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Warm Ups


 Fifty-seven.
Fifty-eight. Fucking Tony. Fifty-nine. Sixty. Stupid idea.
Sixty-one. Sixty-two. Showing the kids the example. Sixty-three.
Sixty-four. Who the hell invented the jump rope anyway? Sixty-five.
Sixty-six. Could never shake the impression. Sixty-seven.
Sixty-eight. Feeling like a fucking schoolgirl. Sixty-nine.
Seventy. Talking of schoolgirl. Seventy-one. Look at what the rain
dragged in.

He stopped skipping to look the girl over.
Dripping braids. Square glasses. An oversized yellow fisherman
raincoat meeting a pair of red rain boots. You
lost, kiddo?

Je watched as
Freddy skipped over, the guy always ready to help a damsel in
distress. Screw her over. Whatever. Je wasn’t in the mood to have
her start crying. Not running a fucking kindergarten here.

“Help you, Cookie?” He butted in on Freddy’s courtship.
Said Cookie was pouting at Freddy. Fogged up glasses. Older than
the girly outfit let on.

“I’m on it, boss.” Freddy put his arm
around the woman. She was now shoulder to shoulder with Freddy’s
five feet-seven inches. Tallish girl. Freddy pulled on a braid.
“I’ll help you dry up, and you can tell me all about that Anton of
yours. Who knows, maybe we can find you someone else.”

Je slapped
Freddy boy on the back of the head. “Anton’s Tony, asshole. Think
he’s going to like you squeezing her like that? Better hope they’re
not related.”

Tony was big
and black. She was lean and pale. Not that Freddy pointed it out,
Tony’s relatives came in all colours and sizes. And Tony was scary.
To the kids anyway.

“Come on, Cookie,” Je volunteered. “Tony’s in the
office.”

She squished as she followed him to the
back office. Tony had the annoying habit of picking up kids off the
streets on school hours. If they ain’t in school, they’re up to no
good hence the guy inviting them to the gym. The T-man worked their asses off too.
Those that got hooked, he trained. Set them into fights. School or
a steady job against free gym membership and training with one of
the bests. Tony’s lifework. That and picking up women in
bars.

Gym or bar,
hard to tell with the raincoat but the woman didn’t seem either
type thus a relative.

“Hey Ton, you
got a visitor.” He bowed to the girl as he pointed the office with
his arm. Earned himself a pout on her way in. A hint of flowery
citrus perfume to go with it.

“Babycakes, you made it!” Ton sprung out of
his chair as soon as he saw the Cookie. “You’re drenched. Let me
get your coat. What’s with the fucking glasses?” Ton earned himself
a shrug and a smile. “I know, Babe. Long story and friends don’t
ask, right?”

Ton helped her
out of the raincoat, out of the boots and out of the glasses. For
sure not a girl anymore.

Lean. Sleek jeans. Plain black t-shirt.
Loose braids framing way too pretty a face. Beautiful women were a
pain. Rosy pale skin. Blue lips. Shivering. Smiling. Damnedest blue
eyes. Give her heels, a skirt, a push-up bra and some make-up and
she was bar material. Anton’s type. Nicely small erect nipples.
Tony’s fucking new conquest. Je leaned on the door frame and
watched as Ton started rubbing her arms to warm her up. She laughed
but took a step back, pretending to look around. Trouble in
paradise, Tony boy? Change of routine, being it was usually Ton
that tired first.

“Since Tony has no manners, looks like
we’re going to have to introduce ourselves. Hi, I’m Jeremy, Anton’s business
partner.”

She took his hand and shook it
reluctantly, looking straight
into his eyes. Long slender fingers. Cold as ice. Damnedest blue
eyes. He kept the hand and covered it with his. To warm it up. She
pulled it off briskly.

“Don’t listen to him, manners wise, he’s
worst than me,” Tony interjected.

“You two related?” He asked. She
frowned at him like he was
stupid. A no then. And obviously she had not yet met Anton’s
relatives. Meaning there wasn’t anything serious between those
two.

“I met her at a place on
Main.” Main Street with
a bar on every other door was Tony’s favourite avenue.

“Did you now?” Would have to go out more on
Main. She crossed her arms over her chest and frowned. What did you
expect, Cookie? You’re
in a male fighting club, not a fucking schoolyard. “You two
dating?” Not taking his eyes off her. Warrant himself a pout and a
raised eyebrow.

“Christ, J.
Give her a break. She just got here.”

“So? You dating
or not?”

