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A Shocking Piece Of News

"I can't believe it. This can't be happening."

Fumby sinks to the floor of the richly carpeted
upstate office that the two of them have procured about 2 years
ago. His face falls in a grimace of absolute agony and his eyes
squeeze shut, making his weighty bookish face look more haggard
than it has been of late due to the accounting season coming on. A
tear drips from his eye.

"There is no way - just no way..."

The tall man stands above him, looking down from the
lofty heights of the room. He is silhouetted by the mid-afternoon
light flowing through the big bay windows that show off the
spectacular view of the city’s finest companies. The man's face
cannot be seen clearly and it is a mix of half shadows that is as
mixed as the emotions in the room.

The man shifts from his left to right foot. He is
big, bigger than many-a-man should be. His body is that of a
fighter and the deep blue suit with white shirt unbuttoned is
stylish but not overly so. The V-shape of his torso has turned many
an office girl wild enough to have a quick self 'toilet break',
where fingers come into play and pleasure is enjoyed. This man
projects a demonic strength, yet he is no demon. Inside this one is
the heart of a lion, a champion, the king in his jungle. This is
Rick Rangers and he is dying.

"It happens to us all, Fumby. They can't do anything
for me."

In front of Fumby on the floor is the medical
information that the doctor gave Rick earlier today after the tests
came in. The man's body - by all rights - should have given up. He
has spent 40 years of his life fighting, protecting and overcoming
physical challenges. Oddly, it is not so much that, but the damage
done on that day that he killed his brother - the slasher who was
killing and maiming his girls - and nearly died himself that has
cut his lifespan in half. He now has months to live: A final spurt
for a man that has lived on the edge.

"We'll put you in a care center. We can find a
way."

Fumby stumbles to his feet. He slips to the desk and
leans against it for a moment. The man turns his head, revealing a
smile that is a mixture of sadness and understanding. His face is
that of a gentleman of old. A man born out of his time, but so much
in it as well. He steps around the desk as Fumby reaches for the
phone. His huge scared hand, which tells enough stories by itself
to fill a hundred books, comes down on the chubby one of his best
friend and long suffering book keeper own.

"Fumby... You know I can't do that."

The other man stares.

"You intend to keep on working? That's insane. You
could die if you are injured!"

Rick grins. It is like a spring breeze on a very hot
day. All is forgotten, all is refreshed, if only for a moment - the
time needed to remember: This man is going to die.

"I have very little time left."

He pauses and walks to the window, looking out at the
world below. It won't be long. He can already feel his sides
cramping up as things shut down. The man has been ignoring the pain
- and will continue to do so - but it is a reminder, a fire, a red
hot poker that won't go away. Rick must act and he knows it.

"We have to consolidate everything. I cannot have the
business fall apart when I leave. The girls are relying on us."

He looks back.

"It's time to settle old scores."

Fumby stares. There are a lot of them. This might
possibly be the most dangerous thing Rick has ever done.
Unyieldingly protecting the ones you love - the way of a real man.
This is Rick Rangers.


Leon: The Muscle

The black man slips out from between the two girls.
He hasn't seen Rick for months. The man has gotten bigger,
stronger, somehow more focused.

"I have a proposition for you," Rick says.

Leon stops in front of him and stares him hard in the
eye.

"You think I want to listen to you? You stole six of
my girls last month. I can't believe you are crazy enough to come
here."

Rick's fat assistant shuffles around. That bastard is
worse than his master. He keeps the money tight. They are wealthy
where Leon has floundered about. Boxing was much easier than this.
Being a pimp is hard.

"They moved because you don't treat them right."

The two black, shapely women behind Leon turn their
gaze in interest to Rick. They have never seen a man like this. He
is posed, strong - so strong. It is like the man is a physical
force of nature. No one can deny this one.

Rick looks hard into Leon's eyes. The man doesn't
back down.

"I want you to join my operation. I will pay you a
hefty salary, but you must play by my rules. No hitting, no
bullying and no bullshit. You lead like a man or not at all. If you
fall back into your ways, I will have you killed."

Leon looks him over.

"I won't work for you. I have my own business."

