BOOK 1

Chapter 1: The Call of Destiny
The late afternoon sun filtered through the blinds of Sara's room, casting golden stripes on the floor as the phone rang on her nightstand. Her heart leapt, hope surging through her like a tidal wave. She ran her fingers through her honey-blonde hair, brushing it back, her body tense with anticipation. Her tall frame, long legs built from years of wrestling, moved effortlessly as she picked up the phone, hoping beyond hope that it was the call.
She could already feel the weight of it—her dream, right there on the other end of the line. She’d worked so hard. From the countless early mornings drenched in sweat, to the stinging defeats that had only hardened her resolve. She was a fighter, not just because she was a state champion wrestler, but because she refused to lose, to anything or anyone.
She'd always been a sight to behold, her broad shoulders tapering down to a narrow waist and wide hips, a figure sculpted by relentless training. Her soft features contrasted her powerful physique, often surprising people when she stepped onto the mat. But she didn’t care for their confusion—she thrived on it. Her body was her weapon, and she was proud of every inch of it, especially those big perky breasts that people often noticed first, much to her annoyance.
Finally, she answered.
“Sara?” the voice crackled on the other end, sounding familiar. But it wasn’t the admissions officer she’d hoped for.
“Mark?” she said, forcing a smile into her voice. Her chest tightened.
“Yeah, hey! I just got the call. University of Michigan,” he said with excitement. "Full sports scholarship!"
Sara blinked, her smile faltering. Her heart sank like a stone. Michigan. The same prestigious university she had applied to. The same one offering only one sports scholarship to their state.
Her grip on the phone tightened, a slow burning feeling creeping into her chest. “Wow… that’s amazing, Mark,” she said, trying not to sound too disheartened. Mark was a good friend, even if he was the guy she’d beaten in the state finals. She still remembered the look on his face as she pinned him to the mat, how he winced when the ref called her win. The victory had been sweet, but now, knowing that it was him who’d gotten the scholarship—her scholarship—it was bitter in her mouth.
“I know, I still can’t believe it. They called me just now. I had to tell you,” Mark went on, oblivious to her inner turmoil. “We’re going to Michigan! Both of us. You’ll get in too, I know it.”
Sara’s smile was tight, her voice a little too high when she said, “Yeah, maybe.” But as she hung up, her breath escaped in a rush, and she sank onto her bed, deflated. It felt like the world had dropped away, leaving her in a freefall of disappointment.
Her mom knocked lightly on the door and came in, her eyes soft with understanding. "You okay, honey?"
Sara shook her head. "Mark got the scholarship."
Her mom sighed, sitting beside her, running a hand over her back. "You’ve always been more than just your wins. There's more than one way to get where you're meant to be."
Sara wanted to believe her. But it was hard. She had been the best, the best, and now she felt like she had failed. She stared at her phone as if willing it to ring again, to undo the disappointment.
And then, as if by magic, it did.
Her heart raced as she answered.
“Sara Miller?” the voice on the other end asked.
“Yes?”
“This is the University of Michigan Admissions Office. We are pleased to inform you that you’ve been accepted. While you didn’t get the sports scholarship…”
Sara’s stomach dropped.
“…we were thrilled to offer you an academic scholarship instead. Your grades were stellar, and truth be told, you would have gotten the wrestling scholarship easily. But we saw an opportunity to bring in both you and Mark. We couldn’t pass that up.”
Sara froze. She blinked, processing. She had been accepted. She was in.
Without thinking, she jumped off the bed, shouting with joy. “I’m in! I’m going to Michigan!”
Her mom rushed over, hugging her tightly as Sara spun around, her earlier sadness vanishing in the face of the news. It didn’t matter how she got in. She was in.
As soon as she calmed down, she called Mark.
“Guess who’s going to Michigan with you?” she teased, unable to contain her grin.
“No way!” Mark said. “That’s awesome, Sara! We’re going to be on the same team.”
They both laughed, excitement buzzing between them. But underneath his laughter, she sensed a slight hesitation, a reminder of how she had bested him. She’d always teased him lightly, reminding him now and then, her confidence sometimes overshadowing him. She couldn’t help it. She had earned her place, and she knew it. But still, she noticed how Mark seemed smaller in those moments, his enthusiasm tempered by something unspoken.
________________________________________
Scene 2: The Airport Goodbye
The airport was busy, filled with families and travelers rushing to and fro, but for Sara and Mark, it felt like the beginning of something larger than life. Their families were there to see them off, teary-eyed and proud, but Sara and Mark’s minds were already at Michigan.
“I can’t believe it,” Sara said, adjusting the strap on her backpack. “We’re actually going to the best wrestling program in the country.”
Mark glanced at her with a wary smile. “Yeah, well… it’s not going to be easy, you know. Michigan’s team is no joke. And…” he hesitated, lowering his voice, “They don’t exactly have a history of welcoming women wrestlers. It’s been like, what, twenty years since the last one?”
Sara straightened. “Rebecca Quinn,” she said confidently. “I’ve seen clips of her matches. She made it to the Open Gender finals. I’m going to do the same.”
“Yeah, but no one’s seen her finals clips anywhere… kinda weird, right?”
Sara shrugged. “I’ll break the mold. Smash records. You know me.” She grinned, undaunted, her eyes sparkling with excitement.
Mark chuckled nervously, but his shoulders were tense. The plane’s engines roared in the background, a symbol of the journey ahead.
________________________________________
Scene 3: The Detour
The plane should have landed at Michigan by now, but a blizzard had other plans. They ended up stuck in a hotel in a city they hadn’t planned on visiting, frustration settling in as they checked in, exhausted and ready to be done with the detour.
“Great,” Mark muttered, tossing his bag onto the hotel bed. “We’re late. What if the team already had trials?”
Sara rolled her eyes. “Relax, Mark. No one can control the weather. They’ll understand.”
He frowned, pacing. “I don’t know. Collegiate wrestling’s intense. The rules are different. No holds barred, pretty much. And… I mean, you know some of those grips and submissions can get a little…”
Sara arched an eyebrow, smirking. “What? You think I can’t handle it?”
“No! No, that’s not what I mean. I just…” he trailed off, looking uncomfortable.
Sara waved him off, confident as ever. “Trust me. I’ve got this.”
________________________________________
Scene 4: The New Home
After what felt like an eternity, they finally landed in Michigan, a week late but still buzzing with excitement. But the campus housing was full. They ended up with a small apartment to share, a surprising arrangement neither had expected.
Mark seemed uneasy as they stood in the doorway, bags in hand, but Sara shrugged it off. “We’re wrestlers. We can handle anything, right?”
As night fell, they each lay in their respective beds, the quiet of the apartment settling around them. Mark’s thoughts churned. Tomorrow was the first team meeting, and he couldn’t shake the strange tension that had built up over the past few days. What if the team didn’t accept Sara? What if he ended up second to her again?
Across the room, Sara lay on her bed, staring up at the ceiling, her heart pounding with anticipation. Tomorrow, she’d meet the team. Tomorrow, her journey truly began.
“Sometimes,” she thought with a smile, “the only way to break through is to be unstoppable.”
 
Chapter 2: Sparks Fly
The classroom buzzed with the quiet hum of students settling into their seats. Sara sat near the front, her head bowed over her notes, the tip of her pencil dancing across the paper as she scribbled equations. Focused, determined, hungry. Her mind may have been set on the match that afternoon, but that didn’t mean she’d slack off. Wrestling wasn’t all she was about. Sara was here on an academic scholarship, and she was going to own that too.
Beside her, Mark slouched in his chair, eyes darting to the clock every few minutes. His foot tapped anxiously beneath the desk, fingers drumming lightly on the surface, clearly distracted. He wasn’t thinking about formulas or physics. His mind was trapped in the wrestling gym, imagining their first team meeting.
What if they don’t accept us?
He glanced sideways at Sara, wondering how she could sit so calmly. Didn’t she feel the pressure too?
“You nervous?” he whispered.
Sara didn’t even look up, her pencil continuing to scratch across the page. “About what?”
“You know. The team.”
She shrugged, keeping her eyes on her notes. “Nope. They’ll take us.”
Mark frowned. “They’ve had issues with girls on the team before.”
“They haven’t had me before.”
He couldn’t argue with that. But still, the unease simmered under his skin, coiling tighter as the minutes ticked by.
________________________________________
Scene 2: The Gym
The gym smelled of sweat and old mats, the kind of place that was more of a second home to wrestlers than anywhere else. Mark and Sara stood at the entrance, watching a group of guys wrestling, their bodies locked in holds, grunting and slamming against the mats.
“This is it,” Sara murmured, her eyes narrowing as she observed the technique. “Some of them look decent.”
Mark shifted uneasily. “I don’t know, Sara. It feels off. What if they’re not cool with—”
Before he could finish, a towering figure approached them. The guy was broad-shouldered, thick with muscle, and carried himself with the swagger of someone who had no reason to doubt his place in the world.
“Yo, Mark, right?” the guy asked, completely ignoring Sara as he looked Mark up and down. “Rob. California. Third year.” He offered a hand to Mark, barely glancing in Sara’s direction.
Mark hesitated, shaking his hand. “Yeah. You heard about us?”
Rob nodded, his smirk widening. “Coach got your email. I wouldn’t mind takin’ you in, y’know? We could use some fresh talent. I mean, North Carolina finals, that’s a big deal, right?”
Mark smiled awkwardly, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, I guess. Sara’s the—”
“—Anyway,” Rob interrupted, not bothering to hide his indifference toward her. “I came in from Cali, where real wrestling’s at, y’know? Big state. Way bigger competition.” He started to brag, clearly enjoying the sound of his own voice.
But Sara wasn’t having it.
She crossed her arms, her eyes cutting through his arrogance like a knife. “Hey, watchman of the team,” she interrupted sharply. “You gonna keep talking or are you actually going to acknowledge that I’m standing here? I’m the North Carolina champion, by the way. Just in case you missed that.”
Rob blinked, clearly taken aback by her audacity. He turned to her, finally acknowledging her existence. “Oh. You’re the girl. Right.”
“Yeah, the girl who beat him in the finals,” Sara shot back, nodding toward Mark. “Maybe you should stop ignoring females if you’re supposed to be scouting talent. I’m here to wrestle, not sit on the sidelines while you jerk each other off about who’s from the bigger state.”
Mark swallowed, feeling the tension thicken in the air. He wanted to tell Sara to ease up, to not start a fight. But Sara had always been like this—headstrong, ready to challenge anyone who underestimated her.
Rob’s smirk faded into a scowl. “Listen, sweetheart, if you want to be part of the team, you’re gonna have to see the coach first. I don’t make the rules. But don’t get your hopes up.”
Sara narrowed her eyes. “Oh, I will. And don’t act like you’re doing us any favors. You’ve been here what, three years? Maybe if you spent less time being a douche, you’d have heard of respect.”
Before Rob could snap back, Mark quickly pulled at her arm. “Come on, Sara, let’s just go talk to the coach. No need to make enemies on the first day.”
“I don’t care,” she muttered, shooting one last glare at Rob as they walked toward the office. “If he’s gonna act like a prick, he better be ready for me to bite back.”
________________________________________
Scene 3: The Coach’s Office
The coach’s office was a small, cluttered space, filled with old trophies and framed photos of past teams. The coach, a grizzled man in his fifties with a thick mustache, greeted them warmly.
“Sara! Mark! Been waiting for you two. Coach’s heard a lot about you.”
Sara smiled confidently, feeling a rush of validation. “We’re ready to wrestle, Coach.”
The coach nodded, folding his arms across his chest. “Glad to hear it. I’ve already seen your stats, and I’m excited to have both of you on the team. Just need to confirm things with the team captain first. We give a lot of power to the leaders here. Keeps the team strong.”
Mark’s stomach dropped as the coach leaned back and called out the name he’d been dreading.
“Rob! Get in here!”
Mark’s face went pale. “Oh no…”
Sara arched an eyebrow, looking amused. “What? Rob’s the captain?”
Mark whispered urgently, “Sara, you shouldn’t have mouthed off to him!”
Sara shrugged, unbothered. “It doesn’t matter. We’ve got scholarships. He can’t do anything.”
But Mark wasn’t so sure.
Rob entered the office with that same cocky swagger, smirking as soon as he saw them. “Yo, Coach.”
The coach smiled. “Rob, meet your new teammates. Sara and Mark. I was just about to officially welcome them.”
Rob’s smirk twisted. “Mark’s cool, Coach. But… I think we’ll have to pass on the girl.”
Sara’s jaw tightened. “Excuse me?”
Rob crossed his arms, looking her up and down like she was nothing. “You missed trials. And as far as I’m concerned, academic scholarship or not, you’re not cut out for this team.”
Sara stepped forward, her eyes blazing. “Not cut out? I beat Mark in the finals. You should be rejecting him, not me.”
Mark blinked, taken aback by her sudden throw under the bus. “Sara…”
But she was already in full attack mode. “I’m the better wrestler. If you reject me, you’re rejecting the best.”
Rob chuckled darkly. “You think you’re better because you beat him? That’s cute. But this team? It’s not for girls like you. Maybe you can join a yoga class or something.”
Sara’s face burned with anger, her lips curling into a mocking smile. “What’s the matter, Rob? Scared you’ll lose to a girl?”
Rob’s eyes narrowed. “Watch your mouth.”
Sara stepped closer, refusing to back down. “How about this? A match. You and me. If I win, both Mark and I stay on the team.”
Rob stared her down, clearly amused. “And if you lose?”
Sara crossed her arms. “Name your terms.”
He paused, his smile turning cruel. “You lose, I spank that big, perky ass of yours in front of the whole team. Once. And you never show your face around here again.”
Mark groaned, burying his face in his hands. “Oh my god…”
But Sara didn’t flinch. She didn’t even hesitate. “Deal.”
Rob’s grin spread, dark and sinister. “You’re on.”
Mark shook his head, feeling the dread coil tighter. “Sara… what did you just do?”
She glanced at him, her eyes full of fire and defiance. “I did what I always do, Mark. I fight. And I win.”
As they walked out of the office, Sara muttered under her breath, her voice steady but cold, “The moment you let fear dictate your choices, you’ve already lost the match.”
 
Chapter 3: The Fall
The gym was thick with tension, the air crackling with anticipation as 56 spectators crowded around the mat. Sara stood across from Rob, her muscles coiled and ready, her eyes locked on his. The jeers from the crowd buzzed in her ears, but she focused on the challenge in front of her. Rob, the cocky captain, stood smugly, his eyes gleaming with arrogance.
Mark stood at the back of the gym, wringing his hands, his heart pounding in his chest. He was silently praying for her, his mind racing with doubt and fear.
Come on, Sara. Don’t let him get to you.
The two wrestlers began circling each other, their steps measured and precise. Sara’s heart raced, but her mind was sharp. She could feel Rob out—he was bigger, stronger than most of the guys she had faced before. But she had beaten men like him before. She was here for a reason.
Suddenly, Sara shot forward, going low for a double-leg takedown. Rob was quick to defend, pushing her back as he mocked her with a sneer. “That all you got, sweetheart?”
But Sara wasn’t done. She swiftly pivoted, taking his back in a smooth movement, wrapping her arms around his torso. With a sharp trip of her foot, she sent Rob crashing to the mat, face-first. The impact echoed in the gym, and for a moment, the crowd was stunned into silence. She earned two points easily, and Mark, standing alone, pumped his fist in victory.
“Yeah, Sara!” he cheered, but the crowd’s energy drowned him out. Sara stood over Rob, her chest rising and falling with steady breaths as she tried to turn him, but his strength was undeniable. He pushed her off, loosening her grip.
She stood back up, confidence shining through her grin. “C’mon, Rob. Get up. You’re boring me.” Her voice was cool, mocking, as she brushed her hair out of her face and invited him to try again.
They circled once more, Rob’s expression darkening with anger. He feigned calm, but the embarrassment was written on his face. This girl—this freshman—had taken him down, in front of everyone.
Rob moved swiftly, slipping behind her, grabbing her back this time. With a grunt, he lifted her off the mat. But Sara was quick, twisting herself in midair, her arms slipping under his to nearly crucify him. The crowd gasped as she drove him back down, nearly pinning him for a three-point move. She had five points now.
She stood up, flipping her hair back again, a small smirk playing on her lips. “Is that the best you can do, Captain?” she teased.
Mark felt his stomach twist. “Sara, don’t give him space! Just stay defensive!”
But Sara didn’t listen. She was in control. Rob got to his feet, his face flushed red with fury. “Okay,” he muttered darkly, rolling his neck. “No more games.”
He charged in faster this time, blocking her next double-leg takedown attempt with sheer brute force. He struck the back of her head roughly, and Mark shouted from the sidelines, “Sara, ask the ref!”
But she shook her head, gritting her teeth. Rob’s dirty tactics didn’t faze her. She was here to win.
Rob reached out again, but this time, he grabbed a fistful of Sara’s hair, yanking her back. Shock spread through Sara’s body. She realized with a jolt that hair grabs were technically legal under collegiate wrestling rules.
Damn it, she thought, feeling a ripple of panic for the first time. She kicked out, landing a sharp blow to his shin. The crowd tittered with slight laughter, finding the moment almost comedic, as if it was a foregone conclusion that Sara would win.
Mark’s voice echoed across the gym. “Sara, go defensive! You’ve got this, just play it safe!”
There was only 1:20 left on the clock, and Sara had a comfortable lead, 7-0. But she wanted to dominate. She wanted to humiliate him for underestimating her.
She shot in again, this time attempting a double-leg takedown, but Rob blocked her, grunting with the effort. Sara thought quickly, using her fingers to dig into the back of his leg, causing his knees to buckle. She drove him to the mat again, securing another 2 points, making it 7-0. She smirked, but then—
She felt something shift.
Suddenly, Rob’s hand was on her waist, and then, without warning, it slipped up to her bra. He yanked hard, the fabric pulling painfully, and a sharp scream escaped her lips as she collapsed forward. The referee didn’t stop it, and the crowd roared as Rob earned 2 points.
“Sara!” Mark shouted, horror in his voice.
“They can’t do that!” he screamed, but others in the crowd shook their heads. “It’s legal, man,” someone said with a dark grin.
Sara was rattled, struggling to compose herself as Rob took advantage of her daze. He wrapped his arms around her in a gut-wrench hold, lifting her high off the ground. Before she could recover, Rob slammed her hard into the mat. The air left her lungs as the impact rattled her bones, and the gym erupted in cheers.
Rob earned 5 more points with the slam, leveling the score.
“Sara, get up!” Mark was desperate now, but Sara was dazed, her vision blurred.
Rob wasn’t done. He grabbed her by the hair again, lifting her roughly to her feet. Sara, defiant even in her pain, slapped him hard across the face, the sound echoing in the stunned silence of the gym.
But that only enraged Rob more. With a roar, he slammed her down again, pinning her beneath his weight. Sara struggled, but he was too strong. The ref’s hand slapped the mat, signaling the pin.
Rob had won.
The crowd erupted, the noise deafening. Mark stood frozen, disbelief and disgust swirling in his gut.
The coach rushed to Sara as she slowly sat up, still dazed from the match. But before she could fully recover, Rob sauntered over, his smirk even more arrogant now.
“Time to fulfill your part of the deal,” he sneered.
Sara’s breath hitched, and tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as Rob reached down, peeling off her pants with a mocking flourish. Her bare buttocks were exposed to the entire gym. The jeers and laughter from the crowd cut through her like a knife.
“Damn, that’s a nice ass for a wrestler!” Rob shouted.
“Too bad it’s wasted on the mat!”
“Bet she’d look better bent over than pinning someone!”
“She should be getting pinned somewhere else, am I right?!”
The crowd laughed as Rob jiggled her buttocks lightly before delivering a sharp smack. The pain made Sara gasp, but what hurt more was the humiliation burning through her.
Rob leaned down, whispering into her ear, “This ass shouldn’t be wrestling. It should be getting f***ed. But hey, thanks for the show.”
Mark clenched his fists, his body trembling with rage. The coach averted his eyes, unable to intervene.
Rob gave Sara’s butt one final squeeze before stepping back, laughing with the others. Sara pulled up her pants, her face burning with tears she refused to shed.
Mark rushed to her side as she stumbled out of the gym, her body stiff with humiliation and pain. As they left, he shot one last glare at the team. “You can take your wrestling team and shove it,” he spat, before running after her.
________________________________________
Scene 2: The Apartment
The apartment was quiet, too quiet. Sara sat at the small table, a book open in front of her, but her eyes weren’t really reading. She was just staring, lost in her own thoughts.
Mark paced around, unsure of what to say. He kept replaying the scene in his head—the way they had humiliated her, the way she had been so powerless in that moment.
“I’m sorry,” Sara said quietly, not looking up from the book. “For what I said back there. About being better than you.”
Mark stopped pacing, looking at her. “It’s fine, Sara. You were just—”
“I don’t want to talk about it,” she cut him off, her voice flat.
Mark sighed, sitting down across from her. “Are you… are you going to join the team?”
She shook her head. “No. I’m done. I’ll stick to studying. It’s what I’m good at.”
Mark frowned, guilt gnawing at him. He didn’t want to wrestle without her, but… had they sabotaged their futures? Had he?
He leaned back in his chair, his mind swirling with uncertainty.
 
Chapter 4: Shadows of Silence
The next four months passed in a slow, suffocating silence. Sara buried herself in her studies, her face often illuminated by the glow of textbooks and laptop screens. It was as though she had become a different person, the vibrant energy that once defined her had all but vanished. No longer did she speak of wrestling, no longer did she hint at her athletic ambitions. Instead, Sara’s world became one of academic rigor and quiet nights in the apartment. She never even mentioned that fateful day in the gym.
Mark tried to bring it up now and then, his heart heavy with guilt. He would sit at the kitchen table across from her, tapping his fingers on the wood, searching for the right words.
"Hey, Sara… I’ve been thinking… about wrestling. Maybe—"
“No,” she’d cut him off before he could even finish the sentence, her voice cold and final. “I don’t want to talk about it.”
It was like that every time. Mark would try, gently pushing the subject, but Sara had built a wall around herself, and he couldn’t get through. There were moments when Mark would catch her looking out the window, her fingers tapping nervously on her knee, as though wrestling was on her mind, but she never let it show. The fire in her eyes, the one that had fueled her competitive spirit, had dimmed.
________________________________________
Sara's family began to notice. During their weekly phone calls, her mom would ask, "Sweetie, why haven’t you talked about wrestling? We haven’t heard anything from you in months!"
Sara would smile faintly, her voice steady. "It’s nothing, Mom. I’ve just been focused on my studies."
Her mom’s concern bled through the phone. "But you’ve always been so passionate about wrestling. It’s not like you to just… stop."
Sara stiffened at the question, her fingers gripping the phone a little tighter. She glanced across the room at Mark, who watched silently, knowing that her family had no idea what had really happened.
"It’s nothing. I’m fine," Sara replied firmly, her tone leaving no room for argument.
After the call ended, she turned to Mark, her face unreadable. "Don’t tell them. They don’t need to know what happened."
Mark nodded, feeling the weight of her words. "I won’t."
But he couldn’t shake the feeling that this secret was slowly consuming both of them.
________________________________________
A few weeks later, Mark’s high school friends came to visit for a weekend trip. They were loud, boisterous, and full of energy, bringing with them memories of a life Mark had nearly forgotten. The apartment buzzed with laughter and nostalgia, but Sara was notably absent, choosing to stay holed up in her room instead.
“Where’s Sara?” one of his friends, Chris, asked, looking around. “She used to always hang out with us.”
Mark hesitated, glancing at her closed door before responding. "She’s busy. Studying, you know?"
Another friend, Jake, raised an eyebrow. "Studying? Didn’t she come here to wrestle? What happened to that?"
Mark shifted uncomfortably, unsure of how to explain. The memory of that awful day in the gym was still fresh in his mind, but it wasn’t his story to tell. "It’s complicated," he finally muttered, hoping to leave it at that.
But Chris wasn’t satisfied. "Dude, I heard she was a beast in high school. State champ, right? Why isn’t she wrestling? And why aren’t you? You came here to be on the same team."
Mark’s stomach churned with guilt, his thoughts swirling. He could feel their judgment, their confusion. They didn’t understand why he was holding himself back. They didn’t understand what Sara had been through.
"You’re sabotaging your career, man," Jake said bluntly, shaking his head. "For what?"
Mark clenched his fists under the table, the words stinging him more than he cared to admit. He didn’t know how to explain that he couldn’t just abandon Sara, not after what she had gone through.
________________________________________
Later that evening, Sara confronted him, her eyes sharp with suspicion. "Did you tell my family what happened?" she asked abruptly, her voice laced with accusation.
Mark frowned, shaking his head. "No, Sara. I didn’t. I promised I wouldn’t."
Her gaze hardened. "Then how did they find out something was wrong? What did you tell them?"
"I didn’t say anything to your family," Mark insisted, his voice rising in defense. But he could see the doubt in her eyes.
"Maybe you told your friends," she snapped, her frustration boiling over. "And now they’re judging me. They think I’m weak, don’t they?"
Mark’s face fell. "I didn’t tell them anything, Sara. They just… they don’t understand why we’re not wrestling."
Sara crossed her arms, her jaw tight with anger. "You can’t keep a secret, Mark. You can’t help yourself. You’ve made this worse."
The accusation hung between them, thick and painful. Mark opened his mouth to defend himself, but no words came out. Instead, he just stood there, watching her storm off into her room, the door slamming shut behind her.
________________________________________
The next day, Mark burst into the apartment, breathless and excited, something rare for him in the past months. Sara sat at the table, her nose buried in a book as usual, her brow furrowed in concentration. She barely looked up when he entered.
“Sara!” Mark shouted, his excitement palpable. “I found something. You’re not going to believe it!”
Sara glanced up, slightly irritated by the interruption. “What is it?” she muttered, flipping a page.
“I was in the library—" he began, but she interrupted, raising an eyebrow.
"You weren’t studying, were you?" Sara asked, suspicion creeping into her voice.
Mark hesitated for a moment before sheepishly nodding. "No, not really. But listen, you’re gonna want to hear this. I found an address."
Sara blinked, her focus finally shifting from her book. "An address? For what?"
“For Rebecca Quinn!” Mark nearly shouted, unable to contain his excitement. “She runs a wrestling school now. I found it by sneaking into the school librarian’s PC.”
The words hung in the air, and for a moment, Sara just stared at him, as though she hadn’t quite processed what he had said. Then, slowly, her eyes lit up—something that hadn’t happened in months.
"Wait… Rebecca Quinn?" she whispered, her voice trembling with disbelief.
"Yeah," Mark grinned, his chest swelling with pride. "She’s teaching. She’s still in the game. I thought maybe… I don’t know, we could check it out?"
Sara stood up abruptly, her book forgotten. She walked over to Mark, her eyes bright with a mixture of hope and relief. Before Mark could react, she threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly. "Thank you," she whispered, her voice full of emotion. "I’m sorry, Mark. I’ve been awful to you. I… I just didn’t know how to deal with everything."
Mark hugged her back, feeling the weight of the past months lift just a little. “It’s okay, Sara. I understand. But maybe this could be a fresh start?”
She pulled back, her expression more alive than it had been in months. "Yes. Let’s go there. Friday. We’ll go see her."
For the first time in what felt like forever, Sara’s smile was real.
 
Chapter 5: The Unexpected Mentor
Friday came faster than either Sara or Mark had anticipated. As they stood outside Rebecca Quinn’s modest house, the thrill of finally meeting a woman they both admired pulsed through them. Sara was buzzing with excitement, practically bouncing on the balls of her feet. Mark, though more reserved, was equally hopeful—this could be the start of something big, a shot at redemption for both of them.
Sara knocked, her knuckles barely grazing the door when it swung open, revealing a tall, lean woman with sharp eyes and a messy bun. Her once-muscular frame had softened over the years, but she still carried herself with the grace of a fighter. Rebecca Quinn—legendary wrestler turned enigma.
Rebecca’s eyes narrowed the moment she saw them. “Who are you, and how did you find my address?” she asked brusquely, her tone far from welcoming.
Mark swallowed nervously, his excitement rapidly dissolving. "I, uh… might’ve snuck into the school librarian's PC and found it," he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. "But we’re huge fans! We just wanted to meet you."
Rebecca’s face darkened. "That’s not exactly how you introduce yourselves. You can’t just sneak around like that. You’re not welcome here." She made a move to close the door, but Sara, ever bold, stepped forward.
"Wait, please!" Sara said, holding the door with a determined glint in her eyes. "We didn’t mean any harm. We just… we need your help."
Rebecca sighed, clearly unimpressed. “Sneaking into someone’s private information doesn’t exactly scream ‘respect.’”
Sara bit her lip but didn’t back down. “I know, but… wrestling is my life. I need this. We need this. Please, just give us a chance.”
For a moment, Rebecca didn’t say anything. She just stared at them, assessing them with those piercing eyes. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she sighed again—this time, in resignation.
"Fine. Come back tomorrow. But if you try anything like that again, you’ll regret it." She hesitated, then added, "Don’t expect much, though."
The door closed behind her, leaving Sara and Mark standing there, unsure whether to feel triumphant or defeated.
________________________________________
The next day, they returned. This time, Rebecca greeted them with a weary smile and a casual wave. "You’re persistent, I’ll give you that." She stepped aside and gestured for them to enter. “Come on in.”
Sara and Mark exchanged a glance before stepping inside. They were expecting a wrestling gym, perhaps something resembling a dojo, but instead, they found a small, cozy living room with a few scattered toys and colorful art supplies.
"Uh… this isn’t what I expected," Mark mumbled under his breath, confused.
Rebecca noticed his bewilderment and smirked. "You’re not here for wrestling," she said, crossing her arms. "I teach kids now. Elementary school. No more wrestling."
Sara’s face fell. “Wait, so… you don’t train wrestlers anymore?”
Rebecca shook her head. “Nope. That’s all in the past. These days, I focus on tutoring and helping kids with after-school programs. Wrestling… it’s not my life anymore.”
Sara looked around, noticing the brightly colored posters of multiplication tables and crayon drawings taped to the walls. This wasn’t what she had expected either, but something in her heart softened.
“Well,” Sara began, “maybe we could help you with the kids. I’m good with children, and so is Mark.” She shot a glance at him, her eyes twinkling mischievously.
Mark blinked, taken aback. "Wait, what?"
Rebecca raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "You want to help out? Just like that?"
"Yes," Sara said confidently, ignoring Mark’s stunned expression. "We’re here, and you’re obviously busy. We could take some of the load off your shoulders."
Mark, still reeling from Sara’s unexpected offer, stammered, "I… uh… yeah. Sure. We can help."
Rebecca watched them for a moment, her expression unreadable. "Alright," she said slowly. "But don’t expect it to be easy. Some of these kids are a handful."
Sara grinned. “We’re up for the challenge.”
________________________________________
The afternoon passed in a blur of crayons, homework sheets, and the sound of children’s laughter. To her surprise, Sara was a natural with the kids, guiding them through their lessons with ease and keeping them entertained. The boys loved her, and the girls were already looking up to her as a cool big sister figure.
Rebecca watched from the corner of the room, occasionally nodding with approval.
Mark, on the other hand, wasn’t quite so graceful. He found himself dealing with a group of rowdy boys who seemed more interested in causing chaos than learning math. They ran circles around him—literally—and by the time Rebecca called for a break, Mark looked like he had just been through a mini-war.
"You alright there, champ?" Rebecca asked with a smirk as Mark slumped down onto a chair, exhausted.
"Yeah… kids are tougher than they look," he muttered, rubbing his temples as one of the boys tugged at his sleeve, demanding to play again.
Meanwhile, Sara was surrounded by children, receiving praise from both Rebecca and the kids for her calm, yet firm demeanor. She even managed to get a few of the rowdy ones to sit down and focus on their work, much to Mark’s bewilderment.
"How do you do that?" he whispered to her at one point.
Sara just grinned and shrugged. "It’s a gift."
By the time they finished for the day, Rebecca seemed impressed, though she hid it behind a stoic expression. As the kids packed up their things and left, Sara approached her with a hopeful smile.
“So… what about wrestling?” Sara asked, her voice gentle but determined.
Rebecca sighed, her face softening as she leaned against the wall. “I told you, I left that life behind. Teaching kids is my job now. Wrestling… it’s not for me anymore.”
"But it’s still in you," Sara pressed, her voice filled with quiet intensity. "I can see it. You can still teach. Maybe not as a full-time job, but in the mornings… we could help you with the kids during the day. And we can train with you early in the mornings. Just… please think about it."
Rebecca frowned, unsure. "You don’t know what you’re asking. It’s not as simple as you think."
"It never is," Sara replied softly. "But you don’t have to do it alone."
Rebecca stared at her, something flickering in her eyes, but she didn’t respond. Instead, she simply said, "We’ll see. Come back tomorrow, and we’ll talk more."
________________________________________
Over the course of the next week, Sara and Mark returned each day, helping Rebecca with the kids. Though Mark struggled at first, by the end of the week, he had found his groove—especially with the more undisciplined boys. His goofy sense of humor won them over, and he found himself chasing them around the yard, organizing games, and even helping them with their homework. Sara was impressed, though she’d never admit it out loud.
By the end of the week, Rebecca finally relented. "Alright," she said one afternoon, wiping her hands on a dish towel as the last of the kids left for the day. "I’ll train you. Both of you. But you have to be here by 5:30 in the morning. No excuses."
Sara grinned, her heart leaping with excitement. "We’ll be here."
Mark, on the other hand, looked horrified. “Five-thirty?” he echoed, his voice full of disbelief.
"Yep," Rebecca replied, her tone leaving no room for argument. "If you want to train, you start early."
Sara smirked at Mark. "We’ll be fine," she said confidently, clapping him on the back. "Right, Mark?"
He groaned, but nodded reluctantly. "Yeah… sure."
As they left Rebecca’s house that evening, Mark couldn’t help but grumble. "You really need to stop volunteering me for things."
Sara chuckled, her spirits light for the first time in months. "Oh, come on. You love it."
Mark shot her a look but couldn’t help the small smile tugging at his lips. "Maybe. But 5:30? That’s gonna kill me."
Sara laughed as they walked down the street, the excitement of finally getting to train bubbling up inside her. It wasn’t just the wrestling—it was the feeling of purpose returning, of reclaiming something she had lost.
For the first time in a long time, Sara felt like she was exactly where she was meant to be.
 
Chapter 6: Unmasking the Truth
Training under Rebecca Quinn was nothing short of grueling. Day in, day out, Sara and Mark threw themselves into the rigorous routines Rebecca crafted for them. There was no mercy in her approach, no leniency. The mornings started at 5:30 sharp, often under the dim haze of dawn, and the intensity only climbed from there.
1) The Training Regime
Sara, always hungry to prove herself, thrived in this environment. The morning sessions began with conditioning—long runs to build stamina, drills that pushed them to their physical limits, and shadow wrestling to fine-tune their technique. Rebecca would have them simulate collegiate-style matches, focusing on their explosive power and their ability to adapt to unpredictable circumstances.
They sparred in a padded area of Rebecca’s backyard, honing their groundwork, takedowns, and submissions. Rebecca had them work with resistance bands, emphasizing strength and flexibility. For Sara, the focus was often on controlling heavier opponents; for Mark, it was about learning how to manage speed and keep up with more agile wrestlers like Sara.
And it showed. Sara’s skills were sharper, her transitions smoother. Mark, while competent, often found himself struggling to keep pace with her, particularly when they sparred. Her advantage was undeniable.
2) Sparring
Sparring sessions turned into a kind of ritual between the two of them. With every session, Sara won—sometimes decisively, other times after long, drawn-out struggles—but she always came out on top. It wasn’t that Mark wasn’t improving. He was, but Sara’s natural prowess combined with her drive and confidence kept her a step ahead.
Mark couldn’t help but feel a growing frustration, though he never voiced it. He admired her, but there was always that lingering sting of defeat. It wasn’t just that Sara was better—it was the way she dominated their matches, almost as if their dynamic from high school hadn’t changed.
3) The Mask
One day, as they arrived for training, Rebecca handed Sara a sleek, black mask.
“What’s this for?” Sara asked, turning it over in her hands.
“It’s a restriction mask. Limits your oxygen intake while you train. You need to be prepared for long, exhausting fights where you’re up against guys bigger than you,” Rebecca explained. “This’ll teach you how to fight when you’re running on fumes.”
Mark raised his eyebrows, silently relieved that it wasn’t for him. He already had a hard enough time keeping up with Sara as it was.
When Sara put the mask on, things shifted—finally, Mark could gain some ground. During sparring, with her oxygen restricted, Sara slowed down just enough for Mark to take advantage.
For the first time in months, Mark managed to pin her.
He’d been waiting for this victory, but as he held Sara down, gasping for breath, it didn’t feel like triumph. It felt…hollow.
4) The Special Session
Several weeks passed, and their training continued in earnest. Sara and Mark grew stronger, faster, and more skilled under Rebecca’s watchful eye. Yet one day, after a particularly intense session, Rebecca pulled Sara aside as Mark was packing up to leave.
“I need to work with Sara for a bit. It’s girl stuff,” Rebecca said simply, waving Mark off.
Mark’s stomach twisted with disappointment. Girl stuff? What did that even mean? He watched as Sara hesitated, then nodded at Rebecca. Before she could follow, Mark caught her arm.
“What’s going on?” he asked, his voice tinged with frustration.
Sara looked at him, conflicted. "It’s… different. Rebecca’s teaching me how to use my body differently in a fight. Stuff like leveraging my…," she paused, uncomfortable. "My breasts, my hips, my legs. How to use a woman’s body to counter guys who try to overpower me."
Mark blinked, taken aback. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
Sara shrugged, eyes downcast. “It’s just… something Rebecca thought would help me. It’s not something you can do. You don’t need to know.”
The words stung more than he expected. “I don’t need to know?” He forced a chuckle, but it felt empty. “Alright, fine. Girl stuff.”
Mark left that day feeling more excluded than ever before.
5) Mark’s Mask
A few days later, Mark returned with a new addition to his training gear: a mask of his own. If Sara was using it to make her stronger, then so would he. He strapped it on, determined to push himself beyond the frustration, beyond the feeling of being left behind.
But even with the mask, Sara continued to defeat him easily. The special training sessions Rebecca had been giving her were making a clear difference. She was more elusive, more dangerous, and she seemed to anticipate his every move before he could even execute it.
“I thought this was supposed to help,” Mark grumbled after another defeat, tugging the mask off in frustration.
Sara grinned, teasing him. “It just takes time. You’ll get there.”
He glared playfully, but the frustration ran deeper than he let on.
6) The Breaking Point
After several more weeks of the same, Mark felt like he was reaching his breaking point. The divide between him and Sara seemed to be growing wider, not just in their skills, but in their bond. The special sessions with Rebecca had created a gap that wasn’t easily bridged, and Mark was growing weary of being the one left behind.
One evening, after an especially brutal day of training, Mark found himself unable to hold back any longer. “I’ve signed up for the wrestling team,” he blurted out as they sat in their shared apartment, the silence heavy between them.
Sara looked up, surprised. “Wait, what? I thought after everything—”
“I know what they did to you was wrong,” Mark interrupted, the words spilling out in a rush. “I know that. But Sara… I can’t keep doing this. I’m not keeping up. You’ve got these special sessions, and I’m falling behind. I warned you about that day—about Rob, about the team, about your overconfidence. But you didn’t listen.”
Sara’s eyes dimmed, and her posture slumped. She sighed, a long, exhausted exhale. "Yeah… I know. I didn’t listen, and I paid for it."
The silence between them thickened. Mark shifted uncomfortably, guilt tugging at him.
“I’m not saying I think what happened was okay,” Mark said quietly. “But I can’t keep feeling like I’m not enough. I need to do this for me. I need to be ready, and I’m not right now.”
Sara looked down at her hands. “I thought you’d stand by me. That you’d be with me through this.”
“I am. I’ll still train with you. But I need to be on that team,” Mark said, his voice soft but resolute.
Sara nodded slowly, though her eyes shimmered with sadness. “I guess… I just thought you’d be different. That you wouldn’t give in like they did.”
“I’m not giving in,” Mark said, his voice firm. “I’m just… doing what I need to do.”
Sara didn’t argue. She just sighed, the weight of the past few months hanging over them like a storm cloud. “Alright,” she whispered. “I understand.”
They went to bed that night with a quiet tension between them, both wondering where their paths would take them from here.
 
