

I met Mike some time ago after one of his fights, down at the local bar. Okay, that came out a bit wrong. It wasn’t like after some bar brawl that I met him. I’ve been with guys like that before, never going back. Not worth the drama. I was foolish and went after foolish men. Mike wasn’t some fool, not like those other guys with big and fragile egos, that got them into constant and pointless trouble that could be easily avoided. I was over that sort of thing, grew out of it, thankfully. No, fighting was Mike’s career. He trained daily and about once every two weeks spent time in the cage. One on one with another bruiser. Usually one much bigger than he was.

Mike had a different build, one unlike the other fighters. His body sinewy and toned, not bulky. Raw muscle, but not in a stand out sort of way. I liked that though, you wouldn’t know he could fight if you just happened to pass him on the street. Okay you wouldn’t know he could fight if you saw him in the ring either.

I wiped the blood from off his lip with a wet rag. Another fight having ended only some thirty minutes ago.

“Why do you still do this?” I asked. We’ve known each other long enough now, I felt I could ask that question, and I was burning to know the answer. We’ve been seeing each other for about a month. And we definitely were both into each other, but things haven’t yet escalated further than a hug. I wasn’t sure why, and I’m not sure he was either, but that’s where we were at.

Mike looked up at me, his vision probably still a bit blurry, “because I love it,” he said, blood pooling in his mouth. The look of which simultaneously revolted and enticed me, like a warrior returning from battle.

“But you never win,” I said. It might have sounded harsh, but I had to know more. I hated that I perhaps projected my own doubts onto him, but I couldn’t help it, and he didn’t seem to mind. But then again maybe he wasn’t in the headspace to mind, if he was even in his head at all, considering he may have gotten knocked out of it.

When I first met him and he told me about being a cage fighter, I imagined him covered in blood, but certainly not his own. His bare chest heaving over a fallen combatant, marked and bruised by each one of Mike’s blows. Mike had a losing streak. A perfect losing streak in fact. He never won a fight and up until now I never brought it up. In my head I imagined it might be a sore topic. A topic as sore as his bruised body and aching muscles.

Mike spit blood into the bucket beside him, wiping his chin with his arm, leaving a streak of red across it. I took the cloth in my hand and wiped it clean. In almost all aspects Mike was like an animal. Completely unrefined. Except for when it came to his behavior with others. Which to me was all that really mattered. I wouldn’t say that he fit the old cliche, that he was a complete gentleman. His mannerisms and all that were far from those of the dapper, well suited, man’s. But he expressed empathy best he could in his own gruff manner.

“I don’t really care for winning,” he said, shrugging his shoulders, then stopping to massage the aching.

I went behind him and placed my hands on his shoulders. He had some damn hard muscles. I gripped tightly and massaged.

“So then seriously, tell me why you do it. If it isn’t to be the best, why?”

Maybe it was just how I was raised. And maybe it wasn’t the best sort of thinking to have, but it was how I saw life. My parents always wanted me to be the best in whatever I did. The best grades, the best looks, the best the best the best. But now as I think it over, I can see how much stress that put on me. And hell, I can’t even say if that’s what I wanted for myself either. Maybe I was nagging him with these questions because I wanted to know how he managed it. Managed to not see life in the way I did, and how in the world I could change.

“I do it because I enjoy it. It sounds simple and maybe sort of lame but it’s true,” said Mike.

“So you enjoy losing?” My words sounded cold, but I didn’t mean it that way.

Mike laughed, baring that bloody smile, “It’s not the losing I enjoy so much. It’s… the pain… I guess.”

“So you’re a freak than,” I laughed along with him.

“Maybe, but I don’t see it that way. I guess most guys, when they imagine themselves in a fight they imagine winning, and hurting the other person. I don’t, even as a kid, I always imagined being a boxer but not because I wanted to beat someone up. But because I wanted to see my body cut up, see the scars running down my chest. I thought how, even if I never won a fight, it would just be fun to experience the fight. And to me that experience means getting the piss taken out of me.”

“And?” I ran my empty palms along his sweat back.

“And it’s fun,” said Mike.

Our little talk helped me know why he did what he did, but it hardly helped me to understand. I wasn’t sure if it was something I would ever understand. But regardless of all that, I really liked him. Even if he wasn’t the fantasy I dreamt up when I first met him, he was more real than any of that.

“How about you get cleaned up and we go get something to eat,” I said.

“Sounds good, I’m fucking starving.”

