The Reckoning

Chapter one

I never thought I would kill anybody, never planned on it anyway. Sometimes things happen though. I have blood pouring out of me now and I figure I’m going to die in a few minutes, so I don’t mind talking about it. I wonder what the hell happened to John and the others. I wonder if they’re still alive. Probably not. Maybe they’d still be alive if they hadn’t listened to me though. Why the hell do I have to be such a good liar?

Up until about a week ago, I was a college student. Not a good one, but enough to make my old man proud. At that point, that was my primary goal in life. He and my ma split when I was 13. If there was ever a bitch in history, it was she. She shot him in the back and took off with damn near fifty grand. Maybe I should tell you about that. Most people don’t just keep fifty grand lying around. 

My father has never had a legal job. He spent most of his youth in small scams. When he was eighteen he landed in the state penitentiary. He was in for a series of stick up jobs that time. 

When he got out, he went into car theft. That lasted all of about eight months before his partner got nabbed by the cops and rolled on him. So dad went in for his next spin. He stayed in three years that time.

He met my mother in prison. She was a street hooker who came in and did “jobs” on inmates. Somebody would pay her on the outside to come in and make an inmates day. You pay the guard a little to look the other way and you’re in business. 

My dad was one of her clients thanks to my uncle Jimmy. He never slept with her while she was being paid to screw him though. He told me that he loved her the minute she came through his cell door. He wouldn’t sleep with her because he wanted to marry her. I’ve never wanted to marry anybody on first sight, but the old man always was a romantic. 

She came to see him time and time over, but only to talk. When he got out, he asked her to marry him. She told him she couldn’t, that her pimp wouldn’t let her. He killed her pimp, my father did. He later told me her pimp was a skinny, dirty little man named Tommy Ivan. My father slit his throat open. He died on a cold street corner in the dead of night as his life poured from his throat. 

My father, happily married, started a new criminal career. He opened gambling casinos in Georgia. Gambling is illegal in Georgia unless you’re the government and you’re running a lottery, so you can see how a real gambling outlet would be much sought after. There’s always a fool out there who’s willing to loose his kids college money in hopes of enough money for a new car. My dad set up houses in different parts of the deep country where the locals could and usually would, loose hundreds on the weekends. It was also around this time that I was born.

Which brings us back to my mother. My old man never went to banks since he couldn’t say where his money came from. He kept his money in a safe in the house for sixteen years, the same amount of time he was married to my mother. Then she shot him in the gut, left me to starve in the bedroom, and ran off with fifty grand. He never did tell me why, but he never had to. My mother, Elizabeth, was always close to my uncle Jimmy, and after she split, I never saw him again. 

My old man had “business partners,” thugs really. I grew up with them all around. 

They were scum of the earth, but I loved them all like family. Sure they all had guns, but they always showed up at my birthday parties with presents and smiles. In and out of work, everything we did was as a family. 

Anyway, after the shooting, my father didn’t leave his house much. He conducted business over the phone and only went out when he had to handle a business situation. That’s what old my called hurting people who didn’t pay. 

He didn’t have to do that much though, he paid people to break knees, break arms, and generally work people over. It was different with killing people though. My dad always did it himself when someone had an outstanding debt, or one of his business partners let him down. He felt he owed it to the person. It was an honor thing to him.

He did this for a little over ten years, long enough for me to graduate high school and make it to my second year in college. Then about a week ago, he had a massive stroke and died.

I was in class when the dean called me in to tell me. I wish I could say it was easy, but it wasn’t. Your probably thinking that I’m a dip-shit for caring about someone who has done all of the things I just described. I love my father no matter what he’s done though. You have to back your family because they’ll always be there for you. He was always there for me, my father. I couldn’t have asked for a better one. 

I flew back to Georgia from Mississippi immediately. Things had to be put to order. I was met at the airport by Sunshine, dad’s old partner, and my world went to shit. Dad’s death crushed me, but what sunshine told me brought everything to a head. I knew it then, that I might be dying soon. 

Chapter Two

“You owe close to a hundred grand. If you don’t get it in a week, they’re going to cut off your head.” 

“What?” It wasn’t what I had expected to hear from the man who’d given me candy from his pocket at every birthday party I had ever had. Sunshine looked around the plane terminal and then back at me. He started talking again.

“Me and the other guys are leaving town. Most of them have already packed their shit and left, but I stayed to let you know. Out of respect for your dad, and because you were so far away, we took care of your dad’s funeral arrangements. You just missed the viewing by about twenty minutes.”

