exhaustion, holds up a hand, half surrender, half pleading. The man in black ignores it.

“No! No more! Please!”

The man in black smiles. He reaches down, digs his fingers deep into the hollows of the lad’s armpits, pushes his thumbs pitilessly into his pec muscles and pulls him back up to his feet. Mario tries desperately to pull the hands away from his tormented muscles but the claw hold, so often faked in the pro ring, is very real here and completely implacable. The man digging into Mario’s screaming flash with his pitiless fingers leans in to whisper in the boy’s ear. “You know what they want. Time to give it to them.”

He releases the hold, one hand shooting down and between Mario’s legs, and with a dip then sudden thrust up, hoists Mario bodily off the mat, his booted feet flying upward, high above his head. He is held for a moment for all to see his plight, then slammed down ruthlessly, back first to the canvas. The boy gasps, arches, rolls back and forth, clasping the small of his back. This ring isn’t sprung like the one Kid Bacchus had wrestled in, like normal wrestling rings are sprung. Its surface is hard and unforgiving. Its canvas is stained with marks darker and older than the ones on the pale man’s sash. Mario’s agonised writhing is no play-acting, and that is the way this audience likes it. As one, they lean in to inspect more closely the suffering boy, the spectacle of his beautiful face grimacing in pain, mouth open, eyes screwed shut, his tight stomach muscles pumping in and out as he gasps for breath.

The man in black crouches at Mario’s side, pulls the lad into him then over his raised knee, bending his supple body in the cruel bow of a torturing backbreaker, punishing still further that battered spine. “I submit! I submit!” Mario screams.

His tormentor smiles, teeth like a wolf’s. “So what?” He continues to rock the boy over his knee, one hand pressing down on his face, the other on his thigh, the bone of his knee an excruciating fulcrum, wringing out the cries for mercy that the crowd love. Their eyes stay glued to the suffering in the ring being served up for their pleasure, their breathing almost as laboured as the boy’s.

When at last he releases his victim, he rolls Mario contemptuously off his knee to fall face down on the hard canvas, where he lies, moaning faintly. It is a release. It is not a mercy. It is the beginning of the inevitable end for all matches in this ring.

Reaching down one last time, the man grasps the waistband of Mario’s tight green trunks and yanks at them harshly. The boy tries to protest but he is a beaten thing. His sweat-sodden speedos are wrenched from his body and held aloft by his tormentor who displays them like a trophy to the crowd that cheers and stomps the floor. With a barked laugh he throws them out into the watching men who scrabble to catch them, the winner waving them in triumph before plunging his face into them to breathe deeply the scent of the vanquished youth’s sweat and musk.

The victorious wrestler stands over the boy. He gazes down at the defenceless bare buttocks, at the pale moons of the arse cheeks, so much lighter in tone than the rest of his skin. Round the waist and just visible around the crack between the cheeks is the still paler skin left untanned by the thong the boy last wore on the beach.

The victor kneels between the boy’s legs, brutally shoving them apart still further. The prone boy moans but doesn’t dare provoke his opponent by resisting or protesting. The kneeling man takes his time, enjoying the sight, allowing the audience to do the same, as he unties and unwinds the sash from around his waist. Slowly he rolls the ends of the sash around first one fist then the other, pulling it taut with a sudden snap, then without warning he drops on the boy’s back, leans forward, loops the sash around Mario’s throat and pulls back. From somewhere in the audience there is a harshly whispered, “Yes!”

Desperately, Mario claws at the makeshift garotte and grunts in pain at the renewed torque on his back. The man riding him laughs, leans back still further, pulls the cloth still tighter. “Submit, boy?” he asks mockingly. The inarticulate choking in reply makes him laugh more, and pull harder.

In the audience, one of the watching men suddenly cries out as he comes helplessly in his trousers.

Mario’s clawing becomes more frantic, his face darker. Then the clawing begins to slacken, the bulging eyes begin to close. One hand drops from the sash, shakily tries to rise again to pull at the cloth, then drops again. The cheering and exhortations for more from the surrounding men gradually dies away… then stops. There is a silence. An expectant silence.

The man on top unwinds the sash and tosses it to one side. He stands over his opponent, one booted foot planted on either side of his body. Mario’s eyes flutter open. With a ragged sound he drags in a lungful of air, then another. He coughs, feebly massages his throat.

Slowly, the standing man pulls down his midnight black leggings, over his thighs, over his calves, down and over his boots, kicking them into a pile to one side so that now he, too, stands naked except for his gleaming black wrestling boots. Released at last for all the assembled men to see, his erection is curved, long, hard.

This time he uses the boy’s hair, dragging him to the ropes. There is not even a pretence of resistance from the boy. He has no more resistance to give. The man pulls him up and pushes him back into the roughness of the three ropes that mark the boundaries of their small arena, pressing his arms down hard over the top one. With an effort that makes clear the ring’s tension, the pale man pulls up on the middle rope until it, too, is over the boy’s arms, then lets go. It snaps down, and Mario cries out as his arms are pinned with crushing pressure between the two lengths of thick, twisted hemp. Arms spread wide, he is pinioned helplessly, the ropes biting fiercely into his biceps.

Around the ring there is a shuffling rumbling as men rush to their vantage point of choice for the climax to the evening’s entertainment: some wanting the sight of the naked boy’s suffering from behind, some wanting to savour the sight of his body and face from the front.

