
​What Should I Do

––––––––

​When History Repeats Itself in the Worst Ways



  	
	    
	      Also by Sajesh Shakya

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          What Should I Do

          
        
          
	          New Address

          
        
          
	          Bullied

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Also By Sajesh Shakya

What Should I Do

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

Nine

Ten

Eleven

Twelve

Thirteen

Author’s Note

Also By Sajesh Shakya

​Note to the Reader

You’re probably wondering why this book is free? The answer is simple. I write because I love telling stories, not because I expect to get rich from it.

I see writing the way some people see painting or playing guitar. A hobby, not necessarily a career. It’s my way of creating something, and then sharing it. By giving my work away for free, I don’t have to stress about whether it’s “perfect” or if I’m “good enough.” I just get to focus on what matters to me, which is telling stories that (hopefully) make you feel something.

Now, here’s where you come in. The best way you can help me is by:

	Leaving a quick review (even a single line helps more than you think).

	Sharing the book with a friend who might enjoy it.

	Subscribe to my YouTube channel titled, “Factory of Divisive Opinions” where I talk about movies.


I will reinvest some of my YouTube channel earnings (when I’m monetized) into editing, covers, and enhancing these books. So you'll always get something polished and worth your time, even if it's not ‘professional’ grade.

At the end of the day, the biggest reward for me is knowing someone read my story and enjoyed it. So thank you for being here. It means more to me than I can properly express through words. 
All the characters and events in this story are just a work of fiction. Any and all resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, and incidents are purely coincidental. 
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My lovely wife was working on her laptop. Her legs warm under the blanket while her fingers ran a marathon on the keyboard. My phone vibrated inside my pocket. I took it out and saw that I had just received a text.

It’s him, I thought, my mouth drying. The person that might lead me to make a severe change in my life. I made an excuse and scurried to the bathroom, away from prying eyes.

“I know you’re a grown man and so I shouldn’t be saying this but still. Don’t take too long playing some stupid game, Dave,” my wife said. “I better not hear any cheap gunshot sounds from here,” Kate warned.

“Okay, dear,” I wanted to say that I hadn’t played any games in weeks, but I didn’t. I just faked a half-assed smile and closed the door behind me. I double checked, making sure I had locked it well, not that I was worried she might barge in. She was way too comfortable where she was. I walked around and took quick deep breaths before I unlocked my phone to see what was in the inbox.

“You bring the money. I bring the information. I’ll send in the address. See you tomorrow,” the text read, in four individual sentences all put together like a list.

I replied, agreeing to his conditions, in just one word, “OK”. Fingers crossed.

Ten minutes later, I was back on the bed, with Kate. She stretched her arms, the way she always did after finishing her project for the day. She yawned, opening her mouth big and wide. For a second there I pictured my hand forcing itself inside her, all the way into her throat. Pushing further down, going deeper, until I felt her tiny little heart with my fingers and pressed in. 

She turned off the light on her side and laid down, not facing me, not that I cared. I couldn’t sleep but I tried. I put my glasses on the bedside table. My head resting on the soft pillow, which due to the thoughts that were running in my head, was as comfortable as a skinny cat’s rotten corpse.

My wife turned towards me, her eyebrows raised as she gestured towards the light on my side of the bed, signaling me to turn it off.

She doesn’t know what I‘m thinking, I thought, and gave her a quick smile as I rolled out of her reach and turned off the light. I smiled again in the darkness and pulled up the covers up to my chest, like a good boy. I tried to shake off the negative thoughts that usually kept me awake.

Just a false alarm, I told myself, reassuring the notion that this small family of ours was safe and happy, and would remain that way. That life isn’t as cruel as it once used to be. ‘Like father like son’ has always been the worst case scenario in my mind and will always remain that way. I’m not sure how or if I’ll be able to handle it if it does come to fruition.

