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I had been a seasoned traveller for a long old time. Vacationing had always been like my little escape from the drudgery of every day life, you know, like work and having to deal with the daily stresses that every adult has to endure. Bills, taxes, responsibilities that seem to creep up and mount, however much you try to get on top of things. It seemed my entire, adult life had been saturated by constant political crap, as well as the dire state of the economy, which seemed to get worse with each passing year. On top of that, the whole way the world was shifting in recent times, with social media and the like, just didn’t sit well with me. I didn’t care about doing things for ‘likes’. I actually preferred to get out there and experience things for real. Over the past few years, all the stresses of life had come at me in waves, and every day seemed to be a whole new reason to get depressed. Which is why, once each year, I’d take a few weeks off and go somewhere to just chill out. Something away from the bullshit of my mundane, daily life. I’d save up throughout the year just for this one adventure, and it had become a real highlight for me, making the daily grind somewhat bearable.
I’d always go on the trip alone. I mean, I’d had a few girlfriends over the years, but was kind of a lone wolf, and I preferred to arrange my own itinerary without anyone else disrupting my plans. I’d started off travelling a little around Central and South America, particularly the Caribbean Islands, as it was convenient with its close proximity to the States. However, more recently, I’d been opting for Southeast Asian countries. Things were just a hell of a lot cheaper over there, and there was nothing better than chilling on one of their tranquil beaches, hot sand between your toes, the blue sea out ahead with an ice-cool beer in your hand. The locals depended on the tourism for their economy, so they always went above and beyond to treat you well. On top of that, the women were something else, and I found I received the kind of attention from them that I could never hope for back home. Perhaps it was because they were desperate for money and wanted to escape their own, third-world country so much, but whatever it was, I wasn’t complaining; I felt like a king whenever I stepped foot into one of their bars. Another positive was the fact that I didn’t have to endure the usual bullshit that women seemed to adore throwing at you during a relationship. Once my travel was over, I could leave the women behind and get back to my life without any of the usual hang-ups.

However, in all of my travels around Asia, despite having already visited Malaysia, Singapore, Cambodia, Vietnam and Laos, I’d never actually been to Thailand before. The Land of Smiles had been on my bucket list for a long time and it always felt like it needed a whole vacation to itself. I’d thought about tacking it onto one of the other trips in the past, but that didn’t sit well, like I’d be doing it an injustice. This year, after saving every cent I could spare, I’d finally been able to make the trip. I’d planned everything out to a precision level, and made sure that I was going to get a real sense of the country, particularly the attractions on offer, and most notably, the beaches and hot weather.

After a gruelling flight, upon arrival, I was excited to experience the culture and spicy cuisine, but most of all, I was desperate to get a load of the women over there. I’d heard such good things about Thai women over the years, and how much they had a thing for foreigners. Apparently, it didn’t matter if you were a bit older, balding and a little overweight, because these women could see past that. They were interested in being taken care of, and in return, they’d take care of you. That was a fair trade as far as I was concerned.

Lugging my trusty rucksack, I stepped out of the airport excited for a month of adventure. After much research, I’d planned the trip out so that I would start off in the south, kicking around between places like Phuket and Krabi. You know the sort, with crystal blue water and white sandy beaches. I spent the first week just chilling on the coast, though occasionally taking a boat trip over to one of the islands. There was a lot to do in terms of snorkelling, banana boats and all that malarkey, as well as enjoying an ice-cold beer while watching those giant lizards walk by with their slithering tongues. I took a canoe trip through the mangroves and fed fruit to the monkeys along the shore cliffs. I tried rum with sugar cane, squeezed right there by hand. I even got a bit toked up, considering cannabis shops were practically everywhere. After a few days of total relaxation, I knew the Thai way of life was definitely for me.

Similarly, my nights were spent partying it up till the break of dawn beneath the moonlight, while slurping cocktails from the infamous fish bowls. As expected, much interest was received from the local Thai women, and I knew I’d made the right choice in my holiday destination. I was even considering the idea of one day retiring to Thailand, since the place just had so much to offer me and all of the expats that were settled there kept talking it up. Though, for the time being, I was just enjoying every second of my vacation and living for the moment.

Gradually, as the days went by, I worked my way up along the coast. The first stop was Koh Samui, which had a similar feel to Phuket, if I was truthful. Therefore, I moved onto Koh Lao, which honestly, was a bit crazy. On the very first night, I’d got a bit too tanked up on Pina Coladas and driven my moped into a ditch. A few bruises later and all was good, but it was a bit of a reality check about how fragile my body actually was. I’d always been a gym rat, and had enjoyed a few successful years as an amateur boxer. I prided myself on my strength and stamina, but at the end of the day, I was just meat and bones. After grazing myself right up, I promised never to fuck around with a Thai motorcycle again, reining my adventurous side in and opting for more relaxed activities from then on.

Up the coast I continued, visiting Hua Hin for a few days, but finding it was pretty much filled with white pensioners that had come over for a bit of pussy. I mean, it was chilled, but I actually felt like kind of a pervert. Heading out to the bars just didn’t have the same feel for me when I was surrounded by old, fat, white-haired men. That was the exact reason why I’d decided not to head to Pattaya, as I’d heard it was basically just filled with sex-starved foreigners that couldn’t get any women back home. I mean, I was interested in getting laid, but I just felt uneasy while surrounded by a load of guys trying to do the same thing. I preferred to remain off the beaten path where I was considered a gem amongst the coal. Where the women would recognise my value and put effort into wooing me. When there was a load of other foreigners available, the women were less enthused and didn’t put in the effort. That’s how my experiences had gone in Malaysia and Vietnam, so I’d decided to avoid the main foreigner-laden sexual hubs in Thailand. I mean, there were beautiful women everywhere, even out in the obscure fringe villages, so I knew I was getting my dick sticky whatever happened. Hua Hin turned out to be fruitful in that department, with a couple of massage girls offering some extra services for very reasonable prices. The countless hours overtime I’d worked throughout the year was definitely spent well.

Eventually, I had left the Thai beach cities and headed towards the capital for the finality of my trip. I had always wanted to visit Bangkok, the city known for its bustling street life and delicious food. Despite loving to chill on the beaches, I was actually beyond excited to explore all that Bangkok had to offer for a single guy like myself. I’d heard that the air was filthy as shit, but the street life was something that couldn’t be compared to any other city on the planet. This was exactly the kind of thing I was into. Going down narrow alleys and finding hidden gems that no one else knew of, and then keeping it to myself, not taking a million photos and posting all over the internet.

Once I reached Bangkok, after a horrific bus journey where I thought we were going to die a number of times, the Thai roads being infamous for crashes, I disembarked and took a deep breath. Immediately, I felt like I was about to cough and splurge my guts up; the stagnant air confirming my fears of the rampant pollution. The cloudy streets, with the various colours of lights and market sellers, all harassing and trying to peel my money from me, felt like something out of a dystopian movie. Still, I was only planning to stay a couple of days, so it wasn’t like I was going to choke to death or anything.

I quickly learned that the pace was so different in comparison to the coastal cities. There was hardly any of the relaxation, and I was constantly on a taxi bike or cramped on the public trains. The city itself was huge, with all of the things I had planned to see spaced out. I started my first day by visiting the famous Wat Phra Kaew temple. Despite thinking of myself as a bit of an alpha kind of guy, into the beers and women, I was in awe of the intricate details of the temple and the serene atmosphere within its walls. I gifted a few baht to a monk, who in turn blessed me, and after paying my respects, I ventured out into the bustling streets, sampling some of the cheap market food.

Next, I took a scenic boat tour of the city, gliding down the Chao Phraya River and taking in the magnificent views of the city's skyline. As the sun began to set, I made my way to the famous Khao San Road to experience the vibrant nightlife. The street was teeming with street vendors selling all sorts of delicious food and drinks, and the energy was electric, just having this young and free feel to it. I even tried a Thai rice whiskey, which had been made by the very guy selling it on the street. It burned like fuck on the way down my throat, but I was buzzing for the rest of the night.

Finally, I ended my trip with a visit to the Grand Palace and Wat Arun, two stunning temples that left me in awe, and for once, I felt like I’d really appreciated the culture of a place, rather than just getting wasted and spending most of my time at bars. By that point, I was done, feeling like I’d pretty much done everything I set out to do. I took a final tuk-tuk ride through the city on the way back to my hotel, experiencing the chaotic yet thrilling streets of Bangkok one more time, taking in the bright lights of the city while dreading my return to work.

I was just about to reach the final block before my hotel, when I noticed a ruckus going on in the streets; a collective crowd gathered up outside some kind of arena. I tapped the driver on the shoulder and asked him to slow down, before fishing a couple of notes out, which he greedily accepted.

There were a few other foreign tourists, bustling up amongst the locals, and it looked like they were lining up at some kind of ticket booth. Already I was starting to feel the excitement of experiencing something new. Something impromptu and unplanned which I hadn’t been expecting. That was part of the fun of exploring a foreign city, where you’d often find hidden wonders buried away in the places you least expected. The fact I’d thought my trip was over and that I was about to head to sleep for the final time only made the discovery all the better. My flight wasn’t until mid-afternoon the next day, so I had a few hours to sneak in a final bit of fun.

“Hey buddy,” I asked one of the foreigners, who was taking a swig from a local beer. He was wearing a pair of those baggy, loose-fitting pants with the elephants on, the kind that most of the tourists donned to save their ankles from the mosquitos and because they thought it made them look cool. The kind of trinket I’d never be caught dead in because I wasn’t that sort of idiot. “What’s going on here then?”

“It’s the boxing,” he said. “There’s a couple of fights going on tonight, bud. Can see the whole lot for a couple of hundred baht.”

“What, like proper boxing?” That certainly sounded interesting, especially being a boxer myself. I’d fought in a lot of amateur fights in the past, and though it had been a while, it was the sort of training that you never forgot. That’s part of the reason I had no qualms getting tanked up in cities around the world, because I always knew I could handle myself.

He turned and squinted at me. “Muay Thai boxing, obviously.”

“What’s the difference?” I shrugged. “Boxing is boxing, buddy. You throw punches at each other and that’s it.”

“Nah, it’s way more brutal,” he said. “Really kick the shit out of each other. I’ve seen a couple of fights before. They sometimes even had kids doing it. I saw one match where a boy had his arm broken with the first kick.” He wiped his beard off after another swig from his beer. “He just walked out of the ring without making a sound. Kid didn’t cry or anything.”

“Sounds a bit hard to believe,” I said, figuring he was just embellishing shit. “I’ve been a bit of a boxer myself in the past, and I’m not into any of this kicking nonsense. If you need to kick, it just shows you’re too much of a pussy to use your hands.” I got into the fighting position, throwing a couple of jabs, still pruned in the technique I’d picked up all those years ago. “A perfectly executed punch is going to knock one of these guy’s heads right off. You know, they used to call me Put—”

“Right,” the guy said, then he kind of shook his head and looked back towards the ticket booth. His girlfriend leant in and whispered in his ear, and the next thing the guy was rolling his eyes and scoffing in my direction. I was about to say something else, but they’d already bought their tickets and headed inside.

“Whatever,” I mumbled, and I checked my wallet for how much baht I had left over.

Most of the people around seemed to be locals, and from the amount buying tickets, it was apparent that this Muay Thai bullshit was quite popular. In my initial research it had been recommended, but after a quick look on Google at a photo of a fighter, I’d figured it was some featherweight shit. It may have been popular for the Thais, but for a big guy like me, it was comparable to thumb war. It was probably as popular here as cricket was in India, or rugby in New Zealand, or ice hockey in Canada, all of which were completely shit sports. I mean, for some reason, only the States were interested in sports that were decent, like football, basketball, baseball and, of course, boxing. It was no surprise that all of the biggest, most-watched boxing matches took place in Vegas. Fighters around the world would fly over to go up against the American belt holders, desperate for a piece of the extravagant purse. That was a real match-up, none of this crap with people paying a buck to see a shitty match on some random Bangkok corner. A match where the fighters had to use their feet because they were useless with their fists.

Still, I was here, wasn’t I, so I figured, why not? What else was I planning to do on my last night? Go for an early sleep? I may as hell hang out for a bit and try something new. So, I bought a ticket and made my way into the stadium, filled with a kind of muted expectation. As I’d said, I’d been a bit of a boxer myself, and over the years I’d watched a bit of MMA too and especially the UFC. I was really into the whole Conor McGregor style of fighting, you know, where he just stood up and dished out the punishment, pummelling his opponent with his fists. Whenever one of those pussies would start swinging kicks at him, or trying to grapple on the floor, it would just demonstrate to me that they couldn’t compete with his punching power. It was almost like resorting to kicking was an admittance that you were out of your depth, and it’s why I’d always stuck to straight-up boxing for my own exercise. Two guys, going to head to head, and battering the fuck out of each other with their fists was the definitive example of male competition.

Still, I was here to experience the culture and try something new, wasn’t I? So, since it didn’t cost a lot, I wasn’t bothered about wasting an hour or so. The stadium turned out to be more of an open-air market square, with a decaying ring at its centre and swarms of plastic chairs for the spectators. Some of the ring ropes were even taped up with duct tape which made me snigger.

There was already a match underway as I scooted through the crowd to my seat, and as I settled down, I realised that I’d been completely duped. It was a fucking women’s match! There were no real, male fighters in sight, and even the ones warming up were women too. Over the years, I’d watched some of the female boxing and UFC fights while channel hopping, which was honestly a waste of time, serving up as entertainment comparable to the WWE rather than genuine combat. So, as I sat there, I figured this was going to be as entertaining as the ladyboy shows on offer. I looked on in bemusement as one of the women screeched as she sent an aimless kick towards her opponent, missing the target by about a foot. A load of the Thai audience clapped and cheered, apparently celebrating her failure. I looked around with a raised eyebrow, wondering what the hell they were so excited about?

“What the fuck is shit?” I said, while flicking my hand towards the ring. “It’s women fighting?” I looked around aghast, though as most of the audience were Thai, they clearly didn’t understand what I was saying. Strangely, they seemed so into it, and I watched in confusion as a few of them threw phantom punches and imitated kicks from their seats as a mimicry of the ongoing action.

That caused me to guffaw, and I imagined doing the same thing while watching the women’s UFC back at home, parading around in front of my television and acting the fool. Shadow boxing with some ‘professional’ female fighter that I could have knocked out with my eyes closed.

I was thinking about leaving, since it was a waste of time, but since I’d already paid, I figured I may as well stay for a while: I could be pretty stubborn when it came to getting my money’s worth. I must admit, I was a bit sceptical at first, but I was curious to see what these women could do in the ring because it honestly seemed like too much of a joke. I mean, it had to get better, didn’t it? I’d been expecting to witness two guys kicking the shit out of each other, but it seemed I was in for an even better performance as I noticed one of the women’s clearly enhanced breasts squished into her sports bra. With them jiggling all over the ring, and probably pulling each other’s’ hair, there was a good chance I was going to see some boobs popping out or the like. That was enough to keep my attention, and immediately, it became more about the women up there putting on a show for me, rather than me actually caring about the pretend boxing they were doing.

Some guy rolled up next to me with an ice bucket with a load of beers in, so I duly purchased one and took a couple of swigs, rolling my eyes at the clown performance going on. I even wolf-whistled the fighters a couple of times, yelling for them to get their tits out for the boys, though, they didn’t react as they obviously couldn’t speak English.