Chapter 7: Preparing for the Fight
Mark burst into the apartment, his face flushed with excitement. "Sara, you're not gonna believe this!" he said, practically shouting as he waved a flyer in front of her. "There’s an open-gender tournament at the end of the semester!"
Sara looked up from her books, her eyes lighting up with curiosity. "Really? Open-gender?"
"Yeah," Mark confirmed. "You could enter. I mean, we both could, but this might be a chance for you to show everyone what you’ve got. Redemption, Sara."
Sara smirked, a flicker of determination sparking in her eyes. "Then let’s sign up."
2) Signing Up
Later that day, they headed to the registration desk. The gym was buzzing with energy, athletes milling around, some signing up, others sizing up the competition. Sara confidently filled out the registration form when suddenly she felt a sharp, humiliating slap on her rear. Startled, she spun around to find Rob standing there with his signature arrogant smirk.
“Why’d you show up here, Sara?” he sneered, his voice dripping with condescension. “If you wanted to get fucked, you could’ve just come to my dorm.”
Sara’s jaw tightened, but she kept her composure. "Oh, I’m here to wrestle. And I’ll be sure to kick your ass in the process."
Rob laughed, stepping closer, his tone mocking. "Sure, sure. But you know what’ll happen if you lose again. You’ll end up flat on your back in front of everyone—just like last time."
Without missing a beat, Sara fired back. “We’ll see who ends up on their back, Rob. Try not to cry when it happens.”
3) The Shocking Text
Later that night, Sara texted Rebecca about the tournament, expecting a simple message of encouragement. Instead, Rebecca’s response came almost immediately, her concern clear through the words on the screen.
Rebecca: Did you read the form you signed?
Sara: Not really, why?
Rebecca: These tournaments allow… more brutal tactics. Gear ripping, sensual holds, and even moves meant to arouse the opponent. They’re legal. Matches can get pretty intense, Sara. You need to be prepared for what you’re getting into.
Sara’s stomach dropped as she read the message. She quickly texted back, agreeing to come in for a special session. Without hesitation, she invited Mark to join her.
4) The Training Session
The next morning, they arrived at Rebecca’s training space. Rebecca looked surprised when she saw Mark walk in alongside Sara.
“I wasn’t expecting you to bring him,” Rebecca said, her eyes flicking to Mark, who seemed slightly out of place.
Sara stepped forward. "I wanted him here. We’re both training for the tournament, so why not?"
Rebecca sighed. "Fine. But this is the last time, Mark. This session is… different. It’s ‘girl stuff,’ and you might not want to be around for all of it."
Mark nodded, unsure but trusting Sara’s judgment. "I’ll stay unless you need me to leave."
5) The Rules and the Moves
Rebecca wasted no time in explaining the brutal nature of the tournament to Sara. "First of all, these matches are different. They allow a lot more… leeway in how you fight. Things like grabbing, squeezing, even ripping at your opponent’s gear to humiliate or distract them are allowed. You’ve got to be ready for that."
Sara listened carefully, absorbing the weight of what Rebecca was telling her.
"And you need to use what you’ve got, Sara," Rebecca continued. "The fact is, you’re wrestling men. They’ll try to overpower you physically, but you have an advantage they don’t—your body. Your sensuality. Most guys will be distracted or thrown off by certain holds."
She walked over to Sara and adjusted her stance, positioning her in a modified headlock hold. "This is what we call a breast-to-face headlock. You use your chest to smother their face, making it hard for them to breathe and see. It’s not just about strength; it’s about positioning."
Rebecca demonstrated the move, showing how her larger chest made the hold more effective. "The bigger your breasts, the more difficult it is for them to break out of this. It’s about control, Sara. You need to learn how to control your opponent’s head, keep them close, and make them uncomfortable."
Mark stood awkwardly off to the side, his face reddening slightly as he realized the nature of the instruction.
Rebecca then demonstrated the breast smother, another key hold for Sara. “In this move, you pin their face between your breasts, cutting off their air supply. It’s not just about power—it’s about precision. You need to make sure their nose is towards the center or cleave, and their mouth is sealed away from any chance to breathe. Be cautious, though—too close to the nipple, and they might get… aroused, and that could backfire.”
Sara nodded, understanding the seriousness in Rebecca’s tone. The practicality of it was clear, even if the move itself felt awkward to practice.
6) Mark is Dismissed
At this point, Rebecca turned to Mark. “Alright, you need to leave now. This next part is crucial for Sara, and it’s not something you need to be here for.”
Mark hesitated, his frustration evident. “But I—”
“Go, Mark,” Sara interjected softly. “This is something I need to do.”
Reluctantly, Mark left the room and wandered into Rebecca’s small office. There, he found some old tapes and clips of Rebecca’s wrestling matches in her prime. As he watched, he realized just how different her style was—vicious, strategic, and utterly focused on exploiting her opponents’ weaknesses. He couldn’t help but feel a pang of envy as he watched her dominate her matches with ease.
Looking for a distraction, he picked up Sara’s phone, which she had left unlocked. He tapped through her apps, idly playing games to pass the time while the two women continued their session in the other room.
7) The Final Lessons and the Gift
Back in the training area, Rebecca continued with her instruction, guiding Sara through the nuances of the breast smother. “Face placement is key,” Rebecca explained. “If you center their face right between your breasts, you’re in control. But if they manage to get towards the sides or the cleavage, you’ll lose your hold.”
Sara practiced, refining her technique with each adjustment Rebecca made.
Finally, the session came to an end, and Rebecca presented Sara with a gift: a sleek sports bra and a matching skirt. "This will help eliminate the chances of anyone yanking your gear, like what happened with Rob. It’s designed to stay in place."
When Mark returned, Rebecca handed him a small box. Inside, Mark found a simple pair of wrestling underwear—functional but far less impressive than Sara’s new gear.
As they left, Mark couldn’t help but feel the sting of being sidelined. Rebecca turned to him before they walked out the door. "This was your last session with me, Mark. From now on, I’ll be training Sara exclusively. She needs to be prepared for the tournament, and this training is… not for you."
Mark nodded stiffly, the disappointment etched on his face. As they headed back to the apartment, Sara tried to comfort him, but Mark couldn’t shake the feeling that he was being left behind again.
 
Chapter 8: Brackets and Breasts
The tournament brackets were finally released, and as Sara scrolled through the names, she felt a mix of excitement and determination. It was a 32-person tournament, and as her eyes swept over the list, one detail stood out: she was the only female participant. She sat beside Mark on the couch, eager to discuss the lineup, but he seemed more engrossed in a game on her phone.
“Mark, look at this,” Sara said, nudging him. “I’m the only girl in the entire tournament.”
“Mhm,” Mark mumbled, barely glancing up from the screen.
Sara narrowed her eyes, frustrated by his lack of attention. “Are you even listening?”
“Yeah, yeah, that’s wild,” he replied absentmindedly, still tapping away at the game he had downloaded. Without a second thought, Sara snatched the phone out of his hands, ignoring his startled yelp of protest.
“Hey! I was about to beat my high score!” Mark complained.
Sara rolled her eyes. "Well, now you can focus on something that matters. Like this tournament."
Mark sighed, reluctantly leaning in to look at the screen. It was a double-elimination format, meaning you could only afford one loss before being knocked out for good. Sara, always the confident one, scoffed at the thought.
“I won’t need any losses. Double-elimination’s just an excuse for people who can’t win the first time,” she said, crossing her arms.
Mark, on the other hand, seemed relieved. "At least I have a cushion. One loss isn’t the end of the world."
Sara smirked. “Spoken like someone planning to lose.”
Just then, Sara’s phone buzzed with a message from Rebecca. It was a reminder about their next special training session. Sara glanced at Mark, feeling the familiar pang of guilt and hesitation. She still hadn’t told him everything about the sessions, and she wasn’t planning to.
"What’s going on between you two?" Mark asked, trying to sound nonchalant but unable to hide the hint of jealousy in his voice. “You’re always training with her, but I never know what for.”
Sara shifted uncomfortably. “It’s nothing. You wouldn’t understand, and besides…” She paused, giving him a teasing smile. “You’re terrible at keeping secrets.”
Mark opened his mouth to protest, but Sara stood up before he could argue, grabbing her bag and heading for the door. “I’ll be back later. You can have your phone when I get back, okay?”
Mark sighed, knowing there was no use pressing her for details. He watched her leave, that gnawing feeling of being left out settling deeper into his gut.
________________________________________
4) A Discovery
Sara arrived at Rebecca’s training space early, eager for the session. The usual noise of kids playing was absent, and the space felt unusually quiet. Rebecca wasn’t there yet, so Sara wandered around, her curiosity piqued by the silence. She came across a box filled with Rebecca’s old wrestling gear—singlets, headgear, and photos of her past matches.
One photo caught her eye—a younger Rebecca, mid-match, looking fierce and determined. Next to the photos was a stack of old VHS tapes. Sara picked one up, examining the cover. It was labeled Finals in faded ink, the match that had mysteriously disappeared from all records.
Heart racing, she glanced around to make sure Rebecca wasn’t around before moving toward the player. She hesitated, her finger hovering over the play button. What happened in that final? Why had Rebecca hidden it?
Before she could press play, the door creaked open. Sara quickly shoved the tape back in the box and stood up, her heart pounding.
Rebecca walked in, her face unreadable as she glanced at the box Sara had been looking through. “Ready for training?” she asked, her tone neutral. Sara nodded, swallowing the urge to ask about the tape.
________________________________________
5) The Training
Today’s training was different. Rebecca led Sara through exercises specifically designed for what she called breast training. As awkward as it sounded, it was critical for the moves Rebecca had taught her.
“Firm versus saggy,” Rebecca began, as Sara raised an eyebrow. “Firm breasts are easier for your opponent to grip, but they’re better for executing smothers and headlocks. Saggy breasts, on the other hand, are harder to hold onto but not as effective for those same moves.”
Sara nodded, following Rebecca’s instructions as they practiced applying and breaking holds. The moves felt strange, but Sara could see the logic behind them. Control and technique mattered more than raw strength.
Rebecca then handed Sara a small pill. “This will firm you up a bit. It’s legal, as far as I know. It’s not a PED—it’s just that no one knows about these techniques anymore since female wrestling died out two decades ago.”
Sara hesitated, staring at the pill. “Are you sure?”
Rebecca gave a small smile, but there was something cautious in her eyes. “I wouldn’t give you anything dangerous. Trust me, this will help.”
Sara nodded slowly, taking the pill but feeling a twinge of doubt. Rebecca handed her a sports bra that would better accommodate her form after the training, along with a set of instructions for future exercises.
As Sara packed up, she couldn’t hold back her curiosity any longer. “Rebecca… about that finals tape I saw earlier…”
Rebecca’s face hardened, the usual warmth in her eyes replaced by a cold, distant look. "That’s not something we need to talk about. Focus on the tournament, Sara."
________________________________________
6) The Bracket
The next day, Sara and Mark gathered around the computer as the tournament brackets were finally revealed. Sara’s eyes widened when she saw her first-round opponent: Rob.
“Of course it’s him,” she muttered under her breath. “It’s always him.”
Mark frowned, glancing over the rest of the brackets. “It’s weird though. Most of the other wrestlers from our region are bunched together in one section of the bracket, but you and Rob are at the opposite ends.”
Sara shrugged. “Doesn’t matter. I’m gonna beat him either way.”
Mark sighed in relief. “At least I won’t have to face him anytime soon.”
Sara shot him a mocking grin. "I’m sure you’re glad about that. Now, give me back my phone. I’m not letting you spend the rest of the day glued to that game."
Mark handed it over, grumbling as she snatched it out of his hands with a triumphant smirk.
 
Chapter 9: Stakes and Consequences
The next morning, Sara and Mark made their way to the coach’s office, discussing the strange bracket setup. Something didn’t sit right with Mark, but Sara’s confidence blinded her from seeing it. As they approached the coach, Mark’s unease grew.
“Coach, why is Sara facing Rob in the first round? That doesn’t make sense,” Mark asked.
The coach sighed, rubbing his temples. “Rob asked for a special favor. He wanted the match moved to the first round. It can be changed if Sara agrees.”
Mark glanced at Sara, hoping she would reconsider. “We should change it.”
But Sara shook her head, her chin raised with determination. “No, I’m fine with it. I’ll beat him either way.”
Mark frowned, frustration seeping into his voice. “It’s unwise, Sara. Why give him that satisfaction?”
As they left the office, Rob approached with his usual smirk plastered across his face, flanked by a few of his rowdy friends. “I heard you didn’t want to change the match, Sara,” Rob sneered. “Getting closer to me already, huh?”
Sara ignored him and kept walking, but Rob was relentless. He came up behind her and lightly spanked her, then grabbed her by the buttocks. “Maybe you want to raise the stakes, huh? How about this—if I win, I get to grab and grope your boobs.”
Mark, who had been absorbed in his phone, immediately snapped his head up. “That’s not happening!” he shouted, his face flushed with anger.
Sara merely rolled her eyes. “You’re a pervert, Rob. Get lost.”
Rob raised an eyebrow, smirking even more. “What? Are you afraid of losing? Thought so.”
His friends started mimicking Sara, one of them pretending to be her after the last match, mockingly acting as though he was spanked. The taunting dug deep, and Sara’s temper flared.
“Fine!” she snapped. “If I win, you and your friends will have to kiss my feet.”
Rob’s friends burst into laughter, especially Marcus, who let out a chuckle. “I think we’re all gonna enjoy this match.”
Mark stepped forward, his face livid. “This bet is off. No way, Sara!”
But Sara was resolute. “You know I’m going to win, Mark. And when I do, Rob’s going to be kissing my feet.”
Rob grinned, stepping closer to whisper in Sara’s ear, “Just remember, no bet goes unfulfilled here. I’ll see you tomorrow after I grope you in front of everyone.”
As Rob and his friends walked away, Mark stood stunned, furious that Sara had made such a reckless decision. He clenched his fists, trying to calm down, but the anger and fear for her filled his chest. “Why would you agree to something like that?” he snapped.
Sara shrugged, still confident. “I’ve got this, Mark. He’s a pig, and I’ll humiliate him.”
Mark couldn’t hold back any longer. “You’re being reckless! And you keep brushing me off like this! I’m done.”
Sara watched him storm off, guilt twisting in her stomach. Before she could say anything, a message popped up from Rebecca. It was an emergency—she needed to meet for training at 6 PM, as Rebecca had to leave to visit her sick mother. Sara sighed, torn between her training and the argument with Mark. But she pushed the thoughts away and prepared for her session.
________________________________________
2) The Tape
Later that evening, Sara arrived at Rebecca’s training space, only to find it empty. The lights were dim, and the silence weighed heavily on her. She suddenly realized she had forgotten her phone, which left her feeling even more uneasy. She waited for a while, but Rebecca didn’t show.
Sara’s eyes wandered back to the stack of tapes she had noticed earlier. That nagging curiosity gnawed at her again. Rebecca’s finals tape—the one that was missing from all records—was still there.
Without thinking, Sara grabbed the tape, her heart pounding as she inserted it into the old player. The match started with Rebecca leading 4-3, her movements graceful yet fierce. But before Sara could watch more, the screen flickered and shut off.
“What the hell are you doing?” Rebecca’s voice cut through the silence like a knife.
Sara jumped, turning to see Rebecca standing in the doorway, her face a mask of fury. “You’re snooping through my stuff?”
“I-I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to—” Sara stammered, but Rebecca’s eyes flashed with anger as she kicked the box of tapes aside.
“Get out.”
Sara didn’t need to be told twice. She fled the room, her heart racing, her mind spinning with a mix of guilt and shame.
________________________________________
3) Apologies and Dread
Sara returned to the apartment that night, exhausted and feeling the weight of her earlier argument with Mark. As she walked in, she saw Mark sitting on the couch, his face tense and his hands tightly gripping a practice rope.
“I’m sorry, Mark,” Sara whispered, sitting beside him.
Mark glanced at her, his jaw tight. “You can’t keep making dumb decisions like that, Sara.”
She sighed. “I know. It’s just… I want to win, and I don’t want to back down from him.”
They sat in silence for a while. The tension between them was palpable. At 8 PM, Sara saw a text from Rebecca calling her for practice at 5:45 the next morning. It would be their last training session before the tournament, and Sara knew she couldn’t afford to miss it.
But as the night wore on, Sara found herself unable to sleep. The weight of everything—the bet, the tournament, her argument with Mark—pressed down on her chest. She tossed and turned, her mind racing. Around 2 AM, she noticed Mark was still awake too, practicing for his own match in the living room.
She watched him for a while, her heart heavy. For the first time, she began to question whether she was as prepared as she thought.
________________________________________
4) A Missed Opportunity
The next morning, Sara rushed to Rebecca’s training space, her heart racing with anticipation. It was eerily quiet, and as she stepped inside, she noticed that Rebecca wasn’t there. The space looked abandoned—Rebecca’s things were scattered around, and it was clear that she had left for her mother’s emergency.
Sara waited, pacing nervously. She glanced at the clock. 6:00 AM… 7:00 AM… Still no Rebecca. Exhausted from the sleepless night, she slumped against the wall, her eyes growing heavy. She couldn’t help but doze off, the weight of exhaustion finally overtaking her.
When she awoke, the sun was higher in the sky. Groggy, she glanced at her watch and froze.
10:30 AM.
Her blood ran cold as she realized she had slept through her match. Panic surged through her veins as she bolted upright. She had missed it—the match against Rob, the one she had confidently sworn to win. The dread settled in like a stone in her chest as she realized she had just forfeited.
 
Chapter 10: Consequences of Confidence
Sara rushed into the arena, her heart racing and dread pooling in her chest. She spotted Mark sitting in the stands, his face a tight mask of tension. When she approached him, he shook his head.
“You lost by forfeit, Sara,” he said, his voice heavy with disappointment. “You’re in the lower bracket now.”
Sara exhaled sharply, the reality of it hitting her like a punch to the gut. She had messed up. Everything in the last 24 hours had spiraled out of control. Her decisions, her misplaced confidence—none of it mattered now. Mark had won his match, and she offered him a halfhearted congratulations, but her regret drowned out any joy she could muster.
Just then, Rob and his friends swaggered over, grinning like predators. Sara’s stomach twisted as she remembered the foolish bet she had made. Rob leaned in close, his smirk more disgusting than ever.
“If you’re so keen on getting groped, Sara, maybe you should just quit wrestling altogether,” he sneered. “Might as well give up before you’re humiliated again.”
Sara’s throat tightened, and she forced herself to meet his gaze. “Let’s get this over with.”
Rob grinned, his eyes gleaming with malice. “Not so fast. I’ll get to it after my boys finish their matches.” He gestured to his friends—Marcus, Joe, and Joaquin—who were warming up on the mats.
Sara watched the matches in silence, the dread mounting with every victory. One by one, Rob’s friends triumphed, securing their spots in the tournament. And with each win, Sara felt the walls closing in around her.
________________________________________
The Locker Room
After the matches, Rob and his friends gathered her up like a prize and led her to their private locker room. As they shoved her inside, Marcus tossed her a tight tank top.
“Change into this,” he said, grinning. “It’ll be more fun for all of us.”
Sara gritted her teeth but complied, pulling the thin fabric over her head. She hoped it would end quickly. But then they started jeering, egging her on.
“Take off the bra, Sara,” Joe called out. “Wouldn’t want it to get all dirty now, would you?”
Her anger simmered beneath her skin as she removed her bra and stuffed it into her bag. She stood there, vulnerable in the flimsy tank top as the boys crowded around her, eyes gleaming with predatory delight. Joe, unable to resist, stepped forward first. His eyes roamed over her body before landing on her breasts, the outline visible through the thin material.
“Damn, they look even better up close,” Joe whispered, his voice thick with lust.
Marcus gave him a playful shove. “Told you the tank top was a good idea.”
Suddenly, Joaquin was behind her, his hands roughly grabbing her buttocks. Sara tensed but remained silent, refusing to give them the satisfaction of seeing her discomfort. Joaquin’s hands moved upwards, groping her breasts through the tank, cupping them like he owned them. She clenched her jaw as his fingers teased her, his touch igniting an unwanted sensation of arousal. He kissed her lightly, grinning as he stepped away. “Worth it,” he muttered.
Next came Joe. He ran his hands through her hair and down her body, his touch lingering too long. He grabbed a water bottle from the bench and splashed it across her chest, soaking the top until it clung to her skin, nearly see-through. Her nipples, almost visible, drew a chorus of cheers from the group.
“Almost perfect,” Joe said, grinning as he leaned in, wetting his lips. He ran his fingers down her body, his hand brushing over her vag before slipping a finger between her thighs. Sara shuddered involuntarily, her body betraying her as Joe left with a grin, satisfied with her reaction.
Marcus stepped up next, licking his lips. “Damn, they really are big,” he said, eyeing her chest with undisguised lust.
Rob shot him a sharp look. “Back off, Marcus. It’s my turn.”
Marcus licked her wet tank top, making Sara’s skin crawl. “She’s trying so hard not to moan. You’re making this fun, Sara,” he whispered as he pulled on her wet top, snapping it against her chest before spanking her hard.
Then it was Rob’s turn. He made her sit down in front of him as he settled behind her, wrapping his arms around her body and cupping her breasts. He kissed her neck slowly, savoring the moment as the others cheered.
Without warning, Rob’s friends grabbed Sara’s arms, holding her still as Rob reached for the hem of her wet tank top. “This wasn’t part of the bet!” Sara screamed, struggling against their grip.
Rob chuckled darkly, yanking the top up and over her head, leaving her bare-chested. “Maybe not, but we’re not as smart as you, right? No academic scholarship for us.” He mocked her while his hands roamed freely over her body, teasing her breasts as Sara’s anger and arousal warred within her.
Marcus pretended to faint dramatically. Joaquin leaned in, his tongue circling her breasts while Joe pinched her nipples, the humiliation mounting as they took their turns. Rob finally pulled a bottle from his bag—a bottle of honey—and poured it over her breasts, licking the sticky sweetness off her skin.
Sara couldn’t hold back a gasp, and Rob smirked as he leaned in close. “You’re coming to my room later for the full experience, Sara.”
They finally released her, leaving her sticky and wet. One of them joked, “You want to shower with us?” Sara pulled on her clothes, ignoring their laughter as she stormed out of the locker room.
Mark was waiting for her outside, his face livid.
“What the hell were you thinking with that stupid bet, Sara?” he snapped.
Sara couldn’t meet his eyes. “I know... I’m sorry.”
________________________________________
Rebecca’s Call and Regret
Later that night, a text from Rebecca popped up on Sara’s phone. Rebecca explained that the call from the hospital about her mother had been a prank. The mother was fine, but Rebecca had been distraught all day. She wanted Sara to come for one final session.
Sara sighed in relief but tensed up again when she realized her next match was against Joaquin.
During the session with Rebecca, Sara finally broke down and told her what had happened that day—the bet, the locker room, the humiliation. Rebecca was silent for a long moment before speaking.
“You know, Sara, this is why I left wrestling,” Rebecca said softly. “I was disrobed, aroused, and humiliated in my final match. After that, every girl in the university quit. I don’t want you to go through the same thing.”
Sara nodded, tears prickling her eyes. “I don’t know what to do.”
Rebecca looked at her, her eyes filled with empathy. “Trust Mark with these decisions, Sara. He cares about you.”
________________________________________
Apologies
That night, Sara returned to the apartment, where Mark sat, staring blankly at his phone. She sat beside him, the silence heavy between them.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice thick with guilt.
Mark didn’t look at her. “Joe’s my opponent tomorrow.”
Sara closed her eyes, the weight of her decisions crashing down on her. She didn’t know how to fix things, but she knew she had to try.
 
Chapter 11: Sara vs Joaquin – Redemption through Rage
The arena buzzed with energy as Sara stepped onto the mat, donning her sports gear—a sleek sports bra and skirt, her new uniform designed to protect against the humiliation she’d suffered before. The fabric clung comfortably to her, and she took a deep breath, trying to steady herself.
Across from her stood Joaquin, a smug grin spread across his face. He pointed at her outfit and chuckled, “Reminds me of last night’s little costume. You were really something, Sara.” His voice dripped with mockery. “The way your top peeled off… and that moan when Rob kissed you? Priceless.”
Sara’s jaw clenched, her body stiffening as a wave of shame and anger coursed through her. Joaquin wasn’t just trying to win—he was trying to get into her head, to rattle her the way Rob had. He thought he knew her moves, her strengths, her weaknesses. And for the first few minutes of the match, he seemed to be right.
________________________________________
Round One: The Distractions
The referee’s whistle pierced the air, signaling the start of the match. Sara lunged forward, determined to take control early, but Joaquin danced away with ease, laughing under his breath. His agility caught her off guard as he slipped behind her, wrapping her waist in a tight grip and throwing her off balance.
“Just like last night,” he whispered into her ear, his breath hot on her neck. “Too easy.”
Before Sara could react, Joaquin’s hands shifted, and with a quick sweep of his leg, he tripped her, sending her sprawling onto the mat. He pinned her down effortlessly, earning the first two points of the match.
“0-2,” he grinned, taunting her as he stood up, brushing his hands off like it was nothing.
Sara bit the inside of her cheek, pushing herself up, but her mind kept replaying his words. He was relentless, always looking for a way to get under her skin. Another grapple, another distraction, and Joaquin had slipped behind her again, this time pulling her into a tight waistlock. She tried to break free, but his grip was strong. His lips brushed against her ear.
“You remember how you felt when I kissed you?” he murmured, just loud enough for her to hear. “You liked it, didn’t you?”
Sara’s face flushed, not from embarrassment but from anger. Joaquin flipped her onto her back with ease, securing another takedown. The scoreboard now read 0-4 in his favor, and the first half was slipping away from her. She could feel the weight of her mistakes piling up. His provocations, his constant reminders of the night before, were clouding her focus. She was losing control.
________________________________________
Composure and Comeback
As the whistle blew to signal the end of the first half, Sara sat back on her knees, breathing heavily. Her mind swirled with frustration and humiliation. Joaquin stood across from her, making exaggerated kissy faces, further enraging her. But something in Sara clicked in that moment.
This wasn’t just about winning or losing—it was about reclaiming her dignity. She wasn’t going to let him turn this match into a repeat of last night. She had trained too hard, suffered too much, to be distracted now.
With a deep breath, she refocused. The referee called for the second half, and Sara approached the center of the mat with renewed determination.
Joaquin, still cocky, came at her with another sweeping motion, but this time Sara was ready. She sidestepped his advance and caught him off guard with a sudden takedown of her own. Her arms locked around his waist, and she flipped him over her hip, crashing him onto the mat. The points lit up on the board: 2-4.
Sara’s heart pounded in her chest, adrenaline coursing through her veins. Joaquin scowled as he scrambled to his feet, but there was a glint of surprise in his eyes now. He hadn’t expected her to fight back like this.
They circled each other again, and this time, Sara was quicker. She feinted a move to the right, causing Joaquin to over-commit, and with lightning speed, she darted to his left, catching him off balance. Her arms locked around his head, pulling him into a headlock.
“You’re not getting inside my head again,” she growled under her breath.
But Joaquin, always the provocateur, took the opportunity to mock her one last time. As Sara tightened the headlock, he leaned in and, with a sick grin, mockingly licked the side of her bra.
Sara’s mind flashed to Rebecca’s training, the special move Rebecca had shown her—the breast-to-face headlock. In that moment, all the anger, frustration, and humiliation she had bottled up since the locker room came rushing back.
________________________________________
The Breast Headlock: Revenge in Motion
Sara adjusted her grip, shifting her hold as she positioned Joaquin’s face directly against her chest. She tightened the headlock, bringing her breast into play, just like Rebecca had shown her. Joaquin’s mocking grin faltered as he realized what was happening. His hands flailed in an attempt to break free, but Sara’s hold was firm, fueled by her seething rage.
“This is for what you did to me last night,” she hissed, her voice trembling with fury. Joaquin’s eyes widened as he struggled, but her grip was unrelenting. His fingers clawed at her arms, but he couldn’t break the hold.
The scoreboard blinked with the new points. 4-4.
Sara was far from done. As Joaquin thrashed beneath her, Sara leaned in closer, applying more pressure. She felt his body weakening, his struggles growing less and less desperate.
“I’m not done with you,” she growled through gritted teeth. “You think you can humiliate me? I’ll show you what humiliation feels like.”
Joaquin tapped, slapping the mat in submission. But Sara wasn’t letting go. The whistle blew, but it was as if she couldn’t hear it. All she could think about was last night—the way they had touched her, taunted her, made her feel powerless.
Joaquin’s hands pounded the mat again, more frantically this time. The referee rushed in, trying to pry Sara off him, but she was too far gone in her rage. Joaquin’s eyes fluttered, his face turning pale as the headlock squeezed the air from his lungs.
Finally, with the ref and Mark both pulling at her, Sara released him, her chest heaving as she stood over Joaquin’s limp body. The arena had gone silent, the spectators unsure whether to cheer or be concerned.
Joaquin lay motionless for a moment before groaning and slowly sitting up. Sara took a step back, still breathing hard. The referee glared at her, issuing a stern warning for not releasing the hold after the tap. But Sara didn’t care. She had made her point.
As she walked off the mat, she delivered a sharp kick to Joaquin’s side, sending him sprawling back down. “That’s for last night,” she spat, before storming out of the arena.
________________________________________
Aftermath
Mark caught up to her outside, his face tight with worry. “What was that back there?” he demanded. “You nearly choked him out!”
Sara shook her head, still coming down from the adrenaline. “I don’t know,” she muttered. “I just—I couldn’t stop. I wasn’t going to let him get away with what they did.”
Mark sighed, glancing back at the arena. “Look, I get it. What they did was wrong. But you can’t let your temper get the better of you like that. You could’ve been disqualified. You need to take a break, Sara. Don’t go train today. Recover.”
Sara nodded, though her mind was still racing. She had won, but it didn’t feel like a victory. The rage still simmered beneath the surface, unresolved.
Mark, meanwhile, smiled weakly. “I beat Joe, by the way.”
She managed a small, tired smile. “Good job,” she said, though her thoughts were already on her next opponent—Joe. She would face him next, and Mark would face Marcus.
The road to redemption wasn’t over yet.
 
Chapter 12: Sara vs. Joe – The Fight for Control
The tension in the air was thick as Sara took her position on the mat, facing Joe. He wasn’t like Joaquin or Rob—he wasn’t trying to provoke her right away. His demeanor was calm, almost businesslike, as they squared off. But Sara knew better than to trust appearances. Joe had been there in the locker room, watching her humiliation alongside his friends, and that fact alone kept her defenses up.
The referee blew the whistle, and the match began.
________________________________________
Round One: A Balanced Start
Sara moved quickly, circling Joe, looking for an opening. Joe was strong, but not overly aggressive. He was playing it safe in the first half, testing her limits with calculated moves. Each time Sara lunged, he countered smoothly, making it clear he had studied her style.
At the halfway point, the scoreboard blinked an even 3-3. Joe was keeping up with her at every turn, and Sara could feel the strain building in her muscles. She wiped the sweat from her brow and took a deep breath as they reset.
Joe’s eyes gleamed with a hint of something darker as they locked gazes. He hadn’t provoked her until now, but Sara could sense a change coming.
________________________________________
Round Two: Joe’s Aggression Unleashed
The whistle blew for the second half, and Joe came at Sara with a renewed intensity. His movements were sharper, more forceful. He ducked low, faking a sweep before diving in for a double-leg takedown. Sara tried to block, but he was too fast, managing to get behind her.
Suddenly, she felt Joe’s hands on her back, but instead of just locking in a hold, he grabbed her breasts from behind, squeezing tightly as he lifted her off the mat. It wasn’t a wrestling move—it was a deliberate, humiliating act.
Sara gasped, shocked by the brazen violation, and in that split second, Joe slammed her onto the mat with a forceful thud. He earned two points, bringing the score to 5-3 in his favor.
Joe stood over her, breathing heavily, a mocking grin spreading across his face. “Feels familiar, doesn’t it?” he sneered. “Thought you’d get away without your special treatment from the locker room?”
Sara’s stomach churned in disgust, but before she could react, Joe reached up to his singlet and peeled it off, leaving him in nothing but a tight pair of soaked underwear. His arousal was obvious, and the sight made Sara’s blood boil.
“You want more of what happened last night?” he jeered, stepping closer.
________________________________________
Sara’s Fury Unleashed
Joe's words cut through her like a knife. The humiliation she had endured in the locker room flashed before her eyes, igniting a fury inside her that she hadn't felt before. This wasn’t just a wrestling match anymore—this was about reclaiming her power.
As Joe closed in, Sara snapped into action, ducking low and wrapping her arm around his neck. She locked him into a headlock, squeezing tightly as she shifted to a modified breast headlock, pressing his face against her chest. She could feel Joe struggling beneath her, but something was wrong. He wasn’t trying to break the hold.
Instead, to her horror, Joe leaned into the hold, licking her nipples through her sports bra, his breath hot and disgusting against her skin. The shock of it broke her concentration, and Joe used the distraction to slip free.
Sara stumbled back, her mind racing. How does he know the counter to that move? She thought, shaken by how easily he had escaped. She couldn’t believe he knew how to counter something that only Rebecca had taught her.
With the scoreboard now reading 5-3, and just over two minutes left on the clock, Sara had to pull herself together. She couldn’t let him get into her head the way Joaquin had.
________________________________________
The Final Push
Joe charged at her again, but this time Sara was ready. She ducked low, dodging his grip, and surged forward, aiming for his legs. Her hands wrapped around his knees, buckling them as she lifted him off the ground and slammed him back down onto the mat. The impact was hard, and Sara quickly scrambled to take his back, wrapping her legs around his waist in a rear guard position.
Joe groaned, trying to wriggle free, but Sara locked him in tighter. She could feel his hands reaching back, attempting to grab at her again, but she wasn’t going to let him get the upper hand this time.
With just over a minute left, Joe’s struggles grew desperate. His hand reached around to grab her butt, trying to distract her, but Sara ignored it. Instead, she shifted her weight and locked in a guillotine choke, pulling Joe’s head down into her chest and wrapping her arm around his throat.
Joe’s face contorted in pain, his legs kicking out as he struggled to breathe. Sara tightened her grip, the adrenaline surging through her veins.
Joe tapped at 0:55, the score now tied 6-6. But Sara didn’t release him. Her mind raced with images of the locker room, the humiliation, the way he had treated her just now. She wasn’t going to let him off that easily.
________________________________________
Sara’s Revenge
She squeezed harder, her breath ragged, as Joe’s frantic tapping became more desperate. His face was turning red, his eyes wide with fear.
“This is for the locker room,” Sara hissed through gritted teeth. “For humiliating me.”
The referee rushed over, shouting at her to release the hold. Sara blinked, her vision clouded with rage. It wasn’t until the ref physically pulled her off Joe that she finally let go. Joe slumped to the mat, gasping for air, his body limp and lifeless.
As Sara stood, her chest heaving with exertion and anger, Joe’s friends rushed over to bring him back to consciousness. A smirk played at the corner of his mouth as he regained his senses, even in his defeat.
But Sara wasn’t done. With a burst of anger she didn’t even fully understand, she lashed out, landing a punch squarely on Joe’s face. His head snapped back, and he crumpled to the mat again.
Mark rushed over, grabbing her arm and pulling her away before the ref could notice what had happened. Sara stood there, breathing heavily, her fists clenched. She couldn’t believe what she had just done.
________________________________________
Aftermath
Outside the ring, Mark couldn’t hide his shock. “What the hell was that?” he demanded, his voice low but urgent. “You choked him out after the tap, and then you punched him! Are you trying to get disqualified?”
Sara stared at her hands, still trembling from the adrenaline. “I don’t know what got into me,” she muttered, shaking her head. “I just… I lost control.”
Mark sighed, rubbing his temples. “Well, you better pull it together. I won my match against Marcus, so I’m in the upper finals. You’re in the lower semis against Marcus next. Don’t mess this up.”
Sara nodded, but her mind was still racing. The anger she had felt—it was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. She had won, but it felt hollow, tainted by her own loss of control.
________________________________________
A Growing Support
As they left the arena, a group of girls approached Sara, their eyes filled with admiration. They had seen her fight back, her refusal to be humiliated any longer. They had seen her stand up for herself, and it resonated with them.
“Good luck in your next match,” one of them said, smiling.
Sara smiled weakly, but inside, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong.
________________________________________
Mark’s Advice
Later that evening, Sara confided in Mark. “Joe knew the counters to my moves. I tried the breast headlock, and he countered it like he knew exactly what I was doing.”
Mark frowned, leaning against the wall. “Maybe Joaquin told him?”
Sara shook her head. “No… it’s not that simple. I trained those moves with Rebecca, and even Joaquin didn’t know how to counter them. This was something different.”
Mark’s expression darkened with concern. “Don’t overthink it right now. Focus on your next match. You’ve got Marcus next, and I’ve got Rob. We can figure out the rest later.”
Sara nodded, but the unease lingered. Something was off, and she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more to this than just a match.
 
