
Dani brushed a few loose hairs from her face. Biff was hardly an opponent, and while he was more solid than the others, it was all just a matter of finding his weak spot, namely, the ribs and chin. No one, no matter how hard they trained or worked out, could provide efficient cover of the ribs, chin, head, or shins.


She removed some lion hairs from her clipboard.


She smiled.


Her next opponent was also a feline.


And he hadn’t shown up.


That is, until a blur of orange and black suddenly whipped onto the ring, at the same time it seemed that one person said “unwarp”.


[…unWARP!]


And suddenly she was looking at a jaguar, clad in what appeared to be only an oversize black t-shirt, with a huge white “Hecho en Mexico” seal in front.


The jaguar stood stiff, with his head down. Then, with stiff robotic movements, he moved his arms slightly apart, and then he raised his head, and turned to look at her.


“Good evening,” he purred, with a deep baritone voice. Not quite as tall as Biff, but still taller than her, however, he was quite compact, yet pumped up. Odd, she didn’t remember him attending DeMontfort.


Oh, yeah, now she remembered, he was an exchange student from Mexico. Well, this should be easy, after all, she didn’t recall Mexicans having any particular fighting style of their own, so naturally they had to “borrow” from other cultures.


The Jaguar stood opposite the Mouse. His long headfur curled down to just touch his shoulders in a series of locks. His orange eyes displayed no emotion, but the way he was shifting his gaze left and right gave her the unnerving impression he was very much sizing her up.


He smiled at her.


Oh yeah, now she knew what was unnerving her. The whole cat/mouse thing again. But why couldn’t she shake that feeling off? After all, she beat Biff in record time—


But then again, Biff was Biff.


She glanced at the screen, where their names were being displayed: DANI vs.—


“The J.A.M.”?


What kind of name was that?


Before she could figure out what the initials were supposed to stand for, the referee stepped onto the ring. As he did, the jaguar removed his gold chain, and his watch, and handed them to his team. Then, he nonchalantly removed his shirt. Naturally, a few gasps arose from the audience, but they were replaced by a few wolf calls when they saw that he was clad in large black shorts under that shirt of his. Dani wasn’t too fazed. He was quite bulky, yes, but barrel shaped. His gut was somewhat pronounced, no six-pack at all. The J.A.M. then threw away his t-shirt, and took his position at the corner—


His t-shirt was suddenly thrown back, and it fell covering half his head and right shoulder. This produced a few laughs from the audience, but The J.A.M. simply pulled it off and dropped it over the ringside.


Then, he pressed his fists together, and his knuckles cracked quite loudly. He continued this for a bit, interlacing his fingers, pulling a few joints, and basically just making Brad squirm.


“Ready, FIGHT!” exclaimed the referee.


“Es la hora de pelear,” purred the jaguar, unnerving her.

Dani twirled her clipboard around, trying to find a good place for a first attack. The J.A.M., meanwhile, paced back and forth, as if he were a caged animal. And in a sense, he was, except that instead of looking for a way out, he was looking for a way to beat this mouse.


His pacing brought him closer and closer to her.


Mustn’t let him get within his reach, she thought. And I must be careful, he *does* have feline reflexes.


He kept on eyeing her.


Well, let’s see how good his reflexes are.


The moment The J.A.M. turned, Dani swung her clipboard toward his chest. Naturally, he braced for the blow, but that was a feint to make him leave his back unguarded.


She swung, nearly too quickly for the eye to see.


[WARPUNWARP!!!]


She stood there, shocked. She didn’t feel her clipboard connect with the panther’s ribs. Instead, she felt a light breeze near her arm, and now the jaguar was suddenly across the ring, pacing *toward* her again. The audience gasped for a moment, and then some sections clapped or booed, according to their preference.


He’s quick, she thought. *Very* quick. She began pacing toward him now.


WHAMWHAMWHAM!!!


The jaguar’s palm thrusts were blocked by her clipboard. She was very quick too. And she kept her fingers well out of his reach too, so he wouldn’t smash them against her own clipboard. A few more whistles came from the audience.


He tried an elbow punch and a quick overhead chop. The first was blocked by her clipboard, the second by her arm, at the same time she did manage to connect a blow to his gut. The J.A.M. winced, and just barely swung his head back to dodge a blinding swing of Dani’s clipboard to his chin. The crowd roared now that Dani had got the first attack.