This was all a bit much to take in. A hundred grand? The viewing? What the hell?

“Sunshine, slow down and tell me what happened here.”

He sighed. “Last year, your dad and the rest of us got in with a new partner, Mr. Samuels. Things went ok for awhile, and then they turned to shit.”

“Mr. Samuels?” I’d never heard of him and I knew all of dad’s partners. 

“Tony, Mike, and Bill are already dead. The police found Tony and Bill in the river. Mike, his wife and his kids were burnt in their beds. Somebody lit up their house while they was sleeping.”

“You’re shitting me,” I said. I didn’t say it loud though, I’d had the wind knocked out of me. Tony, Bill, and Mike were like family. They, along with Sunshine, my old man, Henry, and Mr. Charles were all partners in crimes, and more so, my only family. I couldn’t believe four of them were dead. In my minds eye, I saw my old man again. It was a pain in my heart.

“Like I said, your dad owed Mr. Samuels a hundred grand before he died. Now the debt is yours.”

“I don’t have that kind of money, you know that!” I screamed.

“Hey kid, it ain’t me you gotta convince, so take it easy here.” Sunshine said as he backed away from me.

Did dad have any extra money anywhere? I knew that he always squirreled it away in the safe and that several people owed him, but if he’d had the money, Mr. Samuels would have already been paid. And come to think of it, why did dad owe a hundred grand? He was never a millionaire, but he always had money.

“Why does dad owe a hundred grand?” I asked. Sunshine was looking out the lobby windows as the planes taxied in. “Sunshine?” I said. 

He turned and looked back at me. It was only then that I saw how haggard he looked. His eyes were bloodshot and his hair had fallen out in several spots. A small cold sore perched on the edge of his mouth like a vulture waiting for him to drop so it could feast. “Jesus Sunshine, what happened here?”

“I can’t tell you David,” he said. “But don’t go to your dads place, and don’t go back to college. He knows all about you and since I know he wants his money, I know hell come visiting you. I have to go now, my planes about to board.”

It was only then that I noticed luggage at his feet. I grabbed both his arms. I was more than a little shaken by the tremendous amount if shit he told me I was in already. I needed answers. “Where the fuck are you going?” I shouted at him.

“Davy, you don’t know this guy,” he said. He was looking from side to side at the people staring at us. I shook him back and forth and he looked at me again. “I stayed to warn you, but now I HAVE GOT TO GO!” His voice rose as he finished the sentence. 

He jerked his arms out of my grip and picked up his luggage. He straightened up and said “Take care David.” Then he walked off. That was the last time I ever saw Sunshine. I miss him. He was a really good guy. He even helped baptize me when I was young. From what I heard, he was always good at holding people under water.

Chapter Three

“Don’t go back to your dad’s house,” sunshine had said. But where the hell else was I going to go? I took a cab all the way home. It was heartbreaking to pull into the driveway and realize that there was no-one waiting inside to say hello to. 

“This is a nice place you got here,” the cabby said as I got my luggage from the back of his ford. 

“Thanks. So what do I owe you?”

“Thirty-five” he said.  I looked at him for a minute. “Hey son, this is way out in the country you know.” I knew I was getting scammed, but I didn’t give a shit. Losing a few bucks wasn’t going to make this day any worse.

I took the key ring from my pocket and walked on the porch as the cabby drove away. I turned the key in the lock and pushed the door open. I walked into the house through the dark. I flipped on a light when I made it to the kitchen. It was a mess.

Bowls, food, and blood stained the floor. I could see it all in my head. This is where dad had had his stroke. He was cooking and it just hit him. As he fell, he grabbed for something to hold. It looked like he only found pots and pans though. They littered the floor in front of me. They must have landed on and around him.

His MEDIHELP box lay on the ground too. He must have pulled it down and pressed the big red button on top, which called the paramedics before he died. I’m glad he did. Otherwise, It would’ve been me that found him after he had been rotting for two weeks.

I was contemplating this horror when the phone rang. I let out a small scream as I jerked back. It rang again and I laughed. The news of my dad’s death had been in the papers, my friends and what few he had must have heard about it. They’d probably been calling all morning with condolences. I picked up the phone.

A female voice said “Sir, do you know where your loved ones would like to be buried? We do. Here at Fallmoth Hills, we guarantee…” 

I couldn’t believe it. What extremely bad timing. And what sort of thing is that to sell over the phone anyway? That was enough for me. I cut the bitch off.

