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    To the voice in my head that created whatever the hell this is...

      

    


AUTHOR NOTES

As both an author and a reader, I cannot help but notice the things I know we all share. Books, novels, and such are no longer what they used to be. They now appear to be a pale imitation. While some can still be as well written and have rich storytelling, they now seem to miss some of the simplest things.

Though I know that readers often skip author notes, dedications, and so forth, wanting to jump right into the narrative, I still find myself missing the small things. So, I have been inspired to combine a reader’s desire for speed, a constant pace, and modern storytelling with an author’s want and need for creativity.

To bring back Maps, Chapter Titles, and maybe even a Dramatis Personae or Character list would be a delight and honor. Whether they would be appreciated is another matter.
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That was Ohio...


Did you think that this was a serious novel...? Well... this is awkward.








DRAMATIS PERSONAE / CHARACTER LIST






Me – The brilliance. You’re welcome






Detective Alec Martins – Secondary Character

Other Known Names / Aliases

* Detective Downer * Detective Balding * Detective Bummer * Detective Gound Mole * Detective Picked-Last-In-Gym-Class * Detective Perspiration * Detective Pit-Stains * Detective Doughnut * Detective Bad Breath * Detective Cinnamon Buns * Detective Pork-Belly * Detective Sourdough * Detective Bah-ounce * Detective Before-Photo * Detective Shortcake * Detective Doberman * Detective Needs-A-Combover * Detective Blowfish * Detective Short-Stuff * Detective Tattered-Suit * Detective Monotone * Detective Glutinous * Detective -I-Can-Never-Remember * Inspector Tubby * the super detective * Detective Small-Mouth * Detective Sour-Grapes * Detective Deflated * Detective Short-King * Detective Big-Bones * Detective Grump * Detective Puff * Detective I’m-Running-Out-Of-Names * Detective Worrisome * Detective Dumb-Dumb * Detective Takeaway * Detective Dodge * Detective Buttercup * Detective Forever-Doomed * Detective Guy * Detective Goop

.......

What? Don’t judge me; I could never remember his name. You know what? I’m done with this. You can figure it out when you read it. If you’re confused about who’s who, that’s your own problem.
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PROLOGUE
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Alright. Here we go. This is where we begin, like all stories. Only ours will be a little different. While we embark on a journey of self-discovery, pushing our knowledge of what is for what can be, we’ll also be doing a little experimenting. We’ll be taking all the common and essential points of story writing and putting a little twist on them every now and again. At least, that’s what I’ve been told. And what we’ll try to do. But... Who are we kidding? It’s not like our author is a bestseller... Perhaps there’s a reason. She can barely get the novel started. Although it all must start somewhere. It just so happens that our adventure begins here, a dark alleyway....? Original, is it not? Okay, let’s see what we have here...

It’s dark and wet, and there’s a dumpster that sits askew by some hung plastic. Yup. It has the same aesthetics as any action movie. Let’s move on. Time to find our main character already. No need to try to build this rapport between us. That would be forced and downright awkward. After all, you’re here to fall for our perfectly imperfect hero/heroine, or whatever else we have going on here.

Hm.

That’s odd. I don’t see anyone. You’d think there would be something, anything. But there isn’t. Not very exciting, now, is it? And to think that you’re probably reading this for that sole purpose. Well... I suppose that’s fine. I mean, I’m not the one who bought the book.

Oh, Wait!

Look. Here’s something. Can you not see it? Let me tell you then. The door... I mentioned the door, didn’t I? No? Opps... Sorry, I forgot to say something before. It’s sometimes hard to remember that I’m the one who’s in vail of what is and what isn’t... or something like that. Alright, I don’t know. Like you and everyone else, I’m not entirely sure what I am or why I’m here.

