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      The sky ahead was full of dirt, brown and swirling. There was a wall of it coming at them, several miles ahead, and the wall stretched into the northeast and the southwest. There was a monsoon coming, but before that there would be the dust. There was no way around it.

      They called it a haboob. Guillermo thought it was just a dramatic name, but this dust storm would complicate things.

      The day outside had darkened.

      Guillermo drove his Dodge Challenger on State Highway 60 between Wickenburg and Phoenix. The wind pushed against the front grill of the Challenger, and the engine fought through it, pushing forward, colliding with the wind. His foot held steady on the gas, pressing firmly and increasing pressure. The wind threw sagebrush and creosote branches across the road, some of it blowing over the windshield. He drove with the headlights on in this darkening afternoon.

      He worried about the white Dodge pickup truck in his rearview mirror. It had been following them since the McDonald’s in Wickenburg. The truck’s headlights flared in the mirror.

      And in his front passenger seat, Antonio couldn’t take his eyes off of Guillermo’s sleeve tattoo on his right arm. There was plenty of color on his arm, depicting shattered hearts, avenging angels, and devils disguised as humans. There were lessons and profound wisdom in this those tattoos and they matched the feelings and thoughts that swirled inside Guillermo’s mind always.

      Antonio was just a kid barely turned twenty years old. Guillermo sometimes did work for his mother’s husband, Fernando, who ran a law firm. And on this day, Guillermo’s work involved driving to Kingman to retrieve Antonio for tomorrow’s court date in Phoenix. Antonio had a cousin up on robbery charges, but Antonio was a witness who might shed some doubt on his cousin’s guilt.

      The inside of the Challenger smelled like cheeseburgers and french fries from the McDonalds back in Wickenburg. They had gone inside instead of the drive thru because Antonio needed the rest room. One heavy-set man with a cowboy hat, and another older, balding man held his cowboy hat in his hands approached Guillermo about the work he did for Fernando. They both wore sidearms at the waist and they punctuated their questions with a hand on their guns. They even asked him if he knew John Wallace.

      John Wallace was one of the men Guillermo believed murdered his father. The same two men in the McDonald’s were on the same video including Wallace, and Guillermo’s father.

      Guillermo brushed the two men off, but they loomed near him and Antonio as they ordered from the counter. They badgered Antonio with questions, but Guillermo told him to not say anything.

      The white Dodge pickup had been close behind them ever since.

      “I want to be tattoo artist, did you know that, Stallion,” Antonio said.

      He called Guillermo this name because he thought he was handsome. Antonio refused to call him anything else.

      “I want to do awesome work like whoever did your sleeves,” Antonio said. “Beautiful doesn’t cut it. It’s a work of art.”

      “If you say so, Antonio,” Guillermo said.

      “Oh, I do I do,” Antonio said. “Can I meet them sometime?”

      Monica, who did his sleeves, was an old friend, one Guillermo had grown up with. They had a relationship once, but it only lasted two years. She still liked talking to him, and she was as invested in the work on his arms as he was. She understood. She had been there when he learned about his father’s death.

      “Let me ask you something, you got your dick tattooed as well, Stallion? Maybe your ball sack? Tell me you got something on your ass at least.”

      Antonio laughed and ran his hand over this thick, black hair and feathered out the long hair in the back.

      Guillermo couldn’t stop himself from blushing. He wasn’t interested in Antonio and the conversation had gotten more intimate than he cared for. True, his sleeves were bared for the world to see, as well as to allow the world in, and that was on his terms. There didn’t need to be any intimacy beyond that.

      “I’m flattered, Antonio,” he said. “But cut the flirting.”

      “Did I touch a nerve?”

      “No. I don’t have any more tattoos and I don’t need you looking for more.”

      “Besides,” Guillermo said, “there’s danger ahead of us and behind us. We need to talk about it.”

      Antonio had been blissfully unaware of the white Dodge pickup following them since the McDonald’s in Wickenburg.

      “You’re not afraid of a little dust, are you, Stallion?”

      “More afraid of the devils behind us,” Guillermo said.

      Antonio’s face softened as if he might be horrified that the Stallion admitted there was something he was afraid of.

      “This is serious, Antonio. Those men in the McDonald’s. I know them. They’ve been following us since we left.”

      “What do you mean you know them? Are they looking for you? Just so happened to bump into you in butt-fuck Wickenburg?”

      “Sit tight. Relax. Let me call Fernando,” Guillermo said.

      He disliked scaring Antonio and making him nervous. There was no escaping it. Because once Guillermo called Fernando, Antonio would hear the conversation. Guillermo called this gentle preparation, to manage Antonio’s expectations, because neither one of them knew what those men behind them might do. And what the men might do, could be violent.

      Antonio shifted in the bucket seat to stare out the rear window. Guillermo pulled out his phone and pressed the call button for Fernando. He drove with one hand at twelve o’clock on the steering wheel, keeping one eye on the rear view mirror and the steadily approaching white pickup, and a weary eye at the darkening sky ahead of them. Dust was falling. It grated across the windshield, sounding like sandpaper.