“Well no,” I said in my customer service voice. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll go down to the funeral home and ask my loved one and see what he says. Say, why don’t you come with me? I’m sure you’ve got a sales pitch than I have. While were at it you can help me figure out what I can do to pay off this huge fucking debt that is probably going to get me killed!” 

I ended the conversation by screaming: “DO YOU HAVE ANY MONEY? CAN YOU HELP ME OUT?” I slammed the phone back into the cradle. I could hear my heart beating. Rapid breaths ripped from my lips.

I sat down in the chair next to the phone. My dad always kept a chair near the phone as he thought the cordless ones give you cancer. I agree with him actually. I ran my hands through my hair. “How are you going to get out of this one David old chum?” I asked myself aloud.

The phone rang again and I tore it from the cradle. “I DON”T CARE WHAT YOU’RE SELLING!” I yelled. “YOU WON”T BE SELLING ANYTHING HERE BECAUSE I DON’T HAVE ANY FUCKING MONEY! DO YOU HEAR ME? I DON”T HAVE ANY GODDAMN MONEY!”

“I do hope you very wrong” the voice on the other end of the line said. It was a very fine and deep voice. Every word came out crisp and clear, no accent. “I hope you are very wrong indeed for your sake.” My face slacked and I stared at the ground.

“Who is this?” I asked. My mouth was dry all of a sudden. My strength had run away from me. There was something horrible about that voice. It was so calm after just being yelled at, so ready for it. There was no surprise in it at all. 

“I am just a man who wants what is his David.”

“Mr. Samuels?” I asked. There was nothing but silence on the other end.  “How do you know who this is?” I asked. “How did you know I was even home?” 

There was a chuckle on the other end. “I know everything, even about your embarrassing little conversation with your friend Mr. Gardner, or Sunshine as you country folk called him. Thought he was getting away did he? What a fool.”

My muscles tightened. “What did you do to Sunshine?” I yelled. I was scared, but I already had one dead father figure. I didn’t need two. It’s strange the things you remember when people are gone. When I was young, sunshine always had wrapped coconut candy in his pockets for me. He gave me a piece every time I saw him.

“Do not worry about Sunshine, we will let him be a mystery for now. I love a good mystery,” he said. “It is the surprises that makes life interesting, keep that in mind and it will serve you well.”

This was fucking creepy. How did he know about any of this? Did he have people at the airport? Were there people here in the house? I looked around the living room seeing only my imagination everywhere. As the sun went down, faces leered from unlit corners of the room. Heavy boots jutted out from under curtains. I had to get out of there; the possibility of others was all too much for my imagination. 

“David my dear boy, are you still there?” 

I swallowed and got back to the situation. “Yes. What do you want?”

“Sunshine was not lying when he said your father owed me a hundred grand. I want it back. I will contact you in a few days David. Until then, sleep well, eat hardy, and find my money. By the by, I left you dinner in the refrigerator. Ciao” There was nothing in my hand then but a dead line. 

I put the phone back on the cradle and looked at the fridge. I hadn’t noticed it before, but it was slightly open. I reached for the door and felt coldness sweep across my hand. I opened the door. On the top shelf sat Tony’s baldhead. He was one of the ones Sunshine had told me about taking the big dirt nap when he didn’t pay up.

His lips and eyelids had been sewn up by a mortician. His head had been taken oout of the ground post burial. There were dirt stains on his cheeks. 

That was enough for me, all kids out of the pool. I leaned over and vomited. While I was gasping for breath, something creaked in the corner. I panicked and ran from the house. I imagined feet trampling the floor behind me as I ran out the door. I jumped into dad’s old Chrysler. As always, he left the keys under the floorboard. I peeled out of the driveway fast enough to leave skid marks. I don’t know that for sure though, I never went back there.    

Chapter Four

I didn’t have much money on me. When you get the message telling you your dad’s dead, it takes you by surprise. And when you hit the road for home, the ATM isn’t the first thing you think of. I had my Card though, the one I like to call America’s Savior. I drove around town looking for a cheap hotel. I didn’t trust staying with Dad’s friends. Half of them were dead and I didn’t hold out much hope for the others. Every time I drove past their houses, I imagined walking in and stumbling over a body in the darkness.

I stayed at the Highway motel. It’s a shitty little place right off the road, the kind where you never know what you’ll find in the room and the desk attendants are too afraid to actually go to and check in with you. After all, you could walk in and find a dead whore or you could walk right into a shotgun blast.

I didn’t find any of those things though. The room was furnished with a mattress and springs, a dresser and a bathroom. A rotary phone sat on the dresser. The bed was bare, but the attendant had given me sheets. No maid service for the doomed. There was a single window that looked out on the highway. 