Anyway, eventually one of the women got dazed by a soft kick to the face, and the fight was over before I’d even had a chance to finish my beer. “Is that it?” I asked, while looking around bemused, while everyone else was clapping. “She barely touched her?” My face was shrivelled up in disbelief. “A little kick to the fact like that and she’s throwing in the towel?”

Just like that, two other women entered the ring, and after a load of palaver where some stupid band was playing music at ringside, the next fight got underway. These two seemed a bit more experienced, and I was immediately struck by the style compared to how a proper male boxing match would begin. The women were fast and more agile, and their movements were graceful, yet surprisingly, as pained as I was to admit, evidently powerful, especially in their kicks. I found myself transfixed by the technique and control on show, and at times even nodded my head with approval while taking a slurp of my beer. I mean, they couldn’t compare to men, of course, but it was entertaining in its own right. It was almost comparable to watching two cocks having a fight, where they were dancing around the little ring and flicking kicks at each other; that being, they were deadly against each other, but if they were up against a man, there was obviously only going to be one winner. It was akin to going to the movies, rather than being at a genuine fight, so I looked on with that mindset, only feeling like I was missing some popcorn.

Yet, despite rolling my eyes during the first round, and guffawing to myself whenever one of the women slapped the bottom of their foot into the other’s face, I found myself become more and more impressed, despite my best intentions. Occasionally, one of them would twist and let fly with a kick that left a rocking slap, and I noticed they were consistently throwing elbows. Such a thing seemed quite cheap to me, being completely outlawed within the rules of boxing, but it appeared devastatingly affective, especially when one of the women almost had her jaw broken.

I was just about to call for another beer, when the one girl was knocked out cold when her opponent delivered a brutal combo, striking her with an elbow across the chin and then pouncing when she was dazed: a shithouse of a thudding heel to the face being enough to send the loser tumbling backwards. “Wow,” I muttered with a chuckle. “That’s got to suck. Slapped to sleep with the bottom of a foot.” I looked around cackling to myself, but none of the locals seemed interested in what I had to say. Instead, they were already gearing up for the next fight.

As each fight went on, I paid close attention to their feet and was surprised at how lethal they were with their kicks. They were quick and precise, and their accuracy was impressive; a number of women being knocked out with foot-slaps to the face. It sounded ridiculous to even consider such a thing, but again, and again, I watched women defeated by a foot shoved right on their noses. Their kicks had a snap and speed that was devastating, but as a result, it seemed almost unsporting? Most of it seemed to be about catching the opponent by surprise, and there was none of the combinations that usually occurred in boxing, where over time, you’d gradually get to grips with your opponent’s style and moves before springing a trap. How you’d bait a guy in with a dip of your shoulder, before letting fly with a strong right hand of blistering power. The Muay Thai strategy seemed to be relentlessly prodding your opponent with a sweaty foot until they eventually got overwhelmed and gave in.

But then, just as I was about to roll my eyes at another aimless flinging of a leg, one of the women twisted, and my mouth hung open as she landed a kick across her opponent’s face of such ferocity that it almost knocked the stunned girl back to the dinosaur age. Instantly, her cheek appeared to swell up, and that seemed to spring the fight to life. Suddenly, I was cheering as much as the locals as they were kicking the shit out of each other in a way I’d never seen women do before. It wasn’t a proper sport, but more like watching two drunks going at it in the street. You knew it was wrong, but you just couldn’t help but stand by and watch, curious about how things were going to turn out.

As I chugged my beer, I was taken aback by a clusterfuck of flying limbs in the ring. The strikes and kicks were unyielding, and I found myself wincing at the impact whenever one of their cheeks were pelted with a precisely aimed smack of a foot. Despite being small and weak women, the fighters were solid in their attack, and I couldn't believe how brutal the sport actually was. It was dirty, and desperate, almost like they were fighting for their lives, and much to my surprise, I kinda liked it. I mean, not like boxing, but, kind of tolerable in the same way I liked video games or watching a horror movie. Besides, it was definitely better than whenever those joke women ended up in the octogen, trying to resist pulling each other’s hair.

As the night went on, I watched several more fights, each one more intense than the last, all while I lazed back and enjoyed some beers. I witnessed fighters get knocked down, only to get back up and continue the fight, despite their faces being evidently fucked up. I saw blood, sweat, and tears, but I also saw incredible skill and, somewhat admirably, heart. Despite the brutality of the sport, I found myself captivated by it in a most obscure way. Each woman seemed to use a jab-like motion of their kicks, slapping the bottom of their foot into the opponent’s face and pushing them away. Each time it occurred, I’d hear a collective groan from the audience, and I’d dart my eyes around to see a number of Thai faces, contorted in expressions of cringed disgust. One woman in particular got slapped in the face so many times with her opponent’s foot, that she had a kind of reddened footprint appearing on her forehead. That made me laugh, and once again, I realised this sort of fighting, despite the brutality, was more of a comedy act than a genuine battle. It wasn’t a competition, it was a show. I mean, it had looked brutal, when considering they were women, but I was laughing while imagining some small, Thai fighter trying to slap me in the face with his foot. It would be lights out for him the first time they tried that shit.

As a result, I was still kind of cynical about the whole thing. I mean, the Thai women fighters were certainly ripped, but they weren’t comparable to a beefcake such as Mike Tyson. I was already imagining them going up against a fully trained boxer, like a powerful, American woman, with a physique specifically nurtured to pack punching power. Their kicks, as brutal as they were against a similarly sized girl, would probably bounce off a trained boxer, and their small, toned frames, would likely be unable to handle a relentless combo of body and head punches. So, while I watched with a certain level of being impressed, I was also there with bemusement. I mean, it was like watching the featherweights go at it, knowing I could step in the ring at any time, and despite their training, my superior size and strength would just overwhelm them. Even after a couple of beers, I knew I could go up against one of these fighters and knock some sense into her within seconds, because women just couldn’t take a man on head to head. It was like women’s fighting was irrelevant and a waste of time.

One fight went a number of rounds, and the girls were still tip-toeing around and flicking kicks at each other. But then, after the fifth round, the fight was over and one girl was announced as the winner. “What the hell was that?” I shouted out, feeling like it had ended way too early since neither had taken a beating. “Is that all they fight for, what was that, a couple of rounds?” I flicked my hand up in disgust. “This is as weak as the UFC.” I shook my head and took another slurp of my beer. “Boxing goes the full twelve.” I leant to the Thai guy next to me, some old man that was stroking his beard. “You should see a proper boxing match, buddy. That’s a real fight.” He squinted and seemed annoyed that I was speaking to him at all, the ignorant fool, clearly not appreciating the education about real fighting I was giving him. I was knowledgeable in that area, after all. I usually knocked my opponent out within the first round, and sometimes, if they were particularly skilled, it would stretch on to round two or three. However, I’d never gone beyond the fourth round, and frankly, I’d have been embarrassed if I’d ever let things go that far. But that was besides the point, because officially, boxing went the full twelve, so it was way more physically exhausting than this clown act going on.

“That’s cause Muay Thai is more physically enduring,” a youngish, female voice said from behind me. I turned around bemused, as the accent sounded clear, to see that there was a young, white girl sat in the row behind. I blinked and did a double-take as she must have arrived after I’d already been seated. “It’s not just using ya arms. Ya have to use ya whole body, and ya brains...if ya have any, that is,” she added, and then she rolled her eyes and took a sip of the pink lemonade or whatever she was drinking.

Despite the total shit coming out of her mouth, I was more interested in the fact that she was a downright looker, and since she was the one that had initiated the conversation, I felt empowered to continue it. “Oh yeah, what do you know about it?” It was going to be so damn satisfying when I demonstrated all the ways that she didn’t actually know what she was talking about. I loved it when these foolish, stuck-up women came to Asia and thought they knew everything. Obviously, boxing was my domain, and she was about to learn quickly that she had no clue what she was talking about.

She looked momentarily annoyed, before she glanced back towards me from the ring and squinted. “I’ve been taking a Muay Thai course for the past months,” she said. “I’m starting to know quite a bit about it actually.”

She looked like a total wire of a girl, as if she barely had any meat on her bones, so it was hilarious to listen to her spout a load of bullshit as if she knew what she was talking about. She was the classic airhead that was studying media, or marketing, or some other stupid, flimsy course along those lines. “No offence, dear,” I said with a smarmy smile. “But you look like you’ve never lifted a dumbbell in your life.”

I expected her to laugh, or at the very least, snap back with some kind of comment in her defence. However, instead, she just tilted her head slightly, offered me a patronising smile, then looked back towards the ring when the next two fighters came out.

“Suit yourself,” I muttered, before turning back to the ring myself and whispering beneath my breath, “Know-it-all cow.” I hated when these stupid white girls travelled around Asia. They were always stuck-up and felt like they were better than everyone else, wearing ridiculous clothes covered in elephants and acting like they were all spiritual and shit. They’d talk down and mock your own travelling experience, because, of course, their adventure was just so much truer and more genuine. But, they were complete hypocrites in everything they did. They’d make a big deal about how Phi Phi Island was overcrowded since that stupid movie about the beach, and how the tranquillity of nature was being ruined. The next day, they’d be photographed while riding an elephant, blissfully unaware of the irony. They were the exact kind of women that annoyed me back home, and part of the reason I came here to get away from them.

I searched for the beer guy again, and noticed he was over by the musicians jamming away on their instruments. To be honest, it was fucking annoying and seemed completely unnecessary. There was some guy playing a kind of flute and another banging a cymbal whenever one of the women landed a kick. It was almost cartoonish and kind of like that canned laughter that always happened on some sitcom that wasn’t actually funny. If anything, it seemed like some mock-attempt to try and make the women’s hits sounds more powerful than they actually were. Though, whereas at first, I found it kind of amusing, gradually, through each passing fight, I was becoming ever increasingly agitated. There was just no end to it, and it was like a dull, humming in the back of my head, like a shitty, never-ending soundtrack to a Hallmark movie. It was almost similar to a spot of tinnitus that you just couldn’t shake. I thought about biting my tongue, but that stupid white girl’s arrogance had really gotten to me Perhaps the beer was starting to take effect, but whatever the reason, I was becoming progressively bothered by the farce I’d paid to witness. 

“Do they ever knock that off?” I asked, while turning back to the girl. “You know, since you’re such an expert about this and all?” I leant slightly back over my chair and gave her a good look up and down. She looked like one of those typical white women that had come to Thailand to ‘find herself’. She had on the standard loose-fitting clothes that barely hung off her figure, like a tight-fitting sports bra or whatever, with a denim jacket worn over the top. As a result, her toned midriff was on show, which immediately caught my attention, especially the belly button piercing with its little blue jewel. Around her waist she had one of those shawls tied off, and though her sandy, brunette hair cascaded over her shoulders, most of it was hidden under one of those annoying pretentious trilby hats or whatever. She was watching the ongoing fight with interest, occasionally pursing her lips and nodding her head whenever one of the kicks landed and left a cracking slap-like sound. I was quite surprised, because usually women are way too girly to like this kind of thing, and would cower behind their hands at the first sign of violence. I mean, she wasn’t like those butch women up in the ring. She was some thin princess-type that probably made guys take her photos hundreds of times until she looked perfect.

Instead of responding with any wit, again, she just rolled her eyes in a most aloof and infuriating way. “It’s part of the experience,” she said dismissively, before looking over my shoulder and watching the fight commence. “Ya should try actually delving into the cultural experience sometimes, mate,” in a recognisably Australian accent. Her eyes flicked to the empty beer bottle in my hand. “There’s more to life than necking coldies.” She grimaced, evidently annoyed that she was having to actually waste her energy in ‘educating’ such an apparent knuckle-dragger like myself, then, she looked off to the random Thai guy at her side, and whispered under her breath, as if he could actually understand her incessant droning, “Strewth, what’s with these pig-headed Americans coming here and criticising everything?”

“What was that?” I asked, suddenly going on the offensive. “You got something to say about me, darling?” I’d encountered enough of these snooty rich girls like this all the time during my travels, and especially around Asia. They were always backed up by their parents’ trust funds, or mooching around while on an extended gap year; living off some sugar daddy’s credit card. Still, they’d completely slum it, staying at hostels, prancing around wearing next to nothing and haggling with a grandpa over the price of a bottle of water. Yet, they’d still talk to you like their shit didn’t stink, and how they were just so superior and knowledgeable. Whenever you shared your own experience, they’d have to one-up you with some random, obscure shit that belittled your own story just that little bit. For instance, if you went to a full moon party, and told everyone excitedly about how great it was, this kind of girl would smile politely, before then having to outdo you. It would be guaranteed, that the day she went to the same party, there would have been a comet in the sky, or a monkey tap-dancing or some shit, just to take away the fact that your tale was fucking awesome in its own right. Hers had to be just that little bit better, so all of the attention would be back on her. I fucking loathed it.

The girl offered me that same smarmy smile again, before raising her cup towards me as if about to toast. “Enjoy the rest of ya night,” she said, and with that, her eyes were locked back on the ring as if I wasn’t worth expending any extra time or energy.

I should have just brushed it off, but something about the look on her face got right under my skin. I was utterly perplexed, and frankly, pissed off that she’d so easily made me feel irrelevant. Like, she’d decided she didn’t want to give me the time of day anymore, and that I should, in response, just know my place and be quiet. I mean, she was the one that had interrupted me in the first place? She was the one that just couldn’t resist airing her stupid opinion like it was gospel. So, she’d played pretend boxer for a few months. Who the fuck cared?

My lips quivered, my tongue anxiously digging into the back of my teeth as I desperately searched for a witty riposte to put her in her place. But, perhaps because of the beer: nothing was coming to my head when I needed it most. As the seconds lingered on, I realised that I was running out of time. I needed to say something smart and fast, yet, my brain had abandoned me. As a result, when her pretty eyes flickered to me again, apparently curious of why I had so easily accepted her shushing of me, I sheepishly turned back towards the ring and pressed my empty beer to my lips; pretending like I was thirsty and wasn’t actually speechless. From behind, I swear I heard a snooty little snigger, and that only left me sinking into my seat and feeling annoyed at myself for allowing her to have the last word.

I kept quiet for the remainder of the next fight, avoiding shouting anything out in case that stupid bitch behind me had anything to say. Instead, I just kind of hunkered down, watching the foot-slapping continue in the ring from one fight to the next. Whenever something particularly ridiculous happened, I had the urge to shout something out, just to highlight how ludicrous it was, but I didn’t want that girl sticking her beak in again. I didn’t want her rolling her eyes at me or trying to make me feel worthless, the way that girls like her always did. At one point, one fighter had another pinned in the corner and smacked her in the face with her foot about ten times. She flailed around, desperate to escape, but kept getting shoved back with a foot in her face. It was hilariously humiliating, and I don’t know how anyone could hold their head high after undergoing such an embarrassing beating. Yet, she did so, and I looked on bewildered by the fact she hadn’t slinked away from the ring in shame. Nevertheless, I lightly clapped along with everyone else, apprehensive about airing my genuine thoughts. It was embarrassing to be so unnerved by the senseless opinions of the vapid, dimwit behind me, but still, there had just been something destructive to my confidence in the way she had so effortlessly dismissed me. It was like I’d been rejected by a pretty girl, the way it tended to happen back home.

