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London to New York  

Bruno's story starts out in 1773 on a London dead end street when Brita stomped on his feet. There was no warning as she dashed past the alley and crashed into Bruno. The breath was buffeted from her body and her head clipped his chin. Bruno was bounced back against the brick wall while Brita dropped like a rock, dazed. Bruno blinked in surprise.  

Brita was a pretty, little lady with long blond hair and bright blue eyes. She was busty bosomed above a lithe lower figure. She was a friend of Bruno's. Before he could squat beside her the source of her flight appeared on his right. Four rugged ruffians ceased running to study Bruno. 

For a few moments everyone stood silent studying each other and debating their next actions. Bruno realized Brita's clothes were ripped to ribbons, revealing a lot of pretty parts. Clearly she had been fleeing from the men. Bruno recognized the leader and knew him by name. John Tillman was over six foot tall, big boned and well-muscled. Greasy, long dark hair spilled past his shoulders and he had a thick beard. Cruel green eyes glared at Bruno with recognition and malice, but also some doubt. Bruno had seen two of the three others before, but didn't know them by name. However, Bruno reasoned if they were running with a devil like Tillman, they were likely demons as well. 

"This is none of your business, Bruno! Walk away!" Tillman barked at Bruno and revealed the thirty inch long cudgel he kept on his belt. His trio of followers followed his example revealing knives and clubs. Still, they hesitated as they eyed Bruno. Bruno was just 17 and stood only two inches under six foot tall, but he was massively muscled. His blond hair was close cropped and pale blue eyes peered out from a good looking face, but he bore a batch of scars from past fights like a road map over his bronze skin. A fierce mustache curled over his lip and dark stubble lined his features. He looked like a lad used to fighting. 

"She's my friend and hurt. I'm taking her home." Bruno responded with a glance at Brita as she shook off the hard collision. 

"Then you'll die with her." Tillman smirked and almost casually reached into his coat to pluck out a pistol. But the punk's pistol caught in his shirt lining, snagging his draw short. 

Bruno dropped by a busted brick beside Brita. He snatched and cast the missile with a pretty perfect pitch. The brick chopped into Tillman's cheek and his knees buckled from the blow. He slumped in a heap on the street. None of the other three apparently carried pistols because they rushed in a bunch at Bruno. 

Bruno's baton slipped in his fist as he waded in the fray with his new foes. His wood baton smacked one attack aside, parrying a club about to clobber his cranium. Bruno lunged low with a blow that knocked the knee of his attacker. The ruffian foundered and fell. 

Still in a crouch, Bruno barely blocked a knife dice dipping down at his face. Bruno’s club swiped the knife aside and he aimed a left hand punch to nail the man's nuts. His aim was on and the guy skated back beyond reach with tender testicles. Bruno tried to hit him again, but couldn't.  

The third foe's knife strike skewered Bruno's shoulder from behind. The blade almost impaled him, but was stopped by Bruno's brawny back muscles and shoulder blade bone. It still hurt like hell and sent him stumbling. The guy tried to pry his imbedded weapon out of Bruno. Bruno responded with a clout of his cudgel to split the guy's skull open from forehead to face. He sprawled in the street. 

Bruno appraised his final standing foe. The guy was clearly having second thoughts as he shuffled further back with his knife raised. Suddenly a smile brightened his ugly face as he glanced past Bruno. Bruno warily changed position to keep the knife in his eye line while also looking back. Bruno's stomach went queasy. He felt ready to shit himself as he spotted Tillman on his feet again pointing the pistol at Bruno's body from twenty feet away. Bruno wondered if he'd survive the shot. 

Tillman screamed in a soprano that impressed everyone as he missed Brita behind him. She used her long hatpin like a lance that she speared in his ass. The steel sank deep through meat and broke on a bone beyond his right butt cheek. His pistol popped thunderously, spewing a conflagration cloud of smoke and muzzle fire. The lead ball walloped into the wall behind Bruno and ricocheted away skipping on the street with some sparks and weird whistle of flight. Bruno didn't dawdle, he rushed and punched past the smoke to swat Tillman's skull with a crunch of his club. Tillman went down again sporting a new cut and welt weeping blood in a puddle. The knife guy still standing fled leaving his friends in the mess they'd made. 