Growing up the way I did, I’m very used to change and I can adapt to pretty much any situation. This one was rough though. I didn’t have Dad anymore, and some fucking mad man had me in the palm of his hand. I was more than a little stressed. I needed someone to talk to, to work things through with. I couldn’t handle this one alone. The last time I was in a bind, I had some of dad’s people to help me, but I was alone now. I picked up the phone and damned a few friends back at college.

“Hello?”

“John, this is David. I’m in a bit of a bind. Who’s with you right now?”  

There was hesitation. “Uh, Ray and Keith.”

“Good” I said. “I need you three to come here to Fallmoth, I need some help.”

“What kind? Are you okay David?” There was concern in his voice. I told him not to worry, that I was fine, but that I needed help. 

“David, we have finals in a couple of days. Well be there in a couple of hours if it’s an emergency, but if it’s not, we need to stay here. 

Silence. Not good. I had to keep going.

“I want you to listen John. We’ve been friends since Junior high. You know my dad and you know me. If you and the guys can help me for a bit, I promise there’s at least twenty thousand for each of you and I promise you’ll make it back for finals. You can study on the road”

John had known me for a long time. Ray and Keith I met in college. They were all really good guys. Ten years and he still couldn’t tell if I was lying. Truth be told, I didn’t know if I was lying myself. There might be enough money for them, who knew? Who knew how much dad had stashed wherever the hundred grand was.

“Twenty-thousand? Each?” There was doubt in his voice. “David, I don’t really care about money, but if you’re in trouble we’ll be there.” He meant it too. John always believed in taking care of friends no matter what. He was one of the best guys I ever met. I miss him already even though he’s probably only been dead a couple of hours now.

 “Good. I really need you guys.” I said. I gave him directions to the Hotel. “I’ll see you in a bit then.” I said. “Take care till you get here.”

I hung up the phone and looked out the window. It was getting dark and I still had things to do. I called dad’s surviving partners first. Sunshine wasn’t shitting me. They were all gone. I called the Fallmoth Funeral home next. It took awhile, but I finally got someone to pick up the phone and tell me when dad would be buried the next day.

Once I got off the phone, I unplugged it from the wall. I was exhausted both mentally and physically and I needed rest. To tell the truth though, I unplugged it because I was afraid of getting a call in the middle of the night and hearing Mr. Samuels ask “Dear David, how are you sleeping in that shit-hole by the highway?”

I looked out the window for a minute more. Headlights streamed through the darkness along the highway. I wanted to be in one of those cars so very badly, just to leave the situation. I’d have done anything to be the person I was a week before at that moment. 

I lay down on the bed, pulled a sheet over myself, and went to sleep

Chapter Five

“David?”

Was that a voice?

“David? Are you still alive?”

It was a voice. I could hear it in the dark. Where was I? It was so awful dark and there was something scratching my face. Something was prodding me. A moment later and light burned into my eyes. The covers were torn away from me.

There they were around the bed. John looked liked a god standing at 6 and half feet. Next to him were Ray and then Keith. Looking back now, it’s strange the things you remember about your friends. John was the most intelligent (he was my class valedictorian), Keith had the biggest imagination of anyone I’ve ever seen, and Ray could make just about anything in the world, and then he’d turn around and sell it to you whether you wanted it or not. I felt better as soon as I saw them.

“You rang?” Ray said.

I got up and we went out to the Fallmoth Palace for Breakfast. I started lying as soon as we sat down.

“Gentlemen, I need a favor that could pay off well for you. My dad has went on vacation in Mexico.” They would believe it. They all knew me well enough to know what my dad did for a living. 

“He called me yesterday at college from Mexico and asked me to go into his house and take out a hundred grand and wire it to him. He’s working on a business deal down there. Dad told me he’s got a hundred and sixty grand locked up in the house. If you guys can go in the house and get a hundred grand he has stashed away, you can keep twenty grand each. I would go, but the cops are watching me for something and I don’t want them to see me walking into Dad’s house and coming out with a hundred grand. I need you to go in his house and get that money and bring it to me so that I can wire it to dad. I’m going to lead the cops someplace public like the library or something. It should give you plenty of time to search the place.”

“Won’t the cops be watching your dad’s place?” Ray said.

“No, Most of the cops around here get paid a little to stay away from dad’s places. Their business this time is with me. And besides, they know I’m here. Didn’t you see the cop car outside of the hotel?”

