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The crowd was bigger this time.

Quinton noticed it before anything else—the noise, the movement, the way the room felt tighter. Maybe two hundred people. Not huge. But bigger than before.

Bigger meant progress.

Fourth pro fight.

He stepped forward, the walk to the ring shorter than he expected. One moment backstage—the next, under the lights. Across from him stood his opponent.

Already moving.

Restless.

Confident.

Quinton glanced once. That was enough.

Three-inch reach advantage.

He’d seen worse.

Reach didn’t matter if you could touch them first.

They met in the center. The referee spoke—same rules, same tone, same warning.

Protect yourself at all times.

Touch gloves.

They did.

Then separated.

Quinton rolled his shoulders loose in his corner, eyes locked across the ring. His opponent paced, bouncing, burning energy before the fight even started.

Good.

Let him.

The bell rang.

They met in the middle.

The first punch came fast.

Quinton slipped it clean, head just off line. Guard low. Calm.

He saw it immediately.

He was sharper.

Tristian circled with a high guard, flicking jabs—measured, careful.

None landed.

Quinton weaved forward, cutting distance inch by inch.

Almost there—

Tristian stepped back.

Out of range again.

Quinton fired anyway.

Missed.

The counter came quick.

A hook snapped across his face—sharp, loud enough for the crowd to react.

A warning.

Quinton reset, eyes narrowing.

Tristian stayed just outside, composed. Disciplined. Not rushing.

Smart.

Still... too far.

Quinton slipped another jab. Then another. Closed distance again.

This time he threw straight.

In—then out.

No lingering.

He baited the return.

Another hook came.

Quinton stepped off line.

It missed.

He answered with a quick jab.

Not heavy.

But clean.

Enough to register.

Tristian felt it.

Good.

Now he knows.

They circled again.

Same distance. Same tension.

Neither giving anything real away.

By the end of the round, nothing had broken.

Just reads.

Just data.

The bell rang.

Quinton turned back to his corner, jaw tight.

He hadn’t landed what he wanted.

Not yet.

And he already knew—

They were going to tell him the same thing.
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They told him exactly what he expected.

Ice pressed against his face. Hands working fast. Voices steady.

“Body.”

Quinton nodded, breathing controlled.

“His head’s too far. Break the body—he’ll come to you.”

Open him up.

Make him fold.

Then finish it.

That was the formula.

It always had been.

Coach Arrow gave the final nod. Quinton didn’t question it.

He never did.

The bell rang.

Back to the center.

This time, Quinton stepped forward first.

Pressure.

He walked Tristian down, head moving, slipping as he closed distance. Jabs snapped toward him—some got through. A hook clipped him on the way in.

He didn’t stop.

Body.

Left. Right.

Short, tight shots.

Tristian slid away again, retreating, resetting the space.

Always just out of reach.

An outside fighter.

That’s all he was.

Distance. Volume. Control.

But not built for damage.

Quinton could feel it already.

The shots coming back at him—fast, frequent—

Light.

They stung, but they didn’t carry weight.

Not the kind that changed fights.

Another exchange.

A hook caught Quinton as he stepped in—just enough to knock him off balance. His foot slipped. The crowd reacted.

Loud.

Not for him.

He heard it now.

Most of them were here for Tristian.

Quinton steadied himself.

Fine.

He’d take them too.

The round closed with Tristian still moving. Still touching him. Still scoring.

Not winning the fight.

But winning the round.

The bell rang.

Back to the corner.

“They’ve got him up two.”

Quinton didn’t react.

He already knew.

Volume.

That’s what it looked like to judges.

More punches. More touches.

Didn’t matter.

“No power,” one of his coaches said.

Quinton exhaled slowly.

“No endurance either. He’s fading.”

He could see it.

Tiny things.

The steps weren’t as sharp.

The hands weren’t snapping back as fast.

“Stay on the body,” Coach Arrow said. “Break him down.”

Systematically.

Quinton nodded.

Three and zero.

This was supposed to be four.

The bell rang again.

Round three.

Tristian came out fast—like the first round all over again.

Punches in bunches.

Quinton slipped what he could. Let some hit guard. Let some glance off.

Then answered.

Left.

Right.

