


..AND IN THE
BLUE CORNER...

BROOKE, "THE BLONDE
BLEEDER” HATLEN!

Dear Rugrat,

This story is a good example of what NOT to do in
boxing. Other than sparring at the gym, it had been
almost six months since I'd had a real boxing match,
and | was kind of desperate for a fight at this point. So,
when | got a call asking me to be a last-minute re-
placement on a card that was only a couple of hours
away from home, | jumped at the chance.

The people running things seemed legit: Your
“Aunt” Angel had fought for them before, and was
fighting that night as well. I'd be able to chip in some
gas money and ride down with her.

The only things | knew about the girl | was fight-
ing was that she was called Becky, “The Butcher,” and
she was only an inch or so taller than | was. | didn't ask
any questions; like | said, | was desperate.

| REALLY should have.




Angel had told me how the fights went here-- No
audience, no referee, just hidden cameras to record
everything and someone to announce the fighters and
ring the bell. | was still surprised by how QUIET it was.
Usually there’s crowds, music... Hell, even fighting at the
gym there’s the sound of other people working out
around us. Not here. Here, it was so quiet | could hear
the other girl's heavy breathing from across the ring!

Then | got my first look at this “Becky the Butch-
er’ as | entered the ring, and there was only one
thought left in my head: OH, SHIT.

The bitch was HUGE!

They didn't lie when they said she was only a little
taller than | was, but she was probably TWICE my
weight!

[t was too late to back out, though, so we met up
for the usual trash-talk at the center of the ring...

S0, WHERE'S

THIS GIRL I'M SUPPOSED
TO FIGHT? DID YOU

EAT HER?

OH, I'M GONNA
ENJOY HURTING
YO .. :

..Then went back to our corners for the bell.
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Then she HEAVES me ~-Lines up her shot before |
up against the ropes-- can get my guard back up --

Fy
A\ 7 .And | honestly don't
' : remember much after that.
\ i
..But when she moved in close | g

expected her to clinch, and instead she

lifted me up in a fucking BEARHUG! ngiving theibooktEs
r Angel and letting her

o -

fill you in on the rest...

--NAILS me with a fist

like a canned ham...




Hey Sweetie!

Well, your Qunt doesn't remember
much becouse she was damn near
KNOCKED OUT with that first punch!
She was down on her side ot the ropes,
and I'm behind her sereaming —

——_
~ GET UP,

DAMMIT!

She's elimbing the ropes to
get to her feet, but still
pretty out of it. Then that
tubby BITCH waddles over...

...0nd decides she doesn't wanna WATT!
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.. Then storted giving her
a beating in the corner!

But yowr Ount just doesn’t give up!




..Until The Butcher chucked her YOU HAVING
back against the eornerpod... FUN YET, BITCH?

I wos kindo. amozed she made it
bock to the eorner ofter that...




..By any means neeessory!
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..0nd I hod my work cut out for (v S ey p =
me to get her ready for round 2! e ‘ R #{*" : | _ '
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In fights like ours, quitting on your
stmj.l isn't an option, so I to woke

her bask up... o So, I dragged Brooksle bask to

her feet, whispered some advice...




I don't remember the advice, but |
remember you SLAPPING my ass...

Well, it worked, becouse you j ..0nd ottacked her like o
went out there for round two... robid-fucking-WOLVERINE!

-




But, even ofter getting smashed
in the face 20 times...




It was like watching a stre,e,tﬁg ht
with one girl jobbing an icepick...




..ogoinst another swinging
o baseball bat!




By Round 7, it was a question of
who would run out of gas first:
Brooke was making the big girl
waste o [ot of energy throwing big,

looping shots thot she'd duck out
of the woy from...

..0nd come back with BOMBS
into that biteh's beergut!
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But the Buteher was BRUTAL-
IZING Brooksie in the elinches.
Stroining against someone twice
her size was wearing her out...

: R = | :.r'
.. Then she'd get trapped against the ropes...
'

...0nd. just fucking POUNDED.



Ond by round 9, Brooke didn't
even bother with the stool and
just slumped. into my lop insteod...

LOOCK...
IGOTTA STOP
THIS, HONEY...

..HEH...
"IF THAT BITCH
CAN'T MANAGE TO
KNOCK ME OUT...

"..THASS'
HER FUCKIN
PROBLEM."

"I AINT
A QUITTER."

LTS JUST
ALWAYS ABOUT
YOU, ISN'TIT?

. WILL YOU
FINISH THIS
BITCH OFF,
ALREADY?!

I'M FIGHTIN'
NEXT, AND I'D LIKE
TO GET IN THE RING
BEFORE I'M DEAD
OF OLD AGE!




They were saying something to It was probobly the usuol:
each other at the stort of the ninth, - —_
but I eouldn't moke out what... T

| was talking? Shit... But then they were back at it!

e .






I quess it was a good

thing I didn't stop it...




- . ..HOW'S
FUCKIN' A / ATHAT FEEL?!

HUH?!

« Cause she FINGLLY got that :
blobby biteh ogainst the ropes... B ..0nd started foree-feeding her her own tit!




I heard her nose break
with the lost one...

(Let me repeat that: Melly, your

(unt BROKE A BITCH'S

NOSE WITH A TITSHOTI!!) ... The Butcher' wos
fucking DONE.




SO, THAT

BUTCHER CHICK

EVER SHOW UP
AGAIN?

Y'KNOW...
I REALLY LIKE HOW
YOU WROTE YOUR PART.|
YOU HAVE ANYTHING ,
ELSE IN HERE?

WHAT'S WRONG

WITH WHAT I :
WRDTE‘} ' .
KAWW I—-IL'ZJI\IE‘En'r
— SHE JUST PREFERS

D MY RINGSIDE POINT-
; )\ OF-VIEW IS ALL. ‘_
> enmn =f
> . — - - Q’{

WELL, g
MAYBE YOU SHOULD

GET YOUR 6EAR ON AND

4 WRITE ABOUT MY TITSHOTS
FROM A FIRST-PERSON

PERSPECTIVEI
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