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He was a loser till he met her...
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It all changed the day she walked into the gym.

Five foot six and packin’.

Her hair was midnight black in a coal mine. She wore it long, so long a guy just wanted to wrap himself in it and strangle himself to pleasure.

Her face was oval, but more narrow at the chin, and her white teeth glinted like knives on a Hollywood set. She looked like she could eat you up and spit you out, if you didn’t die of love first.

I especially liked her lips. Full, wide, a sensual twist to the upper lip that made her look cruel. She always kept them painted red, and she always watched you with them. I know, it sounds funny, ‘watch you with her lips,’ but once you stand in front of her and all you can do is look at her mouth and wonder what it would taste like...then you understand.

Her body, slender in the waist, round at the hips, and...she was packin’. When you talk about a guy’s guns you’re talking about biceps, bazookas for launching a bone shattering punch. When you talk about Stella Mancini’s guns you’re talking 36 double Ds. And on a cold day those nips could poke an eye out.

So she walks into the gym, five foot six of dynamite that lights up your fuse, and she walks straight across the floor towards me.

Guys walloping the punching bag stopped and stared. They leaned on the bag and rubbed their groins.

Binnie was on the speed bag, and suddenly he slowed down and his eyes started tracking.

The Oxenberger twins, they were halfway through their thousand push ups, never to be disturbed, glaring at each others eyes and screaming at each other if the other sloughed off, they stopped mid push and stared.

And, man, there was a lot to stare at.

She walks straight across the gym, high heels clicking on the cement, muffled by the mats, and everybody just sort of stops and looks.

She arrived where I was sparring with Glen, the old trainer, and owner of ‘Glen’s Champs,’ and she looked up at me. I had seen her first and Glen had smacked me a good one, rattled my cage and told me to keep my eyes on my opponent. Fat chance when she walked in the room. Then he turned to see what had hypnotized me, and I could have pasted him a few good ones. I mean, that old guy’s jaw dropped like a knock out.

She stopped, stared up at me. She smiles a smile that could scorch the moon, and says, “He hit you.”

I could hardly speak. My mind was dialed down to ‘stupid,’ and I managed to say, “Uh, yeah.”

And she says, “My name is Stella Mancini. I’m going to be your trainer.”

Now, sex is sex, and I’m as horny as the next guy, but this was business, and my kisser was on the line. No way I’m going to let some chick train me. Hell, her knuckles weren’t square and worn down by patting on some Joe’s chin. Her ears flashed pretty dazzlers hanging on a line, they weren’t swollen to the size and texture of cauliflowers and maybe missing a bite or two. Her nose was straight and pert, never broken. And she’s going to train me?

But I don’t want to just kiss her off. I mean, like...she’s a BABE!

“Uh, I appreciate the offer, but I’m sort of locked in a deal with Glen here and—“

“Glen, I might want to buy Boom Boom’s contract, or at least sweet talk you into some sort of arrangement, depending on your arrangement with him.”

Glenn squinted at her. He’s a crusty guy, but probably has ED. “Ain’t interested, cutie.”

She smiled, polite, patient, sort of like the way a rattlesnake would smile at a mouse.

“I’ll talk to you after I talk to Johnny.” Then she turned and walked out of the gym.

Leaving a trail of staring eyes and broken hearts.

“Jesus, Boom, what you got yourself into?” We were now leaning on the top rope and watching that world class ass sway back and forth.

“I never seen her before.”

“Well, she’s seen you.”

“You know what this means, don’t you?” I asked.

“What,” he says.”

“You’re going to have to give me sex.”

He barked a laugh, spun a punch at me that would have knocked me on my rock hard gluts, except that me being Johnny ‘Boom Boom’ Jackson, I ducked and tapped his belly.

He snorted, and we went back to work.

“Faster,” he’d snap, “Rocky ain’t some old geezer what’s seen his last.”

Rocky was the upcoming demonstration match. He was an asshole, a trash talker, but getting a rep for his heavy fists and speedy feet.

The old geezer Glen was referring to was himself. He was always carrying on about he was on his last legs, that the devil was going to come take him away some night, and we better treat him nice ‘cause he was breathing his last.

My ass. Guy was tough as a nail, and he could take half the youngsters in the gym without working up a sweat. Which was why I had begged him to be my manager.

“Duck like you mean it,” he snarled, snapping a quick fist across the top of my head. Even a near miss is hard when he throws it, and I backed up and frowned.

And, I have to admit it, I was distracted. Damn bitch had my mind going, and that’s one thing a pro boxer can’t afford.
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