D***, she thought, I had hoped him to be a quick win.


Now she needed another way to get to his chin.


The jaguar backed off a bit, reassessing his situation. He needed to get past that clipboard. It was a very good shield, but a small one—


—meaning, it couldn’t protect two places at the same time.


He approached her again, clasped his paws together, and gave a full turn to give her a double-paw blow on the side of her head.


Even with her clipboard, Dani felt her paws sting and her arms reel from the force of the blow. She didn’t have much time to ponder on this as she suddenly felt her legs being knocked out from under her. She landed hard on her side, now completely incensed. And the crowd roared again.


Politely, the jaguar waited for her to stand. And stand she did, as she whipped herself to a crouching position. No sooner had she done that when she saw his knee fast approaching her face. She blocked it with her clipboard, but the blow was so hard she had to roll backwards before she could stand up and face him again. The audience “oof’d” at this move.


He swung again, preparing a deadly back-paw and a low roundhouse kick. 


She anticipated another double attack, so she gave a light hop to dodge his foot-paw.


But instead of blocking with her clipboard, she grabbed his arm with both paws (holding the clipboard with her mouth), planted her foot-paws on the mat, and with all her strength, she swung him over her head, taking advantage of his inertia. The crowd cheered for Dani again.


Instead of smashing on his back or side, he landed on his foot-paws, like most felines are supposed to. He was arched back, facing away from her. But before he could straighten, grab *her* arm and swing her overhead, Dani whipped her head, throwing her clipboard at his head. She let go of him to catch her clipboard, and jump.


The jaguar growled and reeled for a moment when the clipboard smashed between his ears. He needed to face her and prepare for the next blow—


“TITMOUSE DROP!!!” she screamed. The J.A.M. had barely straightened and turned around to find that Dani was nowhere in sight, when she spun down and bashed her clipboard on the top of his head again.


Oak wood was *very* hard.


The crowd roared once more as he dropped to the ground, holding his head, rolling away from her. She quickly followed, not intent on letting him recover.


As he was rolling away, he momentarily faced her. At that moment, he tensed his legs, and jumped, both fists in front of him, aiming for her face.


“¡¡¡¡¡GOLPE DE SALTO LARGO!!!!!” he roared.

She didn’t block him, as she knew he was too heavy to stop and she was too light to offer much resistance. Instead, she hopped lightly to the side, made a light flourish with her clipboard, and shouted, “OLE!!!” which made the crowd laugh.


The J.A.M. landed on his foot-paws again, now far enough to regain his stance. So, she wanted to “dance” this way?


Once again, he began pacing toward her. Right before he reached her, she threw her clipboard to the side. Reflexively, he moved to block it, but it missed him by a mile. Dani quickly took advantage of his momentary distraction and swung her fist at his jaw.


He blocked it at the last moment by grabbing her paw, and he was about to give her a good body slam, when suddenly the clipboard smashed into the back of his head.


He released her paw.


And he staggered forward, meaning his full 85 kg began toppling on the petite mouse.


D***, I miscalculated his momentum and our weight difference!


Just as Dani caught the clipboard, The J.A.M. bent over and bashed his forehead on her crown, after which he fell on top of her, knocking the wind out of her in a gruff squeak.


Both blows nearly knocked both of them out, but both regained their senses when they heard the crowd give wolf calls and rather indecent taunts. Suddenly realizing where he was, the jaguar looked at the mouse and said, “Excuse me.”


He jumped back off her, still a bit dizzy from the blow, but not dizzy enough to miss her clipboard lying on the mat.


She noticed he had noticed.


In another series of flash movements, The J.A.M. stepped forward and swung his left foot-paw.


Dani rolled and jumped, grabbing her clipboard with both paws.


And she took advantage to give him a double back kick, like Cindy would have done.


Several things happened. One, since he was still kicking, the jaguar’s foot-paw connected with Dani’s right arm, which was closest to the mat.


Since he was swinging his arms for effect, Dani’s kick also connected with his left arm.


This sent both fighters tumbling away from each other, and it made the audience roar again, even though it was only composed of 25% panthers.