I smiled and gave him a hug, and a kiss on the cheek.

I felt like he was starting to open up to me. I don’t think he had any problems with that. If anyone was more closed off in this relationship it was me. I think Mike was more than okay with the way we were going. Happy to have me watch him fight, happy to share a meal. I started to want more though. Really wanting more of him. After each fight I found myself falling more and more in love with that toned and torn up body of his. And I wanted to find out more about these shadows that hid deep in his mind, and where they came from, what gave birth to these feelings so unlike my own.

We sat down at an intimate restaurant not too far from the venue. The waiter came by and poured us each a glass of wine. I wondered what he thought of Mike’s face. Did he think he was some thug, or something worse. I ordered a salad, not that I was one of those salad girls, whatever that might mean, but I was craving chicken salad, but mostly feta cheese, and salad is a good vehicle for feta. Mike ordered a nice steak, not that he was one of those steak guys, but after a fight he needed a big meal. We got to talking some more, enjoying the wine and meal as we did. I got flirty with him. Way more than I usually would. Between bites I would place a hand on his thigh, looking into his eyes, still a bit glossed over. I shared some of my meal with him, feeding him from off my fork, and he did the same. Cutesy stuff like that. It felt like a date. We never had a date, not an official one. Our relationship felt more natural than that. Which I think I enjoyed far more. Way less pressure, less performance anxiety.

I decided to get a little more intimate with him. Maybe it was the conversation, maybe the atmosphere of the restaurant, the glowing candles, and soft music in the background. Whatever it was I wanted to get closer to him. I had to make a move and today felt like the right day for it. I had an idea. A little game the two of us could play. I rubbed his knee, moving my hand up to his inner thigh. Gripping his strong muscles for a second.

I placed my wine glass down, “So…” I picked my glass back up and took another sip, I needed a little extra help. “I want you to…” Why were the words so hard to get out? I wanted to say them, maybe I was afraid if I did, it might change things. I slid my hand higher up his thigh. I knew it wouldn ‘t, but the fear was still there, “win your next fight and then I want you to take me,” I said. I reached for his cock, holding onto it from over his pants. Well, it was out there now. What I’ve been dreaming of since I met him.

Mike swallowed a large gulp of wine, nearly spitting it back up into the cup. My words and touch caught him more off guard then the left hook he took in tonight's fight. Which, if you saw his face, was really saying something. But the look on his face made it all worth it. He smiled for a moment, that is until perhaps the reality of it hit him.

“Do I have to win?” he asked.

“Yup,” I gave his cock a hard tug, “win or it’s no pussy for you.”

“Well fuck me then,” he said.

“Only if you win,” I winked.

I removed my hand from his cock and took another sip of wine, a much bigger sip. I could feel the rush of the moment still swelling inside me.

The night of his next fight arrived. He prepared himself for battle in the locker room. I took my usual seat in the front row and waited with great anticipation. The nerves started to get to me. I wanted him to win, so badly did I want that. I thought I was putting this on him, but in the end I seemed more bothered by the possible outcome then he was. Perhaps I was really the weak one. But I loved the torture I placed on myself, the suspense made me ache.

Mike entered the ring, and the fight began. He squared off with his opponent Nate. A man a bit bigger than Mike, and a much better record. The two of them tapped fists in a display of showmanship, and the match was on. Mike shuffled around, studying Nate’s movements. He always went into these fights without a clue of who he was up against. He did no research, hell he hardly remembers who he was matched up with until he inevitably found himself face to face with a brute. It was no wonder he lost so easily. It wasn’t for a lack of skill in fighting, but for a lack of desire to see himself win. All he cared for is fists hitting flesh, usually his own, everything else fell by the wayside for him.

Mike landed a right, a direct hit with Nate’s chin. Nate retaliated quickly and swung, Mike kept his guard up and caught it on the forearm. Then another swing by Nate, once again blocked. The fight kept me on the edge of my seat. Usually Mike took at least two to the chest and one to the face by this point. Maybe he really could do it. Then he caught a powerful haymaker to the lip, it didn’t connect fully, but enough to knock Mike off balance. Nate swept his foot across the mat, hooking Mike’s leg out from underneath him. My breathing halted as Mike’s back hit the mat.

