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    This book is dedicated to all those out there fighting for their dreams. Take that leap of faith.  
One step. One punch. Repeat.

      

    


fodder (ˈfɑdər) NOUN

A person considered readily available and of little value; cannon fodder
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CHAPTER 1
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The freaks come out at night, or at least that's how the saying goes. An ironic proverb proven true on this brisk and damp night in the depths of the Chicago docks at 2 o’clock in the morning. The time when ‘raw deals’ get done. In the middle of the loading dock bay is a fairly large warehouse that shines brightly compared to the rest of its eerie surroundings. It is currently bustling inside this warehouse, if you didn't know any better you would think this was just your run of the mill shipping factory burning the midnight oil for all those two-day shipping guarantees of things no one needs. When in fact this is a late night military grade arms deal on a massive scale, with enough munitions and loot to equip a small army. Just another day on the docks.
Spread throughout the two-leveled warehouse are an array of the most generic thug looking gun-for-hire Henchmen who are stationed around the fluorescently lit facility. Some are armed and standing guard, while others are in a makeshift assembly line packing weapons into crates. However, as the packers were so dutifully instructed, the weapons are just cover for what they are really packing. Each crate contains two to three large white crystal gemstones, not smooth, but jagged like a raw diamond.  
This is where we find JOHN FODDER. A man still firmly clinging onto the edge of his prime. In peak physical shape, but toned for the skills of martial arts of which he is an expert in. Specifically, the art of karate. John has an unmistakable thick European accent, perhaps from Belgium or maybe Austria? No one is quite sure and he has yet to divulge his family history to anyone piquing interest. Besides the fact that his father was a well-known crime boss in the city. 

“Hey,” John Fodder whispers as he takes a momentary break from packing weapons on top of crystals. The Jaded Grunt next to him only responds in a quick side-eye glance. 
“Buddy, I'm talking to you,” insists, John Fodder. 
“I'm not your buddy,” the Jaded Grunt says in a most dismissive tone. 
John Fodder takes a step closer, “Where do you think these crystals are going?”  
“Don’t know, don't care.”  
Fodder looks back and forth, checking if the coast is clear then leans in. “All this firepower just to protect a couple of rocks? I’ve known the Boss a long time, something’s up and it’s big. Think about it, we’re hiding contraband by putting more contraband on top of it? Doesn’t that seem odd?” 
The Jaded Grunt is having trouble fitting all of the machine guns in his crate. “No, no you have to stack them back to back or they won't fit,” Fodder now steps in the Jaded Grunts personal space to help organize.
That's when Carl Rothen, a large heavyset, bearded and burly man who has all the signs of a ‘Lead Henchman' steps in to crack his metaphorical whip.
“Fodder!” Carl’s yell echoes throughout the warehouse. 
“Carl, it's just you. For a second I thought there was an earthquake,” Fodder says while looking up at his longtime foe, he never shied away from wise-cracking remarks which got him into more trouble than good. But Carl specifically, he never minded. ‘Poking Bluto’ as Fodder likes to call it, due to the uncanny resemblance Carl had to the villainous character of the old Popeye cartoons. Carl Rothen and John Fodder sort of rose through the criminal ranks together. Running into each other every now and then on the freelance henchman-for-hire market, though not always on the same side. Eventually Carl secured a higher up position within one of the criminal syndicates, a role Fodder should have had. Much like show business, it’s a who-you-know industry. So since then, Fodder refuses to acknowledge Carl as a commanding officer.
“Get back to packing those weapons. We're on a tight schedule tonight.”
Fodder doesn’t listen, instead leaning back on the table and folding his arms. “Why all the rushing around tonight?” 
“Not your problem Fodder.” 
“Fine. Want me to stack the guns, I will stack the guns,” Fodder sarcastically replies.
“Don't make me tell you again Fool!”
“Hey, I'm doing my job. - You know Carl, you used to be on this line with me not too long ago.”
“But now I'm in charge. More than you can say.”
“Pfft. I don't dream of being a glorified babysitter.”
“You best start showing respect,” Carl snarls. 
Fodder, who is now on Carl's nerves, picks up a machine gun to place in the crate. Putting Carl on alert. 
“Relax Carl, it’s not loaded,” The heated conversation is about to come to a head WHEN all work comes to a complete stop the moment THE BOSS of the whole operation steps out of his office. 
Carl catches a glance of an office door swinging open and reluctantly takes a step back from Fodder. “Saved by the bell,” Carl utters, the stench of his breath invading Fodder's nostrils. 
Setero Romero, is the leader of the criminal syndicate of this arms operation. Slightly older and wiser than the rest of the bunch. Even allowing his hair to go salt and pepper gray to look more distinguished. But don't interpret this for weakness, you don't become a boss without being cutthroat and ruthless. 
“Everyone, a moment of your time,” Setero motions as he makes his way down the stairs to the first level of the warehouse. He has a noticeable limp of his left leg that has been there for as long as Fodder could remember. 
“QUIET! EYES UP!” Carl shouts.
Setero steps into the center of the group of rugged henchmen. 
