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Boxer & Trainer Romance

Chapter 1 – The New Fighter
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The bell above the door of Iron Corner Boxing Gym rang with a dull, tired clang—the kind of sound that had been heard too many times to still feel welcoming.

Mitch Rivera didn’t look up right away.

He was in the middle of wrapping a fighter’s hands, fingers moving with practiced precision, pulling the gauze tight, securing the wrist, looping again. The rhythm was familiar. Safe. Predictable. Unlike people.

“Too tight?” he asked without glancing up.

The kid shook his head, though Mitch could feel the slight tension in his hand. Everyone said it was fine. No one wanted to look weak in front of a trainer.

“Good,” Mitch muttered, finishing the wrap and giving it a firm press. “Then don’t complain later.”

He stood, rolling his shoulders once, already scanning the gym floor. The usual scene—heavy bags swaying, gloves thudding against leather, a couple of guys sparring too aggressively for a Tuesday afternoon. Sweat, grit, focus. Exactly how he liked it.

Controlled chaos.

That’s when he noticed him.

The new guy stood just inside the door like he owned the place—or was deciding if he should. Tall. Broad shoulders. Not bulky in the sloppy way some heavyweights were, but built like something carved instead of trained. Dark hair, a little too long for a typical fighter, falling just enough into his eyes to look intentional.

Mitch’s gaze sharpened.

He’d seen confidence before. This wasn’t just confidence.

This was presence.

“Hey,” one of the regulars called out. “You lost?”

The guy smirked, slow and easy, like the question amused him. “No,” he said, his voice carrying a faint Eastern European accent. “I think I’m exactly where I need to be.”

Mitch exhaled quietly through his nose.

Great. One of those.

He wiped his hands on a towel and started toward the front, already preparing himself for whatever attitude was about to walk into his gym. He didn’t run a place for egos. Talent was welcome. Ego got you shown the door.

By the time Mitch reached him, the guy had already taken a few steps in, eyes scanning the space like he was sizing it up.

“You here to train,” Mitch said, cutting straight to it, “or just sightseeing?”

The man turned to him, and for a second—just a second—something shifted.

Interest.

“Depends,” he said. “You the one in charge?”

Mitch crossed his arms. “You see anyone else stopping you?”

A beat.

Then the guy smiled. Not cocky. Not quite. Something sharper.

“I like him already,” he said, almost to himself, before extending a hand. “Vlad Petrov.”

Mitch looked at the offered hand, then back at Vlad’s face before taking it briefly.

“Mitch Rivera.”

The handshake was firm. Controlled. But Vlad held it just a fraction longer than necessary—not enough to be obvious, but enough to register.

Mitch pulled back first.

“So,” Mitch said, “what do you want, Vlad?”

Vlad’s gaze didn’t waver. “You.”

Mitch blinked once, slow.

“...You’re gonna want to rephrase that.”

A flash of amusement crossed Vlad’s face. “Training,” he clarified. “From you.”

“Uh-huh.” Mitch gestured vaguely toward the gym. “You got options.”

“I know.” Vlad’s eyes moved over the space again, then back to Mitch. “I still choose you.”

There it was again. That directness. Not arrogance exactly—but close enough to be dangerous.

Mitch tilted his head slightly, studying him now. “You got experience?”

Vlad huffed a quiet laugh, like the question entertained him. “A little.”

“That supposed to impress me?”

“No,” Vlad said, stepping a little closer. “What I do in the ring—that will.”

There was no hesitation in his voice. No bluff.

Mitch had been around fighters long enough to recognize the difference between talk and truth.

Still...

“Everybody thinks they’re good when they walk in,” Mitch said. “Most of them aren’t.”

Vlad shrugged, casual. “Then I’ll be a nice change for you.”

One of the heavy bags slammed harder than usual nearby, the sound echoing through the space, but Mitch barely noticed. His focus stayed locked on the man in front of him.

Something about him didn’t fit.

Not just the confidence. Not just the accent. It was the way he held himself—loose but ready, like he was always one second away from movement.

Like a fighter who already knew what he was doing.

Mitch exhaled slowly. “You got a record?”

Vlad’s expression shifted just slightly. Not defensive. Just... measured.

“Enough wins,” he said. “A few losses. Lessons learned.”

That wasn’t an answer.

Mitch didn’t like vague.

