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Introduction

It was a dark night in Detroit. A terrible thunderstorm was brewing overhead as lighting flashes all around. In a dark alley to a corner of a street, there was something terrible happening over there. In that alley was a Skunk, down on his knees, bleeding, and breathing hard. Standing over him was a massive Bull, much built and very big. He snickers at the view below him as the Skunk tries to get up from the beating he received. As the Skunk just got on one foot, the Bull kicks him really hard right on the stomach. The Skunk rolls away from the tremendous hit he received. The Bull follows him and laughs as the Skunk groans in agony and pain. The Skunk starts to cough up some blood from the hit he received from the hit to his stomach. The Bull walks up to him and just laughs at the sight.


“You worthless, piece of trash.” said the Bull. “Did you think you could just walk away from this? Just when everything was going so good, you just quit like that. I outa kill you right now.”


Then a hand just placed itself on the Bulls arm, stopping him from going any further. The Bull looks and sees a Fox dressed in street clothes moving his head, telling him to stop. The Bull backs away and the Fox goes up to the skunk on the ground, breathing hard since he can’t get up. The Skunk opens his eyes and sees the fox looking over him. The Fox just scarfs at the animal laying there in pain.


“You know. I’m very disappointed in you, Michael.” says the Fox. “I put in a lot of money in you and the event I created. I pulled you in, made you a star. And now you want to quit because you’re afraid of something happening to your love ones. You are wrong my dear friend. This is what happens when you don’t do what I say and when you make me angry. And I am really angry at you for making me doing this. I had high hopes for you, Michael. But now, I guess I’m going to make Greg over here my new guy. So consider yourself terminated.”


As the Fox continues to talk, Michael tries to get up to knock out the bad Fox. But as the Fox finishes on what he said, he kicks him at the face and Michaels just goes down and became unconscious from the blow. 
The Fox goes down to one knee and says, “And you were supposed to be one of the greatest fighters in the world. And you can’t even beat a guy twice your size. How pathetic. I’m sorry for doing this, but business is business.” He gets up and starts walking to his limo. “Come on, Greg. Let’s leave this trash for the garbage men to pick up.” 
Then Greg spits on Michael and joins up with the Fox in his limo. Then the limo drives off, leaving Michael unconscious in the dark alley. Then rain began to pour onto the city and the poor, beat up skunk, Michael, lays there in the alley, soaked from the rain. 