“You know, I thought I did,” said Keith. There was that overactive imagination. You could always bank on it. “What did you do?” he said. I could already see in his eyes that he’d thought up hundreds of situations from me murdering someone to me stealing cars.

This was interesting. I could always make up a simple lie pretty easily, but here was a problem. If I made something up here, I’d have to go into details that might have tripped me up later. I decided to go the simple way.

“I’d rather not say. If you don’t know, then you can’t be charged as accomplices if I ever get caught.” I am fucking brilliant.

“Why do we each get paid so much?” John asked. He was leaning back in his chairs and staring straight into my eyes. “You’re going to give us sixty grand just to get money from your dad’s?”

Shit! Shit! Shit! Fuck his valedictorian brain. “You’re getting so much because I know I’m asking a lot. Also, sixty grand is nothing compared to what dad’s going to make on this deal.

“Why didn’t your dad just have his people here wire it to him?”

I almost reached across and slammed his face into the table. Didn’t he know I was trying to accomplish something here?

“Dad’s partners went with him. It was a business vacation for the group. And nobody carries a hundred grand to a shit-hole like Mexico.”

There was silence for a minute. They all turned to look at each other as if to say, “what do you want to do?” This wasn’t good. 

“David, I don’t want to do anything illegal. I mean, you fathers great and all, but I’m not a criminal and I don’t want to go to jail.” John said. Keith nodded his head in agreement and Ray looked at me mute. 

“I would never ask you to do anything illegal. All I’m asking you to do is get something from my dad’s house. I need someone to do it because I can’t, and I thought that maybe you could use the extra money.”

“I could,” Ray said.

After a minute, Keith said “Me too. I’m on student loans.”

John looked at the three of us. 

Keith first, then Ray and then Me. “All-right,” he said. “Well go this afternoon.” Relief washed over the faces of the other two. It’s amazing how greed can make normal intelligent people do something so fucking stupid. To be fair to them though, there was a little more than money involved. There was also trust in me.

“Where is the money? Where should we search?” Ray asked 

“I’m not sure. It’s somewhere in the house. My dad’s call broke up before we could finish the conversation. This deals pretty important to dad, so you can look any and everywhere.”

“We have to search the entire house?” Ray asked. His mouth was an O of shock.

“Twenty grand Ray, remember that. That’s a lot of money for a days work. I bet you haven’t made that much in your whole life.”

He leaned back in his chair. “I guess it is,” he sighed. 

Chapter Six

After Breakfast, I gave them the key to Dad’s house and I went out to town. As I said before I didn’t have much money, but I needed to look good for the funeral. I went to the used clothing store and bought a black suit. The shirt and pants were off color, but what kind of morbid motherfucker treats a funeral like a fashion show. I’d missed the viewing, but I needed to be at the funeral both for dad and for myself. I needed to see him one last time.

Chapter Seven

It rained. I hate the rain. The sky was grey, it was hot, and it rained. I crowded under a blue tent with about twenty other people. I hadn’t expected much of a crowd. When everybody and their mother is in to you and your associates for money, not many people want to show up at the funeral for fear of remembered debts.


I recognized some of the people though. My dad’s former roulette runner was there, his lawyer, some of the men that had worked for him. It’s so strange when a funeral looks like just another business meeting. 


The priest stood above my father’s cherry-wood casket. He wore a black shirt, black pants, a black robe, and his white priest’s collar. His hair was trimmed neatly and parted to the left. It was so black that it matched his outfit. The overall effect was that of looking at a penguin in deep remorse.


“Friends and family,” he started. His voice had a high tone like he’d been kicked in the balls in high school and was just now starting to get over it. He glanced over at me. I hadn’t had a chance to speak to him before the service, but he must have been told that I was the family.


“We gather here today to honor Mr. William Marshall. We loved him dearly during his time on earth, and now he is with God. Now he is at rest.” 

He glanced at me again. This was starting to sound like every other funeral I had ever been to. My dad used to take me to them all of the time. It wasn’t until later in life that I realized that he had been personally responsible for ordering many of those men to be killed in the first place. For him, a funeral was merely making sure that a job was finished. 

The Priest continued. “During his time here on Earth, he lived a harsh life as all of the lord’s servants do.” 

He was looking out at the crowd as he delivered his sermon, but he kept staring at me. Did he think I was going to faint? Did he think that I needed a personal faith healing?

“Good William worked harder than most though, and built the kind of life that one with convictions, one with determination, deserves.” 