Dani lost her grip on her clipboard, but since she was rolling in the same direction, she caught it and cart-wheeled herself upright.


The J.A.M. twisted and landed on his paws once more, facing away from Dani.


Then, in an interesting exhibition of feline elasticity, the jaguar raised his legs high, twisted them until they and his lower torso were a full 180º turned from his shoulders (he was looking away from Dani while his legs faced Dani), and one moment later the rest of his body twisted back to normal, as he came down again on the mat. Anyone who wasn’t a feline, with the exception of Kevin and Biff, gasped and winced at this.


He paced faster toward her. He knew he had the advantage of mass and flexibility, while on speed they were more or less the same.


A flying roundhouse kick would be enough to knock her out, so he tried that, again, twisting his body 180º in the process.


“¡¡¡¡¡PATADA Y COLETAZO!!!!!” he roared.


The kick was low, so she decided to block it. She deflected his foot-paws quite easily, but made the mistake of lowering her clipboard.


The jaguar’s tail connected on her face.


And though it was surrounded by fur, at the speed it was going, it left a red welt on Dani’s face. The male members of the audience stood and cheered.


The J.A.M. came down to see Dani pressing her paw to her face. Her left eye began to swell. She turned her good eye toward him.


It was red, but not because she was crying.


Needless to say, Dani was a *very* quick learner.


And she knew that *her* tail had much less fur than the jaguar’s.


She ran to him and yelled, “TAIL WHIPLASH!!!!!!” She jumped and twisted her hips, aiming her tail for his face.


[WARPUNWARP!!!]


When she came down, she saw the jaguar standing ten feet away from where he was a half second ago. And she enraged even more when she heard some males laughing at her complete miss.


“OLE!!!!!” they yelled as well.


He’s *very* fast, she thought.


She tried to lash her tail at him, but he always saw her coming. The males kept yelling “OLE!!!” and even some females joined in the chant after several misses by Dani.


The jaguar noticed she wasn’t using her clipboard at this time. 


“TAIL WHIPLASH!!!!!!”


[WARPUNWARP!!!]


[GRAB!!!]



“SQUEAK!!”


Dani suddenly found herself nose to nose with The J.A.M. again, only this time, he was grabbing both of her wrists. He was also stepping on her foot-paws to prevent any kicks, and his tail curled around her to catch her tail as it swung over.


The audience screamed at this point, though it was actually the females who screamed, and the males who roared.


And then, The J.A.M. began to squeeze Dani’s right wrist, which held her clipboard.


Dani knew what he was trying to do. He was pressing hard against her main vein and artery, blocking bloodflow to the wrist, and in a few seconds, her grip would weaken, he would shake her right arm a bit, she would drop her clipboard, and he would kick it away, or at least push it away with his tail.


She struggled womanly to break free, but he was too big, too massive. Being this close, she found out that they weren’t exactly nose-to-nose, but more like nose-to-collarbone, her nose and his collarbone.


He was twisting his tail around hers, preparing to pin it down. She slithered it wildly, trying to break free and try another lash. The audience was on its foot-paws, but by the mixed noise coming from it, it was hard to tell whom they were cheering for most.


The tail struggle came close to the jaguar’s side.


He began shaking her right arm now.


She tried to sidewind her tail back, and in the process, the tip of her tail poked—


“EEP!!!”


Before Dani could wonder why such a strange sound came from a jaguar, she was suddenly thrown back at the same moment he released her and jumped back. The audience gasped. Lisa, from the ringside, saw what had happened. The J.A.M. had his eyes dilated, his fur was ruffled, his tail looked like a chimney brush—


“Dani, he’s ti—”


“CLIPBOARD SPIN SMASHER!!!” Dani never heard the rest of the phrase. No sooner had he released her when she realized he was way off guard, and so she closed the short distance between them, spun until she was a blur, and extended her clipboard out.


His gut, though dense, could only take so much, so after three blows, he managed to block the next three blows, but only by using both arms.


He wasn’t prepared for the final blow that smashed on his face.


The audience roared once more, but with a higher pitch.


Barely landing on his foot-paws, he tried to stand, and as he turned to face her


“TAIL WHIPLASH!!!!!!”


