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Chapter 1

			It’s one year after Safdar’s death. “This is for the gold; go hybrid on this bitch,” Nate, Ava’s trainer for the event, a bald, short and stocky middle-aged Caucasian man wearing a white silk tracksuit, whispers into her right ear as he leans over the top rope of the ring at the World Boxing Amateur Platinum Event held at the large black Z-S stadium in Melbourne, Australia. 

			Ava nods her head to show she agrees; she’s weighing seventy-three kilograms in the final of the ladies’ middleweight boxing division, standing in the corner of the white ring at the purple corner. Wearing her purple shorts, a purple singlet and a purple head guard over her long straight golden brown hair. Sixteen-ounce purple gloves cover her fists. She has black boxing boots on and a white mouth guard. Ava’s dark brown eyes are solid and fierce as she looks at her opponent, Trisha, across the ring, standing in her corner. Trisha’s wearing the same gear, though she’s in yellow. Her light green eyes stare into Ava’s. Both fighters are ripped, with muscles. Trisha has fair-coloured skin and short black hair under her helmet. 

			Slightly smiling, Ava looks to her right to see in the first row her father, Devin; her mother, Amber; Aunty Lexi; her uncle Brian; her cousin Samuel and his wife Luna. Luna has long curly brown hair, olive-coloured skin and brown eyes. All Ava’s family are cheering her on. Winning this match will make Ava the best middleweight amateur female boxer on the planet. 

			The referee stands in the middle of the ring. He’s a tall and skinny bald Caucasian man with brown eyes. His uniform consists of polished black shoes. On top are black pleats, a white short-sleeved shirt, a black bowtie around his neck and black rubber gloves strapped tight to his hands. 

			DING! 

			The bell rings, the referee puts his right hand down with his fingers closed together, and he shouts, “Fight.” 

			Both ladies walk towards the middle of the ring in their orthodox stances, Ava looking more like the brawler of the two as she storms forwards. Trisha is light on her feet like a boxer. Their hands are beside their faces. 

			Ava, light on her toes, starts to flick out the jab, one, two, three, four times. Trisha blocks them with her hands to her face. Trisha throws a wild left hook, twisting her body as she bends her legs. Ava weaves under it and punches Trisha with a powerful right hook to her ribs as she uses all her body weight. 

			Trisha’s eyes light up with pain as three of her bottom ribs crack instantly. 

			In one motion, turning her back right foot to the left, off the ball of her foot and instantly pushing up from it, with a snarl of a look she continues with a right uppercut to Trisha’s jaw. As Ava is defending tightly, her left hand rests on her left cheek. Again putting her body weight into the hit, she sends Trisha off her feet and flat onto her back, like a star fish on the floor of the ring. 

			“Go to your corner,” the referee tells Ava as he points to it with his left index finger, looking concerned. Ava turns around and jogs to her corner as Nate stands on the ring, waiting for her with a huge happy smile while the crowd and Ava’s family cheer. 

			The referee stands over Trisha, looking at her. With his right index finger pointing up, he shouts, “One.” He stops counting because he can see that Trisha is almost out cold. He gets on his right knee, takes out Trisha’s mouth guard with his right hand and waves his left hand in the air to signal that the fight is over. 

			Nate weaves through the ropes and hugs Ava in the corner. She squeezes tight around his waist, and he squeezes tight around her shoulders. 

			“Are you okay?” the referee asks Trisha, though there is no response. Trisha’s trainer, a stocky Caucasian lady with a blonde ponytail and green eyes, wearing a white silk tracksuit, weaves through the ropes from her corner of the ring and runs over to Trisha with a worried look. 

			Ava looks over with a worried look, too. “Trisha!” her trainer yells as she kneels over her. Trisha becomes more conscious as she looks at her trainer and the referee with a smile. The referee puts his right hand behind Trisha’s neck; he grabs her left hand with his and helps her up. Looking slightly unsteady, she stands to her feet. The referee walks Trisha to her corner as he holds her around the back with his left hand. Trisha stumbles and doesn’t seem to know where she is, so her trainer puts her right hand around her back. They stand her up in the corner of the ring.

			Trisha puts her arms on the top rope as she holds on and says, “I’m okay.”

			“You sure?” the trainer asks with a concerned look as she looks at Trisha. 

			“Yeah, I’m fine,” Trisha dryly tells her. 

			Ava looks at her family with a happy smile as they congratulate her with cheers from their seats. 

			“I didn’t expect it to go that quick,” Nate tells Ava. She smiles and winks her right eye at him and puts her hands up high into the air as most of the crowd stand from their chairs and cheer. Both trainers cut of their fighters’ gloves with scissors, then both fighters walk to the middle of the ring, the referee standing in between them. 