The room was now completely dark and, other than our breathing noises, silent as well. Yet it still took me hours to actually fall asleep. Usually by this time, my daily sleep routine would just force me to close my eyes and get some much needed shut eye. It hadn’t failed me in almost a decade, until now.

Anxiety kept me awake. The stress of not knowing what tomorrow could bring kept my mind too preoccupied to listen to the rest of my body. Funny how sometimes your body can go against you.

When I woke up, it felt as if I had barely slept an hour, which made sense since, according to my alarm clock, that was all the rest I got. Funny how sometimes your body can go against you.
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With a quick goodbye kiss on my lips, Kate finally left the apartment.

“Take care,” I tell her, holding back several curses that my mind had produced in the last hour.

“You too,” she nodded, barely even looking at me. She was probably holding back her side of curses too. What else could she be thinking? If she didn’t hate me, she wouldn’t have done what she did, but did she? The nightmare continues...

I looked out the window, waiting for her car to leave the building. It wasn’t there yet. I backed off a little and grabbed a glass of cold water as I waited. It was better, refreshing even and helped my breathing. Which in turn helped me remain calm and not turn the whole room into a mess. Although, temptation did try to intervene.

I damn near broke the glass once I was done drinking. The small yet audible crack of the glass on my hand stopped me before I could go all the way and hurt myself, again. Unleashing the beast inside could do me no favors.

I turned off the lights and pulled the curtains closed, hoping to convince the world outside that there was no one home. Although I doubt anyone would be watching to begin with. Still I used the bright grass green curtains as a cover and hid behind them. Making my way to the very edge, I sneaked a peak out again.

It took forever before Kate finally drove out the gate. I checked the time again, almost 11 am. I told Kate that I would see her later, as you do, but what I didn’t say however, was that I’d be skipping work today. Convincing my boss that I was feeling under the weather was easier than expected. Yet keeping that same information away from Kate was... uncomfortable to say the least. Like I was betraying her. But then I forced myself to recall the reason I was actually doing it, and it made it feel justified, even if just a little.

Once confirmed that she was gone, I got ready to head out myself. I dressed in casual jeans, which were tighter than the last time I wore them. Back when Kate and I were going through a little depression session. I’ve put on weight. I got in my car, the driver seat colder than usual. Maybe this is all just an overreaction. Maybe I’m worrying too much. Maybe I’m just wrong. And if I am wrong, I... I guess I’ll just confess everything to her. I’m man enough to admit when I’ve fucked up.

She deserves to know what I did, but only what I did, not what I thought about her during the whole time I suspected her. I love her to death and I always will, but during the last few days, I found out the frightening truth that I can also hate her just as much if I needed to. I don’t want to need that, not now, not ever.

With sweaty palms on the steering wheel and my heart beating rapidly in my chest, I drove for half an hour to the address he sent me. I could never spell or even pronounce the name of these cheap foreign cafés so I was sent a picture. Like Kate once said, Gps is one of the best inventions ever. It seems I agree.

I stopped and parked my car across the street, right in front of the café he chose. I double checked the image and concluded that I was indeed at the right place. I didn’t need to have any doubts about it, but for some reason I did. Maybe I was hoping to be at the wrong place.

I got out of the car and the sharp sunlight pierced my skin like needles. God, it was hot. I should not have worn jeans. It felt like I was inside an oven and covered in oil.

My phone buzzed inside my pocket right when I was about to jump back in. Another text. ‘Come in,’ it said. He’s around, he’s probably watching me from a distance. There was nothing else for me to do. So I walked towards the Café and got inside at once. Cold gentle air from the AC above welcomed me as warm crimson lights bounced off my t-shirt. The fresh smell of coffee made my mouth water. I welcomed the sudden shift in atmosphere as it was fresh and relaxing, I needed that, more than I care to admit.

Whenever I visit a restaurant or café of any kind, and the aroma hits, I buy a cup. It works every time. Then I would sit by the window and look at the street, or garden, depending on where I’m at. That’s how I normally enjoy my beverage, but today was far from being a normal day.