His voice, there was something wrong with it. It wasn’t high anymore. It had never been really. It had been tittering. He had been tittering slightly above a laugh the whole time. Now he was staring at me and his voice was leveling out. Oh god, it was leveling out, becoming smooth.

“William always provided for himself and his family and in times of need, he sat aside his pride and asked those around him for help as we all must do at some point in our lives.”


He was staring straight into my eyes now. He was talking about dad asking for the money. He knew about the hundred grand! My mouth dropped open. When the priest saw this, he smiled. His teeth came to cannibal points.

“When William’s time was up, he paid the final price for all that he had borrowed in life as we all must do.”

I couldn’t move. His appearance had changed from that of a penguin to that of an insane mortician. He spread his arms out towards the crowd and looked at them again. 

“But rejoice! For he is with the lord now, and all of his woes are over!” The crowd went ape-shit. The few people that were there began sighing and tears stained their cheeks like dirt on the face of a buried corpse.

“Now it we who must worry, we who must toil. William is in a better place, but we are still here. We still have to pay our dues, some of them very great.” He glanced at me again.

“Let’s starts working today to live better lives. We need not worry about William as he is with the lord. Put your concerns today upon yourselves as you struggle to repay your debts and make your way in this harsh world.”

He put his hands together. “Let us pray.”

Everyone bowed their heads and closed their eyes but the priest. He simply stared at me and started the prayer. Everyone followed in suit. It was he, Mr. Samuels. His voice had gone from a young teen’s to smooth and stone-like over a matter of minutes. 

How did he get here?  Was he really a priest? I was so fucking stupid. This whole ceremony had been a setup, a show to remind me of my debt. I was in shock. I didn’t know what to think. Sweat ran down my face and I couldn’t breath. I started backing up.

“Amen,” he said. The Prayer was over. The crowd threw flowers on the casket as it lowered into the ground. He started walking toward me, his eyes never leaving mine. “Young David,” he said. “Let’s talk for a minute.”

I ran. Through the rain, the tombstones and the grey sky, I ran. People must have thought that I was cracking up, that dad’s death had unhinged me. They had no idea.

Chapter Eight

The service had fucked me up. I ended up needing to drink a bottle of bourbon at The Lingering Dick bar just to stop shaking. Dad wouldn’t have liked me drinking that much, he always wanted me to lead the good life, but I think he would have understood given the situation.

I stayed at the bar a long time. Part of it was spent making sure I was sober for when I saw my new partners when I got back to the hotel, and the rest was spent making sure I was too drunk to remember the service. You would too if you could only have heard Mr. Samuels voice.

I made it to the hotel around 9 p.m. I noticed my friends weren’t there, but I didn’t make too much of it. Dad had a lot or stuff in his house, and I figured it would probably take them forever to even find the money. Oh God, what if it isn’t there? I hadn’t thought of that. What if Dad had spent the money and my friends were on a wild goose chase. Maybe there was no money and I was a dead man anyway. 

No. I couldn’t think that way. The money was there. Dad didn’t spend money like everyone else and he didn’t believe in banks. If Dad had ever gotten the money, it was there.

I waited for my partners for a minute, and then I went to sleep. I wonder if dad met his partners in a similar fashion. They would be in eventually, and I had a gigantic fucking headache to deal with anyway with a hangover in the not too distant future. I pulled the covers over my head and passed out. I slept until about midnight, and then I heard a banging on the door.

Chapter Nine

I fell on the floor in my attempts to get out of the tangled sheets. If this was the way those motherfucking friends of mine chose to knock on my door and wake me up, then I was going to break someone’s jaw. When I pulled open the door, there was no one there. There was a box though. It was about 2 feet wide and two feet tall. On the top, there was a note. I picked it up and read it.

            Dearest David,

 

You have quite the interesting friends you know. I must say though that it is very unfortunate that they know you or else they wouldn’t be here with me now. I have your friend John in the back. I hope that brings you some consolation, as I am afraid the next bit that I must say will not at all. As a matter of fact, I think my words will bother you quite a bit.

   I sent you some things to remember Keith and Ray by. I left them in the attached box. Maybe you can put them on your trophy wall next to your prize baseball or that young co-eds thong.

They died with your name on their lips. A thousand curses they wished you, and I hurt them the more for it. I can’t let people talk about my friends that way can I? 

Anyway, it should not have come as a surprise to them that you lied about your dad being in Mexico. Twenty grand for free? What fools? They deserved what they got. And did you really think that I would let them anywhere near my money? It is not to be touched by the likes of them. The deal is between us David. This deal is between me and the blood in your veins.