Clean.

Tristian’s head snapped back just enough to make him step away.

He felt that.

Quinton moved in.

Thought he had him.

He didn’t.

A straight shot fired back—sharp, sudden.

It caught him clean.

Quinton stepped back this time.

Reset.

Across the ring, Tristian’s corner shouted for pressure.

But he didn’t rush.

Not fully.

Careful now.

That was new.

Quinton saw it in his eyes.

The confidence wasn’t gone—

But it wasn’t the same.

He felt the difference.

Power does that.

It changes people.

Even before it finishes them.

Tristian kept moving, but slower now. Still throwing—but with less behind it.

The body shots were adding up.

The pace was costing him.

Too many punches.

Too much movement.

Still fighting like an amateur.

Quinton stayed patient.

Watched.

Waited.

The round slipped away before anything broke.

The bell rang again.

And this time—

Tristian didn’t look as comfortable walking back.
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Back in the corner, Quinton felt it.

The swelling above his eye.

The tenderness settling across his face.

Nothing serious.

Nothing that mattered.

His breathing stayed even.

Low output. Controlled.

He still had plenty left.

“I need the opening,” he muttered under his breath.

Voices surrounded him—coaches talking over each other—but they blurred together. Faded.

He wasn’t listening anymore.

He had already seen it.

A moment.

A crack in Tristian’s rhythm.

A place where the fight could end.

He pictured it—

The punch landing clean.

The buckle.

The drop.

After that...

Nothing.

The bell rang.

Round four.

They met again.

This time, Quinton brought something different.

His guard came up high.

Tight.

Covering everything.

He stepped forward.

Walked him down.

Tristian gave ground in small steps, jabs flicking out, hooks digging into the body.

Quinton absorbed it.

Gloves catching most.

The rest—he ignored.

He was down three rounds.

There was nothing to protect.

Only something to take.

He slipped right, cutting through the first wave of punches.

Still moving forward.

Still closing.

Tunnel vision now.

Just him.

Just the target.

Tristian slowed.

It was subtle.

But it was there.

The punches came less often.

The movement lost its edge.

Quinton answered with his own shots now—jabs, straights.

One landed clean.

Snapped Tristian’s head back.

There.

He felt it.

Tristian drifted toward the ropes.

Quinton followed.

Body.

Left. Right.

Then up top—

The head shot missed.

Tristian slipped out, escaping back toward the center.

Good.

That’s where it ends.

They met again.

Middle of the ring.

A body shot dug into Quinton.

A hook followed.

His guard absorbed most of it—but not all.

He felt enough.

Enough to know they were both close.

Both fading.

Six-round fight.

And the pace was catching up to them.

It felt like momentum was dying.

Like neither man had enough left to break it.

Or so it seemed.

Tristian threw the same hook again.

The one that kept landing.

Quinton saw it.

Read it.

Ducked under.

Stepped in.

Close enough now.

Finally.

The right hand came fast.

Clean.

Straight to the chin.

Tristian dropped.

The crowd exploded.

Quinton didn’t celebrate.

Didn’t react.

He turned.

Walked to the corner.

Waited.

The count started.

One.

Two.

Three.

Tristian moved.

Four.

Five.

Six—

He stood.

Barely steady, but upright.

Still in it.

Still fighting.

The ref looked at him.

Gave him the chance.

That was enough.

Quinton moved the second he was cleared.

No patience now.

No control.

He surged forward.

Punches pouring out—body, head, anything open.

Now he was the volume.

Now he was the pressure.

Tristian shelled up, retreating, back hitting the ropes.

No answers.

No return fire.

Just survival.

Quinton kept going.

Didn’t stop.

Couldn’t stop.

He felt it—

The gas tank burning.

Emptying fast.

Everything he saved...gone in this moment.

Didn’t matter.

Not anymore.

The barrage continued—

Until the ref stepped in.

Hands between them.

Fight over.

The noise crashed over him all at once.

The crowd.

The cheers.

The win.

TKO.

Quinton stepped back, chest rising, arms heavy.

His team flooded the ring.

Voices. Hands. Energy.

Coach Arrow grabbed him—

Lifted him up.

And for a moment—

Quinton let himself feel it.
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