“Thank you Carl,” The Lead Henchman nods back at the affirmation from his Boss. “Tonight is a big night. Not just for me, but for all of us. Now, you may have heard my preamble about this before, but this shipment right here, is the ‘big one’. To ensure delivery we have more muscle walking around here than usual. Worst comes to worst, we will be ready to defend. And defend we must, at any cost. This -” Setero raises a finger in the air. “is our Alamo.” 
Fodder looks to his right, then his left, puzzled by the fact no one else is concerned about what they’re up against. “Are you asking us to die?”
“I told you to keep quiet!” Carl shouts again. 
Setero motions Carl to stand down. “Something to add Mr. Fodder?”
“Nothing. Just remembering my history books. Everyone died at the Alamo.”
Carl is chomping at the bit to silence Fodder. 
“They died a noble death. And to answer your question John, you know the job you signed up for. Whether you live or die the paycheck cuts the same.” 
A hard silence fills the air.
“I know the job, it’s just sometimes nice to know what we're risking all of our lives for.”
Setero is so baffled that John Fodder would bring this question up, he can’t help but let out a loose singular laugh.
“Again, details don’t concern any of you. You are paid to point, shoot, and get shot at - and not always in that order.”
“When my ass is on the line, it becomes my concern,” Fodder isn’t dropping the issue. 
“That's it chump!”
Carl stomps towards Fodder and takes a swing. Fodder easily steps to the side, dodging. Carl throws another fist, in one swoop Fodder jumps onto the long table of crates gaining the higher ground. Then with one strong roundhouse kick, knocks Carl flat on his back. Fodder casually steps back down from the table. An enraged Carl gets up and draws a pistol pointed directly at Fodder who freezes. Their storied history flashes before Fodder's eyes as he finds himself in the line of fire.
“Enough!” Setero commands. “Everyone back to work, shipment pick up will be here within the hour and I want all these damn crates packed and ready. - John, a word,” Setero motions for Fodder to follow him to his office, leaving a flustered, heavily breathing Carl behind them who holsters his weapon...for now.
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CHAPTER 2
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An agitated Setero waits for Fodder to stroll through the door before slamming it. 
“Don't ever question me like that again. You hear me? And in front of all the men, did your balls just drop today or something?”
“Sorry Boss,” Fodder says without making eye contact. 
“I don't think I believe your apology, smart ass,” Setero snaps back. 
Fodder plays around with some loose bullets rolling around Setero's desk. “What do you want from me? I asked you a simple question that you still haven't answered.”
“Because it doesn't concern you!” 
“Something is different about tonight Boss, I can feel it.”
“Oh you can feel it? Why didn’t you say so, here let me open my books for you to take a look at. Have a seat, make yourself comfortable, would you like something to drink?” The sarcasm is very evident. “You want to be privy to information? Rise up the ranks, earn it!”
Setero pauses to adjust his composure from berating to advising. Almost like a father seeing he made his son feel a little too guilty. Setero has known John Fodder for longer than he cares to admit. Being one of the top syndicate bosses in the city warrants many so called ‘gatherings’ that required the work of hired thugs. After a while you start to recognize their sorry-looking mugs.

This was the case for Setero, who took notice of Fodder at his ‘gatherings’ whether it was to be the muscle of an operation or a simple pack and load. John Fodder was there putting in the work. Eventually Setero brought Fodder into his circle of hired guns he could trust. It didn't take long to realize that he used to know Fodder's father, Clayton, who ran a syndicate on the west coast before migrating east. He saw something in Fodder, maybe it was potential or maybe Fodder just reminded him of a young version of himself. Either way, Setero wanted to take Fodder under his wing. But it became evidently clear that Fodder lacked the ambition to advance any further in this thing called life. 
After a while Setero allowed John to just slip back into the assembly line of Cannon Fodder, easily disposed of. Instead giving the operational leadership roles to Carl Rothen, who Setero didn't care for but got the job done.
“What happened to you John? You're above all this grunt work. You know as well as I do, you could be running this whole operation.”

“Life had other plans,” Fodder mumbles. 
“To waste it as a hired gun?”
“It's a living, I'm good at it.”
“No, you’re just getting by, that’s not living. I didn't get this empire by settling boy. I took what was in front of me. Utilized those bums down there to do my bidding. Control the outcome. You’re young, too young to be throwing in the towel.”
“You sound like my father.”
“He was a good man, a hell of a leader in a bad business,” Setero takes his own moment of silence. “But Clayton Fodder understood this world and I’m not talking about this little underworld we live in. He understood that life was like - I don’t know what’s a good analogy?” Setero rubs his forehead. “Like a bad marriage.” 
“How original.” 
“It starts out good, it’s hot, it’s heavy, there’s hope. But eventually she screws you over again and again. Sure you get a blow job every now and then, but after a while you just get numb to the toxicity.” 
“I don’t have any idea what you’re saying Setero.” 
“Whatever, I’m just trying to help your smart ass. Your father, god rest his soul, would tell you the same thing John, you can only dodge bullets for so long. You gotta take control of your life.”