The money is not here anyway. We searched the house right after we killed your father. Oh, I forgot that you did not know. Well I tried to tell you after the funeral today, but you were in such a hurry. See what bad manners will get you? You can induce a stroke in so many ways. In your father’s case, we killed his mistress in front of him. 

You did not know he had one did you? Well we did clean up pretty well. There are always some secrets between families. We cut her tits off David. She is buried here David, under the floor.

Anyway, I have your friend John. Were both sitting at your house. Come if you would like to help him. Maybe once you are here, we can settle this once and for all. It will be good to see you again. Enjoy the gift.

                                                          Mr. Samuels
  
I didn’t open the box. In my mind I imagined opening it and seeing glazed eyes in bloody sockets staring up at me from faces that I had seen smiling so little time ago. I dropped the letter and ran to the Chrysler. I was scared, ashamed, but most of all angry. For all I knew, the box could have been full of toilet paper and my friends still alive, but I was too scared to look. 

Chapter Ten

I drove to Sunshine’s place. He had a large farm and I used to go there to target shoot. It was always a sort of vacation spot where dad’s partners could mix business with pleasure. I needed a gun and I knew sunshine would have one. He looked like he had packed lightly and I knew he couldn’t get a gun through security, so one had to still be there. I broke in through a window in the master bedroom and that was where the trouble started.

I threw a rock through the window and cleared all of the glass away with a nearby branch. I though I had cleared it all away at least. As I crawled through the window, I felt a sharp pain tear into my stomach. I landed on the carpeted floor in a heap. 

I looked down and saw a torn shirt and blood staining the floor. I screamed in pain.  It wasn’t too bad yet, but it was steady. I had to move quickly. I pulled myself to my feet using a bedpost. I tore a piece of sheet from the bed and pulled it tight around my stomach like a garter belt. I added an extra peace of sheet over the wound. It would do as a compress for a little bit.

I went to the gun cabinet and there was what I needed; A forty-five revolver. I’ve never trusted automatics. They jam to easily. After looking a minute more, I found a box of shells. I loaded my pockets with about twelve of them. I didn’t need too many. The way I figured it, either Mr. Samuels or I would be dead by the time I used all twelve anyway.

I walked out the front door and lowered myself into the car. I say lowered because my stomach was really starting to hurt and throb. The front of my pants were stained a dark red. I cranked up the car and headed for home.

Chapter Eleven


I believe that brings us up to where you came in. I’m leaking blood here, I’m wondering if my friends are still alive, or if Mr. Samuels was serious, and I’ve a loaded forty-five in my lap.

Chapter Twelve


It’s already dark outside when I pull into the driveway and see that the lights in the house are off. I turn the car off and get out. I expect thugs to jump out of the darkness, but they don’t. I don’t want you to think that I’m not scared, because I am. I’ve never been more scared in my life. I jerk at every noise. But these bastards have fucked up my life forever, they’ve maybe got a friend of mine in there, and I’m bleeding to death. What the hell do I have to loose? The only thing to gain is a little payback.


The door in unlocked. I turn the knob, raise the pistol, and walk in. Something moves in the darkness of the opening hallway. I panic and fire three shots. My hands rise upward with the gunfire. I try and calm myself. Nothing moves in the darkness. The only thing I can hear is my breath. 


What was it? Is it still there? Am I going to run into it? Or will it run into me first? I wait a second, hear nothing more, and then move forward. I only get about three steps before I kick something. I jerk back and scream.

 
I hadn’t switched the lights on because I wanted to surprise Mr. Samuels, but I think the gunshots ruined that. I reach up and pull on the string to activate the overhead entryway lamp. I look down and see John. At least I see most of him. Half of his head is missing. I look up and see blood splattered against the wall behind him.

 
Oh god, I’ve just murdered my oldest friend. I fall to the floor and take his hand. He grabs me and I scream again. I’m okay though. It was only a reflex. I’m surprised there’s enough of his head left to have a nerve system. I hear something in the room up ahead and I get up. Barely. 

It’ll all be okay in a minute John. Well both be with dad.


I immediately fall back onto a wall. I’m getting a bit lightheaded. I look down to see the compress has turned a solid crimson. I had forgotten about my wound when it went from pain to numb. 


I lean forward, straighten up and walk into the living room. Tears stream down my cheeks. I think of my poor father, my poor friends, and the cold steel in my hands.

Chapter Thirteen

 
 There is only one light source in the room. It’s coming from a lamp and it’s focused on a chair next to it. “Sit down,” a voice says from the far corner. It’s Mr. Samuels. I fire a round into the corner. Silence.


