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Jule is a stunning blonde with a knock-out body that will take your breath away. Her part-time coach, Tess, is a bit of a secret admirer. The tension between them shatters in the ring, and Jule soon proves eager to take advantage of her sparring partner’s other skills.







This highly sexual erotica features near suffocation by facesitting as Jule dominates her new partner’s face, concerned more with her own pleasure than her partners capacity to breathe.
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“You keeping me warm today?” The inquiry jolted Tess to attention and she looked up from the bench, smiling in a friendly manner to the boxer. Jule leaned against the ropes and peered down at her sparring partner attentively, taking heavy breaths as she enjoyed a moment of respite from her training.



“I’m up, huh?” Tess was moving to her feet even as she asked. She saw Jule nod in response, and grabbed her gloves.



The boxer she’d be sparring with today was a gorgeous and powerfully shaped blonde woman. She was lean in form, with tight and well defined abs to augment her strong, toned thighs. Tess already knew from experience that she wasn’t a light hitter. She slipped on her headgear and tightened it up before sliding under the bottom rope and into the ring.



Jule had been going at it for a while yet. Her tanned skin was already shiny with a layer of sweat, and her pale grey sports bra was entirely soaked through. Tess took the chance to appraise her body as she rose to her feet within the ring, noting, too late, that Jule’s eyes were upon her.



“What we working today?” Tess asked. She and Jule extended their fists and hit gloves.



“Body combos, stamina,” Jule said. She bounced on her toes before hurling a few punches into the air around Tess’s stomach level, albeit directed at an imagined target.



Tess resisted the urge to groan. She was used to being made a punching bag for practice, but so many blows to the body always left her aching and bruised. “Sounds good. How you doing?” Jule and Tess had sparred together a few times, but it’d been a week since their last session. Tess couldn’t help but feel as though there’d been a bit of a disconnect between them then, as the boxer reacted somewhat odd in regards to her sparring partner’s friendly behavior. Tess hadn’t intended to be overly flirtatious, but she figured that Jule had a pretty strong sense of how she felt toward her.



“Been alright. Fights in a week.”



“I saw your post about it. Feeling confident?”



Jule was still new to her fighting career, but had won her first four bouts. She took a moment to respond, opting to speak genuinely with her sparring partner rather than uphold any manner of confident fa
 
 ade. “She’s pretty fast. Good upper body movement.” Jule leaned against the ropes in her corner as Tess positioned herself closer to the center of the ring.



“Haven’t seen her fight. How’s her reach?”



“Little shorter than mine.”



“There you go.”



Jule pushed herself up from the corner and took up a boxing stance, and Tess was soon to follow suit.



“You’re gonna want to cut your volume a little.”



“I think I can outlast them, still. They got a bit more on the arm.”



“Bit stockier?”



“A little.”



Tess moved forward and gestured for Jule to start throwing punches at her. As she did, Tess would attempt to close the distance between them in the manner of a shorter fighter, and trade hits. She offered a few encouraging words each time, allowing Jule to try out different methods for resisting her attempts to get near.



Landing shots frequently, Jule seemed adept at halting Tess’ advances with long, precise, punches. Despite the battering her sparring partner permitted no lengthy respite, assuring that Jule made her punches count. Too many wasted throws and she’d begin to lose the advantage her longer arms gave.



“Keep your arms up,” Tess reminded her, knowing that Jule’s focus on practicing body-combos was resulting in her holding her hands a bit lower than usual.



As time wore on, Jule began to slow and the volume of punches she threw diminished. Tess made a point of obligating Jule to keep up a strong offense, capitalizing each time she was able to move in past Jule’s outer range. They both knew stamina and strategically punching was going to be a major factor in the upcoming bout. The gym had formally closed an hour ago, but Jule had worked out a deal to keep at it a few hours past closing, so long as she locked the door when they were done.



She was breathing heavily, and her punches were starting to come across weak. Tess moved in and threw a series of low body shots with her left arm as her right arm was kept down, protecting her right side. She was, admittedly, starting to feel the impact there. Maybe she was subconsciously less attentive to protecting her own face as she focused on Jule’s form. Jule threw a hard right that impacted the side Tess’s faceguard with a solid thwap, sending her stumbling backward until she fell on her rear.