But he also didn’t miss the way Vlad said it—not like he was hiding weakness, but like he was choosing what to reveal.

“Where you been training?” Mitch pressed.

“Here and there.”

“Not helpful.”

Vlad’s lips twitched. “You ask many questions.”

“And you avoid most of them.”

“Maybe I like mystery.”

Mitch snorted softly. “Yeah, that’s not gonna work here.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke. The noise of the gym filled the silence between them—grunts, punches, the squeak of shoes against worn mats.

Then Vlad leaned in just slightly—not enough to invade space, but enough to shift the energy.

“I heard about you,” he said.

Mitch’s jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. “That so?”

“Former contender,” Vlad continued, voice calm. “Fast. Smart. Dangerous.” A small pause. “Until you weren’t.”

There it was.

Mitch felt the old irritation flicker, quick and hot, but he kept his expression neutral.

“Careful,” Mitch said. “You don’t know me.”

Vlad held his gaze. “I know enough.”

Something in Mitch wanted to shut this down right there. Kick him out. He didn’t need another fighter with opinions and half-formed assumptions about his past.

But something else—

Something quieter—

Was curious.

“Why me?” Mitch asked finally.

Vlad didn’t hesitate this time.

“Because you don’t look at people like they’re already finished,” he said. “Even when you pretend you do.”

The answer landed heavier than Mitch expected.

For a second, he didn’t respond.

Vlad straightened slightly, like he’d said his piece. “So,” he added, “you gonna train me, or should I go disappoint someone else?”

Mitch let out a slow breath, running a hand over the back of his neck.

He should say no.

Everything about this guy screamed complication.

Attitude. Confidence. That way of looking at him like he was being studied right back.

But Mitch had built this place on one simple rule:

You don’t turn away real talent.

“...You spar?” Mitch asked.

Vlad’s smile returned, slower this time. “Of course.”

Mitch jerked his head toward the ring. “Gloves are over there. Five minutes.”

Vlad didn’t move immediately.

“Trying me out already?” he asked.

Mitch raised a brow. “You got a problem with that?”

“Not at all.”

Vlad turned, grabbing a pair of gloves like he’d done it a thousand times before. No hesitation. No second-guessing.

Mitch watched him go, something tightening low in his chest—not tension exactly. Not quite anticipation.

Something in between.

As Vlad stepped into the ring, rolling his shoulders like he was waking something up inside himself, Mitch realized one thing, clear and immediate:

This wasn’t going to be simple.

And somehow—

He already knew that saying yes had just changed everything.
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Chapter 2 – First Impressions Hit Hard
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The bell rang.

Mitch didn’t move from his spot at the edge of the ring.

“Three rounds,” he called out, voice calm but carrying easily over the gym noise. “Show me what you’ve got. And don’t try to impress me—just fight.”

Vlad leaned back against the ropes for a second, adjusting his gloves with an unhurried ease that bordered on lazy.

“I always impress,” he said.

Mitch didn’t react. “Get in the center.”

Across from Vlad stood Marcus—a solid, no-nonsense middleweight who didn’t have patience for attitude. If Vlad was all show, this would end quickly.

If he wasn’t...

Mitch folded his arms.

“Time.”

The two men circled.

At first, Vlad didn’t throw anything. Just moved. Light on his feet for a man his size, shoulders loose, eyes locked on Marcus like he was reading him instead of reacting to him.

Marcus lunged first—quick jab, then another.

Vlad slipped both.

Not just avoided—slipped. Clean. Efficient. Like he knew exactly where the punches were going before they landed.

Mitch’s attention sharpened.

Okay.

Marcus frowned, stepping in harder this time, throwing a combination meant to test—not knock out.

Vlad blocked the first, pivoted the second, then countered with a short hook that stopped just shy of Marcus’s jaw.

Pulled.

Controlled.

Mitch’s jaw tightened slightly.

That wasn’t beginner instinct.

That was discipline.

The round picked up speed quickly—Marcus pushing, Vlad adapting. No wasted movement. No panic. Just... control wrapped in ease.

And then—

Vlad smiled.

Actually smiled.

In the middle of a sparring round.

Mitch almost rolled his eyes.

“Focus,” Mitch snapped.

Vlad didn’t look at him, but the smile shifted—sharper now.

“I am.”

Marcus came in again, more aggressive this time, clearly irritated. Vlad took a hit to the shoulder, then another grazing his ribs.