Eventually, I realised I needed to take a leak and I scooted away to relieve myself. Once I’d wrestled with the disgusting hole in the floor they called a lavatory, I headed back into the main area and noticed that there was actually a make-shift bar in the corner, which I’d earlier missed. Feeling like I needed another beer to get over the disrespect I’d received from that wench earlier, I headed over, but then I paused as I noticed her, the very same annoying white girl from earlier that I was trying to avoid. She’d bloody got there before me! She was leant up against the bar, and I thought about just quietly returning to my seat. However, I’d already let her make me feel stupid once, and I wasn’t letting her seize the bar too. Feeling a little tipsy, I was overcome with resentment at the way she’d spoken to me earlier and I was champing at the bit for vengeance. She’d made me look like a fool, and I was still cursing myself that no witty retort had come to mind. I mean, most of the crowd probably couldn’t even understand what she’d said, but still, the two of us knew what had happened. I’d seen the recognition of victory in her blue eyes, and I felt like I’d lost face when she’d so dismissively quietened me down. Maybe I didn’t know a lot about Thai culture, but I certainly knew what a big deal it was to lose face. I’d been caught off-guard earlier, but I couldn’t let her get away with it, and I needed to redeem myself.

“Hey,” I said, while bustling up next to her. “What’s your knowledgeable opinion on that last fight then?” I tried to make it sound like I was genuinely interested, and impressed by her smarts, but I obviously delivered the question laced with sarcasm. “I’m all ears.”

The girl looked over at me, seeming mildly annoyed once again, and I realised that the same Thai guy from earlier was at her side. He was short, but pretty well built, but regardless, it wasn’t so common to see a foreign girl dating a Thai guy. I mean, Thai women were all over the foreign men, but the local guys didn’t seem to have as much luck. “Don’t be a drongo, mate,” she said with a huff. “I thought I’d already dealt with ya earlier when ya slinked off to the dunny.” She nodded towards the bar. “Get ya’self a coldie and then piss off somewhere else.”

“Bloody hell,” I said, somewhat offended and startled by the hostility. For a second, I felt incredibly uneasy, like I’d made a mistake approaching her again. Still, perhaps I was a glutton for punishment, but my pride just couldn’t let this stand. “How exactly did you deal with me then? I seemed to have missed that.” I signalled towards the bar for a beer, and when one was slid my way, I took a swig, loading up on liquid courage, before continuing.  “It’s all a bit silly, isn’t it?” I said with a scoff, gesturing towards the ring with a sway of my bottle; beer spilling from the top. I then gave her a make-shift toast. “Congratulations on being such an expert in a crappy sport. I’m sure your parents back at the mansion are immensely proud that you’ve become such a seasoned egghead of Asian performance comedy.” I rolled my eyes and took a huge gulp of frothy beer.

The girl narrowed her eyes, momentarily blighting the pretty, relaxed features of her face. “What do ya mean?” she asked in a tired and impatient tone. 

I couldn’t help but grin at having shut up with the smart comments. “Well, it’s just, you know, it’s not like real boxing, is it?” I gestured towards the ring again. “I mean, look at it. Two little girls dancing around and swinging quicks at each other like they’re ballerinas or something. It makes a mockery of real combat.” Right at that moment, one of the Thai women shoved the bottom of her foot straight into her opponent’s face, causing the other girl to stumble backwards slightly. It was akin to two women fighting with handbags in the street. “See, I mean, what the hell was that? She kicks her in the face, and she’s still standing? There’s no power in it.” Even though I’d witnessed some pretty thunderous kicks throughout the evening, I was trying to make a point and prove this girl wrong. “If I’d have freely landed a punch on someone like that, they would have been seeing stars.” I took a slurp from my bottle, before looking around at the crowd, most captivated by the show and hollering. “I get that it’s a tourist attraction, but it’s a bit of a reach to call this boxing.” I then glanced at her and grimaced. “Why are you even wasting your time here? I thought a girl like you would be taking photos on a beach for your profile or whatever.”

“Well, I was supposed to be fighting tonight,” she said, clearly unimpressed by everything I’d been educating her with. “But my opponent broke her wrist in training yesterday, so they had to call it off.”

I blinked slightly, before looking her up and down. “You?” I blinked again. “You were supposed to be fighting”—I flicked my head towards the ring—“up there? Tonight?”

She nodded her head, very slowly, and almost sarcastically. “That’s right, mate. Up there.” She pointed towards the ring with a finger sporting a load of fresh polish. She had one of those pretentious bead-like bracelets hanging from her tanned wrist, the kind you picked up from the Thai beaches for a couple of baht. “It was gonna be my first fight.” She sighed heavily, before taking another sip through the straw of her drink. “Too bad it’s not happening now. I was looking forward to testing my skills for real.”

I almost did a double-take, looking down and noting that she was wearing a pair of flip flops at the end of her skinny legs. They were so slight and like that of a chicken, that she barely looked like she could support her own weight. Not only that, but her entire physique and bodily shape was slender and gaunt. She looked like the typical Aussie tourist that came over and lived off nothing but cocktails and ice cream. A wannabe model that was popular in her own head.

The guy suddenly spoke up, coming to life as if someone had just cast a spell on a mannequin. “Grace is best student,” he said, in a notable Thai accent. “She train for many month, and I confident she win.”

I lingered on him for a second, before I turned to her in disbelief. “Grace, huh?” I wrinkled my nose. It was a suitably annoying name for an irritating bitch. “You’ve been training for months?” I rolled my eyes up and down her again, communicating that I wasn’t at all convinced. “I thought you were joking when you said that earlier.” Since she’d raised the topic about fighting, I felt comfortable to offer an honest critique from my expert knowledge. “You’re so skinny and weak though. What you been training in? Dancing or something? You been doing the limbo on the beaches?”

“She give power kick,” the Thai guy said. He smacked his fist into the palm of his other hand with a crack. “All Muay Thai have power kick. Knock you from feet.” He lifted a foot, and thrust it out straight. “It all technique.” He suddenly poked me in the shoulder. “You come train, mister. You learn fight the Thai way. I teach you the power kick.”

I rolled my eyes again and blew a raspberry. “Kicking is for pussies.” I clenched my hand into a fist. “Kicking is for people who don’t know how to throw a punch.” I swung my arm about in the motion, before pressing my knuckles softly up against Grace’s chiselled cheek. “One punch right here and you’ll be seeing stars, honey.” I looked towards the Thai. “Same goes for you, champ.”

Grace abruptly slapped my hand away from her face.

“Hey,” the guy said. “You no touch woman.”

“I thought she was some superstar boxer? Anyway, I’ll do whatever the hell I want,” I said, standing to my full height and towering over the miniscule guy. “There’s literally no one in this shithole that could take me on.”

The Thai guy was about to do something, when Grace pulled him back by the shoulder. “It’s okay, Prang. I reckon he’s just skulled too many of them tinnies there.” Her eyes looked me up and down. “He looks like he spends too much time in bars and not enough in gyms.”

“Get out,” I said, flapping a hand at them both. “You don’t know what you’re talking about. Stupid little bitch comes to Asia and thinks she’s an expert in martial arts suddenly.” The beer was already talking for me, and my lips had become decidedly loose. “You’re the classic bimbo. Strutting around, wearing next to nothing, thinking you’re one with the spiritual world and all that shit. Well, guess what? You can learn this stupid pretend Thai boxing for the next ten years, and I’ll still knock you out with a flick of my wrist. You know why? Because you’re a weak, little woman.”

“Well, fuck me dead,” she said, while forcibly slamming her glass down on the bar. “I could beat ya ass right now in front of everyone.” She placed the palm of her hand against my chest and pushed me away. “Rack off, mate, ya bloody legless galah.”

“What?” I said with an awkward, uncomfortable chuckle. I flicked my eyes to the Thai guy, and he seemed completely unmoved by her proclamation. I had to look her up and down again, and could barely believe she had the audacity to talk such crap. I mean, I knew these Australian girls were up themselves and always felt like they were right about everything, but actually thinking she could outbox a guy like me was verging on some delusional mental illness. Clearly, that little training camp had gone straight to her head. “Look at that size on you, and you’re a woman.” I awkwardly took a sip from my drink. “Don’t make me laugh.” The more she opened her mouth, the more I realised she was straight from the outback or something. She probably rode around on kangaroos and kept koalas as pets.

This time it was her turn to look me up and down. “I could kick ya ass right now. I bet ya slow as piss.” She poked me in the bicep. “There’s not even any muscle there. Ya are nothing but flab, mate.”

“Get out,” I said. “Stop talking so stupid.”

She then turned back towards the Thai guy, and she leant in to whisper in his ear. He narrowed his eyes and seemed a bit confused, but after a reassuring nod from Grace, he walked off to talk to someone else.

“Where’s he going?” I asked nervously.

“To make a request.”

“Request? What kind of request?”

“After the official fights, they usually let a couple of foreigners get up and spar with some of the fighters. He’s going to ask if we can just fight instead.” She widened her eyes slightly, and wiggled her eyebrows. “The two of us.”

I almost spat my beer out. “I’m not fighting you,” I said, chuckling nervously while wiping my mouth. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Why not?” she asked without faltering from her intense stare. “Ya afraid or something, mate?”

I scoffed, and I couldn’t believe this skinny little hippie was even suggesting she’d stand a chance against me. She was one of those girls that got her hair braided on the beach or swung by a fancy café just so she could get a photo. The kind of moron that cared more about posting a picture of her coffee than actually drinking it. I was fairly confident that she’d been documenting her entire trip online, obsessed with the amount of likes she was getting.

There was nothing about her that communicated combat or being able to take care of herself, so to me, she was just another idiotic backpacker that was out of her depth. She probably spent the nights on the beach, sat around a campfire, wearing that stupid trilby, and struggling to play the guitar. “This is so stupid. You honestly think I’m going to up in there”—I gesticulated towards the ring while the two women were still kicking the shit out of each other—“and beat up some little girl? What the hell is in that for me? Everyone will think I’m a jackass for making mincemeat of you.”

“Well, I already think that, and, I’m about to kick ya ass for it.”

“Whatever,” I said, and I finished up the remainder of my beer.

I was just about to leave, when the Thai guy came back over and nodded. “You two fight,” he said, while pointing at me. “You fight in ring. Man fight woman. I get the permission.”

“What?” I asked, in complete astonishment. I glanced towards the ring, and I could barely comprehend the idea of actually being up there and fighting Grace, of all people. It just sounded completely ridiculous, and as I looked around the amount of people sat in the crowd watching, the thought became ever more implausible. “I’m not doing that,” I said dismissively. I then adjusted my position so I was stood to my full height again. “I’ll fight you,” I said to him, and then I looked over his shoulder towards one of the professional women Muay Thai fighters that were currently kicking the hell out of her opponent. “Hell, I’d even fight her, since she looks like she actually knows what she’s doing.” I then grimaced and rolled my eyes at Grace. “But there’s no way in hell I’ll be fighting her. I’m not going to jail for killing this stupid bitch.” I’d heard all sorts about Thai prisons and how they were a fate worse than death. “Look at her, she’s as threatening as a piece of fluff.”

Grace narrowed her eyes. “Ya know I spar with guys all the time? It’s really not that big a deal.”

“Whatever.”

“You both sign paper,” the Thai guy said without even stuttering. “She no go jail if you die.”

“I don’t even care—” My words then caught in my mouth and I squinted at him. “Wait, what? You’re worried that she’s going to kill me?” My eyes shot between the two of them. “Now I know you’re both just messing with me.” I looked around and nervously chuckled to myself. “Where’s the hidden cameras? This is obviously a wind-up.”

Grace crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow, all while casually tapping her flip-flopped foot. “Sounds like this mongrel is afraid.” She cocked her afraid. “Are ya afraid of fighting...what did ya call me? A weak, little woman?”

“No,” I almost spat back. “It’s just...it’s not a fair match up, is it? I’d feel bad—”

“Ya right,” she said, while dropping her arms. “It’s not a fair match, cause I’ve had training.” She leant forward and stabbed me in the chest with her finger. “Whereas ya haven’t, but, since ya so confident, I’m going to teach ya a lesson anyway, because I’m sick of the piss ya have been spouting all night. Thai culture should be respected, and ya over here mocking it.”

“Respected?” I asked in astonishment. “How is you coming here and appropriating their culture for yourself: respecting it? You’re acting like a white knight for them, just because I’m being honest.”

Grace looked away from me towards Prang, then she made a show of extravagantly yawning while patting her mouth. “I think he’s scared.”

Prang laughed along with her. “Yes, he chicken.”

“I’ve had enough of this,” I said, and I was already turning away when Grace started obnoxiously flapping her elbows around and making stupid chicken sounds. “Oh, grow up,” I said. “That shit isn’t going to work on me.”

“Cluck, cluck,” she said. “Someone is afraid.”

“Chicken,” Prang said. “Cluck, cluck.”

“That’s not going to work,” I said. “I’m not being baited by our childish games.”

Grace’s expression soured in disappointment for a second, before her eyes widened with mischief. “Well, how about a wager then, mate?” she asked, her entire demeanour shifting. “What if there’s something in it for ya? Ya know, since ya too afraid to fight me straight up. What if I sweeten the deal?”

With that, I paused slightly. “Why do you care so much anyway?”

“Because I loathe guys like ya and I want to see ya eating ya own words. Look at ya, ya talk a big game, but when it comes time to put ya dollars where ya mouth is, ya suddenly gassing and making excuses.” She licked her lips playfully. “So, how about this? I’m so confident I’m going to kick ya ass, that if in some unlikely possibility I do actually lose: I’ll give ya a blowie. How do ya like the sound of that?” She formed her juicy lips into a circular shape, then thrust towards her face with her clenched fist, inflating the inside of her cheek with her tongue. “A nice, sloppy blowie. Ya in?”

It took me a second to compute what she’d actually said, and then my jaw-dropped. My eyes were locked on her mouth as she licked her lips, and simply imagining my rock-hard cock slipping into that warm, moist, bitchy mouth of hers was way too irresistible an offer. I mean, she was annoying, but she was certainly a looker, and it would be such an ego rush to have her slobbering all over my cock after all the shit she’d been talking. I constantly looked at girls like her with resentment, and it would be so damn satisfying to shut her up and blow my load down her throat. But then, I blinked, and sniggered to myself, knowing that this was all to good to be true. “You’re chatting shit,” I said. “There’s no way in hell you’ll suck me off after I kick your ass.”

Grace placed a hand against her chest. “True Blue Aussie word on it. If ya win, I’ll give ya a blowie. I’ll even get down on my knees in the nuddy.” She nodded towards her friend. “Prang here as my witness.”

I blew a raspberry again. This was just the kind of bullshit these sort of girls were always spouting. Acting like they were free of all boundaries and willing to try everything once. I longed for the days of old, when women knew their damn place, but now, because of all this feminist shit and the politically correctness crap that constantly circulated around the internet, they all felt the need to force their stupid views on everyone. “I’m not buying it,” I said. “As soon as I beat you, you’ll run off crying and probably get me arrested.”

“Like I said, Prang as my witness.”

Grace nodded towards the Thai guy, who in turn smirked to himself. “You win, Grace sucky sucky,” he said, while chuckling and imitating a cock towards his mouth with a bobbing, clenched fist. Grace too laughed along, but then he pointed at me with raised eyebrows. “You lose, you also sucky sucky.”