“Oop!” Jule said. She wasn’t overly apologetic as they had been sparring and the point was to punch each other, but she could tell the sudden blow had really done a number on Tess.



“Damn,” Tess said, chuckling as she rubbed her head through the mask, dots swarming her vision momentarily as she shook the daze.



Jule laughed ecstatically, appearing suddenly bashful. “Don’t know what I was thinking. Just put some umph into that one.”



“Ah, well good! That’s the idea yeah?” Jule opted to remain seated for the moment, figuring it was about time they called it a day. “Was a good counter.”



Maybe Jule had a bit of the sense that it might have been a kind of cheap shot, as Tess was indicating positioning herself for a stopping body-combo, but it didn’t matter. Tess had shaken it off fast enough. She moved forward and playfully shoved Tess down, falling in turn to kneel upon the canvas beside her. “Worried I knocked you. Saw your eyes go.”



“You would’ve,” Tess said. She exhaled heavily, staring at the ceiling as she reached to undo her headgear’s straps before tossing it aside. Her short black hair was slick with sweat, and her ordinarily pale features were aflush pink from exhaustion.



Jule was clearly proud of herself. She had a cheeky grin as she peered down at Tess, something like elation strewn upon her features. Perhaps Tess’ fall had been the mock-victory she desired so as to draw the day’s training to a satisfying close. Tess couldn’t help but feel yet another sensation of dizziness washing over her as she now looked up at Jule’s form and saw her cavalier expression.



“‘Spose that’s the day, then,” Jule said tiredly, settling down beside Tess as she sat on the canvas near the other woman’s face.



“Yeah. You were doing great work, as always. Lots of improvement. Doing so great.” Tess was willing to let the encouraging words flow from her mouth, knowing that Jule had earned a sort of psychological reward for working so hard. She’d been rooting for her since day one, even if they’d only had a handful of chances to directly interact. Tess might have been one of her first true fans. She wished she could do a little more for her.



They sat together quietly for a minute in silence, the heavy breathes gradually softening and calming. There was an odd relaxation in how the sounds of the gym’s machines slowly became audible again over the rushing blood and airy gasps. Something between them seemed expectant in the old familiar manner of two people facing an imminent departure, but who are subtly remorse to truly separate. Neither of them pushed it, and instead they enjoyed each other’s presence quietly as the day’s primary event drew to a close.



Tess wanted, then, to find something profound to say. She wanted to engage with Jule on a conversational level that was just a hint deeper than the ordinarily babble. Perhaps she simply wanted to indicate, if there was any doubt, that she was feeling something.



“Getting beat up by you is the best part of my week.” She immediately resisted the urge to cringe as the words escaped her, realizing only too late how that sounded, but Jule’s immediately eruption of laughter and dispelled Tess’s nervousness.



“Do you do like me, huh?” Jule asked teasingly. “Or you just like being beaten up. I suppose that's make sense, if your job is sparring with boxers.” Jule seemed extensively amused by Tess’s mortified expression.


“No! - I mean,” Tess stammered, her mouth hanging slightly agape as she grinned up at Jule. “I just mean it’s nice training with you.”



Jule threw a fast series of mock punches at Tess’s stomach, stopping short and making comical little impact noises with her mouth. The punches that did make contact landed just hard enough to send little jiggles through her stomach. Tess laughed heartily, meekly attempting to fend her off. Jule climbed up along her as they played, and straddled Tess’ chest with her knees bent against the canvas. She’d managed to pin her sparring partners arms beneath either shin.


“That’s no fair,”



“What?” Jule asked, peering down at Tess’s face between her knees. She playfully brought her legs together and squeezed the other woman’s face.



“I’m a boxther not a wresthler.” Tess spoke through her squeezed cheeks, verbally tripping over her tongue. Jule had begun her sports career in wrestling, and done kickboxing alongside her boxing training.



“You just weren’t fighting me.” Jule waggled her brows at Tess knowingly. “I think you like being pinned.”



Tess snorted at her skeptically, trying her best to derail the teasing. Of course, Jule had her figuratively pinned just as much as she had her literally pinned, and was well aware of Tess’ appreciation for her body. Even now, Tess struggled to keep her eyes on Jule’s face. It was a long way up to look, and she had such a clear view of Jule’s body from this position beneath her. Her eyes wandered slowly up along her shiny abs to her soaked sports bra and the defined tone of her neck until finally rushing up to meet her eyes.