Cautiously Bruno studied the scene. Tillman and a friend were out cold. The other guy was actually crying while clutching his knee. Brita rose up by Bruno's side and gently touched his arm and tugged. He let her lead him away to walk down the back alley. It was only then she realized a knife jutted from Bruno's back. 

"Good God, Bruno! You've got a knife in your back! Should I pull it out?" Brita was quite concerned. 

"No. I'll bleed more than ten. Let's go home. My mom can handle it." Bruno grunted back. The pain was starting to pierce past the adrenaline jolting through him." He'd have shot me. Thanks." 

"You saved me first. They tried to rape me. I managed to break free and flee. Then I ran into you." Brita explained. 

"Someone should have killed Tillman by now. I guess that's his newest gang." Bruno opined. "They were in the tavern last night. He pinched my ass and I dashed beer in his face. He was ordered out. I guess he wants revenge. Some men think that squeezing my tit and boobs is part of my waitressing job. It's not. This looks bad, Bruno." Brita was still fretting over his wound as they walked quickly and she applied pressure to it with a rag of her destroyed dress. The blood surged over her hand and she showed no squeamishness about it." Don't you fight, Quince tonight?" 

"I do." he agreed grimly. 

"You'll have to cancel. You can't fight like this." Brita told him. 

"I have to fight tonight or I'll lose a lot of money." Bruno stubbornly insisted. 

"You'll get yourself killed or hurt bad!" Brita argued. 

"Let's wait until my mom dresses the wound first. Then you two can double team me with objections." Bruno suggested. 

Brita bit her full lower lip. She was three years older than him and they shared a strong friendship after eight years as neighbors. She made good tips waitressing at the huge tavern called "Pete's Pugnacious Pub." Pete had a big ring in the bar where fights constantly flourished in all forms from fisticuffs to knife fights and even women competed there. Bruno was a young up and comer that currently had a twenty and two win/loss record. If he won the fight tonight Quince he would pay about forty pounds. Even if he fought and lost he'd walk away with about twenty pounds. For him it was by far the most money he'd ever even dreamed of holding in hand. All his past battles had lured him the opportunity he had because crowds loved Bruno. The hard drinking and fight loving patrons were largely blue collar types that considered Bruno one of them. He worked on the docks shoveling coal into bags aboard cargo ships for transport to shore. He also unloaded anything else he was told to. Often the workers hung around hours and was lucky to earn two pounds a week. 

They reached Bruno's home and he used his keys to enter. His mom Nia looked up from her seamstress work and her dark eyes opened wide seeing the knife bristling from her boy's back. She rushed across the room with a frightened gasp and helped him over to lay on the hardwood floor for her to examine. She said nothing as she pushed Brita's hands aside to inspect the blade before bolting back and forth clutching her medical bag that contained a wide assortment of items. Brita was babbling what happened. Nia's almond eyes locked with Brita and she spoke quietly. 

"Keep pressure on it. I'm going to heat up a metal brand. If it bleeds too much I'll have to cauterize it. If it’s not too bad I'll need you to help hold the cut skin close so I can sew it. 

Understand?" Nia explained and asked. 

"Yes." Brita agreed. 

Nia handed Bruno a wadded piece of leather." Bite on this, Bruno. This will hurt."  “Sure. “He agreed simply and chewed on it. 

Brita found her eyes straying to Nia's face as she worked on the wound. Nia was a mix of Chinese and Caucasian. Long dark hair framed her fine facial features. Her figure was slender and shapely. She didn't look her forty plus age. She was an expert seamstress and made a lot of pretty clothes for women and men in the open space above a small store and restaurant below. Bruno and his mother had made their own rooms in the dorm space behind the store, woven. It was a spacious place. Behind Nia, Brita could see the far room where Bruno lifted his barbells and beat up human looking dummies Nia had sewn together with sand under the tough leather. 

Brita knew some of those dummies and the dumbbells once belonged to Bruno's father, Brutus. Brutus had been a fairly famous fighter in local lore. He'd died in the ring when a piece of bone from his nose gnashed into his brain, killing him. Bruno was only 11 when he watched it happen. 