Apparently the cue she had been waiting
for to clutch Ton. Stretching on her toes, she wrapped her arms
around his neck and smacked her lips to Ton’s. Ton’s hands flew to
her ass. Looking good, Cookie. They locked themselves in the
office, and he left before they came out. You owe me one,
buddy.

He got drunk that night. A rare event.
Between the apartments complex, the gym and the bar, he usually had
better things to do. Except that night. That night, he was fed up
of training slobs, himself included; the bar was closed Monday to
Wednesday; none of his twenty-four apartments needed fixing. You
should have closed your eyes, Cookie. Damnedest blue eyes. Should
have done it like you meant it. Up for grabs then.


Stretching

Not in the habit of taking Ton’s leftovers but about to make
an exception. Sweatpants and a man’s t-shirt, Ton’s clothes? Messy
bun. Fucking glasses falling over a long straight nose. Why hide
the damnedest blues, Cookie? He ventured closer.

“What you
doing, Doll?”

Ton glanced
over at him. “She’s building us a website.”

Can’t the woman speak for herself? Had
heard but three words out of her in her three visits. Excuse me and
Sorry. All because he stood in the door and refused to move.
The scent of a lemony flower.
She gave a nod for Hi. A nod for Bye. Again, only if he stood in
the way. Else, he got nothing.

“Do we need a
website?” Plenty of memberships already. Fucking tired of showing
everyone how to jump rope.

“She’s cheap,
man.” Not from where I’m standing, Tony boy. Fucking easy to see
why we’re suddenly in need of a website. You get her.

“Can you do me after?” Earned himself an
eye roll with the mandatory pout. “I meant for my bar,
Dollface. Don’t think
I’m hitting on ya.” Not until Ton’s done with you. I do respect
friendship.

“Cut it out, J.
Let her work.” Work, right. Gonna lock the office door again?

 


That she looked twenty years younger than
his bud didn’t bother Je, he was used to Tony’s range, going from
twenty to sixty-five years old no problem. It gave J hope for his
fifties. Even if at forty-four, he considered he had a couple of
good years to go. And he didn’t give a shit the T-man was using the
office as a love nest, an old habit of T. The office was a good
hiding place from his ex-wife Gina. Even if the jerk was trying to
get back with her. It wasn’t about T having a girl and him not
having one, T never kept his girls long and him not wanting one,
fucking too much trouble. Casual fucks were easier, and he was
having more than his share of them.

Ok so. If it
wasn’t about any of that, it had to be her. Fucking annoying. Am I
having a flashback of some high school fantasy? Bag the geeky girl
who will turn out to be wild? The silent type who ends up
screaming?

Not his style to wait around. When she
returned the next week, he had moved on. Beautiful was always too
fucking complicated.
Besides they had fight-night coming up.

 


Fight-nights were small-scale affairs. One or twice a month, he
acted as matchmaker and security. Refereeing and judging alternated
between clubs. Simple rules. Five fights, five minutes each, boxing
to the finish. Meaning the referee, Anton this time, wasn’t going
to ring the bell until the five minutes were up. Or someone had hit
the floor and was not coming back up. Five minutes of no rules
except to hit fast and hard. His idea, his organisation.
Participation was voluntary. Never a shortage of volunteers amongst
the gym members and neighbouring gyms. Friendly competition. Je had
been a regular volunteer until a couple months back. Fucking too
old.

He rented an old storage place for fight-nights. The crowd
was notified a couple of days before the fights. No troubles with
the cops, he had a couple of buddies. No time for babes in the next
two weeks, even the wild silent screaming geeks. He was going to
make a bundle.

 


“What’s with the camera, Cookie?” Fucking
sweatpants-sweatshirt combo again. Why can’t women dress like women
anymore? At least the glasses were in her hair. Damnedest blue
eyes. She looked around. Just you and me, Dollface, I’ve checked,
Anton’s busy with Freddy boy.

“Pictures.”

You must think I’m dumb. “I
kind of figured that out by
myself, Sexy. What with you holding the thing and pointing it at
everyone. Why for?”

“Website.”

“You need pictures for the website? Want me
to pose?” He leaned on the ring and smiled. She
pouted. “No? How about
like this?” He put up his fists and made a mean face. Not that hard
with the scars he had. She shook her head. “What?”

“You don’t look
the part.” Wow. A whole sentence.

“What part do I
look?”

“The jerk part. Macho. Arrogant. Rude.
Conceited. Easy. Over the hill.” She smiled. “Shall I go on?” He
was speechless. Might have liked her better when she wasn’t
speaking. Hell of a smile, though. Damnedest blue eyes. “Anything
else you want to know or can I get back to work?”