Chapter 13: Sara vs. Marcus – The Battle for Control
The energy in the gym was electric as Sara and Marcus stood on opposite ends of the mat. After what had happened with Joe, Sara was on edge. Marcus, one of Rob’s cronies, had been there in the locker room, part of the humiliation she had suffered. Now, as they prepared to face off, his teasing smirk told her he wasn’t about to let her forget it.
Marcus made a show of pulling a small bottle of honey from his bag and waving it in the air, making sure she saw it. “Remember this?” he taunted, a wicked gleam in his eyes. “You seemed to like it last time.”
Sara shuddered, disgust twisting her stomach. She was done being their toy. But the thought of what they had done—what he had done—burned into her mind, sending a surge of rage through her.
________________________________________
Round One: A Tense Stalemate
The whistle blew, and they circled each other like predators, both looking for the perfect moment to strike. Marcus lunged first, shooting for a double-leg takedown, but Sara was ready, sprawling back and deflecting him with precision. She countered with a quick attempt at a hip toss, but Marcus rolled out, keeping his balance.
They reset, both eyeing the other warily. Every move was deliberate, calculated, like a chess game where the stakes were more than just points. Marcus shot again, this time attempting a single-leg sweep, but Sara twisted her body, narrowly escaping his grip.
For the entire first half, neither of them managed to score a single point. The crowd could feel the tension building, the back-and-forth battle as they clashed in the middle of the mat, each of them blocking, countering, and grappling for dominance. Their bodies collided in a flurry of holds and escapes, but still, the scoreboard remained at 0-0.
________________________________________
The Mind Games Begin
As they reset for the second half, Marcus grinned at Sara. “You know,” he started, his voice low, “Joaquin and Joe told me everything about last night. All those little noises you made... how you reacted. I know your body now, Sara. I know what makes you weak.”
Sara’s heart raced, her mind flashing back to the locker room. Her skin crawled with the memory of their hands on her, their mocking laughter. But there was something more—something that had been gnawing at her since the last match. How did they know how to counter the moves Rebecca had taught her? Moves only a handful of people had ever seen.
She forced the thought down, narrowing her focus. “You should know better, Marcus,” she spat, her voice laced with venom. “Your friends couldn’t handle me, and neither will you.”
________________________________________
Round Two: Marcus Gains the Upper Hand
Marcus chuckled, clearly unfazed. When the whistle blew again, he came at her with a renewed intensity. He was stronger than she had expected, his grip like iron as he wrapped his arms around her waist and drove her backward. Sara struggled to break free, but Marcus shifted his weight and suddenly lifted her off the ground.
Before she could react, he gripped her breasts through her gear, squeezing hard enough to hurt, and used the distraction to throw her into a brutal double suplex. The crowd gasped as Sara’s back slammed against the mat with a sickening thud. Marcus grinned triumphantly, earning two points for the takedown.
He didn’t stop there. Each time Sara tried to get up, Marcus was on her, locking in tight holds and continuing his attack on her chest—grabbing, groping, taunting her with every move. The scoreboard blinked 8-0 in his favor, nearing the point of a technical superiority victory.
On his next suplex attempt, though, Marcus didn’t throw her. Instead, he stopped halfway through, jiggling her breasts, mocking her in front of the entire gym. The crowd erupted into boos, especially the section of girls who had come to support Sara.
But Marcus didn’t care. He was playing his own sick game, and Sara’s mind was reeling. How could they know these counters? How could they know how to break her like this?
________________________________________
Sara’s Comeback
Just as it seemed like Marcus would dominate the rest of the match, Sara’s fury boiled over. She saw an opening—a moment of hesitation in Marcus’s mocking grip—and she took it. She twisted out of his hold, using his arrogance against him.
With a surge of strength, she maneuvered behind him, locking her arms around his waist in a reverse body lock. With a grunt of effort, she lifted him and sent him crashing into the mat with a powerful German suplex. The impact reverberated through the floor as the scoreboard blinked to 8-5.
The crowd roared in approval, and Marcus’s smug smile faltered for the first time.
Sara didn’t waste a second. She scrambled on top of him, locking her arms around his neck in a tight guillotine choke, determined to finish the match. But just as she tightened the hold, Marcus reached up with his free hand and gripped her breast again, pinching it hard.
The pain shot through her like lightning, and she had to loosen the hold. Marcus used the moment to escape, flipping her onto her back and pinning her down.
“You think you’re in control?” he sneered, his hands hovering near her chest again. “I know your every move.”
Sara’s mind raced. How did they know? How did they know all the techniques, the counters? It didn’t make sense. But there was no time to think. Marcus was closing in again.
________________________________________
Sara’s Final Ace
As Marcus lunged at her, Sara made a split-second decision. She let him grab her, playing along with his arrogance. He reached for her chest again, and this time, she let him get close.
Then, with a sudden burst of movement, she flipped the script. Sara used her legs to trap his arms and locked him in a smother hold, pressing her chest against his face. Marcus’s eyes went wide with shock as she squeezed tighter, her body pressing down on him like a vice.
He struggled, his hands clawing at her thighs, ripping at her fishnet stockings and tearing part of her skirt in his desperate attempt to escape. But Sara didn’t let up. She held on with everything she had, the rage from the locker room humiliation fueling her strength.
“This is for the locker room,” she hissed, her voice shaking with emotion. “You wanted the boobs? Well, here they are!”
Marcus’s struggles grew more frantic as his face reddened. His nails scratched her skin, but Sara didn’t let go. She pressed harder, jiggling her chest against his face mockingly, knowing it was the same kind of humiliation he had forced on her.
Finally, Marcus’s body went limp. He hadn’t tapped, but the ref blew the whistle and pulled Sara off him. She stood, chest heaving, her torn fishnets hanging loosely from her legs. The scoreboard flashed 13-8—Sara had won.
But she wasn’t done.
________________________________________
Sara’s Dark Victory
Without thinking, she ripped the torn fishnets from her legs and grabbed the bottle of honey Marcus had mocked her with earlier. In one swift motion, she poured it onto his unconscious face, smearing it over his mouth.
“You wanted my taste?” she snarled, her voice barely recognizable. “You got it.”
As Marcus lay motionless, a trickle of blood ran from his lip, and Sara slapped him hard across the face. The sound echoed in the gym, and the crowd fell into a stunned silence.
The referee rushed over, physically pulling Sara back. His grip was rough, and she winced in pain, but she didn’t resist. She had gone too far, and she knew it.
________________________________________
Mark’s Intervention
Mark appeared at her side, his face pale with shock. “What the hell was that?” he shouted, grabbing her arm and pulling her away from the scene. “Sara, you’ve lost it! This isn’t you!”
Sara didn’t respond. She couldn’t. Her mind was spinning, her body trembling with a mixture of adrenaline and confusion. How had Marcus known? How had he—and the others—countered moves only Rebecca could’ve taught her?
She was lost in thought as Mark continued to drag her out of the gym. The crowd was still buzzing, but all she could think about were Marcus’s final words.
“I know your moves.”
There was only one person who could give her the answers she needed.
Rebecca.
 
Chapter 14: The Road to the Finals
Sara sat on the bench, her heart still racing from the match against Marcus. She stared at her hands, sticky with the remnants of the honey she had smeared on his face, still feeling the weight of the ref’s grip as he pulled her off. She couldn't shake the feeling of shame, even as the thrill of victory buzzed in her veins. But her thoughts were quickly interrupted by the sound of footsteps.
Mark rushed towards her, his face beaming with excitement. He pulled her into a tight hug before stepping back, grinning like he had just won a million dollars.
“I did it, Sara!” he exclaimed, breathless. “I beat Rob. I won!”
Sara blinked in disbelief. “Wait... you beat Rob? Like... Rob?”
Mark nodded vigorously, his excitement bubbling over. “Yeah! It was close, but I took him down. It means I’m in the finals!”
Her shock quickly turned into pride, but there was something else, too—a sinking feeling. “That’s... amazing, Mark. I can’t believe it,” she said, her mind racing. She hadn’t watched his match. She had been too lost in her own world, dealing with Marcus, too wrapped up in her own thoughts about revenge, counters, and confusion.
Mark didn’t seem to notice. He was still riding high on the victory, his words spilling out in rapid succession. “And get this, Sara—you’ll be facing Rob in the lower finals. Whoever wins gets to face me in the championship.”
Sara’s heart skipped a beat. “Rob?” she muttered, her throat tightening at the thought of him. The memories of their last encounter, the humiliation she suffered at his hands, came flooding back.
“Yeah,” Mark said, still smiling. “The top two in the tournament qualify for the Open Gender Nationals. You’re one match away from nationals, Sara. One match. Just beat Rob, and we’ll both go.”
Her eyes widened. Nationals. The opportunity she had been dreaming of. If she beat Rob, it was hers. All she had to do was step into that ring again and face the person who had torn her apart in their last match.
“Mark, that’s... that’s huge,” she said, her voice trembling. “I can’t believe it.”
He pulled her in for another hug, his excitement infectious. “You’re gonna crush it, Sara. I know you will. You’re stronger now. You’re ready.”
She nodded, though her mind was still elsewhere. “Thanks, Mark. I... I appreciate it.”
Mark stepped back, his smile fading slightly as he noticed her distracted expression. “What’s going on with you?” he asked, his tone softening. “You said something about going to see Rebecca?”
Sara bit her lip. “Yeah, I was thinking about visiting her. I need to talk to her... about something.”
Mark frowned. “Rebecca’s been dealing with a lot. You know, with her mom and everything. And you’ve been on edge lately... maybe it’s not the best time. You should be celebrating. You’ve got a chance to go to nationals, Sara.”
She sighed, feeling the weight of the decision pressing down on her. Mark was right. She should be celebrating his victory—and the opportunity in front of her. But the questions gnawed at her. How did Marcus and the others know the counters? The moves Rebecca had taught her were supposed to be secret, but somehow, these guys seemed to know exactly what to do. The thought made her skin crawl.
“You’re right,” she finally said, forcing a smile. “I’ll deal with it later. Tonight, we celebrate.”
Mark’s face lit up again, and he grabbed her hand, pulling her towards the door. “That’s the spirit! Let’s hit the bar. We’ve earned it.”
________________________________________
The Celebration
The bar was dimly lit, the thrum of conversation and clinking glasses filling the air. Sara and Mark sat at a small table in the back, drinks in hand. For a moment, the tension seemed to lift. Mark was on a high from his victory, recounting the match move by move, and Sara tried her best to stay present, nodding along, smiling when appropriate.
But her mind kept wandering. She excused herself to go to the bathroom, splashing cold water on her face and staring at her reflection in the mirror. The questions wouldn’t stop. Why hadn’t Rebecca responded to her texts? Why did these guys know her moves?
When she returned, she found Mark looking at her phone, his brow furrowed in concentration.
“Hey!” Sara snapped, snatching the phone from his hands. “Don’t snoop!”
Mark chuckled, raising his hands in mock surrender. “Relax, I was just looking for some secret strategy or something. Thought I’d get a head start on how to beat you in the finals.”
Sara rolled her eyes, but there was no real anger behind it. She sat down, clutching her phone tightly, and Mark’s expression softened.
“Why do you really want to go to Rebecca?” he asked, his voice serious now.
Sara hesitated, glancing down at her drink. “It’s just... there are these counters. The guys—Rob, Marcus—they know moves that only Rebecca taught me. Stuff that shouldn’t be out there. I don’t understand how.”
Mark’s brow furrowed. “What counters? To what moves?”
Sara shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “I... I can’t explain it. But something’s wrong. They shouldn’t know.”
Mark sighed, leaning back in his chair. “Look, whatever’s going on, we can deal with it later. Tonight’s supposed to be a celebration. You’re one match away from nationals, Sara. Focus on that.”
She nodded, though her mind was still swirling with confusion and unease. “Yeah... you’re right.”
But as the night wore on, even as they laughed and celebrated, Sara couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. She was heading into the finals against Rob, and yet, the mystery surrounding Rebecca and the counters loomed large in her mind.
________________________________________
The Weight of the Past
Back in her room, as she prepared for the finals, Sara’s thoughts drifted to Rebecca. She hadn’t heard from her since she texted that she couldn’t come to practice. Had something happened? Was she okay? Or was Rebecca hiding something?
She tried to push the thoughts away, but the more she thought about Rob—the way he had humiliated her before—the more the questions ate at her. She had to know. She had to figure out how these guys were learning her moves.
But first, she had to beat Rob. And she couldn’t let anything distract her from that.
 
Chapter 15: The Taste of Vengeance
The arena buzzed with excitement as Sara stepped onto the mat, her heart thundering in her chest. The lower finals had arrived, and her opponent was Rob—Rob, the one who had humiliated her in their last match, the one who left scars that hadn’t yet healed. Today, she wasn’t just fighting to win; she was fighting for redemption, for control over her body and her pride.
But when Rob entered, her stomach dropped. He was already stripped down to his underwear, his leering grin twisting his face. He looked Sara up and down like a predator eyeing its prey.
“Finally, Sara,” Rob taunted, running a hand over his chest, “you’re gonna get a real taste of what you’ve been craving, huh? You want this? Because after today, you’ll never forget it.”
Sara swallowed hard, trying to steady her breath. She had heard about wrestlers disrobing in matches like this, especially in tournaments like the one they were in, but seeing Rob like this, taunting her, made her skin crawl. The memory of what he did to her in the locker room resurfaced like a nightmare, threatening to choke her.
She wanted to scream, to run, but then she saw them—the group of girls in the crowd, cheering her on. They wore torn fishnets, just like hers, a symbol of solidarity. A spark of confidence lit inside her, and she straightened her back, focusing on the match ahead. I can’t lose. Not to him.
The ref signaled the start, and the bell rang, jolting her back to reality. They circled each other slowly, the tension in the air thick enough to cut with a knife. Rob smirked, his voice dripping with arrogance. “What’s wrong, Sara? Got nothing to say? Scared I’ll rip you apart again?”
She clenched her fists, staying silent. Her eyes narrowed, scanning him for openings, but her mind kept drifting to what she feared most: He knows my moves. She had seen it with Joaquin, Joe, and Marcus—they knew the counters Rebecca had taught her. Now, Rob was standing across from her, and she wasn’t sure what to expect.
They engaged, each testing the other’s defenses, but neither scored. Their hands clashed, slipping off each other’s shoulders, and they reset multiple times. Sara threw feints, gauging Rob’s reactions, and he played along, throwing sly glances her way.
He chuckled, his voice low enough that only she could hear. “You know I love it when you go for that headlock. Why don’t you try it, Sara? Let’s relive that locker room moment.”
Sara’s skin prickled with disgust, but she stayed composed. She tested him, throwing a quick headlock to see if he knew the counter—and just as expected, he leaned in with his tongue ready, mocking her. She went for a guillotine, but Rob shifted his weight, his hand going straight to her breast. He squeezed it in a vile, practiced way, as if he had rehearsed this move a thousand times.
The thought made her freeze. He knows everything.
Before she could retreat, Rob slapped her on the back of her head. The sting of the slap reignited the memory of their first match, when he had mocked her after knocking her down. He was expecting her to react the same way, but this time, she was ready. Instead of aiming for the shin kick that had worked before, she pivoted, aiming low, her foot crashing into his left leg.
Rob wasn’t ready for it. His eyes widened in surprise as he stumbled, falling flat on his back. Sara wasted no time, quickly transitioning over him to secure control. 2-0. She could feel the momentum turning.
But she wasn’t naive. She knew Rob would retaliate, and the last thing she wanted was to give him the headlock—he had counters for all of those now. So, instead, she slipped behind him and wrapped him in a dragon sleeper, surprising him. His body tensed, and for a moment, she felt a flicker of hope.
But it was short-lived. With a twisted grin, Rob grabbed at her skirt, tugging hard until the fabric ripped away, leaving her in just her panties. The crowd gasped as boos echoed through the arena.
Sara froze, her mind racing. Not again. Not this time. But Rob’s chuckle made her blood boil.
“What’s wrong, Sara?” Rob whispered as he slipped out of the hold. “Feeling a little... exposed?”
Sara gritted her teeth, pushing away the humiliation. As Rob advanced, going for her chest again, she sidestepped, locking in an armbar. His body hit the mat hard. 4-0.
She felt a surge of triumph, but it was cut short by a sharp pain in her left breast. She gasped, moaning involuntarily as Rob’s fist connected behind the ref’s back. Striking was banned, but Rob had timed it perfectly. She could barely react before he went for another punch, but she anticipated it this time, twisting her body and locking in the smother.
This ends now, she thought, pressing his face into her chest. But Rob was relentless. Just as she feared, he knew the counter. His tongue darted out, licking her breasts, making her skin slick and slippery. She adjusted, trying to reposition him, but as soon as she brought him back into the hold, he went straight for her nipples, sucking and licking to disarm her.
Frustration welled up inside her, and she snapped. Her forearm smashed into his temple, dropping him hard. The ref pulled her back, warning her, and awarded Rob 2 points for the illegal strike. 4-2.
As the ref separated them, the first half came to an end, but Sara’s mind was far from the score. How do they know? she thought, her eyes fixed on Rob as he stood up, stretching. How does he know the counters Rebecca taught me?
But her thoughts were interrupted when Rob did something that made the crowd gasp in shock. Slowly, deliberately, he reached for his waistband and pulled down his underwear, revealing himself in full view.
He smirked, letting the moment linger as boos erupted from the crowd. “What’s the matter, Sara? Isn’t this what you’ve been waiting for?”
Sara’s body tensed, the rage and humiliation boiling over, but her mind was somewhere else. I have to beat him. I have to figure this out.
The second half was about to begin, and Rob stood there, completely naked, daring her to make the next move.
 
Chapter 16: Breaking the Chains
The second half began, and Sara’s mind was in a whirlwind of confusion and panic. Rob stood across from her, completely naked, his grotesque display forcing her to look where she didn't want to. Her eyes involuntarily flicked toward his exposed manhood, and he caught the glance immediately.
“You like what you see, Sara?” Rob taunted with a smug grin, moving his hips suggestively. “I knew you wanted it from the beginning.”
Sara didn’t respond, her throat tight with disgust and anger. The words stuck in her mind like barbs. He has me mentally, she realized. Ever since he stripped me in the gym, he’s been in my head. She needed to shake off the nerves, to get her confidence back. She silently vowed to respond next time—to not let him own the mental battle any longer.
Taking a deep breath, Sara tried a new approach, experimenting with old moves from high school, hoping that unpredictability would catch Rob off guard. She twisted and turned, moving with agility, but nothing was landing. Every move was a stalemate, neither of them gaining points, yet the frustration was building in Rob.
His arrogance began to crack.
He rushed at her, eyes blazing with fury, but Sara sidestepped with ease, sending him tripping over her leg. Rob hit the mat hard, and Sara scored two more points. 6-2. Something snapped inside her—I'm ahead. The realization washed over her, filling her with a surge of confidence. I’m beating him.
Sara smirked as Rob angrily got to his feet. “What’s the matter, Rob?” she teased, her voice dripping with mockery. “All that talk, and look at you. Guess that tiny dick of yours can’t help you win, huh?”
Rob’s face twisted in surprise at her boldness. The crowd gasped at the taunt. It was the first time she had fought back verbally, and it shook him. He lunged again, but this time, she was ready—she wasn’t thinking, just moving. Her body flowed with her usual confident flair, using her instincts instead of overthinking. Her wrestling was sharper, cleaner, and more effective.
With 2:05 remaining, she was confident she could hold onto her lead. But then, in the crowd, she saw something that rattled her. Mark had entered, and sitting next to him was Rebecca, hurriedly finding seats. Her stomach lurched as questions flooded her mind. Why is Rebecca here? Why did Mark bring her? The thoughts she had been suppressing came crashing back—how do they know my moves? The answers felt so close, yet so out of reach.
Before she could fully process it, Rob was behind her. She had spaced out, and now he was on her back, his hands aggressively slamming onto her breasts. Sara’s heart raced as he whispered, “I know you love the firmness.” His hard dick pressed against her butt, and she flinched, disgusted. But his words rattled her more than his body did—was he talking about his hardness, or the firm-saggy breast trick Rebecca had taught her? How did they all know?
Her thoughts raced, but she had to focus. His hands gripped tighter, and she could feel him fumbling with her bra, trying to strip her again. She froze, her breath catching in her throat. He’s done this before. He knows how to take it off.
She wanted to elbow him, but she knew two strikes would get her disqualified. Desperation clawed at her mind, but her bra held firm, refusing to slip off. Rob’s frustration grew as he realized it was a waste of time. He abandoned the attempt and slammed her down hard onto the mat. 6-5.
I can’t lose. Not like this.
Rob’s hands went for her breasts again, but this time Sara knew she had to act fast. Her mind worked frantically, and an idea sparked. She reached down and lightly stroked his dick with her fingers, catching him completely off guard. “This is where I’ve always wanted you,” she whispered in his ear, her voice dripping with a false seduction. Rob moaned, his grip weakening instantly. Perfect.
With his hold slipping, Sara twisted, taking him down once more. She wasted no time, going for her breast smother, but her mind screamed at her—he knows the counter. She paused, catching his eyes as he readied his tongue to do exactly what she feared.
But this time, she smirked. I’ve prepared for this.
Sara had crafted a move—one to which no one knew the counter. Rob’s eyes widened in confusion as she lifted her bra and, with quick precision, shoved his head inside, trapping him between her breasts. His muffled scream vibrated against her skin, but she held him tight. He was helpless. His tongue flicked out, licking her skin, sending goosebumps along her body, but it didn’t matter. He was stuck.
Rob’s panic set in as he tried to find her nipples, but she had positioned him perfectly—he couldn’t reach them. Desperate, he tried one last move, sliding his hand down to her vagina, his fingers attempting to penetrate her.
Sara’s fury exploded. She trapped his hand with her thighs, locking him in place, and squeezed tighter. His body convulsed as he struggled against her. His breath grew shallow, and after what felt like an eternity, his movements ceased. Sara blinked, her own exhaustion setting in as she realized what had happened.
Rob was out cold, trapped in her bra. His face was red, his body limp.
The ref blew the whistle, calling for the win, but Sara didn’t move. She lay on top of him for what felt like hours, her body trembling with a mixture of rage, exhaustion, and victory. His head was still nestled in her chest, but it wasn’t out of anger anymore—it was pure exhaustion.
She had done it.
 
Chapter 17: Shadows of Betrayal
Sara stood in the middle of the mat, tears welling up in her eyes as the crowd erupted into wild cheers. She had won, but it wasn’t just the victory—everything was crashing down on her all at once. The adrenaline, the anger, the confusion—it was overwhelming. Mark rushed to her, pulling her into a tight embrace. Sara broke down, her body trembling as she sobbed against him, while Rob lay naked and unconscious just a few feet away, unnoticed in the chaos.
Mark grinned widely, holding Sara by the shoulders. “We did it, Sara. We’re going to nationals!”
But Sara couldn’t celebrate. She didn’t want to. Her thoughts were already somewhere else, with Rebecca, with the truth she needed to uncover. Instead of relishing in her victory, Sara stepped away from the ring, heading straight for Rebecca, who stood waiting in the hallway.
Rebecca approached cautiously, her face full of apology. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for your matches. I tried to reach out, but I couldn’t—”
“I didn’t come because of my own aggression,” Sara interrupted, her voice soft but firm. “I wasn’t myself. I couldn’t face you.” Her mind flashed back to the moments she avoided Rebecca, her guilt weighing heavily.
Rebecca nodded, listening carefully, then gently replied, “I tried calling you once. The day of Mark’s party.”
Sara blinked in confusion. That day? She didn’t remember seeing any missed calls. Her mind raced, wondering if Rebecca had actually called her or if there was something she had missed. A suspicion gnawed at her, but she pushed it down for now.
She didn’t tell Rebecca about how Rob seemed to know every counter to her moves—moves that only she and Rebecca had worked on. She kept that suspicion to herself, her wariness deepening.
Rebecca sighed, extending an invitation. “Come to a session tomorrow morning. Before I leave for my mother again.”
Sara hesitated. “I’ll be there,” she said, still unsure, but needing answers.
Rebecca's face softened, but her eyes darkened slightly. “Just be careful, Sara. Mark is your opponent in the finals now. You know what’s at stake.”
A flicker of irritation sparked in Sara’s chest. Mark? She glanced back to where he stood, celebrating from afar, his smile wide. Why is Rebecca warning me about him? The only person who had been there for her, supported her? For the first time, Sara saw a glimpse of jealousy in Mark’s eyes as he watched the crowd surround her, congratulating her on her lower finals win.
He hadn’t lost a match, and yet, here she was—still at the center of attention. Was he jealous of me?
Her suspicions kept piling up—Rebecca, Mark, Rob. Nothing felt right anymore.
As she turned her attention back to the mat, she noticed Rob slowly getting up. He was unfazed, his expression calm, almost like he didn’t care about his loss. He walked off without a word, leaving Sara wondering why isn’t he angry?
________________________________________
Later that night, as Sara left her apartment, Mark, who had been sitting quietly in the living room, sprang to his feet. He peeked through the window, watching her until she disappeared into the night. His face was tense as he quickly grabbed his phone and dialed someone. After a few moments, the doorbell rang, and a shadowy figure stepped into the apartment.
“Is she gone?” the figure asked in a low, gravelly voice.
Mark nodded. “Yeah. She’s gone.”
________________________________________
Sara arrived at Rebecca’s apartment, her heart heavy with suspicion and frustration. Rebecca greeted her with a quiet smile, leading her inside. They sat in the small living room, a silence hanging between them before Sara finally spoke.
“Why have you been so secretive, Rebecca?” Sara’s voice trembled with the emotions she had bottled up. “Why didn’t you come to my matches? Why didn’t you tell me about your past? And—how did the guys know my moves?”
Rebecca’s face broke, tears pooling in her eyes as she sank into the couch. “I’m sorry, Sara. I’ve been hiding things. There’s… so much you don’t know.”
She stood shakily, walking to a small cabinet and pulling out an old VHS tape. “I need to show you something. This was my final match.”
Rebecca plugged in the tape and hit play. The footage was grainy but clear enough to show an intense wrestling match. Rebecca led 4-3, the atmosphere tense. But then something shifted. The man Rebecca was wrestling became aggressive, targeting her in ways that were both brutal and humiliating. He stripped her bra and panties, making her submit as he squeezed her breasts mercilessly. The ref stood by, too afraid to intervene.
Sara's heart pounded in her chest, disgust and sorrow rising in her throat. Rebecca’s voice trembled as she explained, “That was the last match of my career. The next day, hundreds of female wrestlers resigned. Female coaches, referees—it was the black day of women’s wrestling.”
Sara turned off the tape, unable to watch any more. Rebecca broke down, her tears flowing freely now. “I vowed never to wrestle again. Never to set foot in a stadium. But when I saw you, Sara… I knew I had to try again. I wanted to help you. To make things right.”
Rebecca looked her in the eyes, her voice desperate. “I swear to you, I don’t know how the guys know your moves. I didn’t leak anything.”
Sara sat there, unsure of what to believe. She felt for Rebecca, but there were still too many unanswered questions.
“I have to leave tomorrow to take care of my mother again,” Rebecca added, her voice still thick with emotion. “But if you want, I’ll be here at 5:00 in the morning. I’d like to see you one last time before I go.”
Sara nodded quietly, feeling drained. She stood to leave, her emotions raw.
As she stepped out into the cold night air, Sara wondered if she could trust anyone anymore.
 
Chapter 18: The Edge of Suspicion
Sara entered the dark apartment, tired but alert. As soon as she stepped inside, a burst of confetti exploded in front of her, and a group of familiar faces jumped up, cheering loudly. It was her high school friends—Mark had thrown a surprise party to celebrate them making the nationals. The apartment buzzed with energy, laughter, and music.
The night was wild, but Sara refused to drink. She had to be up at 5:00 AM for a session with Rebecca, and she couldn't afford to jeopardize her training. Mark handed her a glass of champagne, pushing her to celebrate, but she quietly dumped it when no one was looking. As she glanced around, Sara felt a strange sensation, as if someone was watching her. She turned, her eyes scanning the crowd, but no one seemed out of place.
The party raged on, but Sara conserved her strength and went to bed early. As she drifted off, her mind raced with thoughts of Rebecca, the upcoming finals, and Mark.
________________________________________
Sara woke up early to a quiet apartment. Her friends were passed out on the couches, the remnants of the party scattered across the floor. The only person missing was Mark.
"Must be training already," she mumbled to herself as she slipped out the door.
As she hurried down the street, a man in a black tracksuit came speeding by on a bike, knocking into her. He hit her hard enough to make her stumble but quickly apologized before rushing away.
“Hey!” Sara shouted, but he was already gone.
Not far from where she stood, she saw Rebecca running toward her, her face pale with fear.
“Sara! That man… he mugged me!” Rebecca cried, breathless from the chase.
Sara ran after the man, her heart pounding, but he was already too far gone. Frustrated, she returned to Rebecca, who was close to tears.
"He took my passport... I need it to see my mother."
Just as they were about to give up hope, they saw something on the ground by Rebecca’s door. It was the passport, lying there as if it had been deliberately returned. Both women exchanged confused looks.
“Why would he drop it back here?” Sara muttered, but neither of them had an answer.
By the time they figured out what had happened, it was too late for their training session. Rebecca hurried off, but before she left, she warned Sara again. “Look out for the secret I’ll send you. And... maybe it’s time you move out of Mark’s place before the match.”
Sara was taken aback. “Why?”
Rebecca’s eyes flickered with something Sara couldn’t quite place. “Just trust me.”
________________________________________
The rest of the day weighed heavily on Sara. Rebecca's warning haunted her, especially when she received a cryptic text from her: "Get a medicine called galactagogues for your breasts. It’ll help in your match. It's not a PED." She even included a link to a site listing prohibited substances. Sara double-checked, and galactagogues weren’t listed.
Still, Sara hesitated. Was Rebecca really trying to help her, or was this a trap?
Not sure whom else to trust, Sara decided to take a leap of faith. She went to a local drugstore, and when the pharmacist asked her if she was buying the pills for herself or someone else, she nervously said, “Someone else.”
With the pills in hand, Sara trained harder than ever. Within days, she noticed her breasts swelling, becoming heavier. She texted Rebecca, who assured her it was like the oxygen mask they used before—it would help her build endurance. Despite the oddness of it all, Sara felt stronger.
But Mark seemed suspicious of her sudden changes in behavior. His gaze lingered on her longer than usual, and Sara started to realize that she might have been acting oddly around him, especially with hiding the medicines and training secrets.
One evening, she proposed moving out for the week leading up to the finals, hoping to get some space and clarity.
Mark’s face fell. “If you move out now, you won’t be welcome back,” he said, his tone joking, but something in his eyes made Sara pause.
She stared at him, feeling a pang of guilt. He quickly brushed it off with a laugh, but Sara couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. Still, she packed her bags and moved out, staying focused on her training.
The day before the finals, Sara stopped taking the galactagogues as instructed, and her breasts returned to their normal size. She was relieved that it had only been a temporary change. At least now, her endurance had improved.
________________________________________
The final drug test came back negative. A wave of relief washed over Sara. She had been afraid of being disqualified, but now, everything seemed to be falling into place. As she stood outside the testing room, Mark came up to her and hugged her tightly.
“We made it,” he whispered.
Sara smiled for the first time in months. “We did.”
For the first time, the anxiety that had weighed her down lifted, and she slept soundly the night before the finals.
________________________________________
The next morning, as she lay in bed, Sara’s mind began to piece together everything strange that had happened. The way Rob had known her moves—Rebecca had sworn she didn’t leak them, but how could Rob have known about her counters so perfectly? The mugging—why would someone steal Rebecca’s passport and then return it? And Mark... his jealousy had been subtle, but she had seen it. Maybe his support was genuine, but what if he was hiding something?
Sara couldn’t shake the feeling that Rebecca’s warnings weren’t about the match itself—but about the people around her. And the more she thought about it, the more she realized that this wasn’t just about making nationals anymore. She was already in the nationals. This finals match? It was about glory. About proving herself.
But to whom?
 
Chapter 19: The Final Countdown
Sara woke up with a feeling she hadn’t had in weeks: peace. For the first time, the weight of fear and suspicion had lifted. She was already in the nationals, and today was the finals—a match that would define everything but not define her. As she lay in bed, she thought back on her journey at the university.
From the first day, when Rob humiliated her, to the pain and anger that fueled her rise, she had carved a path of stardom out of the ashes of defeat. She smiled, proud of her ascent. But a pang of guilt followed as she remembered why she wasn’t waking up in her own apartment with Mark. In her fear of betrayal—of Rebecca, of Mark, and maybe of herself—she had distanced herself from the people who had supported her the most. It was time to mend those broken bonds.
Determined, she packed her bags, glancing at her wrestling bra. It had become a symbol of her journey. As she held it in her hands, she thought of Rebecca’s horrors and the vow she made to herself: to avenge Rebecca’s loss and become a beacon for women’s wrestling. She kissed it lightly, then left.
On her way to the university stadium, she met a crowd of her fans—young girls with wide eyes and big dreams. She stopped to speak with three of them, feeling the weight of her role as a symbol for female wrestlers at the university.
The first was a high school freshman named Emily, who shyly asked how Sara handled being underestimated. “You prove them wrong,” Sara said, kneeling to her level. “Not with words, but with action.”
Next was a junior named Layla, nervous about her first varsity match. Sara told her, “The hardest part is believing you belong. But once you're on that mat, it's just you and your opponent. Trust in what you've worked for.”
Finally, there was a senior, Marissa, who was thinking about quitting the team. “You ever want to give up?” she asked.
Sara smiled, placing a hand on her shoulder. “Every day. But quitting doesn’t make the pain go away. It just stops you from finding out how strong you really are.”
________________________________________
As Sara entered the stadium, she was met with the sight of a jam-packed arena. The deafening roar of the crowd sent a surge of adrenaline through her veins. She smiled, nervous but determined, and headed to the locker room. The energy in the air was electric.
She changed into her wrestling gear, tightening the straps on her bra and fixing her hair in the mirror. She bounced lightly on her feet, trying to shake off the nerves. As she prepared, she heard Mark’s name being called, followed by the crowd's cheers. He made his way to the middle, where an interviewer asked him about the upcoming match.
Suddenly, there was a slight crash in the locker room behind her. Sara spun around to see Rebecca, panting and out of breath.
“You made it!” Sara grinned, rushing to hug her. She was glad Rebecca had come to support her, especially now. “I’m glad you're here. I feel good, Rebecca. The medicine you sent really worked.”
But as soon as Sara said the word "medicine," Rebecca’s face shifted from relief to horror.
“Medicine?” she whispered, her voice laced with dread. “Sara, in the chaos with the mugger, I left my phone behind. I never recommended any medicines.”
Sara’s heart dropped into a whirlwind of confusion. She had trusted Rebecca, but now everything seemed turned upside down. Her mind raced. Had someone else sent the message? Had she been played?
Before she could make sense of it, her name was called over the loudspeakers. Rebecca grabbed her arm, her eyes wide with fear. “Be careful, Sara.”
________________________________________
Sara stepped out onto the mat, the roar of the crowd swelling around her. Her mind was a storm of questions. Who sent that message? Was Rebecca lying? Was Mark involved?
But as she looked across the mat and saw Mark, standing calmly in his wrestling gear—a simple pair of underwear, a tribute Rebecca had gifted him—everything seemed to fall into place. This wasn’t about secrets or schemes anymore. It was about one thing: who was the better wrestler?
The referee signaled the start of the match, and Sara snapped into focus. She had beaten Mark countless times before, but this match felt different. Mark wasn’t playing dirty—no underhanded moves, no breast squeezes, nothing to humiliate her. It was just pure wrestling. And he was good. Better than she had expected.
Mark was sharp, countering her every move with precision. His progress was undeniable, and at one point, he even took her down, something she hadn’t anticipated. The score at the end of the first half was tied, 4-4.
Sara’s doubts about the medicine vanished. This wasn’t about underhanded tricks; Mark had simply gotten better. Yet her breasts felt heavy, an uncomfortable reminder of the galactagogues. She cursed under her breath but shook it off. It didn’t matter now.
The second half began with Mark going for a takedown, but Sara, with sheer strength, managed to lift him almost effortlessly. He smirked, letting go, and so did she. This was the real fight, not the distractions that had haunted her. The crowd went wild as Mark almost took her down again, gaining just one point. The score stood at 5-4 in his favor with 2:11 left.
Sara, determined, went for a German suplex, but her breasts throbbed with pain as she pressed against his back. She cursed Rebecca under her breath, feeling betrayed once more. Mark took advantage, slamming her for two points, pushing the score to 7-4 with 1:15 left on the clock.
But Sara wasn’t done. She had beaten Mark a hundred times before, and she wasn’t about to lose now. With a surge of confidence, she fought through the pain, slamming Mark twice to bring the score to 7-8 in her favor with just 0:55 remaining.
The referee warned her—if she didn’t make a move within the next 30 seconds, Mark would gain a point for stalling, tying the score.
She couldn’t let that happen. Sara went on the offensive, chasing Mark across the mat, looking for an opening. She managed to grab his legs and lift him, preparing for the final slam. But just as she did, the referee blew the whistle and awarded Mark a point. The score was now tied, 8-8.
Sara didn’t care. She lifted him high, slamming him down in a picturesque move as the crowd erupted. But it was too late—the time had expired. The match was tied.
Now, it was time for overtime. No points, no referee intervention. Pinfall or submission.
As they circled each other, Sara chuckled. “Narrowly escaped due to luck, huh?”
Mark smirked, his eyes gleaming with determination. “Hope the galactagogues are helping you.”
Sara’s heart stopped. Her mind reeled, stunned by Mark’s words as the chapter ended on a cliffhanger.
 