“I think you like getting up close and personal with me. You like me sweaty?” As she spoke, Jule’s tone of voice seemed to slip away from teasing and become something more sensual. Her eyes were glued to Tess’ features, now attentive to her every reaction in a deeply analytical way.



It was a proposition that Tess couldn’t miss. Her bashfulness washed away.



“I like you wet,” she said. The tension between them suddenly surged, and Tess could feel the trembling shiver of energy rising up through Jule even as she spoke.



“You like being there between me legs all helpless?”



“I’d like to be even closer.”



Jule rocked forward on her knees, moving her crotch nearer to Tess’s face with a teasing giggle. With only a thin layer of damp grey briefs between the pinned woman’s face and the boxer’s pussy, Tess couldn’t help but breath in her sweet scent.



“Is there… a janitor or anyone that comes by?” Tess asked softly. When Jule pulled back far enough for Tess to see past her abdomen, she saw that the boxer was removing her sports bra.



“No uh - it’s all good,” she assured Tess as she pulled off her boxing gloves and tossed them aside. She quickly proceeded to work her fingers under the elastic beneath her tits and drawing the piece of fabric up over her head. Her breasts fell lightly against her chest; a pleasing sight, given Tess’ location.



Tess had fantasized of a moment like this, and envisioned herself pinned beneath Jule on more than one occasion. Now the boxer leaned over her, scooting her knees forward so that her crotch came against Tess’s mouth and chin, the smooth fabric of the sweaty briefs she wore dampening the other woman’s face. Jule’s perky breasts hung down toward Kel’s upturned visage, affording her clear view of the her little pink areola and the firm nipples they surrounded.



“I’d Been hoping to get a look at those,” Tess said into Jule’s crotch. The boxer grinned, but quickly rested her crotch against Tess’s face so as to silence her. Tess inhaled deeply, taking in the sweet scent of Jule’s sweaty form and wet sex. If she’d known Jule was ready for something like this, she wouldn’t have skirted the edge so much conversationally when it came to them getting closer. She wanted to remain professional, and Jule had not been overly responsive to her flirting before.



“Is that good?” Jule asked, rubbing her crotch against Tess’s face through the briefs. Her own wetness soaked through the sweat drenched garments gradually, and Tess got a taste of her through the cloth.



“Mhm,” Tess moaned her agreement as she moved her tongue against the fabric at the supposed location of Jule’s pussy, and licked her. Jule hooked a thumb around the elastic band of her briefs on either hip, and pulled them down her legs. Tess found herself face to face with Jule’s exposed, wet, pussy. The boxer kept herself just out of range of Tess’ tongue, however, and rested her rear on her sparring partners dcolletage as she pulled her panties the rest of the way down her legs and off her feet.



Admiring the boxer’s sex, Tess couldn’t help but appreciate the tender perfection of her petals. They glistened with her wetness already as a small globule of her girlcum dripped down from her slit to land between Tess’ collarbones.



Jule scrunched up her boxing panties in hand, packing them into a tight ball of sweaty fabric. “Open,” she commanded, staring down at the other’s face. Tess did not protest, and opened her mouth widely for Jule. The boxer stuffed in her panties, forcing them all the way in. Jule’s sweaty panties had a delicious taste, but Tess couldn’t help but gag as they filled her mouth.



“You like those? Do they taste pretty fucking good?” Jule grinned with a wide eyed stare at Tess, who offered a hasty nod. She let out a pleasurable moan throat the fabric, although the sound was muffled by the gag.



The boxer swiveled around on her rear, turning to face down Tess’ body as the brunette was left with the panties in her mouth. She didn’t imagine she could get them out if she tried, with her arms pinned. The taste of Jule’s wetness in the fabric was making her mouth water.



Jule’s as was tan with a dusting of freckles, and her glutes were as toned as the rest of her form. Tess longed to be smothered beneath her ass.



Suddenly she felt Jule’s hands upon her stomach, following by the tickling movement of her fingers. She wiggled and struggled beneath Jule as involuntary bursts of laughter attempted to push their way out of the gag. Jule worked her fingers into Tess’s sides, tickling her along the ribcage and up toward the underarm.