“That must be why he’s dead,” Fodder clearly doesn’t hold his father in high regard.
“Hey, don’t ever badmouth family. You understand?” 
Fodder doesn't have a chance to answer Setero before the office door swings open. Catching the two off-guard.
Enter DOCTOR DAMIEN CALLUS. A middle-aged man who makes up in confidence what he lacks in muscle. The Doctor is carrying with him a large briefcase that he never lets out of his sight. 
“Ah, Doctor. Please come in, come in.”
“Setero! Great to see you,” The Doctor’s vernacular is clearly highly educated, leagues above the street sounding Setero. 
A delighted Setero welcomes Callus with open arms. “You like to cut things close my friend,” Pointing to his wrist watch. 
“As we say in my trade, time is all relative.”
“Not when it comes to money, you feel me?” Setero pours two drinks, bourbon.
The two business partners toast as if they were lifelong friends. Perhaps they are, though Fodder has never seen the tall and slender man before. Quite the juxtaposition when he stands next to the short rounded Setero Romero. 
The Doctor glances at Fodder. 
Setero introduces, “Oh, this is one of my most trusted men on the line. I rarely do an op’ without him.”
The Doctor extends out his hand. “Damien Callus.”
“John Fodder. I didn't know we were getting into the medical field now? It'll be great to have a cut man on payroll to patch us up.” 
Callus laughs at the misinterpretation. “Not that kind of Doctor. That's more of a distinguished title given to me by my peers. No, I'm a scientist.” 
Fodder is trying to get a read on this ‘scientist’. He is usually good at figuring out the person standing in front of him rather quickly, a skill that has come in handy many times. Mostly because usually the person in front of him is trying to kill him. Right away he could sense something was amiss with this ‘Doctor, but not that kind of Doctor.’ Fodder's gaze couldn’t help but stare at the side of Callus’s face. It looked as though he had small tattoos, but upon further examination Fodder could see that those were scars. About four small lines that streaked across Callus’s upper right chin. Each once anchored by tiny looking crystals or rocks, Fodder wasn’t sure what they were. 
“Yes, my scars, always a topic of interest,” Callus cusps his cheek, his fingers caressing the tiny specs permanently seared into his skin. “They’ve faded over time thankfully. I got them in a failed experiment that was pushing the boundaries you could say.” 
“The bling looks good on you doc,” Setero chimes in.
“Will you be joining us for this appointment?” Callus asks Fodder. 
“No, he was just leaving,” Setero ushers. “John, we'll continue our conversation later.”
Fodder takes the cue to leave. 
“Sure thing Boss,” But he purposely lingers as the office door slowly shuts. For all but a moment, Fodder watches the scar encrusted Callus open his briefcase and pull out a large dull-gray circular disc with intricate wires and a rounded white spot in the center. Then the door slams in Fodder’s face.
“Hope you know what you're doing boss,” Fodder mumbles to himself. 
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About 45 minutes later, the dark corridors of the loading dock are illuminated by the headlights of 3 semi-trucks driving in a unison single line one after the other at a brisk pace. Once the sizeable vehicles pull up to Setero's warehouse, they each separate out, circle around and back into the three designated ports. The haulers don't miss a beat, the drivers behind the dark tinted windows have clearly done this before. They're fast and efficient.
Setero and Doctor Callus are standing front and center of the open garage door to the warehouse, waiting for the deal to go down. Fodder is situated not too far behind them blended into the background. Callus is now clutching a hardshell black case along with his briefcase.
“I got a lot riding on this Doc,” Setero is actually a bit nervous and it’s showing. A seasoned criminal like him would never get the butterflies, or worse...let it be shown.
Callus calms Setero’s nerves “As I told you from the beginning. I have a good fortune when it comes to prediction and I can personally assure you this will be a very profitable venture for both of us.”
“I like the sound of that,” Setero glances back at his small army. “Look alive boys!” 
The horde of henchmen get into position as if they were marching into battle. For Setero, it's all about appearances.
The anticipation of the deal builds as the back of the semi-truck doors swing open. Out marches a platoon of armed men working for Callus as if they were stepping onto the beaches of Normandy. 
“I like to stay prepared,” Callus tells a concerned Setero. 
The army surrounds Setero’s men from both sides. It’s a standoff. 
Watching this all go down, Fodder is staying very alert. Ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. 
Not all of Callus’s men seemed to be armed, a few of them look to be researchers of some sort carrying around odd-looking gadgets. 
Setero gives the cue to his men to begin loading up the weapon crates mixed in with mysterious crystals into the semi-trailers. About half are packing, the other half are on guard. 
A driver gets out of one of the truck cabins and walks up to Callus with a long black bag. Callus motions to the driver to hand the bag over to Setero who wastes no time in opening it. 
“Isn’t this a thing of beauty?” Setero pulls out a shotgun. Fodder is peering in between bodies to get a glimpse of the prize that’s worth all this pomp and circumstance. The weapon looks like the simple shape of a pump action shotgun, most likely a 12 gauge. Yet it’s a sleek silver that shines from the reflections of the light. It reminds Fodder of a prop weapon from a bad science fiction B movie. There is no ammo compartment, but a housing below the barrel where there seems to be a white substance, Fodder isn’t close enough to see what it is exactly. 
