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He thought he’d beaten me. He thought he’d win. He’d threatened me—threatened my life! — and thought he’d get away with it. Boy, was he sorely mistaken.

[image: image-placeholder]Dragging dead bodies across the sand was exhausting. I’d done it before, and here I was, doing it again. This time, it was Justin Whittaker, a client—or was it customer? — of the online store I worked for. He was in his thirties, bald, his eyes were a pretty shade of blue, and he wore glasses. He stood around five-foot-eight, though he’d never stand again.
So, here I was, dragging his lifeless hunk of meat and bones from the beach into the ocean. I knew it would get a little easier once I’d gotten deep enough in the water for him to float, provided I could get his hefty ass there before rigor really set in.
His shirt had started to soak through with blood, forming the word “storyteller” as I pulled him. I wanted to pause to admire my handywork, but I couldn’t risk him not floating. I changed my grip on the plastic sheeting and kept pulling.
When I finally got him to the shoreline, the sheeting started picking up clumps of wet sand. At least it wasn’t hair picking up sand, I thought. The pooled blood on the plastic washed into the water the deeper we waded. I hoped none of it would still be on shore come daybreak. Of course, I’d check when I made my way back, too. That wouldn’t be for a little while, though.
I took Justin’s body as far out as I’d taken Samantha’s, and let it go, pulling the plastic sheeting and washing the blood off as I did. It came clean in a matter of seconds, though I couldn’t tell if any staining had occurred. Good thing there were trash cans all over the parking lot.
“Threatening someone you don’t know has dire consequences,” I said to him as he bobbed and started to sink. “Maybe you should have thought of that.”




2

“Admit it! I’m better than you,” Dom teased, bumping my shoulder with his, trying to make me lose concentration.
“Never!” I goaded, steering my car like a professional.
Then, Dom did the unthinkable. He threw a turtle shell at my car, knocking me off the track.
“You dirty bastard!” I laughed, but I was more than a little annoyed. “Just because you’re trying to be one of those gamers who makes a living from it doesn’t mean you have to play dirty.”
Dom chuckled.
“Come on, Morgs. I wasn’t trying to be a dick about it.”
“If you say so,” I pouted.
I shouldn’t have been mad, but I’d always been a sore loser. Hell, I’d have done the same thing if I were him. Then again, I may have thrown multiple turtle shells. So, to be mad made me not only a sore loser, but a hypocrite. I hated that, which made me pout harder.
Dom threw his arm over my shoulders and kissed my cheek.
“I’m sorry.”
“No,” I said, turning to look at him, “I’m the one who should be sorry. And I am. I didn’t mean to throw a temper tantrum. I’m a sore loser who just realized I was also being hypocritical.”
I kissed him back.
“Wanna play again?” I asked, grabbing my controller, grinning like a madwoman.
Dom laughed and shook his head.
“One more game, then I have to get to bed.”
“You sound like a dad. Or an old man,” I chided, giggling.
Dom playfully elbowed me while selecting our last track. It was the same one we’d just played. The challenge of that one was almost unbearable, but no one I’d ever known couldn’t not play it. I chose the princess again, and Dom changed it up, opting for the bad guy, Bow-something. No one had ever been sure what kind of tortoise he was, either. Not that many of my friends had had much experience with them.
We played one last race, and went to bed. We both had work in the morning.
I wish I’d known how rough a day it would be.
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I’d chosen not to go into the office. I got ready for my day like I would normally; even when working from home, I found it helped to get me better prepared for the day. I only worked a few days per week, so it really did help on the mental side of things. In retrospect working at home was probably for the best.
Dom left for work as I was coming down the stairs. We gave each other a quick goodbye kiss, and that was that.
I poured myself some coffee, and toasted an English muffin. While I waited, I got my computer booted up, so it would be ready to go when I came back. I ate, then went back to the room that was my office.
The day started out fine. Responding to customer emails about lost or late orders, online chats of the same nature. My supervisor messaged me, asking me to take on some additional work. I’d agreed, as this was a normal occurrence. It wasn’t my department, as usual, but apparently this guy was angry and had been hung up on a few times already. Coworkers simply didn’t want to deal with the abuse. Who could blame them?
She forwarded me the guy’s contact information, and I sent a polite email, explaining that I would be his point of contact for this issue. I knew it would frustrate him more, but I needed to know straight from him—not from a whisper down the lane type email chain—what was going on. These situations, in particular, made me glad I didn’t talk to these people over the phone. I’d handled quite a few before, so I understood well how people reacted when their income was toyed with.
I received an email back about an hour later. Justin Whittaker was a whole barrel of pissed off, and then some. His problem was that his book was supposed to be available in the store, but wasn’t yet. He’d uploaded all that he needed to about a week ago. So, given our terms about publishing and reviews we needed to conduct for books to go live, it made sense that he was mad. It was absolutely absurd how long these things took sometimes. It wasn’t even our busy season of Christmas. Even then, the support staff was fairly quick, taking much less than a full week to get things sorted.
The email was full of things like “can go fuck yourself,” “this company is a thief and liar,” and threatened a lawsuit. I’d heard of lawsuits, though few made it anywhere with the company—unless it could be filed as a class action suit, there really wasn’t any hope. With a company this size, it was hard to go after them for anything at all, really.
Some of what Justin had said made me happy to not be in his shoes; some of it made me laugh so hard, I thought I might develop a six-pack. Regardless, it was my job to try to figure this out with the tech team. Quickly.
I responded back to Justin only after I reached out to one of the tech supervisors explaining the issue. I’d already gone through the review process, and everything there had been completed within thirty-six hours of Justin submitting. The supervisor had informed me she’d get her top teammate on it immediately. I relayed this to Justin, and clicked the send button.
I thought him knowing that this would be handled in a timely fashion would be somewhat of a relief to him.
I couldn’t have been any more wrong.
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