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Running Man

Rick's heavy feet pound the pavement in quick
succession. Strike after lightning fast strikes hits the ground.
Fumby, his long hard done by assistant and book keeper is long gone
behind him. The fat man couldn't even keep up the pace for the
first block. That was six blocks ago and Rick is still running with
everything he has. He knows that he won't last much longer at this
pace, but he can't pull his double barreled cop killer out here.
There are way to many people that could get hurt. Rick may be a
pimp, but he doesn't harm people that don't have it coming.

The gray clad man, ahead by about 20 meters, rips
around a corner like a sprinter in his best form. The man just has
this insanely efficient running style. It's like watching a gangly
machine pounding away in a large factory. Where Rick is like a wild
streaking panther on the hunt, this man is all robotic rushing
speed. Weirdly, the robot is winning today and with seemingly easy
strides. It is probably the first time in Rick's life that pure
guts hasn't won the day for him.

Rick skids around the corner in a much less fancy
version of his pray. His hand grips the brick wall of the old
building that he is passing by. There are sirens getting closer in
the background and the sound a few people following behind
indicates that neither the runner (who is still gripping his
bloodied knife coated with the blood of Rick's best whore) or the
chaser (who isn't exactly loved by the law of the city - at least
the ones who aren't on his payroll).

The gray shape rips into a alleyway and Rick follows
along. It's a hot day and the pavement is sweltering with little
lines of heat. The area is wealthy and has some of the nicer
houses. It is just strange luck that the whore that Rick's web call
out center, a essential feature of any modern pimping business
requires in this day and age, had a customer out this way. If this
same situation had happened in the darker side of town, Rick would
have had the man. A single shot to the back would have taken any
desire to run out of him, if not his life. Things would have been
much easier that way.

He spins into the alley. There's no one there.

"What the...?"

A gray shape flashes out from behind a group of
rubbish bins. The man is grinning as he rams the knife into Rick's
side.

"How?"

The man squeals - very much like a pig - and kicks
Rick in the chest hard enough to send him rolling three times out
into the street. The movement was graceful and had enough power to
shatter a normal man's chest bone.

A police car's tires squeal as it surges to the left,
barely missing Rick's head. Rick looks up and tries to stand. He
has a fatal injury and no air coming into his lungs, but he still
plans to stand. Why? He knows that the girls that this man will
kill or worse are depending on him with everything they have. The
ones he swore to protect when he came into this business. The women
that he tells as part of their entrance into his company that they
can rely on him are in need of him. He must stand.

The world is a red haze as he tries. It is probably
the most painful experience of his life having blood pouring from
his side in deep red gushes as he forces his body to do what it
most certainly doesn't want to do on willpower alone.

"I will..."

The man strolls backwards into the dark. Rick sees
his face clearly for a moment. It is a stunning second of
recognition.

"No!" he cries as he falls back. "Not you. Not
you..."

A blue sleeved hand grabs him by the front of his
reddening shirt.

"Rick Rangers," a voice growls.

He stares up into the fat face of his nemesis: Eric
Donald, the dirtiest cop on the force and on the other team's
payroll.

Rick's head lolls back a little. It's so hard to look
straight at things.

"It's not your day to die, little boy," the cop tells
him, his face turning into a red mouthed devilish black shape as
the world goes white. "You'll owe me for this."

The man sniggers and starts dragging Rick to the cop
car. All the dying cares about is living a little longer. Just a
little more time to save the girls then he can die. He won't die
before then. That is his promise to himself in that moment.


Dying Game

"How many?" Rick croaks to Fumby in the small private
hospital room in one of the best surgical hospitals in the
city.

"Three. He knows that you are out of the game for now
and he's taking advantage."

"Tell me the details."

Fumby does. Rick's hands clasp into first, his
fingernails drawing blood with the strength of his press.

His assistant looks to the man's fists, they are huge
and have gone white under the strain of the stories that he has
told his employer. He knows that he shouldn't have given the man
those sorts of details in his condition, but they are friends and
he knows that Rick would look at him as less for hiding things like
this, even if it is in the man's best interests.

"I need to get out of here."

Fumby shakes his head.

"You have only been out of surgery for three days.
The minimum for what they had to do to you is over a month or
more."

The man picks up the chart at the end of the bed.
Sadly, he has been getting good at reading these things after the
visits he has had to make to the girls the slasher has played
with.

"You have a small cut in your right kidney that they
had to sew up. If that breaks then you will bleed out inside. The
result won't be pretty."

The other man stares into his assistant's eyes long
and hard.

"I can't, Rick. You are too important to the
business."

He continues to stare.

"No."

Rick doesn't stop.

"Fuck you. You'll die out there against him."

"Then get me some help."

"Who?"

Rick thinks that over.

"I know someone. Pass me your phone."

Fumby thinks it over. If Rick has help he seems so
sure of then maybe he will be alright. The man rarely brings in
guys to help him out, but always they are pros.

"Ok."

Rick makes the call. The conversation that follows
makes Fumby's eyebrows go way up.

"So, I'll see you there with the cash."

Rick looks to Fumby.

"Now, can you help me?"

The man nods. The big guns are coming. Maybe Rick
might survive this after all.


Rivals and Friends

The huge black man in his leather jacket stands
outside of the hospital, leaning against his 1970s Laser. The other
man with him stands staring at him a few meters down.

"If you keep doing that, I'll think you want to fight
me," the black man says. "Are you looking for a fight?"

The other man kicks off his stolen luxury car and
strolls over. He has the ambling gaunt of one who likes to
fight.

"What if I am, you black fucker?"

The bigger man doesn't even blink. He has a scar on
his face that is new. It runs from the bottom of his jaw to about
mid-cheek. Rick gave him that. He still wants to finish that guy
off.

"Then you are shit out of luck. I fight for money
only."

"That's what I heard. How many fights did you throw
for cash?"

The black man chuckles.

"Less than the times I screwed your mumma in the
ass."

The skinny man covered in tattoos from the neck down
runs his fingers over his shaved head. His bomber jacket, black
jeans and combat boots mark him for what he is. However, that it is
deceptive. This man is ex-skin head warrior. Now, he kills on three
parameters only: 1) You fucked with him; 2) You hassled his fashion
sense; 3) You look tougher than him. The black man fits into the
last category.

"Those are fighting words. How about you get off that
piece of shit car and we get it on, blacky."

The bigger man grins. He has perfect white teeth.
It's odd considering how many fights he gets in on a regular
basis.

"Maybe I will. How much you betting on yourself?"

"$500."

"I'll match that."

He pushes off the car.

"Stop right there."

A hand slaps down hard on either of their backs and
they look to the right. How the heck did Rick get here?

The tall man looks them both in the eye. Both of them
frown.

"You going to live through this?" the white man asks,
mildly concerned.

Rick shrugs. Him and the skinhead are old friends.
Death comes to everyone someday. Rick's will only come after he
takes that slasher out. That is his will.

"Did you bring my money?"

Rick flicks his thumb over the other side of the car.
Fumby has already placed the briefcase (one of two) in the man's
car.

"What is it with you guys? You are so damn
sneaky."

"Just doing my job, sir," Fumby replies, stepping
around the car. "When dealing with the people we deal with it is
important to be a little stealthy."

The man knows he locked the other door. That means
the guy picked the lock and put the case in without him hearing
him. That is no small thing.

"Let's get going," Rick says. "I want to get on the
hunt as soon as possible."

He and Fumby walk down the lines of cars to the 1960
red, blue convertible Pasado that Rick has














cover.jpg