Tess whimpered and squealed in protest, unable to escape her pin. Just as she was getting real worked up and out of breath, Jule moved herself back and set her ass right upon Tess’ face.



With the panties still bundled up in her mouth, Tess could feel her lips against the boxer’s sweaty asshole. Her cheeks rested firmly against Tess’ face as the boxer rested her full weight upon the woman below. Jule grinded against her, rubbing her ass forward and backward as her hands set upon Tess’ tits.



Jule ceased her aggressively tickling but now squeezed Jule’s tits through her tank top. She located each of the pinned woman’s nipples and began to fiddle with them with her fingers, twisting and tugging on them gently and coaxing them to harder in her gasp. Tess found herself short on air, and moaned out a little noise of distress. Jule didn’t seem inclined to alleviate the woman so soon, and bounced her ass firmly against Tess’ face each time she dared make an audible protest.



Sliding her hands into Tess’ cleavage, Jule took two handfuls of her breasts beneath her shirt and squeezed them in her palms. She pinched one of Tess’s nipples between her fingers and squeezed it firmly, relishing the sound of Tess’s surprise, muffled by her ass.



Finally Tess imply had to breathe, and she wiggled frantically beneath Jule, attempting to get her nose free of the boxer’s ass long enough to secure a breath of air. The pinning woman resisted for a time, seeming reluctant to allow Tess to breathe, but eventually lifted her rear just long enough for Tess to take a sharp breath through her nose.



Once more Jule patiently sat her ass upon Tess and waited for her sparring partner to get desperate. She seemed to practically forget about her, smothering her beneath her ass for another full minute without so much as acknowledging Tess’ needs. She seemed content to idly play with the woman’s tits and let her worry about breathing. Tess practically had to use everything she had just to wrestle her face away from Jule’s ass long enough to take a quick breath, as Jule continued to push herself down onto her and make it as difficult as she could.



Tess was surprised to see such a kinky display coming from her so quickly, as their intimate engagement had set upon them rather suddenly. She imagined this much be as much of a kink for the boxer as it was for her. Jule finally pulled her ass away from Tess and turned again, staring down at the pinned woman with clear pleasure as Tess breathed heavily through her nose. She reached down and pinched her soaked panties, pulling them out of Tess’ mouth and flicking them aside.



“You gonna let me eat that pussy?” Tess inquired between heavy breaths.



Jule ran her hands through Tess’ hair, feeling her drenched scalp and combing back her black locks away from her eyes. “I’m going to make you eat this pussy.”



Jule clearly required no further prodding. She kept Tess’ head secure in her hands and moved her sex forward to the pinned woman’s mouth. Tess was eager to get a taste of the pussy again, and wasted no time extending her tongue out between the boxer’s petals. As Jule rocked forward Tess moved her tongue back and forth and worked it up into her pussy, tasting her inner walls and moaning out her appreciation.



One of Jule’s hands affixed departed from Tess’ scalp to affix itself upon her own breast, and she began to massage herself there as the woman she’d made her seat gave pleasure with her tongue. The boxed leaned forward and humped the other woman’s face, grinding her clit against the soft tip of Tess’ nose.



This was exactly what Tess wanted. Jule set about using her for her own pleasure, rewarding her sparring partner with a view of her body and the luxurious taste of her dripping petals. Tess slathered her pussy with spittle and wiggled her tongue deep within, eagerly stimulating her. Jule’s wetness drizzled down either side of Tess’ face. The pace of Tess’s licking slowed for but a moment before Jule began to firmly hump her face, ascertaining that she did not go without stimulation or pleasure for any length of time.



“Keep going,” Jule ordered, her voice trembling as the pleasure assailed her mind. “Keep eating that pussy. Get your tongue way up there. Taste me.” Tess was happy to oblige, and moved her lips against Jule’s labia even as her tongue wiggled and prodded as deep within as it could reach.



Although her nose was pressed tightly against Jule’s vulva, Tess was still just barely able to breathe. Jule seemed somewhat unsatisfied with this, detecting the little breaths as the air flowed around her short blonde pubes. She reached down and pinched Tess’ nose, closing it off and beginning to pleasure her own clit with the rest of the fingers on the suffocating hand.