The man in black boots takes his time, letting the men settle again, letting them enjoy the display he has prepared for them. As he waits, he slowly strokes his cock, now gleaming with pre-come under the hot ring lights. He steps through the ropes, out onto the ring’s narrow apron, then advances slowly on the trapped boy from behind. Reaching out, he tenderly strokes Mario’s beautiful pale arse cheeks that clench reflexively. With one hand he guides his cock to the tight crack between the curved cheeks. He moves it up and down the length of the crack, the hot pre-come oozing from its head tracing a line that gleams wetly. He reaches round the boy’s throat, pulling his head back and around with unrelenting pressure so that he can look into Mario’s eyes. He smiles. “Please,” Mario whispers. The man kisses him. He feels the tightly clenched buttocks against his slick cockhead relax, just fractionally.

With a savage thrust of his hips, the man drives his scimitar-like cock up and in. Mario howls, and all around them there is an answering sound, almost as feral, from the assembled men, as each one vicariously shares the pleasure of shafting the beaten, beautiful boy. The only silent man in the hall now is the one viciously fucking Mario. His eyes glitter as he shafts the tight arse, no lube, no time for accommodation. No pity. He bares his teeth and throws his head back as he reams the twisting, struggling boy over and over. Mario writhes but his arms are held inescapably outstretched by the ring ropes.

Just for a moment, the pale man stops. Sweat makes the length of his lean body gleam like the polished marble of a Greek sculpture. With the boy still speared on his dick, he leans in to Mario’s ear and licks it, drawing his tongue around the whorls of the outer ear before nipping the lobe with his sharp teeth. He whispers. “You like this, don’t you, Mario? You like being helpless. Beaten. Fucked till you can’t stand by the better man.”

Hanging in the ropes, Mario swallows, head down. When he finally speaks, his voice is so low, only the man deep in him can hear his words. “Yes,” he gasps.

His opponent nods, laughs once, then thrusts himself hard into the boy again. “You knew what you were letting yourself in for, Mario. You’d have done this to me. If you could have. Wouldn’t you?” He thrusts again, forcing the boy to cry out before he can answer. Then he leans in to whisper one last time. “But you couldn’t. You never had a chance. And now… it’s over.” He thrusts again. And again. And again.




Chapter Three

 

“He was supposed to lose,” Mae Ryan muttered.

“He knew, Gran.”

“He didn’t lose.”

“I know, Gran.”

“So why didn’t he lose?”

Terry shrugged his shoulders. “I…don’t know, Gran. It was kind of complicated.”

Mae scowled into her knitting, a complicated creation in green and pink. As ever, Terry had no idea what it was going to be. There was even a chance he still wouldn’t know when it was finished. With Mae it was the process not the result that mattered. “Last time he works for us,” she said, needles clacking unforgivingly. Not two feet from her, two young men in Lycra shorts writhed on the ground, grinding their bodies into each other. Mae knitted on, unperturbed.

“You always say that,” Doug growled softly. His tone changed abruptly as he turned to address the wrestlers grappling in the ring in front of them. “Make it look like he’s hurting you!” he bellowed.

“He is hurting me,” one of the young men protested.

“Then make it look like he is. Sell it!”

Terry sighed. Ordinarily he loved their training/recruiting sessions in their makeshift gym-cum-ring, lovingly built up from nothing over several years, fondly referred to as The Shed, literally at the bottom of their garden, and unofficially the nerve centre of POWer Promotions. But today, his heart wasn’t in it. As he, Doug and Mae, the heart, soul and brains of POWer, sat by the cobbled-together ring, each apparently caught up in his or her own gloomy thoughts, Vic and Rick, two wannabe teenage applicants to the shrinking POWer roster wrestled their hearts out in front of them, eager to show off their moves.

They were cute, Terry grudgingly admitted to himself, each in his own way, and probably boyfriends. Vic had a pert arse which his skimpy shorts did little to conceal, and his opponent was taking every opportunity to slap it with some very satisfying cracks of flesh on flesh. Rick, meanwhile, had a huge and almost obscenely noticeable bulge at his crotch. With shorts as suggestive as his partner’s, it was a wonder they couldn’t all tell his religion let alone his dimensions.

Yesterday, Terry would have said that the highly stimulating seeing-to he’d had from Phil would have kept him satisfied for days. Today, though, he found himself wanting more, as if the previous day’s post-fight fuck had stirred up rather than cooled down his libido. Or was it, he wondered, that he just needed comfort or some sort of reassurance after Phil’s odd farewell? Not wanting to recall what had seemed like a vaguely framed warning, Terry chose to focus instead on wondering just how tight Vic’s arse might be, and just how large Rick’s bulge could become, with the proper encouragement. Yeah, he mused. Vic just had to be a bottom. You could see it in his eyes that he’d just love to be wrestled to the ground by a stronger opponent, pinned, those tight Lycra shorts peeled from his body, then fucked hard till he came. But what about Rick? Would he want to watch, making mock protests until Terry was finished with Vic, before challenging Terry only to be pinned and fucked in turn? Or would he want to shove that cock of his up Terry’s arse while Terry was shafting his boyfriend? Terry smiled dreamily. A twink sandwich. Although, technically not, if the twinks were playing the bread. So what then? A beef sandwich? Nah, he was too lean to be beef. Then maybe…

“Ah. No. You’re breaking. My back.”

Vic’s completely unconvincing cries of pain broke Terry’s dreams and brought him back to a less exciting reality. He would have loved to try and teach Vic and Rick how to moan and groan with a hell of a lot more conviction than they were demonstrating at the moment. But that would have been sex. When it came to wrestling he had to admit, after nearly twenty minutes of watching the boys fluff moves, repeat routines and spectacularly fail to ‘sell’, there was nothing he could do to make either of them worth watching in a pro ring. A sideways glance at Doug and the latter’s sour expression made it obvious he thought the same thing. “Why don’t they just save it for their own bedroom,” Doug muttered, “instead of making us watch?”

“So this is where you go to scrape the barrel, is it, guys?”
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