Brutus was part French and Spanish. He was a monstrously muscled, good looking man. Bruno had inherited his father's appearance and had followed in his footsteps, despite Nia's constant criticism trying to talk him out of fighting. That one subject was the only fracture in their relationship. Aside from that they shared a close relationship. Nia had watched her husband die in the ring. She refused to attend Bruno's fights. 

Within a half hour Nia had sewn the wound closed with impressive stitching. Bruno was up. Nia offered him some laudanum for the pain. "No. I've got to fight tonight." he reminded her. 

"You can't fight with that shoulder!" Nia objected. 

"Even if I show up and lose I make twenty pounds!" Bruno stated grimly." I'll make forty pounds if I win." 

"Quince is a monster. That shoulder won't hold up in the ring." Nia frowned at him, simmering with anger. 

"I can't fight about this now, Mom." Bruno sighed." I'm going." 

"You're going to end up just like your father did!" Nia stomped a small foot down in anger. 

"People die every day around here, Mom!" Bruno spat back." They die doing backbreaking jobs for pennies an hour. There's all kinds of bad ways to die around here. If I die doing what dad did then at least I took my shot at doing something I love. I don’t want to spend my life scrounging by until I die. I don't know how far I can take it. But for tonight I've got a chunk of money coming if I show up. If I don't go, then all those past fights were wasted efforts. I'm showing up." 

Brita felt slightly guilty and slightly fascinated watching them argue. She wished she could help, but was powerless. She was close to both of them. But she understood Bruno's position, even if she didn't agree with him. Nia sighed and turned away, shaking her head sadly. There came a time when a mother's will and control of their child largely ended. Bruno had reached that point in life. It scared her beyond words worrying about her son being killed or crippled in the ring. He was an adult and she couldn't stop him. All she could be was a bystander as he stubbornly followed his own wishes. 

London to California  

That Night 

Bruno had to admit he had second thoughts as he gazed at Quince across the ring. Quince had a 47 and 1 fight record. He stood nearly seven foot tall and had a very bulky body with some fat layered over his muscles. His limbs were long and rippled with muscle under a thin fat layer. He was a malevolent looking man with a face full of crudely sewn scars from past injuries. His eyes were dark and scary as his glared at Bruno. He had tattoos on his face and close cut dark hair.  The ring was actually a hard packed sand pit larger than boxing rings usually were. Posts stood up at four corners strung with ropes. The pub patrons surrounded the ring on the first floor jockeying for better views. There was a second story and that level was packed with more patrons peering down at the ring.  

The crowd's blood lust had already been whetted while watching two prior pugilists. Two attractive female fighters had fought bare breasted in a brutal battle with no rules. The taller, leaner lady had prevailed pummeling her opponent almost senseless before choking her unconscious. The next fight was between a pair of swordsmen with sabers. Their blades had stabbed, slashed and clashed phenomenally fast as they danced in forms of combat. Both were obviously superb swordsmen. They inflicted considerable injuries on each other for about three minutes. Then the taller swordsman's saber tunneled through his foe's torso, transfixing him. The blade impaled left of his chest, narrowly missing his lung. The victor withdrew his weapon and the lanced man fell in the sand. He was carried out or the way to be seen by a half drunk doctor in the backrooms area. Then it was Quince and Bruno's turn. 

Brita briefly caught Bruno's eye as she carried drinks to patrons. Bruno was surprised how scared she looked. He flexed his bare hands and feet. Neither fighter wore footwear or gloves. In the ring, their only padding was a form of codpiece each to protect their groins. In addition, Bruno bit down on an improvised mouth guard that his mom had made him for protecting his good teeth. She'd made one just like it for his father long ago. The design had served both father and son quite well. Then someone banged the bell with a hammer and the two gargantuan gladiators rushed each other. 

For most of the folks watching it was a confusing blur of blows, holds, throws and rolls. The whirlwind of whiplashing limbs did damage to both brawlers. Then everything switched to slow motion. Quince had clearly gotten the better end of the brawl and had gained a mounted position intending to pepper punches down drumming Bruno's face. Quince was confused to find himself in a triangular choke where Bruno's legs were wrapped around Quince's neck and pinned his right arm as well. The Jiujutsu triangle choke was a move Brutus had taught Bruno as a boy when they played wrestling. 