“Why don’t you drop that silly thing,” he says. This time it’s from another corner. I fire a round there. 


“One round left I think David. What are you going to do with it?” He’s right behind me. I turn and fire. Something hits me in the chest, something hard. It knocks me back five feet and into the chair. My gun flies backwards in the darkness. 


I sit in the chair. It’s getting harder and harder to think straight. In the lamplight, blood seems to have stained my thighs from my gut wound. “Where are my friends?” I ask.


“Well I believe you have already found your friend John. It is a shame the way you treat them. It is a wonder that they care for you at all.” He says this from different points in the room as though he’s circling me.


I can’t see much of the room though. The lamp only shows a circle of light about three feet around the chair in a circle. A pair of shoes comes into sight. The light stops just short of the knees. Their Armani shoes that probably cost a thousand dollars at least. And they’re covered in dirt. They stink of the grave. “I brought you something,” Mr. Samuels says. 


My father’s head lands in my lap. One of the eyelids has come unglued. The eyeball looks a discolored red and black. I scream and throw it into the air. I grab the lamp and twist it in front of me. There’s nothing there. I want to aim it around, but it’s so heavy all of a sudden. I let it go.


“Who are you,” I moan. “Why are you doing this to me.” 


He answers from behind me. “Because of a debt. Because your father came to me and in the end, he had to pay. I could have let you go after I killed him, I have done it before, but you were just too fun to let go. I just wound you up some, and you did everything else yourself.” 

 
“What? You don’t even know me.”


“But I do. At least I know a part of you, the dark part. I know that part of everyone. Your dad had a dark part of himself, a very dark part. Did he ever tell you what happened to your mother and your uncle after they ran off?”


“My mother?”


“Yes.” He’s in front of me this time. “Your father found the two of them. He raped your mother in front of his own brother, her lover. Then he cut her head off. Afterwards, he slit off his brother’s testicles and fed them to him. He left him to bleed to death, much like you are now, next to his headless mistresses corpse.”


“Bullshit!” I yell. It was all lies. It had to be. My father would never be so cruel. Would he?


“Oh it is true. He could be a sadist when he wanted to and he wanted to very often. You think your father ran a gambling ring, but his enterprise was so much more than that. I do not think there is anything illegal that he was not involved in at one point.”


“He was always looking for a quick score. That is how he found me. That is how they all find me. Whether it be in an alley, a hut in the desert, or in a bar. I am always there for those with a need. Those who I know will fail and who I will get to take with me in the end.”


“Your dad and his friends borrowed money from me that I knew they would not be able to pay back. When their time was up, I paid them all a visit one at a time. Normally, I would not have come after anyone I did not have a deal with, but what your father owed me is a blood debt, and that blood is inside you too.”


“By the way, let me show you something,” he says. 

A hand clamps around the lamp. It seems to have scales. The nails are long, yellow, and ragged. The lamp twists, illuminating the wall to my right and I see Keith and Ray. They have been crucified on the wall. Iron stakes run through their arms, ankles, and stomachs. Some of their intestines have been torn from their stomachs and roped around their necks like nooses. In absolute horror, fresh tears run down my cheeks. “I’m so sorry,” I whine.

The lamp swivels and I can see my feet again. 

“Do not be sorry,” he says from in front of me again. “You should have heard what they screamed to me when I told them about your lies. They really did not know you at all. You and your father are a lot alike. You both kill people. The only difference is that he used a knife while you do it by lies.”

Everything seems to be dimming. 

“Before you go, dear David, let me answer your question as best as I can. I am someone who delights on the pain of others. You could say that it is my job. I have been here for a very, very long time and I will be here for a lot longer. Every action has a result. Every little diseased decision you have ever made has brought you here. I punish those who are bad enough to need me. Some people make bad decisions and need to be punished, and those people always find me in the end. Those like your father and yourself.

A cold hand grabs my head from behind and pulls me back. I stare up at the ceiling. Cold metal presses in a thin line against my throat from side to side. 

“Worry not about this little ending though David. I have all of eternity to talk, to chatter, to amuse myself with you.”

Pain sears my throat as my chest becomes very hot all of a sudden. I seem to be lifting, levitating. Hands are on my head. I am turned to see my body still sitting in the chair headless. Oh god, I am dying. Please help me lord, please! Please don’t let it be time for me to pay my debt!

As if in an answer to that request, everything seems to dim, and then it all turns to black. Then hell really begins.