“Damn it, Mike, get the fuck up,” I shouted. I covered my mouth. I never shouted at these events. Hell, I hardly even talked to the person next to me. Nate straddled Mike. The weight of Nate’s body, his knees pressing into Mike’s ribs, kept the two of them adhered to the ground. Mike brought his arms up across his face, but his lower body was completely exposed. Nate tried to go for the face but found no entry. Instead focusing on the ribs. Mike faced me, whether he saw me or not, I couldn’t be certain. He spit, a glob of blood soaking into the mat, his wound still barely healed from the last match.

If Mike didn’t do something soon it was going to be over. I started to get angry. I had a lot invested in this fight. Is this how the fans felt? I never understood getting so riled up about sporting events, never really feeling myself wrapped up in them. But today obviously was different. I couldn’t sit any longer. I stood up out of my chair, my fingers holding to my chin. Mike thrusted his hips upward, forcing Nate to drop his hands to the ground for balance. Mike wrapped an arm around Nate’s and swung himself on top of him, flipping the fight upside down. I clutched my hands into a fist. ‘Come on baby, come on,’ I whispered.

Mike cocked his fists back and unloaded blow after blow. There was no technique, no calculation, he punched whatever and wherever he could. He was going to tire himself out like that. Mike left his body behind, and pure instinct took over. He fought for survival, he fought for the chance to fuck his woman. He fought to fuck me. The crowd loved it. I’ve never seen him behave so beastly before, certainly not outside the cage, and never inside it either. Nate’s left eye started to swell shut. My veins pumped with adrenaline, nervous and excited.

Mike couldn’t keep it up, I knew it. Nate saw his opening and took it, grappling Mike back underneath. Nate made his shots straight to the face, Mike’s head bouncing off his knuckles and down onto the mat.

“Fuck me, fuck you Mike, fight back.”

Mike took another blow to the head. He didn’t get back up, going limp. Fuck. I sat back down in my seat and looked up at the lights, the roar of the crowd washing over me. I closed my eyes. Damn it Mike.

After about forty five minutes I headed to Mike’s locker room. He sat on the bench, looking a bit dejected, or perhaps just torn the fuck up.

“You didn’t win,” I said.

“Nope,” Mike looked up at me, a gash still dripping blood down his forehead. He saw me glance at the wound and went to wipe it off. Looking at the blood on his palm and laughing.

“What is wrong with you,” I laughed.

Mike shrugged.

And now I wanted him more than ever. What caused this. He didn’t win, he didn’t triumph on my behalf. So why the fuck did I want him so badly. He took my dream and had it stomp the ever living fuck out of him, and yet there I was stepping closer to him.

“I thought you might have gotten a concussion,” I said.

“Thank fuck I didn’t.”

I nodded grabbing a moist rag and dabbing his red wounds.

“You are by far the worst warrior to ever stumble the earth,” I said, wiping the blood off his hands, “and perhaps the happiest.” I leaned in and kissed his forehead. I guided my hands down his chest. A finger hooked to his shorts, giving it a tug.

“I hope you still have enough blood for this,” I said.

I placed a rag down on the tile and got on my knees, sliding Mike’s shorts off his legs. I grabbed his flaccid cock.

“But I didn’t win,” said Mike.

“You always win, everytime you get into that ring, that’s a win. Only a fucking madman would put himself through that knowing he was gonna lose.”

Mike lifted my chin, bending forward, touching his lips to mine. The metallic taste of blood is a bit of a shock. But I let his tongue in all the same. I kissed his lips then his neck and then his chest. Working my mouth down his body, the salty sweet taste of his sweaty skin filling my mouth. I made my way down between his legs, Mike placed a hand on the top of my head, pulling my hair back and out of my face. He pulled a bit harder tilting my head back and exposing my neck, sucking on it, his tongue licking.

“Let me,” I said.

I wanted to give him pleasure, after seeing him take so much pain. I wanted to make him feel good. If the rest of his world filled him with brutal pain time and time again, I wanted to be the part of it that filled him with pleasure.

My tongue teased at the tip of his cock. He grew harder with each lick, he watched as I started my performance. Preparing him for his next bout. A fight for pleasure, a fight I’d make sure he won. Whatever it took, he was going to win. His cock fully erect, made so by my mouth. By my want for him. His pleasure expressed by the grunts tugged out of him by my nimble fingers. The farther I took him in, the more he expressed that pleasure. So he liked it deep, if that’s the case then I can do that. I forced myself down as far as I could, the slurping sounds echoing in the locker room.

“Fuck baby, that’s good.”

Damn fucking right about that. Damn fucking right. He was careful not to force me down as he rested his hands on the top of my head, though I knew he wanted to. And honestly within that moment, I don’t think I would have minded choking just a bit, not too much, but a bit. I clawed at his thighs, my nails digging into his flesh, not that I meant to, it just happened. He placed his hands over mine.