Quince went from surprised to scare as his neck's carotid artery was pinched off by Bruno's constricting legs. Quince put all his power into rising up to his feet and body slamming Bruno beneath him on the hard sand. The wallop woofed the wind from Bruno and broke his grip. Quince's hands were like hammers raining down on Bruno. Bruno managed to absorb most of the mauling on his beefy arms while also knocking Quince's arms out in a series of arm strokes as if swimming.  

Suddenly Quince found himself shocked again as Bruno locked a Jiujutsu arm bar on him. Bruno desperately cranked on Quince's arm trying to injure it. But once again Quince's pure power prevailed as he frenetically floundered around into a new position. He nailed Bruno's noggin with several strikes before Bruno bowled him over with a sock to the skull. Bruno tried to lock a guillotine choke on Quince's throat. But the big thug slugged his gut and slung him aside to tumble on the sands. 

Bruno rolled up and both fighters paused to study each other with new respect. Quince rushed and punched, but this time Bruno ducked and chucked a punch that nailed the nape of Quince’s neck. The precise punch dumped Quince face first in the sands out cold. 

Bruno had won. 

The crowd exploded even louder with the gambling winners’ and losers’ emotions. Bruno felt dazed and confused. He reeled on his feet seeing dancing spots of light. Brita was suddenly by his side guiding him along. Brita put him in a chair. 

“I’ll walk you home because you need to be cleaned up,” she advised him. 

“Does winning money make me more attractive suddenly?" he had to ask. 

"Tonight it does," she agreed. "But you're beat to hell and earned every penny honey. Come on, let's get you paid and cleaned up." 

Brita led him along as they passed through the press of people. Bruno felt like a rich man. For the night anyway. Instead of going out to dinner, Brita took Bruno back to her place, which she shared with another waitress that was still working. Brita put him on her bed and brought in a water basin and other stuff. She gently washed his face and winced repeatedly. He didn’t need anything stitched up luckily, but he was bruising and swelling with some clean cuts. As she worked, Bruno studied her fetching face longingly. Their eyes met for a long stare. 

Wordlessly she stripped off her dress and undergarments. Bruno eagerly shed his shoes and slacks. Brita firmly pushed a palm on his chest making him sit back down on the edge of the bed. She kneeled between his legs and took his shaft in her mouth. Bruno immediately became aroused in her wet warm mouth. Then Brita slid a strange, soft sock over his shaft. It reminded him of a rolled parchment of lambskin. There was a lace at the base of it. Once she had it rolled on him, she tied the lace at the base of his shaft. 

"What kind of party streamer is that?" he had to ask. 

Brita broke out into laughter." You damn fool, it’s a condom. It'll keep me from getting pregnant. 

Now be quiet. " 

Bruno obeyed, but Brita pushed aside his grasping arms. She grabbed his shaft and gently lowered her sex onto it. She let him wrap his arms around her to cup her ass and he suckled on her breasts. Brita moved at her own rhythm riding him. The condom decreased his sensitivity and he was able to hold back until Brita made a soft sharp squeak and serious shudder as she exploded in her orgasm. Bruno couldn't help joining her in orgasmic bliss. It was a bit of nirvana for both. 

Bruno was very young and virile. They made love several more times that night. The bed was stained by his blood and their sweat. It was the first time they'd had sex, despite their long friendship. 

"Why now?" Bruno had to ask her while her head was using his chest for a hard pillow. 

Brita didn't respond right away. After a few moments she carefully replied." Because I don't know anyone that would have risked dying for me like you did to protect me on the street. It was the first time I saw you as an adult. Up until then you were almost like a little brother to me. My perspective changed suddenly. " 

"You must know I've had a crazy crush on you for years." he pointed out. 

"The timing just wasn't right until now." she answered simply. 

Bruno chose not to question his good fortune further. Brita carried serious baggage. When she was only 15 her parents married her off to a wealthy man she didn't even know for their own advancement. But the rich man was a monster in private. He abused Brita and forced her into a wide variety of sexual acts she desperately didn't want to do. The final straw was one night when he had three friends over and they all bound and raped her. Once freed she'd woke him up later with a dagger by his dick and firm that she would cut it off and tell everyone in high society about his perversions unless he gave her an annulment and chunk of change for her suffering. He quickly capitulated to that offer. Brita never returned to her parents. Nor did she become a whore to survive. She used her appearance and personality to make money off men as a waitress. 