Rick shakes his head. A tiny operation like this is a
mess. The man doesn't know how to look after his girls. He just
doesn't get the business side of things. Rick would just let him
die off, but he needs this man. When he's gone, this one will be
the enforcer. That role is sacred. He needs a man he knows can
fight. Someone he can shape to act right. With a little polish,
this man will be better than Rick.

"Tell him the salary."

Fumby tells Leon. The girls stare. No one has heard
of that sort of money being thrown around for a worker; however,
they don't know Rick. That's just the starting salary. The benefits
and perks just keep on getting better.

"Fuck, that's a lot," Leon admits, surprised.

"It's just pay for the job I have in mind."

Leon looks him in the eyes for a moment longer and
looks away. He wants that money - he needs that money. With cash
like that he wouldn't have to beat on his girls to get them to work
harder than they already do. He wouldn't have to threaten the
customers. He could just chill, knowing that everything is
sorted.

"I can't."

The girls stand and stare.

"Why, Leon? Tell me why."

Leon thinks back to the day that he tried to fight
Rick in that warehouse on the docks. He was getting paid to kill
the guy. The fight was a draw in his mind. He hasn't been able to
let that go. The only man that could fight on his level.... He has
yet to meet a man since that could even come close. Leon knows he
is 1000 times better than he was. He could win this time.

"Because of the fight."

Rick looks to the man's knuckles. They are large and
scared from countless fights.

"If I let you beat me would you work for me?"

Fumby gasps. He utters "no", his throat so tight he
can barely speak.

Leon shakes his head.

"That's not it. I want to know - I've wanted to know
for years - who is better."

Rick reaches forward and unbuttons the bottom button
of his jacket to open it. He slips it off and passes it to
Fumby.

"Then we find out."

"NO! Rick you might die!" Fumby cries.

Rick puts a hand up.

"This is between us, my friend," he says. "Let's
settle this."

He looks Leon in the eye.

"If I win, you have to work for me. If I lose, I will
pay you that salary anyway and you can choose whether or not you
want to be a part of my company."

Leon nods. It's win-win either way. All he wants to
know is who would have won that fight.

The black man slips off the black faded leather
jacket he is wearing and smashes his fists together. His black wife
beater stands out in the dark light of the small room at the back
of the bar Leon works out of. The space is dark and only the light
above shines down on the two combatants. It highlights the white of
Rick's shirt, showing the tight fit and the bunched molds of his
muscles. The black man is almost 20% bigger than him. That makes
him huge by men's standards. He has to pull his shoulders in on
normal doors. This is a huge man facing off with a man of even
bigger size. A battle of titans.

"Fumby, flip a coin."

The man hesitantly pulls one out. He wants to beg
Rick not to do this, but he knows its a waste of time. The man has
never listened. It is one of the reasons why they get along.

"Ready?"

Leon doesn't speak, but it is clear. He slips back
into the age old pose he used when he used to fight professional.
Rick just stands there waiting.

"Bring it on."

Fumby flips the coin. The world slows. Both men's
muscles tense. When the coin hits the wooden floor all hell will
break loose.

The clink of the coin on a nail in the floor is like
a gong bell in the quiet of the room. Hands surge forward. Rick's
arm arcs around in a long right handed punch. It flows like
lightning steel.

"Arghhh..."

The blow lands on Leon's cheek, his head turns in
shock and he falls backwards. The man bounces once and lies
still.

"My God..." one of the girls breathes. It was so fast
that neither of them really followed it. That hand just seemed to
move so fast that it was like a flash.

Rick lets his hand drop to his side as he looks to
his opponent. Leon has gotten better, but for the last 3 years Rick
has fought mobsters, killers, hit men sent after him and worse.
This man has been honed on the edge of the hardest men imaginable.
He has never lost a battle since he died on the day of his
brother's life and came back to life to protect his girls. The will
of steel that he obtained that day. The fights he has won. This is
why Leon lost this day.

Fumby hands him his jacket and he puts it on
gingerly. That strike had everything he had in it. The damage to
his insides is minor, but it stings. He doesn't have much fight
left in him.

"So girls," Rick says. "I'm looking for some good
workers. Would you like an interview?"

The women look to his pants. Yes, something tells
them this is going to work out just fine.
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