Chapter 20: The Betrayal Unfolds
Sara stood frozen, her heart pounding in her chest. The crowd's deafening cheers were reduced to a dull roar in her ears as Mark circled her, his smirk twisted with something she hadn’t seen before—cruelty.
“What did you mean, Mark?” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the crowd. But he heard her. His chuckle was dark, a low, mocking sound that sent chills down her spine.
“You’re not the only one great at sneaking around, Sara,” Mark sneered as they closed in, ready to lock up for the overtime round. “You thought you had everything under control. But you didn’t.”
Sara’s mind raced as they grappled. The intensity of his grip was different now—harsher, more aggressive. She tried to focus, to block out the venom in his words, but it was impossible. His voice cut through her defenses like a blade.
“How many times did you wonder how the others knew your moves?” he growled, pushing her back with a sudden burst of strength. Sara stumbled, her balance thrown off. “They didn’t figure it out on their own, Sara. I told them.”
“What?” she gasped, barely keeping her footing as they continued their wrestling. Her muscles screamed with effort, but the real pain came from Mark’s words.
“Yeah, I fed them your moves. I gave them your strategies,” he continued, forcing her into a lock. “After you stopped trusting me, I had to find another way. You felt like I couldn’t keep a secret, didn’t you? Well, I bugged your phone.”
Sara’s heart skipped a beat. She struggled in his grip, her breath coming in short, panicked gasps as the realization hit her. She remembered all those times he’d “borrowed” her phone, claiming to be playing games or checking the time. He had been snooping, spying.
“Did you really think all I did was play games on your phone?” Mark mocked, twisting her arm painfully. “You should’ve been more careful, Sara.”
Her mind raced back, piecing together every moment she had let her guard down. Every time she had let him near her phone. The pit in her stomach grew as the truth settled in.
“I didn’t want you to lose to just anyone,” he said, his voice growing harsher. “When I knew you were going to face the guys from the team, I gave them just enough to rattle you. I didn’t want them to beat you completely—I wanted you paranoid. On edge. I wanted to save you for myself.”
Sara’s body ached, not from the wrestling but from the weight of the betrayal. She pushed back against him, struggling to escape his hold, but he was relentless.
“You humiliated me,” Mark snarled, his voice filled with venom. “You and Rebecca—always sidelining me. Acting like I wasn’t good enough to be part of your little circle. So, I took control. I made sure Rebecca wouldn’t see you. I told you not to go to her. And she was a fool to trust me.”
Sara's eyes widened as she remembered Rebecca’s phone call during the party. The call that never showed up in her history. Mark had deleted it.
“Remember the party?” he said, his tone gleeful now. “Rebecca did try to reach you. But I deleted the call log. You didn’t think much of it when I was snooping around your phone that night, did you?”
She couldn’t breathe. Her body moved on autopilot, dodging Mark’s attacks, but her mind was elsewhere. How long had he been playing her like this?
“And Rob,” Mark continued, his voice low and sinister. “You want to know why I was up at four in the morning that day? I prank-called Rebecca. Told her to back off. And you, Sara—you were too consumed with guilt to even sleep. It worked out perfectly. Rob humiliated you, and I got to sit back and watch.”
Sara felt sick, the memory of that night—the night she had lost everything—replayed in her mind. It had all been orchestrated by the person she trusted most.
Mark’s grip tightened as he forced her down onto the mat. “You were tough to break, I’ll give you that. Even after Rob, you didn’t crumble. But I had to make sure you wouldn’t make it to Rebecca’s the next day. That’s why I threw that impromptu party. But you’re so damn stubborn.” He sneered. “Saw you dump the drink and go to bed early. So, I had to take things a step further.”
He leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear as they grappled on the mat. “I mugged Rebecca.”
Sara’s body went cold. She had known something was off about that day, but she never could have imagined this.
“I didn’t care about her passport or money,” Mark said with a sick grin. “I needed her distracted long enough to get her phone. The one you thought you could trust.”
The revelation hit her like a sledgehammer. The medicine. The message. Everything had been manipulated, right under her nose.
“You’ve been set up from the start,” he continued, his voice a cruel whisper. “And now, let’s put those big ol’ titties to good use, huh?”
Sara’s heart raced, her chest heaving as the weight of the betrayal settled in. Mark’s words hung in the air, each one like a dagger. Her body felt heavy, her mind spinning. This wasn’t the Mark she knew—this was someone else entirely. Someone dark. Ruthless.
________________________________________
The crowd’s cheers grew louder, oblivious to the storm unfolding on the mat. But to Sara, it was all white noise. Her world had shattered.
 
Chapter 21: The Depths of Betrayal
The moment hung in the air, time slowing to a crawl as Sara stood on the mat, tears streaming down her face. She was paralyzed—not by physical exhaustion, but by the raw pain of betrayal. The one person she had trusted most, her closest companion, had plotted against her, unraveling every thread of her hard-fought journey.
I was right to be paranoid, she thought, her mind clouded with the realization. But this… this betrayal? It went beyond anything she could have imagined.
They circled each other, Mark’s eyes gleaming with a mix of triumph and malice, while Sara’s gaze remained blurred by the sting of tears. Neither of them made a move at first, the intensity of Mark’s revelations hanging between them like a suffocating fog.
Focus, Sara. Focus.
A flash of hope sparked in her mind. He doesn’t know all the counters. He can’t. There’s one move I created myself. The one I used to beat Rob… he couldn’t have bugged it.
In a split-second decision, she leaped at him, her body a blur of motion as she executed the move. Her arms wrapped around his head, forcing his face into her chest—a brutal breast smother. The pressure hurt slightly, but Sara powered through. The Galactogogues, she thought briefly, pushing it out of her mind.
Mark’s body went still, but instead of panicking, he remained eerily calm. He wasn’t struggling. Sara’s heart raced as she realized he wasn’t fighting back the way she had expected. His breath was hot against her skin, but what alarmed her was the deliberate way he extended his tongue. It wasn’t the desperate action of someone trying to escape—it was methodical. He wasn’t trying to get free; he was exploring.
Her mind screamed warnings as she felt his tongue not on her skin but probing the fabric of her bra. In an instant, she understood. He knows.
With terrifying strength, Mark bit down on the fabric, tearing it with his teeth. The bra ripped open, and before she could react, her chest was exposed. Her breath hitched as she realized how far this had gone, how deep Mark’s betrayal ran.
His hands slammed down on her wrists, pinning her to the mat as she struggled, arching her body to avoid being pinned completely. He spat the torn fabric from his mouth, glaring down at her with a look of sadistic satisfaction.
“How’d you like my counter to your ‘uncounterable’ move?” he sneered. “Did you really think you could outsmart me, Sara? I learned everything from watching you—every move, every weakness.”
His voice took on a mocking tone as he continued, “And the best part? Rebecca’s own advice was your downfall. Disrobing’s allowed, after all. Funny how that worked out, huh?”
Sara’s heart pounded as she processed his words. Her mind raced back to her conversations with Rebecca, the lessons, the warnings. She had been so careful—so certain she had an edge. And now, Mark had used it all against her.
He leaned in, his voice a venomous whisper. “Let’s see what the Galactogogues can really do.”
Her body stiffened, the full horror of his words sinking in. He pinned her arms beneath his knees, his legs positioned under her hips so she couldn’t move, couldn’t escape. She was trapped. Helpless.
“Mark, please…” she whispered, her voice trembling. She shook her head, silently begging him to stop, but the malice in his eyes only deepened.
“What’s Galactogogues, Sara?” he asked, his voice dripping with cruel amusement. She stayed silent, shaking her head again, terrified. He leaned in close, his breath hot on her skin. “Lactation medicine.”
Sara’s stomach dropped, her entire body freezing in dread. No… no, this can’t be happening.
Mark grinned sadistically as his hands cupped her exposed breasts. He played with them, kneading them roughly as he turned to the crowd and screamed, “Look at your HERO! Look at her now!”
His words echoed across the stadium, silencing the crowd in a moment of stunned disbelief. Sara could hear the jeers and shouts from the women in the audience, but none of it registered. Her world had collapsed, the humiliation hitting her like a tidal wave.
Mark’s fingers flicked her nipples, drawing sharp stings of pain, and she flinched. Her mind whirled, trying to comprehend what was happening, but it was like a nightmare she couldn’t wake from. She writhed, trying to free herself, but Mark growled, slamming her down harder.
“Stop it,” he demanded, his voice harsh. With a cruel smile, he picked up the torn bra and stuffed it into her mouth. Sara coughed, choking on the fabric as he silenced her.
To her horror, he bent down, his tongue tracing a slow circle around her sensitive skin. Sara’s chest heaved, panic flooding her system. And then it happened—the sensation she had feared. A warm, strange feeling surged through her as her body betrayed her. Lactation.
Mark’s eyes widened, gleaming with sick delight as he tasted the milk. He sucked greedily, pulling harder until she screamed in pain through the makeshift gag. The crowd was silent now, disturbed and horrified.
He lifted his head, his lips wet with her milk. Some of it he swallowed, but the rest he spit cruelly into her face. Sara lay there, almost unconscious, her body trembling from the trauma, but he jerked her back to consciousness.
“You think you can humiliate me?” he growled. “This is for all the times you made me feel small. For all the times you thought you were better than me.”
He moved to her other breast, his hands squeezing and pinching as he drank from her again. Sara’s eyes fluttered, her mind barely able to keep up with the pain and humiliation. When he finally stopped, he paraded around the mat, holding up her torn bra like a trophy.
Rob and his friends jeered, calling for more as Mark tossed the bra to them. The women in the audience shouted in outrage, hurling insults at him. But Mark wasn’t finished.
He turned back to Sara, kneeling beside her, a cold smile on his lips. “And now, the real punishment begins,” he said menacingly. His hand reached for his waist as Sara’s eyes widened in terror.
 
inal Chapter of Takedown Tales: The Emergence
The stadium was a storm of chaos, filled with horrified gasps, crying voices, and furious shouts. Sara lay on the mat, her body trembling from weakness, her consciousness fading in and out as the effects of the lactation medicine—Galactogogues—took hold. Her chest heaved with each shallow breath, her breasts still dripping milk, staining the mat and even splattering into the crowd. The women in the audience were weeping, their hearts breaking for their hero. Among them, Rebecca collapsed, overwhelmed by the horror of what she was witnessing.
Mark stood over Sara, triumphant, a twisted smile pulling at his lips as he held her torn bra in one hand, waving it like a sick trophy. The referee hesitated, stepping forward to intervene, but Mark’s voice rang out, cold and threatening.
“Don’t even think about it,” he growled. “The match isn’t over.”
The ref looked down at Sara—beaten, humiliated, nearly unconscious. The conflict was clear in his eyes. But Sara’s rasping voice broke through the crowd’s noise, weak but determined.
“D-don’t… stop it,” she choked out, her voice trembling but resolute. “If… if you stop it… all of women’s wrestling… it’s over. We’re over.”
Her words cut through the air like a blade, silencing everyone for a moment. Even in her broken state, Sara refused to give up. Not for herself, but for every girl in the audience, every woman who had ever fought for respect on the mat.
The referee stepped back, unsure of what to do. Sara had given her command. She valued the sanctity of the match more than her own suffering. His hands fell to his sides, and the crowd’s anger grew louder.
Mark, undeterred, let out a cruel laugh. “Still fighting for your precious cause, huh? Let’s see how long you can hold on.”
Sara could barely move as he stood over her, slowly pulling down his underwear. The sickening sound of fabric hitting the mat sent waves of disgust and horror through the audience. Sara’s stomach churned with fear, but she refused to break. Her mind was spiraling, battling the betrayal, the pain, the humiliation. But deep down, she clung to one thought: Don’t give up. Don’t give up for them.
When he tugged at her panties, ripping them from her body, she flinched but still glared at him through tear-streaked eyes. Her voice cracked as she spat out, “Go… fuck yourself, Mark.”
For a brief moment, her defiance flickered like a flame, but it was quickly smothered by the weight of her own exhaustion. Her body had endured so much, and her strength was fading fast. Mark only smirked as he jiggled her milk-lathed breasts again, sending droplets flying into the crowd. The audience recoiled in disgust and outrage, some women openly sobbing while others screamed for the match to end.
Mark bent forward and spanked her, the sound of flesh hitting flesh echoing like a gunshot. Sara was sent crashing forward, barely able to catch herself before hitting the mat. Her head spun, her muscles burned, but still, she held on.
Her thoughts swirled in a haze of agony, humiliation, and the unbearable weight of betrayal. But through it all, she clung to the image of the girls watching from the stands, wide-eyed and terrified. I can’t let them see me break, she thought. I can’t let them lose hope.
But Mark wasn’t done. As she lay there, her body broken, he mocked the women in the crowd, flicking his manhood at them like a disgusting spectacle. The crowd roared in anger, but when one brave voice booed him, Mark snapped.
“You want your hero to suffer more?” he screamed. “Then she will!”
He stormed back to Sara, sitting heavily on her chest. She barely had the strength to fight back as he pinned her hands beneath his knees, making sure she couldn’t tap out. Her eyes widened in horror as he stuffed his underwear into her mouth, cutting off any chance of a verbal submission. Her vision blurred, the taste of sweat and fabric choking her.
Mark positioned himself between her breasts, grinding against her as the crowd’s screams turned to helpless cries of “No! No!” But it didn’t matter. With a sickening moan, he climaxed, his body shuddering as Sara lay beneath him, too weak to move, too stunned to comprehend what was happening.
She felt him release into her mouth, the hot, vile liquid making her choke as he pulled out his underwear. She gagged, her body convulsing as she struggled to swallow. But then the choking stopped, and her mind began to fade again, slipping into unconsciousness.
In the midst of her haze, she heard a woman scream from the crowd, “FUCK YOU!”
Mark turned, rage filling his eyes. “You want her to suffer? So be it.”
His hand moved to spread her legs, his intent horrifyingly clear. Sara’s mind raced with fear, the realization of what was about to happen hitting her like a train. The fight in her body was gone, but the fire in her spirit was still flickering.
I can’t… I can’t let him…
In a final, desperate act, her hand twitched and slapped the mat. The tap-out.
The referees stormed in, tackling Mark to the ground, pulling him off of her as the match officially ended. Sara lay there, naked, her body exposed and almost violated. Her chest heaved with the effort of breathing, her skin stained with tears and milk and the remnants of her own will to fight.
The ref raised Mark’s hand, declaring him the winner, but the crowd erupted in boos and furious shouts. They wanted blood, they wanted justice. But all they could do was scream.
Mark stood over Sara one final time, triumphant, as she lay broken beneath him. He sneered, his hand raised in victory, while the crowd’s hatred burned around him.
Sara, lying on the mat, closed her eyes. She had lost the match, but she hadn’t given up. I did it for them, she thought. For all the girls who needed to see me fight back, no matter how much I was beaten down.



BOOK 2
Mark stood over Sara’s lifeless form, his foot pressing down on her milk-soaked breasts as he smirked, victorious. The crowd’s chorus of boos echoed through the arena, but it didn’t faze him. In his hand, he held the trophy, a symbol of his triumph, of Sara’s defeat. He reveled in the hatred, the disgusted faces staring back at him. For Mark, this was more than just a victory—it was the ultimate humiliation of the woman who had once overshadowed him.
A photographer approached, hesitant, his camera hanging loosely around his neck. “A photo, Mr. Anderson?”
Mark grinned darkly. “Of course,” he sneered. “But I want it with her.”
He bent down, grabbing Sara’s limp, naked body, lifting her with ease. Her breasts, still slick with milk, hung exposed. Her face was a horrifying display, smeared with his release. Mark cruelly positioned her, gripping one of her breasts with his left hand and slipping a finger from his right into her most private place. He chuckled as the photographer’s discomfort grew palpable.
“Hurry up, man, take the damn picture,” Mark ordered.
The photographer clicked the camera, capturing the sickening moment before quickly leaving the ring, unable to bear the scene. With a final laugh, Mark dropped Sara to the mat like discarded trash, covering himself as he sauntered out of the arena. The crowd, still seething, started to disperse, a wave of horror washing over them. No one could forget what they had witnessed.
Sara lay motionless, utterly alone, her body and spirit shattered. Her supporters, devastated by what had happened, hurried to her side as soon as the arena emptied. Coach approached first, desperate to help, offering to cover her with a towel and get her medical attention, but his path was blocked. Mark, along with Rob and the rest of the wrestling team, glared at him.
“Back off, old man,” Rob sneered. “She doesn’t need your help.”
Outnumbered and threatened, Coach had no choice but to retreat. One by one, the crowd filed out, leaving only Sara’s closest female supporters behind. They formed a protective circle around her, carefully washing her body, tending to her with a tenderness that almost felt out of place in the brutality of the night. As they wiped the milk from her chest and cleaned her wounds, the sense of violation lingered in the air like a dark cloud.
Among them stood a girl, quiet yet intense, her eyes locked on Sara. Her presence was unnerving, her stare unwavering. As Sara began to stir, groaning in pain, the girl stepped forward.
“So, are you going to quit?” she asked bluntly, her voice cutting through the silence.
The other girls froze, shocked by the question. One of her friends pulled her back, but the girl persisted, her voice rising with emotion. “Are you going to leave us like this, the way Rebecca did? Are you going to quit after all we’ve been through?”
Sara blinked, still half-dizzy, unable to process the girl’s words. She felt her stomach churn at the mention of quitting, the very idea revolting to her. She hadn’t even fully recovered, and already, the burden of her responsibility weighed on her like a crushing force.
The girls helped her dress and guided her to her apartment—a place that, until recently, she had shared with Mark. The mere thought of his name made her nauseous, and as they arrived at what was now her permanent residence, she vomited, heaving over and over until there was nothing left. The trauma had lodged itself deep inside her.
For the next few days, Sara was hospitalized, her body recovering from the effects of the Galactogogues. But no medicine could heal the mental and emotional scars left by Mark’s assault. Even in her feverish state, the girl’s defiant voice haunted her.
Are you going to quit?
The words stung, leaving Sara restless, unable to sleep. She had recognized the girl—the same one who had bravely booed Mark during his assault. The same one who had refused to let Sara’s suffering go unanswered. But Sara was unsure of what to do next, torn between her own despair and the desire to keep fighting for the women who had believed in her.

Meanwhile, Rebecca was facing her own demons. She had collapsed the moment she had seen Mark’s final assault on Sara, her body going limp from the shock. The nightmarish scene triggered flashbacks of her own assault, a fate she had endured twenty years ago in the same tournament. Every time Mark had touched Sara, it was as if she was reliving her own ordeal. Every cruel taunt, every humiliating act, mirrored what had been done to her.
When Mark had performed the mammary intercourse, Rebecca’s world had shattered. The memory of her own breasts being used the same way, of the men laughing as they violated her, flooded her mind, and she had fainted, her body unable to cope with the horror.
Rebecca woke up much later, alone in the arena. The women who had once supported her had gone to tend to Sara, leaving her in the cold emptiness of the stadium. She staggered to her feet, weak and disoriented, only to see the photo on her phone—Mark standing over Sara, his hands on her breast and inside her. It was a grotesque image, and it sent her spiraling into despair.
For the next twenty days, Rebecca locked herself in her home, cutting off all contact with the outside world. She sobbed uncontrollably, consumed by the memories of her own assault and the guilt of not being able to protect Sara from suffering the same fate. Even when her groceries ran out, she refused to leave, surviving on what little she had left until starvation forced her to order food online. She left a note for the delivery driver, instructing him to leave the package at her door, not wanting to engage with another human being.
Her life had crumbled. The elementary school children she tutored had found new places, and with no income, she was on the brink of financial collapse. With nowhere to turn, she finally made the decision to leave town.
But just as she was packing her things, a knock sounded at her door. Panic shot through her as she cautiously peered through the peephole.
A woman stood outside, her face unfamiliar. Confused, Rebecca hesitated, her hand trembling as she reached for the doorknob.
She opened the door.


Chapter 2: Flashback
Rebecca sat alone in her dimly lit apartment, her hands trembling as the memories from that fateful day flooded back. It had been years, yet the humiliation, the betrayal, the pain—it all remained fresh in her mind. Every detail was etched into her soul, a permanent scar she could never escape. Her breath grew shallow as her mind drifted into the past, back to the moment that had changed her life forever.

The finals of the tournament had been her greatest achievement. Rebecca had shattered records, becoming the first woman in years to make it to the championship round. Her opponent, John, had been her friend—someone she had trusted, someone she believed had always supported her. But that trust had crumbled the moment the match began to slip from her control.
They were evenly matched, but when John ripped open her bra in the heat of the match, Rebecca was caught off guard. The distraction had been all he needed to pin her. It had happened so fast, but the betrayal lingered long after the bell rang. She had expected sportsmanship, respect—but what came next was far worse than the pinfall.
The finals in those days came with an additional “humiliation round,” a barbaric tradition that had long since faded but was, at that time, a centerpiece of the tournament. Rebecca, feeling exposed and vulnerable, tried to cover herself, her hands trembling as she held the torn remnants of her bra against her chest. But John snatched it away, leaving her naked from the waist up, her creamy bosom exposed to the world.
“Don’t,” he said coldly as she tried to hide herself. The cruelty in his voice was like a dagger to her heart.
She was horrified. This wasn’t the John she knew, not the friend who had stood beside her for years. He looked at her body with a sneer, mocking her breasts and her nipples, making lewd comments that burned her with shame. She pleaded with him, asking him to stop, asking what he wanted. But he didn’t answer. Instead, he sat on her chest, his weight pressing her down, pinning her again—but this time, it wasn’t about the match.
His lips found her breasts. She gasped, the humiliation overwhelming her as he suckled at her like an animal. She felt his teeth biting her flesh, sending sharp pain shooting through her body. Tears streamed down her face as she silently begged for it to end. But the torment dragged on, feeling like it would never stop.
Finally, he rose, and she breathed a sigh of relief, thinking the nightmare was over. She sat up slowly, clutching her arms around herself for any shred of modesty. But then John spoke again, shattering her hopes.
“It’s not over yet,” he said, his voice cold and detached. “The finals… they entail double humiliation.”
Rebecca’s heart dropped. “What do you mean?” she asked, her voice trembling.
John smirked, and then, with a wicked glint in his eye, he told her: “I want to titty-fuck you.”
Rebecca’s mind reeled. No. He can’t be serious. This can’t be real. She shook her head in disbelief. But John went on, explaining in graphic detail what he meant, how mammary sex worked. Her horror grew with each word, her mind screaming in protest. She refused, shaking her head vehemently, begging him to stop.
But the coach stepped in, his voice grim. “The rules… they allow it, Rebecca. There’s no penetration, so it’s within the boundaries of the humiliation round.”
“No!” Rebecca cried out, the betrayal stinging even more now that the coach—the one person who should have protected her—was confirming that there was nothing she could do. “Please don’t do this,” she begged John, her voice breaking. “We’ve been friends for years… please.”
John’s expression turned dark. “Friends? No. All these years, it was all about you. You, Rebecca. You were the center of attention. But not anymore.”
With that, he pushed her down, forcing her to the mat. Her body was weak, her will broken. She knew she had no choice. The rules demanded her compliance, and John had already taken everything from her. Tears streamed down her face as he pulled down his gear, revealing himself. He grabbed her hair, forcing her to perk up her chest.
“Now, wrap them around me,” he ordered menacingly.
Rebecca’s heart pounded in her chest. Every fiber of her being wanted to scream, to fight back, but deep down, she knew the truth: the rules had stripped her of any power. She was trapped. With shaking hands, she lifted her breasts, wrapping them around his manhood as he had instructed. He took control, squeezing them tighter as he began to grind, moaning in pleasure as she silently wept.
As his body moved against hers, her mind spiraled into darkness. How did it come to this? she thought. I thought he was my friend… But now she realized the bitter truth. John had never been her friend. His resentment, his jealousy—it had all festered beneath the surface, waiting for this moment to come out.
With the splatter of his climax across her chest, Rebecca’s world shattered. The humiliation, the betrayal, the pain—it was too much to bear.

She snapped out of the flashback, her heart racing as fresh tears rolled down her cheeks. The memories of her own violation were inescapable, but what haunted her now was the image of Sara, enduring the same fate. Mark had used Sara in the same way John had used her. And just like then, she had been powerless to stop it. She sobbed uncontrollably, her body shaking from the weight of her past and the helplessness she now felt for her student.

After her defeat, Rebecca had quit wrestling, unable to face the world or herself. She had isolated herself, working an online job to avoid human contact. For seven years, she lived in fear and shame, never marrying, never allowing anyone to get close. The trauma had buried itself deep inside her, and though she found some solace in teaching children, she never truly healed.
But now, years later, a knock on her door brought her back to the present. Her heart raced as she cautiously peered through the peephole. To her surprise, a dark-haired, petite girl stood outside, looking up at her door with determined eyes.
Rebecca hesitated, her hand hovering over the doorknob. She didn’t want to face anyone, not after everything that had happened. But something about the girl’s presence intrigued her. With a deep breath, Rebecca opened the door.
“Can I help you?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
The girl looked up at her with intensity in her gaze. “I want you to train me,” she said firmly.
Rebecca’s heart skipped a beat. She stared at the girl, stunned, unsure of how to respond.
And with that, the chapter ended on a cliffhanger, the weight of Rebecca’s past now intertwined with the uncertain future before her.


Chapter 3: The Beginning of a Movement
The door creaked open, revealing not just the petite girl, Katie, but a group of other girls standing behind her. Rebecca froze. Why were they all here? Their faces seemed familiar—yes, they were the girls who had come to support Sara during the match. Their presence unnerved her. She whispered softly, her voice trembling, “After all that happened… how can you still want to be here? After seeing what happened to Sara… after seeing her assaulted, brutalized, titty-fucked by Mark in front of everyone?”
The memories of her own humiliation clawed at her mind. She had resigned after her ordeal, like everyone else—the other girls, the coaches. Rebecca remembered how they all had given up, demotivated, unable to face the horrors of what they'd witnessed and experienced. She couldn’t comprehend why these girls, after witnessing such brutality, hadn't done the same.
Before anyone could answer, a familiar voice spoke up from behind the group. “Because I didn’t give up.”
Sara stepped out from the shadows, her face determined, her eyes burning with an intensity that made Rebecca take a step back. There was no trace of the broken girl she had seen days ago.
Sara took a deep breath and began speaking, her voice steady, but filled with emotion. “When Mark was grinding his dick against my breasts… when he forced me to take it, to be humiliated like that in front of everyone, I thought everything was over. I thought my career, my pride, my self-respect—it was all gone. But then… I heard her.”
Sara gestured to Katie, who stood in front of the group, small but defiant.
“I heard her voice. After the match, she shouted out. I realized my humiliation was nothing compared to what happened to women's wrestling after what happened to you, Rebecca.”
Rebecca flinched at the mention of her own past, the memories of John flooding back once again. Sara continued, her words cutting through the haze of shame and regret.
“I don’t care about what happened to me. What matters is that I was in the finals, fair and square. I didn’t lose because I wasn’t good enough. I’m still going to the nationals, and I want these girls to come with me. I reached out to Katie, and she rallied everyone. They all want to continue, to fight, and I’m not going to let them give up—just like I won’t let you give up, Rebecca.”
The room fell silent. The girls behind Sara stood with unwavering determination. Rebecca was speechless. She had spent years locked away, hiding from the world, believing her shame was insurmountable. Yet here they were—these young women—standing before her, ready to take up the fight she had abandoned.
Rebecca looked at them, her hands trembling slightly. After a long pause, she finally spoke, her voice hoarse. “I… I need time. Please, give me time.”
The images of her own humiliation haunted her. John’s smug expression as he made her squeeze her breasts around him, his moans of pleasure, the warm splatter of his climax on her chin—it all played in her mind as if it had happened yesterday. She could still feel it, the shame soaking into her skin, into her soul.
But then, through the fog of her memories, she saw something new. Outside, through the window, she could see Sara hyping up the girls, their faces glowing with excitement and determination. They weren’t broken. They weren’t ashamed. They were ready to fight. Rebecca felt a shift inside her.
This was her chance to make a difference. To do what she should have done years ago.
With a newfound resolve, Rebecca stepped out of the shadows and spoke clearly, her voice carrying strength she hadn’t felt in years. “We begin training tomorrow.”
The girls erupted into cheers, their excitement infectious. But Rebecca motioned for Sara to stay back as the others left. There was something she needed to confess.
Once they were alone, Rebecca collapsed into a chair, her body shaking. “I… I need to tell you something about John.”
Sara sat beside her, concern etched on her face. Together, they watched the old tape of Rebecca’s final match, the humiliating scene of John’s betrayal playing out in excruciating detail. Both women sat in silence, fighting back their emotions as they relived the trauma. But neither of them broke. Not this time.
As the video ended, Sara’s phone rang. She picked it up absentmindedly, expecting nothing important, but her face changed instantly. Horror washed over her like a wave.
“What happened?” Rebecca asked repeatedly, but Sara couldn’t speak. Her phone fell to the floor.
Rebecca picked it up, still connected to the call. On the other end was Sara’s mother, her voice trembling, sobbing. “Rebecca? Why didn’t you stop her? Why didn’t you stop this?”
The truth hit Rebecca like a punch to the gut. The finals weren’t just some local event. They had been the UNI Open Gender Finals. The match had been recorded—and it had gone viral. Seven-point-four million views. Rebecca’s heart sank as she realized the magnitude of what had happened. The footage of Sara’s brutal assault had already been used in four different tournaments across the nation in just the past few days. It had become a tool for humiliation, and Mark’s actions were being celebrated by online degenerates.
As Rebecca scrolled through the internet, she saw the horrifying reactions: men praising Mark’s “victory,” viral videos of him defiling Sara, and controversial YouTubers sensationalizing the event for clicks. Sara had become infamous—she was now known as “The Titty-Fuck Girl.”
Sara broke down, sobbing uncontrollably. Her reputation, her career, her dignity—it had all been destroyed in the span of a few days. Rebecca was devastated, watching the video of Sara’s humiliation unfold in even more brutal detail than she remembered.
After what felt like hours of sobbing, Sara finally composed herself. “What’s done is done,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. She stood up shakily and turned to leave. “I’ll figure something out.”
But Rebecca stopped her. “You don’t have anywhere to go, Sara. You’ve got no money, no plan. Neither do I. I’m almost out of money. Teaching kids won’t be enough to keep us afloat.”
They both sat in silence, the weight of their situation pressing down on them.
“How are we going to afford a gym? How will we even start to rebuild?” Rebecca muttered, the hopelessness sinking in.
Suddenly, a light bulb went off in Sara’s mind. Her eyes brightened as she stood up, a spark of inspiration igniting inside her.
“I think I know how.”


Chapter 4: A Shattered Dream, A New Resolve
Sara walked over to Rebecca, her voice soft but firm. “I’ve got a small amount of prize money from high school… from wrestling. It’s not much, but maybe it’ll help us get started. We can try to borrow the local gym. It won’t be perfect, but it’s something, right?”
Rebecca’s eyes welled up with tears as she embraced Sara tightly. The support, the resilience this girl was showing in the face of everything—it was overwhelming. Together, they headed to the local gym to meet with the gym’s moderator, hoping for a small slice of opportunity to train.
As they approached the gym, Rebecca’s mind raced. Seeing the man at the counter—a tall, muscular figure—made her shudder. For a moment, her trauma clouded her thoughts, filling her mind with grotesque images of what men like him had done, what they could do. She imagined being forced to her knees, her breasts being used and degraded like before. Her heart raced. But then, she snapped out of it. He was just a regular guy.
The gym moderator smiled as they walked up. “How can I help you?”
Rebecca spoke first, her voice more composed than she felt. “We’d like to share the gym space for wrestling training. I know it’ll have to be shared with others, but… we’ll manage.”
The man scratched his chin. “Well, we can give you access for 15 days for the amount you’ve got.”
Sara’s heart sank. Fifteen days? It wasn’t enough. She felt the weight of hopelessness begin to creep in. There was no way to stretch the money longer, and Rebecca’s job—well, she didn’t have one anymore. How could they keep training after that?
Rebecca, sensing Sara’s distress, placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “I’ll figure something out,” she whispered. “I’ll find another job, something to keep us going. Don’t tell the girls about this… they need to stay focused.”
As the two women turned to leave, the gym moderator cleared his throat awkwardly. “I, uh… I saw the clip.”
Rebecca froze, the hairs on the back of her neck rising.
“I just… I saw what happened to you, Sara. What Mark did. It’s horrible,” he muttered, fidgeting with his hands. “I feel bad for you both. I’ll extend the gym access to a month. No extra charge.”
Rebecca’s first reaction was anger. The thought of him having seen the clip of Sara’s humiliation, even if he meant well, was infuriating. But before she could snap, Sara stepped in and nodded. She had already accepted the weight of what had happened to her. There was no undoing it.
“Thank you,” Sara said softly, her voice even. “We’ll take it.”
They left the gym, and Sara felt a strange numbness settle in her chest. Was this really worth it? Were they fighting a battle already lost? Could any amount of training, any success, undo the damage that had been done to her and the other women who had suffered?
Back at her temporary apartment, she collapsed onto the bed, mindlessly scrolling through social media. She stumbled upon clips of the other women who had faced the same humiliating fate in recent tournaments. One in particular caught her attention—another wrestler, another woman being stripped and defiled in front of a roaring crowd.
A shudder ran down Sara’s spine as she realized the scale of what had happened. It wasn’t just about her anymore. Hundreds, maybe even thousands of female wrestlers were at risk of suffering the same fate. It was up to her to fight—to change the culture of the sport and protect future generations of women wrestlers.
Lying on her bed, she clenched her fists. Tomorrow was going to be a new day. A good day. Training would begin, and they’d work toward something bigger than themselves.
Suddenly, her phone buzzed. It was an email notification. She opened it, her eyes narrowing in disbelief.
A major news station wanted to interview her—The Titty-Fuck Girl, they called her.
Sara stared at the email, the title burning into her mind. The temptation to scream, to lash out was strong. But she simply closed the message and ignored it, her resolve hardening.
She turned off the lights, lay back down, and closed her eyes, whispering to herself, "I’m stronger than this."


Chapter 5: Confronting the Trauma
The girls gathered around Rebecca’s house, ready for another day of training. It was a small group, but their determination was palpable. As they entered the gym, the usual gym-goers eyed them curiously, whispering among themselves, wondering what was going on. A few of them exchanged awkward glances, as if to ask why a group of women were there, seemingly out of place.
Rebecca remained silent, feeling the weight of the stares. Shame still clung to her like a heavy fog. Before she could say anything, Sara stepped up confidently.
"Guys, this is the first stage of our training," Sara announced, her voice strong and unwavering. "We’re here to wrestle and fight, and that’s often going to happen in public. We need to get over ourselves, over our fears, and embrace what we’re here to do."
Her words hit the group like a spark. Confidence lit up the room, even Rebecca smiled—almost as if she was thanking Sara silently for her bravery. The girls began their training, with Sara helping to push them, guiding their tumbles and falls as they learned the ropes. For most of them, it was their first time wrestling, but they embraced the challenge with grit and determination.
Katie, the petite girl who had first knocked on Rebecca’s door, was particularly impressive. Despite her small frame, her full breasts, and a solid, curvy build, she moved with agility and power, securing the best scores in four of the seven exercises they went through that day.
As the session wore on, sweat drenched the group. Now it was Rebecca’s turn to teach wrestling techniques. The gym-goers watched from the sidelines, some amused, others intrigued. Rebecca ignored them, her focus entirely on her students. She drilled them on the basics, explaining holds, locks, and strategies with precision.
The girls were eager to learn, though some were a bit reckless in their excitement. But after some time, they started to get the hang of it, picking up on the fundamentals faster than Rebecca had expected. By the end of the session, Rebecca felt satisfied that they had made solid progress. But with the gym closing for the day, it was time to pack up.
As they gathered their belongings, Katie came over to help Rebecca and Sara with their things. Rebecca smiled at Katie, appreciating her dedication. "You’re impressive, Katie. Your technique, your speed—it’s sharp. Keep it up, and you’ll be a real force."
Katie beamed at the compliment, but before they could leave, a towering figure near the dumbbells caught their eye. He was still lifting, even though the gym had clearly closed. It was their duty to make sure the gym was locked up, so Rebecca politely called over to him.
"Excuse me, sir, the gym is closing."
The man chuckled, still facing away from them. "Just give me a minute."
After a few moments of waiting, Sara, growing impatient, stepped forward. "Sir, we really need to close up."
The man turned around, his expression shifting as he took in who was speaking. His face twisted into a sinister smile. "Oh, I know you," he said with a sneer. "You’re the titty-fuck girl."
Before Sara could react, the man’s hand shot out, grabbing her breast with a disgusting sense of entitlement. Sara, despite being an excellent wrestler, froze, paralyzed by the trauma of the past few days. Rebecca, though she had trained countless times for situations like this, was equally frozen, her mind flooded with memories of John, her past humiliation keeping her rooted to the spot.
Suddenly, Katie rushed at the man, her small frame fearless as she tried to protect Sara. But the man easily swatted her away, sending her crashing into a row of equipment with a sickening thud.
The man laughed as Sara and Rebecca stared in shock at Katie’s fallen form. "Mine’s bigger than the other guy’s," he jeered, reaching for his pants. "You wanna try?"
To their horror, another large man appeared behind him, seemingly ready to join in the assault. Rebecca’s mind screamed at her to move, to do something, but she couldn’t. She felt as if she were watching a nightmare unfold.
But before things could escalate further, a figure appeared from the shadows. With a swift punch, the new man floored the aggressor, sending him sprawling. A brawl erupted between the two men, punches flying, bodies colliding with heavy thuds.
While the fight raged on, Sara rushed over to Katie, helping her up, checking to make sure she wasn’t seriously hurt. The man who had come to their rescue was able to subdue the attacker, pinning him down with a skillful lock. He turned to the women, his voice calm but commanding.
"Get out of here," he said. "I’ll take care of him."
But instead of fleeing, they helped him tie the aggressor up and called the authorities. After everything was under control, the man introduced himself as Stephen.
"I’m sorry for what happened," he said, rubbing the back of his neck. "I dropped my earphones and came back to pick them up… then I saw what was happening."
Rebecca and Sara thanked him, though they were still shaken. As they left the gym together, they couldn’t help but shudder, the weight of what had almost happened hanging heavily over them.