Whatever recent factors occurred to bring them together finally was fine with him. 

“What really happened between you and Beth?” Brita blurted while tracing her soft fingers over his lean abdominals. 

“I didn’t want to marry so young. I liked her a lot, but I didn’t love her,” he honestly answered. 

“She said you two had sex,” Brita volunteered. 

Bruno sighed. Beth was Brita’s cousin. She too was a cute blond with blue eyes and large breasts on a slender figure. She was the same age as Bruno. Brita actually introduced them when they were both only fifteen. They’d dated for about a year before breaking up. He was hesitant to say too much. But Brita was rather relentless. 

“Come on now. She told me everything you two did. She was hurt when you wouldn’t commit.” 

Bruno realized he needed to form a good explanation. Brita and Beth remained close kin. 

Currently Beth was dating a tavern owner in a more reputable section of the city. Beth and he had spent several months performing oral sex on each other along with stroking each other’s private places. Then out of pure crazy lust they’d started having intercourse. Beth was still a virgin then. For about five weeks they engaged in the risky practice of having unprotected intercourse with him pulling out before orgasming. But they’d had a few slip-ups where he squirted inside her. Beth missed her period and that led them to the terrifying thought of becoming parents. It was a jarring dose of reality. 

“When Beth missed her period we found ourselves facing becoming parents. If she was pregnant I would have married her and tried doing the right thing for her and our child. But once she got her period and we knew she wasn’t pregnant it was an immense relief to me. I knew I didn’t love Beth. I knew it would be wrong to string her along further. I parted company with her as gently as I could. I’m glad she found a better candidate for a husband. Connor is a good-looking, nice guy that makes a pretty good living from his pub profits. I still fight there and remain friendly with him and civil with Beth. Is that enough?”  Brita seemed to debate it. 

“Yes. I just wanted to hear it from you. She’s like a little sister to me. I don’t know how she’ll react if she knows we’ve had sex. I don’t want to upset her, but I’m not going to lie to her either.” 

Bruno hesitated to speak again. Honestly he seriously wanted to keep having sex with Brita and he could see himself marrying her. But he didn’t want to scare her off by being too clingy or too casual. He chose to say nothing. 

“Have you been with many girls?” Brita pried further. 

“Not many,” he hedged his answer. 

“How many? “She pressed. 

It didn’t take long to come up with a number. “I’ve had actual sex with 6 women. But the first two were prostitutes. Besides Brita, I only dated Corrin for about five months. The other two were girls I met at bars after my fights. I’m not widely experienced as a lover. I hope you enjoyed this.” 

Brita’s hand slid down between his legs and began stroking his soft shaft. 

“Oh yes, I enjoyed it very much,” she admitted.   

Bruno tried to maintain his composure as her lazy stroking made him start to stiffen again with blood flooding his shaft. He wasn’t entirely sure how many men Brita had been with. He knew some of the ugly details of her brief, terrible marriage. The experience had led Brita to a strong aversion of marriage. 

In London society wives were simply chattel. If the women were wealthy before marriage their wealth became the possession of their husband. A husband could take his wife’s money, home and any children they had and then kick the wife out on the street and move in their mistress. 

England claimed to be the height of civilization in the world. But their women were in many ways slaves to what the ruling men wanted. England and Scotland worked a system of commerce that made wealthy men keep getting richer while the poor people busted their backs working hard for very little money or benefits. 

While in Scotland for a fight, Bruno had gone down in a coal mine just to see what it looked like inside. He descended 210 feet underground into a hell he could barely believe. The strong men would cut out huge hunks of coal and put them in carrying bins. Then often the miner’s wife and kids would haul the heavy coal loads up the steep mine tunnel till they reached outside. Often the bins weighed well over a hundred pounds. But the wives and kids struggled to do the carrying because then the money for each load would go to the family. If a coal miner’s family didn’t lug the coal loads up, he had to pay someone else to do it. If he did the mining and carrying himself he’d only earn a fraction of pay for each load. 