The pair of them burst out laughing, and I was silent for a second while I looked between the two of them, and I had the usual thoughts regarding Thai ladyboys flicking through my head. My eyes dropped towards Grace’s pussy, but then I shook the thought off. She had to have a nice little pussy, for sure, and maybe after she sucked me off, well, perhaps I’d get to see it. I mean, it wasn’t worth getting in the ring before, as I simply had nothing to lose. If I beat her, well, that was just order being maintained, and no one was going to applaud me for making mincemeat of some skinny little girl, were they? If in the impossible event that I lost, well, that was just going to be a humiliation, wasn’t it?

However, now, Grace had thrown a blowjob on the table, and suddenly, I was extremely tempted to actually get up there and muck-in. I mean, how long was the fight going to last realistically? A couple of seconds at that? One softish body punch in the gut and she was going to be down on one-knee wheezing, the exact same position she’d be in later when servicing my dick. I looked at her mouth again, with her perfect teeth and that wet, pink tongue, and it was like my cock took control of the situation, despite knowing there had to be some kind of catch. “You’re on,” I said. “But when I teach you a lesson, I don’t want to hear any bitching or whining. We’ll go back to my hotel, and you’ll suck my dick like a good girl, yeah?”

“Hotel? Hell, I’ll do it right here,” she said. “And when I beat ya, ya going to kiss my feet and admit that I’m better.”

I suddenly felt the colour and heat drain from my face. “What?” I cleared my throat nervously. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“That’s what I want when I win.” She shrugged. “Ya get a blowie if ya win. I get my feet kissed when I do.” She chuckled to herself, before looking to Prang. “Crikey, the crowd will find that hilarious, right?”

He bit his lip and nodded. 

I looked towards the ring, and then around the crowd as they watched the ongoing fight. Without even thinking, my eyes dropped down towards Grace’s feet, her little toes wiggling excitedly in her flip flops. Her nails were painted a white, though the polish looked a little old, somewhat grown away from her tanned little feet. On top of that, the edges of her heels appeared a bit callused, likely from all the time she spent on the beach or training barefoot for Muay Thai as she claimed. My face wrinkled up in disgust. “You want me to kiss your feet in front of everyone?” I sneered. “I’m not doing that.”

“Ya don’t sound so confident about winning now, do ya?” She put all of her weight onto one foot, while moving the other forwards and arching it suggestively, her toes planted to the flip flop with intention. “I mean, if ya that worried about kissing my feet? I’m not at all worried about offering to give ya a blowie, because I know it’s never gonna happen.”

“No, it’s not that.” I grimaced in distaste, my lip curling up. “It’s just...”

“Sounds like he’s scared, doesn’t it?” she scoffed towards Prang.

“Yes, he very chicken,” he said. “He so scared of get ass kick that he risk no sucky sucky.” He then began laughing and spluttering to himself.

“What the hell is with this Mr Miyagi motherfucker anyway?” I asked, losing my patience. “The pair of you are like tweedledee and tweeldum.” I then looked him up and down. “If you keep pushing my buttons I’m gonna knock you out in the ring too.”

Prang chuckled to himself, dropping a hand to his belly and letting out a big old barrel laugh. “I don’t need fight you because Grace teach you lesson. You fat farang kiss feet once she finish with you.”

I grabbed my waist and looked at them perplexed. I was pretty fucking far from fat. Sure, I wasn’t as slim as I used to be, and most of it was as a result of the beers, but I was hardly bloody overweight, was I? Besides, that just meant I had more power behind my punches anyway, and I’d probably puncture a hole straight through Grace’s frail midriff with my first lunge. “You know what?” I said, while shooting a dirty look between the two of them. “I’ve had enough of your shit. So, fuck it, it’s on, motherfuckers.” I pointed at her forcefully. “But, you better be ready, because I’m not holding back just because you’re a girl. You’ve been winding me up with your stupid comments all night. I’ve had enough listening to you and your stupid accent. So, you better bring it, because I’m going full out to knock your ass to the floor.”

Grace lifted her hands and wiggled her fingers at me. “Ohhh, I’m shaking in fear,” she said, before she cackled out loud and then looked towards Prang. “Can I grab my gear from ya bike, cobber? I want to get kitted up ready to kick this mongrel’s ass.”

“Whatever,” I said, while the two of them left. I didn’t need any bloody gear. I was just going to stay in the shorts, vest and flip flops I was wearing. The fight was only going to last a couple of seconds anyway. I planned to just bait her with a couple of jabs, then just flatten her with a blistering body shot. Not enough to actually do her skinny body any damage, but just to knock the wind out of her and put her down. She needed to be taught a lesson for actually thinking she had what it takes to go up against me, but I wasn’t exactly about to beat the living shit out of her in front of a load of spectators, was I?

After a few minutes, Grace came back having removed the denim jacket. The ridiculous trilby was gone too, and now her sandy, brown hair was tied behind her head in a ponytail. She was still wearing the same sports bra as earlier, her ample cleavage now clearly on show. The shawl had been discarded, and her toned legs were visible in a pair of jean shorts, right down to her shins which were hidden away behind a pair of red pads. Her hands were covered by similar gloves, soft, red padding taped around her knuckles.

While they’d gone, I’d ordered myself another beer to calm my nerves, and I almost sprayed it everywhere as she approached. She looked comical in that get-up, as if she actually thought she was a legit kick-boxer or something. “Are you serious?” I asked, while wiping the beer from my lips. “You actually want to do this?” I stood up straight, and I was easily over a foot taller than her. “This is ridiculous,” I said. “Look at the size on you.” I clenched my hand into a fist, closed one eye and held it out aligned with her face. “You’ll be asleep within seconds.”

“We’ll see about that,” she said, without any hint of fear. “Let’s get in the ring and settle this. Once ya kissing my feet and admitting ya a loser, then we’ll see if ya still have such a big mouth.”

I nervously swallowed while hearing that. I mean, it wasn’t going to happen, but still, the idea of having to kiss this bitch’s feet and loudly announce to the whole crowd that she was better than me left a queasy feeling in my stomach. I mean, I had so much to lose from going up against her, and other than the offer of that blowjob, I had very little to gain. But, while looking over her thick lips again, that promise of a blowjob was far too tempting. “Well, that’s never going to happen,” I said, and I lewdly clutched at my crotch. “You’ll be getting some of this though when I show you where you belong.” I chuckled. “I’m going to avoid punching you in the mouth, because I want those lips nice and juicy around my cock.”

Grace rolled her eyes, and then stretched out her arms. “Whatever, let’s get it over with, Butterbean.”

That left my face bright red, and the annoying Thai guy smiled at me, causing me to petulantly fake a punch in his direction. Strangely, he didn’t flinch, which was rather unsettling. Instead, he simply handed me a piece of paper and a pen. “You sign,” he said. “Or no fight.”

“Give me that,” I said while snatching both from him. I scribbled my name and then shoved the crinkled paper back in his hand. “Let’s get this other with. The sooner I put her on her ass, the sooner I’ll be getting my dick sucked.”

“Yah, let’s go,” Grace said, and she strode towards the ring. I noted that beneath the shin pads, she was now bare foot; the bottoms of her feet slightly dirtying as she walked around the cobbled floor. I couldn’t help but watch the way her soles arched whenever she lifted a foot, and I recalled how many women had been slapped in the face earlier. I mean, obviously that wasn’t going to happen with me. “Hurry up,” she said, as she hopped up onto the ring. “I don’t have all night.”

“Whatever,” I spat back, and I followed her, looking around the crowd as they stared at me in confusion. A few outstretched their hands towards the ring, curious about what was happening. However, word seemed to spread, and suddenly there was a lot of laughter and interest.

“Farang fight,” someone shouted, and a raucous laughter spread around the gathered audience.

Farang fight, rang out a collective chant to a chorus of claps. Farang fight. Phones were quickly taken out and poised to capture the action.

Once we were in the ring together, the height and size disparity became evidently ridiculous. I was easily the same weight as two of her, and in real boxing, there was no way a fight like this would ever be legal. Clearly, because we were in a third-world country, they obviously didn’t give a shit about stuff like this. “Do you actually want to do this?” I asked, suddenly having second thoughts. There was a real possibility that if I didn’t pull my punches, I could actually kill her. I was worried that if she started goading me, I’d lash out and do something I’d later regret. I noted she was still wearing her belly ring, and I’d probably rip it straight from her tummy with a body shot. “Because I’m not being held responsible for doing you real damage.”

Grace rolled her eyes, and hopped slightly from foot to foot. She flicked her fists out, stretching her arms and rolling her shoulders. “The only thing getting damaged will be ya ego.”

The announcer or whoever it was stepped into the ring with a microphone and began saying stuff in a load of gibberish I couldn’t understand. However, the crowd were wild in their response, gasping and laughing as they realised what they were about to witness. I mean, it was probably going to be a real treat, seeing two foreigners go at it, especially since it was a man versus a woman. On top of that, they were going to be taught a lesson in the superior fighting technique, as my boxing skills were going to give a swift reality check to the ignoramus dressed up like she was going to a Halloween party. I had already considered the fact that once I planted Grace on her ass, some Thai guy was going to climb in the ring and challenge me. Maybe even Prang once I demolished his prized student. There would be a few Muay Thai morons getting put to sleep by the end of the night, that was for sure.

When the announcer stepped out, I’d stepped forwards to tap fists, as was customary, even between bitter rivals. However, as I moved my hands forwards, I realised I hadn’t even been gloved up yet. “Hey,” I said to the ringside, not even sure who I was supposed to ask. “Where’s my gloves?”

However, I was taken by surprise when Grace immediately flung a kick in my direction, pressing the bottom of her foot against my shoulder and forcing me to stumble backwards a step. A load of the Thai audience began whistling and hooting, clapping and laughing at the fact that Grace had landed the first blow. It hadn’t caused any damage, but still, it was the principle of it.

“What the fuck was that?” I said while shooting a look of disgust at her. “You going for cheap shots, is it?”

“More of that to come,” she snickered.

I lifted my arms, and realised at that point, that I was going to have to fight her bare-knuckled. No one seemed bothered about giving me any gloves, and this fight was going to be even shorter than I expected. I sized her up as she hopped from foot to foot, and though she was quick and agile, it was only going to take a single punch to put her down where she belonged. With arms raised in the fighting posture, I pressed towards her, watching her movements and lining up the right time to strike.

I flashed a couple of jabs in Grace’s direction, however, due to her light and slender frame, she easily bounced on her toes and dodged my attempts. I simply shrugged it off, as that was kind of what I was expecting. I mean, we shouldn’t have even been in the ring together in the first place; that’s why weight-classes existed after all. She had no chance in hell of overpowering me or knocking me out, so I figured she was just going to dance around and hope she could tire me out, like a mongoose zipping by a cobra. If she managed to survive a few rounds with me, then that would probably be taken as a win in her book, and certainly a loss in regards to my pride. I just figured at some point I’d land a body shot right in the stomach, knock the wind out of her and it would all be over. I was hardly going to march up and drop her with a haymaker, was I? What would be the point in that? There was literally nothing for me to gain from doing such a thing, and everyone would think I was an asshole for putting to sleep this irritating, pretentious stick of a girl.

As I chased her around the ring, frequently swinging and missing, I was becoming abundantly aware, that with each further attempt, the largely Thai audience was letting out a collective, mocking cheer. It was like they were rejoicing in the fact that I was being made a fool of. I mean, at this point, Grace hadn’t even made any offensive movements towards me, besides that cheap shot at the start. She’d simply been running away like a scared little chicken, yet I was the one being laughed at? I was the only one trying to make a fight of it.

“What’s the matter, mate?” she goaded me, an obvious smirk on her face as her ponytail swung around behind her head. She had a few light droplets of sweat beginning to collect on the sides of her forehead, whereas I was already dripping all over; a sheen of moisture glistening atop my pale skin. She patted her gloved hands together, looking like two lollipops on the end of her thin, feeble wrists. “Ya a bit out of shape, are ya? What ya have for brekky this morn: Maccas?”

“Fuck you,” I said, and with that, I shoved her with both of my palms. There was a boo from the crowd, whereas Grace just seemed to laugh it off, bouncing back off the ropes behind her, and then side-stepping my subsequent swing in her direction.

That only annoyed me further, and I grit my teeth while relentlessly pursuing her. With each further swing, which she easily dodged, I was growing increasingly agitated. I began to grunt from the effort of lurching at her constantly, and her smug smirks whenever she stepped away unscathed were only winding me up further. Yet, her arrogance was clearly getting to her. She became somewhat lethargic in her movements, even turning at one point to encourage the crowd. I bit my tongue, waiting for the inevitable mistake that was going to open her up.

And then, after a few more jabs towards her: it happened. I had my arms up, covering up behind my guard, when I noticed that Grace had stepped off to the side, almost unsteadily. Perhaps it was because of her cockiness, or maybe her legs were less mobile in those shin pads. Whatever it was, she’d lost her stance for the slightest second, and with that, I knew I had a chance. I just wanted the fight over with so I could save face and get the hell out of there. I was already exhausted from all of the chasing she’d had me doing, and the last thing I wanted was another few rounds of this bullshit. With every step and swing, I could feel the beer swishing around in my belly, which only made me feel even worse. She was still hopping around on her tip-toes as if she’d hardly expended any energy at all, whereas I, like a typical heavyweight, was severely gassing and struggling under fatigue. It never used to be like this when I was younger, so maybe I was actually more out of shape than I realised. I could already sense the lactic acid plaguing my muscles, and I simply knew if I didn’t put her on her ass soon, I was going to reach the point that even keeping my big arms up to shield myself would be unbearable.

Before she could regain her footing, I lurched forward and let fly with a blistering body shot, aiming to catch her right in the ribs. Sure, it was a low blow to hit a woman like that, especially one as frail as her, but I didn’t fucking care by this point. I wanted her down on the canvas and the fight over with, and as I lined up her ribs, I was already imagining how her bitchy lips were going to feel wrapped around my cock.

As my clenched knuckles were about to decimate her lithe torso, Grace, in a movement befitting of her annoying name, swivelled and somehow, miraculously dodged my punch, almost as if she’d been expecting it. Almost as if I’d been baited and fallen completely into a trap. Then, before I could even comprehend what was happening, I was completely rocked by something hard across the chin.

“Ugh,” I groaned, and my legs instantly turned to jelly. I stumbled on shaky feet, almost collapsing right there in the middle of the ring. I tried to gather my balance, but only succeeded in fumbling towards the ropes and clutching on for dear life. Whatever had hit me had completely obliterated my handle on the situation, and I squinted into the crowd, wondering if someone had thrown a beer can at me or something. “What the fuck,” I mumbled under my breath, while gripping the top rope and trying to steady myself. “Which of you fuckers threw something?” I shrieked out into the crowd, with a load of confused faces staring back at me. “That’s fucking out of line.”

“Ya alright there?” I heard Grace ask from behind. “Ya look rooted, mate.” I turned to her, and letting go of the ropes, I lurched to the side, once again, almost losing my footing as my toes struggled to keep the flip flops on. I moved my stiff jaw around, while Grace smirked, before kissing her forearm and pointing her elbow towards me. “How’d ya like that?”

I narrowed my eyes while rubbing my jaw. “Did you...did you just throw a fucking elbow at me?” I screeched at her aghast. “What the fuck? You can’t do that!”

Grace merely looked back at me perplexed. “This is Muay Thai, bloody drongo,” she said. “Not that stupid boxing.” She moved a foot towards me. “Seems like ya out of ya depth.” Her eyes rolled downwards and she wiggled her toes from beneath the red shin pad. “Ya want to just kiss them now, before this gets any worse for ya?”