Chapter 6: The Tangled Offer
The next morning, the gym management called Rebecca and Sara into the office, nervously apologizing for the assault that had occurred the previous day. Trying to smooth things over, they offered the women an additional ten days to use the gym in exchange for not reporting the incident to the authorities. With their new 40-day window secured, Rebecca and Sara wasted no time diving back into their training routines.
The girls showed up every day, eager to improve. Katie, despite the bruises from her fall, was especially impressive, continuing to outshine the others with her quick mastery of the techniques. Rebecca’s pride grew with every session, but the joy of watching her students flourish was dampened by her own struggles.
Determined to help fund the training, Rebecca attempted to reclaim her old tutoring job, but much had changed in the years she’d been away. Parents had moved on, enrolling their children with other tutors. Her prolonged break from teaching had left her out of the loop, and even when she applied for online jobs, she was told she was either too old or not up-to-date enough with modern technology. The rejections came steadily, even for menial jobs like bagging groceries.
Despite the mounting challenges, Rebecca remained motivated, inspired by Sara’s unwavering dedication. Sara was juggling her own studies, intense personal training, and coaching the girls—all without complaint. Her resilience gave Rebecca the strength to keep going, even on the hardest days.
By the 36th day of training, things were running smoothly. The girls had made significant progress, and as they packed up for the evening, Katie lingered to practice a few more techniques. Just as they were about to leave, an older man with a gruff voice approached them.
“Hey there, aren’t you that titty-fuck girl from the news?” he asked, grinning in a way that made everyone’s skin crawl.
Sara stiffened, but before she could respond, he continued, “Back in my day, we didn’t call it that. We had some freaky stuff though, I’ll tell ya! You ever hear of the ’86 Wet T-shirt Jamboree? Man, that was a wild time. Saw things there that'd curl your toes! Course, we didn’t have cameras like y’all got now—probably for the best. Anyway, how does it feel, eh?”
Sara blinked, unable to get a word in as the man rambled on. Rebecca stepped in, cutting him off. “What do you want?” she asked, trying to keep her composure.
“Oh, right, right. Well, I’ve got a gym,” the man replied, seemingly oblivious to the awkward tension he’d just caused. “It’s big. Nice too. Not one of those corporate places with all the rules and signs. You can use it if you want—just me and my boy there sometimes. You’ll barely notice us.”
Katie narrowed her eyes. “Why don’t you use it yourself?”
The old man laughed, waving his hand dismissively. “Oh, I’m too old for all that now. Lost my taste for lifting weights and running on treadmills. But you, missy—" he pointed at Katie, giving her an appraising look, "—with those perky ladies of yours, well, hell, that’s motivation enough to keep an old man like me coming back. Good grief, reminds me of Betty Sue from the ’78 Sunbathers’ Club. Boy, she had a rack you could rest your lunch on.”
Katie’s face twisted in a mix of confusion and disgust, but before anyone could react, the man was off again.
“Course, Betty Sue didn’t hold a candle to Janine from the hardware store. Now, there was a woman who knew how to swing a hammer, if you catch my drift. And the things she could do with a wrench, let me tell ya…”
Rebecca coughed, trying to steer him back on track. “About the gym, Mr…?”
“Thomas! Call me Mr. Thomas,” he replied, puffing his chest proudly. “I’ve got a place just a few blocks down. It’s a beaut—double the size of this here dump. Got everything you need—mats, weights, even a sauna. Just keep the raccoons out, and don’t swipe anything. Last thing I need is you gals making off with my dumbbells or kettlebells. Had a couple of ’em stolen back in ’92, never did get ’em back. Raccoons too. They’re always getting into things—last week I found one in my shed, and the little bugger had gnawed through all my extension cords. What am I supposed to do with no power, huh? Anyway, point is, you need a place, I’ve got one. Just don’t mind me if I pop in now and then to reminisce about the good old days.”
Rebecca and Sara exchanged glances, trying to process the offer amid the barrage of anecdotes and crude comments. Katie folded her arms, still wary, but it was hard to deny the value of such an offer. A fully equipped, private gym for training was exactly what they needed, and Mr. Thomas—though strange—seemed harmless enough.
When they finally arrived at his gym, they were floored. It was immaculate—better than anything they could’ve hoped for. Twice the size of the space they’d been using, with pristine equipment and ample room for sparring. They thanked Mr. Thomas profusely, assuring him they would be careful with his things.
“Yeah, yeah,” he waved them off, already on another tangent about how raccoons once infiltrated his neighbor’s pool. “Just don’t go titty-fucking each other in there, alright? Keep it classy. That’s all I ask.”
As they hurried out of the gym, laughter bubbled up among the girls. It was hard to believe their luck—and even harder to believe that Mr. Thomas, with his never-ending stream of stories, had just given them a golden opportunity.
Chapter 7: Mr. Thomas and the Sandwiches
It was a regular day at the gym, with Rebecca, Sara, and the girls wrapping up their intense training session. As the last weights were put away and the sweat from their workout began to dry, Mr. Thomas appeared with a box of sandwiches, his usual grin plastered across his face.
“Lunch is served, ladies!” he announced proudly, holding up the box like a prized treasure.
Rebecca wiped her brow and eyed him skeptically. “There’s nothing unhealthy in there, right? No mayonnaise, no cheese, no processed meats, no sugary spreads, and definitely no pickles, right?” She rattled off her list as she approached him.
Mr. Thomas winked, his eyes twinkling with mischief. “Nope, didn’t put any of that junk in there, promise. Scout’s honor.”
The ladies groaned in collective disappointment, eyeing the sandwiches with little enthusiasm.
He chuckled, sliding a bacon slice out of his pocket as if it were some sort of secret contraband. He turned to Katie, who was watching with a playful glint in her eye. “But, you know... for someone special, I might have a little something extra.”
Katie’s eyes widened in delight. “Oh, come on, Thomas. Gimme that bacon.”
He handed her the slice, watching as she eagerly slapped it onto her sandwich. But not before his playful gaze lingered on her for a moment longer than usual. “Alright, alright,” she sighed, rolling her eyes with a smirk. “You get a jiggle for that.”
Katie gave her chest a light bounce, winking back at him. Thomas grinned, tipping his cap as if he had just won a prize. “Now that’s what I’m talkin’ about! Reminds me of the good old days. There was this Ohio State Fair back in ’83—had a full-on boob jiggle contest. Man, the crowd went wild. There was a girl named Betty Mae... or was it Betty Lou? Anyway, she had a pair of melons that could stop traffic! She won first prize by a landslide—gave ‘em a jiggle so fierce, the judges were speechless. Hell, the prize should’ve been a car, but I think she only got a year’s supply of corn dogs. Still worth it!”
The ladies erupted in laughter. Katie covered her face, shaking her head. “Oh my God, you’re ridiculous.”
Rebecca folded her arms, grinning despite herself. “Thomas, why do you always know these crazy, sexist stories? Every single time.”
He chuckled, not missing a beat. “Sexist? Pffft, sexist-vexist, y’all are too sensitive these days. Y’know, at that same fair, they had a full-blown... wait for it... dick-measuring contest!”
The girls nearly choked on their sandwiches.
Thomas continued, barely able to contain his excitement as he reminisced. “Now listen here, this wasn’t your average back-alley kind of thing. No sir, this was a serious competition! They had Roger from the farm—he was the local favorite. Good ol’ Roger, known for more than just his crop yields, if you catch my drift.”
Katie giggled through a mouthful of bacon sandwich, shaking her head in disbelief.
“Roger’s competition was this big ol’ fella from California—black guy, tall as a tree. Everyone thought it’d be between the two of them, right? But guess who accidentally entered the contest?”
Rebecca raised an eyebrow, her sandwich halfway to her mouth. “Who?”
“Little Timmy Vance! And by accident, I mean, he entered his horse!”
The gym was filled with shrieks of laughter. Katie had to sit down, her stomach aching from how hard she was laughing.
“Yeah, you should’ve seen the crowd’s faces. First, they’re all thinking it’s gonna be a close contest between Roger and the California guy. Then in trots this damn horse!” Thomas slapped his knee, tears of joy welling up in his eyes. “And I’ll tell you what—the horse won. By a mile.”
Sara wiped tears from her own eyes, laughing so hard she could barely speak. “No way, Thomas. You’re full of it!”
“Oh, it gets better,” he said, waggling a finger in the air. “You see, rumor had it that the prize was the organizer’s daughter’s hand in marriage. She was fine with it at first, too. Said she was all about marrying the man who could ‘satisfy’ her, if you know what I mean. But when that horse won, well... things got complicated. Her mama objected, of course—thank God, because can you imagine? A woman marrying a horse! That’s a marriage made in hell.”
Katie doubled over, laughing hysterically. “Oh my God, Thomas! Stop, I can’t breathe!”
“But hold on now, it doesn’t end there!” Thomas said, getting into his storytelling stride. “A few years later, there’s this fella who actually married his horse. In protest against his daddy or somethin’. Yep, put a ring on that horse’s hoof, walked it down the aisle, and everything. Of course, the horse ran off a week later—probably had better things to do than be married to some fool. But I’ll be damned, just when he was about to admit to his daddy that he’d made a mistake, the horse came back!”
The gym was in absolute chaos now, the girls crying with laughter, barely able to breathe.
“Thomas,” Rebecca gasped, holding her side. “You’re gonna kill us with these stories. But, I gotta ask—where’s your wife in all this? How did she deal with you and your... wild stories?”
Mr. Thomas leaned back, a smile curling up under his grizzled mustache. “Ahh, my wife, God rest her soul. She put up with me, bless her heart. She knew how to handle me, though. Met her at a pie-eating contest, if you can believe it. She wasn’t just a looker, she could out-eat any man in that county. I tell ya, that’s when I knew I’d found my match. And every time I started telling one of my stories, she’d just laugh and roll her eyes, and say, ‘Thomas, if half of what you say is true, you oughta be in a circus.’”
The ladies chuckled, a warm sense of camaraderie filling the air. As crude and outrageous as he was, Mr. Thomas had a way of lightening the mood and bringing everyone together with his wild tales.
Rebecca, catching her breath from all the laughter, raised her sandwich in a mock toast. “To Mr. Thomas—our personal storyteller and the guy who always knows a little too much about everything.”
“Cheers!” the girls echoed, lifting their sandwiches in unison.
Mr. Thomas winked at them, settling back in his chair with a satisfied grin. “Anytime, ladies. Anytime.”


Chapter 8: Diverging Paths
While Sara and the girls continued their training at Mr. Thomas’ gym, far across the ocean, Mark found himself in Hawaii. He had flown there after winning the open-gender finals, expecting to face backlash for the highly controversial "titty-fucking" incident with Sara. He braced himself for scorn and condemnation, yet to his astonishment, he was being hailed as some sort of twisted hero by certain circles. There were even videos of people—men, in particular—recreating his actions in amateur wrestling matches with women, celebrating it like a victory.
Mark, however, felt deeply conflicted. A heavy cloud of doubt loomed over him about whether he had done the right thing. His revenge on Sara had seemed justified in his mind at the time—her constant condescension, the way she emasculated him, never letting him forget how she had beaten him in front of their friends and teammates. But now, when he watched the video of his assault on her, something inside him recoiled.
Sitting in his hotel room, he replayed the infamous clip, his hands shaking slightly as Sara’s face, her humiliation, flashed across the screen. As he watched himself assault her, the raw aggression in his actions startled him. He felt ashamed, particularly when the video showed him forcing himself into her mouth to climax. Disgusted, he turned the video off. It haunted him that he didn’t realize at the time just how brutal it had been. Mark’s stomach turned as he thought about the image that had circulated afterward—his finger inside Sara. He slammed the laptop shut, trying to shake off the growing nausea.
For the next few days, he roamed Hawaii, almost trying to hide from his own conscience. He kept a low profile, wearing a baseball cap and sunglasses, wary that someone might recognize him. He feared he had not only destroyed Sara’s career but had possibly ended women's wrestling altogether, much like the infamous John, who had shattered a movement with one scandalous action.
When Mark returned to the university, he was welcomed back by the wrestling team, with Rob and the others patting him on the back like some conquering hero. But something was off. Rob, who had previously challenged Mark’s leadership, seemed distant, his eyes narrowing in silent judgment. The team had always looked to Rob as a leader, but after Mark had decisively defeated Sara, Rob’s loss to her seemed more humiliating in comparison. The tension between them was palpable.
In an attempt to reassert his authority, Rob challenged Mark to a match for team leadership. Although Mark had just returned from vacation and was slightly out of practice, he hadn’t forgotten his technique. The match wasn’t easy, but Mark was able to beat Rob once again, solidifying his position as the leader of the team. But his victory was hollow. His mind was distracted, racing toward the upcoming open-gender nationals—still seven months away. He had to prepare, but something else was gnawing at him.
One afternoon, as he sat at his desk, Mark casually glanced over the roster for the university team tournament. His eyes skimmed the list of competitors when a name caught his attention—Sara. His heart skipped a beat, disbelief flooding him as he saw that Sara had registered a team of her own. Not only was she still wrestling, but she had recruited six other women to join her. He read their names carefully: Katie, Venice, Isabella, Toni, Anna, Sara, and Katie. His mind repeated the names over and over as his rage simmered. He thought he had erased her from the sport, humiliated her into oblivion. But here she was, stronger than ever. Furious, Mark stormed out, leaving the registration table behind. His anger, long buried beneath his superficial success, reignited with full force.

Meanwhile, back at Mr. Thomas’ gym, the atmosphere was starkly different. The girls were wrapping up their training when Mr. Thomas arrived with a box of sandwiches. As usual, his quirky charm and crude humor filled the room.
“Brought you some healthy sandwiches, ladies,” he said with a grin, placing the box on a bench.
Rebecca eyed him suspiciously. “Healthy, huh? No mayonnaise, no cheese, no processed meats, no sugary spreads, and definitely no pickles, right?”
Thomas winked, his mischievous grin growing wider. “Of course, of course. No junk in these sandwiches... well, except for maybe a little extra love.” He chuckled as the girls groaned.
Katie, always the playful one, nudged him. “Come on, Thomas. You got anything extra in there for me?”
With a sly look, Thomas slid a bacon slice from his pocket and handed it to her, eyes twinkling. “For you? Always.”
Katie grinned, adding the bacon to her sandwich. “Alright, you earned it.” She gave him a playful jiggle, her chest bouncing lightly. Thomas chuckled and settled back into one of his famous stories.
“Y’know,” he began, “this reminds me of the time my wife went to Bordeaux. She found these cheap tickets, and off she went, thinking she was about to have the adventure of her life. She didn’t speak a lick of French, mind you, but she figured she’d get by with smiles and nods.”
The girls, taking bites of their sandwiches, listened intently. Thomas always had a way of turning even the simplest stories into something wild.
“So she gets there, spends a week ‘speaking French’—at least according to her—talking to the locals, hangin’ out, all the while thinkin’ she’s getting a real taste of France. Problem was, when she came back, she couldn’t find her family. Turns out she wasn’t in France at all! She’d gone to Bordeaux... South Carolina!” Thomas slapped his knee, bursting into laughter.
The girls were in stitches, holding their stomachs as they laughed. Rebecca wiped away tears. “No way! She didn’t believe it?”
“Nah,” Thomas continued, “she thought her family just wasn’t home. Even when they wrote to her saying they’d been in Lille that weekend, she was convinced she’d been speaking French all week. You couldn’t tell her nothin’. Said it must’ve been her mom’s side of the family—claimed she had some ‘French blood’ that just made her naturally fluent.”
As the girls continued laughing, Thomas winked at Katie. “I tell ya, sometimes it’s all about where you think you are, not where you actually are.”
The contrast between the lighthearted banter in the gym and the tension building in Mark’s life couldn’t have been more stark. While Mark’s rage and confusion mounted, Sara and her team were finding their rhythm, even in the face of crude jokes and bizarre stories.


Chapter 8: Trials and Encounters
With the university team tournament only one month away, the atmosphere in the gym was charged with excitement and nerves. Sara stood at the center of the group, her tall, athletic frame a natural focus for the gathered women. Next to her, Rebecca maintained her usual stern expression, ready to guide the final selections. Mr. Thomas, ever the watchful eye, leered down from his balcony, his attention split between the trials below and whatever tangent was occupying his mind.
“Alright, girls!” Sara’s voice cut through the murmurs, commanding attention. “We’ve come a long way—each one of us has fought, bled, and struggled to find a place here. We’ve fought for a gym, for the respect that’s been denied to us at every turn.” She paused, turning her head to look up at Mr. Thomas. “And let’s not forget the ones who’ve helped us along the way, like Mr. Thomas, who gave us this space to train when we had nowhere else. So, thank you, Mr. Thomas!” She smiled and raised a hand in acknowledgment.
Mr. Thomas waved back, grinning broadly. “Just keep the raccoons out, and we’ll call it even!” he hollered from above, making the girls chuckle.
Sara continued, her tone growing serious. “Wrestling is about more than just brute strength or technique. It’s about heart. It’s about getting up when everyone else tells you to stay down. And I know each and every one of you has that heart. Now, we’ve got the final trials ahead of us, and after that, the real fight begins. But never forget why you’re here or how far you’ve come. We’re not just competing—we’re making a statement. Let’s show them what an all-girls team can do.”
The group erupted into applause, and Sara felt a surge of pride. Today, they would determine who would represent their team in the tournament. The matches were set:
· Kathy vs. Jace – Kathy dominated the match, using swift moves and overpowering Jace with her technique.
· Venice vs. Anne – A close match, but Venice managed to pin Anne in the final moments, earning her spot.
· Anna vs. Peyton – Anna, fierce and unrelenting, quickly took control and secured her victory.
· Isabella vs. Billy – Isabella’s quick reflexes and strategic holds proved too much for Billy.
· Katie vs. Catherine – Katie’s raw athleticism shone through as she won her bout decisively.
· Toni vs. Saraya – In a back-and-forth struggle, Toni managed to outlast Saraya, sealing her place.
As the final bell rang, signaling the end of the matches, the gym filled with cheers and claps. The victorious girls hugged each other, celebrating their hard-fought wins.
Rebecca stepped forward, her expression serious, bringing the energy down to a focused silence. “Congratulations to all of you,” she said, her voice firm. “But don’t get too comfortable. The real challenge is ahead. You’ll be wrestling men in this tournament, and let me tell you—they won’t go easy on you. Our team is the only all-girls team, which means you’ll be fighting not just for your win, but for the right to be there in the first place.” She looked each of them in the eye, her words sinking in. “If you’re not prepared, you’ll find yourselves with more than just a bruised ego. You might find a dick down your cleavage.”
The room went dead silent as Rebecca’s blunt words hung in the air. Then, from the balcony, Mr. Thomas chimed in, “Well, that wouldn’t be the worst thing, now would it?”
Laughter erupted, breaking the tension, with even Rebecca cracking a slight smile.
“Alright, girls,” Rebecca said, turning her attention to those who hadn’t made the cut. “Those of you who didn’t get selected will be training separately from now on. We’ll be focusing on the basics and refining your skills. For those who made it, you’ll start working on male-specific moves and counters. We need to be ready for everything they throw at us.” The girls nodded in agreement, their faces serious once more.
With that, the team began to disperse. Rebecca had to leave early, explaining that her after-school tutoring had restarted, and she had kids waiting for her. She gave Sara a quick nod before heading out the door.
Left alone to clean up the gym, Sara moved around, putting away equipment and tidying up. As she was bent down near the supply closet, she sensed someone behind her. Without turning around, she assumed it was Mr. Thomas.
“Don’t worry, Mr. Thomas,” she said playfully, still focused on her task. “I’m just getting rid of that raccoon. I wouldn’t want a repeat of the raccoon-in-your-pocket incident.”
A deep voice responded, one that wasn’t Mr. Thomas’. “So, you know my dad’s stories, huh?”
Sara froze, realizing it wasn’t the voice she had expected. Slowly, she turned around, coming face-to-face with a hulking man. His broad shoulders and muscular frame filled the small space, but it was his face that struck her. He looked familiar. His dark eyes twinkled with amusement, and his smile was warm, almost teasing.
“You’re not Mr. Thomas,” Sara stammered, stating the obvious.
“No,” the man chuckled. “I’m his son, Stephen. I heard you were the girl from the gym... you know, the one that guy was groping during a match.”
Sara flushed, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Yeah... that was me.” She swallowed, trying to regain her composure. “I—uh—thank you for stepping in that day. Your timing was... well, perfect.”
Stephen’s smile grew wider. “No need to thank me. My dad’s been telling me about you and your team for a while now. I’m glad you’re making use of the gym.” He glanced around the room before locking his eyes back on her. “Has he told you all his stories already?”
Sara laughed, relaxing a bit. “Oh yeah, I’ve heard plenty. Between his ‘raccoon in the pocket’ and his wife’s trip to Bordeaux—South Carolina, mind you—we’ve had quite the entertainment.”
Stephen chuckled along with her. “Yeah, that sounds about right.” There was a brief pause before he added, “You gave a pretty inspirational speech earlier. I was watching from up top. You’ve got a good thing going here.”
Sara smiled at his compliment. “Thanks. It means a lot coming from you. I just want these girls to succeed, you know? We’ve worked so hard to get to this point.”
Stephen nodded. “I can see that. You’ve got heart. And you’re gonna need it if you’re going up against guys in the tournament.” He stepped forward, offering to help her with the cleanup. “Mind if I lend a hand?”
Sara hesitated for a moment but decided not to refuse. “Sure. But fair warning—I doubt you know much about wrestling gear.”
Stephen fumbled with one of the mats, clearly unsure of what to do with it. “You’re right about that,” he said with a sheepish grin. “But I can try.”
As they worked together, their conversation flowed naturally. They talked about Mr. Thomas, laughing at some of his most ridiculous stories. Stephen shared his own experiences growing up with such a quirky father, and Sara found herself genuinely enjoying his company.
When the gym was finally clean, Stephen paused. “Before you go, I just wanted to say... I wish you the best in the tournament. I’ll be rooting for you.”
Sara met his gaze, feeling an unexpected warmth between them. “Thank you, Stephen,” she said softly. “And... thanks for helping us that day. We wouldn’t have been able to get here without you.”
There was a charged silence between them before Sara, acting on impulse, leaned in and kissed him softly. The kiss lingered, both of them caught off guard by the sudden intimacy. But just as quickly, they pulled back, startled by the moment.
“I—uh, I’ll see you around?” Sara said, her voice slightly breathless.
“Yeah,” Stephen replied, a bit dazed but smiling. “I’ll see you.”
As Sara walked out of the gym, she couldn’t shake the feeling of confusion swirling inside her. She had a team to focus on, girls to train, and a tournament to prepare for. But now, there was something—someone—else occupying her thoughts.


Chapter 9: Female Specific Training
The gym was alive with energy as the girls gathered for their new training regimen, focused specifically on wrestling men. This time, the stakes were higher, and their training had to adapt to a different type of opponent—physically stronger, faster in some cases, and prepared for their moves. Rebecca led the session with Sara beside her, the two coaches ready to impart knowledge from their hard-earned experience.
"Alright, ladies," Rebecca began, her voice commanding. "Today, we're going to focus on the advantages you have as women. You might think that men have the upper hand in strength, but trust me, you’ve got weapons they don’t—your bodies, your speed, and most importantly, your mind."
The girls stood around, some nervous, others curious. Rebecca started with the basics, breaking down several key moves they had already learned but with modifications to account for their male opponents' potential strategies.
"Let's start with the breast headlock." She motioned for Sara to step forward and demonstrate on one of the girls. "The key here is to use your chest to block the opponent's breathing. A lot of guys won’t expect it or they’ll be too distracted to counter effectively."
Sara took her position and executed the move, her opponent struggling beneath the pressure of Sara’s headlock.
"But," Rebecca continued, "we've seen this countered before. Guys have figured out ways to slip out, so we're going to tweak it." She gestured again, and Sara modified her grip, pulling the opponent tighter and using her upper arm to reinforce the hold. "See? Now there's no escape."
There were mixed reactions from the group. Some of the newer girls looked uncomfortable, hesitating to use their bodies in such an intimate manner. Kathy, a tall and thin girl, raised her hand.
"I’m not really... uh, built like Sara," she said, clearly unsure about how she could apply these moves.
Sara smiled and nodded. “That’s okay, Kathy. You’ve got other strengths.” She walked over to her and adjusted her stance. “Your height and reach give you the ability to dominate. You don’t need to rely on your chest—you can focus on balance and leverage. With your long arms, you can lock someone up from a distance and use your legs to trip them.”
Rebecca chimed in, “Kathy, you’ve got a gift that some of the shorter girls don’t. Don’t worry about what you don’t have—focus on what you do.”
Next was Venice, a quick and agile girl with an athletic background. “Venice,” Sara said, “your speed is your weapon. You can outmaneuver opponents who rely on brute strength. We’ll work on using your quick reflexes to tire them out.”
Venice grinned. “I like that,” she said, bouncing on her toes, ready to practice.
Anna, however, was more of a challenge. She was medium height but bulkier than the rest, her strength making her a formidable opponent among the girls, but Sara and Rebecca weren’t sure if she would hold up as well against guys.
"We’re going to focus on your strength, Anna," Rebecca said. "You might not be as fast as some of the other girls, but if you can learn to grapple and use your bulk strategically, you can hold your own. Just be mindful that guys might be stronger in the upper body, so we’ll work on your lower body techniques too."
Isabella, known for her striking looks and her flair for trash talk, sat at the edge of the group, her arms crossed. “What about me?” she asked with a smirk. “Are you going to teach me how to seduce them into submission?”
Rebecca laughed. “Actually, yes. Sort of. You’re great at trash-talking and getting inside your opponent’s head. Use that to your advantage. Keep them distracted, but don’t let yourself get thrown off your game. It’s a powerful tool if used wisely.”
Isabella nodded, tossing her hair back, confident as ever.
Finally, Rebecca turned to Toni. Toni had a larger frame, with big hips and a lower center of gravity. "Toni, you’ve got something many girls would kill for—those hips." She smiled. "Your lower body strength is your advantage. You can control the fight by lowering your center of gravity, making it difficult for your opponent to throw you off balance."
Toni grinned. "I knew these hips would come in handy one day."
Everyone chuckled, but Rebecca's eyes shifted to Katie, the last to speak. Katie had quickly proven herself as one of the most impressive members of the group. She was strong, smart, and ruthless, rarely showing fear or hesitation.
"Now, Katie, you’re something else entirely," Rebecca said, clearly impressed. “You’ve got a natural talent that we don’t see often. I want you to stay close to me and Sara because we’re going to need to strategize with you. Your strength and intelligence are going to be key in this tournament.”
Katie nodded, a determined look in her eyes. “Thanks. I’ve been thinking about ways to counter some of the moves the guys will use. Like, they’re going to target our boobs. That’s just what guys do, right? So instead of trying to fight it, what if we go with the flow?”
Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “Go with the flow?”
“Yeah,” Katie continued. “If they’re trying to jiggle us around or squeeze, we can jiggle with them. It’ll minimize the pain and maybe throw them off balance because they’ll be expecting resistance.”
The group murmured in surprise. It was unconventional, but it made sense.
“And what about going after their manhood?” Katie added, more mischievously now. “If they’re coming after our boobs, why not target their balls? Fair’s fair, right?”
Rebecca chuckled. “You know, that’s not a bad idea. We’ll need to make sure we’re within the rules, but in a fight, sometimes you have to do what you have to do.”
The group laughed, their nerves easing as they discussed strategies with newfound confidence.
After the training session, Rebecca had to rush off once again, leaving Sara and Katie to lock up. As they sat on the bench, going over the day’s session, Sara found herself distracted. Her thoughts kept drifting back to Stephen, the warmth of their kiss still lingering in her mind.
Katie noticed Sara’s distraction. “You okay?”
Sara snapped out of it, blinking. “Yeah, just... thinking.”
Before she could elaborate, she heard footsteps behind her and turned to see Stephen approaching. Her heart skipped a beat.
“Hey,” Stephen said, smiling warmly. “You busy?”
Katie shot Sara a knowing look, then stood up, smirking. “I’ll leave you two alone.”
Sara stood as well, a bit flustered. “Hi, Stephen. I was just finishing up.”
“Great. I was wondering if you wanted to grab a coffee?”
Sara hesitated for a moment, glancing at the gym clock. “Sure, but... I’m kind of on a strict regime, so I can’t really eat or drink much.”
Stephen chuckled, clearly not expecting that answer. “Well, how about I grab a coffee, and you can have... water?”
They laughed, and Sara agreed. They walked down to a nearby café, engaging in light conversation along the way. When they sat down, Stephen ordered his coffee, and Sara reluctantly asked for water, feeling slightly embarrassed.
“Sorry,” she said sheepishly. “I wasn’t kidding about the strict regime.”
Stephen waved it off, grinning. “Don’t worry about it. I’m impressed with your discipline, actually.”
They talked for a while, the conversation flowing naturally. Stephen asked about her training, genuinely interested in her preparation for the tournament. Sara found herself relaxing more around him, enjoying his company.
But as the conversation went on, she couldn’t help but feel a tug of conflict within herself. She was supposed to be focused on her team, on winning the tournament, and yet here she was, getting distracted by Stephen.
Before they parted ways, Stephen leaned in close and said, “I’m rooting for you, Sara. Not just for the tournament, but for everything.”
Sara smiled softly. “Thanks, Stephen. I’ll see you around.”
As she walked back to the gym, her mind was full of thoughts—about the team, about the tournament, and about Stephen. She had a lot to figure out, but for now, she had to keep her focus on her girls.


Chapter 10: Personal Techniques and Counter Strategies
The gym was bustling with excitement and energy as the girls, having absorbed their earlier training, gathered for another session. This time, Sara and Rebecca had tasked them with developing their own unique techniques based on their individual strengths—height, weight, seduction, speed, and center of gravity. Each girl was to showcase her new move to the group, and the anticipation hung in the air.
First up was Kathy, the tall and thin girl with a natural reach advantage. She demonstrated a modified overhead grapple.
"I’m using my height to get above the guy," Kathy explained as she positioned herself over her opponent. "From here, I can control their upper body with my long arms, forcing them to fight from below, which will wear them down quicker."
Rebecca and Sara exchanged impressed glances.
"Good, Kathy," Sara nodded. "Use that height advantage. Stay over your opponent, keep them struggling from underneath. Well done."
Next was Venice, the quick and agile athlete, who had crafted a move that combined her speed and footwork. She darted around the mat in quick motions, her strategy focused on wearing her opponent out before going in for the takedown.
"I’m going to use my agility to keep my opponent off balance. I can tire them out by making them chase me, and then when they're vulnerable—boom—I go in for the sweep."
Rebecca smiled. "Excellent, Venice. Use that speed to make them work harder than they want to."
Anna, the medium-height but bulky powerhouse, came next. Her move was more straightforward—pure brute strength with a calculated twist.
"I’m focusing on my lower body," Anna explained as she demonstrated a crushing leg hold. "Even if a guy is stronger in the upper body, I can use my legs to trap them and hold them in place. They can’t overpower my legs as easily."
Sara watched intently. "Smart, Anna. Use those strong legs. If you can immobilize them with your legs, they’ll have no chance of breaking free. Good thinking."
Then came Isabella, the girl who excelled at trash-talking and distraction. Her move, unsurprisingly, focused on psychological warfare.
"I'm going to use my seduction skills to distract them," she said with a wink. "But once they’re thrown off, I’ll get them in a side grapple and keep their attention elsewhere while I take control."
Rebecca raised an eyebrow. "Isabella, just make sure you don't get distracted yourself."
Isabella laughed. "Don’t worry, I’ll keep my head in the game."
Next was Toni, with her strong hips and low center of gravity. She had devised a hip throw that could take advantage of her lower body strength.
"I’m going to use my hips to get low under my opponent’s center of gravity, then lift and throw them off balance," she said confidently, executing the move flawlessly.
"Perfect," Sara said. "That low center of gravity is going to help you out-maneuver the guys. Use it to your advantage."
Finally, Katie came forward, clearly proud of what she had come up with. While the other girls had developed moves based on their physical strengths, Katie had been hard at work thinking about counter-strategies to the guys' dirty tactics.
“I’ve been thinking about how to counter the cheap moves guys might try to pull,” Katie said, stepping to the front of the group.
"Let's hear it," Rebecca encouraged.
1) Boob Squeezes:
"I don’t have a solid counter for this one yet," Katie admitted, "but I’m thinking if they go for a squeeze, we can use our free arm to go for their balls. Turn it into a dual strike."
The girls laughed at the idea, but Sara nodded. “It's brutal, but fair.”
2) Boob Jiggle:
"If they try to jiggle us, I say we go with the flow," Katie continued. "Instead of fighting it, jiggle with them—it’ll minimize the pain and throw them off."
Rebecca grinned. “That could definitely work. They’d be expecting resistance, not cooperation.”
3) Boob Licking:
Katie's face turned more serious. "If they go for licking, we trap their tongue between our arms. Close in on the chest, wrap our arms around, and apply pressure. They'll never want to open their mouths again."
Rebecca burst out laughing. “That's genius, Katie!”
4) Boob Licking at the Nipple:
"Same principle," Katie explained. "Close in on them, trap the tongue. Hurts them more than it hurts us.”
5) Bra Ripping:
“This one’s tricky,” Katie admitted. “If a guy goes searching for the bra to rip it off, we can strike them when they’re distracted. Not necessarily with a punch, but something more subtle, like taking advantage of their focus on the gear to reverse the move.”
Sara and Rebecca exchanged an approving glance, thoroughly impressed.
“That’s brilliant,” Rebecca said. “If we can make them focus on something other than the fight, we’ll have the upper hand.”
Katie nodded. “I think these counters will give us an edge, but there's one thing I haven't figured out yet."
Sara leaned forward, intrigued. “What’s that?”
“The titty fuck. Or... mammary sex.” Katie hesitated, clearly uncomfortable with the subject. “I don’t know how to counter that yet.”
Sara sighed, crossing her arms. “That’s the hardest one. It’s humiliating, and it’s difficult to defend against because once they’ve got the upper position, it’s hard to reverse.”
Rebecca chimed in. “Katie, I want you to take this on as your main challenge. Think about how we can prevent it from happening or escape if it does.”
Katie nodded, her face set with determination. “I’ll come up with something.”
With the training session over, the girls began to pack up. Rebecca quickly left again, rushing off to her evening tuition classes. Sara lingered, half-distracted, her thoughts drifting to Stephen. She hadn’t seen him since their coffee date, and she couldn’t help but wonder if he’d show up again.
As she finished packing, a car pulled up in the lot. She glanced over and saw Stephen stepping out, his familiar smile lighting up the parking lot.
"Hey," he called, waving.
Sara waved back but felt a pang of conflict. She knew she couldn’t let herself get distracted—there was too much on the line with the upcoming tournament. But still, her heart fluttered.
"See you around," Stephen said as he got back into his car. Sara waved goodbye, a little sad, yet also determined. She had to stay focused. Distractions, however sweet, weren’t what she needed right now.
As she walked back inside, she reminded herself of the task at hand—leading her team to victory. But deep down, she couldn’t shake the feeling that Stephen was becoming more than just a passing distraction.


Chapter 11: The Final Week and the Tournament Begins
The gym was buzzing with excitement as the final week of training came to a close. Exhaustion draped over the girls, but so did the electric anticipation of what lay ahead. They had all come a long way, and Katie, especially, seemed more confident than ever. She had promised a solution to the one move none of them had managed to counter: the mammary sex move. Her smirk had piqued everyone’s curiosity.
“You’ll see when the time comes,” Katie teased as the girls pressed her for details. "I’m saving it for the match."
The girls laughed, intrigued but trusting in Katie’s boldness.
Then came the moment they'd all been waiting for—the tournament schedule. As the papers were passed out, Sara's eyes landed on the team name they had chosen. Inspired by Mr. Thomas’s wild anecdotes, they named themselves "Lady Catherine’s Revenge," after a particularly funny story he’d once shared about a pirate queen who outsmarted him. When Mr. Thomas saw the name, his eyes welled up with tears.
"Ah, Lady Catherine," he said, reminiscing as he stood before the girls. "You know, I got beaten by a group of women once. Toughest gals I ever met! One of 'em even motorboated me right on the mat!" He let out a hearty laugh, clearly lost in his memories, going off on another tangent.
Sara couldn’t help but smile as the girls giggled. The old man’s spirit was contagious. But they quickly turned their attention back to the task at hand—the tournament. Their first match was against a team made up of five tall, muscular Black men.
As soon as the girls read the opposing team's name on the schedule—"BBC" (Big Back Choke)—Katie snickered. "Yeah, sure, that’s what they mean," she said sheepishly, causing the others to burst into laughter.
Sara, however, had a more serious tone as she addressed the group. "Girls, remember what Rebecca and I told you about the kind of stuff that might happen during the matches. These guys will push boundaries, try to humiliate us. I’ve... been through it myself, and so has Rebecca. Stay strong. Don’t let them get inside your heads."
With that, Sara handed each of the girls a brand-new uniform—a beautiful, shiny set of sports bras and skirts, all carefully designed to allow for both mobility and durability. The girls oohed and ahhed over the outfits, glowing with pride.
"These are thanks to Rebecca’s tuition work. She really believes in us," Sara explained. “Let’s make her proud.”
The mood was high as the girls packed up and prepared to head home for the night. But Sara, worn out from training, laid down on the bench press to rest for a moment. Her body felt heavy, her mind wandering back to Stephen. It had been a long day, and she drifted into a light doze.
When her eyes fluttered open, the gym was dark. Panic rushed through her as she realized it was night. Fumbling with her phone, she tried calling Mr. Thomas and Rebecca, but both were asleep. The gym was eerily quiet, and Sara’s heart raced when she heard a door creak open. A shudder ran down her spine as a shadowy figure loomed near the entrance.
She watched carefully, but the figure seemed to vanish as quickly as it appeared. Then, just as her pulse quickened, a hand rested on her shoulder.
Sara whipped around, her breath catching in her throat, and almost screamed. But it was Stephen. Her fear melted away as she hugged him, burying her face in his chest. They shared a brief but passionate kiss, the relief washing over her.
"I thought you were someone else," she whispered, still clinging to him.
"Well, I’m glad I’m me then," he replied with a grin. He brushed her hair from her face, his touch gentle. "You okay?"
"Yeah, just... tired," Sara admitted, feeling the weight of everything—the tournament, the pressure, and the confusion about her feelings for him.
"You could stay with me tonight," Stephen offered softly, his warm smile inviting.
But Sara pulled back, shaking her head. "No... I can’t. Training is too important. I have to stay focused."
She could see the disappointment in his eyes, but Stephen nodded, respecting her decision. They said their goodbyes, and as she walked home alone, Sara couldn’t help but wonder if she was making the right choice. Was pushing him away worth it? Or was she denying herself something more than just a distraction?

