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A Special Dedication
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For My Mom

––––––––
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Clarice Irene Gonzalez

August 27, 1945 - February 23, 2023

––––––––
[image: ]


Even though the moments we spent together have now become memories, I can still feel the passion for literature that you instilled in me. Your voice, which was always so soothing, your smile, which could light up any room, and your unrelenting love, which knew no bounds, will always occupy a special place in my heart.
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With love,

April Gonzalez
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Trigger Warning
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I know almost everything I write could or should have a trigger warning, but I felt this one needed it. I will touch on sensitive issues, including declining mental health, depression, schizophrenia, and suicide. While several of my other books skimmed or skirted around these sensitive topics, this is the first book to address those issues head-on. I do not think mental health is a plot device merely. I believe that people, including myself, struggle with troubling mental illness daily, which is why I am in therapy. Also, I feel that the help we need to overcome those mental hurdles is out there.

So, if you or anyone you know is experiencing depression or other troubling signs of a soul in peril, please seek help. There are several options out there, not to mention a vast army of people who care about you and will do whatever they can to ensure you get the help and treatment you deserve. I hope you never need them, but below is a list of numbers and websites that you can use if you need them. I did research and reached out to professionals in the field who permitted me to include these; some were common, and you might already be aware of them.
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Remember, you ARE loved. You MATTER.

––––––––
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www.hereforyou.info

www.bozemanhelpcenter.org

www.crisistextline.org

www.nami.org

www.mentalhealth.gov

Or dial 988.
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Introduction: Let’s Kickstart Some Hearts!
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Hey guys, how the hell have you been? Well here we are, another story, another group of friends and another crazy concept that probably shouldn’t have been written.

And if I can be honest, it almost wasn’t.

Let me explain myself here. When I wrote “One Night at the 4/26” I honestly thought I was done. I wrote a pretty creepy horror story, involved some of my friends and well felt that the story was done. But some people who read the book felt that I left something unfinished.

Now before I continue, I have to make it clear that if you have not read “One Night at the 4/26” stop reading this intro and go read that book. Seriously, I am about to spoil its ending, actually the title of this book is one big spoiler. Oh well I did my part. You’ve been warned.

Ok so the ending of “One Night at the 4/26” ended with what I thought was a creative horrific ballsy ending, if I do say so myself. I didn’t mean to leave it open ended. The entire ending was designed to make people create their own outcomes. I wanted people to use their own imagination and formulate an endgame that made sense to them. As far as I was concerned the story about “Pub 4/26” had been told. I honored my friends, my home away from home, and felt I was done.

But the people who read the book kept asking “What’s next?”

At first I was coy and I kept my response simple. I honestly really didn’t know what was next. But a little dark idea began to form in the back of my mind.  Then one day I picked up a notebook and scribbled down three words that would become this book’s title.

“April and Zeus”

I looked at that title and realized that yes the story of “Pub 4/26” had been told. But April and Zeus had their own violent,bloody, story to tell.

That leads us to where we are now. I give you my final resolution to the story I left behind. Will it end happily? Will it end violently? I honestly don’t know. All I know is that the story of April and Zeus will end. (Ok I know but honestly you think I am giving away the ending in the intro?)

Also some of you may recognize a familiar character from my Lakewood series, well that is intentional. Now you do not need to read the Lakewood series to enjoy this book, but the character of Cliff Recker and how he became Plano’s sole private investigator is probably one you want to check out.

Now the first person to know about this idea was Becka the editor of “One Night at the 4/26” her response of excitement and intrigue led me to go ahead and follow through with my idea. So she deserves just as much credit as me for this book existing. 

After I returned to the bar after the hiatus I took writing “One Night at the 4/26” I met many new faces, who had formed dart teams and now were playing in an ever expanding league. Now those who know me know I don’t make friends easily. Yet I found myself getting along and befriended several of the new faces I met, and seeing as how I needed a new cast of characters to fill the pages of this book I decided to ask them if they wanted to be characters. The reaction was a welcomed one and now I have a new group of friends to kill....uhhh I mean write about. I love you guys, you know that. I will also fact check myself about each character at the end of this book. Just like last time.

Also returning to edit this new journey into mayhem, is Becka, apparently she didn’t have enough the first time around, God bless her.

Now as you read this you may get a dark buddy comedy vibe. Which is intentional. I wanted to go full 80’s horror and buddy action flick here. Hey I write what I feel and I feel this story needs humor, horror, action, blood. So much blood.

Well so much for the intro. Let's go shall we. It’s going to be a dark, emotional, bumpy ride. But I have a feeling some of you knew that anyway.

So here’s to the 4/26!

Here’s to April!

And here’s to Zeus!

You guys asked for it. I hope you all are prepared for what is about to happen. 

Toodles,

Kevin, August 23 2022
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Prologue: Welcome to the Wild Side
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Cliff Recker was not quite sure what to make of his sudden change of lifestyle, but considering what he had been through for the past three years, becoming a private investigator in the sleepy town of Plano, Illinois, was an absolute Godsend. After being a police officer for the past eight years, the last three being absolutely insane, he was beyond ready to spend his days using the talents he had collected or was just naturally gifted with to do mundane and, hopefully, quiet things like missing pets, misplaced antiquities, or cheating spouses. And with the police force fully supporting him, he knew everything he was doing was absolutely the right choice.