“Can I give it a go?” Setero wants to try out the gun.
“That’s what we built it for,” Callus takes a step back. 
Setero holds up the weapon, taking time to perfect his aim at a wooden crate across the way. click! Instead of a bullet expelling out, a white laser bolt blasts through the air in a streaking beam. Upon impact, there is an extremely powerful explosion, obliterating the crate into nothing but ash. 
“Ohhh! Very nice,” Setero is quite delighted with the results. “Infusing this stuff inside a weapon, you got some big ones on ya Doc.” 
“Yes, pushing the boundaries is quite the priority in my line of business. Where would you like the rest of the units delivered?” Callus inquires. 
“Not here, these monkeys are looking at me like I just created fire. Send them to my usual spot, Carl here can give you the coordinates,” Setero doesn’t even need to get Carl’s attention before Carl starts talking to one of Callus’s men to iron out the location details to deliver the rest of the laser weapons. 
Meanwhile, the boxes continue being loaded into the trucks, Callus’s scientists are periodically scanning the boxes to confirm the crystals are pure. One of those said scientists, who looks to be the one most in charge, stops Fodder and the box he is carrying. 
“Open the box,” The stern, almost bored scientist says. Fodder plops the box on the metal ramp and slides open the wooden top, allowing the scientist to stick his scanner inside. That’s when an odd buzzing sound emits from the scanner, one different from the all clear chime they were all used to hearing. This prompts the scientist to reach down and pick up one of the chiseled crystals, scanning again...the same result. He takes out an eye glass examiner for a closer view and comes to a stern revelation. The scientist shoves Fodder out of the way, sprinting, albeit clumsily down the truck ramp. 
“It’s a fake!” The echo is heard throughout the entire hollowed out warehouse, stopping everyone in their tracks. Doctor Callus’s eyes glare over at Setero, the look of a man who should not be trifled with. 
“Hey, slow down here,” Setero stumbles over his words. “That’s uh well, I’m sure that’s a mistake.”
“After all our dealings in the past? You dare try to cross me?” 
“Damien, you know as well as I do how unreliable those crystals can be. They flicker on and off when they want to.” 
Callus rips the silver-crystal encrusted shotgun from Setero’s hands. “Check all the crates!”
“I’m telling you they are pure. I don’t sling no faux rocks,” Setero continues to plead his case.
“For your sake Setero, they better be.” 
While all this is happening, Fodder is still on the truck ramp, frozen and awaiting orders. A thump closing of a truck door breaks his concentration. Peeking his head over the side of the semi, Fodder finds a masked figure has taken to the front seat of the truck. A figure who is not part of Setero’s or Callus’s gang. They make eye contact, the masked figure just returns to hot wiring the truck, paying no mind to Fodder. At the same precise moment, Fodder is also the only one to notice a small red dot appearing on the gun Callus is holding while still berating Setero. The dot is clearly coming from the laser light of a sniper rifle. 
Darting his eyes outside the warehouse, Fodder then finds a large ambush forming on the rooftops. Including the sniper pointed directly at Callus’s weapon, this is now a third group joining the party. But Fodder sees the power of that weapon from just one blast, if that gun is destroyed it could level this whole warehouse. The mystery figure starts up the engine of the truck. Within the span of a second, Fodder has a choice: Try to save his boss, Callus and the rest from an explosion and incoming ambush OR stay on the truck that will pull away to safety, leaving the chaos in the rearview.  
“I knew it was going to be a long night,” Fodder sprints back into the warehouse, the semi-truck drives off. 
Callus has the gun in one hand and the hardshell case in the other with his briefcase on the floor next to him. Using the hardshell case to figuratively point at Setero. 
“Do you know the powers you are messing with? I am attempting to harness the fabric of humanity and you pull this?” Callus shouts in anger. 
“It’s one rock, the fabric can handle that,” Setero bites back. 
“Where is the source of these relic crystals?”
“We doing this again now?” 
“You fail to understand. I am this close to cracking the code to change everything, to change—,” Fodder tackles Callus to the ground just as the sniper takes their shot! It’s a miss, the slam causes Callus to lose grip of both the gun and case, they slide off in different directions. The shotgun slides just outside the warehouse, another red dot appears. 
“Shit,” Fodder sighs. 
The shotgun explodes into smithereens, throwing everyone in the blast radius back several feet. A wall of fire bleeds over to multiple crates of ammo, erupting into an even larger explosion at the front of the warehouse, engulfing the two remaining semi-trucks, thus blocking the exit of the garage door. In an instant, the warehouse looks akin to hell on earth. 
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“NO!” Damien Callus cries out, coming to the realization that the contents of the hardshell case and the gun are now fried embers.  
In all this fiery chaos, there was no clear indication who exploded the gun in the warehouse. So naturally Callus’s henchmen and Setero’s gang, both armed to the teeth, begin attacking one another. An endless barrage of bullets fly through the air, it’s all out war. 