The next morning, tournament day had arrived. The girls—Kathy, Venice, Anna, Isabella, Katie, Toni, and Sara—stood proudly in their new uniforms, their toned bodies and determined faces on full display. The excitement buzzed in the air as Sara gathered them around.
"Alright, listen up," Sara began, pushing her thoughts of Stephen aside. "This is how the tournament format works. It's simple but strategic:
1. Match 1: Both teams will select a wrestler without knowing their opponent.
2. Match 2: The winning team picks their wrestler first, and the losing team gets to pick knowing the opponent.
3. Match 3: The winning team from Match 1 picks their wrestler, again knowing the opponent.
4. Matches 4 and 5: Same format as 2 and 3.
5. Match 6: Pick one of the remaining two wrestlers.
6. Match 7: Pick anyone, including someone who has already wrestled."
Rebecca had strategized with Sara beforehand. The plan was to go in strong for the early rounds, selecting powerhouses like Katie and Sara to get a lead. The idea was to gain an early advantage, leaving the weaker girls to close out the rounds.
The Lady Catherine’s Revenge team took their positions as the opposing team swaggered into the arena. Marcus, Jamal, DeShaun, Timothy, Denzel, Rashad, and Larry—all of them tall, muscular, and clearly confident—sized up the girls with mocking glances.
Marcus approached Sara, flashing her a grin that made her stomach turn. "Didn't expect to see you here, sweetheart," he said, his voice oozing arrogance. "Last time we met, I peeled that little top of yours off in the locker room. Remember that?"
Sara clenched her fists, forcing herself to stay calm. "Yeah, and I stuffed my fishnet in your face and knocked you out. Remember that?" she shot back.
He chuckled, clearly unfazed. "We'll see if you can keep that energy in the ring."
Each of the guys had a similar exchange with the girls—flirting, taunting, trying to intimidate them. But Lady Catherine’s Revenge wasn’t backing down. They had faced worse than this.
As the teams prepared to start, Sara huddled with the girls one last time. She had planned to go first, but something was off. Stephen’s face kept popping into her mind, and her confidence wavered.
"Katie," she said suddenly, "you’re stepping up first."
Katie looked surprised but didn’t question it. "You sure?"
Sara nodded. "I need you to do this, Katie. You’ve got this."
Katie took a deep breath, then stepped forward to face her opponent: Marcus, the guy who had just taunted Sara. He laughed, towering over Katie as he spoke.
"I expected Sara," he sneered, "but I guess I’ll just have to deal with these little girl breasts instead."
Katie’s face hardened, her focus returning as she stared him down. The arena was silent, all eyes on the two as the match was about to begin.
Chapter 12: Katie vs. Marcus & Isabella vs. Denzel
Katie stood in the center of the mat, her eyes locked on Marcus. He circled her like a predator, but she wasn’t intimidated. Instead, she glared back, her confidence radiating with each step. Marcus couldn't resist mocking her, his grin wide.
"How long do you think those tight little breasts of yours will last against the BBC?" he sneered, his words dripping with arrogance.
Katie didn’t respond. She waited for the perfect moment and, like a lightning strike, dove into a single-leg takedown. Marcus was caught off guard as Katie swiftly wrapped her arms around his leg, using her leverage to hoist him off balance. With a grunt, Marcus slid backward, losing his footing and landing hard on his butt. The ref awarded Katie 2 points for the takedown, and the girls erupted in cheers from the sidelines.
But Katie wasn’t done. Before Marcus could react, she used her momentum to launch a hip attack, her hips slamming into his face as she took control. Marcus was stunned, barely able to comprehend what had happened. Katie pinned him down, the score now 5-0 in her favor.
As Marcus squirmed beneath her, trying to find a way out, he made a desperate move. His tongue lashed out, attempting to lick her chest as she pressed down on him. Katie's face twisted in disgust. Without hesitation, she jerked her chest violently, her breasts slamming into Marcus’s mouth, trapping his tongue between his teeth. The sudden impact cut his tongue, blood spilling into his mouth as he let out a muffled scream.
"How do you like them now?" Katie taunted, her voice icy as Marcus’s face reddened in humiliation and pain. The ref stopped the match for a moment, awarding Katie 2 points to check on Marcus, who was still bleeding slightly. The medical team looked him over, but his injury wasn’t serious enough to stop the match.
Katie stood back, jiggling her breasts playfully, mocking Marcus. "Looks like my tight little breasts are a little too much for you, huh?" she teased as the girls cheered her on.
Marcus was seething with anger now, his embarrassment fueling his resolve. He mentally noted that if Katie was going to use her chest against him, he’d go after them, too. As they resumed the match, Marcus carefully circled her, watching for an opening. Katie was still mocking him, pointing to the scoreboard where she was leading 7-0.
Finally, Marcus made his move. Without warning, he lunged forward and grabbed her breasts with both hands, squeezing hard. Katie’s face contorted with a mixture of shock and fury. Unlike Sara, who had more experience wrestling men, this was Katie’s first time being grabbed like this in a match, and it threw her off. She winced in pain as Marcus sneered, "These tight titties will get the BBC soon enough."
Katie didn’t hesitate. With her free arm, she reached down and grabbed Marcus’s crotch, her fingers clamping down on his balls. The entire crowd gasped as Marcus let out a guttural sound, his face twisted in agony. "All grabs are legal, right?" Katie growled, her voice low and dangerous.
Marcus’s eyes widened in panic. "Let’s call it even," he whimpered, clearly in pain. "On the count of three, we both let go. One… two… three—"
As soon as Marcus released her, Katie tightened her grip on his balls, making sure he wouldn’t be able to grab her again. "You wanted the BBC?" she hissed through gritted teeth. "Well, you’re getting the TWT—Tight White Titties!"
She pinched his balls even harder, and Marcus howled in pain. Desperately, he tried to pull away, but Katie wasn’t letting up. With a final, brutal move, she pulled Marcus’s head into her chest, locking him into a breast smother. He flailed, his arms desperately trying to push her away, but Katie’s hold was too strong. Within seconds, Marcus tapped out, slapping the mat furiously.
The ref called the match, and Katie let go, standing over Marcus as he rolled onto his side, clutching himself in humiliation. The girls on the sideline went wild, cheering for Katie as she strutted back to them, victorious.
Marcus’s teammates were visibly shaken. They hadn’t expected the girls to be this good, and now they realized why Katie had been sent in first. Some of the guys even whispered among themselves, wondering if she might be even better than Sara.
The girls crowded around Katie, congratulating her for the win. "That was intense!" Kathy exclaimed, giving her a high five.
Katie smirked. "You gotta hit them where it hurts, right?"
Now it was time for the girls to send another wrestler, and the guys had the advantage of picking their opponent after. All eyes turned to Sara, expecting her to step up next, but something was off. She still wasn’t fully confident after her encounter with Stephen the night before. Her mind wasn’t in the game, and she knew it.
"Izzy, you’re up," Sara said suddenly, pointing at Isabella.
The other girls looked surprised, but Isabella nodded, stepping forward with a determined expression. The guys sent out Denzel, a tall and lanky man who smirked as he approached Isabella, clearly underestimating her.
As the match began, Isabella wasted no time. She moved quickly, circling Denzel with the grace of a dancer. He lunged at her, but Isabella dodged effortlessly, using her speed to stay just out of reach. Her body was light and agile, and with every feint, she seemed to be playing with him.
"What's the matter?" she teased, batting her eyelashes. "Too slow for me?"
Denzel, frustrated, finally managed to grab hold of her arm, but Isabella quickly twisted out of his grip, pulling him into a headlock. This wasn’t just any headlock, though—it was her signature move: the Temptress Trap. Isabella had perfected this move in training, using her beauty and deceptive strength to lure opponents in, only to lock them down with ease.
Denzel tried to counter, but every time he shifted, Isabella tightened her hold. She had modified the breast headlock technique they had learned, using it to squeeze his head tightly against her chest while limiting his movement. When he struggled to escape, Isabella swiftly flipped him onto the mat, slamming him down with a graceful finesse. The ref awarded her 2 points for the takedown.
Denzel wasn’t giving up yet, though. He fought back, attempting to counter her moves, but Isabella was too quick. She danced around him, using her speed and agility to stay one step ahead. Each time he tried to strike, she countered with precision. By the end of the match, she had him trapped again in her Temptress Trap, this time pinning him down completely.
The ref blew the whistle—7-4, Isabella. Another victory for the girls.
The team erupted into cheers once more, celebrating their 2-0 lead. As Isabella returned to the group, they praised her for her skill and her new move.
"You crushed him, Izzy!" Venice exclaimed, clapping her on the back.
Isabella smiled modestly. "Just a little technique and speed," she said, but the glint in her eyes showed she was proud.
The girls were now up 2-0, and their confidence was growing. They could feel the momentum shifting in their favor. But Sara couldn’t shake the feeling that something was still off with her. Stephen’s face kept popping into her mind, distracting her.
The next match was looming, and everyone looked to her for guidance. Could she push through the distraction and step up, or would someone else have to lead again?


Chapter 13: The Final Rounds - Anne, Toni, and the 4-0 Victory
The air was thick with tension as the girls gathered around, discussing who would step up for the third match. The momentum was clearly in their favor, with Katie and Isabella already securing two victories. The guys were growing more nervous, realizing they had seriously underestimated the girls.
Everyone assumed Sara would finally take the stage next. After all, she was the team leader and the strongest wrestler. But as they waited for her to step forward, Sara remained unusually quiet, her mind still preoccupied with thoughts of Stephen. She could still feel the way his arms had wrapped around her the previous night, the warmth of his lips against hers. The distraction gnawed at her, and she feared that if she went into the match like this, she might lose—and embarrass not just herself but the entire team.
With a deep breath, Sara made her decision. “Anne,” she said, looking towards the taller brunette, who blinked in surprise. “You’re up next.”
The team exchanged glances, clearly puzzled, but Anne didn’t hesitate. She nodded, her expression growing serious as she stepped forward. Anne had been training relentlessly, and though she wasn’t as flashy or well-known as Katie or Sara, her technique had grown solid. This was her moment to prove it.
On the other side, Daniel, the guys’ third pick, stepped onto the mat. Daniel was muscular, with a cocky grin that showed he wasn’t taking Anne seriously at all. He pointed at her, laughing with his teammates, who joined in on the mockery.
“Looks like I’m gonna have some fun with this one,” Daniel jeered. “Bet she won’t last five minutes.”
Anne remained stoic, not letting the comments get to her. She focused on the task at hand, recalling all the training she’d undergone, the techniques Rebecca had drilled into her, and the finisher she had been perfecting in secret.
As the whistle blew, the two circled each other. Daniel immediately lunged forward, trying to overpower her with his brute strength. But Anne, using her agility, sidestepped him with ease, grabbing his arm and twisting it into a lock. Daniel winced as Anne spun him around, forcing him to the mat. The girls cheered as the ref awarded Anne 2 points for the takedown.
Daniel, however, wasn’t giving up that easily. He gritted his teeth, pushing himself up as Anne tried to maintain control. He suddenly broke free, spinning around and grabbing her by the waist. With a grunt, Daniel lifted Anne off the ground, shaking her in an attempt to throw her off balance.
But Anne wasn’t rattled. She quickly wrapped her legs around Daniel’s torso, locking him in a tight body scissor. He stumbled, surprised by her strength, but before he could regain control, Anne twisted her hips, forcing him off his feet again. She hit the mat hard but maintained her grip, rolling with Daniel until she was on top.
“Not so easy, is it?” Anne whispered, a smirk playing on her lips.
Daniel, flustered and embarrassed by how easily Anne had countered him, tried to wriggle out from underneath her. In a desperate move, he reached out and slapped Anne’s buttocks, trying to throw her off by mocking her.
“Let’s see how those hips work now, huh?” Daniel taunted, squeezing her waist and laughing.
Anne’s face turned red with a mix of anger and determination. She responded by jiggling her buttocks and breasts provocatively, mocking Daniel right back. “You want to play? Let’s play,” she said, her voice laced with sarcasm.
The move threw Daniel off. His focus broke for just a second, and that was all Anne needed. She quickly spun around, twisting his arm again and locking him into a new position. This time, she was ready to finish him off with her signature move—the Pressure Pulse—a combination of a chokehold and body compression, designed to sap an opponent’s energy while holding them immobile.
Daniel’s face flushed as he struggled to breathe, and after a few seconds of futile resistance, he tapped out, much to the disbelief of his team. Anne stood up, victorious, and the scoreboard reflected her 7-5 win.
The girls were now up 3-0, and the guys were getting desperate. The match was on the line, and they knew it. The obvious choice for the final match was Sara, the team’s strongest fighter. But Sara, still distracted and unsure of herself, made a decision that shocked everyone.
“Toni,” she called out, her voice hesitant.
Toni looked up, her eyes wide with surprise. “Me?” she asked, clearly not expecting to go up in such a crucial round.
Sara nodded. “I’m not ready… not right now,” she said softly. “You can handle this.”
Toni, despite her surprise, didn’t argue. She stepped up, full of confidence, knowing she was strong enough to hold her own. On the other side, the guys chose their best fighter—DeShaun, a towering figure who had been in multiple open-gender competitions and had a reputation for being ruthless.
The crowd buzzed with excitement as the two competitors took their positions. Toni was known for her powerful hip attacks and aggressive style, while DeShaun’s strength and experience made him a formidable opponent. The match was set to be brutal.
As the whistle blew, DeShaun immediately tried to overpower Toni with a series of aggressive grabs. But Toni was quicker than he anticipated. She dodged his advances and slammed her hips into his midsection, sending him stumbling backward. The ref awarded her 2 points for the takedown.
“Don’t think you’re the only one with hips around here,” DeShaun sneered, his eyes narrowing as he refocused.
But Toni wasn’t fazed. She kept the pressure on, using her hip attacks to dominate the early rounds. Each time DeShaun tried to grab her, she slammed her hips into him, pushing him off balance and scoring more points. The scoreboard reflected her growing lead—6-0.
Confident in her dominance, Toni began to mock DeShaun, gyrating her hips provocatively and taunting him with every move. “What’s the matter? Can’t handle a little hip action?” she teased.
DeShaun’s face darkened with anger. He saw an opening as Toni’s cockiness grew. As she turned to mock him again, he lunged forward, biting down on her hip with a savage move. Toni yelped in pain, caught off guard as DeShaun used the moment to take her down. The ref didn’t catch the bite, but DeShaun quickly flipped her over and tore her skirt in the process, leaving her exposed.
The crowd gasped as DeShaun now had the upper hand. He grinned, spanking Toni’s massive hips while pinning her down, making her pay for mocking him earlier. The score began to shift—6-4, 6-6, and then 6-8 in DeShaun’s favor.
Toni, now enraged, fought back with everything she had. In a desperate move, she flipped herself over, using her strong legs to reverse DeShaun’s hold. In a moment of sheer determination, she managed to slam herself down on his face, trapping him in a facesit.
The crowd went wild as DeShaun flailed beneath her, trying to escape. He even attempted to lick her, hoping to throw her off balance. But Toni gritted her teeth, refusing to give in. She held her position, her face set in grim determination as DeShaun’s struggles weakened. Finally, he tapped out, unable to escape her hold.
The ref blew the whistle, signaling the end of the match. Toni stood up, breathing heavily but victorious. The girls erupted into cheers as the scoreboard flashed 7-8 in Toni’s favor. The 4-0 victory was theirs.
As the girls celebrated, Sara approached Toni, her expression serious. “That was close,” Sara said, her voice firm. “The mocking almost cost you the match, and the facesit… it could have backfired.”
Toni nodded, still catching her breath. “I know, I got cocky,” she admitted. “But I pulled through.”
Sara sighed but smiled faintly. “All that ends well, I guess,” she said, though her mind was still preoccupied with Stephen. The distraction hadn’t gone away, but for now, she was relieved about the win.
As the team gathered to celebrate, Sara couldn’t help but feel the weight of her decisions. The tournament wasn’t over yet, and there was still more to prove. But for now, they had earned a place in the semifinals, and that was enough to push the thoughts of Stephen aside—at least for a little while.


Chapter 14: The Night of Celebration and Connection
The gym echoed with laughter and cheers as the girls celebrated their hard-fought victory. Their dominant 4-0 sweep meant they didn’t have to face another team before the semifinals. The realization that they had secured their spot so decisively filled the air with a sense of triumph.
“We really did it, huh?” Katie said, slapping Isabella on the back.
Toni, still riding the high from her brutal but victorious match, grinned. “Straight to the semis. The guys didn’t see it coming.”
As they continued to celebrate, Mr. Thomas, the school's wrestling coach, entered the gym. He looked at the girls with pride in his eyes. “You all should be proud. This victory isn’t just about your strength. It's about your strategy and resilience.”
Rebecca, their mentor, stood by and smiled approvingly. “Sara, you did well to send out the other girls. It’s given them a chance to build confidence.” Her words were warm, but Sara could only offer a weak smile in return, knowing the real reason she had stayed back. The doubt, the hesitation... it wasn’t strategy. It was fear. Fear of losing again, fear of embarrassing herself.
Mr. Thomas interrupted the reflective mood, launching into one of his trademark stories. “You know, this reminds me of the time our TV station mixed up the scores for a local football game. They posted that we had won 42-24, but we had actually lost. Still, the local bar guy celebrated the ‘win’ like it was the greatest game we’d ever played. Twisted all the rules to justify it,” he laughed, shaking his head.
The girls chuckled, the tension breaking as they enjoyed the lighthearted story. “That’s some creative optimism,” Isabella said, grinning.
In the corner of her eye, Sara noticed Stephen standing quietly behind the group, watching with his usual calm expression. Her heart skipped a beat as she locked eyes with him. The regret from earlier—turning him down during the field match—came flooding back. But now, there was something different in her. A warmth and longing.
Rebecca leaned in and whispered, “You did well, Sara. Have confidence in yourself like you did in the girls today.”
Sara nodded, but her mind was elsewhere. She appreciated Rebecca’s kind words, but deep down, she knew the real reason she hadn’t fought. Her confidence was still fragile, but Stephen’s presence, his quiet support, made her feel something she hadn’t in a while—hope.
As the celebration shifted gears, turning into an impromptu party when Mr. Thomas arrived with snacks, the mood lifted further. Despite his old-fashioned ways, Mr. Thomas knew how to keep the energy alive, cracking jokes and reminiscing about past wrestling victories.
Sara and Stephen drifted towards each other naturally, and soon they were standing side by side, talking and laughing. It was as if the tension from the field melted away. They found themselves in a bubble, away from the noise of the others. Sara found herself longing for this moment to never end.
“You’ve always been something special,” Stephen said quietly, his eyes locked on hers.
Sara smiled softly. “I could say the same about you.”
After a while, Sara excused herself to use the bathroom but found herself lost in the winding halls of the house they were in. She opened a door at the end of the hallway and stepped into what looked like a child’s room. The space was filled with small toys, sports memorabilia, and posters on the wall. A wave of nostalgia washed over her.
Suddenly, Stephen appeared behind her. “That’s my old room,” he said, chuckling as he looked around. “I haven’t been in here in years.”
Sara smiled, a mix of amusement and curiosity on her face. “You had quite the collection,” she said, pointing to an old toy action figure on a shelf.
They sat down on the bed, talking about their childhoods, their toys, and the awkward, funny experiences they’d both had growing up. Stephen opened up about his love for wrestling from a young age, how it had been an escape for him, while Sara shared stories of her competitive streak and how she’d always been a fighter.
The conversation flowed easily, and with each passing moment, they grew closer. At one point, without even thinking, Sara reached out and hugged him. It felt so natural, like something she’d wanted to do for a long time.
Stephen pulled back slightly and looked at her, his eyes soft and full of understanding. Then, gently, he leaned in and kissed her. The kiss was tender, yet electric, sending a shiver down Sara’s spine. They kissed again, deeper this time, and soon they were lying down on the bed, wrapped in each other’s arms.
Stephen’s hand moved tenderly over Sara’s skin, tracing her arms, then her face, before pulling her closer. She felt her body react to him, her mind racing but her heart calm. As Stephen undressed, Sara suddenly felt a chill, a memory from the past, her old trauma trying to surface. But something was different this time.
She realized she was healing.
She smiled at him, pushing away the fear that had once paralyzed her. Taking off her top, she allowed herself to trust him. Stephen kissed her again, this time on her forehead, then her hands, and finally her lips. His hands roamed over her, but every touch was soft, deliberate, asking for permission with each move.
He kissed her deeply, his lips pressing against her skin as he moved down her neck and then her chest. Sara let out a soft moan as he kissed her breasts, his hands warm and tender against her skin. His lips played with her nips, making her gasp as she whispered for him to kiss deeper.
He moved lower, kissing her belly, and when he started to move even further down, she stopped him, smiling teasingly. “Not so fast,” she whispered, her voice playful. “Let me pleasure you too.”
She unzipped him, but as she saw him exposed, a terrible thought crossed her mind. A flash of her past trauma seized her heart, causing her to pull back, suddenly overwhelmed. She didn’t want to hurt him, but the memory was too much. She froze for a moment, then quickly hugged Stephen tightly, trying to make sense of the emotions surging through her.
Stephen, realizing what was happening, gently wrapped his arms around her. “It’s okay,” he whispered, stroking her hair softly. “You don’t have to apologize.”
Tears welled up in Sara’s eyes as she buried her face in his chest. “I didn’t mean to make fun of you… I’m sorry, Stephen. I thought I was ready.”
Stephen kissed the top of her head. “It’s okay,” he said again, his voice calm and reassuring. “You don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for.”
She looked up at him, her face red with embarrassment. “I can go along if you want,” she offered, her voice shaky.
Stephen smiled softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “No. We’ll go at your pace,” he said, his tone full of understanding. He shifted, pulling the blanket over them. “Just... can I put it back?” he asked, a hint of a smile on his face.
Sara chuckled through her tears, appreciating his light-heartedness. They lay down together, her head resting on his chest as she listened to the steady beat of his heart. Slowly, the tension drained from her, and soon they both drifted off to sleep, wrapped in each other’s warmth.


Chapter 15: Morning Reflections and Unspoken Understandings
Sara woke up suddenly, the rustling of sheets pulling her from the depths of sleep. Sunlight streamed softly through the curtains, casting a warm, golden glow over the room. She blinked a few times, trying to orient herself, her body still heavy with sleep. As she stretched, the memories of last night slowly began to trickle back—Stephen's gentle touch, their intimate conversations, and the powerful connection they had shared.
She ran her hand lightly over her skin, still feeling the warmth from his embrace. The spot beside her on the bed was empty, and she glanced around the room, her heart skipping a beat when she saw it was already 11:30 AM. The sudden realization hit her—she was still at Stephen's house. Her mind immediately began to race with questions about what had happened after they’d fallen asleep, and what Stephen must be thinking now.
As she sat up, the sound of footsteps grew louder outside the door. She barely had time to grab her shirt and pull it over her head when the door flew open. Mr. Thomas, Stephen's father, stood in the doorway, his eyes wide with shock as he saw her still in the process of putting on her pants.
The awkwardness of the moment hit Sara like a freight train. She froze, mortified, as Mr. Thomas's face flushed bright red. “Oh!” he exclaimed, immediately turning on his heel and slamming the door shut behind him.
Sara’s heart raced. The fear that she had just ruined everything set in immediately. What is Mr. Thomas thinking? she panicked, scrambling to finish dressing. If he was angry, would he tell the other girls or even reconsider their access to the gym?
After taking a deep breath to steady herself, Sara opened the door and peeked down the hallway. The house was quiet, except for the faint sound of someone moving around in another room. Following the noise, she eventually found Mr. Thomas sitting on his bed, flipping through an old scrapbook. His usual cheerful demeanor was replaced with a more serious, contemplative expression.
Gathering her courage, she knocked softly on the doorframe. “Mr. Thomas?” she said quietly, stepping into the room.
He glanced up, his face softening as he waved her over. “Come in, Sara. Sit with me for a minute.” He patted the bed next to him.
Feeling a knot form in her stomach, Sara sat down, unsure of what to expect. “I’m sorry,” she began, her voice low and sincere. “I should have told you about Stephen and me.”
Mr. Thomas sighed, flipping another page of the scrapbook. “It’s not that, Sara,” he said, his tone surprisingly calm. “Stephen... he’s my son, and he’s a pure soul. Despite being raised in the city, he’s still got that small-town boy’s heart. He’s never been the type to chase girls, never had a real girlfriend. I don’t want him to get hurt.”
Sara felt her cheeks flush. She hadn’t expected the conversation to take this direction. “I would never hurt Stephen,” she said softly. “I care about him. He’s... he’s special.”
Mr. Thomas nodded, his eyes still fixed on the pictures in the scrapbook. He smiled faintly, pointing to an old photograph of Stephen in a suit, standing with his mother at what looked like a high school prom. “He even took his mom to his prom, you know. That’s just the kind of guy he is. An old soul, through and through.”
There was a warmth in his voice as he spoke about his son, but a tension lingered. “But back in my day, we had this idea... we thought that marrying a nice, pure Catholic girl was the way to go,” he chuckled, shaking his head as if he were laughing at the outdated notion. “We thought girls who’d been with too many partners would end up dissatisfied, unfaithful.”
Sara stayed quiet, sensing that Mr. Thomas had more to say.
“Take this girl I knew—Anne,” he continued, his voice growing more serious. “She was beautiful, talented, went off to Hollywood to chase her dream of being an actress. Slept with a bunch of producers and directors, but it didn’t bring her happiness. She came back to town, got married, and cheated on her first husband, then on her second. That’s what I’m afraid of, Sara. Not that you’re like Anne, but I’m afraid of Stephen getting caught in something that could break him. He’s never really been in love.”
Sara nodded, trying to understand where he was coming from. “I care about Stephen, Mr. Thomas. I really do,” she said, her voice steady. “I’m not here to hurt him.”
Mr. Thomas looked at her for the first time since she sat down, his eyes searching her face. “I believe you, Sara. But you have to understand—Stephen... he must have seen something special in you. I know about what goes on in wrestling, the stuff you do, the freaky stuff.” He referred back to the incident that had occurred on the field, a mix of disgust and concern crossing his face. “You know, that whole... titty-fuck thing,” he muttered awkwardly. “That’s... well, that’s not something a lot of people would be okay with. I know wrestling is different, but just... don’t let him get caught in something he’s not ready for.”
Sara swallowed hard, feeling her cheeks burn with embarrassment. “I... I understand,” she said softly.
Mr. Thomas’s expression softened again. “You seem like a girl who can satisfy a man,” he said, his voice trailing off as he seemed to reconsider his words. “But that’s not what I’m really worried about. Just don’t let Stephen get hurt, alright?”
“I won’t,” Sara said quietly, her eyes meeting his.
He gave a small nod, then flipped another page of the scrapbook, the conversation seemingly over. Sara stood up to leave, but before she stepped out of the room, Mr. Thomas added, “Sara, I trust you with my son. Just remember—he’s never had anyone like you in his life. Take care of him.”


Chapter 16: Preparing for the Semi-Finals
The atmosphere in the gym was different now—charged with both anticipation and focus. Sara had finally found peace with her thoughts about Stephen, and for the first time in weeks, she could train without distraction. As the girls stretched and warmed up, Sara’s mind remained clear, her body responding instinctively to every movement. Stephen arrived a little while later, his familiar presence bringing a warmth that spread through her like sunlight.
"Last night was wonderful," Stephen said as Sara walked over to him, smiling. His eyes gleamed as he pulled her into a gentle hug. “I’d love to do it again.”
Sara’s face lit up with a mixture of happiness and amusement. “I had a talk with your dad earlier,” she said, leaning in closer. “He’s worried about you, about us.”
Stephen’s hand instinctively went to his forehead, his expression exasperated. “What did he say?”
“Just that he wants to protect you,” Sara replied, her voice soft. “He cares about you, Stephen, and he’s just a bit... old-fashioned.”
Stephen sighed, clearly embarrassed but also touched. “I’m sorry about that.”
Sara shook her head. “It’s okay. I understand. But we should focus on the match now.”
With that, she left Stephen’s side and returned to training, her mind refocusing on the task ahead.
Today, they had received the news: the girls would be facing Rob's crew in the semi-finals. The team lineup was intimidating—Rob, Joaquin, Joe, Xavier, Jack, Brian, and Dexter. Each of these guys had a reputation, not just for their wrestling skills, but for their ability to distract, arouse, and dishevel their opponents using every dirty trick in the book. Tongues, hands, fingers—they knew how to exploit every possible opening, and they weren’t afraid to use unconventional methods to throw the girls off their game.
As the girls gathered around Sara, she delivered the sobering news. "These guys know their counters and are known for messing with their opponents in ways we need to be prepared for. They’ve trained to disorient their opponents—not just physically, but mentally and emotionally. We have to be careful."
Katie’s eyes gleamed with determination. "I’ll teach them the breast smash technique, Sara. It’s a solid move to throw them off if they try anything funny."
The breast smash, a move Katie had perfected, was designed to disorient the opponent by using the chest to strike in close quarters. If executed correctly, it could even cut an opponent's tongue or face if they got too close with inappropriate intentions. Sara nodded approvingly as Katie stepped forward to demonstrate.
Katie explained as she positioned herself, "The key is to use the chest as leverage, making sure it lands hard enough to disorient them, especially if they’re trying to use their tongues or hands against you. It’s quick and effective."
The girls practiced the move, each one delivering powerful strikes that Katie critiqued and refined. She beamed with pride, clearly relishing the role of teacher.
Next up was Toni, who proposed teaching her signature facesit move. Sara hesitated for a moment, uncomfortable with the risks the move could pose if the guys retaliated inappropriately. Still, she knew the girls needed all the weapons in their arsenal if they were going to beat Rob's crew.
Toni grinned, positioning herself on the mat. "This move can be a real game-changer. It’s all about control. Once you have them pinned down, there’s not much they can do except tap out or try to resist. The key is to stay in control and use your weight."
One of the girls raised a hand, looking concerned. "But what if they try to... you know... tongue us or bite like they did to you?"
Sara bit her lip, remembering her own traumatic experience. She didn’t have a perfect answer for them, but she did know how effective the move could be if done right. "It’s a risk," she admitted. "But if you stay in control, you can minimize their chances of doing anything like that. Just remember, the goal is to win, not to let them get in your head."
Anna stepped forward next to teach her breast-leveraged bear hug, a move designed to completely immobilize the opponent while using body weight and strength to overpower them. "This is about using your chest and arms to lock them down,” she explained, wrapping her arms tightly around one of the practice dummies. “If you can get them in this hold, they’re going nowhere."
Isabelle followed with her boob-distraction technique, a more psychological tactic designed to lure the opponent into underestimating her before striking with a quick, decisive blow. "It’s all about catching them off guard,” Isabelle said with a playful smile. “Make them focus on the wrong thing, and then hit them where it hurts."
Kathy introduced the reach knee, a devastating move that involved a quick knee to the opponent’s midsection during grappling. Venice demonstrated her sidestep slam, an evasion technique followed by a powerful counterattack designed to take advantage of the opponent's momentum.
After hours of grueling training, the girls were exhausted but more prepared than ever. As they sat down to catch their breath, Sara’s mind drifted back to Stephen. He had been supportive, patient, and kind throughout everything. He had even invited her back to his room that night.
Later, when training was over, Sara hesitated but eventually made her way to Stephen’s room. They undressed, lying next to each other in a comfortable silence, Sara still uncertain if she was ready to take the next step. The intimacy they shared was new, delicate, and despite her lingering hesitation, she felt safe with him.
Stephen sensed her uncertainty and, as always, was patient. “We don’t have to rush anything, Sara,” he said, his voice soft and reassuring.
Sara smiled, feeling a warmth in her chest. “Thank you, Stephen. I just... I need a little more time.”
He kissed her forehead gently, pulling her close. “I’m okay with that. We’ll take things one step at a time.”
The chapter ended with them lying together, their connection deepening, as Sara felt a sense of peace she hadn’t experienced in a long time.


Chapter 17: Final Training and Unspoken Pressure
The morning light streamed through the kitchen windows, casting a warm glow over the countertops as Sara stood at the stove, making herself some scrambled eggs. She felt a certain calmness in the quiet of the kitchen, a rare moment of peace before the storm of the semi-finals. Her thoughts flitted between the upcoming match and Stephen, who had been on her mind since their last conversation.
Just as she was about to flip her eggs, the sound of footsteps caught her attention. Mr. Thomas entered the kitchen with a familiar grin, eyes twinkling with nostalgia.
“Well, well, well,” he said, shaking his head, “it’s been so long since we had a woman in the kitchen. Back in my day, men did nothing in here, not even boil water. If a man was caught cooking, the whole town thought there was something wrong with him—or worse, with his wife!”
Sara chuckled, amused but slightly wary of where this conversation might be headed.
Mr. Thomas leaned on the counter, settling into his storytelling groove. “There was this one fella—his wife went away for a week, and the poor guy tried to make himself some food. Next thing you know, the whole town was whispering about him, saying she’d driven him mad! They even got the father from the church to come by, try to ‘cure’ them,” he said, laughing at the absurdity of it all.
Sara smiled politely, stirring her eggs, trying to keep the conversation light. But then, Mr. Thomas’s tone shifted ever so slightly.
“So,” he said, with a raised eyebrow, “did you and Stephen... do the dirty stuff?”
Sara stiffened, her face flushing as the conversation turned uncomfortable. She hadn’t expected him to ask such a personal question. “Uh, no,” she said after a pause, avoiding his gaze. “I’m just... not ready.”
Mr. Thomas looked genuinely surprised by her response. “Not ready, huh? Well, modesty is rare these days,” he said, launching into another tangent about how things were different when he was younger.
Sara listened with increasing irritation as Mr. Thomas rambled on. She was about to leave the kitchen, desperate to escape the conversation, when he stopped her with a subtle jab.
“You know, you’re young. You don’t want to leave a good man like Stephen waiting too long. Men need... well, satisfaction,” he said with a knowing look.
Sara hurried out of the kitchen, her heart pounding, replaying his words in her mind. Was she holding Stephen back? Was he unhappy or doubting her because she hadn’t fully committed to their relationship? But before she could dwell too long on it, the girls arrived for their final training session before the semi-finals, pulling her focus back to the task at hand.

In the gym, the energy was electric. The girls were determined to push themselves to the limit. Sara stood at the front, ready to lead them through their final prep. But today, she had something special in store—training masks.
“These will make it harder to breathe, simulate exhaustion,” Sara explained, handing each girl a mask. “We need to be prepared for how intense tomorrow’s match is going to be.”
The girls exchanged looks of uncertainty, but Sara’s confidence in the method was contagious. They strapped on the masks, and soon the gym was filled with the sounds of labored breathing and thudding bodies hitting the mats. The training was grueling, each move slower, more deliberate under the strain of reduced oxygen. Sweat dripped from their foreheads, soaking their clothes as they pushed through the exhaustion.
Katie, ever the prankster, ripped her mask off dramatically, panting heavily. “This better be worth it, Sara!”
Sara smirked, her own breath heavy. “Trust me. It will be.”
After a long session, the girls collapsed onto the mats, completely drained. Their bodies were slick with sweat, muscles aching, but there was a sense of accomplishment among them. They had pushed themselves further than ever before.
Mr. Thomas entered the gym carrying a tray of food, his usual grin plastered on his face. The girls gathered around, grateful for the food after their intense workout. Sara, suspicious as ever, inspected the meal carefully, making sure there wasn’t anything unhealthy hidden inside.
“Not today, Mr. Thomas,” she said with a teasing grin, catching him trying to sneak something sugary to Katie.
The girls chuckled, but Mr. Thomas was undeterred, launching into another one of his long-winded stories. “Y’know, there was this couple in our town. They were the talk of the place since middle school, always together, and everyone knew they were destined to get married. But the whole time, they never—you know—did the thing.”
Sara felt a pang of discomfort, sensing where this story was going.
Mr. Thomas continued, “Well, they got engaged and everything, but right before the wedding, she found out he’d been cheating on her for years. Turns out, he needed... well, satisfaction, and she wasn’t giving it to him.”
He eyed Sara pointedly as he spoke, his words hitting her like a weight in her chest. “Every man needs to be fulfilled,” he added, his tone now more serious. “It’s just how things are.”
Sara felt her cheeks flush with embarrassment, guilt gnawing at her. Mr. Thomas finished his story with a comical twist, involving a cat, a pan, and a stack of hay that sent the girls into fits of laughter, but Sara’s mind was elsewhere. His message was clear, and it was meant for her.
Was she leaving Stephen unfulfilled? Was her hesitation hurting their relationship? The guilt lingered as she tried to shake off the thought, but it clung to her like an unwelcome shadow.


Chapter 18: Restless Night Before the Semi-Finals
The room was quiet, save for the gentle hum of the air conditioning, but Sara’s mind was anything but calm. She lay in bed, staring at her phone, re-reading Stephen’s text: "Late in meeting, will come later, you sleep dear." A message meant to be simple and reassuring, but now hypersensitive to Mr. Thomas’s words, she couldn’t shake the gnawing feeling of doubt.
"What if Mr. Thomas was right?" she wondered, her thoughts spiraling. "Have I kept Stephen waiting for too long? What if he’s losing interest because I’ve been holding back?"
She twisted and turned in bed, her body unable to relax. Her thoughts raced, ping-ponging between her relationship with Stephen and tomorrow’s critical semi-final match. She scolded herself mentally, urging her brain to quiet down and allow her to sleep. "I need to focus on the match, not this," she thought, but the unease lingered. Had she made a mistake by not going further with Stephen? Or was she doing the right thing by waiting until she was truly ready?
The soft click of the bedroom door interrupted her anxious thoughts. She looked up to see Stephen walking in, tired, his suit slightly wrinkled from what must have been a long night. He glanced at her with a warm, weary smile as he undressed.
"I told you to sleep," he said, his voice soft but firm. "You didn’t have to wait for me, Sara. You’ve got the semi-finals tomorrow."
"I know," Sara replied, standing to greet him. "But I wanted to."
Stephen gave her a small, tired smile as he slipped under the covers, pulling her close. "You need to rest. Tomorrow’s important."
She hugged him tighter, feeling a pang of disappointment as he closed his eyes almost immediately. She had hoped for more, but instead, Stephen was quick to shut down any playful teasing she attempted, his exhaustion evident. He was asleep within minutes, his breathing steady and deep.
Sara remained awake, her mind swirling with conflicting emotions. "If I’m not going to... put out, then what am I even waiting for?" she thought bitterly. Stephen seemed uninterested tonight, and her insecurities flared up, wondering if he had simply grown tired of waiting. "Is he just being polite? Or is he secretly unsatisfied, waiting for me to make the move?"
As Stephen snored softly beside her, Sara stared at the ceiling, her heart heavy. Her mind couldn’t settle, the thoughts of her relationship with Stephen intertwining with the looming pressure of the match. By 3:00 AM, she was no closer to sleep, and the anxiety was suffocating.
"I have to sleep," she whispered to herself, but her body refused to relax. She tried drinking warm milk, but even that didn’t help ease her restless thoughts. Eventually, out of desperation, she pulled out her laptop and watched old clips of her wrestling matches, hoping to clear her mind and refocus on tomorrow’s fight.
As the familiar images of her past victories played on the screen, she felt a small sense of pride but also an increasing sense of weariness. Her eyes grew heavier, and by 5:00 AM, she finally drifted into a light, fitful sleep.

When Sara’s eyes fluttered open again, the clock read 8:30 AM. She shot up in bed, her heart racing. Stephen was already up and dressed, leaning against the doorway.
"Sara, you need to get ready," he said, his voice gentle but urgent. "Your match is in an hour."
Panic surged through her as she scrambled out of bed, hurriedly throwing on her clothes. Her mind was foggy from lack of sleep, but there was no time to waste. Stephen drove her to the arena in silence, the weight of the morning pressing down on her.
When they arrived, the girls were already there, anxiously waiting for her. Sara could feel the tension in the air as she entered the locker room, but her mind was still clouded by exhaustion and lingering doubts about the night before.
In front of them stood Rob’s crew—Rob, Joaquin, Joe, Xavier, Jack, Brian, and Dexter. They looked as confident and cocky as ever, sizing up Sara and her team with smirks that made her stomach churn.
Sara took a deep breath, trying to shake off her anxiety. She needed to focus. She had no room for distractions. The semi-finals were here, and she couldn’t afford to let her mind wander.
"One goal," she told herself as she looked at her team, then back at Rob’s crew. "I need to win this match."
The chapter ends with Sara steeling herself, pushing aside her doubts and insecurities, ready to face whatever the semi-finals had in store.