Cliff was able to acquire, thanks primarily to his friend and former roommate Jerry, a beautiful office space in downtown Plano. The office was located just down the street from the Plano police department and wedged next to City Hall and a privately owned pet store. The front of his office boasted a huge glass front, giving freedom to a view that was a beauty to behold.

Directly in front of the office was the Memorial Garden built for the bar Pub 4/26. Cliff, who had been dealing with his own issues, was unaware of what tragedies truly happened at Pub 4/26 that inspired the memorial garden. Still, with the loose lips and forever spinning rumor mill that were the norm in small towns, he knew enough that whatever had happened was not good. Whatever the case, the garden was indeed beautiful. It was a welcomed sight that broke up the monotony of cookie-cutter brick buildings lining the main street through town. 

Cliff would spend each morning sipping a cup of his own freshly-brewed coffee, watching the various birds visiting the garden. As he finished his coffee, he would watch as Rodney, the owner of Batcave Treasures, pulled his car into a parking space. Cliff would then give the man a friendly wave, who would return it in kind. He would then take Rodney’s arrival as his cue to get to work, turning his sign to open and unlocking his door. Cliff walks back to his office and waits to see if anyone will show up needing his services for the day.

This day was no different than any that had come before. After Rodney arrived and the exchange of waves, Cliff mumbled, “I really should get to him,” turning his sign to open and unlocking his door.

He slowly went to the back of the office, admiring the pictures above his desk, when the little bell above his door rang. Echoing throughout his office and signaling that someone had arrived.

“Hello?” A loud but sweet female voice called out from the front of his office. 

His office had a walled partition separating the main office from the makeshift waiting room. Since he currently had no secretary, whenever someone entered his office, Cliff had to stand up and hurry around the partition to greet whoever had just entered. However, having the dividing wall allowed for privacy, keeping anyone passing by the large beautiful window front from seeing who was seeking his help. He decorated the waiting room with a thrift store couch in an unnameable color and a coffee table lined with some old magazines he found in the office when he first got the keys.

“Back here!” Cliff returned excitedly as he got up and hurried around the partition, smiling.

Standing by his doorway was a pretty, middle-aged woman who obviously cared about her appearance from head to toe. But what truly stood out to Cliff was that the look on her face was indeed one of great worry. Cliff held out his hand and introduced himself in his friendliest voice. “Hello, I’m Cliff. Welcome.”

A bit hesitant at first, the woman took his hand and, with a slight shake to her voice, replied, “Hi, I’m Brenda.”

“Hello, Brenda,” Cliff responded smoothly, trying to calm her while still smiling. “So, what brings you in today?”

Brenda looked around nervously before staring over her exposed shoulder and out the large window front. Cliff followed her gaze and realized she was staring at the memorial garden. After what seemed like an eternity, although it was probably only a minute, she finally spoke. “Uhm......... is......... there a..... place..... we... can talk?” She slowly asked him, almost as if she hoped no one else would hear her.

Trying to ease her nervousness, Cliff warmly smiled, “Yes, of course; come back here.” He held out his arm and led Brenda towards the back of the office where his desk sat, out of view from the front of the building.

Brenda appeared to relax a little when she realized that no one would be able to see her. Letting out a noticeable sigh of relief, she sat down in what looked like it once was a very comfy chair positioned directly in front of Cliff’s desk.

Cliff walked towards his mint green reclining office chair. He carefully settled himself into his chair since sometimes the recline did not lock. He leaned forward and warmly gazed into Brenda’s eyes, “So what brings you here to my office today?”

Brenda paused. It was as if you could see the wheels turning on where she should begin or which details she should share. Brenda cleared her throat, “It’s about my brother Joel,” she replied firmly.

“Is he missing?” Cliff inquired, knowing this was the first of many questions in the chain of process questions he needed to ask.

Brenda shook her head up and down as large tears formed in her eyes. Cliff pushed a box of brand-new tissues across his desk within her reach. As she plucked one out, he asked, “Uhm, have you gone to the police yet?”

Brenda reached up and dabbed her eyes carefully with the tissue. She did not want to mess up her eyelashes but knew her eyeliner would probably begin smudging. With a hitch in her voice, she answered, “Yeah, but they are literally no help, and they don’t believe me.” She frowned and looked down into her lap, fidgeting with the tissue.

Cliff nodded his head. He understood all too well that police only spend the department-sanctioned amount of time trying to look for grown men. Adults can come and go as they please without telling anyone anything. Not wanting to push the matter further and knowing that he would have to visit his friends in the force, Cliff continued his questions for Brenda. “What do you think might have happened?” 

Brenda’s eyes opened widely. As if flames flew from them, she aggressively nodded before blurting out, “That Bitch, April, killed him!”

