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CHAPTER 1: DING-DING!
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My name is Remington, and I am a professional fixed-fight boxer. I have been boxing for almost a year and enjoy it. I love that I'm always sure of the outcome of my fights.  

At the moment, I am walking into the ring, but destiny feels like I am walking into much more.  

My opponent was confident as the match started but bruised quickly as I jabbed his face. Bam! Bam! Bam! He is now bleeding. Bam! Bam! Bam! Whap! After that combination of punches, my opponent fell to the ground. I honestly wanted to hit him more, but destiny and all.
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The referee stopped the fight, but I only cared about collecting my payment and getting home. The Promoter I use is quite expensive, but he always gets me easy fights at reasonable prices. My Promoter was prompt and paid me cash. As I hopped in my vehicle, I sweet-talked a girl into joining me for an evening of drinking. The girl said she was impressed that I have a professional driver.  

My driver's name is Vinnie, he is seventy-six years old and likes to reminisce on his gangster days. He tells me a bunch of stories, but I never believe him. I still remember the day he walked into a boxing gym looking for a job, and the people in there laughed him out of the building. I felt bad for him, and he's been my driver ever since.  
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I looked at the girl and responded “Indeed; life is good.”

CHAPTER 2: NEXT DAY

––––––––
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My Promoter called me and said that he was able to get me a shot at a title I hadn't heard of. Honestly, the money was good, but I wasn't interested. As I hung up the phone, the girl from the night prior overhead the convo and asked why I turned down the fight. I responded that my life was already excellent without training.  
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"To Hell with all that boxing stuff," I said with a chuckle.
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We laughed and got high, and had more fun in bed, but I also thought about the money that title would earn. If I invested that money properly, I would never have to fight again; win or lose.  
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Three months later, I called my Promoter for a fight, and he had one for me in the East.  

CHAPTER 3: THE FIGHT

Bam! Bam! Bam!  

––––––––
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My opponent's head kept swinging backward, but I was holding back my force because I wanted to beat him up.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





