Rumble City Circus: The New Contender

This whole district was abandoned. It was bought up for redevelopment, but the company went bust before they finished. The site was surrounded by a tall chain fence, full of barrels, two-by-fours and deserted decaying equipment. You could see why it was perfect.

Miasmus checked his watch; still a half hour to go. The night was still clear, so it should be fine, but the wolf could see Vic’s guys laying a tarp in the foundations – now their fight pit – just incase. Tonight was the final of the latest circuit, $1000 buy in, four heats, all culminating in tonight. Miasmus had won his heat without much trouble; maybe with training, they could’ve made things interesting for him.

“If you can’t stand waiting around a barren construction yard, you might as well be home making cubs.” Miasmus looked up, seeing Nara smirking. The cream wolf perched on top of the fence. “How is your lady friend?”

“She’s fine thanks.” Miasmus replied. “Not fighting tonight, Nara?” The miniskirt is usually a good giveaway.

“Nah, I lost my heat.” She replied, leaping down. “So I won’t be able to beat your ass tonight.”

“Oh, and speaking of beaten asses.” Miasmus smiled, seeing Akira swing over the fence. The Doberman collie mix rolling on his landing. 

“Talking about how yours are gonna be?” He grinned. 

“Nara’s not fighting tonight”

“Okay, then I guess I can settle for you” Akira smirked, patting him on the back.

“Yeah, but if either of you come up against a kickboxing Tiger,” Nara looked to them both, “stamp him into the dirt.”

“They’ve put the tarp down.”

“Then stamp him into the tarp.” She shrugged. More people started arriving, mostly familiar spectators, though one who looks different.

-----------------

“Hey, who’s that guy?” The others turned to look. A brown bunny with his ears pinned back; small, light build.

“Don’t recognise him. Maybe he’s considering getting in on the next draw?”

“Maybe…” Miasmus watched him disappear into the crowd, before Akira started again on how bad he was gonna get beaten.

---------

“And the first place in the finale goes to, MIASMUS!” Vic’s bellows soon drowned out by the crowds yells. Miasmus stood over his opponent, as the tiger made muffled whimpers into the tarp.

-------------

“Happy?” He looked to Nara, as he climbed out the pit, sitting beside her.

“Very. Though you could’ve had him down quicker if you hadn’t ignored his blindspot the whole match.”

“Just being polite, Nara… I mean not as polite as you letting him whale on you the whole match."

“Yeah, yeah. Akira getting ready for his match?”

“Yeah, probably. Who’s he fighting?"

“Whoever won the third heat. See it?” Miasmus shook his head. “Me neither. Though he’s looking forward to facing you in the finals after. What is it… even wins and losses between you?”

“Yeah, this’ll be the tiebreaker” With the pit cleared, Vic steps into the centre again.

“Okay, now beginning our second semi finale matchup. We have, the winner of heat 2, the mighty, mystical Akira.” The pair of them cheered and clapped with the crowd, as he climbed into the pit. “And his opponent, the winner of heat 3; though blink and you will’ve missed it. The lighting fast thunder from down under, Charlie.” The bunny emerged through the crowd, climbing down. 

“He’s the other finalist? Where’d he come from?”

“I told you, didn’t watch the third heat, I was training.” Nara replied, “You guys are lucky I broke my schedule to yours.”

“All bets placed?” Vic looks around the crowd, climbing out of the pit. “Then, begin.”

Vic had barely finished before Charlie leapt forward at great pace, throwing several blurred jabs into Akira’s chest and face. He staggered back, shaking it off before going with back in with leg sweeps; which Charlie leapt over them to deliver his own kicks.

Miasmus and Nara watched on as their friend struggled. Of course, they know he could tap into his ancient arts; even start throwing fireballs at Charlie if he wanted to, but he’d never do that in a contest bout.

Akira kept advancing, swinging his arms precisely, Charlie dodging everyone. As Akira started to pin Charlie into a corner, he kicked back off the wall, leaping over him and pounding his back before he could turn. 

Not letting him turn. 

He was the one pinned now.

“Push back, Akira!”

Whether he even could or if he was trying, he was stuck there; a punching bag for Charlies flurry of fists. When the blows finally stopped, Akira turned slowly. His face covered in dirt from being hammered into the side. He took a single heavy step, before collapsing onto the ground, still.

“Akira!” They cried, but it was drowned out by the cheers of the crowd.

“And Our winner, is-”

Miasmus jumped down into the pit, going to his friend. Heart still beating, but he was hurt bad.

“Law of the wild, mate.” Charlie smirked, as the crowd kept cheering. Miasmus growled, standing and moving towards the bunny, being stopped by Vic.