Chapter 19: A Shocking Defeat
Sara and the girls huddled in the locker room, pulling on their match gear—tight bras and short skirts that allowed for freedom of movement. Their hearts raced as the sounds of the roaring crowd echoed in the background. This was their moment, the semi-finals. Sara, though still distracted by last night's thoughts, knew she had to push them aside. Today was all about the fight.
As they stepped out onto the mat, the guys—Rob and his crew—were already waiting, laughing and jeering from the opposite side. Rob, with his usual swagger, locked eyes with Sara and sneered.
"Last time I passed out inside your bra," he taunted, his voice dripping with mockery. "This time, I plan to be inside, but not with my face. My di**k wants in." He chuckled, his cronies following suit.
Sara’s jaw clenched, but she fired back with a sharp retort. "Don’t get too comfortable, Rob. You won’t even get close."
Even as she spoke, her mind still flickered with images of last night—of Stephen, of the restless sleep she couldn’t shake. But now, more than ever, she needed to focus. As the girls gathered to discuss who should go first, Sara took charge.
"I’ll go in," she volunteered, determined to set the tone.
The crowd erupted as Sara stepped onto the mat for the first time since her humiliating defeat by Mark. The cheers and support were loud, but deep inside, Sara was battling a storm of self-doubt and fatigue. As she looked across the mat, Rob surprised her by sending in a new face—Brian, a wrestler she hadn't faced before.
Brian, clad in a singlet, was a stark contrast to the loud, trash-talking style of Rob’s crew. He was silent, focused. He seemed like a no-nonsense kind of guy, which unnerved Sara. She’d expected another taunting match but instead found herself face-to-face with someone serious and fast.
The match began, and they circled each other, sizing up strengths and weaknesses. Within seconds, Brian darted forward, going straight for Sara’s legs with remarkable speed. Sara barely had time to react, her tired body slower than usual. She tried a headlock takeover, but Brian slipped away effortlessly, tripping her to the ground. Two points for him. Before Sara could scramble back, Brian took her back and quickly turned her over for another two points.
It was 4-0, and Sara was in shock. The girls on the sideline gasped, while Rob, who had been snickering before, now wore a look of surprise. Even he hadn’t expected Brian to perform like this.
"This guy's different," Sara realized, blinking through her exhaustion. He wasn’t like Rob or his cronies—Brian was skilled, technical. This wasn’t about dominance or mind games; it was pure wrestling talent.
As they circled again, Brian shot for a single leg. Sara, still trying to clear the fog of sleeplessness, tried to leapfrog out of the way, but her body was too slow. Brian caught her mid-air and slammed her down with a spinebuster. The impact reverberated through her body, leaving her breathless.
7-0.
The crowd was stunned into silence, as were the girls. Sara’s body ached, but Brian wasn’t done. He took her back again, his hands accidentally pressing into her breasts as he repositioned. The pain shot through her as his fingers dug in, sending a shockwave that left her momentarily stunned. An involuntary gasp escaped her lips, and in one smooth motion, Brian lifted her up and slammed her down again, this time making full contact with her chest.
10-0.
It was over—Brian had won by technical superiority.
Sara lay on the mat, her body aching, her mind spinning. She couldn’t believe it. She, the open-gender finalist, had just been humiliated by a rookie. Brian looked almost as shocked as she did. He walked over and offered his hand to help her up, his expression sheepish.
"Sorry about the… uh, breast thing," he muttered, clearly uncomfortable.
"It’s part of the match," Sara replied, though her voice was flat, the defeat weighing heavy on her. She accepted his hand and stood up, trying to shake off the dizziness, but the reality of her loss hit her hard.
As she walked back to her team, the girls stared at her, their confidence visibly shaken. Sara was supposed to lead them, and now, she had been effortlessly outclassed. The shock of seeing their mentor defeated left them rattled.
On the other side, Rob’s crew cheered. Dexter stepped up next, ready for his match. Toni, determined to redeem the team, stepped forward confidently, her eyes burning with resolve. But Sara, lost in her thoughts, couldn’t shake the feeling of failure. She had let her fatigue and distractions cloud her performance, and now the team was paying for it.
The chapter ends with the team on edge, the atmosphere heavy with uncertainty, as they prepare to face their toughest opponents yet.
Chapter 20: A Battle of Wills and Wiles
The crowd roared as Toni stepped onto the mat, her wide hips swaying confidently as she faced off against Dexter. He was lean but strong, with a smirk that made it clear he wasn’t intimidated. Their match was already intense before the first whistle even blew, with both of them exchanging verbal jabs, trash-talking each other like seasoned rivals.
"Don’t get too comfortable under me," Toni said with a smirk, popping her hip as she adjusted her stance. "You’re gonna see a whole lot of me up close."
Dexter rolled his eyes, crouching into position. "Don’t worry. I’ve handled bigger."
With that, the whistle blew, and they both lunged forward. Dexter was fast, but Toni used her lower center of gravity and powerful hips to her advantage. She managed to throw him off balance early, using a hip toss to slam him into the mat. Dexter grunted as his back hit the ground, but he quickly rolled out of it, avoiding further damage.
The score ticked up in Toni’s favor as she maneuvered with impressive speed for her frame. By the halfway mark, Toni was leading 8-4, having used her hips and powerful lower body to land several clean takedowns. Dexter, however, wasn’t giving up without a fight. With the clock ticking down, he looked for his chance, knowing that Toni was getting a bit too cocky.
"Let’s end this," Toni taunted, her voice oozing with confidence as she saw Dexter falter.
With the score in her favor and only moments left, she decided to go for her signature move—the facesit. She lunged, her hips coming down hard as she aimed to pin him beneath her. Dexter, eyes widening, pushed back with all his strength, managing to slip out just before she could settle on top of him.
"Nice try," Dexter grunted, nearly slamming Toni in the process.
But Toni quickly recovered, landing a hip attack that knocked Dexter to the side. The crowd gasped as the scoreboard flashed 10-4 in her favor. Sensing victory, Toni wasted no time. She moved to secure the facesit, mockingly gyrating her hips as she settled on top of him, pinning him down.
"Not so tough now, huh?" she laughed, her voice echoing through the gym.
From the sidelines, Sara watched with growing unease. Something felt off. Toni was too comfortable, too relaxed. "Toni! Watch the tongue!" Sara yelled, her voice sharp with urgency.
But it was too late. Dexter, eyes gleaming with opportunity, saw his opening. With a swift motion, he slid his hand under Toni's skirt, lifting it just enough to expose her panties. Before she could react, Dexter's tongue flicked against her, sending a shockwave of pleasure through her body. A startled moan escaped her lips—"Aaaah!"—as Dexter took advantage of her distraction.
Toni was momentarily frozen, the sudden sensation overwhelming her. Dexter, quick on his feet, slipped out from under her before she could fully process what had just happened. As Toni tried to regain control, Dexter's fingers replaced his tongue, pressing inside her with a swift motion.
Another moan escaped her, and this time it was louder. Toni’s body betrayed her as the pleasure dulled her focus. She hadn’t realized that her shoulders had fallen to the mat. The referee, eyes focused on the positioning, counted the pinfall. 1… 2… 3.
Dexter grinned as the whistle blew, his finger still inside her as Toni snapped back to reality, half in pleasure, half in shock. The referee declared Dexter the winner by pinfall.
Toni, now red-faced and humiliated, pulled away from Dexter’s hand and scrambled to her feet. She couldn’t even look at Sara, knowing her overconfidence had cost them dearly. Dexter’s victory was a blow to the team, leaving the girls down 0-2.
Sara could see the shame written all over Toni’s face. She didn’t need to say anything; the message was clear enough. Overconfidence and distraction had been their undoing. They couldn’t afford another mistake like this.
Stepping up next was Isabella. The team needed a win, and she knew it. Isabella was known for her beauty and cunning. She had a way of getting into the heads of her opponents, and she hoped to do the same with Joaquin, Rob’s teammate. As she took the mat, her eyes glinted with a mischievous confidence.
Joaquin, meanwhile, wasn’t the sharpest of wrestlers but had a strong physical presence. From the moment the match began, it was clear that he was mesmerized by Isabella’s beauty. She played into it, moving gracefully, almost teasingly, as she darted around him.
Within minutes, she had racked up four quick points, leading 4-0 by catching Joaquin off guard with a series of feints and takedowns. The crowd roared in support, sensing that Isabella was in control.
But Joaquin wasn’t going to go down without a fight. Frustrated, he lunged at her, grabbing her breasts in a desperate attempt to elicit a reaction. Isabella, quick on her feet, jiggled her body to reduce resistance, refusing to give him any points. Joaquin, realizing this wasn’t working, began to press her nipples harder, hoping to throw her off balance.
Isabella gritted her teeth, refusing to let him have the satisfaction. She knew what he was trying to do—he was trying to arouse her, just like Dexter had done to Toni. But Isabella was more focused. She let out a small moan but kept her focus intact, refusing to lose control of the match.
With only ten seconds left on the clock, Joaquin tried one last desperate move. He slipped his hand inside her bra, pushing against her sensitive nipples. Isabella felt the surge of sensation, and a louder moan escaped her lips. But just as Joaquin went to turn her, Isabella struck out with precision—her hand hitting him square in the groin, striking his balls with force.
Joaquin winced, his body locking up in pain as his grip loosened. Unable to complete the move, he collapsed to the mat as the final whistle blew. Isabella had won by time, the score reading 4-2.
Breathing heavily, she stood tall, walking back to her team with a proud smile. "These boys are good," she said, a hint of admiration in her voice. But the team wasn’t celebrating yet. They were still down 1-2 after three matches, and there was still a long way to go.


Chapter 21: Tensions Rise and Blood Boils
The atmosphere was thick with anticipation as Jack stepped up to the mat. The biggest guy on the boys’ team, he was towering, with rippling muscles and a smug grin. Across from him stood Anna, the girls’ strongest competitor, though still visibly smaller than him. The tension between them was palpable as they prepared for the match.
The opening moments were slow but intense. Anna, using every ounce of her strength, attempted to grapple with Jack, but he was stronger. Every time they clashed, he seemed to come out on top, leveraging his size and power to control the exchanges. The scoreboard reflected his dominance, reading 6-0 in his favor. Jack, confident in his lead, shifted to a more defensive strategy, trying to wear Anna down by keeping his distance.
But Anna wasn’t going to back down. Fueled by frustration, she charged at him with a powerful shoulder tackle. Jack, caught off guard, stumbled back, nearly falling out of the mat. The crowd erupted in laughter as the scoreboard awarded Anna 3 points, making the score 6-3. Even Jack couldn’t hide his surprise as he steadied himself.
"Nice move," he muttered, but the laughter clearly stung his pride.
Anna, emboldened by her success, pressed forward again. This time, she shoved Jack hard, causing him to lose his footing and fall backward. The scoreboard now read 6-5, and the momentum was shifting. Anna, dancing in triumph, was fired up.
But Jack had had enough. Realizing he couldn’t win easily, his expression darkened. As Anna danced around, Jack saw an opportunity and took it, landing a powerful punch on the side of her left breast. The impact was brutal—Anna's bra snapped, and her breast popped out as she screamed in pain, clutching her chest. The gym went silent as the trainers rushed in to check on her.
The referee penalized Jack immediately, deducting 2 points from his score. The scoreboard now read 6-7 in Anna's favor, but the damage had been done. She could barely breathe, her face contorted in pain as the trainers assessed her. After a quick evaluation, the trainers stepped aside, giving Anna the green light to continue.
The crowd roared in support as Anna bravely adjusted her bra and stood back up, but it was clear she was struggling. Clutching her injured chest, she stepped back onto the mat, determined to finish the match. Jack, sensing her vulnerability, was no longer on the defensive. He knew what he needed to do.
With ruthless precision, Jack lunged forward and grabbed Anna’s injured breast again. She let out a piercing scream as he squeezed, her body trembling in pain. Tears welled up in her eyes as she dropped to her knees, unable to fight back. Jack quickly grabbed her arms with his other hand, preventing her from retaliating or defending herself.
The pain was too much. Unable to take it anymore, Anna tapped out, giving the victory to Jack. The scoreboard flashed 3-1 in favor of the guys. Jack stood over her as the trainers rushed in once more, this time to carry Anna off the mat. She was defeated and humiliated, her team gathered around her in concern.
The guys celebrated, knowing they were now just one win away from securing a spot in the finals. The girls, however, were on edge. They had one more chance to stay in the game, and they couldn't afford another loss.
Next up was Joe, who Rob sent out to finish the job. Smirking confidently, Joe stepped onto the mat, facing Kathy. As they circled each other, Joe couldn’t resist mocking Anna’s defeat.
“Same thing’s gonna happen to you,” Joe sneered. “You’ll leave clutching your chest, just like she did.”
He imitated Anna’s scream, making a show of grabbing his own chest and stumbling around in fake pain. Kathy’s face flushed with anger. Her fists clenched as Joe’s words rang in her ears.
Without warning, Kathy snapped. She lunged forward, delivering her signature reach knee right into Joe’s gut, stunning him. The blow was so powerful that Joe dropped to his knees, gasping for air. But Kathy wasn’t done. In a fit of rage, she brought her forearm crashing down on his head, sending him collapsing to the mat, unconscious.
The whistle blew, and the referee immediately intervened, penalizing Kathy 4 points for the illegal hit. The scoreboard now read 0-4, with Kathy trailing. But as the trainers rushed to Joe’s side, it became clear that he was completely knocked out. He wasn’t getting back up.
After a brief discussion, the referees awarded Kathy the win by knockout, bringing the score to 3-2 in favor of the guys. Kathy stood over Joe, her chest heaving with both rage and adrenaline. The victory felt hollow, but a win was a win.
The referees, however, seemed troubled. They huddled together, discussing the two previous matches and the questionable tactics used by the boys. Whispers spread through the gym as the audience noticed the heated conversation between the officials. Something wasn’t right.


Chapter 22: The Final Showdown
The atmosphere in the gym was thick with tension as the referees stepped in to make a crucial announcement. They had seen enough. After the previous rounds where the girls had suffered serious injuries, they declared that from now on, any illegal strikes would result in an automatic disqualification—not just a 2 or 4 point penalty.
The crowd murmured in agreement. The refs explained that the consequences of illegal moves were too dangerous, and the penalties seen earlier weren’t enough to prevent the injuries caused. However, despite their decision, the results of the last two rounds would stand. The score remained 3-2 in favor of the guys.
Sara, observing Rob lounging on the sidelines, knew she had to strategize carefully. She couldn’t send Katie out just yet—Rob was the toughest competitor, and she had to save her best for last. As she scanned the guys’ side, she saw Xavier preparing, a smug grin on his face. Without hesitation, she sent Venice into the ring.
Xavier, much like Joe before him, attempted to mock his opponent. He began imitating Anna’s earlier injury, holding his chest and pretending to stumble around the mat. The crowd laughed, expecting him to provoke Venice into making a mistake and getting herself disqualified. But Venice, undeterred by his antics, quickly dropped to the mat and rolled him up for a pin.
"One… two… three!" the ref shouted, slamming the mat.
Venice had won in just seven seconds—a record-breaking finish! The crowd erupted into laughter and cheers as Xavier lay on the mat, bewildered by how fast it had ended. Rob, furious, stormed onto the mat and slapped Xavier across the back of the head, yelling at him for his failure. The scoreboard now read 3-3. The competition was down to the final match.
Rob knew it was his turn, and his confidence was evident as he glared across the mat at the girls. Katie, petite but determined, stepped forward to face him. The crowd went silent as the two competitors took their positions on the mat. This was it—the final showdown.
The match began, and right away, Rob charged toward Katie. She was quick on her feet, dodging his attempts to grab her. For the first two minutes, the scoreboard stayed at 0-0 as Katie kept evading him, frustrating Rob.
“You can’t run forever,” Rob snarled, his voice dripping with arrogance. He finally managed to grab a handful of her hair, yanking her back. Katie winced but kept her focus. She braced herself, but instead of a wrestling move, Rob reached for her bra and ripped it off, exposing her chest. Gasps echoed through the gym as Katie stood there, vulnerable for the first time in this competition. Her heart raced with a mix of fear and adrenaline.
Seizing the moment, Rob wrapped her in a brutal bearhug, pulling her close as his face pressed against her exposed breasts. He blew air across her skin, trying to humiliate and distract her. Katie squirmed, feeling the pain of his crushing grip, but she wouldn’t give in. Summoning her strength, she drove a sharp elbow into his ribs, forcing him to release the hold.
Rob staggered back, clutching his side, but he wasn’t done. As Katie attempted a takedown, Rob caught her mid-move. With a wicked grin, he grabbed her by her exposed breasts and lifted her high into the air, slamming her down. The crowd gasped in shock, but Katie, with remarkable balance, landed on her knees, barely avoiding a devastating fall.
The referee awarded Rob two points, making the score 2-0 in his favor. Enraged by her resilience, Rob moved in for the kill. He grabbed Katie’s left breast, squeezing hard, causing her to scream out in pain. Her eyes welled with tears as the pressure mounted. Rob had her locked, her arms trapped, and the girls on the sidelines were on the verge of tears, thinking it was over.
But Katie had one last move. With a sudden burst of energy, she headbutted him directly in the crotch. Rob doubled over, groaning in pain as his grip on her loosened. With only 20 seconds left on the clock, Katie knew this was her moment. She leapt up, wrapping her legs around his waist in a tight body scissors. Then, using all her strength, she pulled Rob’s head into her chest, locking him into a smother hold.
Rob thrashed, desperately trying to free himself, but Katie’s grip was too strong. His face turned red as he struggled for air. The clock ticked down, each second feeling like an eternity.
With just 10 seconds left, Rob, realizing he couldn’t break free, tapped out. The gym erupted into chaos as the referee blew the whistle, signaling Katie’s victory. She released Rob, collapsing onto the mat in exhaustion, while Rob rolled away, gasping for air and clutching his crotch.
The referee quickly handed Katie a replacement bra, helping her cover up before raising her hand in victory. The girls rushed onto the mat, surrounding Katie with cheers and hugs. They had done it—they were going to the finals.
As Katie turned to leave the mat, Rob, still catching his breath, stopped her. His face was red from both exertion and frustration, but there was a begrudging respect in his eyes.
“You’re the best female I’ve ever faced,” he muttered, extending a hand.
Katie, still winded but elated, shook his hand before sprinting over to her team, where she was met with a roaring celebration.
Chapter 23: The Calm Before the Storm
The air was electric with victory as Sara and the girls hugged Katie, their emotions still running high from the intense match. They had done it—they were heading to the finals, having clawed their way back from a 1-3 deficit to a 4-3 victory. The thought of facing Mark’s team sent a shiver down Sara’s spine, the vivid memory of his last encounter flashing in her mind. But for today, they would let themselves celebrate. There was still a week left until the finals.
As they walked back to the gym, the excitement still buzzing, Mr. Thomas was waiting for them at the entrance, a warm grin on his face. “How did you know we won?” one of the girls asked, their surprise evident.
“I know my girls,” he said proudly, pulling them into a group embrace. He had planned a small party for them inside, a celebration of their hard-fought victory. The girls burst into cheers as they made their way inside, ready to let loose after weeks of intense training and competition.
The atmosphere in the gym was festive. Mr. Thomas had arranged a buffet, and for tonight, even Sara and Rebecca let the girls break their strict diet for one meal. They indulged in pizza, wings, and all the treats they’d been craving, the air filled with laughter and chatter. Sara, usually strict and focused, even allowed herself a slice of pizza, knowing they’d return to business soon enough.
By the time the evening began to wind down, the girls gathered around Rebecca, ready for their post-match debrief. Rebecca, as always, commanded the room with her presence, but tonight, there was pride in her eyes. She started with Isabelle, who had gone 2-0 in the tournament.
"Isabelle, perfection as always," Rebecca said, a slight smile on her face. "You did exactly what I told you. Quick and efficient."
Isabelle struck a pose, winking at the girls who burst into laughter. The mood was light, but Rebecca’s feedback was always taken seriously. She then turned to Kathy, congratulating her on her wins but giving her a stern warning about her temper.
"Kathy, you’ve shown you can use your height to your advantage. But that knockout? As much as Joe deserved it, you’ve got to control that anger. One wrong move, and it could cost the team."
Kathy nodded, accepting the warning, though the girls giggled at the memory of her knocking out Joe. Next up was Venice, who had won her match in a record-breaking seven seconds.
"Venice," Rebecca said, her eyes gleaming, "you were sharp and cold—just how I like it. Winning doesn’t always mean beating your opponent to the ground. Outmaneuvering them is just as good, and you did it perfectly."
Venice blushed as the girls congratulated her, clearly proud of her performance. The celebration continued as Rebecca moved to Anna, her expression softening slightly.
"Anna, you did well, but you’ve got to realize—dominating the girls is one thing. The guys are a different challenge, and you need to approach them with caution. And that breast injury... you’ve got to heal before the finals. No training until you're fully recovered."
Anna nodded in agreement, still clutching her chest where Jack had injured her, knowing she had pushed herself too hard. Then came Toni’s turn. Rebecca’s tone turned more serious.
"Toni, you’ve got to get your cockiness under control," Rebecca warned. "You almost cost us the match with your overconfidence. Getting fingered out there wasn’t part of the plan, was it?" The girls chuckled lightly, but Toni nodded, realizing Rebecca was right.
“You’ve got to be mindful, especially in the finals. We can’t afford any mistakes.”
Finally, Rebecca turned her attention to Katie, who had undoubtedly been the star of the night. The girls erupted into cheers as Rebecca called her to the front.
"Katie, what can I say? You were brilliant. Your quick thinking, your intensity, and how you’ve maintained your body—it’s incredible. Your tight, upright breasts are perfect for effective smothers."
Mr. Thomas let out a playful "Woo!" which made everyone laugh. Even Katie smiled, her face flushed with pride.
"You’re the strongest wrestler on this team and, in my opinion, in the entire university. There’s nothing more I can teach you," Rebecca concluded, giving Katie a rare compliment. The girls chanted her name as Katie beamed, embracing the moment.
Sara stood quietly at the back, expecting her own feedback, but Rebecca dismissed the rest of the team, signaling that she wanted to speak with Sara privately. The gym cleared out, leaving just the two of them standing in the dimming light.
“Sara,” Rebecca began, her tone no longer celebratory. “The girl who lost 10-0 tonight wasn’t the Sara I know.”
Sara felt the weight of the words hit her hard. She looked down, unable to meet Rebecca’s eyes.
“I don’t know what personal issues you’re dealing with, but you need to deal with them—now,” Rebecca said, her voice firm. “Mark won’t hesitate to use every advantage he has, and if you’re not careful, he’ll put his cock in your kitten before you even know it.”
Sara winced at the bluntness of Rebecca’s words but knew they were true. She nodded, though the disappointment in herself was clear on her face. Rebecca gave her one final look before turning and leaving the gym, her footsteps echoing as she disappeared through the door.
Sara, now alone with her thoughts, felt the full weight of her failures bearing down on her. She had let her team down, and worse, she had let herself down. Lost in her thoughts, she made her way back to her room, expecting nothing more than the solitude of her own regrets.
But when she opened the door, she was greeted by an unexpected sight. Her room was filled with rose petals, their soft scent filling the air. Flowers were scattered everywhere, and on the bed lay a stunning dress, perfectly folded and waiting for her.
Her heart raced as she stepped inside, the romantic gesture overwhelming her already fragile emotions. Could Stephen have planned this? Was tonight the night?
Her mind swirled with questions and uncertainty as she stood there, her fingers brushing against the fabric of the dress. The scent of the roses was intoxicating, but as she stared at the bed, she felt a mix of anticipation and fear.
Was she ready for this?


Chapter 24: A Night of Unraveling
The bedroom door creaked open, and Stephen entered, his eyes lighting up as he saw Sara in the sexy red dress he had bought for her. He immediately hugged her, pulling her close. “I heard you won,” he whispered in her ear. “How about I make you win again?”
Sara blushed, shyly smiling as she responded, “Let’s do it.”
It was a decision she had wrestled with all night. She had known Stephen for about six months, and throughout that time, he had been nothing but kind and understanding. Even when they had nearly gone all the way before and she pulled back, he hadn’t pressured her. He understood her, always. But tonight felt different. Tonight, he had gone all out with the romantic gestures—the roses, the dress—and Sara felt like she couldn’t make him wait any longer.
Mr. Thomas’s words from earlier echoed in her mind. “Maybe I’ve been too rigid,” she thought. She feared she was losing Stephen, and after nearly going through with it once, maybe he was growing insecure. Maybe this was the moment to make everything right. The fear of losing him gnawed at her, pushing her forward despite the lingering trauma that haunted her mind.
As Stephen took her in his arms, the silk of his robe brushing against her skin, her breath hitched. He laid her gently on the rose-covered bed, his hands tender as he held hers. His kiss was deep, and for a moment, she felt herself relax. Maybe this was okay. Maybe tonight was the night. But even as her body responded to his touch, her mind kept drifting to the memory she wished she could forget.
Stephen kissed her neck, trailing his lips down to her chest as he slowly slid her dress off, revealing her breasts and body. He kissed her there, his lips warm and comforting, as she moaned softly in response. His hand moved down her belly, hips, and finally grazed over her most intimate place. She gasped, feeling aroused and anxious at once. As he took off his pants, her mind raced with memories she tried to suppress.
Still, Sara smiled, holding steady as she played with Stephen’s manhood, her hand shaking slightly. She took him into her mouth, trying to focus on the moment. But then, Stephen suddenly said, “Thank you for this—for wanting this. For decorating everything so beautifully.”
Sara froze, her heart nearly stopping as the words sank in. She pulled away, choking slightly, and looked up at him in confusion.
“Are you okay?” Stephen asked, sensing her shift.
“Did you not do this?” Sara asked, her voice trembling.
Stephen’s face turned to confusion. “No… I thought you did.”
Sara sat up, the weight of her realization crashing over her. “I thought you did it,” she said, her voice cracking. “That’s why I was going along. Because I thought you really wanted to, and I didn’t want to hurt you.”
Stephen’s expression darkened with hurt as he absorbed her words. He stood up, quietly beginning to dress, clearly shaken by the revelation. “I thought you wanted this too,” he muttered, retreating from the bed.
Sara quickly realized what she had done. “No, Stephen, wait! I’m sorry,” she pleaded, reaching for him.
But Stephen’s face was closed off now. “It’s okay,” he said, though his voice was strained with pain. “We don’t have to do anything until you’re ready.”
He turned and stormed out of the room, leaving Sara alone and devastated. She sat on the bed, tears streaming down her face, as the weight of what had just happened settled in.
Suddenly, she heard shouting coming from the hallway. Stephen’s voice was loud, filled with anger and frustration.
“Why would you do this?” Stephen yelled. “Why would you pressure her like this?”
Sara quickly wiped her tears and crept toward the door, listening intently.
Mr. Thomas’s voice responded, calm but firm. “I just want what’s best for my son. I want you to be happy.”
“What’s best for me? Pressuring her to put out? You think that’s what’s best for me?” Stephen’s voice cracked with fury. “She’s not ready, and you orchestrated this whole thing!”
Mr. Thomas didn’t back down. “You deserve more, Stephen. You’ve waited long enough, and it’s not wrong for you to want more.”
“But SHE’S NOT READY!” Stephen shouted. His voice echoed down the hallway, trembling with emotion.
Sara’s heart sank. The realization hit her hard—Stephen had wanted more, but he had been holding back for her. He had been patient, but now, because of her fear and confusion, everything had unraveled. She heard Stephen’s footsteps as he stormed out of the house, his anger palpable.
As the door slammed shut behind him, Sara collapsed onto the bed, sobbing uncontrollably. The room that had once felt romantic now felt suffocating, the scent of roses turning bitter in the air.
Mr. Thomas’s words echoed in her mind: “He needs more. He deserves more.”
Sara curled up on the bed, her heart breaking as she realized how much she had hurt Stephen, how much she had failed to confront her own fears. The night had turned into a chaotic mess, and now Stephen was gone. She felt utterly lost, the weight of her decisions crashing down on her.
Finally, she gathered herself, wiping her tear-streaked face. She couldn’t stay in this house any longer. She needed space, time to think. Packing up her things in a daze, she left the house, heading back to her apartment. The drive felt like an eternity, her mind replaying every painful moment of the night.
As she sat alone in her apartment, the quiet was deafening. The trauma she had tried to bury came flooding back, overwhelming her. And now, on top of it all, she had hurt the one person who had stood by her through everything.
The night had turned into a storm, and Sara felt like she was drowning.


Chapter 25: Echoes of Regret
Sara woke up with her head pounding, her body aching from exhaustion and the emotional turmoil of the previous night. She could still feel Stephen’s presence on her skin—his touch lingering on her belly, her neck—but something felt different now. Distant. Like he wasn’t really there anymore, not the way he had been before. The feeling left her hollow, and as she sat up, the strange weight in her stomach reminded her of the consequences of what had happened.
She dragged herself out of bed and got ready for the day. The finals were approaching, and training was about to begin. So far, Sara had only had one match in the tournament, a humiliating loss against a newbie. She knew she needed to focus, to get her head in the game if she wanted to redeem herself.
After a sleepless night, she had finally managed to get some rest, but it hadn’t helped much. The strange knot in her stomach still lingered, gnawing at her. She knew she had wrecked not only her relationship with Stephen but also the dynamic between Stephen and Mr. Thomas. As she walked toward Stephen’s and Mr. Thomas’ house and gym, she couldn’t help but wonder if Mr. Thomas would even allow her to use the gym anymore. The tension between them was palpable now, and she feared she had shattered the trust they had all built.
As she approached the house, she saw Stephen standing outside. Her heart sank. She dreaded seeing him, especially after the way things had ended last night. He looked up and saw her, a tired smile on his face.
“Good morning,” he said, his voice soft. “Did you sleep well?”
Sara hesitated, thrown off by his casual tone. “Uh... yeah, I guess,” she said. “Did you?”
Stephen shrugged. “Yeah, sort of. Not really, to be honest.”
“Did you even sleep at all?” she asked, concern creeping into her voice.
He chuckled lightly, but there was no joy behind it. “I checked into a hotel, laid on the bed... That was about it.” He shrugged again. “But you gotta work, right?”
Sara felt a pang of guilt as she looked at him. “About last night,” she started, her voice barely above a whisper. “I can make it up to you. Maybe you can come over tonight or something…”
Stephen shook his head, cutting her off gently. “Sara, ease down,” he said, his tone kind but firm. “It’s fine, really. I don’t want your pity. When you’re ready, you’ll know. But don’t force it.”
His words hit her like a brick, another stab of hurt piercing her heart. She watched as he walked away from her, the man she had deeply hurt, carrying the weight of the night on his shoulders. The distance between them felt even wider now, and Sara felt powerless to bridge the gap.
With a heavy heart, she continued to the gym, where the girls were already training. Despite her emotional exhaustion, Sara pushed herself hard that day. Surprisingly, her performance was strong—better than she had expected. She bested the girls in a few drills, and even in the sparring sessions, she managed to dominate... everyone except Katie.
Katie had become too quick, too smart, and too sharp for Sara to overcome. Every move Sara made, Katie countered, outmaneuvering her at every turn. It was like facing a younger version of herself, back when she was just as hungry, just as determined.
When Katie finally pinned her down, Sara congratulated her, panting heavily. “You’ve gotten really good,” Sara said, a half-smile tugging at her lips.
Katie smiled back, helping Sara to her feet. “This is what you taught me,” she replied, her voice filled with pride.
Sara nodded, but the reminder of how far she had fallen gnawed at her. The national championships were just three months away, and here she was, performing horribly. She had been so consumed by everything outside the mat—her personal struggles, her emotional wounds—that she had forgotten who she was as a competitor. It was time to snap out of it.
After practice, Sara upped her regime, strapping on the oxygen-reducing mask that Rebecca had given her. She pushed herself even harder, running drills until her legs felt like jelly. The mask made her lungs burn, but she needed to feel that pain—needed to remind herself what real effort felt like.
As the training session wound down, the other girls started packing up, laughing and chatting amongst themselves. Sara, exhausted but driven, looked around and asked, “Hey, aren’t we going to hear Mr. Thomas’s stories today?”
One of the girls, Kathy, chuckled and replied, “Mr. Thomas flew back to his hometown for a few days. Said the city’s wind was too much for him.”
The girls laughed, but Sara’s stomach sank. There was no wind. The only thing that had driven Mr. Thomas away was her. The guilt weighed heavier on her now, her earlier determination starting to crack. She had not only broken her bond with Stephen, but she had driven a wedge between Mr. Thomas and his son too.
As Sara packed up and left the gym, the aching want for Stephen settled deep in her heart. She missed him, missed the simplicity of their relationship before everything had gotten so complicated. But more than that, she missed the person she used to be—the fighter, the competitor who was hungry for victory. Somewhere along the way, she had lost herself, and now she didn’t know how to find her way back.

Dialogue:
Stephen: “Good morning. Did you sleep well?”
Sara: “Did you?”
Stephen: “Yeah, sort of. Not really, to be honest.”
Sara: “Did you even sleep at all?”
Stephen: [chuckling] “I checked into a hotel, laid on the bed... That was about it. But you gotta work, right?”
Sara: [hesitant] “About last night... I can make it up. Maybe you can come over tonight or something...”
Stephen: [shaking his head, gently] “Sara, ease down. It’s fine, really. I don’t want your pity. When you’re ready, you’ll know.”


Chapter 26: Preparations and Conflicts
The days seemed to blur together as Sara regained her confidence, throwing herself into training with renewed vigor. The lingering thoughts of Stephen and Mr. Thomas crossed her mind, but she had found a balance. Every morning, she greeted Stephen with a warm smile. Though she no longer stayed at his place, she often left little meals or thoughtful gifts for him—his favorite sandwich, a new pair of gym socks, or a book she thought he might like. He was always grateful, making sure to thank her the next day, but their relationship had shifted. It wasn’t strained, exactly, but there was an underlying tension neither of them seemed willing to confront yet.
More importantly, Sara had rediscovered her rhythm. She realized she hadn't won a match since the open-gender semi-finals, and that weighed on her. But instead of allowing the fear of failure to consume her, she poured everything she had into training. Day after day, she sparred with the other girls, dominating in most of the matches. Katie, however, remained a formidable challenge. Their bouts had become 50-50—sometimes Sara’s veteran instincts and experience would give her the upper hand, while other times, Katie’s youthful energy and quick reflexes would take the match.
The two of them were clearly in a league of their own, far beyond the other girls. But Sara knew that all of her preparation would mean nothing if she couldn’t pull through on the day of the final match. She trained relentlessly, pushing herself harder than ever before. Rebecca, noticing the toll it was taking on her, worried that Sara might burn out or suffer from exhaustion. Still, she knew that it was better for Sara to exhaust herself physically than to spiral into overthinking.
Sara’s determination was so fierce that, despite being in peak physical shape, she lost about four pounds in just a few days, thanks to the grueling workouts and the oxygen-reducing mask. Rebecca tried to caution her, but Sara waved it off, insisting she was fine.
Finally, the last day of practice before the finals arrived. The girls circled around Rebecca, who stood at the center, her expression serious but proud. She addressed them with a firmness that left no room for doubt.
“You’ve all worked incredibly hard to get here,” she began, her voice steady. “After everything that’s happened, after all the setbacks, you’ve proven not just to me, but to yourselves, how strong you are. Tomorrow, you’re going to show that strength to everyone else. We’ve come this far, and if we win tomorrow, we’ll do more than just take home a trophy. We’ll lift up thousands of girls, maybe more.”
The girls nodded, the weight of Rebecca’s words sinking in.
“The strategy is simple,” Rebecca continued, “Sara and Katie—you two are our strongest. You either go up against Mark, or you go in early to give us the edge. But we have to be smart about it. Anne, unfortunately, your breast still hasn’t healed properly. There’s redness and bruising, and we can’t risk further injury. So we’ll try to ‘hide’ you, if possible. Save you for last in case it goes to 3-3.”
Anne nodded, accepting her limited role, though disappointment flickered in her eyes.
“Isabelle,” Rebecca turned to her, “keep doing what you do best—distract them. Get inside their heads.”
Isabelle gave a sly grin, knowing exactly what Rebecca meant.
“Kathy,” Rebecca said, “your reach is your best asset. Use it, but control your temper. Don’t knock anyone out like last time.”
Kathy smirked but nodded in agreement.
“Toni, avoid the facesit,” Rebecca warned, her tone serious. “You know what happened last time. You don’t want another... ‘incident.’”
Toni’s face flushed as the girls giggled lightly, but the warning remained clear.
“And Venice,” Rebecca said, her gaze softening. “Your quickness is your strength. Be ready to use it at any moment. Strike fast, strike smart.”
Venice gave a firm nod, her nerves evident, but her determination clear.
Rebecca paused, taking in the team one last time before continuing. “We’ve come so far. A few months ago, we were broken. But now, look at us—we’re about to make history. Just remember, it doesn’t matter what happens out there. If the guys pull out their dicks, don’t be scared. They might grind on you, insert themselves, even ejaculate on you. But none of that matters. The match ends with a three-count. Stay focused. Keep your eyes on the prize.”
The girls gulped at the stark reminder of what could happen in the ring, but they nodded in unison, their resolve unshaken.
“You might lose your bra, your underwear might get ripped, but don’t let that stop you. Tomorrow, we win. Tomorrow, we make history.”
The room fell silent as the weight of Rebecca’s words hung in the air. They hugged one another, sharing in the disbelief that they had come this far after being so defeated just a few months ago. As they broke apart, Sara’s thoughts turned to Stephen. She wanted to make him something special tonight—another small gesture, something to show she still cared, despite everything.
Later, back at Stephen’s house, Sara prepared to make his favorite dish. She rummaged through the spice cabinet but couldn’t find the one she needed. She sighed, searching his drawers until she found it. As she pulled out the jar of spice, something else caught her eye—a small notebook tucked in the back of the drawer.
Curiosity gnawed at her, and she hesitated for a moment. It was Stephen’s diary.
Her fingers trembled as she held it, the temptation to read it growing stronger. Would it be wrong? She wanted to know what he was feeling, to understand him better, especially after everything that had happened between them. But at the same time, she knew it was private, something meant only for him.
Sara stood there, conflicted, the notebook heavy in her hands.