Tony called from the opposite ring. “Hey
J.” His bud coming to his rescue. “Leave her the fuck alone, she’s
working.” Or not. He shrugged. Not about to get his ego crushed by
a beautiful girl. Too old for the shit.

She took
pictures ignoring him. He trained Jimmy ignoring her. She left soon
after. He trained Jimmy. He had money on the kid. Intended to make
a couple of grand with the fight. With or without a fucking
website.

 


Tony dragged her in on the night of the
fight.

“What the fuck, Ton?”

“She wants to
take pictures.”

“Don’t look at me. Not my stupid idea,” was
her sweet response, pouting full on, frowning, eyes rolling. Cute.
Despite the oversized coat. The woman was in need of a personal
dresser

“You have to keep an eye on her, J,” Tony
asked.

He pulled the jerk aside. Sometimes
the T-man was an idiot.
“I only have five guys doing security with me tonight, no can do.
You’re the referee; you keep her with you.”

“You know I
can’t let her in the ring.”

“Dress her up
and she’ll look fine.”

They looked her
over. Personal dresser. Un-dresser. She was strolling around the
ring already taking pictures like a stupid tourist on a fucking
tour.

“I can’t.”

“Of course you
can. You never had problems with it before. Besides, women like it.
Good for their ego.”

“I can’t,” Ton repeated, shaking his head no.

“Can’t or
won’t?” Had Tony grown a conscience or something?

“She doesn’t
want to.”

“Sure she does.
She’s here, ain’t she?”

“She’s here to take pictures. She won’t go
for the outfit.”

“Damn it. Like I have the time for that
shit.” He turned to her. “Look, Dollface, you have to gear up with
the dolls. We’ll be too busy to look out for you.”

“Who says you
have to look out for me?”

“Dollface, don’t be complicated. Ton wants
you−”

“Forget Anton. I can take care of
myself. Dollface.” Not
happy, was she? “You do your thing, Je, and I’ll do mine. Anton’s
going to be too busy to care.”

“Fine by me, Cookie. You might want to
leave your coat in the office out back, though. It’s about to get very hot.”



First Round


 Hot it got. When
he had joined Tony’s gym five years ago, he had nothing better to
do and plenty of anger to help him do it. He had just been fired
from his life-long job. Attitude problem or something. His boss was
an ass. It had felt fucking good smashing the jerk’s face
in.

Je hit it off with Tony. One thing leading
to another, he started fighting. Helped Ton buy a bigger gym. Now
he acted as security, leaving the fighting to younger guys. He
missed it, though. Thrusting his fists into someone’s gut. Some did
yoga; he fought. Survival mode.

The storage hangar filled. Expecting a
high gate tonight thus a good purse for the kids. The dolls came
out to pose and smile, one on each side. Three were fighters’
girlfriends, sisters or
something; one was Anton’s cousin. All were wannabe models. They
showed some tits. Showed some ass. Not long, the crowd was here for
the fights. See, Cookie, it wouldn’t have been that hard. Could
have set you up in the middle of the ring. Major ego boost. She
hadn’t come out of the back office. Scared hopefully. The crowd was
high and drunk. A lot of money riding on tonight’s fights. Jimmy
was at the top of his shape. Je never made bets he couldn’t
win.

She came back during the second fight
without her knee length extra-large coat. Sleek jeans. Boots. Top
half covered by a large jeans jacket falling to her thighs. Hair
pulled into a tight bun. Glasses. You got half of it right this time, Cookie. He
gestured her to a chair on the left side of the ring where Ton
could see her. On your own, Dollface. The crowd was pushing
tonight.

The third fight was Jimmy’s. Top of his
game. Topping easy. Je turned to to sneak a peek, see if she was
following the fight. Empty chair except for the jeans jacket. Found
her on the opposite side of the ring taking pictures. Skimpy black
top. Perky breasts. Naked arms. Soft curly locks escaping from the
bun. Glasses nowhere to be seen. Black eyeliner. Lips she kept
wetting. Fucking sexy. Je was not the only one to be noticing.
Especially when she leaned on the platform to take a damn picture.
Ass in the air. Breasts in his line of view.

“What the fuck
you think you’re doing?”

“Pictures.”

Hell no, Cookie, you fucking don’t. “Get the fuck back to your
chair.”

Hell of a time to show off the woman she
was. He grabbed her by the arm. Amid the smoke, blood and sweat, he smelled lemon and
flower. Fucking distracting. Had to drag her all the way. Left red
finger marks on her arm.