“Hey, hey, Champ. You’ll get your chance.” Miasmus growled at Charlie before helping Akira out of the pit. Nara coming over help rest him on some sandbags. They cleaned and patched up the bleeding, applying some cold packs.

“Hey… you with us big guy?” Nara asked, as Miasmus kept staring after Charlie. Vic handling the bets and already taking fresh ones for the finale. They heard Akira grunt, though Nara stopped him from sitting up. “Hey easy… where was that back there?”

“Nara,”

“I’m just saying, he could busted out some ki blasts.”

“Life or death Nara, nothing short of that.” Akira replies, weak and hurt. “Sorry, Miasmus… No tiebreaker”

“For now, I’ll settle for taking that rabbit down.” Miasmus turned, Akira’s eyes still closed.

“You saw how fast he is… won’t be easy.”

“I’ve got a plan”

“Oh yeah? …what?”

“Ladies and Gentlemen, get your bets in. Our finale’s about to begin!” Vic called.

“…haven’t finished it yet,” Miasmus said, heading into the pit, “Any advice?”

“Don’t let him hit you” Nara replied.

“…Useful.” He climbed down, moving back into the centre, Charlie joining him. Vic started the match and practically jumped out of the way.

Miasmus dugs his heels in, ready for the first strike, or at least he thought he was. He took stance and tensed up to limit the damage, but each rapid blow hit like a freight train. 

“What did I say?” Nara called, Miasmus ignored her. He could taste the smoke coming of his lip. While he always got weird looks, he preferred it to the liquid blood others got. He flexed, keeping up his stance. Charlie swayed on the balls of his feet for a moment watching, before Miasmus took a step forward and the Bush bunny struck again.He clenched his fists taking the assault. Occasionally trying to block, but always missed. He dived, going for a leg sweep.

“That didn’t work great for ya mate, did it?” Charlie smirked, dropping an elbow on Miasmus as he bent over. Miasmus hit the tarp, rolling out first chance he got, he winced as he got up. Bruised, maybe he popped a disc but it’s nothing he can’t ignore. He put his arms up, as the bunny came at him again. Miasmus gritted his teeth, brushing Charlies arms whenever he tried to block, but the blows made their impact. Akira’s mistaken was that he tried to strike, opening himself up, so the Miasmus took the beating. He backed into a corner, until kicking off the side. But Charlie threw an uppercut, catching him in mid jump. “You really think I’d be caught with me own move?” Miasmus hit the pit wall and bounced off, on tuck and rolling out, into the clear.

“Kinda…. Figured you for an airheaded type.” He groaned, standing, panting. That with the roll, kinda took the wind out of him. Though he didn’t have time to catch his breath, as Charlie advanced on him again. Miasmus’ stance was able to limit the blows to his torso, though he started to regret that as hands swung into ribs. He felt himself buckle. One broken, two at most, the others just bruised so far. Charlie went for another swift kick, square in Miasmus’ jaw. Smoke pouring out, as he fell to the ground.

“Come on Miasmus, fight back.”

“One… two…” Vic slowly counted. Charlie turned away and took in the crowd’s applause.

“Who said… we were finished.” Miasmus coughed smoke, pushing himself up. Charlie smirks.

“Mate, you gotta know when to call it.”

Miasmus stood, unsteady at first, retaking his defence stance.

“What’s the matter mate? Tuckered out?”

“Not likely, ya flaming dingo”

Charlie lunged at Miasmus’ side, as the wolf blocked what he could with his arm. Charlie launched another strike square into his chest. This time he really was ready. Miasmus snapped his arms closed onto it light a flytrap. Charlie’s eyes widened as he tried to wrench his arm free, unable. 

“Never happened before?” Miasmus grinned. He knew from the start that it would be tough to dodge that speed and even tougher to hit it. So the only time that he was guaranteed to be in contact with Charlie, when he was hit, himself. So it was a case of marking the angles, and waiting for the opportunity. Charlie desperately tried to free himself. “You look like a guy who’s never really taken a hit.” Miasmus jerked his arms back towards him, pulling Charlie forward and straight into a head-butt. 

The bunny visibly shaken, moved to retaliate, but Miasmus wasted no time in exploiting it. Hitting hard and while not as fast as Charlie, he wasn’t in the form to dodge any of them. Blood gushed from his face. Charlie was eventually shook free and tried to resume piling into Miasmus’ chest. Though all of the strikes were easy to block now, as the wolf dealt a final kick to the back of the bunny’s knee; Taking him down. Vic climbed into the pit, checking Charlie over before standing once again.

“The winner, and still champion - Miasmus” The crowd cheered, as Vic handed him the prize money. Nara clapping along. Now all he needed to do was wait for Akira to recover… then settle their tiebreaker.