They often worked 12–15 hour shifts and cave-ins and sometimes explosions when candles ignited pockets of natural gas. Seeing little kids and frail wives crying as they worked in that underground hell still haunted him. It was the worst kind of profession he’d ever witnessed. Even more disturbing was the uncaring attitudes of their employers. 

London itself was often brutal as well. There were no unions or any worker’s rights. The business owners gave orders and the workers slaved for scraps working shifts often beyond 12 hours. There wasn’t any overtime or benefits. It remained a dangerous place even amongst thriving job markets. Workers were getting sick of their lot in life and riots were routinely occurring, started by strikers. 

If other employees tried to come take the striker’s jobs, then battles often broke out between new and old employees. Amongst that chaos crime was constantly occurring. There were very few days that Bruno walked the streets that he didn’t see fights occurring between men and even women with combatants injured or killed. Not a day passed that he didn’t encounter at least one guy yelling at a fleeing thief. 

The cops preferred to do their patrols in wealthy neighborhoods where they felt safer and could pocket bribes from the rich folks there. The mean streets Bruno and Brita lived on offered little chance for advancement in lives or careers. 

Bruno was one of the few dock workers taught how to read and write, along with some mathematics by his mom. Nia was a fairly educated woman. Brita also possessed an education from her mother. But she no longer even spoke to her mom after the forced marriage her folks condemned her to. 

London was hell for a lot of folks. 

**** 
[image: ]


BRUNO WAS AFRAID TO say much. He'd wanted Brita since he was a little kid. At first, their age gap made any romance unrealistic and scandalous. Then Brita was married. Then he was with Beth. 

But things had finally come together to land them in bed. He was uncertain how they'd proceed. He could see himself married to Brita. She actually earned more in tips than he earned on his regular job. As a couple they'd earn over four pounds a week, which was decent money in their neighborhood. His fights would continue to add extra money. But if she became pregnant they'd be relying on his income alone. That could be tricky. The struggle for financial survival could be a real relationship killer. 

"What are you thinking about?" Brita questioned. 

Bruno laughed." You don't want to know."  

"What's that supposed to mean?" she squeezed his shaft harder and he flexed in her hand. She slid a condom on and tied it. Then she pulled him on top of her and guided him inside her slippery velvet vice." Let's go. “She urged and gyrated under him.  

Bruno wisely chose to ignore his questions and enjoy the multitude of magical minutes ahead as they thrust at each other. It took him a long time to reach orgasm and Brita shuddered through two before he was done. Afterwards they lay panting and sweating. It felt amazing.  

"I could get used to this." he admitted. 

"I probably can't have kids." Brita blurted.  

Bruno looked over at her and his eyes asked the question without words. 

"After my husband and his buddies raped me, I missed my period. Then another month passed and I missed it again. I was gaining weight with my boobs growing and leaking milk. I didn't know which rapist's child it was. I went to see a midwife that specialized in ridding women of pregnancy. She warned me it could damage my chances at pregnancy in the future. She scraped my insides with a hook that led to a lot of bleeding. I also had to drink a potion she concocted for a few days that tore me up inside. So I might not be able to have kids. I don't want kids at this point in my lire. I don't want to be married either. I like my job and freedom. So if we're going to see each other more after tonight, then you need to know those things."  

Bruno studied her eyes, loving the sight, sound and feel of her beside him so close." I can live with that. “He agreed. 

"Good." Brita signed and cuddled closer to him. It was late morning when Bruno made it home. He found the door locked and didn't think twice about entering. He walked through the loft and his first indication of danger was when he slipped in blood.  

Ironically the slip saved his life as a pair or pistols popped and lead balls buzzed above him, missing by inches. He hit the floor on his ass while his eyes pierced the gloom of the dim room. He'd pinpointed the pair of pistoleers by the muzzle fire and gouts of smoke. They’d fired their only shots and had to reload to fire again. Nearby another masked man lunged and thrust with a long blade. The descending dagger was a silvery streak. Bruno used both legs in kangaroo kicks from his back. The smiting steel clove in his calf while his kicks slammed the stomach and shin of the assassin. The assassin hunched over hurt. 