“Put your damn
jacket on.” She gave him the finger. Fucking bitch. “You want to
get ogled, fine with me, Dollface. Don’t come complaining
afterward.”

“Get real.
Nobody’s paying attention to me. The four of them are half naked.”
She smirked pointing at the dolls posing and rubbing against the
ring’s corner posts.

Was the fucking fight over already? Had he
won? “Get out. I want you out,” he snapped at her.

“Sorry, Jeremy Cookie. I’m working, remember? Anton hired me
to−”

He grabbed her waist. Threw her over his shoulder. Had had enough
of her. Fucking too much trouble.

“Put me down this instant or
I−”

He slapped her ass. Hard. Felt fists hit
his back. Harder, Pussycat. Years of training and anger, he hardly
felt her. He pushed her
higher on his shoulder and smacked her ass again. She punched
harder. Not a screamer, though, more like the clenched teeth type.
The crowd parted as he walked to the back office.
Intermission.

 


How could such a babe use such foul
language? She was losing it. He went to slap again, but his hand
stopped short. Ended up stroking her ass softly. Her thigh. Back up
to the ass. He liked the feel of her under his hand. Didn’t help
calm her down, though. Quite a temper.

“You condescending chauvinist pig!” She spat when he sat her down
on the office desk. Thank you, Cookie. And you’re a pain. Fucking
sexy and beautiful but a fucking pain in the ass.

“I just saved
your ass, Cookie.”

“What? You are such a−”

Holding her by the nape of her neck, he covered her mouth with
his hand. “Shush, Dollface.” Soft lips in his palm. “You ever been
to a fight, Cookie?” No answer. “Didn’t think so. You have three
hundred guys high on testosterone, money, booze and drugs who
fucking watched your ass go up in the air. You can bet that pretty
tush they’ll remember it when the last bell rings.” The butt and
the small handful of breasts dropping to the mat. How old was she
anyway?

She frowned and tried to speak.

“Fuck the dolls. So they’re half naked and
wear D-cups.” Bleached blondes, silicone tits and swimsuits. Dolls. “You think that’s
all men want?” Lemon. Flower. Delicately hard nipples. Damnedest
blue eyes. “You have breasts.” Better than tits. Enough of them to
play with. “A nice tight ass.” Small but fucking nice from the feel
of it. “They’ll take it. I’m in charge of security. I don’t want a
stampede at the end of the night.”

He removed his
hand. Reluctantly. Waited.

She was doing
some serious frowning. Biting her bottom lip. “Are the dolls
leaving?”

“The dolls are old news. They know how to
behave.” Realised right on the spot he had not chosen the right
words. She straightened herself and made to speak. “They’ll leave
with the last fighters,” he added hurriedly, “when we’ll empty the
place.”

“But my pictures?” Stubborn as
hell, wasn’t
she?

“You’ll take pictures at the gym. The
fights are not something we want to advertise on the web.” Them not
being entirely legal and all.

He turned to the fighters waiting around.
The office doubling as a changing room on fight-nights, the fighters were prepping up
or cooling down on benches around them.

“Anyone lets
her back to the ring, I’m cancelling your membership, got it?” They
all nodded.

He went back to his job without a
backward glance. Fucking
pain. The night ended without further incident. They emptied the
place, dolls, drunks and all, before the cops came. He didn’t see
her at the party.

Freddy told him she had left through the
back door during the fourth fight. Good riddance. He started a
fight with Tony. Too much testosterone. They ended up getting drunk
together. He groped one of the dolls, the cousin. Got some foreplay
going. Could never fucking remember her name. Tammy. Sammy. Bambi.
Something. She tasted funny. He went home. Not in the mood
for damnedest blue eyes.
Too fucking complicated.


Jabbing

She pretended he didn’t exist on her next visit three days
later. Fucking fine by him. Fucking too old for the shit. She made
a show of walking around and taking pictures. The place. The walls.
The locker rooms. The office. The guys training. Some smiled. Some
ignored her. Most grabbed their crotch. Not a fucking tea party,
Cookie Doll. She went on unruffled. She mostly hung ringside
watching the guys fight. Back to the sweats outfit. She was a
pain.

He had unclogged three toilets that
morning; the guy he was training had taken a sniff of something;
being down a waiter, he anticipated a long night at the bar. Not a
fucking great day.

When he caught her hanging
onto the ring cords, her
ass at eye level and not even pretending to take pictures, he
snapped. Jumped on the platform’s edge behind her, positioning his
feet on each side of hers. She pushed into the cords. Not going to
let him feel her up, was she? Jimmy and Freddy were going at it.
They both stopped for the upcoming show.