And her tail finally connected to the side of his face.


More exactly, the *tip* of her tail. Dani hoped that his face stung more than her tail did. Perhaps having a furred tail *did* have its advantages.


The jaguar roared in pain, but that was quickly cut off by a flying kick to his jaw. 


No, he couldn’t black out, not now, he couldn’t lose to a mouse, he had to bring back some credibility to the Panthera genus, no thanks to that stupid lion, he had to stay on his foot-paws—


“Can you go on?” asked the referee. The J.A.M. looked at him, thought for a moment, and nodded, bringing even more cheers from the males. He wobbled to his foot-paws, trying to straighten out—


Must go on, must at least go for a double knock-out or any other way to tie—


“TITMOUSE DROP!!!”


Must find that mouse and make her stop screaming—


He looked in front of him, but she was not there. Some flickering in the overhead light made him look upward.


The “flickering” was actually Dani’s shadow, as she spun down at him, ready to smash her clipboard on his head one last time.


He knew he was beaten. Might as well take this last blow like a male. He continued to straighten up, but suddenly his brain came up with one final computation:


He was going to let her hit him.


What was that maxim, quote, or saying?


“Be careful what you wish for, you just might get it”?


But, who was doing the wishing here? Him or Dani?


He saw her clipboard spiraling down to his head, preparing for the coup-de-grace.


And if *that* didn’t knock him out, the next blow to the chin most certainly would—


FUTBOL.


He then tried to connect that word to something—


Oh, SHE was doing the wishing!!


Okay, lady, you want to hit my head? I’ll let you hit my head.


Two more spins to go. Dani tensed and prepared the final blow.


The J.A.M. jumped.


Poor sap, he wanted to meet his end in the air.


She made the final spin.


He whipped his entire body.


“¡¡¡¡¡CHOLAZOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!”


Instead of bashing her clipboard on his crown, his sudden upward thrust caused her to bash it on his forehead.


Dead center on his forehead.


And dead center on her clipboard.


KERAAAAAACK!!!!!


Once more, the audience gasped.


At the same time, he raised his right knee.


“¡¡¡¡¡¡RODILLAZOOOOOO!!!!!!”


And it connected to her abdomen as she was coming down.


“DAAAAAANNNNIIIIIIII!!!” howled Lisa.


Both mammals landed on the mat, and staggered a bit. The jaguar’s head was bleeding in two places. 


Oak was very, *very* hard.


The mouse was bent over, trying to inhale again.


On opposite sides of the mat, two pieces of clipboard fell.


Dani looked at them.


She looked at The J.A.M.


The J.A.M. looked at her, rotated his left shoulder, and a hollow POOM rang throughout the entire auditorium, indicating that his shoulder had popped back in place. At which, of course, the audience gasped and winced.


He then shifted his right leg a bit, and a similar POP rang out from his hip, again sending shivers throughout the audience.


Brad’s feathers wanted to crawl away at this point.


Dani, meanwhile, was glancing desperately around, trying to find something to defend herself with.


The jaguar smiled again.


Dani’s expression was now of fear and desperation. Without her clipboard, she suddenly felt defenseless, powerless, small, tiny, weak, vulnerable—


Naked?


“¡¡¡¡¡¡EMBESTIDAAAAAAA!!!!!!”


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


In one moment, he disappeared, and in the next, he reappeared, slamming his shoulder on her shoulder.


The audience’s sudden cheers were deafening, though they were lower pitched. There were screams, but they were higher pitched.


Dani was thrown back to the ropes. The blow sent a shockwave through her entire body. He was just too massive, and she simply didn’t have enough mass—


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


She bounced against the ropes again, and stumbled back to the center. Must stay standing, must stay sta—


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


She was thrown back again. He was too fast. She couldn’t begin to gain her footing, or even try to drop to the mat. No sooner had she bounced from the ropes or was rammed from one direction when he came at her from the opposite direction. He wouldn’t let her fall, not yet.


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


And she was moving too fast to even grab the ropes.


“STOP THE FIGHT!!!” whinnied Cindy.


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


Did Tony say something at this point?


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


“Throw the towel!!!” repeated Tony.


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


Lisa bent down to pick up a sweat-soaked towel. She was about to throw it, but when she looked at Dani, it appeared that she was shaking her head.


