
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Mane of Redemption

––––––––

Written by:

––––––––

Aaron D Brinker



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


In Memory of Mertin.

Thanks for the memories.
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As his footsteps echoed against the dark pavement, Jude Crenshaw’s thoughts were focused on his job. He had earned his Bachelor’s Degree in Business, from Purdue University, and received a job on the East Coast, shortly before graduation. Trudging ahead, he contemplated upcoming meetings, paper work needing to be completed, and phone calls that had to be made. A scream pierced through his thoughts and the stillness of the night. “Help me!” Jude realized the scream came from the alley he was approaching. Sprinting toward the alley, he listened for more sounds of duress. Rounding the corner of the alley he found a woman lying on the ground with her attacker on top of her. While still clothed, the man toyed with his victim.

The man began to turn as Jude threw his entire body weight into him. The momentum threw the man off of his victim which left him and Jude, for a split second, in a heap on the ground. 

Jude and the man rose to their feet to square off. Jude had taken a few self-defense classes when he was younger, and now he would be tested on how much he remembered. This was the first opportunity Jude had to size up his opponent. The man was huge, which meant Jude had his work cut out for him, if the victim and he were going to walk out of the alley. Jude glanced to where the victim had been lying. Not seeing the woman on the ground, he looked up towards the street just in time to see the victim disappear around the corner. As he turned back to face the man, a fist filled his vision. He turned his head to match the momentum of the blow. His left knee buckled slightly, but he held his ground, regained his footing, and rose back to almost his full height of five-foot-eight. The man seemed to be six-foot-five.

Jude settled into a steadier stance, with his knees bent outward and his weight shifted slightly forward. He waited for the assailant to make the first move. The man wore a ski mask to hide his face. Fortunately for Jude, he remembered that, all he needed to read his enemies actions were his eyes and mouth. The man’s eyes glanced to the left side of Jude’s face, and his mouth thinned as it tightened. Jude’s reaction was already set, as the man started a right hook. Jude ducked under the blow and utilized his advantage. Moving forward, he placed himself closer to the man. As he did so, he connected with a right uppercut to the exposed lower ribcage.

The man grunted and fell back a step. Jude glanced quickly down to see the man’s right knee was locked, and quickly kicked below the knee using the side of his foot. His opponent yelled and collapsed on the ground. Jude stood in awe, surprised that he remembered enough to defeat a person much larger than himself. His momentary pause allowed the man time to get back to his feet, while favoring his right leg.

Jude failed to notice, the man place his left hand in his pocket and reemerge wearing brass knuckles. Before Jude could read the attack, the man connected with a left hook to Jude’s cheek. Jude lost consciousness instantly. Luckily, before anything else could happen, the man fled before a police cruiser blocked off the entrance to the alley.
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Adam Campbell stepped through the doorway and closed the office door behind him. He threw his suit coat over one of two chairs in front of his desk, walking around the other side of his desk, sat down, and removed a bottle of bourbon and a glass from the desk drawer. He set the glass down on the desk top. He paused, one hand holding the bottle and the other on the cap. As he stared at the refracted light from his glass illuminating the desk top, his mind drifting. His thoughts wandered through the events of his life and everything the bottle in his hand had cost him.

Adam, distractedly unscrewed the cap and poured until the glass was almost full. He replaced the cap on the bottle, placed the bottle in the drawer, and closed it. As he looked back to the glass of bourbon, a shadow shifted in the chair across from him. He looked up to see a clean cut man in his early 40s. 

Not really caring that someone was in his office, he grabbed his glass and took a drink. “Who let you in?”

A smooth baritone voice answered, “I let myself in.”

Adam lifted his hand, glass still held firmly in his grasp, and gestured towards the door. “Get out.”

“Mr. Campbell, I have a proposition for you.” Adam lowered his arm, leaning back into his office chair. The man stood from the chair, walked around the desk, opened the drawer, removed the bottle of bourbon, and returned to his chair after closing the drawer. “I can give you anything you want, money, women, power, you can have it all.” Adam looked longingly at the picture of his family on the desk. His wife had taken the kids, leaving him when his drinking began to become a problem. The stranger leaned closer. “That offer includes your family.” Adam looked up into the man’s eyes. He had not noticed before, but the man’s eyes were a swirling pool of crimson red and black. Adam clenched his jaw to keep it from going slack. The man sat back and took a draught from the bottle.

With his voice slightly louder, Adam said, “What do you want from me?” 

The man spread his arms, bottle still in hand. “Just your time and dedication.”

Adam’s brow furrowed. “Who are you?”

“I’m either going to be your best friend or your worst enemy. And, believe me, there is no greater enemy than me.”

“Who are you?”

The man lowered the bottle from his lips and stretched out his hand. “I’m sorry, where are my manners?” Adam reached out cautiously, shaking the man’s hand. “Lucius Caliban.” An energy rose through Adam’s arm.

“What is it that you’re needing from me?”

“I need you to be available when called. If you do that, then I can arrange your requests. What is it, that you’re wanting?”
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