For the last few days, I haven’t been able to recall exactly how a normal day even feels like. I miss those good old times. Back when Kate and I would have long drawn out conversations about our jobs and colleagues. How the new lawyers were lectured for gossiping about their clients, how they depended on the firm a little too much and I’ll add in my own experience of how my colleague Sarah’s kid made a drawing of a building that looked like a dick. One of her female friends even commented, “Aww look, little Johnny drew exactly the type of building his mommy likes,” Sarah blushed at the comment and we laughed even harder. Good times.

“Excuse me,” A lady’s voice snapped back to reality. The voice came from behind and realized I was standing still by the door. I quickly moved out of the way. I had unknowingly been blocking her, along with the toddler who was in her arms. I whispered a small sorry that even I couldn’t hear well as I walked towards the window and next to a wall, away from anyone’s path.

From there, I skimmed the room for him. Maybe it’s because I haven’t been to any cheap cafés in years or maybe I just underestimated the appeal these restaurants have but I did not expect a café like this to be as crowded as it was, especially at this time of the day. Some of them were obviously just teenagers with no income on a date. The rest were mostly middle aged women. The kind of women who don’t have any jobs of their own, other than being housewives. There were some men here and there but none of them were the person I was looking for.

It must’ve taken me a while to spot him, as a skinny arm jumped out from the crowd, impatient or maybe in a hurry. I barely saw it at first and even when I did notice it, I almost ignored it, thinking it wasn’t for me, until he raised his other arm which caught my attention. The ugly snake tattoo on his hand gave me his identification and I made my way towards his table.

He was sitting in the far side of a corner all the way to the left, like one of those students in a classroom who doesn’t want to be noticed by the teacher as he writes ‘fuck’ in capital letters on the desk, thinking how cool he is. As I got closer I became more grateful that he had chosen this spot. The noise from the crowd was almost completely gone by the time I saw the menu on the table. This was clearly not his first time meeting a client here. He might as well be a regular for all I care.

“Nice place,” I said. He gave a small, barely noticeable shrug and gestured to me to sit on the empty seat right in front of him, which I did. He took a massive bite from his chocolate muffin and picked up his drink as I looked at the menu without paying any attention to whatever they had in it. Food was the last of my concerns. My stomach can wait, my mind and heart can’t.

“Got the money?” he asked through a muffled voice as he sipped his latte, getting a bit of yellow under his thick black mustache as he did so. I hate it when people talk while their mouth is still full. Just swallow it, I want to scream at them, but I don’t. Unlike them I haven’t lost my manners.

He had a stupid old brown hat that looked like it belonged to someone’s grandfather, maybe his own, and wore glasses that seemed like they had been knocked out of his face on more than one occasion. He looked more like Charlie Chaplin than a private detective. I didn’t hire the most capable guy, did I? Then again he was said to be reliable, safe, and surprisingly cheap, just what I needed, but not wanted.

“Only if you’ve got what I need,” he nodded and put his hand inside his jacket. He wiped off the mess on his mustache with his sleeve like a little boy as he pulled out an envelope. He jerked it back in when I tried to reach for it.

“You got the check?” I shook my head and put my hand inside my pocket. I got something better. I pulled out a different envelope, a longer one, with cash in it and gave it to him. My envelope was clearly heavier than his. He took it but didn’t open it. At least he wasn’t that dumb. Did he seriously think I was going to give him a check? Did I hire an amateur? I sighed and focused on the envelope instead. It was way too late to think about the rest.

“Should I open it here or at home?” I asked, hoping the news was good even though by that point it was more wishful thinking, than logical. Even if it was just a misunderstanding, which I hoped it was, she wouldn’t like it when I evidently tell her, which I will. I won’t blame her if she gets too upset and even slaps me. I would let her throw me
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