“Fuck you,” I roared, and despite still feeling a bit woozy, I shunted forwards, intent on wiping that stupid smile from her face. I pulled an arm back and was about to put everything into it. I didn’t even care what damage the full weight behind my punch was going to do, because she deserved whatever was coming to her.

I’d just let fly with a haymaker, when I was caught by a flash of something smacking me straight in the face. I stumbled forwards, straight past her, bouncing off the ropes again and blinked, feeling a throbbing in my nose as my eyes began to water. I turned and looked at her in confusion, my hands dropping to my sides, completely taken aback as I struggled to contemplate what had happened. I’d been on the verge of landing the killer blow and ending the bout, and instead, I’d somehow been elbowed and now pushed in the face. It hadn’t even hurt this time, and there was barely any power, but still, it had parried my full weight away and thrown me off balance. My eyes were somewhat fuzzy, until they refocused just in time to see Grace place a foot back down on the floor.

She bounced between her feet, shaking her arms around as if cocking her non-existent biceps, before flashing me a mocking grin. “How’d ya like my foot in ya face?” She sniggered to herself. “Just giving ya a little practice before ya have to kiss it.”

I shook my head as her words hit home. “What?” I lifted a fist and pressed against my nose, already numbing slightly from the blow. She’d kicked me in the face? The fucking cheek of the bitch, but, it had been so quick that I hadn’t even realised it was happening until it was too late. With frustration, I smacked my hands together, then got back into my stance and scooted towards her. “You’re going to pay for that,” I muttered while lining her up in my sights once more. I was breathing heavy, and tried to work out the ache in my jaw by rolling it around. “I’m going to knock your block off, bitch.”

Grace extended a hand towards me, then with an air of patronising provocation, she beckoned me closer with her fingers. “Come and get some more then, loser,” she said.

I froze slightly, as there was just something about that word that infuriated me even more. “Who you calling a loser, bitch?”

“You,” she said, all merrily, while cocking her head. “Ya a loser, and in a minute, ya going to be admitting it.” She waved a hand out towards the crowd. “Right here in front of everyone.” She rolled her eyes down to the canvas. “On ya knees, kissing my feet.”

“Shut up,” I yelled, and then I went for her again. This time, however, I saw it coming as she shifted her position, leaning back slightly and flicking the bottom of her foot straight into my face. Yet, the snap had been so lightening quick, that she’d caught me flush in the nose a second time. I paused and rubbed my face, looking around the crowd while overcome with a wave of embarrassment. There were a few sniggers shot back at me, and I could feel my cheeks reddening from the frustration. “Stop it,” I said while squeezing my nose. “Stop doing that and fight me properly.”

Grace snorted, then, while I was still rubbing my nose, she slapped me on the cheek with her foot, causing me to stumble to the side. It was baffling, because I was so much bigger, and her thin little legs were knocking me all over the ring. To make it worse, disgustingly, as the ball of her foot and her toes had pressed into my skin, I’d felt a slippery, moistness. “This is fighting, idiot,” she said. “So, why don’t ya try actually fighting back?”

I rubbed my cheek, then threw a desperate jab in her direction. “This isn’t proper fighting,” I said. “You’re making a mockery of a proper fight.” I threw another jab, then a third, then a forth, hitting nothing but air, and then as her torso opened up, I ducked down and went for the body shot. “Fuck you,” I roared as I swung with all of my power. Yet, once again, I stumbled backwards as Grace’s clammy sole slapped straight into my face, pushing me back before I could land the punch. “Fuck sake,” I shouted while stamping my foot, and I almost lost my own balance as the flip flop slipped free. “Stop doing that.”

“What? This?” she asked, and I gasped as she jumped forwards with total confidence, before planting her foot flat against my face. I grimaced as my nose was squashed, and I instinctively flailed an arm out, desperately trying to fend her off. That only resulted in her elbowing my arm aside, and she straightened her leg, the slick, sweaty sole of her foot pushing me backwards against the ropes. As I bounced back towards her, another kick caught me flush in the chin, this time snapping my head up so I accidentally bit the tip of my tongue.

I tasted blood, but I didn’t even have a change to steady myself, before she gritted her teeth, then drove a ferocious knee straight into my gut. “Ugh,” I gasped, as the wind was completely knocked out of me, and I swallowed down a mouthful of blood-soaked saliva. “Fuck,” I muttered, and for the first time, I actually thought about quitting. I lifted a hand towards her, palmed outstretched, and I whispered, “Stop.” Reaching out towards the ropes, I clung on, and then, I felt it brewing. “Oh God,” I groaned, and while the crowd watched in horror, I purged a load of beer from my gut, straight over the side of the ring into a pool below.

A few spectators nearby screeched and darted for safety, while I swung back and gasped, before letting out a mighty belch. I wiped my mouth with my forearm, and could barely believe what had just happened.

Grace snorted to herself, trying not to burst out laughing at the spectacle I’d just made of myself. Her body completely relaxed as she dropped her hands. “Ya done?” she teased. “Just throw in the towel and this can all be over, before I embarrass ya further.” She outstretched a foot along the canvas towards me. “Get down, kiss my foot, admit that I’m better, and it’ll all be over.”

The arrogance infuriated me, and it was enough to induce an animalistic snarl as I swallowed down a mouthful of rising beer. “Fuck you,” I said again, before spitting a load of boozy blood onto the canvas. The tip of my tongue was throbbing between my lips, and I wasn’t about to get down there and kiss her feet after the way she’d already made me look a fool.

“Wasn’t enough for ya, mate?” she said with a sigh. Her hands popped back up defensively. “Well, get ready for more then.”

The next minute or so was a blur. I was rampant, and determined, flailing around and unleashing swing after swing. I pushed her around the ring, tracking her every movement, and unleashing with a flurry of bombs. But, nothing landed, and with each further miss, I was groaning and sighing with frustration. Each time I swung, I could feel a little more of my energy depleting, yet, I continued, because Grace’s taunting smirk infuriated me all the more. Meanwhile, she caught me in the chops with another three kicks during the whole exchange, each time springing forwards during a dip in my defence and slapping me onto the back foot with a precisely aimed kick to the nose.

On each occasion, I would flinch, and as the pain it home from beneath her slippery sole, I’d feel an accompanying sting to my pride. I recalled how I’d laughed along, rolling my eyes while watching the girls earlier get kicked in the face repeatedly. Yet, here I was, suffering the same treatment. This time, however, it was way worse, because I was a big, bustling guy, and I was being humiliatingly kicked in the face repeatedly by a girl half my size. It wasn’t even as if she was a seasoned professional or anything; she was as much of a bloody tourist as I was.

“Come on, man,” I whispered to myself, trying to lift my morale. I tapped myself on the cheeks, and approached her with arms raised. However, I quickly realized I was out of my depth. Grace was just too fast and agile, and each time I wasted energy swinging at her, she was able to evade my strikes with ease. I found myself struggling to keep up with her, and before I knew it, she had connected with a powerful kick to my face. It was way stronger than all of those previous, and instantly, I crashed back into the ropes, my vision blurry and my head spinning.

“Come on, pussy,” I heard her saying. “I’ve barely started with ya.”

“Wha?” I asked, in shock. I tried to climb from the corner, only managing to shuffle a foot or so into the ring. Amidst total frustration, and completely gassed from the effort, I dropped my hands to my sides for a breather as I tried to regain my composure from the shock of that kick. I was kind of hovering in place, swaying back and forth as I tried to regain my senses. Even as I watched Grace wind up for another kick, I didn’t have the energy to avoid it, and instead, I simply closed my eyes, braced for another smack of her foot. I knew I could withstand another slap, and at this point, it seemed more important to recover my stamina. However, this time, I was taken by surprise as I felt her warm, sweaty toes press against my forehead, and I gasped in disgust as my nose and mouth sank into her wrinkled arch. It hovered on my face for a second while I hesitated, waiting for her to push me away. However, when I heard Grace mockingly laugh, my eyes shot open, just as she dropped her foot and nestled my nose right into the humid, sweaty groove beneath her toes.

“Sniff my foot, loser,” she cackled, and instinctively, due to the fact I was completely exhausted, I took in a deep breath. Immediately, I yacked upon sniffing the pungent, odour buried into that rancid crevice of her toes. Her teeth were visible as she grinned; her toes spreading and then clutching even tigther around my captive nose. “How’s that smell, champ?”

I swung at her leg desperately, just as she pushed me backwards towards the corner again. “Get the hell away from me.” I grimaced while wiping off my nose and blowing the air out, trying to rid myself of the strong scent of her putrid toes.

She lifted her foot, and I caught a glimpse of the bottom of her dirty sole. She was just about to unleash it, when Prang shouted something to her from the edge of the ring, and she turned to listen. With her momentarily distracted, leg still held in the air, my focus and determination returned. I was mortified that she’d just shoved her toes all over my face like that, and I was committed to bringing this to an end. All it would take is once punch. One bloody punch. My arms were heavy from keeping them up, but I zoned in on the kill. It had been a few years since I’d actually got into a ring, and though I wasn’t the biggest guy on the circuit, I was known for going out and ending fights earlier. I’d usually not go beyond the third round, already having put the guy down on the canvas. I’d figured this was all going to be over in thirty seconds, however, the longer Grace continued to evade me, the more frustrated I’d been getting. The more she’d tickled me with those feeble kicks, the more I’d lost my head and played into her stupid games. But, no more. I needed to regain the control, and now, I had the perfect chance.

She was saying something to Prang, and laughed to herself. While I was puffing and wheezing in the ring, she actually laughed, and that only got my back up more. “Fuck you,” I grunted again, and I let forth a blistering, frantic load of swings with both arms, trying to catch her and make her realise that there was nothing to laugh about. All it was going to take was one punch, I had that goal engrained in my mind, and she’d experience an eye-opening reality check.

However, Grace dropped her foot, swivelled, and I breezed straight past her, punching the air like a complete clown. “Ya pathetic, mate,” she said from behind me, and as I turned like a wide-loaded truck, she shook her head. “I thought ya said ya were trained? This is like the easiest sparring match I’ve ever had, mate. It’s like fighting my old man, and he’s nothing but a bludger that sits in front of the tele all day.” 

In almost slow motion, I watched as she skipped and adjusted her stance, before yelling out with a little war-cry. The bottom of her foot slapped against my face, and I stumbled and felt my knees wobble; my hand pressing to the canvas to steady my balance.

“Crikey, that was a beaut,” she said with a huge grin, dropping her hands to her hips. She looked over towards Prang. “Ya might want to get him another coldie. His face is about to swell right up.” She narrowed her eyes at me. “Did ya feel that, mate?”

I looked up at her bemused; my nose throbbing from the impact. “Of course I fucking felt it.” I punched the canvas in frustration. “You just kicked me straight in the fucking face!”

She looked on, biting her tongue as she was on the brink of bursting into laughter. "Well, I told ya I was defo going to beat ya ass, didn’t I?" She shook her head at me in disbelief. “I’d be devo if I was getting kicked around like this.” When she saw me scowl, her face contorted. “Did ya really want more, cause I’ve got heaps in the tank?”

“Bring it,” I said, as I clambered back to my feet, causing Grace to roll her eyes. “Come get it.” Despite my pride keeping me going, I was in dire need of a break. I just needed to rest for a minute or so on a stool, recharge the tank and then I could go all out. My eyes darted to the side of the ring, looking for the timer or whatever, but there was none to be found. There wasn’t even a referee, and I realised at that point, that I wasn’t going to be saved by any bell. There was nothing at all official about this match, and it was only going to be over when one of us was knocked out or gave up. My stomach dropped, and while my chest heaved from effort, I knew my nightmare was just beginning.

“God,” she scoffed. “You’re making hard yakka of this, ain’t ya? Just admit I’m the best already.” I went to lurch forwards, but paused as she shook her head. “Ya going for another body shot? That’s a bit iffy, mate, ya know what’s going to happen, don’t ya?”

“Fuck off,” I sneered, and despite being absolutely spent: I went for it.

Bloody saliva fizzed from my lips, and my neck cricked as my head almost twisted right around from the force of her foot; the flexed ball smacking straight into the tip of my nose as my exhausted arms had left me completely open.

I looked up, droopy and dazed, lifting my hands up desperately, just as her foot pummelled into my face another time. Then again, and again, her slippery, sweaty foot freely slapped and prodded at my head, as I stepped almost drunkenly around the ring, Grace whooping and hollering as she easily landed kick after kick at will. It was almost like her leg wasn’t even dropping, and each time, I was given a glimpse of wrinkled sole, flexed ball or callused heel as each pounded straight into my defenceless face, spraying spit and blood from my battered lips and throbbing nose.

“This is sick,” I heard her marvel, right before she pushed her sweaty sole into my face again, easily knocking me aside and onto the ropes. “It’s like fighting a training dummy.”

With each kick that hit home, there was a collective cheer from the locals, all while I was getting worn down, and I realized, to my utter horror, that I’d made a devastating mistake by stepping into the ring: I was no match for her. Yet, now, I was there in the ring with her, with all eyes watching, and I could hardly just hold my hands up and ask for it to end. The damage to my reputation would be ridiculous, and I’d be suffering a severe loss of face. I mean, my boys back home, especially my gym buddies, would never let me live it down if they knew I’d lost to a freaking girl in the ring. Not just that, but some pompous free-spirit type that was travelling around Thailand like some kind of penniless gypsy.

The final straw came when she kicked me in the face with the bottom of her foot repeatedly, over and over again, while the crowd cheered and applauded, as I was hunkering desperately in the corner and whimpering like a child. Each time the sweaty sole of her foot smacked against my face, I’d be momentarily dazed, lashing out and swinging aimlessly. Yet, I’d just find I was stumbling backwards again as another kick caught me. Repeatedly, I was smacked in the chin, the cheek, the forehead, and worst of all: the nose, and each time, even worse than the pain, I had to bear the feel of her fleshy, clammy foot sole as it pressed into my aching facial features: a fate no proud boxer should ever have to endure. I was in agony and I eventually, despite being ravaged with shame, collapsed back, hands dropped and unable to defend myself.

Seizing on my weakness, Grace marched straight up, and I instinctively covered my face in expectation of another kick to the chops. However, instead, I was brutally winded, having the breath knocked from me when she planted an unopposed knee straight into my exposed gut. “Fuck,” I yelped, and I dropped to one knee there in the corner, clinging to the ropes desperately to keep my balance, while I clamped my lips closed and struggled not to spew all over the canvas.

“Hey, mate, how ya feeling?” she said, and I looked up at her, completely spent. “Ya finally stuffed? Had enough?”

I looked down and shook my head, and despite knowing I just wanted this all over, I couldn’t handle that smug, arrogant shine in her eyes. I swallowed down the rising bile, then, with a final burst of desperate energy, I went for a surprise uppercut. “Fuck yo—”

My mouth felt like my lips were hanging from my face as she punted my chin upwards with the strong, hard ball of her foot, causing my teeth together. Immediately, warm blood oozed from my lips, and I spat something hard out there onto the canvas. Both of us looked down at a dislodged tooth at the centre of my bloody spit and I knew that was it. My jaw hung open and I lifted a hand in surrender, yet, Grace’s eyes were narrowed without any sympathy. Her leg raised up, bent at the knee, and then, with a groan of exertion, she drove her heel straight into the middle of my face. My head kicked back, and with that final, devastating slap of her foot against my face, I felt my nose crack. Immediately, my arms went completely limp as my eyes watered, however, Grace pressed the sole of her foot flat against my face, keeping me trapped up against the corner of the ring. She mashed her foot back and forth, causing me to groan and wince as she toyed with my broken nose; blood still dribbling down my chin from the gap at the front of my teeth. “Please, stop,” I grimaced, as the soft, yet strong skin of her foot sunk around my nose. “Please, I’ve had enough,” I pleaded, my words becoming slurred from the throbbing in my mouth. “It’s over. I’m done.”