			The main commentator, an Indigenous Australian, has a bald head and brown eyes. He’s sitting along the ring behind the white table, wearing a white tuxedo. He leans into his microphone connected to the table and excitedly says, “Now with the record of fourteen wins, all by knockout, and no losses and with the fastest knockout this event has had, we give you our gold medallist, Ava Borg.” 

			The referee holds Ava’s left hand up. The crowd and Ava’s family cheer. Both fighters shake each other’s hands. 

			After the fight, Ava stands on the top of the podium, wearing a light blue sporty jacket and white silk pants. Trisha, in second, is wearing a red sports jacket and black tracksuit pants. Another fighter, in third place, is there, too. She’s a stocky lady, not very muscular. She’s wearing a purple sporty jacket and black tracksuit pants. She has almost black skin with deep brown eyes and short black curly hair. 

			An old man with grey hair and glasses in a white suite places the gold medal attached to a black ribbon over Ava’s head. He shakes her hand and says, “Congratulations.” 

			Ava smiles and replies, “Thank you.” 

			Then the silver medal is placed over Trisha’s neck. The old man shakes her hand and says, “Congratulations.” 

			“Thanks,” Trisha replies and gives a joyful smile. 

			The bronze medal is placed over the third-place fighter’s head. the man shakes her hand and says, “Congratulations.” 

			“Thank you,” the lady replies. 

			The crowd standing in front of them cheer. Ava’s family is in the front row. 

			That night, with the medal around her neck, Ava drives home through the city after the event in her pink super sports car. It’s battery powered, has two doors and looks like an oval-shaped spaceship with four giant chrome wheels. She drives through an intersection of lights that just turned green and BANG! A big blue flat-nose semi truck filled with asphalt drives into the side of her car as the driver with a short grey beard and bald head runs a red light. Ava’s car is hit on the passenger side; the car is also stuck under the front of the truck, and Ava is instantly knocked out as the car roof hits the side of her head. 

			The man slams his foot on the brake pedal, and the truck skids to a stop. He frantically pushes the brake lever on the dash down, opens the door, climbs down the truck, runs to the front of the truck and sees Ava’s car under his truck. He gets his phone out of his side fluorescent-white jacket pocket and rings triple zero. 

			“What’s your emergency? Do you need the fire brigade, ambulance or police?” The woman on the phone asks. 

			“Ambulance.” 

			“Okay, I’ll put you through.” 

			“Ambulance, what’s your emergency?” a man asks. 

			“My name is Roman; I have hit a car on the corner of Welsh and Tod Street in Melbourne. I need an ambulance and the jaws of life, now,” he frantically says. 

			“Help is on its way. Just stay calm until help arrives and don’t try to move the victim unless they are in more danger.” 

			“Okay.” Romen hangs up and says, “What happens if the car blows up?” Roman runs to the driver’s side of the car, he presses the round button on the door, and it lifts open. He sees Ava squashed between the roof of the car and her seat. 

			“I—I called for help,” he says. He grabs Ava from around her shoulders and tries to slide her out of the car. It works; Ava isn’t completely stuck. He lays her on the road beside the car on her back and asks her, “Are you okay?” 

			She is unconscious, and she’s bleeding from a deep cut that goes from under her left eye to her left ear. “Oh no!” Roman shouts with a frightened sadness as he looks up at the clear black sky. 

			A red and white ambulance van is first to arrive. A male paramedic with short blond hair and a female paramedic with long black hair driving the ambulance get out of the van behind Ava’s car. They are both wearing dark green pants and long-sleeved shirts with horizontal yellow high visibility lines and are shocked with open mouths, lost for words as they see the car half under the truck. 

			They run over to Ava. The male paramedic gets onto his right knee and puts his right index finger and middle finger on her neck to check for a pulse. He looks up at the truck driver and female paramedic and says, “She has a pulse.” 

			The female paramedic runs to the van, slides the bed out and wheels it to Ava. The male paramedic runs to the van and gets the yellow spinal board and neck brace. The female paramedic lowers the bed beside Ava; the male paramedic puts the spinal board between Ava and the bed. He gently puts the neck brace around her neck. 

			“We need you to slide the spinal board under her when we put her on her side, okay?” the male paramedic tells Roman as he looks up at him. “You support her neck, and we will roll her over together,” he tells his colleague as she stands at Ava’s feet. She squats down and holds Ava’s head with her hands on both sides of Ava’s head. 

			“Okay, on the count of three, one, two, three,” the male paramedic says, and on the count of three, they roll Ava onto her side as his colleague supports her neck and Roman pushes the spinal board under her. 

			“Okay, let’s place her down,” the male paramedic says, and both lay her flat onto the board. He stands to the right of Ava and his colleague to the left of her. They position the black straps over her body and strap her in tightly, starting from the chest strap, followed by the pelvic strap, thigh strap, lower leg strap and feet strap. They immobilize her head last, using blocks and tape. 

			A red fire engine arrives
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