Bruno flew to his feet. The pistoleers chose to charge, wielding a couple clubs and long knives. Bruno's own cudgel filled his fist. He bludgeoned the brains from the first foe he'd laid low. He launched a shuffle thrust side kick that clipped the hip of the nearest onrushing assailant. The unexpected impact buckled the guy's lead leg, so he fell to one knee.  

The final upright foe's baton slammed Bruno's shoulder instead of his skull as he sidestepped. His opponent's knife spliced a deep slice across Bruno's back that burned like fire. Bruno turned fast with a bash of his baton that fractured his foe's forearm. The fellow cried out and recklessly stepped in stabbing. Bruno skated back, so the blade tip dipped through his skin shallowly, raking his rib without lacerating his lung. The knife wielder's wild move left his guard down and Bruno's club slugged the thug's ugly mug, dissolving his visage into a red ruin. 

The other upright opponent scored a strike, whacking Bruno's back with his bat and dug his dagger an inch deep, trenching along Bruno's torso pectoral. Bruno spun and lunged with startling celerity, whipping his wood weapon over to mangle the man's hand by knocking his knuckles. Bones broke and blood gushed. With deft dexterity, Bruno reached over plucking the blade from the man's mashed hand and knifed his neck wide open. Blood jetted from open arteries as the half his mouth. 

The final surviving assassin dashed past Bruno and dodged out the door. Bruno chased him in the alley and flung his cudgel. It swooped through space, spinning to land on the legs of his target. The guy stumbled and spilled on the street. His black mask fell as he rose up, clutching knife and shillelagh. It was one of the thugs that had attacked Brita. He launched a low kick to distract Bruno while his dual weapons wind milled in.  

Bruno knifed the guy's side, lacing into a lung. The foe's club haft batted the side of Bruno's skull glancing as he tried stepping aside. He saw an explosion of spots from the clout to his cranium. With blind battle instinct, he jerked his blade from his foe's body and transfixed his foe's torso with a second thrust and cut through the gut. The fatal coupe de grace made the maimed man splay in the street, dying by the gutter.  

Bruno dropped the knife as he reeled dizzily. Bruno was still shaking off the effects of the last hit when he was gripped by one man and another pointed a pistol yelling at him. Blind instinct led Bruno to break the grip of the guy trying to wrestle his arms behind his back. Bruno's martial arts moves manhandled the man's arm behind his back in an arm lock while spinning the guy as a shield against the shooter. The pistol thundered and the mini wrecking ball chiseled through the chest of Bruno's human shield. Bruno lifted the lighter man up off his feet and flung him into the cloud of smoke where the shot came from. 

Bruno rushed back to his home. He was dazed as blood surged from his skull where he'd been belted. He reentered his home and pulled out his lighter to ignite the lamp. Illumination filled the room as he moved through it. He passed the two men in masks that he'd killed. Then he found another foe that was unmasked and had been shot hours ago. He recognized the dead guy as the one that he'd smacked in the knee on the street when defending Brita.  

Bruno knew his mom kept a pistol in the house and the guy had been shot through the ribs. New fear flooded Bruno as he bolted through the large loft. He yanked aside the curtain carpets his mom used to make her room. The final body he found there was his mother. 

––––––––
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Nia had been shot through the stomach. Her skull was caved in, but he could still recognize her fair face. She'd even been stabbed several times. Bruno felt like someone had gutted him. The anguish was overwhelming and indescribable unless someone had experienced it. In a state of shock, he jerked the masks off the other two men that he'd killed. It was Tillman and one of the other men that he'd stopped from raping Brita. While he was at the fight, or having sex with Brita, the men had gained entry to his home. His mom must have put up a fight by shooting one dead. Then the men had killed her. He'd never know all the answers. The only facts he'd know was his rescue of Brita brought Tillman and his gang to his home seeking revenge on his mom, likely knowing he was gone at the fight. After the battle with Nia they lay in wait planning to ambush him. The blood he slipped in on the floor had saved his life when they shot at him. 

They used Tillman's gun and the pistol they purloined from his mom after she killed one of them with it. As he tried to come to terms with the nightmare, a mob of cops showed up. He'd left a blood trail from the street fight right through his front door. The cops found him crying while holding his mom's hand. He looked up when they shouted and found himself facing four pistol muzzles covering him. Part of him considered charging them to meet his end. Instead he despondently lifted his hands in surrender and one of them handcuffed him while the others kept him covered. His head throbbed while blood surged out and he suddenly fell on his floor passing out. 