Grace dropped her foot slightly so that her toes came to settle over my nose, before harshly gripping it between the biggest and second. I desperately grabbed at her leg with my fingers, though couldn’t gain any grip with the padding fastened down her shin.

“Well, what if I’m not done with ya yet?” she asked through gritted teeth; her smile pristine and unblemished, unlike my own. She was stood there so relaxed, her arms folded across her breasts, displayed lewdly in that tight-fitting sports bra. Her cleavage was bearing droplets of sweat, yet, it appeared a mere sprinkle in comparison to my soaked body. Even though I was so much bigger than her, she had me pinned with her foot effortlessly in the corner, and as if to hammer that point home, she unsympathetically squeezed my throbbing nose between her toes, before yanking my head abruptly from side to side. “Loser,” she cackled, and she shunted the back of my head against the ring corner. “Such a loser.”

“God, stop,” I bellowed, feeling like my nose was breaking all over again. “I’m done. I quit.” I didn’t even care that everyone was watching and probably recording everything on their phones, because I just wanted it all to end. I was in complete anguish and my entire face felt like it was on fire.

“Why?” Grace goaded me with a raised eyebrow. “We’re not done yet, right? Because ya said ya was going to beat my ass and make me suck ya dick. When that’s gonna happen, mate? Maybe when I’m back in Straya and ya out of the hospital?”

“I was wrong, alright?” I screeched, while struggling to maintain my breaths from beneath her foot; the stink of her toes polluting every intake of air. It was like each breath was a whole new reminder of my failure, and as I inhaled her stinky foot odour, it was like I was suffering the sweaty stench she’d built up while kicking my ass.

Grace smirked slightly, before she uncrossed her arms. She turned one ear towards me and cupped it with her fingers. “What are ya saying, mongrel? Are ya admitting that I beat ya up good?”

“Yes,” I said frantically, but then realising I was doing so out loud, I was suddenly overcome with a defensive self-consciousness. Despite clearly being defeated and humiliated, pinned to the corner embarrassingly beneath the bottom of Grace’s sweaty, stinky foot, I was still abundantly aware that so many people were watching. My eyes darted around the ringside, and the Thai audience were cringing and wincing, almost unable to continue watching while they flashed sneers of disgust as Grace’s foot remained firmly planted to my face. I felt overcome by all of the attention focused on my demolishment, and I lowered the tone of my voice so that no one else could hear. “Yes,” I said again. “I admit that you beat me.”

Grace rolled her eyes, before causing me to grunt as she tugged harshly on my nose with her slimy toes. “I can’t hear ya, mate. Ya gonna have to speak louder than that.” She dropped her hand from her ear and looked around the venue, before smirking to herself. “It’s kind of loud in here, ya know? So, if ya have something to say, ya better speak up.”

“I lost,” I almost yelled, my voice still somewhat muffled beneath the sole of her sweaty foot. “I admit it, for fuck’s sake. I lost, alright?” I was urging her with my eyes to take some pity on me, and with that, she released my nose and returned her foot to the floor.

Thank God, I thought, and with Grace no longer keeping me held in the corner, I collapsed forwards, my knees going weak as I stumbled and struggled to keep my balance. However, my body was completely spent, most of my muscles exhausted from the effort it had taken to go through that ordeal with her. I didn’t even know how many minutes we’d been going for, as everything had turned to a blur beneath the relentless thumps of her foot in my face. My arms were completely useless, long having been drained of energy from me holding them up hopelessly and trying to shield myself as Grace had rained down a flurry of inexorable kicks.

My neck was absolutely killing me from the amount of times she punted me in the face and snapped my head back. It wasn’t even like the kicks were particularly that powerful, but it was just the humiliation of having the bottom of her foot constantly shoved in my face. Each time, I’d catch a momentary glimpse of the sole of her flexed foot, right before it would easily push into my face, causing me to stumble backwards. There was never enough force to cause me damage or knock me over, and if anything, it was almost like an insult. It was as if she was toying with me, and each time I swung a desperate, frustrated punch her way, I’d be parried back with another slap of her sweaty foot sole right across my face. She’d played with me as if a puppet, right up until the end when she’d permanently changed my face forever, breaking my smile and nose with nothing but her dainty, little feet.

While crouched there, wallowing in defeat, I couldn’t even tell if my face was sweaty because of the effort I’d exerted or from being wiped so much by the clammy, wrinkled foot sole of my nemesis. Despite trying to climb to my feet, I couldn’t fight the exhaustion, and almost pathetically, I collapsed to the floor on hands and knees, gasping as my nose continued to throb. My hands slapped against the canvas, and I realised, that since I’d stepped foot into the ring, this was the first time I’d actually hit anything with force. I licked my lips, and tasted the distinct, iron-like flavour of blood as it flowed from the notable gap in my teeth, the nibbled tip of my tongue probing around in confirmation. I was already filled with a worry of how bad it looked; was I going to look like a red neck with a crooked nose? In time, would it not heal quite right, and I’d forever be reminded of this most humiliating demolition, at the feet of a girl I should have easily been able to pound into submission? Was that to be my fate whenever I looked in the mirror? Whenever I smiled at someone? They’d narrow their eyes and surmise I couldn’t afford a dentist?

Grace stepped towards me, and instantly, despite my best efforts: I flinched. I flinched like a beaten and abused pet in fear of a ruthless and malicious owner. While in my hunkered position, eyes firmly down in shame, I followed the movement of her feet as she waltzed across the canvas as if she were on a catwalk. She was just so relaxed and at ease in comparison to my exhausted and pummelled body, and her white-painted toes almost seemed elegant as they delicately padded towards me. I blinked, and seeing her feet so up-close, and with a clear head for the first time, I could barely believe that they’d been so deadly. They were just shaped so sensually, with the highest feminine arches and long, pretty toes. Everything was in proportion and just so womanly and soft, yet, I now knew, that those delicate feet were fucking lethal. For that reason, I shivered in fear while gazing upon them, desperate to not suffer beneath their blows once more.

She paused right in front of me, and I actually felt my stomach trembling, a panic growing inside as I feared the humiliation wasn’t over. I just remained, down there, on hands and knees at Grace’s fatal feet, too exhausted to crawl away and knowing that my fate was completely at her mercy. She had well and truly beaten me, not only as an opponent, but as a man, and I already felt like all of my masculine pride and self-confidence had been kicked out of me. Each time her slippery, flexed sole had slapped into my face, I’d felt a part of me die, a part of me that had always been confident and composed as a man. It was like everything I’d ever known was a lie. That despite being bigger, stronger, and trained in boxing: I’d never stood a chance against her. It wasn’t as if she was some seasoned professional either. She’d only been learning Muay Thai for a couple of months, and I’d been left looking like a complete unfit amateur. She was one of those irritating, stuck-up backpackers that thought they were a hippy, wearing pretentious, loose-hanging clothes and trying to ‘find themselves’. Yet, she’d humiliated me at her feet regardless. She’d well and truly kicked my ass, just as she’d promised to. She was right about that, and while kneeling before her, I accepted that she was right about everything from the first moment she’d confronted me.

Suddenly, Grace lifted a foot, and instinctively, I dipped my head away, cowering in fear and desperate to protect myself. My nose and tongue were inflamed in agony and I knew I couldn’t handle another kick right in the middle of my face. Despite her being so petite and slender, I was totally in awe of the power of those feet, and still couldn’t believe the punishment she’d dished out on me for all to see. Throughout my absolute annihilation, the Thai audience had been clapping and rollicking, seemingly salivating and champing at the bit at watching a farang get his ass handed to him. I suppose in some ways, it even symbolised my western style of boxing getting demolished beneath the superior feet of Muay Thai, and by someone that wasn’t even an expert! No wonder the local crowd were having the time of their lives.

I gulped, which only caused my jaw to ache from where Grace had earlier caught me with that surprise elbow. It almost felt like the joint had been rocked so much that the ligaments had torn, and now the initial shock was wearing off, I realised it was difficult to even open and close my mouth. I was just stretching it out with discomfort, when Grace’s toes pressed up against the bottom of my chin and forced my mouth shut; a pulsating throb where my tooth had previously been. My head was hanging there so tired and spent, that with the slightest of pressure, she easily tilted my chin until I was looking up at her. Our eyes met, and whereas mine were probably bloodshot and filled with terror, hers were gleaming with the radiance of victory. Her mouth was contorted into a smug smirk, and she seemed to be revelling in the fact that she’d destroyed me in such clinical fashion. From the moment the fight had begun, I’d been kicked around the ring like a ragdoll, and now, I felt utterly humbled after the state of my performance.

“Ya ready to kiss my feet?” she grinned, and I felt my heart skip a beat. She was going to actually make me do that? I was almost humiliated beyond belief already after the intense beating she’d given me. My face was going to be forever blighted as a reminder, but now, while I was barely able to avoid crashing to the floor in a heap, she was going to prolong that even further? She wasn’t satisfied that she’d completely embarrassed me in front of a whole arena full of people, but she was fully intent on lowering it to even more depraved levels?

I looked up at her, feeling lifeless as my chin balanced precariously on her flexed toes. I was completely at her mercy, and she could have easily kicked me full force, right in the face at that point and put me to sleep for good. Yet, she wasn’t, because apparently that wouldn’t satisfy her enough. She had to make me do something utterly demeaning and offensive to my dignity as a man, by kissing the very feet that had just dished out a relentless ass-whooping in my direction.

“Grace, please,” I mumbled from atop her foot, staring up that shin guard and straight into her pretty face. Her skin, though slightly rosy and sporting a few drops of perspiration, was largely blemish-free and not beaten up as mine certainly was. I widened my eyes, silently pleading with her to take mercy on me and not make me do that. At least not in the centre of the ring while everyone else was watching. However, I saw nothing but contempt and disdain staring straight back at me. In her blue eyes, there wasn’t a hint of pity available for me to latch onto. Apparently, she loathed me as much as I disliked her.

My head suddenly jolted down as Grace whipped her foot from beneath my chin, and then, in a flash, she’d whisked it back closer, snatching my throbbing nose between her big and second toe again. Immediately, I winced under the sharp, zap-like flash of pain, and then, I felt my pride weakening further as I inhaled the sweaty odour from right between her toes. It had been bad enough when she’d been rubbing her clammy, slippery feet all over my face during the bout, and each time it had happened, I’d been left coughing and spluttering in disgust, trying aimlessly to wipe my skin off. Now, my arms and legs felt so heavy while I was collapsed there, that I simply didn’t have the energy to do anything other than breathe. Unfortunately for me, while everyone was hollering and hooting around me, that most simple of human actions, namely breathing, was occurring from between Grace’s pungent toes.

“How’s that smell, loser?” she goaded, and despite what I was doing, I felt my cheeks flush up just a little bit more. It had been bad enough when she’d called me that throughout the fight, but now, it cut even deeper because it was unquestionably true. I really was a loser, and Grace was the undisputable winner, wasn’t she? She’d made a complete fool of me, and now, here I was, sniffing from between her victorious toes, while my body ached all over, like the complete loser she’d reduced me to.

While she was smirking down at me, everything inside me wanted to clamber to my feet and knock that smug expression straight from her annoyingly pretty face. She needed to be taught a lesson, and she needed to realise that despite how stuck-up and condescending she was, that she couldn’t get away with it. That a slender, pretty girl like her, couldn’t talk down to and treat men however she pleased. Yet, she had, hadn’t she? Because she had explicitly demonstrated that despite however hard I tried, I was simply incapable of landing a single blow on her. All of my size and strength was irrelevant, because Grace, in her lean and svelte physique, was just way too agile and quick for me. I was completely spent, broken, and my arms and legs were trembling from the pain ravaging my body. So, all I could do was look up at her in total resignation and accept whatever mockery she deemed I deserved. While we stared into each other’s eyes, I continued to breathe in the stink from between her squishy, sweaty toes, all the while trying to convince myself that it was a fitting punishment for the attitude I’d given her earlier. I deserved this, I reasoned, and that made the bitter pill marginally easier to swallow. I’d been well and truly taught a lesson, and now I was suffering the consequences of my own arrogance.

“Enjoying it so much that ya can’t even speak anymore, can ya?” she teased, and rather than mumbling some smart response, I simply breathed in deeply, gasping and shuddering under the weight of the intense, stinky humiliation that prickled all over my skin. God, I hated her. I hated everything about her and what she represented, yet, here I was, obediently sniffing the stink from between her toes because I had literally no other choice. She was better looking than me, and apparently, she was a better fighter too, and everyone around the ring had witnessed that very fact.

Grace suddenly yanked her foot away from me, and then, she lewdly pulled her toes back so I was given a point-blank view of the meaty, flexed ball. Despite the skin being stretched smooth, there were a few calluses close to the groove beneath her toes, obviously from all of the bouncing around on her feet that must have occurred during her months of Muay Thai training. Training that I had so ruthlessly mocked prior to our fight, though I had regretted doing so every passing minute since. Training that had firmly taught me a lesson and put me in my place.

Grace jolted her foot towards me, and I recoiled uncontrollably, blinking and whimpering, desperate in fear of her kicking my bruised and battered nose another time. “Please, no, don’t,” I said. “I’ve learned my lesson.”

Grace snorted. “Well, since ya suddenly happy to shut up and listen for once, ya want me to educate ya a little more about Thai culture?” she teased, angling her foot so I had a complete view of her flexed sole. “Did ya know that in Thai culture, the feet are considered to be the lowliest part of the body? Do ya know why that is?”

My lips were quivering as I looked at her sole in total fear. With the slight calluses, one would believe her skin was rough, but I’d felt the bottom of her foot smack into my face enough times to know how soft it was. That had only made the whole experience all the more humiliating, as she’d easily pushed me around the ring with her moist, squishy foot sole right in my face, again, and again, in some ways almost relentlessly caressing me into submission. It was like a glaring reality check, that her soft, delicate, feminine flesh was enough to completely subdue me and leave all of my boxing prowess irrelevant. “Ummm, cause...cause...cause...” I glanced from her sole, almost hypnotic in its proximity, and looked up into her eyes with confusion. “Cause its on the bottom of your body?

Grace exhaled, then rolled her eyes at my perceived foreign ignorance. “Such a stupid farang,” she said, not even realising the irony of her words considering she was as much a foreigner as I was. But, then again, that just summed up her personality and how girls like her thought they were living a truer travelling experience than someone like me. The typical sort of vacation snobbery that I resented but was now powerless to oppose. Whereas I would have usually rolled my eyes and left while whispering some derogatory comment beneath my breath, now, I was forced to stare straight at Grace’s sole and take every insult she was castigating me with.