Okay, I’ll start with what I do know. I’m the person who will be reiterating what’s happening, alright. Truth be told, I might not be the best for the job, but I will get it done. Will I miss things? Probably... Most definitely. Will I tell the story well? I wouldn’t count on it. But I will sit here and tell you what I see. Although I do think it’s worth mentioning that I don’t have perfect vision... Or a good attention span...

I don’t know how I got this job, but I mean, how hard is it to....?

Hang on, I think I’m getting off track. I do that too, but I think that’s something for us to work through later, right?

Now, before I forget to let you in on what’s happening, there’s an old, dirty door to some building. Pretty standard in terms of alleyways. Anyway, it’s opening. Slowly, but it’s opening. Too slow in my opinion. What are they doing in there? They must be trying to add an element of mystery. But we already have enough of that present; we don’t need it anymore. Just give it a little push, open it.

Okay, this is starting to bore me. I don’t want to sit here waiting for this door to open. And I’m sure that you don’t want to keep reading on and on about the door either. If only there were a way, a way I could make things go a bit faster. Unfortunately, I’m stuck in the same boat as you. I must sit here and wait... It seems like the only difference between us is that I’m both here and there... I’m here and there...

I wonder... If I reach my hand out, could I touch the door? I’m going to— I’m going to try. Okay, I’m not far away now, just a bit more... I got it, I can touch it. Oh my god, this is so cool! Now, I’m going to— I’m going to open it. There, it’s open. And here, there’s our mighty savior. Tall, older, handsome blonde man.

Ugh.

I already hate him. Why can’t they at least look like an average person? Why do they always look like something carved out of marble? That’s cliché and completely unrealistic. It’s a book; it’s not like the reader, like you can even see the person.... I’ll never understand that trope. Things like this cause body dysphoria. That and a toxic environment. Though I suppose I don’t need to- Ah!

Wait! What are you doing?! I just opened that!

He’s trying to shut that door. No, I’m not going through this again. We waited a whole page for this damn door to open, and it is, but only because of me. You’d think that would be a job for the brave and excellent hero, not the nonsense-speaking narrator.

There, now leave it... What?! No! Leave it open!

This is frustrating; we’ve created a wave of mystery, a comedic element, and the story is moving forward. Now, we can’t stop in the name of a dirty old door and your stubbornness. That’s not very helpful, nor heroic. Our audience is supposed to believe in you and get behind your motives.

You know what, that’s it, I’m just going to hold it open now. I don’t care if I’m the only one who cares about what’s good for the story. We need to move on; we can’t stay here.... What? What are you doing? Let go!

I don’t know why he’s trying so hard to shut this door.

Oh...

Oh... okay, I think that might be why....

Ah... Well, I don’t know how to tell you this, but our presumably perfect main character has been shot and is now lifeless on the ground. At least I don’t have to look at his god-like features anymore; he’s face down.

Perhaps he was seeking refuge in the building, but that much is very unclear. I can only imagine the reckless monster who is responsible for his death... It was a premeditated attack, not because he refused to close the door. That we know for sure...

Anyway, I still don’t see anything else in the alleyway. Other than the fresh corpse that is. What a waste of a perfect head of hair. Remind me to find out his routine. I imagine it would be at least five steps. Maybe coconut oil- I’ve heard good things.

And right, the story... Okay... you know, now that I think about it, maybe I was meant to be telling the story from inside the building... One moment, I’m just checking my notes... Who the hell wrote this? It’s an inconsistent mess, but... What? Yeah... I think I was supposed to be telling you this story from the inside.

Hang on, let’s just... I’ll take you there now.

There, all fixed. We’ll probably just be telling the story from the best friend’s point of view now. That can happen sometimes in literature.... It’s not because our hero fell victim to a stubborn, self-conscious individual lacking information and observation skills... It would be something calculated and plot-thickening from the author, so the secondary, later, main character would be out seeking revenge on the person who had shot our former main character.... That makes sense to you, right?

Look, that’s them now.