He didn’t flinch.

Instead, he stepped closer.

Too close.

Inside Marcus’s range.

And that’s where things changed.

Short punches. Tight movements. Precision over power. Vlad moved like he belonged there, like this wasn’t effort—it was instinct.

Mitch leaned forward slightly.

Interesting.

The bell rang, ending the first round.

Marcus stepped back, breathing heavier than he’d like. Vlad? Barely winded.

Vlad dropped his hands slightly, glancing over at Mitch.

“Well?” he asked.

Mitch didn’t give him the satisfaction. “You drop your guard like that in a real fight, you’re getting knocked out.”

Vlad tilted his head. “So I shouldn’t look at you?”

Mitch blinked once, then narrowed his eyes.

“That’s not what I said.”

“No?” Vlad smirked faintly. “Sounded like it.”

Marcus snorted, climbing out of the ring. “You deal with him,” he muttered to Mitch. “I’m not paid enough.”

Mitch ignored that, stepping up onto the apron.

“Second round,” he said. “With me.”

For the first time, Vlad’s expression shifted—not to surprise, exactly. More like interest just turned into something sharper.

“You sure?” Vlad asked. “I don’t want to hurt my new trainer on day one.”

Mitch stepped through the ropes.

“Try.”

—
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They circled.

The energy was different now.

Not louder. Not more aggressive.

Just... tighter.

More focused.

Vlad watched Mitch closely, no more lazy ease in his posture. This time, he was paying attention.

Good.

“Don’t think,” Mitch said. “React.”

Vlad nodded once.

Then Mitch moved.

Fast.

A quick jab—not full force, but enough to test reflex.

Vlad blocked it. Barely.

Mitch followed with a body shot.

Vlad twisted away, but not cleanly. Not like before.

“Too slow,” Mitch said.

Vlad exhaled a quiet laugh. “You didn’t say you were fast.”

“I didn’t say I wasn’t.”

They moved again.

This time, Vlad attacked first—sharp, controlled, but probing. Mitch deflected, countered, stepped in closer.

The difference between them wasn’t strength.

It was experience.

Mitch saw openings before they existed.

And Vlad—

Vlad adapted faster than anyone Mitch had seen in a long time.

Halfway through the round, something clicked.

Vlad adjusted his stance slightly.

Changed his rhythm.

And suddenly, Mitch had to work for it.

A clean hit landed against Mitch’s side—not hard, but precise.

Mitch’s eyes flashed.

“Better,” he said.

Vlad grinned. “You sound surprised.”

“I’m not,” Mitch said, stepping in again. “Just not impressed yet.”

“Liar.”

The word slipped out lightly, almost playful—but it lingered.

Mitch didn’t respond.

Didn’t need to.

Instead, he pushed harder.

Faster combinations. Less room to breathe. Testing not just skill—but endurance.

Vlad kept up.

Not perfectly. Not flawlessly.

But enough.

More than enough.

The bell rang.

They broke apart.

This time, Vlad was breathing heavier. Not exhausted—but worked.

Mitch stepped back, pulling off his gloves slowly.

The gym noise rushed back in around them, but for a moment, it felt like it didn’t matter.

“Well?” Vlad asked again, softer this time.

Mitch met his gaze.

“You’re good,” he said. “Undisciplined. A little too confident. But good.”

Vlad nodded, like he expected that.

“And you,” Vlad said, pulling off one glove with his teeth, “are exactly as difficult as advertised.”

“Good.”

Vlad stepped down from the ring, grabbing a towel and wiping the sweat from his face. Up close, Mitch could see the details he hadn’t noticed before—the faint scar near Vlad’s eyebrow, the way his expression shifted quickly between guarded and open.

Complicated.

Mitch didn’t like complicated.

“You start tomorrow,” Mitch said.

Vlad paused, towel halfway to his neck.

“That’s it?” he asked. “No speech? No dramatic warning about hard work and sacrifice?”

“You want one?”

“Maybe.”

Mitch shrugged. “Show up. Listen. Don’t waste my time.”

Vlad watched him for a second longer than necessary.

Then—

“Deal.”

He tossed the towel aside and reached for his water bottle.

“Also,” Vlad added casually, “you hit harder than my last trainer.”

Mitch raised a brow. “He quit or you did?”

Vlad smirked. “Mutual disagreement.”

“About?”
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