Fodder, who has just saved this mystery doctor carrying an explosive device, brushes the fiery debris off himself. An infuriated Callus does the same. 
Fodder is a bit dazed, he pops his jaw as his hearing slowly comes back into tune. “What is going on?!” Fodder turns to Callus.
“She destroyed it! Does she know what she has done?!” Callus screams out in despair, ignoring the presence of Fodder. 
“Who?!” Fodder shouts back, his voice muffled by the sound of bullets ricocheting behind them. 
“The fabric of everything is unraveling out of balance,” Callus utters in an almost trance-like state, staring at the charred case Setero had given him in the office. He breaks his fixation and turns to Fodder. 
“Thank you for saving my life, I won't forget that debt,” Callus starts furiously digging through the rubble until he finds what he is looking for; his other briefcase that he arrived at the warehouse with. It’s burned and dirty but given Callus’s alleviated reaction, the contents inside must be unharmed. 
“Wait, where are you going? Why are we being attacked?”
Callus ignores Fodder once again and runs off, however not out of the warehouse, instead deeper into the madness, disappearing in a cloud of smoke from nearby flames. 
Setero fires off a shot from his measly little pistol that he carries with him everywhere. “Fodder! Get your ass over here!” 
After losing sight of Callus, Fodder’s eyes behold how much of a war zone skirmish the warehouse has transformed into. Bullets are flying, people are dying, pockets of fire and debris make it look like they were suddenly transported to a small forgotten corner of Eastern Europe.
‘Click’  The unmistakable sound of a gun cocking sends chills down the back of Fodder's spine. He can feel the cold metal tube of death touching the back hairs of his skin. Fodder slowly turns around to see a glock pistol pointed directly at his forehead. 
“You know, it’s not polite to point,” a unfazed Fodder remarks at the soldier clearly on Callus’s side. Then with rapid speed, Fodder uses the palm of his right hand to smack the gun from his direction. The Callus soldier fires a shot, the heat of the firepower stings Fodder's hand but he is still able to strong arm the gun from his face’s direction. Fodder kicks the soldier in the gut and takes full control of the weapon, using the butt of the gun to punt the soldier out cold.  
Fodder readjusts his composure and charges into the fight, pistol gun blazing. He easily picks off a couple soldiers darting towards him, but it’s not long before the ‘click, click’ audibly signals the glock is out of bullets. 
Fodder doesn’t hesitate, he throws the pistol in the face of a soldier and unleashes his martial arts knowledge to take out a few more enemies. Fodder is ferocious in his hand-to-hand combat skills. It may look like he is making it up on the go, but it took him years, if not decades of training to master the ancient Japanese art. When he was younger he once traveled to Japan with his father on a ‘business trip’ where he was able to take lessons with a true karate master by the name of Sensei Kamidosho. A young John Fodder (age 14) thought he knew how to fight, but the second he stepped on the mat, his sensei showed him otherwise. Those first few sessions left Fodder bruised, and not just his ego. Sensei Kamidosho sensed something lurking within John Fodder. A pent up anger perhaps brought on by his relationship with his father or his upbringing, that didn’t matter. What mattered is how he handled it now, in the moment. 
Then Young John Fodder showed up for his next lesson.
———
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“Today you are not fighting other students, today you will learn balance,” Sensei Kamidosho said in his thick gravely Japanese accent. 
“I don’t need balance when my fist does the talking,” Young Fodder arrogantly punches the air in front of Sensei Kamidosho who is as quick as a fox - chops Fodder's right forearm, kicks his left, then front kicks Fodder to the ground.
“In a fight, the strength of the fist is not enough, you have to trust the power that lies behind the fist - in here,” The sensei pounds his chest. “Get up!”
Young Fodder rises, the rest of the dojo students, mostly Japanese teenage boys, form a circle around the two combatants.
“Again!”
Fodder forms his fists into a fighting stance, waiting for the right moment to strike. But the second he steps one foot forward, Sensei Kamidosho darts at Fodder and sweeps his legs in a low circular motion, forcing Fodder onto his back. 
Even though he is in tremendous & seething pain, young Fodder reacts quickly, twisting onto his stomach and pushing himself to his feet. The sensei is slightly impressed that his western pupil has risen back up to the occasion. Fodder steps back into position and bows, the sensei strikes first with a strong forward kick but Fodder blocks it with his hands and is able to strike back at the sensei who easily evades the blows. The students watch as Fodder is able to stand his own for about a whole 15 seconds before being thrown back to the mat by Kamidosho. 
“That is enough!” Kamidosho tightens his headband and steps off the mat. The students disperse to go back to their own training. 
“SENSEI!” The dojo comes to a stand still. 
With a deep breath, the grizzled Karate Master turns around where a panting, blood dripping from his lip Fodder is waiting for him. Fodder motions with both his fists for his sensei to step back in the fighting circle. The intrigued sensei accepts the challenge, and the circle of students forms again. 