A wide man who looks like he could snap you in half... that’s fun. Okay, he has other features. More than the notably bulging muscles that you’re picturing. So, let me describe him a little more for you. Unlike the last guy, he’s on the shorter side, with brown curly hair, and has blood seeping out of his chest... Oh, I suppose that is a bit like the last guy.

Wait...? What?

He’s also been shot. I don’t— How?

Uh! Someone still hasn’t shut that door. Who would leave that open? Can someone please shut that? Oh, thank you. Finally, we have someone sensible. Of course, it’s the little woman who looks like she could easily be pushed over while barging the door open... And that’s exactly what happened.

Who could have seen that coming? Not you or I, clearly.

Well, on the bright side, I think I found the excitement that you were looking for earlier because there are armed masked men flooding the scene, and we both know that they’re decked out in full tactical gear with military-grade weapons. What else would they be wearing? In my opinion, it would be better if they came in wearing tutus, but you just don’t see that happening, do you?

You know what, I’m the one telling the story. They’re all wearing tutus. You can now go ahead and imagine that for me, large men with guns running, prancing around like trained dancers, not killers.

Oh, wow. I’ll tell you what: I’m glad that you can’t see. There’s blood everywhere. It’s so gross, I don’t want to look. No, I can’t keep watching. I think you get the idea of what’s happening. Yeah... Oh god, I can still hear it.

Is it almost over...? Ah! Nope!

It shouldn’t take too long, though. They’re really overwhelmed. Yup, the gunfire is slowing down now. Not too much longer now. And... I think it’s over now.

Ugh. And I thought taking a romance novel would be messy.

Okay, I think we should... I think we should come back when the story isn’t falling apart. Right, so, I’ll get back to you... It’ll give me a chance to look at these notes and speak with the author.
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CHAPTER ONE
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SIR EBENEEZER

Good, you’re back. Right, I’ve reviewed these notes and examined the plot’s trajectory. It looks good to me. So, hopefully, we’ve left the worst of that behind us. Now, you probably have a few questions based on what you just read. And I’m sure it’s something like:

What just happened?

Where’s the so-called ‘plot’?

What was that hair care routine?

And who is the main character?

Well, here, let me give you some answers. What just happened was either a power grab or a gang rivalry. The author hasn’t decided yet. But it turns out that our hero/heroes were not heroes. They were members of a powerful crime syndicate. The plot? Well, that’s all relative. It surrounds us. It’s everywhere and nowhere... Okay, maybe I don’t know the answer to that one. The impeccable locks? Argan and coconut oil, microfiber towels, no heat, and leave-in serums.

Now the main character....? I’m not sure.

But... I’ll let you in on a little secret... Come here. Right, the author doesn’t know the answer to that one either. You’d think she would have storyboarded and gotten the basics out of the way. Yet so far it seems like she’s winging the novel. It’s not like that will backfire or anything.

Now, in spite of someone’s bad writing and lack of planning, I do think there’s a direction that this is supposed to go. Oh, speaking of which, I’m meant to set up the general arc of the story. Okay, so.... I don’t know how to do that. I can only tell you what I’ve seen.

So far, we’ve seen the slaughtering of... some bad guys that look like they’re the cast of a Michelle May film, and we know that they were members of... Oh, I suppose we don’t know what they were members of. Alright, well, they were a part of a scramble for power. So, I’m assuming that it only makes sense that we either see the aftermath of the said scramble or what led to it. Or something like that anyway.

Let’s have a look, see if we can figure it out... Where are we...? Or when are we? Whatever is more appropriate here.

Okay... we’re at the docks. Naturally. Why are we at the docks? An escape? I hope so; that’d be exciting. Not that we’d need more excitement, but I’d love to watch a well-written, high-action escape of sorts. No...? Really? Alright, well, there’s fish in crates... fishermen... a couple of vans and trucks. That’s... still great, I guess. I’m sorry, I don’t understand why we’re here or how this could be entertaining.