There was a strange excitement in Jule’s dominance over her. The face that the boxer had complete control of Tess’ body and seemed intend on using her for her own pleasure to whatever extent she desired. Tess struggled beneath her as her air supply was cut off, but continued to lick deeply within her pussy even as the urge to breathe grew more intense.



She spasmed beneath the boxer, feeling a dark presence pushing into the corners of her vision as she continued to exert herself with limited oxygen. Jule grinned down at her with blatant mischievous enjoyment, watching as Tess struggled to remain conscious.



Tess could feel her eyes involuntarily fluttering shut. She stared up at Jule with a pleading expression, far to exhaustion to physically shove her off, now. She realized that she was going to pass out and Jule would have complete freedom over her body until she woke up. Finally, she slipped out of consciousness.



It was not exactly clear how long she’d been under, but she feels air filling her lungs before her eyes are able to open. She feels a sensation almost like deep restfulness in those first moments, before exhaustion immediately returns to her. The boxer had finally lifted her pussy from Tess’ mouth and permitted her to wake with a sudden intake of air. No sooner had Tess filled her lungs than did Jule replace her pussy upon her sparring partner’s face once again, obviously determined to repeat the process.



Tess gave in. She was eager to please, and willing to let Jule use her however the boxer so desired. She began to lick Jule’s pussy with new found energy, awaiting the inevitable sensation of suffocation beneath her form. Jule moaned with pleasure now, enthralled by the sight of Tess eagerly licking at her even as she seemed to ride the fence between consciousness and unconsciousness.



Once more Tess became desperate to breathe, but she made no effort to shove Jule off her form. She accepted with excitement her approaching darkness, knowing what pleasure it’d give Jule to see her sparring partner eagerly choosing her pussy over air.



Jule screamed with pleasure, bucking and humping against Tess while ascertaining that the other woman’s nose was always either pinched shut or pressed firmly between her petals just beneath her clit. Tess felt the inner walls of her vagina clench against her tongue, squeezing it firmly as a spurt of ejaculate blasted out into Tess’ mouth.



The sensation and taste of Jule’s sweet cum filling her mouth was the last thing she registered before darkness again took her.



When she woke again, Jule seemed to be beginning to recover. She breathed heavily and stared down at Tess with an expression that seemed like something between admiration and appreciation. Less determined to prevent the woman from breathing, now, Jule allowed Tess to continue to lick up her ejaculate and provide some final pleasure before finally pulling off of her.



“Good girl,” Jule cooed softly, reaching down to pinch Tess drenched cheeks as she stared down at her.



“Glad to have served you…” Tess seemed a little bewildered as her brain was still calibrating. Her sense of time seemed a little askew, as though she’d rested during their sexual engagement and then begun again.



“How do you feel about making this a part of our routine?” Jule inquired, gently fingering herself as she continued to sit upon Tess’ chest, showing no desire to allow her to escape.



“Fucking’s good cardio,” Tess said, laughing heartily. She licked her lips to attain another sample of Jule’s sweet taste.



“That good, huh?” Jule inquired, brining her own fingers to her lips and suckling them. She seemed surprised by the taste of her own cum, and soon returned her fingers to her wet pussy to gather up more of her squirted ejaculate. This time she offered the fingers to Tess, who immediately began to lick them clean.



“I like the way you just went with all that,” Jule said, clearly amused, but also aroused. “Seems like you really know your place.”



Tess swallowed and grinned, leaning forward to plant a little kiss upon Jule’s clitoris. “What can I say? You’re a knockout gal.”



Jule slid off of Tess and rose to her feet, casually walking over to retrieve her shorts, bra, and gloves. She bent down for each item and presented Tess a final teasing look at her firm ass, otherwise unattentive to her sparring partners gradual recover.



“Same time next week?” she inquired in a casual tone, her words a simple confirmation of what she already knew.



“Yeah. And I do house calls, too, if you need me to do some more private work.”



Jule turned her head slightly and grinned in a cheeky manner and pulled on her clothes before stepping over Tess and slipping out of the ring.



Tess laid there for a time, the visual of Jule’s naked form grinding against her face imprinted in her mind.



“Lights out!” Jule called out before flicking off the lights, leaving Tess to lay in peaceful darkness.
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