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“That was great honey,” Lance said as he rolled off me.

“Yeah, just great,” I said as I turned away from him.

My husband the one-minute wonder. A few more minutes later, he was snoring away. I hated my life; it wasn’t supposed to be like this. I was on top of the world just a few years ago.

I had a great job in a professional atmosphere, and we had a great life in the city. I loved Lance. He was a high-class accountant, and women loved him. Sometimes, when we went out to functions all over the city, I had to beat them off him with a stick.

Lance could have had any woman he wanted; he was a charmer, a great-looking man who oozed sex appeal. And the way he used to make me scream and squirm in the bedroom, there were nights I was left sore all over, and he was still wanting more of me. It was a wonder we only had three kids.

Then the kids graduated, leaving us with an empty nest, as they say. We both got tired of the city’s loud noise, constant construction of new buildings, and the tearing down of old ones, so we moved.

That’s when the shit hit the fan.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I woke up to the sound of the birds, always the fucking birds! I hated them, I even shot a few hoping the others would get the message, but no, it was like I hit the fuck around and find out button all the bird kingdom. They got even nosier; we had to spend a shit load of money to repair parts of the roof because the fuckers got in and started breaking everything.

I vowed that I wouldn’t shoot another of those fucking birds again. Instead, I got bird baths and bird homes, hoping to appease them. It worked; there were no more threats in my house, but the noise level increased tenfold.

I got out of bed and cleaned up before heading downstairs. As I got the bird feed, the noise increased. “I’m coming!” I yelled as I opened the glass sliding door that led outside.

I walked over to the large bird feeder and dumped a bag of bird feed onto it. Immediately, I was a Disney princess, birds of all kinds flying around me, over me, and landing on my shoulders. “You’re fucking welcome!” I said as I made my way back to the house.

I got a cup of coffee and sat down on the deck, looking at the monstrosity before me: the large lake of the Ozarks.

I remembered coming here, seeing this view, and falling in love with it. For the first few months, I would run down to our private pier, jump into the crystal-clear water, and swim laps. Feeling the water around me made all my troubles go away.

Today, you wouldn’t catch me dead swimming in that water. I knew what lay beneath its glass-like surface. I had seen men and women screaming on the back of boats as large rocks were tossed overboard, dragging the poor fools to the watery grave.

“I am leaving, I got called,” Lance said as he came out of the house.

“Okay,” I shrugged.

Being called meant Johnny wanted to see him. I hoped it went well, but I didn’t want to hear about Lance’s demise.

I got ready and headed to work. I worked at the local flower shop. It wasn’t much, but it was what Johnny wanted. He wanted one of us to be the eyes and ears at one of his laundering places. The flower shop was a front for one of the many drug-dealing dens Johnny had all around the lake.

If my friends in New York could see me now. A drug dealer, that’s all I was, going from a professional environment to dealing with lake scum.

“It’s in there?” the idiot asked as he stared at me.

“Of course it is,” I stared at the drug addict, who could barely keep his hands from shaking.

His eyes were red, just like his nose. “Just take it!” his girlfriend or wife said as she stood next to him.

She looked worse than he did.

They gave me the crumpled-up money and then ran out of the store.

“I hate my life!” I said as I put the money away in the secret drawer.

There was so much promise when we came out here. Where did it all go wrong?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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As I sat on the bench overlooking the pier near the lake on my lunch break, I knew exactly where it went wrong, and I was to blame.

The house was way over the price we initially set for ourselves. Then, I got caught up in the lake lifestyle, seeing the others with their boats, large houses, and clothes. I wanted to fit in; I wanted to be part of it.

I didn’t want to be like the out-of-towners who came every summer; I wanted to live that life year-round.

So, that’s what we did. We bought the boat, the clothes, and the cars and joined the lifestyle of the rich people who lived by the lake. We threw large parties and invited other people like us. We were the cream of the crop, as they say, but then it came crashing down.

No matter how many hours we worked or how many credit cards we maxed out, we couldn’t keep it going. Soon, the banks came for everything: the boats, the cars, and soon, the house.

Lance heard a rumor about someone who could loan us the money without looking at our credit, and there were no interest rates. I should have said no, should have looked into it, but I didn’t want to lose the house, and I wanted the lifestyle back, so like the stupid bitch I was, I agreed.

We met Johnny and his men at the office, and it should have sent red flags and warning signs all over our heads when Johnny didn’t ask for any papers to be signed. Instead, he told us what he was going to give us and told us that we pay him back a month for the loan.

Like fools, we agreed. Now, we were in Johnny’s debt. We got to keep the house and get the boat back, but we had to pay Johnny back every first of the month, not the second or the third, the first on time or else.

He knew where we lived, where our kids were, and where our friends and family were. Johnny knew everyone, and we cared about all of them.

We once planned to run for it. Johnny heard about it and sent us a video of one of his men at the hospital congratulating our daughter and her husband on their soon-to-be-born son.