Fodder swings a right hook at Kamidosho who easily blocks, but the anger in Fodder's eyes fuels his determination. He pushes forward unloading blow after blow until finally he breaks through his sensei’s wall. Landing a kick on Kamidosho's thigh, the whole dojo was stunned; no one ever landed a hit on the sensei. After taking in this millisecond of victory, Fodder continues his attack with more chops and kicks. It looks as though Kamidosho could even get knocked down - when with blinding speed the sensei catches Fodder's foot in mid-air. With relative ease, Kamidosho throws back Fodder who loses his balance and rolls to the ground but pops right back up like a spring board. 
Though before young Fodder even has a chance to regroup Kamidosho has already leaped into the air with full force. Gliding like a missile that is locked on its target. Kamidosho comes crashing down on top of the 14-year-old. Knocking Fodder back down to the floor, this time for good. You could feel the gust of wind disperse from the sheer force of the sensei's landing. 
The fight is over.
Later that evening, Fodder has changed into street clothes and is carrying out his blood stained ‘gi’ uniform to make his way back to the hotel. 
“Stop!” Sensei Kamidosho says from the now dimly lit dojo. 
Young Fodder shutters. “Look sensei, I don’t think I have another round in me today. I’ve been humiliated enough.” 
The sensei walks up to Fodder and hands him a matching headband with the dojo logo imprinted on it. The logo is of a silhouetted Owl flying through two circles encased by the long body of a red dragon.
“What’s this for?” Fodder examines the headband. 
“You earned it today Johnny-san.” 
“But I lost? You totally schooled me,” Young Fodder says. 
“The crest of the Kamidosho represents the power within us to step into a worthy battle, even though we don’t know the outcome. Two circles, one is the known - where it is safe, one is the unknown - where possible dangers await. Today you willingly stepped into the unknown, knowing full well you were going to lose, but you still took that step. Now you are on the path to balance.” 
The rest of young John Fodder's time in Japan he continued to learn about strength, honor, and balance. Unfortunately, the trip was abruptly cut short when his father, Clayton, woke him up in the middle of the night, rushed him out of the hotel then onto a plane. They were back on the streets of Los Angeles by the end of that day like nothing ever happened; and Fodder knew better than to ask questions. He never did get a chance to thank Sensei Kamidosho for all he taught him. He still cherishes that headband and for many years he thought about going back to Japan to find the sensei. But at the same time felt ashamed for what he had become. Knowing full well, balance was something Fodder stopped searching for long ago.  
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John Fodder’s foot greets the chin of a soldier who becomes temporarily stunned, Fodder finishes him off with a rapid 1-2 punch then turns around and knocks down another soldier with a strong front kick. 
BOOM! 
A huge pillar of flame  throws Fodder forward, he stumbles and crashes into a busted weapons crate where a big gruesome machine gun is sticking out of the rubble. 
“Much better,” Fodder heaves up the heavy firearm and unloads rapid fire bullets from the giant gun.
In the midst of battle, Fodder locates Setero when the both of them almost shoot each other before quickly realizing who they are pointing their weapons at. 
“Setero! You're still alive?!”  
“For the moment!” Setero seems to be enjoying this. Even though this deal of a lifetime has clearly gone sour.  
“Why are we being attacked?” Fodder and Setero duck behind a small wall of debris. 
“Isn’t it clear! We were double crossed,” Setero is reloading his pistol. 
“By Callus?!” Fodder feels the need to state the obvious. 
“At the top of my list,” Setero cocks his weapon.  
“There was another team flanking from outside!” Fodder says, but Setero doesn’t seem to hear him. “Did you see where Callus went after the explosion?” He continues to yell. 
“Not since this shit started,” Setero said. Fodder is now even more pissed he saved the man responsible for all this carnage.  
This could have all been over in a matter of seconds, but I just had to intervene, he thought to himself. “I'll go look for him,” Fodder says to his boss. 
Setero nods, “Go! We got them pinned down here,” Just then, a tiny grenade hits the cold concrete next to their feet, they both look at each other. Then both jump in opposite directions as the grenade explodes, destroying the wall of debris they had for cover. 
Fodder gracefully rolls behind a couple of bullet ridden crates. His eyes scan through the flames for any sign of Setero. He spots his boss, who survived the explosion but is now on the opposite end of the warehouse. Setero picks himself up, grabs his gun and is ready for another round of combat. He too takes a moment to locate Fodder, once he spots his should-be-apprentice, Fodder gives a quick hand wave of assurance. 
Setero waves back, WHEN a glowing white net wraps around his body like a hog tie, tipping him over to the ground helpless.  
“Boss!” Fodder leaves his cover and runs across the warehouse, dodging bullets and shooting one soldier in the leg before making it to Setero. 
“Quick! Get me out of this thing!” Setero is squirming on the floor. Fodder doesn’t even know where to begin, the net looks like some sort of LED light-infused trap. He tries to pull at it, but the net is hot and burns his hands. “There’s a knife in my jacket pocket!” Setero screams. Fodder reaches for the small switchblade. “Come on, come on!”