It’s not like it’s a really popular children’s animation with fish, pelicans, or seagulls. I’m sure we’d all sit here reading whatever the continuation of that would be. But no. We’re stuck here watching the still water with the stench of seafood in the air.

Oh! Never mind! Something is happening.

It’s a police raid. They’re grabbing the fishermen or trying to, at least; the fishermen are fast, and it’s hilarious. Look at them go. I want the short one to get away, go, run... Aww, get off him! Oh well, let’s move on then... There’s no need to embarrass him any further or for me to be hypercritical later, and forget that I’ve ever said that.

Alright... Okay... well, they have almost all of them now. There’s another one. There, that’s every one of them. But why were they nabbing the fishermen? What’s happening here? Why would the police think that they’re the catch of the day?

I’m sorry. I saw an opportunity, and I took it. I know how bad that one was. You don’t need to tell me; I already know and already regret it.

Oh, a detective is approaching one of the crates.... Maybe he couldn’t get a decent salmon fillet in the store? No? Okay, he’s... he’s lifting the... Okay, the fish was a false front. The detective removed the palette, and we’re now looking at.... What is that? Passports and money? Yes, it’s passports and money, possibly counterfeit. Either that, or the detective just couldn’t wait. I wouldn’t blame him; it’s completely inconvenient and leads to extortion. Why would you make someone pay more just for you to do your job? Seriously, I don’t think everyone is getting a passport at the exact same time as me.

Wait. Do I need a passport?

“Yup, that’s all we need,” the detective announces.

What’s that? Hmm. Maybe the fishermen were smugglers for that crime syndicate? But I don’t know how they could connect the crates to the crime syndicate; the police only have what’s here... Oh, sorry, I forgot to—Wait? Did you get that yourself? Did you hear him? You did? Yes!

Oh, wow... That’s one less thing for me to do. That should make things a lot easier. Oh, for me that is. Things might still be a bit confusing for you. I mean, I’m your narrator, and that means that the author is subjecting you to this deliberately.

“Are you sure, sir?”

What’s that...? Who said that? Oh... he did. Alright, and this is some sort of power imbalance? Yes, it’s getting good. And we already know that’ll just be their dynamic for the novel. That’s perfectly fitting for a buddy-buddy police drama novel.

Ah, I forgot I’m supposed to give you visuals. The detective is old and boring, like a 1980s balding detective. And the one questioning him is a younger, uniformed officer. Yes, he’s exactly how you’re picturing him. No, I’m not exaggerating.

“Am I sure?” the detective repeats. “Am I sure? Is that what you just asked me?”

Oh, wow... I think he scared him. Then again, if I were on the other end of that, I’d probably be trying to run home.... Okay, that’s a lie. I wouldn’t run; I’d barely walk. Who likes to run? That’s just asking to destroy your knees, forcing you to realize how long you’ve been avoiding cardio and how bad your breathing has gotten.

Anyway, I should probably be trying to get some names; I don’t want this to get confusing. Ah, for you I mean... It’s not like I’d want to know or would get easily confused. Not ever, that’s not me.

“Yes,” the officer clarifies.

Look at him; he looks like a little puppy when he’s in trouble. Poor thing. Huh, whereas the detective looks like an offended potato. Except this potato is surveying the area, almost trying to either find allies or see if the young man was serious. However, he does look like the type to get confused.

“We have the Elite’s manifest and their latest shipment of illegal goodies. Why are you questioning me on this?”

What? Did I hear that right? The Elite? No, that can’t be right.... Who the hell thought that would be a good name? Apparently, our crime syndicate got its name from feminine hygiene products.

“Well... It’s just that... it seems odd that this would be the Elite’s shipment.”

“Odd or not, we have the evidence.”

I wonder if he’s permanently in a bad mood or if we just caught him on a bad day. If I had coffee and doughnuts for breakfast every morning, I’d be in a permanent state of euphoria. But that might just be me.