“Oh fuck,” he sighed.

“Sorry,” I said, letting up.

“No, that was good,” he said.

I should’ve known the pain wouldn’t be a problem for him.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

I dug my nails back into his flesh. His eyes widened. He loved it. I wanted to leave my mark on him. And he wanted it too. Just another scar, another reminder of another fight.

“You like that,” I said, giving him another taste.

“I fucking love it.”

The more I dug my nails in, the more I raked his flesh, the more he throbbed, and even laughed at times.

The whole thing made me feel powerful, knowing I caused him such delight and pain. The way he liked it. He found pleasure in the pain. In some odd way I didn’t understand, but he enjoyed it. I went back down on his cock, my nails clawing at his back, causing him to arch. I never got the sort of reactions I got from him, from any other guy before. I did things to him I never knew I was capable of. He helped me see a different side of myself, and I liked it. Really liked it.

“Get over here,” said Mike, lifting me to my feet. He embraced me, his strong hands now taking control of me. Whatever I did, it managed to unlock something inside of him, something I hadn’t witnessed before. He lifted my shirt off and unhooked my bra. My breasts filled his mouth. My nipples stiffened by the flicking touch of his tongue. I had pretty sensitive nipples, so the more he sucked the more I squirmed for him. When his hand found its way down the front of my pants, is when I really started to squirm, holding to his bare shoulder for balance.

I wrapped an arm around him, his finger entering my pussy, coated in its slick wet juices. He switched from fingering inside to teasing the clit. Back and forth, the build up getting me closer to falling off over the edge. I didn’t want this to just be about me though, solely about my pleasure. He was the one who put himself in harm's way for a shot with me. That sort of behavior deserved to be rewarded. Watching how much of beating he was willing to take on my behalf, he proved himself more so than if he’d won unscathed. If he could take such an ass kicking for one night with me, how much of life’s constant bullshit would he be willing to shoulder for a life with me. I had to think of that, and had to show my appreciation.

I hopped out of my tights and panties, naked before him. Maybe I needed the validation, maybe I just wanted to feel sexy but I asked, “What do you think?” Giving a little twirl.

“Beautiful,” Mike pulled me in and picked me up.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Holding tightly to him as I felt him tease his cock against my pussy. Sliding the head of it against the wetness, teasing at the entrance.

“I want you to put it in,” I whispered, licking his ear.

Mike obliged my request and lowered me down, holding me up before allowing me to slide too far down. He carried me over to the wall, the flat of my back against it.

Mike held to my ass and thrusted in. All the while I had my nails digging into his back, scratching my enjoyment into him. Each line a reminder that we were here, that we did this.

“Fuck me, baby,” I moaned.

He went at this sweet little pussy with all the more ferocity. Fueled by the adrenaline and rage of the fight. I truly felt like a prize claimed after a vigorous battle.

“Fuck, give me more.”

I was a ragdoll in his strong and controlling hands. My body weighs nothing compared to his strength.

I felt it coming on, the waves rolling over me more intensely with each passing stroke, each time my clit rubbed against his pelvis. There was only so much I could take, but I had to take more, there was no escaping it, I was locked down his cock. I sunk my teeth into his shoulder, the only way to take this pleasure was by pressing the full brunt of it back into him. He took the pain of my bite happily. So happily in fact that he too had no choice but to give into release.

Mike lifted me up and off him, bringing me back to my feet. I got down before him, still a bit dazed. I gave him a few quick strokes, his warm cum splashing on my chest, his cock twitching in my hand. He joined me, holding my head to his chest.

“I can’t wait for your next fight,” I said.

“Me neither.”

“You better win this time.”

“And if I don’t?”

“You know exactly what will happen if you don’t,” I gave his sensitive cock a tug.

“Then I better stop training.”

“You dummy,” I pinched his thigh.

“Ouch,” Mike swatted my hand away.

Mike took me home with him that night. And I found myself at his place most nights after that. I enjoyed him so much. At times I found myself scared of losing him. I tried to remind myself that Mike never feared losing. That each time he walked into the cage for a fight, that was a win. Each time I found myself in his home, regardless of the outcome, that was a win. And if the pain comes, then it comes. Soon enough, like all wounds, it’ll scar over. I didn’t want the pain of course, not like Mike wanted it, but I knew if it did come, I could accept it.
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