It was Bruno's first time in jail. The two guards assigned to him informed him that privileges could be bought there. He'd given Brita ten pounds for her help in splashing the beer on his face while he was knocked out. That left him thirty pounds squirreled away in his clothing. He was able to rent a cell of his own for a week to start out because he knew he wouldn't be going free anytime immediately. If not for the cage rental bribe he would have been put in an overcrowded holding pen full of stinking, desperate criminals. A half-drunk doctor showed up to examine him and stitched up his injuries and provided him with both whiskey and Laudanum in exchange for the crown Bruno paid him. The guards even fetched him a bunch of salted meat to eat.  

For a man going to jail for the first time, Bruno paid for a luxurious stay. The doctor offered to send him a lawyer to consult with for a small fee. Bruno agreed. He figured he might get out if the shot cop didn't die and if he had counsel. Bruno's cage was only a few steps long and a couple steps wide. He seriously considered taking all the laudanum and whiskey to die. Instead he used small amounts of both while trying to come to grips with what happened to his life. He cried over his mom and fought to stay strong through what was happening to him. 

He heard a lot of screaming occurring elsewhere in the jail. Some of the sounds seemed to come from women and kids. He was aware that the jail often celled up women and children with the men, where they were raped and abused. Bruno had witnessed children as young as 12 hanged for crimes, like stealing. London was incredibly brutal when it came to criminals of any age. 

A few hours after the doctor left, a clearly inebriated attorney named Johnathan Jacobs arrived and came directly to Bruno's cage. The guards left the door open and stood down the hall within hearing range if the attorney shouted out. 

Jacobs managed to look quite dignified as he doffed his hat and nodded at Bruno while offering his hand to shake as he said, "Hello, my name is Johnathan Jacobs and I'm an excellent attorney. I apologize for being somewhat sotted after some drinks with friends. Doctor Ryan showed up and informed me of your situation. I've already spoken to several of your arresting and investigating officers. The good news is that the officer shot will live. If he died, you'd be hanged for sure. The officer that accidentally shot his partner wants your head of course, as does the shot officer. They both claim that you were murdering another man on the street when they arrived. One of the officers grabbed you to cuff you and you resisted arrest by wrestling with him. At that point the other officer feared for his partner's safety and fired at you. Instead you pushed his partner in the path of the shot. Does that sound about right?"  

"Yes. What they failed to add was that those men I killed had murdered my mom and were lying in wait for me in my home. They attacked me with guns, knives and clubs trying to kill me there. 

Our fight spilled out into the street where the cops found us. I wasn’t just committing murders. Those men murdered my mum in her home and then tried to kill me when I came in. And the leader was named Tillman. I know he has a criminal record.” Bruno filled Jacobs in on everything. The lawyer took some notes and interjected with occasional questions.  

"We've got a lot of sympathetic stuff to show a jury. But the one charge that stands up is that you caused grave injury to an officer by resisting their efforts to arrest you. You're technically guilty of that. “Jacobs sighed sadly. 

"They didn't identify themselves as officers." Bruno pointed out again.  

"That's not helpful really because a jury will likely believe them. “Jacobs insisted knowingly. "There might have been witnesses on the street that saw the struggle that could help explain it." Bruno argued.  

"I don't think that will be important in the grand scheme of things. The issues we face here is pretty cut and dry. We can of course garner the sympathy of a jury with the fact that these men murdered your mother and were waiting to ambush and kill you at home. I know the assigned prosecutor and he's a wise man. I highly doubt that he'll even try to bring charges against you for killing the other men. I think he'll focus on the case he has that's a winner. You resisted arrest and your actions led to one of the officers being shot and gravely wounded. People hang for a lot less Bruno." 

London to California 6  

Jacobs let that fact sink in before continuing. “And I don't work for free, Bruno. A case like this I have to charge fifty crowns."  

Bruno laughed out loud." Then I can't afford you." 

"You just won a major prizefight. You're not broke according to the doctor." Jacobs finagled. 

Bruno remembered the doctor seeing the wad of crowns
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