“We have evidence of something very serious, yes... and it was a great catch. This will most likely get you some promotion once we can confirm who is behind it,” the officer begins. “But... I find it strange that this would be theirs when Tommy Stone and Marvin Silver, known members, were found murdered up north in Malcom Richards’ warehouse, surrounded by a stash of guns, ammo, and Patrisha Miles’ jewels this morning.”

Oh... this feels awkward. It’s so tense and quiet. And... And.... The detective looks like he’s failing to digest this information... Or he realizes the officer is right. But he doesn’t seem like the type to admit defeat.

“Malcom Richards? The eccentric millionaire?” the detective questions. “You expect me to believe that he has ties to the Elite?”

See.

“It does seem like it, sir.”

“It doesn’t matter what something seems like to you. See, we don’t dismiss evidence; we gather it to put the bad guys away. You should know that by now,” he says. “And as for the jewels, we both know that Malcom Richards and Patrica Miles knew each other before her murder all those years ago. What’s to say that she didn’t gift them to him in her will?”

“I-I... I don’t know,” the younger officer says. “I just thought that it would be worth something to look into it, considering they were stashed away in evidence.”

“And Richards has a long list of lawyers that are experts at navigating red tape and would get us caught behind it... Let’s not forget that we’ve looked in what happened at the warehouse. Now we’re dealing with this shipment.”

Well... he’s not entirely wrong, but that officer has a good point, one that should be followed up on. You’d think any detective or higher-ranking officer could see the young man’s point. Oh, think I know what’s going on. See, what’s the bet the detective’s a bad guy?

“Now, before you embarrass yourself any further, why don’t you go run off and get me some coffee? You know my order,” the detective finishes.

Definitely. If not in the story, then surely in this guy’s life. But, whew... that was a lot. And the officer is taking his dismissal, seeming well. He’s only dipped his head slightly, but his shoulders are still just as high. I like that in a character. Calm and headstrong. He can take a loss. He’ll probably get that long-term win.

Or... maybe not.

“God damn it! That was so stupid!”

Hopefully, the detective was out of earshot.

“Why did I do that?”

Well, someone had to stand up to him.

Oh, I think he might be coming to the same realization. He might be collecting himself; he’s gone quiet again. Probably thinking things through.... And going really pale? God... Is he going to be sick? I hope not. I don’t want any on my shoes... What? They were expensive. No... I don’t think that he’s going to be sick. He’s looking around, panicked. What would have him this terrified?

“Who is that?” the officer asks.

What the hell? Is there someone else here? One sec, let me have a look... I’m not seeing anyone else. Is this some sort of science fiction or fantasy novel? Why couldn’t I have been told before I took this job? I don’t want to be dealing with aliens and monsters... Unless they’re unbelievably attractive and meet every need for a predictable plot...

Not that they have to be attractive, not by society’s definitions anyway. Again, that’s not relevant for a novel or for me. It only sets false standards... But for the sake of a joke....

“Who is that?” he asks again.

Wait just a second.... Can he hear me?

“I can hear you,” the officer confirms.

Whaatt? No... No... That’s not right. That’s wrong. That can’t be right. No, I’m not a part of the story; I’m the storyteller. And I can barely do that right, if at all. Everything is going wrong. What am I doing? How can I fix this? Why do I have to fix this? Where the hell is the author?

“What story?” the officer asks. “What is happening?!”

I don’t know; we’re trying to figure that out.

“Who’s we?” he questions.

Me. And the reader, we’re we. Now, before I forget, and so I don’t keep seeing and describing you as he and the officer, can you please tell me your name? I’m starting to get just a little bit exhausted.

“There’s a reader?” he repeats, confused.

Yes... and see what I mean. Another he. It would be much better if he just told us his name already. And it would feel much more personalized, and it sure as hell would make it easier to speak to him.