      “Yes, Guillermo,” Fernando said when he answered.

      “We may have a problem. Antonio is in the car with me and we’re a half hour away from Phoenix. There are two men following us in a white Dodge pickup truck. They first approached us at a McDonald’s in Wickenburg.”

      “What did they want?” Fernando asked.

      “These men are friends of John Wallace. They somehow found out I work for you. I think you have a leak in your office, Fernando.”

      Fernando worked hard at being a father figure to him and Guillermo didn’t believe his mother’s husband would speak to these men. He had no doubt Fernando remembered John Wallace and knew the man had disappeared. Although Fernando had given Guillermo the information that Wallace was one of the men who may have killed Guillermo’s father, Fernando had never talked about Wallace’s disappearance. On some nights, when Guillermo couldn’t sleep, he wondered if Fernando suspected his wife’s son made the man disappear.

      “Like you, Guillermo, making enemies with men like that is easy when we don’t have the same skin. Since the State prosecuted another man in their group, these men have been watching me in the court rooms and even outside my office. I am sorry, Guillermo, it is highly likely they may have seen you come by. Did they follow you to Kingman?”

      Guillermo watched his surroundings. He liked to be aware. And with being in the car alone all the way to Kingman, he should have seen somebody following him, like this Dodge pickup.

      “I didn’t see them,” Guillermo said. “They first appeared and approached us in Wickenburg on the way back.”

      “Why Wickenburg? They’re not after Antonio, are they?”

      “They didn’t seem interested in Antonio at all. Only me. They asked what kind of work I did for you, Fernando. They asked me if I knew John Wallace.”

      “You do not know John Wallace,” Fernando said. “You do investigative work for me and pick up clients like Antonio.”

      “I know. That’s what I basically told them. They wanted more information about me and when I refused, they pushed harder. When we hit the road again, they followed us, driving aggressively. They’ve stayed close to my bumper. I’m calling you to let you know the situation. I will keep Antonio safe and get him to his aunt’s home.”

      “Do you really think they mean you harm?” Fernando said.

      Guillermo grimaced at the question. These men were in the same video by John Wallace that showed them hunting migrants crossing the U.S./Mexican border. One of the migrants in Wallace’s video was Guillermo’s father. The video was taken on the same day as his father’s death by gunshot near the border.

      “They are aggressive, Fernando. We’re also facing a dust storm out here and we may have to pull over if we lose visibility. I don’t know what those two men might do.”

      “I see. Don’t do anything rash,” Fernando said.

      “I will do anything to protect ourselves.”

      “They wouldn’t be foolish enough to do anything more than talk to you,” Fernando said.

      “You know just as well as I do what these men are capable of,”

      “Guillermo--”

      “I have to go.” And Guillermo disconnected the call.

      Antonio looked at him with wide, frightened eyes. “What are they capable of? What aren’t you telling me? This isn’t suppose happen. I’m suppose to go to court as a witness for my cousin, not get missed up in some fucking war.”

      “Calm down, Antonio. I’m sorry to frighten you. I’m not going to let anything happen to you, but I’m going to give you a head’s up. Those men behind us are capable of murder and I don’t know what they might do. I do not want to hide that information from you. Better you know to keep your guard up.”

      Antonio relaxed, settled back into his seat when he mention he wouldn’t let anything happen to him. That was true. None of this, including Guillermo history with John Wallace, none of this trouble deserved to settle onto Antonio.

      “Have you ever killed anyone?” Antonio said.

      Guillermo stared at him in silence.

      “Because I haven’t,” Antonio said.

      “That will not be a requirement here,” Guillermo said.

      “I hope so.”

      Outside, as the dust rattled against the windshield, the reddish-brown turned the wind-whipped air sepia like an old-time photograph.

      Apocalyptic came to mind.

      Guillermo believed the living returned to dust when they died. That dust of the dead was carried on the winds of this haboob. The dead were coming, headed right towards them, on a windy stretch of highway 60 with a pair of devils behind them. No place to hide from devils or dust of the dead.

      The wall of dust swallowed the cars ahead. They simply vanished as the dust ate up the road, racing towards towards them.

      “That is some dust storm,” Antonio said.

      When Guillermo couldn’t see the road thirty feet in front of them, he turned the Challenger onto the shoulder of the highway, passing an abandoned Toyota Tercel with California license plate and two fat tires on the driver’s side.

      “I’m going to pull over until this passes.”

      “What about the dudes behind us?”

      “Whatever happens, you stay in the car. Understand me?” Guillermo said.

      Gravel crunched underneath the tires and in the rearview mirror, the Dodge pickup pulled over right behind them.

      “Oh my God,” Antonio said.

      The dust flowed at them like huge murky, brown curtain. Dust settled over the windshield, blotting out the daylight and the desert around them.

      Guillermo parked the Challenger and killed the headlights. The Dodge Pickup did the same. Without its headlights, he couldn’t see it back there. He locked both doors of the car and left the engine
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