“What you
doing, Cookie?”

“What’d you think, Sherlock? Pictures.”

“I’m kind of
tired of you taking pictures. Do something else.”

“Like
what?”

Knew her smart
mouth was going get her into trouble one day. “Do me.”

“Fuck you.”

“Exactly.”

“J, for
Christ’s sake, leave her alone!” Fucking Tony intruding on their
tête-à-tête. “What are you, twelve?”

Didn’t get boners like that when he was
twelve. Not even at twenty. Fucking too complicated. He jumped off
the ring, and she went
on taking pictures. Nice ruby cheeks, though. Might be he was
getting to her after all.

He should go back to fighting. Good
therapy. He hadn’t had
temper problems back then. Too fucking washed out now.

He threw out five customers at the bar.
Three loud mouths, the other two just for the hell of it. His bar,
his show. He had to fucking apologise to her. Too fucking
old.

 


“Hey, Cookie. Come here,”
he called from the
office. His hair hurt. Another fuck. Couldn’t finish the job.
Another drinking bout. Finished the bottle.

She deliberately turned her back to
him walking away to
watch Freddy. Fucking climbed on the platform. Did she really think
he was that easy?

“Back off, girl. I’m tired of you ogling
me.” Freddy playing offended.

“You wish, kiddo.” Her, playing amused.
Turned out she wasn’t playing for Je actually heard her laugh.
Crystal clear, her laugh hung in the gym, silencing it
down.

It didn’t go
well with the kid. “I said back off, Cunt.”

Je climbed next to her. Preventive
measures, Freddy had a
short fuse, and she had a smart mouth.

“And I said no,
Dickhead. Anton gave me the clear and the way I understand it,
Anton owes you.” Seemed the babe never knew when it was time to
shut up. Freddy was ready to blow.

Je was not the knight’s
type, but he couldn’t
help himself. “Come, Cookie. We have to talk.”

“You guys don’t talk. You gibber. Sorry,
but I don’t speak baboon.”

Freddy lost it
and ran into the cords. “You think because you have tits I won’t
fucking punch you!” He yelled.

She had jumped
off before the first step. Crisp laughers.

“Freddy.” He
warned.

Damnedest blues squinted at Freddy. “I’m not too worried.
You’re kind of slow, kiddo.” Fucking smiling at the foaming kid.
The woman was crazy.

“Cut it out,
Dollface.” Trying to save your ass. Once again. Like she had a
death wish.

She finally included him. “Don’t tell me
you haven’t noticed, Jeremy? He’s too slow.”

I noticed and
he is. Question is, how the fuck did you?

“I’m fucking
perfect.” At his age, Freddy felt he knew everything. Fucking
kid.

“Ladies and gentlemen, another perfect man.
The universe is so full of them, it’s−”

He grabbed her by the waist, covered her
mouth with his hand and pushed her to the back office, whispering
“Consider yourself lucky I don’t throw you over my shoulder again.”
Slim waist. Citrus. Lemon. Shampoo. Soap.

He closed the door softly.
Breathing deep. He was
going back to fighting for sure. Too old for women. “I wanted to
apologise.”

“What?”

“I shouldn’t have taken you out so rudely
at the fight. Not so fast anyway. But you kind of looked for it.
You really pissed me off. You should learn to control that mouth of
yours. You don’t speak for weeks, and then you come up with one
insult after the other. Like with Freddy. You should have kept your
mouth shut. We’re working on him.”

“Are you
done?”

“I’m just getting started, Cookie Doll.
Could you fucking wear something else? I know this is a gym, but,
Baby, you in sweatpants and a man’s tee isn’t working.” Like
watching you with my clothes on after a good fuck, but knowing it’s
another man’s clothing hence another man’s fuck! And those are not
Tony’s, Ton’s tee would make you a dress. “And the fucking glasses!
And the pictures! The damn fucking pictures! You’re fucking
annoying!”

“Anything else, Je? I’m still waiting for
my apology.”

“What fucking
apology? You’re acting like a complete lunatic!”

They stared at each other. Damnedest blue
eyes. Tony walked in before he could finish making an ass of
himself. Not that she didn’t deserve every bit of it.

“Hey, Babe, what you two talking about?” Ton did not do
finesse. “You two weren’t screwing behind my back, were you?” The
jerk thought he was so damn funny.

She didn’t laugh. Blues were getting shiny. She batted her eyes
frantically and took off leaving him behind feeling like shit.
Great. Beautiful was fucking too complicated.
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