“I’m.... I’m Josh.... I mean, I’m Officer Matthews, but I’m Josh.”

Josh Matthews? Not a bad name....

“Thank you?”

But not the best either.

“You said that this is a story? And that there’s a reader, and that you’re a storyteller?” Josh tries to understand.

Yes, but so far, we’ve had a bit of trouble.

“What kind of trouble?”

Okay... Well, to start, it took us a page to open a door. When that happened, the person we thought was the main character died, then another person we thought would be our main character died... and then some more people died. Then I had to speak to the author to understand what was happening, that they were members of a criminal gang whom you and Detective Downer refer to as the Elite.

“Wait? You were there?” Josh asks.

Where? I’m everywhere and nowhere all at once, and I couldn’t possibly tell you where this one has been. Well, I could. But you shouldn’t even get me started on where they’ve been. All kinds of nasty places and doing horrible things.

“Malcom Richards’ warehouse?” Josh clarifies. “Were you there?”

Uh? I don’t know.... We were in an alley, and then we were in a building where everyone started dying. At the time, that kind of seemed like the most important detail. You know the saying, life or death, yeah, that kind of seemed to be the atmosphere and overall vibe.

“Alright. Well, were there a lot of guns ready for shipment?” he questions. “You know, crates.”

Uh... Yeah, there was. Wait... Did I forget to tell you? Again? Alright, they were guns and jewels everywhere.... Oh... We and.... Oh... Oh, okay, yeah... Looking back, we probably should have guessed that they were bad guys from the start.

“This is so weird... but you saw everything?”

Yeah... Well, I did. This one needs me to do that for them. They’re so lazy. They’re just sitting there while I do all the work for them.... They’re probably waiting for me to do their sheets and make them a hot meal... as if I were their slave. What monster!

“That’s great, you could help with the case!”

Huh... What was that, sorry? I wasn’t quite listening... wait...? What?! No... I’m not a part of the story. I only help bring it to life.... Not that I’ve done a lot of that lately... but hey, you don’t need to know about that.

“Then what am I supposed to do?”

Oh, I don’t know, actual police work?

“I need to get Detective Martins off my back, and someone needs to take care of the Elite,” Josh begins. “And you, this weird anomaly, have information and clearly can get access to more.”

Your point.

“We can help each other,” he explains.

No, you’re meant to be helping yourself. I’m presuming that you’re our new main character. We follow you as you unravel this case, kick down some doors, bring down every gang member, and stand up against Detective Balding.

“How am I supposed to do that?” Josh asks seriously.

I don’t know; you’re supposed to figure that out.

“You’d be a hero,” he offers.

I’m not interested.

“You’d—,”

Nope.

“But...”

No.

“Why?”

I already told you. I’m here to tell the story, not to play a part in it. That’s how this all works, how it’s always been and always will be. How often do you see those great narrators with those rich voices in any nature documentary you can think of (You know which ones!) jump in and be the one to save the baby cubs... and whatever else that happens in those things? Never? That’s what I thought.

“Only because they’re not supposed to upset the natural order of things.”

Exactly!

“Okay.... That’s a fair point... So, what would you do if there were no story?” Josh questions.

What are you saying?

“You’re here telling a story, but you’ve seen how this is going. Do you really think that Detective Martins will stop the Elite or do anything mildly entertaining?” Josh starts explaining. “You told me that you’re here to help bring the story to life, and I think that you’re right. But the only way that’ll work is if you help me.”

Son of a...

“You know I’m right.”

Yes... Alright, I’ll help, but only because you’ve blackmailed me...

“No, that’s not—” he tries.

But I will be the greatest hero ever recorded in literature.

“I’m not sure how that’s poss—”

I will single-handedly bring down the Elite.

“I mean, I’ll have to help.”

Yes, I will be the hero of the story. I will be the story’s primary focus.

“I thought I was the main character, and there’s also the Elite.”

And you will
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