“Feet are considered dirty.” She cocked her head to the side, before directing a finger towards her flexed sole. “Pointing the soles of one's feet at someone or something is considered to be a sign of disrespect, and crikey, showing the bottoms of one's feet can be seen as rude.” She bit her lip, then, while spreading her toes, she pressed her foot straight into my face, all while I continued to cower and accept my enforced abject misery. My eyes closed in shame, just as Grace’s annoying voice taunted me further. “This is how lowly I think of ya, loser,” she said while mashing her sweaty, fleshy foot sole straight into my face, and at that moment, I felt like the biggest joke in the world. A girl as built as a fucking straw had brought me to my knees with nothing but the bottoms of her feet, slapping me around as if I was a dithering geriatric, and now, I was being well and truly humbled; the sweat from the very feet that had demolished me being smeared and lathered all over my broken face.

I winced and grimaced as my tender nose sank into her pronounced arch. Grace only seeming to chuckle to herself, as she noted the flinching in my body whenever my nose cricked beneath her merciless sole. “Such a loser,” she added. “Ya a complete and total loser, mate.” She snorted to herself. “How’s ya Thailand experience going, buddy? Ya got a bit more respect for Muay Thai now, ya dirty mongrel?”

I was too busy wallowing in my defeat to even mutter any kind of retort. Not that anything was coming to mind. I was still woozy and possibly concussed from the absolute battering I’d taken. Instead, I almost began mewling and whimpering into the bottom of Grace’s sweaty foot, somewhat snivelling in desperation and abandoning all sense of pride in pursuit of self-preservation.

“Come on,” she encouraged, wiping her greasy sole down my face with utter disdain; her toes settling and clamping over my sore nose. That in itself was a humiliation I could hardly bear, compounded further by the collective, audible groan of disgust from the watching crowd. “I want to hear ya admit what a loser ya are and that I’m better.”

While her grotty toes gripped and clutched at my ever-swelling nose, I looked up at her sheepishly, silently pleading with her to empathise with my pitiful situation. I’d been boisterous and foolish and suffered the most devastating of reality checks, but she didn’t need to take it to extremes. Yet, I saw no pity staring back at me, her blue eyes only seeming to light up in joy at my expense. Even though I felt completely pathetic, I begged because I had no other choice. “Please, Grace, not here,” I whined in a tone unbefitting of my broad, masculine frame. “Please can we just leave the ring and settle this somewhere else?” Despite knowing that I was absolutely at her mercy, I was still mortified by the fact that so many spectators were witnessing my debasement. I’d strode into the ring like I was about to prove a point about the superiority of American boxing, yet, I’d been swiftly proven wrong, which was bad enough in itself. But now, I was about to be decimated in a way that all Thais considered offensive, and I couldn’t bear the thought that some of them would capture this on their phones, cringing at my shame while likely spreading it viral through their social medias. In my short time there, I’d picked up the habits of the Thai people well enough to know exactly what the local people were like. They loved a good gossip and outside of the major tourist hubs, they were particularly baffled by the behaviour of farangs, as they deemed us.

During my ventures into Thai museums and the like, and while strolling around the humid, mosquito-ridden city amongst the bustling crowds of free walking tours, I’d learned that the Thai people were fiercely proud. Every morning and evening, the national anthem would belt out over the radio, and on the one occasion I’d visited a movie theatre, I’d stood with the locals to pay respect prior to the performance. However, something else I’d picked up on was the cemented feeling of self-preservation. The Thais were immensely proud of the fact they’d never been colonised, and suitably looked at foreigners with an air of defensive cynicism. So, while kneeling there while Grace rubbed her sweaty foot all over my face, I knew I wouldn’t receive a hint of sympathy from any Thai in attendance. If anything, they’d look on and cackle to themselves, revelling in the fact that a pig-headed farang was being taught a severe lesson at the behest of Thai martial arts. I mean, even from behind Grace I could see multiple Thais in the audience elbowing each other, pointing in my direction and chuckling to themselves. They were probably delighting in the fact I’d been so clinically demolished, all while I was crouched there and forced to accept the gravest of insults within Asian culture: the bottom of a dirty, sweaty foot pressed into my face. The locals hollered and apparently rejoiced at my humbled descent, and flashes of cameras flickered in my peripheral view.

“I’m pretty sure I said ya would have to kiss my feet”—while her putrid toes were still latched to my tender nose, she turned and gestured towards the crowd—“while everyone else here watched. That was the deal, wasn’t it? I beat ya, and now ya has to kiss my feet in front of everyone, and admit I’m better than ya bogan ass.” She clapped her hands, startling me somewhat. “Come on, loser, give the locals the show they paid for.”

“I’ll do it,” I mumbled from beneath her grubby toes. My eyes darted around and wilted under the collective stare of awe looking back at me. “But, please, not here.”

Grace bit her lip and seemed to be thinking for a moment. She stroked her chin while she considered me; held in place by her dominant toes. Suddenly, she snapped her fingers, before shaking her head and pointing at me. “Nah mate, ya better start kissing my feet right now, or I’m going to kick ya ass all over again.” With that, she abruptly released my nose, before kicking me softly in the face. There was hardly any force, but still, as the fleshy ball of her foot bounced off my nose, a shock of pain wracked my entire body. The threat was evident, and I knew I couldn’t take another ruthless beating all over again. She’d probably flatten my nose until I was left with nothing but two tiny holes for nostrils.

“I’ll do it. I’ll do it,” I whined desperately, before leaning forward and puckering my lips. As they were about to make contact, Grace yanked her foot away, instead placing it against the canvas; ball and toes flexed against the floor while her arch was lewdly curved with heel in the air. Above, the red shin pad lined her leg, somewhat symbolising the nature of my defeat.

“Come and kiss my foot right now, loser, and admit I’m the best.” She chuckled to herself, before crossing her arms. She was the picture of relaxation as she looked off to the side, checking her fingernails; unbruised since she hadn’t had to ball her hand into a fist once during the entire match. “Right now,” she added, without even bothering to look in my direction. “Kiss my foot, loser.”

I had to scoot forwards on my hands and knees, feeling totally pathetic and groaning each time my aching limbs were in motion. As I neared her triumphant foot, I glanced to the crowd in hesitation. All of the locals were watching with concentration, mesmerised by the humiliation that was about to commence. I’m not sure they even understood what Grace had ordered me to do, but still, they were entirely focused and committed witnesses to what was unfolding. I scanned each face, searching for an expression of sympathy, for someone that would stride forward and bring all this to an end. For a hero to emerge who would rescue me, but no good Samaritan stepped forth, and I dropped my head in hopeless resignation as I moved my lips towards Grace’s masterfully posed foot.

“Kiss it,” she urged, while twisting in place, the ball of her foot scrunching against the canvas. “Kiss my foot, loser.”

I let out a deep sigh, and then, I surrendered and obediently placed my puckered lips against the side of Grace’s arched foot; it posed so powerfully and masterful. A wave of humiliation rippled through my body as I completely humbled myself, and at once, I felt like an utter failure. “I’m a loser,” I whispered, and at that moment, I believed it with all of my being. I mean, what kind of proud, confident guy, kneels down and kisses such an arrogant girl’s foot in public? A loser, that’s who, and I was the very definition of one.

“The toes,” Grace growled down at me, clearly unsatisfied by my attempts to appease her desire to humble me. “Kiss all over my toes and tell everyone how much better I am than ya or I’ll give ya another beating to think about.”

I somewhat whimpered as I desperately plunged my head down further, clumsily mushing my bruised lips all over Grace’s flexed toes. I winced and groaned as my swollen mouth pressed up against the top of her strong, firm toes, yet I pushed through the discomfort to lavish them with deserved reverence and utmost respect. It seemed so absurd to be cowering beneath this slender, and annoyingly nonchalant travel-snob, yet, I was in total fear of her despite the disparity in our sizes and strengths. In particular, it was those feet of hers, dainty at first glance, though devastatingly lethal in their ability to strike right through my defences. I’d glanced down at her feet with such disregard upon first meeting, rolling my eyes at the pretentious polish and cheap flip flops. Now, as I pressed my lips against those toes again, and again, I admired them for their power. I was worshipping her for demolishing me with such ease.

“You’re so much better than me,” I mewled against her flexed toes, and Grace abruptly pulled them from beneath my mouth, leaving my lips smacking against the canvas.

I looked up at her in confusion, to see that she was grinning almost manically. With hands still on hips, she lifted the other foot and presented the flexed ball of her foot, toes posed majestically and with expectation. “Kiss it,” she said. “Kiss my foot all over, ya pathetic loser.”

There was nothing threatening in the demand this time. No jolting surprise to scare me into action. This time, she just dangled her foot and waited, expecting me to freely kiss it without being under any duress. I hesitated, and then when she raised her eyebrow and slightly twitched her toes, I leant straight in, willingly settling my nose into the warm, sweaty groove. Instinctively, I took a deep, intake of breath, and felt my entire body tingling as the odour from between her ruthless toes ravaged me as much as her kicks had. I almost became lightheaded, not entirely sure if I was about to pass out due to the stink or the humiliation of what I was doing. Whatever, the reason, I looked up into Grace’s victorious eyes as she watched me willingly humble myself for her amusement, and the collective disgust of all of the locals in attendance. As her eyes squinted somewhat, almost smiling down at me, I accepted it was at this moment that I had truly lost. I had been defeated by the most obnoxious and pretentious of tourists, the kind of girl I loathed on my travels, and here I was, sniffing the sweat from between her toes. Despite my body being truly battered, it was accepting this realisation that finally broke me for good. I placed my lips submissively against the ball of her foot, and after taking another, pronounced sniff of acceptance from between her toes, I kissed Grace’s foot while staring straight into her rejoicing eyes. “I’m a loser,” I mumbled while my lips were squashed against her sole. “And you’re the best.” I kissed sloppily and desperately, fully accepting the magnitude of her victory.

Some of the Thais watching had begun to laugh at this point, perhaps realising the significance of what was happening. They’d found it hilarious enough as she had pounded my ass all over the ring, but that amusement had quickly turned to disgust as she’d humiliated me with her feet. Now, however, it was like the barrier had been broken through, and I was considered so pathetic in everyone’s eyes, that they weren’t even cringing on my behalf anymore. They were watching, fascinated, eyes wide in wonder as they witnessed this slender, beautiful girl freely shove her dirty, sweaty foot all over the face of her opponent. Even the Thai fighters that had come before, were able to hold their heads high during their losses. That was a privilege no longer afforded to myself, and my head was truly hanging as I began to sloppily smooch all over Grace’s soft, though slightly callused sole, losing myself to the depravity of my desperate shame. “I’m a loser,” I professed again, as my eyes began to roll around, overcome and struggling with the exhilarating humiliation of it all. My heart was about to burst through my chest as blood pumped through my body, the weight of the debasement all becoming too much for me.

Grace pulled her foot away, though quickly replaced it with the other; a fresh sole shunted into my face. I puckered my lips and kissed the flexed ball of her newly offered foot with as much snivelling respect as I could muster. “I’m a loser,” I whispered again, truly believing it. “You’re the best.” She was so right about everything. She’d said this was going to happen, and here we were.

Grace sniggered to herself, before taking her foot away and stepping to the side. I was still leaning forwards, neck craned awkwardly and robotically kissing thin air when I felt her place a foot against my ribs. Before I’d even contemplated what was happening, she’d shoved me hard in the side with her foot, knocking me from my hands and knees so that I collapsed down on my side. Next, she poked and prodded at my arm, before digging her toes beneath and encouraging me to roll over.

Once I was laying on my back, I looked up towards the black sky, feeling like my nose was pulsating at the centre of my face. The stars above were hazy, blurred into obscure lines as I tried to focus. However, my view was abruptly blocked as Grace lifted a foot and planted it unceremoniously upon my face, not caring at all as she carelessly squashed my throbbing nose beneath her merciless sole. With my face completely subdued beneath her posed foot, I didn’t have it in me to roll away. Besides, the ball of her foot was pressed up against my broken nose, and as she attempted to keep balance, the pressure would increase, causing me to whimper and splutter in pain.

“I win,” she loudly declared, and I grimaced and whimpered in agony as the crowd began to applaud and whistle. “Kiss it,” she added, while placing her toes against my mouth and grinding them deep into my tender lips. “Kiss my foot, loser,” she sneered, and she pushed it down, pulverizing what was left of my nose, before adding. “Put some effort in. I want to feel tongue.”

And I did, laying there in the middle of the ring, helplessly kissing and tonguing Grace’s victorious toes with whimpering obedience for as long as she wanted. Again, and again, she commanded me to kiss, loudly calling me a loser for everyone to hear and giggle at as my blood smeared all over her glorious toes. Whenever my tongue began to tire, she’d simply flatten her foot, crushing my nose beneath the sole and causing me to renew my efforts, desperate for her to ease the pressure. 

To make matters worse, while she kept me humiliatingly trapped there beneath her sweaty toes, needing nothing more than the weight of her own foot to hold me in place, a few of the Thai locals in the crowd clambered up into the ring. Though I was consciously aware of what was happening, and gripped at Grace’s padded shin frantically, trying to escape, she merely shifted the weight to that leg, causing me to release my fingers due to the excruciating, stinging pain in my nose. “Please, stop,” I whined, however, I was abruptly silenced as she lifted and stamped her foot.

“Shut up and kiss the winner’s foot,” she said, no doubt while smiling for everyone in attendance. “Just like the loser ya are.”

I kissed, and kissed, and pathetically kissed the bottom of her foot, even as she adjusted her stance so that I had to smooch all over her toes. At one point, she even spread them, chuckling down at me as she marvelled at the extent of my surrender. “Get your tongue in there and give them a good lick,” she snickered. “Give them a real make-out session, mate.”

Some of the Thai crowd posed with her for photographs while I was doing that very thing. I pecked and literally made-out with her toes, while they laughed above, some of them even placing their feet on my legs to match and mimic her victory pose. I didn’t even care, despite the humiliation, because my body, especially my face, was completely bruised and broken. The pain had reached a point where it was overriding my shame.

Eventually, Grace seemed satisfied with my debasement, and she pulled her foot from my face, before scampering out of the ring as if everything that had just happened was completely normal. She embraced Prang, and after a high-five, they headed back over to the bar area to celebrate.

Meanwhile, I just lay there, trying to catch my breath, shell-shocked and devastated by the turn of events. I tentatively caressed my nose, wincing as the pain kicked in, and when another Thai couple came over, the woman leaning and giggling at my defeated form, I sighed at the pitiful state of my fate. I painfully, and with total exhaustion, tried to wave her away, however, she simply gripped my wrist and ignored my mumbles of protestation. Even as she slipped her foot from her sandal and flexed her toes on my forehead, her foot posed in that dominant display of victory, I just lay there as her husband laughed along and took photo after photo. Apparently, I was now nothing more than a prop for the amusement of the locals, and after witnessing my demolition first hand, none seemed worried of any consequences. Two more couples followed; each leaving with souvenir photographs at my expense.

Once the crowd had dispersed, and I was left alone, I continued to just lay there in the middle of the ring. I felt completely exhausted, and as if each of my limbs were pinned down by weights. I’d considered myself to be in quite good shape, even if I was a little on the tubby side in recent times. I’d considered myself to still be a decent athlete, and that my power and strength more than made up for the fact that I wasn’t so mobile these days. However, all of my beliefs had proven to be in vain, and the past hour had unravelled everything I thought I knew about myself.

Part of me just hoped that eventually I’d be able to slip away unseen, even as some cleaners came in and began sweeping up around the ring. I was just about to find the will to sit up and leave, when I heard, “Ya still here?”