“Relax Setero,” Fodder begins to cut the net, one snip at a time. 
“You don’t understand Slick, this is no ordinary net,” Setero seems panicked as if he knows what’s coming. Stepping behind them are the boots of one of the ambush soldiers not belonging to Callus or Setero. Fodder looks up to see it’s the same mystery figure that drove away in one of the semi-trucks. Dressed in full pitch black attire with a balaclava face mask that only reveals their eyes like a ninja slithering through the night. The figure is holding a big gun with a wide rectangular barrel attached. The glowing net that now holds Setero hostage clearly came from that gun. 
“Don’t let him touch that dial!” Setero shouts.
“What?” Fodder says, then spots the figure’s black gloved hand reaching for a turn dial atop the gun. Before Fodder could jump after this enemy, the figure twists the small dial and the glowing net starts rapidly pulsating. 
“Shit!” Setero has that white face one gets when a bomb is about to go off right in front of them. “John get out of-” 
In front of Fodder's eyes, Setero is not blown up, shot, or tased, instead he is zapped out of existence. Just blipped away, leaving no trace behind. Fodder wipes his sweating forehead, refusing to believe what he just witnessed. He then sets his sights back on the figure who has dropped the large net gun and taken off running. (The net gun itself looks to only be good for one shot.) 
Enraged and wanting answers for what just happened to his boss, Fodder picks up Setero's pistol and gives chase.
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This figure is fast and nimble, sprinting through the carnage of the warehouse to escape the clutches of a determined Fodder. 
John Fodder is keeping pace with the figure even though he is the opposite of fast and nimble, more like a rock that gains speed as it rolls down a hill. An explosion of two ammunition crates forces the figure to skid to a stop and take a hard right turn. Which leads down an aisle surrounded by giant immovable shipping containers on both sides. The area is quiet, it seems the fighting hasn’t spilled over this way yet. Unfortunately, it’s also a dead end. 
With no way out, the figure tries to backtrack but is greeted by an angry Fodder barreling towards them. Fodder switches his posture from a jog to a confident walking march, firing off a shot at the figure's feet to scare them into frozen submission. Once close enough, Fodder places the barrel of Setero’s gun at the figure's head. With unwavering eyes he pulls the trigger - but it's jammed! The figure doesn't hesitate, pulling out a baton and lunging at Fodder.
Fodder uses the pistol to block the first strike, then tosses it. The figure electrifies the baton, Fodder wants no part of that. He dodges another lunge from the baton then uses the force of his right forearm to chop the baton out of the figure's hand, rather easily Fodder thought. Yet this figure quickly adapts to their fists, engaging in a surprisingly evenly matched fist fight infused with martial arts. The figure is dressed like a ninja after all. 
This continues for a few more blows until Fodder gets the upper hand and clocks the figure with a reverse elbow strike to the chin. The figure stumbles and falls back into a pile of cardboard boxes in the corner. Fodder picks up the baton to finish the job, but the figure makes a few painful grunts on an octave level that peaks Fodder's curiosity. He pulls the figure up out of the smashed boxes and rips off the pitch black ninja mask. 
“That’s not what I was expecting,” Fodder finds out he had been fighting a woman this whole time. And not just any woman, right away Fodder was struck by her innate beauty, her long brunette hair spiraling into its natural formation having broken free from the constraints of the ninja mask. Her green eyes glistened in the dull fluorescent warehouse lighting. She is small, yet Fodder could tell just from feeling her bicep muscles while restraining her, that she may be pretty, but is also deadly. 
“We don't have time for this!” The woman desperately urges as she tries to break free from Fodder's grip who snaps out of his romantic trance. 
“Hold on! How did you find out about this arms deal?” 
The woman stops trying to escape, takes a deep breath and looks Fodder directly in his eyes. 
“That wasn’t an arms deal. - John, I need you to listen to me.” 
Fodder is taken aback by what he just heard. “How did you know my name?” Wondering if maybe he misheard this mysterious beautiful woman. 
“Look, I can explain everything in due time, but right now we have to stop Damien Callus before he jumps again,” Fodder looks at her, she stares back wondering if any of that broke through.
“What are you talking about lady? Who is this Callus? I met him only an hour ago and I have already almost died 3 times!” Fodder is still restraining the woman. 
“I have known him a lot longer and believe me, he is bad news. John please, I need you to trust me.”
“Trust you?” Fodder almost laughs. “After you did all this?” 
“I didn’t do this, I came here to stop Callus, that’s it.” 
“And vaporizing my Boss? Was that part of your plan?”
“No, not part of my plan and he wasn’t vaporized. He was just removed from the equation,” the woman says directly and with intent.  
Still apprehensive, Fodder loosens his grip on the woman. “I don’t know who you are or what nonsense you are saying. But we seem to have a common enemy.” 
The woman nods in agreement. “Okay, follow me I have a tracker on the case he was carrying. I might be able to disable it if we get close enough,” While she is rambling, Fodder notices that one of the boxes she fell onto is full of tie-down straps. This gives Fodder an idea. Still pretending to listen to her, Fodder quickly picks up a tie-down and wraps it around The woman’s waist, collecting her arms in the process. “What are you doing?”