Chapter 27: The Diary and the Night Before
Sara sat on Stephen’s bed, the dim light from the lamp casting soft shadows on the walls. The diary lay open in her hands, trembling as she scrimmed through its pages, each entry tugging at her heartstrings. The first entry she stumbled upon was from the day they met:
"There’s something about her. A cute girl, yes, but more than that—a leader, an inspired soul. The lovely Sara. My love."
The words blurred in her vision as tears welled up in her eyes. Each page seemed to capture Stephen’s admiration and care for her in ways he had never spoken aloud. He had written about how he understood the hesitation she felt, especially after the near intimacy they’d shared once before. Even when he talked about their failed attempt, where she pulled away at the last second, he wrote:
"I hope I didn’t hurt her."
Her heart ached as she read more, realizing how deeply he cared about her, despite his own desires, which he only hinted at—so delicately, as if he didn’t want to burden her. He appreciated everything she did for him, even the small gifts and meals she left behind. But then, one sentence struck her like a hammer:
"Sometimes, I wonder if she does it because she feels guilty. I hope it’s more than that."
Sara clutched the diary to her chest, weeping softly. She had hurt him, unintentionally, but hurt him nonetheless. Hours passed as she sat there, caught between regret and the realization of how deeply this man loved her, even when he had every right to be frustrated or upset.
When she finally snapped out of her reverie, the clock on the wall read 9 PM. Stephen would be home soon. Panicked, she wiped her tears and hurried to the kitchen to finish preparing the meal she’d started hours ago. The scent of spices filled the room as she worked quickly, trying to regain her composure.
The door creaked open, and Stephen stepped inside, a look of surprise crossing his face. “You’re still here?” he asked, leaning against the doorway. “Didn’t practice run late?”
“Yeah, long practice,” Sara lied, her voice trembling just a little.
Stephen raised an eyebrow. “I thought you said you planned to sleep early,” he teased, clearly remembering something she had told him earlier.
Sara froze, her heart fluttering. Why does he remember things like that? She walked over to him, wrapping her arms around his waist, burying her face into his chest. “Why do you love me so much?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.
He hugged her back, his touch warm and comforting. “Because you’re worth it,” he said softly. “But you should be resting, not making dinner.”
Sara pulled back, but before she could protest, Stephen had her sit down while he finished the meal. He moved with a gentle care, stirring the pot and adding final touches. When he sat beside her, he held out a forkful of the food he’d made, feeding her like she was royalty.
“You deserve to be treated like a queen tonight, before you take your throne tomorrow,” he smiled, his words melting her heart.
Sara took the bite, her body warming at the sentiment. This—this was what she wanted. For the first time in a long while, she truly wanted Stephen. Not out of guilt, not out of obligation. She craved him.
But not today.
She pushed the thought away, realizing that tonight wasn’t the night. Tomorrow was the most important match of her life, and the last thing she needed was to drain herself before the finals. She snapped out of her thoughts as Stephen fed her another bite.
“I think I went heavy on the spices,” he chuckled, as she ate without complaint. “How are you eating this? It’s burning my mouth.”
She giggled, shaking her head. “Because you made it with love.”
He laughed, calling her corny, and reached for a box of cereal, planning to eat something else instead. But Sara stopped him, deciding to remake the dish properly for him, despite his protests. He watched her in awe as she worked, silently grateful for her.
When the meal was done and they sat down to eat together, Sara couldn’t help but feel the weight of one unresolved matter still hanging over her.
“Stephen,” she started cautiously, “about your dad… I’m really sorry.”
He waved it off, chuckling. “Don’t worry about it. He actually needed to visit the town anyway. Says the city air is too much for him sometimes.”
He pulled out his phone and played a voice message from Mr. Thomas. In the message, his father rambled in his usual quirky way, promising not to miss “his girl’s” finals tomorrow and going on a bizarre tangent about a chicken, a cow, and a tennis racquet. Sara laughed at the absurdity of it, her heart lightening with each passing second.
Stephen smirked, “See? He’s fine. He’ll be there tomorrow to watch you win.”
After dinner, Stephen tried to send her home, insisting she should get some rest. But Sara wanted to stay, to sleep beside him. More than that, she wanted him.
But not today.
The last thing she needed was to wear herself out before the most important match of her life.
Instead, they lay down side by side, and for the first time in a long time, Sara felt completely at peace. She drifted off into a deep, dreamless sleep, a sign that she was ready—not just for the match, but for everything that lay ahead.


Chapter 28: The Finals Begin
Sara woke up with a sense of purpose coursing through her veins. It was the finals today. She moved with quiet determination as she got ready, pulling on her gear and preparing for what could be the most important day of her life. The thoughts of the past, of the trauma she had suffered in that very arena, flickered briefly in her mind—Mark, the humiliation, the violation of her body. But today, she felt no fear, no hesitation. The trauma was gone, dissolved by Stephen’s unwavering support, and by her own resilience.
She met her team of girls outside, all of them buzzing with nervous energy. As they walked towards the arena, Sara spoke, her voice steady but laced with emotion. "It's different when you're out there, with 2,000 people screaming. Stay focused. No matter what happens, stay focused."
The girls exchanged glances, wide-eyed and anxious, but they nodded in agreement. They had come this far together, and they would face whatever awaited them together.
Inside the locker room, the atmosphere was thick with tension. The girls changed into their matching sports bras and skirts—tight-fitting blue that hugged their athletic frames, emphasizing their strength and beauty. Anne, despite still having visible bruising on her chest from the previous injury, refused to stay behind.
“Anne, seriously, maybe you should sit this one out,” one of the girls suggested, her tone soft but concerned.
But Anne shook her head. “The guys will know if I’m not there,” she said, applying makeup to cover the reddening on her chest. “I’ll be fine. I have to be.”
With their outfits adjusted and final words of encouragement exchanged, the team made their way out into the arena. The roar of the crowd hit them instantly, a deafening wave of excitement and anticipation. The stands were filled, and as Sara and the girls walked out, the crowd went wild. Their tight blue sports bras glistened under the arena lights, drawing cheers and whistles from the audience. Katie, usually composed, blushed slightly at the attention, but the team stood strong.
Then came the men. Sara’s breath hitched in her throat as she saw them enter the arena—Mark, Liam, Roger, Jason, Jordan, Gabe, and Harris. The men walked in confidently, each wearing black, form-fitting underwear that left little to the imagination. They looked ready, their eyes gleaming with intensity.
But it was Mark that held her gaze.
This was the first time she had seen him since that incident, the one where he had humiliated her in front of everyone, reducing her to nothing more than a plaything in the eyes of the crowd. He had stripped her, violated her body, and yet she had survived. Now, staring into his cold, calm eyes, Sara felt a flicker of anger rise in her chest. This wasn’t about revenge. This was about redemption—for her, for her team, and for everything she had fought for.
The men were jeering, teasing the girls as they made their way to the ring. Roger shouted something lewd, and Jordan laughed, already taunting them with promises of what was to come if they lost. The thought of being stripped again, of having to endure the humiliation of titty-fucking or worse, made Sara’s skin crawl. But she steeled herself, her confidence unwavering. She had worked too hard to let fear break her now.
She stepped back with the team, taking a moment to gather her thoughts. It was time for the first match. The tension in the air was palpable as the girls huddled together.
“I’ll go first,” Sara said, her voice resolute. She had to set the tone.
The girls nodded, trusting her without question.
Sara stepped into the center of the arena, the lights bearing down on her as the crowd quieted for a moment. The anticipation was electric. From across the way, a figure emerged, tall, muscular, composed. It was Mark.
The arena erupted as Mark entered, his eyes locking onto Sara’s with a piercing gaze. The two stared each other down, the weight of their past hanging in the air like a heavy cloud. This wasn’t just a match—it was a rematch, a reckoning. The crowd sensed it too, their excitement building with every second of silence that passed between the two wrestlers.
Mark stepped into the ring, his posture calm, his expression unreadable. But Sara could see it in his eyes—he remembered. He remembered everything that had happened between them. The humiliation, the shame. She could feel it.
She clenched her fists, her heart racing. This was it. Everything had been leading to this moment.
As the referee signaled for the match to begin, Sara took a deep breath, her focus sharpening. She couldn’t afford to let the past haunt her now. She was ready. She had to be.


Chapter 29: The Rematch
The arena fell silent as Sara and Mark slowly circled each other. The tension in the air was palpable, every eye in the crowd locked onto the two figures in the center of the ring. Sara’s determination burned bright, her body tensed with anticipation. But there was something off about Mark. He didn’t have that same ferocity, that same cruel confidence that she remembered. His steps were slow, almost lethargic, and his eyes seemed distant, hollow.
The referee signaled the start of the match, and Sara darted forward for a takedown, quick and focused. Mark blocked it easily, though, and they grappled for control. Sara slipped around to his back, nearly tripping him, but Mark regained his footing quickly. He was wrestling well, his technical skills still sharp, but something was missing. He wasn’t fighting dirty, not like before. No cheap shots, no breast holds, none of the degrading moves he had used against her last time.
Sara was stunned. Was this the same man who had humiliated her? The man who had ripped her bra off and used her body like a toy?
With 3:00 left on the clock, Sara went for a side slam, trying to use her agility to take control. But Mark’s strength was overwhelming. He blocked her move and countered, nearly throwing her out of the ring with sheer force. She landed awkwardly on her side, the impact jarring her bones. The scoreboard flashed: 2-0 Mark.
Sara wiped sweat from her forehead, grimacing at the pain. “Nice one,” she muttered, not sure if she meant it as a compliment or a taunt.
And that’s when she saw it. Mark’s eyes, which had been dull and empty, suddenly flared with life. His expression twisted into something darker, something familiar. The fire in his gaze sent a chill down her spine.
This was the Mark she remembered. The one who had ripped her to shreds. The one who had violated her in front of thousands.
He lunged at her with newfound ferocity, and though Sara managed to block his attack, she realized too late that she had fallen into his trap. In a move she hadn’t anticipated, Mark shifted his weight and pulled her into him. His arms locked around her waist, and before she could react, he lifted her high into the air and slammed her down with a brutal force.
The arena seemed to blur as Sara’s back and head collided with the mat. A sharp pain shot through her skull, and for a moment, everything went dark.
When she blinked her eyes open, the world was spinning. She could feel her body growing heavier, slipping into a semi-conscious state. But then, through the fog of pain, she noticed something horrifying—her bra was gone.
Mark had ripped it off, just like last time. Blood trickled from the back of her head, and she could hear him breathing heavily above her, his body looming. Her heart raced as she realized the nightmare was happening again.
He was naked, his manhood exposed, just inches from her chest. His hands closed around her throat, tightening as he snarled, "Why can’t you just stay down?"
Panic surged through her, her mind flashing back to that day when he had violated her in front of the entire crowd. The helplessness, the humiliation—it all came flooding back in an instant. She knew what was coming next. His body shifted, positioning himself over her breasts, ready to repeat the unspeakable.
But something in Sara snapped. This wasn’t going to happen again. Not this time.
With all the strength she could muster, she wrapped her arms around his waist and yanked him forward, pulling his weight onto her. Mark hadn’t expected that. His body lurched forward, and his head slammed into the mat with a sickening thud. A sharp gasp escaped his lips as his ribs collided painfully with her head.
Mark was reeling, stunned from the impact, his grip on her loosening. His manhood still rested awkwardly against her chest, but now it was Sara’s turn. She had to end this.
She knew she couldn’t let him recover. Not after everything. This was her chance.


Chapter 30: The Final Blow
The arena roared as Sara stood, her body tense with adrenaline. Blood trickled from the back of her head, soaking her hair, but she didn’t care. The only thing on her mind was Mark—her enemy, her nightmare, standing before her with blood dripping from his forehead. Both of them were battered, bleeding, and running on fumes, yet neither of them was willing to back down.
With a sudden burst of resolve, Sara did something no one expected. She unhooked her skirt and panties, letting them fall to the mat, leaving her completely naked before Mark. The crowd gasped in shock, but Sara didn’t flinch. Her eyes bore into Mark’s, her voice low and challenging. “Let’s finish this how it started,” she snarled.
They had 90 seconds left on the clock.
Mark grinned, a cruel smile spreading across his blood-smeared face. He kicked forward, his foot connecting with Sara’s breasts with brutal force. The impact sent her reeling, and blood burst from her mouth as she coughed. Sara stumbled, gasping for breath, but she wasn’t finished yet. She refused to give up.
Mark moved in to finish her, but Sara acted on pure instinct. Desperate, she reached out and grabbed his balls, squeezing hard. Mark’s face contorted in pain, his body freezing as he let out a tortured scream.
Blood dripping from her lips, Sara leaned forward and headbutted him directly on his already bleeding forehead. The sickening crunch of bone against bone filled the air, and Mark’s head snapped back, a fresh gush of blood pouring down his face.
He staggered, barely able to stand, but Sara didn’t relent. She wrapped her arms around his neck, attempting to lock him into a triangle choke, but in her exhaustion and rage, she left herself vulnerable. Mark, in a last-ditch effort, reached between her legs and began to stimulate her.
Sara gasped, her mind fogging with unwanted sensations. She moaned involuntarily, her body betraying her. For a brief moment, Mark had the upper hand, his fingers working with precision, trying to weaken her. But then, Stephen’s face flashed in her mind.
What would he think?
The thought made her stomach churn with guilt. Her grip on Mark loosened, and he seized the opportunity, shoving her off him. His fingers left her body, and he mockingly licked them clean, taunting her as if to humiliate her one last time. But Sara wasn’t finished.
Mark charged at her, but Sara sidestepped him, sending him crashing to the mat once more. He landed hard on his head, blood pouring freely now, his face a mask of red. Dazed, Mark tried to push himself up, but Sara saw her opening.
With fierce determination, she grabbed his head and pulled it into her naked breasts. Mark’s blood smeared across her chest as she held him tight, suffocating him in a reverse headlock. He thrashed violently, his arms flailing, but he was too weak, too broken. His body grew limp as Sara held him there, his face buried in her.
Then, a sharp whistle pierced the air.
Sara let go, thinking Mark had tapped out. She collapsed backward, her body trembling, gasping for breath. But as she looked up, she realized that the referee had blown the whistle because time had run out.
The match was over.
Sara’s heart pounded as she glanced at the scoreboard, her vision blurry from blood and sweat. The numbers glowed brightly: 6-5. She had won by a single point.
The realization hit her like a tidal wave. She had done it. She had beaten Mark. But as she looked down at herself—completely naked, her body streaked with Mark’s blood—she felt a strange calm settle over her. She should have been horrified, overwhelmed by the grotesque nature of what had just happened, but instead, she felt something else.
Stephen.
He was all she could think about. His kindness, his love, his strength. She wanted him now more than ever. She wanted to be with him, to heal with him.
Mark, still gasping for breath, sat slumped on the mat, his face a mangled mess of blood and bruises. "It's not over," he muttered under his breath, but the fight had drained out of him. The referee stepped between them, officially ending the match.
The girls rushed forward, covering Sara with towels and blankets, shielding her from the crowd. They hugged her, congratulated her, but Sara barely registered it. All she could think about was how far she had come. From the moment Mark had humiliated her months ago to this very moment of victory, she had fought through every ounce of pain and trauma.
As the adrenaline began to fade, she felt the weight of everything hit her, but instead of breaking, she felt stronger.


Chapter 31: Unfinished Business
Sara shuddered as she stepped into the showers, the steam enveloping her as the hot water poured over her aching body. She stood there for a moment, covered only in a towel, letting the heat soak into her muscles. The events of the match still swirled in her mind—Mark's blood on her breasts, his face turning red beneath her smother, his desperate struggle to breathe as she held him down.
Had she really won?
Sara couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that something was unfinished. The rivalry with Mark wasn’t over. She had him in that final moment, her soft breasts pressed firmly against his face, suffocating him beneath her—but something didn’t sit right. As the water washed away the blood, sweat, and grime, she realized with a quiet, shuddering breath that despite her victory, the fight was far from over.
As she scrubbed herself clean, she focused on her vag, where Mark's fingers had violated her during the match. The memory of him licking his fingers mockingly sent a wave of disgust through her. She rubbed harder, trying to rid herself of the feeling. How could this have happened again? She clenched her fists under the stream, determined not to let her anger consume her. She couldn’t let him win—not in her mind, and certainly not in her body.
But then, just as she tried to push the thoughts of Mark away, another image came to her: Stephen. His gentle touch, his love for her, his diary entry from the night before. His words echoed in her mind, and for the first time in what felt like an eternity, Sara felt a warmth that wasn’t anger or fear. It was desire. Her breathing quickened as she thought of him. She was aroused, her nipples hardening involuntarily under the water.
Tonight.
Tonight, she wanted him. She needed him, not just emotionally, but physically. After all this time, all the tension between them, she was finally ready. She wanted to feel his love, to erase the horrors of what Mark had done with the tenderness of Stephen.
Sara quickly finished her shower, drying herself off and dressing as fast as she could. She couldn’t stop thinking about Stephen, about what tonight might hold for them. But there was still the tournament to finish. As she rushed out of the locker room, she was greeted by a tense scene.
Katie sat angrily on the bench, her arms crossed and her face twisted in frustration. The other girls and Coach Rebecca hovered nearby, trying to calm her down.
Sara’s heart sank, fearing the worst. Had Katie lost?
But then, she glanced at the scoreboard and saw the score: Katie 10-0. She had won her match in a flawless victory. The team was now up 10-0 overall. Sara blinked in confusion as she ran over to Katie, hugging her and asking why she was upset.
Rebecca pulled her aside, her expression serious. “We made a mistake,” she admitted quietly.
Sara frowned, unsure of what she meant.
“When you won your match, we sent Katie in next, thinking it was a good matchup. But the boys got to choose who they sent in to face her, and they sent their worst wrestler,” Rebecca explained, her tone filled with frustration. “He wasn’t even trying to win—he just stood there, staring at her boobs the whole time. And when Katie locked in her smother hold, he didn’t fight it. He enjoyed it, all the way until he passed out.”
Katie was furious. She had been outsmarted by Mark’s team, and the victory felt hollow. Instead of facing a real challenge, she had been used as a tool in their mind games.
Sara realized that Mark’s influence was still all over this match, even when he wasn’t on the mat. He and his team weren’t playing just to win—they were playing to mess with their heads, to break their spirits in any way they could. And now, it was clear that the final battle had just begun.
The score was 2-0 in favor of the girls, but Sara could feel the tension building. Mark’s team wasn’t going to be outdone, not easily. As Toni stepped forward for the next match, her eyes narrowed with determination. On the other side of the mat, Liam emerged—one of the boys’ strongest wrestlers.
It was time for match three, and Sara could feel the weight of it all pressing down on her. The real fight was just beginning.


Chapter 32: Blurred Lines
The atmosphere in the arena was thick with tension as Toni and Liam circled each other, eyes locked in a predator-prey dance. Liam was calm and collected, while Toni’s fierce determination radiated through her movements. She lunged for a takedown, but Liam countered her with ease. The crowd watched intently as they exchanged grapples, each trying to feel out the other’s weaknesses.
When Liam went for a double leg takedown, Toni used her large frame to create distance, her big buttocks unintentionally slamming against Liam’s face as she escaped his hold. The girls on the sidelines giggled at the sight, but Toni’s face flushed with anger. She wasn’t here for games. She wanted to win, and the playful antics were only distracting her.
Liam smirked, clearly amused by the situation. He lunged again, this time attempting another grab, but as Toni turned to evade, he slapped her butt lightly.
"Aaah!" Toni let out a surprised yelp, and the boys on the other team erupted into laughter.
"Keep calm! Don’t let him get into your head!" Sara screamed from the sidelines, her fists clenched as she watched the exchange.
Toni nodded, visibly trying to keep her composure. She knew the match was too important to let her temper get the best of her. They circled once more, eyes locked, and when they engaged in a lock-up, Liam’s hand shot down again, groping her buttocks.
"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Liam teased, his tone mocking as his fingers squeezed her flesh.
Toni’s face twisted in rage, and in a moment of fury, she executed a perfect judo throw, slamming Liam onto the mat. The crowd roared as the referee raised his hand, signaling 2 points for Toni. The score now stood at 2-0 in favor of the girls.
"Toni, keep calm! Don’t get cocky!" Rebecca shouted from the sidelines, sensing the storm brewing in Toni’s mind.
But Liam, lying there on the mat, smirked at her. “Is that all you’ve got? You’re just getting warmed up, aren’t you?”
Toni’s eyes narrowed as she saw the scoreboard. She was winning, but his words ignited something dangerous inside her. She wanted to put him down once and for all. She could feel the urge to finish him off overtaking her better judgment.
With 2:14 left on the clock, she saw an opportunity. She dove for Liam’s legs, but he was ready. In one swift motion, he leapfrogged over her, causing her to stumble. Before she could react, Liam grabbed her from behind, tripping her so that she fell face-first onto the mat. Her arms were trapped awkwardly between her body and the ground. In a single fluid motion, Liam moved behind her, locking her legs with his and sitting on them, pinning her down.
"No, no, no!" Toni screamed in frustration, but it was too late.
In one swift motion, Liam ripped off her skirt and peeled away her panties. The crowd gasped, and Toni’s face went pale with shock. The next moment was a blur—Liam lowered his mouth, his tongue suddenly pressing between her legs.
"A-ahh!" Toni shuddered, her body betraying her as a jolt of arousal surged through her. She tried to struggle, to kick him off, but Liam had her pinned too tightly. His tongue was trained, moving with precision as she whimpered, half in pain, half in reluctant pleasure.
“Stop... stop...” she moaned weakly, but her body said otherwise. Liam’s tongue moved faster, his grip on her tighter.
"You like this, don’t you?" Liam teased, his voice dripping with mockery. "You’re supposed to be winning, but look at you... melting under my touch."
Toni groaned, her mind reeling. She had come here to win, to fight, but now... “Please... just finish me...” she begged, her voice trembling.
The referee was confused, and the audience was stunned as the match continued. Liam showed no signs of stopping. His tongue worked feverishly, and Toni’s body trembled beneath him.
"Aahh... oh god..." Toni moaned, her voice cracking as she teetered on the edge of release.
Just as her body began to quiver uncontrollably, the whistle blew. The referee ended the match.
The scoreboard flashed: 4-2 in favor of Liam.
Toni, lost in her haze, begged quietly. "Don’t stop... please... I’m so close..."
Liam, looking awkward now that the match was over, stood up slowly, hesitating. "Uhh... this is over," he muttered, but Toni reached for him, desperate.
“Please... please...” she whimpered.
At that moment, Sara and Rebecca stormed onto the mat, yanking Liam away from Toni and covering her with towels. They pulled her to her feet, dragging her away as she lay woozy, half-conscious, and trembling from her ordeal.
The scoreboard now read 2-1. The girls exchanged worried glances, realizing that the real battle had only just begun.
Chapter 33: Shifting Control
The tension in the room was palpable. Though the girls still had the lead, they were shaken. The boys were no longer just fighting for points—they were attacking in ways that made the girls question not just their physical strength but their mental fortitude. Every move was layered with sexual tension, something that none of them had prepared for. It was unsettling.
Determined not to be intimidated, Kathy stepped up next. The girls knew she was their best bet at keeping the match clean—she was stoic, focused, and didn't let emotions cloud her judgment. She wasn't easily swayed by the mind games that had broken down the others. Kathy wasn’t playing for dominance or humiliation; she was here to win.
Her opponent was Gabe, a large guy with a belly that belied his surprising agility. Kathy sized him up, confident despite his size. As the bell sounded, they circled each other, Kathy looking for an opening. She shot for a takedown, but Gabe wasn’t as sluggish as he seemed. She pushed into him, using her height advantage, but it was like hitting a wall. Gabe was rooted in place, immovable.
As Kathy backed off to reset, Gabe smirked. “You think you can handle me?”
Undeterred, she went for another takedown. But this time, Gabe was ready. With surprising speed, he lifted his knee and caught her in the ribs, knocking the wind out of her. Before she could recover, Gabe lifted her in a suplex, slamming her down hard on the mat.
“Ahhh!” Kathy cried out, the pain shooting through her body. The scoreboard ticked up 3-0 in Gabe’s favor.
Gabe wasted no time. He grabbed Kathy again, hoisting her high in the air and slamming her back down with a vicious powerslam. The referee counted the pinfall—6-0. Kathy lay on the mat, wincing in pain, her body aching from the impact.
Gabe lay on top of her, smirking. "Let's woman you up, shall we?" he whispered, planting a light kiss on her lips. The referee called the match, but the kiss lingered a moment too long. Kathy, disoriented from the pain and the sudden kiss, hesitated before pushing him away.
The score flashed 2-2. The girls, now genuinely frightened, huddled together. How had Kathy—a disciplined, no-nonsense fighter—ended up kissing Gabe? What was happening to their team?
Before they could fully process it, Jason stepped up for the next round. The girls sent in Venice, their tiny, speedy fighter who they hoped could outmaneuver him. From the start, the match was fast-paced. Venice darted around Jason, her agility keeping her just out of reach, but his power was undeniable. Every time he landed a move, it rocked Venice to her core, and by 1:22 on the clock, Jason was leading 7-3.
Venice, desperate for a comeback, sidestepped one of Jason’s lunges and took him down in one swift move. She scrambled to get on top of him, positioning herself for her signature smother. The score now read 7-6.
As Venice lowered herself over Jason, pressing her body to his chest, he whispered something. "You're stronger than you think. But are you ready for this?"
Venice froze, momentarily confused by the softness in his voice. Jason slid her lower down his body, positioning her near his stomach. Her hand brushed against something hard. She gasped, feeling the unmistakable shape of his erect manhood pressing against her. A shiver ran down her spine.
Jason let go of her waist and instead gently held her hand, bringing it to his lips. He kissed the back of her hand softly, as if they were lovers in some romantic drama, not opponents in a wrestling match. Venice’s mind raced—this wasn’t wrestling anymore. It was something else entirely.
In that instant of hesitation, Jason struck. He pushed her further down and, using his legs, flipped her into the air. Venice flew, crashing onto her back with a thud. The scoreboard updated to 9-6 as the match ended.
Jason, ever the gentleman, stood up and offered Venice his hand. "No hard feelings," he said with a sly grin, helping her up. Venice, still stunned from both the move and his touch, nodded numbly.
As Venice walked back to her team, Sara saw the look in her eyes—confusion mixed with something else. Lust? Desire? No. It couldn’t be. But Sara couldn’t shake the feeling that something was terribly wrong.
Jason’s team had won again, and now the score stood at 2-3 in favor of the boys. But the victories were no longer just physical. Mark’s team had somehow turned the matches into something more sinister. Each of the girls left the mat not just defeated, but confused, emotionally rattled, and—worst of all—aroused by the very men who were breaking them down.
Sara clenched her fists as the realization washed over her. Mark’s team wasn’t just beating them. They were making them want to lose.
The horror of it all settled deep in Sara’s chest as she watched her teammates, each shaken in a different way. She knew they were running out of time to stop it, but the question was... how?
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Chapter 35: The Final Battle
The tension in the air was palpable as the girls huddled together, their eyes darting nervously between one another. There was only one match left to determine the winner. Anne, clutching her breast still sore from earlier, shook her head. She wasn’t in any condition to fight.
“We can reuse a wrestler,” Rebecca suggested, but no one was eager to volunteer. Isabella was exhausted, Toni still recovering from her defeat, and Venice, while quick, had already been bested. Sara was considering stepping up herself, knowing what was at stake, when a movement from the boys' side drew everyone’s attention.
Mark stepped forward.
The girls froze in shock. The final match wasn’t supposed to be his, yet there he was, smirking confidently, his eyes scanning the group. He locked onto Sara, his expression darkening with determination. Sara stood, ready to take him on, but Katie, who had been quiet for most of the match, stepped in front of her.
“I’ll do it,” Katie said, her voice steady. Sara stared at her in disbelief.
“Katie, you don’t have to—”
“I want to,” Katie interrupted, her gaze fixed on Mark. “I didn’t get to prove myself in my last match. I’m fresher than you. Let me finish this.”
Mark’s eyes widened as he saw Katie step forward. It was clear he hadn’t expected her to be the one to face him. She had won her last match easily, but her anger had overshadowed her victory. This time, Katie was determined to do more than just win. She wanted to prove herself.
The whistle blew, and the match began. Mark and Katie circled each other, both moving cautiously, each aware of the other’s strength. Katie was surprisingly quick, avoiding Mark’s initial grappling attempts with ease. Mark’s frustration grew as he lunged at her, but Katie sidestepped, snapping a leg out and catching him in the side. It was almost an equal match, the two of them exchanging holds and reversals, neither gaining a clear upper hand.
Mark managed to grab Katie around the waist, squeezing her tight, but Katie didn’t let herself get distracted. She grit her teeth, bracing herself against his strength, and then, with a swift motion, she snapped her knee straight into Mark’s groin.
Mark’s eyes went wide as the pain shot through him, his grip on Katie loosening. His face contorted in anger, and he stumbled back. Katie, sensing an opportunity, advanced, but Mark’s fury got the better of him. He rushed at her, taking her down to the mat with brutal force. Pinning her under him, his face red with rage, he ripped his own top off, exposing his chest.
Katie struggled beneath him, but Mark was relentless. He pinned her arms above her head, his breath heavy with frustration. With a look of cold determination, he disrobed himself, clearly intending to humiliate her in the worst way possible. His hands moved to Katie’s chest, forcing her into a position she couldn’t escape, as he prepared to enact his infamous move: the degrading titty fuck.
Katie’s breath hitched as she realized what was coming, but her eyes remained locked on his. There was fear there, yes, but also defiance. She would not be broken.


Mark's hands moved with cold precision as he tugged at Katie’s bra, his fingers effortlessly snapping it free. Her breasts were now bare, and without hesitation, he leaned down, suckling on her tender skin. Katie cried out, her protests filling the air, but her cries fell on deaf ears. Mark was lost in the power play, using her body as a means of control. As he suckled, Katie’s mind raced, tears stinging her eyes as she recalled what Sara had gone through in her match against Mark last semester.
Sara watched from the sidelines, horror gripping her as the memories flooded back. She had been in Katie’s exact position, and the helplessness she felt now was only magnified by the familiarity of the scene unfolding before her. Mark was preparing to humiliate Katie just as he had done to her.
Mark, having finished his cruel game of toying with Katie’s breasts, shifted his focus. He adjusted his body, positioning his erect member between her chest. But before he could thrust forward, Katie spoke, her voice shaky yet defiant.
“Wait,” she gasped, turning her head slightly to meet his gaze. “I’ll let you... but not here. Not on the mat. I want to be on my knees.”
Her words hung in the air for a moment, confusion flickering across Mark’s face. Katie’s request was unexpected, but after a pause, he smiled wickedly. He lifted her up, pulling her to her feet before roughly yanking down her panties. His fingers found their way between her legs, and he began to finger her, draining her energy with every movement. Katie’s body trembled under his touch, her strength faltering, but her mind remained focused.
Satisfied, Mark positioned himself between her tight breasts, his cock sliding in with ease. He began to grind back and forth, the friction between her soft flesh sending waves of pleasure through him. Katie closed her eyes, trying to block out the humiliation, but to her surprise, a small part of her body responded to the stimulation. She bit her lip, her breathing growing shallow as she tried to contain her feelings.
Sara, standing just beyond the mat, felt her stomach churn with disgust and anger. The scene was too familiar, too cruel. This was not wrestling. This was domination, and it was something Mark reveled in.
As Mark’s grinding intensified, he finally released, his cum splattering across Katie’s chin and coating her breasts. He was panting, satisfied with his victory. Katie, to his surprise, smiled up at him, her expression unreadable. Just as he tried to pull away, Katie quickly shifted her body, tripping him while his cock was still wedged between her breasts. Mark fell back, his eyes wide with shock as she resumed grinding against him, her breasts squeezing him tightly.
Helpless now, Mark could do nothing as Katie continued to toy with him. His body convulsed as he climaxed again, completely drained of energy. Katie smirked, her movements slow and deliberate as she took control. The tables had turned, and she was no longer the victim. The sight of Mark, now powerless beneath her, only fueled her further.
One more time, his body gave in to her control, climaxing a third time, his energy completely spent. Sara, watching from the sidelines, suddenly realized that this had been Katie’s plan all along. She wasn’t just surviving — she was draining him of his strength, his power, his will to fight.
Finally, with Mark lying limp on the mat, Katie freed him from her breasts and sensually moved her body over him. With a sly grin, she pressed him down into the mat, pinning him effortlessly. The referee’s whistle blew, signaling the end of the match. The girls erupted into cheers, rushing forward to celebrate the victory.
But as the team celebrated their triumph, Sara stood apart, her mind elsewhere. Despite the cheers and the smiles, there was an ache inside her that wouldn’t go away — an ache for Stephen.


Chapter 37: The Long-Awaited Moment
The girls cried tears of joy, their arms wrapped tightly around Sara as the realization of their victory sank in. It was a surreal moment. The match against Mark had been monumental, not just for Sara, not just for Katie, but for every girl who had ever dreamed of being more in the world of wrestling. Their triumph had been widely streamed, a symbol of what girls everywhere could achieve. But as the girls lifted Katie in celebration, hailing her as the hero of the moment, Sara felt a knot forming in her throat.
A strange gut feeling stirred within her — a mix of pride and something else, something darker. She had beaten Mark, yes, but it was Katie who was being celebrated. For the first time, Sara experienced what she imagined Mark had always felt. The loneliness of watching someone else take the glory, even though she had fought just as hard. But she quickly composed herself, pushing the thoughts away. This wasn’t the time for envy.
As the team made their way back to the gym, they were greeted with the delightful surprise of Mr. Thomas, who had prepared a feast to celebrate their win. His hearty laugh and warm stories filled the room, bringing comfort and joy to the girls who had just experienced the fight of their lives. The air was full of laughter, and even Isabelle, with a playful glint in her eye, suggested inviting some of the boys — Harris, Jordan, Liam, and Gabe — to join the celebration. But Rebecca quickly shot down the idea.
Sara, still carrying a strange heaviness inside, excused herself from the group and wandered through the hallways. Her thoughts drifted back to Stephen. It had been so long since she had seen him, especially after that heated argument he had with Mr. Thomas. But just as she turned a corner, there he was. Stephen’s face lit up when he saw her, and without hesitation, he wrapped her in a tight embrace, congratulating her on the win.
The ache she had been feeling suddenly transformed into a desire so intense, it overwhelmed her. She needed him. Right now. Without thinking, she grabbed Stephen by the hand and practically dragged him into his room. He was surprised, slightly taken aback by her sudden aggression, but Sara’s determination was clear. The love, the desire that had been building inside her was too strong to resist. She had held back for so long, especially with the finals looming over her. But now, nothing was standing in her way.
Before Stephen could utter a word, she pushed him onto the bed. He blinked, still trying to process what was happening, but Sara didn’t care. She needed him more than she could put into words. Somewhere in the background, she could hear the faint sound of arguing and shouting, but it barely registered in her mind. All that mattered was this moment.
In one swift motion, Sara had already pulled down his pants, her eyes locked onto his. Stephen opened his mouth to ask if she was sure, but the fiery look in her eyes silenced him. His uncertainty melted away as Sara lowered herself, her hands teasingly grazing his skin before she took him into her mouth. A deep moan escaped his lips, and he gripped the sheets as she worked him skillfully, her motions slow, deliberate, and filled with need.
Stephen was growing harder with every second, his size almost too much for her to take. But she didn’t stop. He was close to losing himself when he gently pulled away, guiding her into a kiss. "Let me serve you," he whispered breathlessly, his hands already undoing her top. One by one, her clothes fell to the floor, and soon she was lying before him, completely bare.
Stephen took his time, kissing her body with reverence, as though she were the most precious thing in the world. His lips trailed down her neck, his touch sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. When he reached her breasts, he paused for a moment, noticing the faint scar she had gotten from the match. Without a word, he leaned down and kissed it tenderly.
Sara gasped at the sensation. It was almost as though his kiss was healing the scar, not just physically but emotionally as well. His mouth moved expertly over her skin, circling her nipples with his tongue, eliciting moans that she could no longer control. Just as she thought the pleasure couldn’t get any more intense, his fingers found their way between her legs, slipping inside her with ease.
Sara's body arched in response, her moans growing louder as Stephen’s fingers moved in rhythm with his kisses. She didn’t want this moment to end. The pressure built within her, a tidal wave of desire that threatened to overwhelm her.
But she didn’t care.
This was everything she had waited for, and nothing in the world could take it away from her.


Final Chapter: A New Beginning
Tears streamed down Sara’s face, but they weren’t from sadness. They were from the overwhelming mixture of emotions, from release and relief, from love. Stephen, ever so gentle, climbed over her, his hands cradling her face as he whispered softly, "Are you ready?"
“I am,” Sara whispered back, her voice trembling with anticipation. She had waited for this moment, and as he slowly entered her, a cry escaped her lips. Her body, overwhelmed with sensation, shuddered beneath him. He massaged her breasts, his touch tender but strong, grounding her as the rhythm between them started — a dance of forward and backward motions that brought pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable.
Her lips quivered, her body trembling with each thrust, and all the while, Stephen kissed the scars from her past, healing her in a way she had never thought possible. He slowed down, looking into her eyes as if to make sure she was still with him, and when he gently pulled out, she almost cried in protest.
But Stephen wasn’t done.
He lay down, pulling her on top of him, allowing her to take control. Sara, now riding him, moved with a sense of freedom she had never felt before. Her breasts bounced rhythmically with every motion, her body rising and falling as pleasure coursed through her veins. It felt like her entire being was caught in a whirlwind, every nerve alive, sensations flooding her that she had never known existed. She was close, so close, but before she could reach her peak, she felt Stephen groan beneath her, his warm release filling her.
For a moment, she stilled, realizing that she had finally satisfied him. He breathed heavily beneath her, eyes soft, his hands still tenderly on her body. But as she shifted, he looked up at her, a knowing smile on his face.
“I know you’re not done yet,” he whispered.
Before she could respond, Stephen gently laid her back down and lowered himself, his mouth kissing a trail down her body until he reached her most sensitive spot. His tongue worked circles around her, driving her to the edge as she cried out in pure ecstasy. She was so close again, her body trembling, but then — Stephen stopped, pulling away, teasing her just as she was about to tip over into bliss.
Sara's lips parted, begging, aching for him to continue. Her need for him was so raw, so primal, that when he entered her again, a scream tore through her — the loudest scream she had ever felt, even if it never left her mouth. His thrusts were deep, powerful, pushing her higher and higher until she finally reached it, the climax she had never experienced before, the kind that shook her entire world.
It was as if the entire universe had melted away, leaving only the two of them. Stephen wasn’t just a man anymore. In that moment, he was everything. He was the one who completed her, who healed her, who saw her for who she truly was. She felt indebted to him in a way she had never been to anyone, vowing silently in her heart that she would love and cherish him forever.
As their bodies slowly came down from the intensity, Stephen kissed her scars, her breasts, her neck. He pulled out gently, and though she was utterly spent, Sara wasn’t done yet. She wanted to serve him, to give him as much as he had given her. She leaned down, taking him into her mouth again, savoring the way he gasped and shuddered under her touch. His hands moved through her hair as he tried to hold on, but it wasn’t long before the warmth filled her mouth. She chuckled softly at his reaction, drinking him in and savoring the moment.
Afterward, she collapsed on top of him, her head resting on his chest. Stephen wrapped his arms around her, holding her close, their bodies tangled together. She felt safe, more at peace than she had in years. For the first time in what seemed like forever, Sara felt truly good. All the anxiety, all the fears, had melted away in Stephen’s embrace. With his heartbeat in her ear, she drifted into the deepest, most peaceful sleep of her life.
The next morning, she woke up with a feeling she hadn’t known in ages. A lightness, a sense of calm. She dressed quietly, smiling at Stephen’s sleeping form before heading downstairs.
In the kitchen, Rebecca and Katie were waiting for her, their faces tense and serious. A sense of unease crept into Sara’s chest as she asked, “What happened?”
Rebecca glanced at Katie before stepping forward. "Sara... there's something you need to know."
But before she could say more, the scene faded to black, and the story ended.