The hairs stood up on my neck, and I looked over, just in time to see Grace climbing back into the ring. She was still wearing the same outfit she’d beaten me up in, shin pads and all, and she was carrying two stools with her. She placed one down at my side, before taking a seat. When she crossed her feet on my stomach, as if it was the most casual and normal action: I froze. My bruised lips quivered as I feared that my abuse wasn’t yet over, all while Grace publicly used me as a foot rest. It was immensely offensive, but I was her prize now, wasn’t I?

“Why are ya still here?” she asked, the weight of her feet already digging into my flesh via her heel. Despite her being small, it was like the mass of her combined legs focused into that single, narrow point like a nail pushing into my skin. “Did I destroy ya so much that ya can’t even move anymore?” She uncrossed her legs, then poked me in the ribs with her big toe. “Did I paralyse ya?”

I closed my eyes, wallowing in the shameful experience I’d just been through. My muscles had tightened right up in fear, and I didn’t know what I was dreading more: further humiliation or another ass-kicking.

“How’s ya nose?” she asked, and before I could respond, I felt a sharp, jolting pain.

My eyes shot open, just in time to catch the sight of Grace’s foot moving away from my face. “Please, don’t, no more. It hurts so much.” I lifted the hand nearest her in an attempt to stop her doing it again, however, Grace simply pushed my arm to the floor with her foot, pinning my wrist beneath the arch. I wiggled it slightly beneath her, trying to lift the weight of her leg off, however, I had basically no power or fight left in me, and I quickly accepted that she’d won yet another match up.

Grace sniggered to herself while realising how spent I was. “No more what?” she asked, her eyes widened in mock confusion. Then while I watched, she inexplicably pushed me right in the nose again with her big toe. I lifted the other arm, and she simply slapped it away with her foot, before poking me in the nose with the tip of her big toe with even more force. “I’m going to keep doing it as much as I want,” she sneered. “Because I’m a winner and”—she violently jabbed me in the nose once more, and I felt a cold, tingling feeling on my upper lip, as if my nose was profusely bleeding all over again—“ya a loser.”

“Please,” I whined breathlessly. “Please, I can’t take anymore.”

“Ya want me to stop, do ya, mate?” She was peering down at me like a cat with a trapped mouse.

“Yes,” I pleaded. “Please. Please stop.”

“Fine, I’ll stop.”

I blinked in surprised relief, then looked over at her in disbelief.

“Oh, ya right to be worried.” She chuckled to herself, before moving her toe towards my nose again. When I flinched, she rolled her eyes, then pressed the biggest toe flat against my lips. “Because, there’s a price ya have to pay for me to stop.”

I blinked again, then stared at her with resignation expressed in my defeated face.

Grace smiled down at me, then she abruptly pulled the other stool over next to her and swung her legs up. The heel of one foot thudded against the wooden seat, before she crossed the other over the top. “Ya can come and lick my feet clean after I worked up a real sweat kicking ya ass.” She then slapped the shin pad. “It’s pretty hot and moist under here mate, and ya looking a bit dehydrated there. Come take my shinnies off.”

“Please,” I mumbled again, however, Grace snapped her fingers, before putting one to her lips.

“Enough,” she said. “This is happening whether ya want it to or not. Ya going to do exactly what ya told, or, I’m going to kick ya ass again. So, either ya can climb up to ya knees and lick my feet right now, or, I’ll stand on ya face and stamp ya stupid nose flat.”

“I can’t—” My eyes almost popped up out of my skull when I was cut-off abruptly; Grace having swung one foot down and dropped the heel of her foot right between my legs. “Ugh, fuck,” I groaned, and I clutched at my groin in agony.

“I don’t think ya going to be fucking tonight,” Grace teased. “And ya definitely not gonna be getting that blowie, eh mate?”

The idea of that blowjob had been swiftly knocked from my thoughts the first time Grace had rocked me with one of her stinging kicks. I’d known at that moment I’d underestimated her, and I’d have fled from the ring if I’d been able to get away from her. However, I hadn’t been given a chance, and it seemed right now, as the pain was throbbing in my balls, history was repeating itself. “Stop,” I whined. “Please stop.”

Grace lifted her feet back to the stool, crossed at the ankles, before similarly crossing her arms. “Well, ya know what to do.” She nodded towards her feet; her dusty soles pointed in my direction. “I was actually about to head home. I was completely done with ya and I’m stuffed after kicking ya ass. Did ya know I’ve just given an interview with some Tik Tok star about what happened tonight? Well, ya can probably watch it later.” She giggled. “Anyway, I was about to go wash off, and there ya were, still laying in the ring, and I couldn’t resist. I mean, why bother going to wash my feet when I have a perfectly good loser right here?” She snapped her fingers, causing me to flinch, then pointed at her bare feet with determination. “Get here and lick ‘em, loser. Lick the feet that licked ya.” She had to cover her mouth, such was the intensity of her laughs.

I was too busy staring at her soles to even muster a response. Since she’d been scooting all around the venue, apparently giving an interview to only further publicise my humiliation, her soles had worked up a notable filth. The very idea of licking all of that dust and crud from the very soles that had kicked my ass left me shuddering.

But still, I was broken, and I struggled up to my knees on shaky arms, planting my chin on the edge of the stool while wincing from the pain in my jaw.

“Lick ‘em,” Grace teased again, and she wiggled her toes provocatively. “Lick ‘em clean.”

After a hesitant glance at her face, and receiving a threatening scowl in response, I grimaced while dragging my tongue up the length of her dusty sole, shuddering in disgust as I felt my mouth drying out. “Ugh,” I groaned, frantically licking my lips. Again, and again I licked, screwing up my face in disgust while having to force myself and push on.

Grace was resting her chin on her gloved hands, watching me intently; a clear grin flashed on her face. “How’s ya cultural experience of Thailand working out there, buddy? Were ya listening earlier? Ya know how disrespectful it is to see the bottom of someone’s feet? Well, here ya go.” She uncrossed her legs and dropped her feet so they were side by side; her toes scrunching. “Take it and weep, loser.” She pointed at her feet and sniggered. “Because this right here is exactly what I think of ya. Total disrespect, ya foot-licking loser. So, go on, loser, lick my feet!” She sat up, then reached out and grabbed my nose between her finger and thumb from within the padded knuckles of her glove, causing me to whimper as she tugged me towards the soles of her feet. As she let go, my nose bounced off the flexed ball of one foot, causing a spark of pain to light up in my face. “Lick it,” she said. “Lick it or I’m going to rip ya stupid nose right from ya face.”

My tongue was already pressed back against the arch of her instep before she made that threat a reality. The pain was so intense in my broken nose that it felt like it had swollen to triple its size. Each time I lapped my tongue, I’d feel a throbbing tingle where my tooth used to be.  Yet, I desperately licked up her sole, frantically trying to appease her so she wouldn’t pummel me anymore. It was bitterly pathetic, sucking up to and grovelling at the feet of a much smaller girl in the most demeaning way. A tragically annoying girl that pushed all of my buttons in what I found repulsive in a person. She was just so smug and snotty, acting like she was better than me, but as I was obediently licking her feet until my mouth was dried out, all I could do was accept that she’d proven it true! She’d reduced me to the foot-licking loser I now so clearly was. My pride was prickly inside me, but I was so desperate for this all to be over so I could fly back to the States, that I just needed to amuse her this final time and I’d be free.

“My legs are all hot and bothered from beating ya up,” she mused. “Hurry up and take my shinnies off, loser.”

In my desperation to win her favour, and avoid another humiliating Bangkok beatdown, I clumsily slurped my tongue up between her toes as I frantically tried to loosen the shin pads from her legs. My fingers slipped and failed to grip the Velcro, with Grace rolling her eyes before ripping it away for me. Instantly, I felt how sweaty and moist her shins were, basically dripping from being packed away in those red shin pads for so long. By this point, my mouth was so parched from licking her dusty soles, that I was in dire need of hydrated salvation. I clambered up onto my knees, and while Grace snorted with baffled amusement, I began to enthusiastically lick and suck up the length of her smooth shin, hoovering up and slurping every trace I could find. The sheen of sweat was cringingly salty, and in some ways, it felt like it was drying my mouth out even more. But it was moist, and damp, and I needed it in my mouth as much as possible.

“Go on, lick it up,” she sneered in disgust, before taking out her phone to capture the moment. “Lick that sweat I worked up kicking ya ass.”

And I did, while Grace hooted and hollered, documenting every moment on video, I licked up all of the sweat from her sheening shin. Once she was satisfied with my efforts on the first, I repeated the service on her second leg, greedily lapping up that salty moisture as if I was trapped in a desert, then, to conclude the evening, I obediently tongued the soles of her feet while she caught up on her social media. By that point, I didn’t even have it in me to defy her anymore. I even found myself focusing on the soft flesh between her toes, with the clammy, sweaty goblets of gunk lodged in there totally unblemished by the Bangkok streets.

Throughout my efforts, I kept focusing on the fact that all of this was because I had mouthed off to her when she’d tried to defend Muay Thai. If I’d just kept my mouth shut, and watched the fights with respect, then I wouldn’t have currently found my sore tongue saturated with the taste of sweat from between her toes. It almost made me mentally able to handle the humiliation, weighing up in my head that I’d brought this all on myself.

When she finally tired of my ministrations, she patronisingly patted me on the head, before withdrawing her feet. “Good job, loser,” she said, and then she skipped from the ring without a care in the world.

***
[image: ]

While I was sat in the airport, clutching my bag with a band-aid across my nose, I noticed a few of the Thai passengers pointing and sniggering in my direction. I figured they were just laughing at my expense, noting how beat up my face was, and probably making stupid jokes about how I couldn’t handle Bangkok. However, two girls, no older than their early twenties, kept pointing at me and giggling to themselves. One of them stood, and was about to walk over to me, however, she reconsidered, before sitting back down. Still, her friend elbowed her and pointed, seemingly trying to encourage her to be brave. Eventually, after taking a breath, she approached.
“This is you?” she asked, while turning her phone and showing me a video in some messaging app I didn’t recognise. She clicked play, and there I was, laying in the centre of the ring while Grace was stood over me, her foot arched against my mouth while pinning me down in a conquering victory pose. Whoever filmed it, must have climbed up onto the edge of the ring and leant over the ropes as the depiction was graphic. Despite the ruckus of the crowd hooting and hollering, I could clearly be heard, groaning and whimpering while telling Grace over and over again that I was a loser and she was the best. But, that wasn’t even the worst part. The video suddenly zoomed in, and clearly evident, slurping and probing between Grace’s white-painted little toes, was my tongue, hungrily lavishing her dominant foot with the respect it deserved; all at the expense of my own pride and dignity. The caption attached sealed my fate: foot lick farang eats feet in bangkok boxing.

I immediately turned a bright shade of red, and I clutched my bag all the tighter. The girl let the video play out, before she looked up at me with a huge smile. “It is you yes?” she asked, clear excitement evident in her young face. “It is you? The foot lick farang?”

Put-him-down Phil, that’s what I used to be known as, whenever I stepped foot in the boxing ring, because whoever I was up against always ended up flat on his back, snoozing on the canvas with cartoon birds circling his head. That alias seemed long gone, however, and I cringed and panicked while realising I was forever going to be known as the foot lick farang.

“No,” I lied, but as soon as the girl noticed the gap in my teeth, she covered her mouth with her hand, giggling excitedly.

She was miniscule in height, and I wanted to just slap her phone from her hand and tell her to piss off and leave me alone. However, my mind kept wandering to that match with Grace, and how I’d looked down at her svelte, diminutive body with derision and later paid the price. My eyes flickered up and down the Thai girl’s physique, and settled on the dorky pair of slip-ons she was wearing. I was about to tell her to leave me alone, when the words caught on the tip of my tongue. Maybe she was trained in Muay Thai too? Maybe she could kick my ass too? As a result, I just looked at her sheepishly while my face lit up a shade I didn’t think possible. What if she kicked me in the nose, right there and then in the airport?

She pointed at the video again, and I noticed something written beneath it, causing my heart to skip:


Forwarded many times...



“You are farang that lick feet?” She pointed at my nose accusingly, and I flinched, fearing she was going to hit it. Her eyes lit up, and she cackled to herself while I cowered in terror. I swallowed nervously, and my eyes dropped in shame, focusing on her feet. The girl followed my searching eyes downwards, and she slipped her foot from her shoe. A second later it was in the air; her unpainted toes wiggling tauntingly. I looked her in the face, and pleaded with her silently, begging with my eyes for her to just leave me alone. She was cute, and just like the girls that had tried to woo me in the bars of Krabi and Hua Hin, but now, there was no longer that kind of interest. She lifted her foot, and while hesitantly looking me back in the eyes, fearful of a retaliation, she seemed to recognise the crumbling of my will. She realised that I wasn’t going to stop her, because I couldn’t, just like I hadn’t been able to stop Grace.

Then, right there in public, in the gravest insult of their culture: she bared the sole of her foot straight to my face. She held it there, aloft, while I stared right at the bottom of her foot, its proximity so close that I could make out the weathered wrinkles down her instep. Her eyes squinted slightly as she watched me intently, observing my reaction; the muscles clearly flexed in her leg and ready to whip her foot away the moment she sensed I was about to retaliate. But then, her eyes widened slightly; her leg relaxing as we looked at each other and she realised that no consequences were coming. Immediately, her posture straightened and she became emboldened. “Come,” she said with a giggle; and she pointed at her foot with intention. “Foot lick farang!” Her phone was in her other hand, pointed in my direction and clearly recording, the sparkle in her eyes evident of her hope to capture something that she could share with all of her friends.

My tongue was trembling in my mouth as I searched for an escape, all while I stared straight at the sole of her foot in shame and fear.

“Farang, lick foot!” she said with greater volume, and already a few of the other people in the departure hall had begun to look over. She lurched her sole closer, and I actually flinched in fear it was going to smack me in my bandaged nose. “Stupid farang lick foot now!”

I gulped, and after she nodded encouragingly towards her sole, I glanced up towards the flight times, and noted I still had hours to go. My shoulders sagged, and the bag dropped from my grip. She watched with fascination as her sole pressed freely against my blistered lips: my mouth parting helplessly. My tongue pushed against the callused ball of her foot, just as her shrieks of hilarity rang out and startled me. “Foot lick farang,” she said excitedly while documenting everything on her phone. “Foot lick farang!” She pointed at me again, and again, all while I shamefully licked the ball of her foot with obedience, a hollowed, broken, beaten, shadow of my former self.

I was already slurping her sole diligently when her friend, amidst a bundle of frantic disbelief and excitement, burst over, phone in hand for her turn. Her foot was already free from its flip flop, resting atop and poised to be thrust into my face when its chance came, determined to be licked by the pathetic farang that was there to be used for their amusement. I knew once it was thrust in my face, she too, would get what she wanted.

The first girl wiped her foot on the thigh of my pants, then stepped away, clutching her phone and giggling. I’d barely been able to lick my lips, before the second girl widened her eyes, then with a certain hesitance, lifted her sole towards my face.

“Foot lick farang,” she said, a sparkle evident in her eyes as her phone was poised, ready to record.

Even though I was the visitor to their country, I had become the number one tourist attraction of Thailand, and while I watched her eyes light up in wonder, I extended my tongue and gave her the show she wanted.
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