Fodder ratchets the strap tight around an immovable metal shelf.
“John stop this!” The woman is infuriated. 
“It's nothing personal, lady, But I work alone, and you sound a little crazy,” Fodder runs out of the dead-end corner to go look for Dr. Damien Callus himself. 
“Fodder!” The woman screams at the top of her lungs.
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Damien Callus has separated himself from the siege below, having made his way up to the second level of the warehouse onto a thin swaying platform that is suspended high above, close to the rafters. Callus opens up the briefcase that has never left his side since he arrived this fateful night. From within, he takes out the mysterious circular device and places it on the grated metallic surface of the platform. Pressing a button on what looks like an entry pad that begins to power up the device.
Meanwhile, John Fodder is still on ground level looking for any sign of Callus. A stray bullet that barely misses Fodder causes him to stumble back a step and spot Callus toying around on the rafters. Fodder quickly jumps on a ladder to greet his foe, he stealthily sets foot onto the platform. Sneaking up behind the doctor, he finds Callus inputting coordinates onto the keypad as the outer edge of the circular device begins to light up in a bright white hue. Fodder takes out Setero's gun, the cocking sound alerts Callus to who looms over his shoulder. 
“What are you doing?” Fodder yells out. 
“Mr. Fodder?” Damien Callus isn’t shocked to see Fodder has located him. “This is interesting.”
“Is that a bomb?” Fodder takes a step closer, Callus puts his hands up. 
“No, but you probably knew that already, didn’t you?” 
Fodder doesn’t know what Callus is talking about, prior to tonight he had never seen Callus or any of his gadgets. “Step away from the device!” Fodder demands. 
Callus is unfazed by the verbal threats. “I can't do that Mr. Fodder.” The device is powering up even stronger now, the white lights around the edge are spinning, in the center is an oval shaped orb that is also brightly lit. 
Whatever is happening can’t be good, Fodder thought. 
“You set us up! Why?!” Fodder is yelling over the growing volume of reverberating sound coming out of the device. Callus has had enough chit-chat, lowering his arms, showing that he never felt threatened to begin with. 
“You know the trouble with life is that no one ever makes time for themselves anymore.” Callus steps on the center of the pad, activating it. “Until we meet again, Mr. Fodder.” 
Thinking Callus just stepped on a bomb, Fodder reacts by pulling the trigger on his gun when an EXPLOSION from below rocks the rafters, causing the bullet exiting Fodder’s gun chamber to miss its mark and hit directly into the center of the entry pad on the circular device as the rafter walkway begins to violently sway from side to side. Callus holds onto the thin railing with one hand, grasping the circular pad from sliding off with the other.
It’s only a couple more seconds before the thin walkway collapses on itself with one end snapping and dropping the remaining tethered side almost completely vertical, sparks flying. Fodder is thrust into the direction of Callus as the circular pad begins to overload from the bullet hit. 
Sliding past Callus, Fodder slips down the hanging walkway and dangles off the edge. He grabs onto a broken handrail that slices the side of his forearm on impact but he is still able to swing himself back onto what's left of the walkway just before the handrail gives way. Fodder lands directly on top of the circular pad device. Blood drips down from his forearm directly into the middle of the pad where the white source is coming from. 
“Get off!” Callus tries to push Fodder off the pad...it's too late! The circular pad implodes on itself, producing an explosion of white particle flames and sparks, lashing out as if they came from the surface of the sun. The force of the implosion blows Fodder off the remnant walkway. 
As he begins plummeting face first towards the cold concrete and his certain death, a portion of the glowing white particles in the air fuse into the side of his face. Then just before Fodder reaches the impact of his descent, those same particles attached to his face illuminate brighter and brighter until an orb of light consumes Fodder's body and...
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...Fodder slams face first into the ground, but not into the concrete inside of the warehouse where his brains would have splattered. Instead into a damp dark brown loose dirt. He opens and closes his eyes, trying to comprehend what he is seeing. Am I outside? Where is the warehouse? What is all this dirt? 
Extremely disoriented he pushes himself up, spitting mulch out of his mouth. Fodder is not in pain per se, just a possible case of temporal jet lag. John also wonders why he is now wearing thick blue gloves that stretch up to his forearm. In fact his whole wardrobe is altered from what he had on at the warehouse. 
“This can’t be right,” Fodder utters to himself. You don’t have to be a history buff to recognize the outfit. John Fodder is wearing a 17th century uniform of a French musketeer, feather cap hat, gloves, boots, blue cassock vest and all. 
So disconcerted about his clothes, Fodder hasn’t even looked at his surroundings. When from behind, a cannonball zooms past Fodder’s feathered hat and violently splats into the mud. Villagers run past him, followed by men dressed in his same attire. That’s when Fodder realizes that he is standing in the middle of a battlefield, then he looks over his shoulder to see it is situated in front of a massive castle!
“What the hell?”  Fodder is dumbstruck. 
Musket rifles and cannons are being fired from the castle wall to
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