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It all started with a black eye. When I met my college tutor Sierra at her dorm room, I couldn’t help but notice the huge shiner she had over her left eye, the lid half-closed with intense swelling. What made it even weirder is how she acted like it wasn’t there: No “I fell down the stairs,” no “I walked into a door,” just “Okay, Madison, how is your paper on business management coming?”

“Uhhh,” I couldn’t help but stare at her face. “Sierra, are you okay? Your eye...?”

“Oh, this,” she laughed. “Well, would you believe I got it in a boxing match?”

“A what?”

“I’m a foxy boxer!”

I stared at her, mouth hanging open in amazement. I guess I don’t know what I expected a foxy boxer to look like, but Sierra’s 5’2”, soft, BBW shape definitely wasn’t it. Not to say I didn’t think her body looked great, but when I thought boxer, it was more wall of muscle than feminine curves. Although come to think of it, I guess this explained why she was always complaining about being sore all the time!

“It’s fun, you should try it some time,” she breezed. “And it pays pretty good.”

My paper on business management was forgotten as Sierra recruited me to the local foxy boxing league. She didn’t miss a beat telling me each match took place topless in front of a local crowd, and mentioned so casually that the winner got to strapon fuck the loser that I just nodded along like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The next thing I knew I’d gotten a D+ on my business management paper and was down at the local gym learning how to box. That was almost eight weeks ago and here I was, doing one last stretch, my name about to be called for my debut.

I already had my gear on - bright red gloves and boots, overlaid with orange and yellow in a fire pattern, matching my almost waist-length hair. I thought I looked pretty good, the eight weeks in the gym adding a little bit of muscle to my 5’6” frame. I’ve got a little bit of a long face with delicate features, green eyes, small lips with lipstick the same base red as my hair and gear.

“Please welcome,” I heard the announcer’s voice booming. That was my cue. I got behind the curtain. “In her VERY FIRST match - Maaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa-dddddddddddddddiiiiiiiiiii-sssssssoooooooooonnnnnn!”

I stepped out from behind the curtain, hopefully not ruining the effect of the entrance as I squinted against the huge spotlight pointed at me. I walked down to the ring, the crowd mostly quiet, undecided on me - I heard a few friendly “Madisooooon!”’s and one “I love her hair!”, but just as many hoots of “Fresh meat!” and “Can’t wait to see her get fucked!”

I got between the ropes and paced the mat nervously as my opponent was announced. Jordan was 26 years old, tall and well-built from what I could see as she stepped out from behind the curtain wrapped in a metallic black robe with gold trim. The crowd knew her more, cheering and applauding, individual voices calling out her name as she walked down to the ring and slid between the ropes.

She shed her robe, letting me get a good look at her. Like me she was color-coordinated, wearing black gloves and trunks, trimmed with bright gold, the look finished with black lipstick and black toenail polish flecked with glimmering gold specks. 

At 5’8” Jordan had two inches on me and looked a bit more muscular, but not hugely so - she’d have the upper hand in reach and strength, but it looked like neither advantage would be massive. She was pretty with a diamond-shaped face, high cheekbones, and a narrow jaw, her hair in a bob with sideswept bangs. 

I met Jordan in the center of the ring, touching gloves with her. The ref, a retired foxy boxer who was topless to match us in just a black thong, moved us both apart. A bell rang, staringly loud, and the referee yelled “Box!”
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​First match
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Jordan and I circled each other, the nervous excitement flowing so strongly through my veins it was all I could do to keep calm and watch my opponent, trying to remember my training.

“Madison,” Jordan said. I just nodded, watching her shoulders, her gloves, her feet, hoping she couldn’t hear my heart pounding even as I started sweating under the hot ring lights. “First match.”

“Yeah.”

“Think you can beat me?”

“Not really,” I blurted. Her eyebrows went up, and I thought I saw her force down a laugh before she attacked, shooting forward at me with a lightning fast right jab at my face. My instincts kicked in, my left arm moving automatically to block the hit. 

Jordan must’ve known exactly what I was going to do as she pulled the punch at the last second, her right glove coming back, the left instead shooting for the opening I’d left in my guard. I saw it coming, but too late to do anything except try and brace myself.

The first hit of the match landed with a loud thwack of leather on skin as her black boxing glove smacked into my cheek. Her jab didn’t have a ton of power behind it, more speed than strength, but it stung just the same, and I swung my own right jab back at her head.

My opponent once again knew exactly what was coming, ducking back just enough for my punch to sail harmlessly past her face, the passing breeze rustling her hair. I had once again left myself open, and Jordan punished me quickly, stepping in and lifting an uppercut into my stomach. 

Unlike her fist hit, this one had plenty of muscle behind it, and I felt the air leaving my lungs with a wet gasp. I had to step back, wheezing, hoping to buy myself a second to catch my breath. I didn’t get it as Jordan came right after me.

“Oh, that’s not gonna cut it in this league,” my opponent grinned, hooking a hard right around my arms, her glove smashing into my ribs. I reeled backwards, Jordan chasing me, hammering my ribs and sides with hard hooks.
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