“April?” Cliff responded to the name questioningly, tilting his head to the side and slightly squinting his eyes.

“You, know, the woman that used to own Pub 4/26! The bar that burned down.” Brenda proclaimed as if it was the Salem Witch Trials and accused someone of witchcraft.

Cliff nodded. His head was spinning with investigative prowess. If there was a fire, there obviously had to be firemen and paramedics; the fire station directly behind him had to have gotten involved. Cliff made a mental note that if he did take this case, his first stop might need to be the Firehouse to speak with a couple of the people he knew who worked there. 

“What makes you think she killed him?” Cliff slowly continued questioning, writing notes every step of the way.

“She was the only one that made it out of the bar alive,” Brenda spat out with the most disgusted tone Cliff had heard in quite some time. ”Add to it ever since then, she hasn’t been right in the fucking head; excuse my language, but she’s just been off.” Brenda used her pointer finger to point toward her head and made air circles near her temple.

Cliff shook his head left to right and waved his hand reassuringly, “No offense taken.”

He paused and sat there in deep thought for a moment. Cliff did not really want to investigate a possible murder, but the circumstances of April probably snapping after being the lone survivor of a rumored massacre was indeed possible. Plus, he needed to get his name out there. What was the point of starting a business if he was not going to make money and only racking up bills renting the office?

Cliff looked at Brenda and nodded his head. “Okay,” he said matter-of-factly. “I’ll take your case; there’s just a matter of payment and paperwork we would need to discuss first.”

Brenda burst into tears. “Thank you; you have no idea what this means to me,” she smiled with a tone of significant relief.

Not knowing what he was getting into, Cliff, happy and proud to begin his business, returned a warm smile, “No problem.”
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Chapter One: She’s Got Looks That Kill    
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April sat in her leopard-print vanity chair, staring out her bedroom window. Staring out into the distance was the only thing she could bring herself to do these days. For nearly a year now, April barely ventured outside. Her favorite local store could only beckon her out of the comfort of her home when she could no longer be creative with the items remaining in her pantry. The loss of her bar, children, and many beloved friends made her a recluse. 

The loud whispering of the judgemental townsfolk didn’t encourage her otherwise.

April was not naive. She very much heard every mouthy piece of gossip they said about her. The locals may have behaved as if attempting to be quiet, but they were never unheard of. She knew that hearing the horrible things whispered about her was intentional; she had traveled in the same circles as many of these people before her devastating losses. She knew exactly how they behaved when juicy gossip was alive in the town. She had seen several people have their reputations practically destroyed by the chatter of town scandals. She was not surprised that the inhabitants of this small Midwestern town were now doing the same to her. April’s only saving grace is recognizing how far she was from the low level in the social structure where Plano’s townsfolk placed their first-ever pariah. 

Most people blamed her for the devastation and heavy loss of life that occurred that horrible night a little over a year ago at her bar, the Pub 4/26. Suspiciously they speculated ways it was possible that April could be the lone survivor of that night full of carnage and destruction. Although proven that someone else had started the melee, too many lives were lost for them to accept her complete innocence in the tragedy.

In today’s digital age, footage from the cameras April had installed next to the gaming machines was safely stored in a hard drive that remained, for the most part, undamaged. The footage the investigators could pull from the hard drive showed that an overly competitive man named Cris had almost immediately become an ax-wielding lunatic. Since there was a terrible tornadic storm that night, investigators and professionals deduced that this possibly caused him to panic and created a level of lunacy that directly led to the significant loss of lives. 

The fire had destroyed all the bodies to the point that there weren’t enough of their bodies remaining left to bury. It was 38 lives to be exact. Or, to be more brutally honest, that was the number of lives, due to April’s testimony and complete cooperation, that was determined. 

April filed a civil suit against Zayan’s estate. She won the lawsuit. She was so successful with her case that the courts awarded her enough money to enable her never to work again. Unfortunately for April, all her cooperation and all the evidence against Cris did not keep people from blaming her. Winning her civil suit with such an incredible upset against Zayan’s estate should have easily proved that her landlord (who happened to have passed away a couple of weeks before the massacre) was directly responsible for the sad state of the building, but people still blamed her. When some video footage from the tragedy showing Cris leading a violent killing spree against most of the patrons was leaked online, people still blamed her. Hell, Cris’ reputation barely took a hit. Family, friends, and even strangers still showed up to mourn and laid him to rest in a beautiful ceremony. April was infuriated by this, yet she did not wholly blame Cris; after all, he was out of his mind. Because, like her, he, too, was infected by the mold and fungal spores that a little maniac named Zeus had somehow possessed. And even though they destroyed Zeus’ body, his mind and soul now lived inside her.  

It took her a few weeks to figure out precisely what had happened; Zeus had infected her, but on a more permanent level. When she killed him, his body essentially exploded. Unfortunately, April had managed to breathe in the spores Zeus had produced. They took residence, and now April had an uninvited guest living inside her head. She loathed every single moment of it.

Her unwanted passenger constantly talked and would not stop taunting her. It reached the point that she would play her stereo and television on the highest volume level it
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