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Spikey Cactus gambling house was just about to close; the high rollers were beginning to empty out into the parking lot. The whales were always the last to leave; they made sure that one last drink was given as promised. Waiting in the car next to the farthest away, acting like I was putting my winnings away, “Good score,” I said to him, “A cool ten grand. How about you?” “Better,” he replied, “Half a million tonight. By the way, my name's Cassidy, and you?” Looking him in the eye, I told him, “Gammer, this is for Nat,” as I plunged my long knife into Cassidy’s heart. While he was falling to the ground gasping for air I took all his money, as well as anything worth value to hock. Never take the wallet, or credit cards too traceable, but cash and merchandise are always a good catch. He grabbed my arm. I moved it away as he managed to blurt out a few last words, "Who's Nat?” The most beautiful, perfect woman in the world who’s now dead because of people like you.” With that, he expired. I got in my car and drove away. 

I’m Gammer, the one that’s going to make every robber, and rich gambler pay for her death.” Pulling into an open motel I rented a room, “first floor,” I stated, “End one so I can park in front of it.” “That will be fifty dollars for the night,” replied the clerk. Handing him the money, I took my key then drove over to my room. Turning on the morning news, I caught the breaking story. “Just in, rich industry tycoon was found dead outside of the Spikey Cactus gambling house. It appears he was a victim of robbery. Witnesses say he made a big win last night, around a half a million dollars. It is unknown how much cash, and merchandise he had with him besides his big win." Showing a representative from the gambling house, they made their statement, “Our prayers go out to the family of Mr. Tomy was a great example of a true loving, and caring man. We are just as shocked as everyone else. Nothing like this has ever happened here before. We hope they find this person, or persons unknown, and bring them to justice.”

“Justice my ass they're just busy making sure they don’t get blamed or lose business. I shut it off.” reminder to self, “Leave spaces so it’s not in a straight line, or they’ll find me before I’m done. Getting dressed, I went to my table. The motel had a table and two chairs. Spreading my map out, I looked at all the gambling houses putting a one next to the Spikey Cactus. I looked for another spot, "need to jump around,” I thought, “Too many to close will definitely get me nabbed.” I chose a gambling house three sectors over, may take a few hours but it beats getting killed, or jailed for life. So, Mai-Tai-Hi gambling house here I come.

Pulling into the parking lot. I saw they’re already being robbed, So, no meal ticket tonight,” I cursed. Getting ready to leave, I noticed two of the robbers sneaking out the side entrance loaded with cash while their friends fought out at the front. “Perfect, now just a few fixes.” Donning a black mask to look like them, I headed to the side door. “Quick,” I said, “the cars over here.” “What happened to the black one,” one of the robbers asked? “You mean that one,” I replied. Looking over, they saw the car being shot up in the gun fire. “Had to steal this, Idiot left the keys under the front mat. So, their loss, our gain.” The two robbers followed me to the car. “I told one of them to keep watch while I loaded the first bag.” As usual, they did as they were told. The main flaw in robbery gangs. Stashing bag one, I slit his throat and pushed him to the opposite side we were on. “Your turn,” I told the one watching.” Coming round, he stuffed the cash in the trunk. By the time he realized that his friend's body was on the side of the car, I had already slit his throat as well. Dropping him to the ground, I closed the trunk, taking the delivery entrance out of the gambling house. 

“Well, that was an
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