She wanted to continue?


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


“THROW THE D*** TOWEL!!!!!” bellowed Tony.


Suddenly Dani felt her face being grabbed, and she was slammed backwards into the mat. The audience screamed at this.


Lisa swung her arm back and was about to throw the towel, and Dani knew she was going to do that.


“N-no…” she stammered, trying to focus her good eye on her, on them. Her entire team froze at this statement. 


There was still that spark in her eye, that look of anger and determination, even though the whole situation was hopeless.


Dani slowly stood, and no sooner had she looked up—


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


He was literally bouncing her around, as if it was a single game of Pong.


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


[WARPUNWARP]


[SLAM!!!]


The J.A.M. slowly padded to one corner, exhausted, panting, bleeding, sore—


Finally, the onslaught had stopped.


Dragging her tail, Dani staggered to the center of the ring. 


She turned and looked at her opponent.


Her glare was full of anger and disappointment.


She closed her eye.


And mercifully, she dropped to the mat.


Lisa’s towel fell to the floor.


The referee swung his paws.


The jaguar painfully raised one.


The audience raised them all.


“Winner!” yelled the referee, pointing at The J.A.M.


“Deafening” was a mild word to describe how the audience sounded at this point.


Almost immediately, all of Dani’s team jumped onto the ring to attend to her, with Lisa and Kevin being the first to reach her. With random cries and pleadings, they tried to bring her back to consciousness.


“DANI!!!” 


“D*** it, Lisa, stop yelling and help me get up.” Carefully, they set the petite mouse back on her foot-paws, which caused the audience to give her a round of applause.


“Excuse me, you dropped this.” All looked up, while Dani tried to focus on the black and orange blob in front of her.


The J.A.M. held out the two pieces of clipboard. After thinking of what to do for a moment, she slowly took them in her paws. She would always have fond memories of this clipboard.


Then, surprisingly, the jaguar gave the mouse a hug, which, after a moment, she groggily returned. He then bent down and kissed her between the ears. This time, the applause was nearly as loud as the cheers.


“You’re very good. I can now definitely tell my grandcubs that I was once almost defeated by a mouse.”


“Ahhhh, just wait till next year,” she hissed, but with a slight smile.


“I don’t know if I’ll be here next year. I’m only here on exchange.”


“You’d better be here,” she pointed dangerously at him. “If I have to demand your exchange, I’ll *bring* you here. This doesn’t end here. Not by a longshot.”


“Well, maybe it doesn’t *end*, but what do you say we put things on ‘pause’ until then?” Dani thought for a moment, and replied,


“It’s a deal, I guess,” and she shook his paw. He then raised her paw up high, extending his other arm to the audience, turning themselves around for all to see. As the audience cheered, clapped, and some yelled, “We love you, Dani!!!” at her, he commented, “You’re a winner too, Dani.” He then proceeded to shake paws with Lisa, Kevin, Cindy, Tony, and Mickey, and he told Dani, “I’ll see you around. And until next time, remember: I AM THE J.A.M.,” he said in a low growl. “Good evening.”


He would have been gone in a flash of black and orange (and red, due to his open wounds), but he was too exhausted. So, he just climbed over the ringside, and left.


“Oh, d***!” cursed Dani.


“What?” asked Lisa.


“I forgot to ask him what his initials stand for!!!”


“We’ll worry about that later,” said Mickey. “Let’s get you patched up now.” And with that, the Richter Hall residents took their friend and RA away.

“Dani, there’s something you should know about that jaguar...” said Lisa.

“Es la hora de pelear” – “It’s time to fight”, taken from the translation of the Fantastic Four’s Ben Grimm’s quote “It’s bashing/clobbering time”. 

“Golpe de Salto Largo” – “Long Jump Punch”
“Patada y Coletazo” – “Kick and Tail[whip]lash”
“Futbol” – “Soccer”

“Cholazo” – “Head blow”, more generic than the term “Head butt”, since a “cholazo” in soccer, involves hitting the ball with other parts of the head other than the forehead. 

“Rodillazo” – “Knee blow”

“Embestida” – “Body blow” or “Ram”, this term is used extensively in Pokémon, but I can’t remember it right now