The video showed the man holding a gun under his vest. The message got to us clear as day.

We paid for that setback by Johnny, who added to our debt. We realized we would never be able to pay it off, as Johnny’s addition was the entire payment of the house. He bought it lock, stock, and barrel. We were Johnny’s property now.

“Back to work,” Winston said as he approached me.

I sighed and threw the foil paper that had wrapped my bologna sandwich into the trash. “Yes, boss!” I said as I stood up and went back to the flower shop.

Another day went by, and I headed home after being released from my jail cell. From one cell to another.

I sighed as I pulled up to my house. Johnny had cameras all over the house, inside and out, even in the bathrooms. He didn’t want his servants to think about running away or thinking they had an ounce of freedom.

I waved at the camera as I headed for the front door and waited for it to open. “I am sorry,” I said, staring at the camera. I will do better tomorrow.”

“You will work an extra day,” the voice from the camera said.

“But Johnny said I could spend some time with my friends, he said to make sure it looked like I was enjoying myself,” I pleaded.

“Tomorrow,” the voice said, and the door opened.

“Thank you,” I said as I went inside.

We didn’t have keys to the house; everything was automatic and remote-controlled. We were prisoners.

“Hi,” Lance said.

“Hi,” I fake smiled.

“I made dinner,” Lance said as he went into the living room.

“Thanks,” I reached for him, but he was already walking away.

I was to blame; I knew that if I had gone with the other house that wasn’t on the lake or asked for the boats or the cars, we could have had a normal life.

A normal life where I could truly enjoy time with friends and family. A life where I didn’t have to sell drugs to scum and deviants. How I wished I had that life.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Johnny wants to see you,” my handler said as I clocked into work.

“Okay,” I nodded without any disagreement.

I sat in the back of the large SUV as we went up into the hills, away from the small city that surrounded the lake.

There was nowhere that the lake didn’t touch; it was huge. Johnny’s place is overlooked on a large cliff-like precipice. I had seen Johnny make an example of people by walking them to that edge and pushing them off.

“Inside,” the handler said.

We went to the barn and then went down into the basement.

“Sylvia!” Johnny smiled.

Here was Johnny’s base of operations; there were lines of computers with people sitting behind them, watching other people Johnny had control over.

One of these idiots was watching my house night and day, but I couldn’t get mad at them. Even though I wanted to, even now, as I walked through the rows of computers and monitors and heard them talking, I could see they were shackled to their desks, unable to move unless they were given permission.

“So, let’s talk,” Johnny grinned.

We walked to the far back. Johnny’s basement encompassed his whole property. I didn’t realize it the first time I came here, but it must have cost thousands of dollars to dig and tunnel all under his property to make this. Up above, it seemed like a normal farm, with livestock and people working, but underneath, it was a criminal enterprise.

“Lance!” I screamed as I saw my husband chained to a chair.

“Ah!” Johnny said as the big guy next to me grabbed me.

“It’s okay, honey,” Lance yelled.

He was badly beaten, and it looked like they had cut off one of his ears. I started crying. “We’ve been paying you on time!” I yelled.

“Yes, you have,” Johnny grinned. “You have anyway, you have been keeping up with your end of the deal.”

“Lance?” I said as the big guy held me tightly in his huge arms.

“Skimming off the top, just a little here and there,” Johnny said. “Always saying he would pay it back, then one day one of my techs found out Lance here has a separate bank account, under another name.”

“No, Lance, tell him it’s not true,” I tried to get out of the brute’s grip.

“It’s true,” Lance nodded, his face badly beaten.

“So,” Johnny came back to me. “You have access to that account. I want you to go with your new friend here and get all of it and bring it back.”

“Okay, I will do it,” I nodded as quickly as I could. “Please don’t hurt him anymore, I will do it, Johnny I swear!”

“I know Sylvia, I can trust you, and I will give you, my word. No one will harm him until you return. If it’s all there, we go back to the way things were,” Johnny grinned as he laid his hand on my face. “If it’s not, he dies, and you go to my playhouse for the rest of your life.”

“No!” I shook my head. “I will get it, I swear!”

Johnny shooed me away, and the brute put me down. “I will get it Lance,” I said as the brute dragged me away.

The tech gave me the details of the bank account, and I got in the SUV with the tall, dark-skinned man who stared at me. Two men sat next to me in the back.

I didn’t want to be part of Johnny’s Playhouse, the nickname for his house of sin out in the country. Women always went in and never came out. I had never been inside, but I had seen plenty of men going in and out on a daily basis. I knew what went on inside there, and I didn’t want any part of it.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The SUV sped out of town and into the next county. ‘How did Johnny manage to get a bank account without being caught?’ I thought as I walked toward the bank.

“All of it?” the bank manager asked.

“Yes,” I grinned.

“Is everything okay?” the manager asked, looking over at the seated
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