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BLOOD TRAIL DESTINY

CHAPTER ONE 

“Can you believe this shit?” Darren said holding up the newspaper to Marta's face. 

“I saw it,” she said. “Don't worry about it.”

“Don't worry about it?” he followed her into the restaurant's backroom. The place smelled of rice and beans but the backroom reeked of Lysol.

“People don't read those things,” Marta said, sitting down in front of his desk. “We get our regulars. That is enough to keep us in business.”

“That's not the point,” he said. “Fuck, if I ever got a hold of whoever did this review.”

“Let me see it,” she said, holding out her hand. 

“The Acapulco Restaurant is not what it used to be,” Darren read aloud, refusing to hand the paper over. “The rice and bean dish that I grew up loving so much tasted muddy. The cheese was like rubbery slime. The beef in the taco was undercooked but the stale shell had a really nice crunch. Can you believe this?”

“Sounds like a hatchet job,” Marta said. 

“Yeah, no shit.”

“From a competitor,” Marta stood up and grabbedDarren by his shoulders.  “Look, there are tons of Mexican joints popping up all over town-”

“Can we sue these fucking people?”

“Freedom of speech.”

Darren pushed Marta off of him. 

“Yeah, well, they can take that and shove it up their ass as far as they can stick it.”

Darren threw the newspaper down and sat his desk. He ran his hands through his hair and breathed deep. 

“That's it,” Marta said. “Relax. Our finances are fine. Business is fine. We're not going under anytime soon.”

Darren looked over at his restaurant manager. She had been his father's mistress for many years. His Dad liked them young. Now that his Dad was gone, Darren inherited more than just the restaurant. He inherited Marta's services which she made clear at his father's funeral. 

“We're going to have a busy night tonight,” he said. “Let's get those people in order, okay? Do your job!”

Darren followed Marta as they walked through the kitchen. He used to love the smell of the salsa, the beans and the fresh tortillas. 

Now he hated it. Hated it so much that he wanted to puke. 

They had five kitchen employees prepping different items; chopping lettuce, carrots and tomatoes. Another chopped up some pork. They were all overweight, wearing white uniforms with hairnets. His waitstaff of three wore green polo shirts and khaki pants. 

“Where's Efrain?” Darren asked. 

On cue, Efrain loped into the kitchen, carrying a pot of refried beans. 

“Marta,” Efrain said, nodding his head as the two greeted him. “Darren.”

“Efrain, how are you?”

“Fine, amigo. And you?”

“Shitty.”

The chef always had a smile for Darren every time he saw him. Deep down, however, he knew the man saw him as someone who grew up with a silver spoon in his mouth. Darren's father had done all of the hard work, opening a series of Acapulco restaurants throughout the area. When his Dad died, Darren had to close all of them except one. Too much for someone with too little experience to handle. 

Darren looked around the kitchen and saw a new face he hadn't seen before. 

“Her name is Ivetta,” Efrain said, following his bosses' eyes. “Mi prima. My cousin.”

“Okay,” Darren said, noting that he had an open door policy with the illegal immigrants working in his establishment. Efrain could bring them in and they could work as long as they kept clean of the authorities. 

Ivetta, with her hair tied up in a bun,  looked over nervously at Darren as she sliced away at a stalk of carrots. 

Then she cut the tip of her finger off. 

“Ayyyy!!!”

“Ivetta! Ivetta!” Efrain screamed as he ran over to her. The tip of her thumb rolled off the table and onto the floor. 

Blood spurted onto the chopping block. 

“Shit!” Marta said. “We need to call an ambulance.”

“Make sure none of the blood contaminates the food,” Darren said. “And no ambulance.”

“What?” Marta asked. 

“Just take her to the hospital,” Darren said. “You drive.”

Ivetta began crying in pain. Marta grabbed her by the shoulders and led her out of the kitchen. The other workers stopped what they were doing and moved to help. 

“Shit happens!” Darren bellowed out. “Now get back to fucking work!”

“I must go with her,” Efrain said, his green eyes staring daggers at his boss. 

“Marta can speak Spanish,” Darren said. “Its Friday. Its going to be our busiest night.”

“Shut down the restaurant,” Efrain said. “I have to go with her.”

“Are you fucking nuts?” Darren asked. “Shut down the restaurant? You think our customers are going to come back? They're going to go someplace else and we'll be out of business.”

“She's my cousin!” Efrain said, running toward the exit behind the bleeding Ivetta. “I must go with her!”

“Here!” Darren said, grabbing the finger tip off the floor and tossing it at Efrain. “Sew it back on and get her ass back here.”

The other workers stood staring at Darren, their mouths open in shock. 

“What are you idiots staring at?” he shouted. “We're opening in an hour! Let's go! Dammit! Let's go!”

CHAPTER TWO 

Darren locked himself in the backroom. 

He hated the sound of the salsa music which blared from the speakers above. He had listened to it all of his life and the songs all sounded indistinguishable to him. 

Just like his days. 

He inherited the restaurant from his father but his heart was never in it. He just needed the money and knew no other way. Dad had taught him the ins and outs of the business so by the time the pancreatic cancer hit, Darren could take over. 

But he was not the man his father was. 

His father would go from table to table, charming the guests with his witty banter. 

Darren didn't inherit his father's charm. Only his money. 

In his early 40s now, he carried a slight paunch around his waist and a shiny bald head.  He hadn't shaved in three days and he saw gray whiskers coming out in his beard. 

His Dad, rugged, clean-cut, manly. Darren was always overcompensating to be something that he couldn't. 

He took another swig of his Jack Daniels, worried that the buzz in his head would go away. 

He heard a knock on the door. 

“Fuck is it?”

“Senor?”

“What?”

“We need to talk to you.”

He didn't recognize the voice and realized that he knew nothing about the Mexicans that worked for him. With the exception of Efrain, he could barely remember their names, grateful for the badges on their chest. 

“Go the fuck away!” Darren shouted. 

“No,” the voice with the Mexican accent calmly said. 

The door blasted open. Outside five Mexican men stood with meat cleavers. 

“We don't like the way you treat us,” the leader hissed as they rushed into the room.

And Darren woke up with a shudder,  paper clips sticking to his face. 

“Holy shit!”

“Nightmare?” a man at the door said. The badge on the man's white uniform said 'Arturo'. He would be filling in for Efrain while he was away attending to his cousin. 

“Yeah,” Darren said, wiping bleary eyes. 

“We're going to close now, si?” the man asked. 

“Si,” Darren said looking at his watch. How long had he been asleep? “Yes, I'll lock up. Do me a favor will you?”

“Si, senor.”

“Turn off that fucking salsa music already.”

The man turned around without saying a word and seconds later the restaurant was silent.  

Darren raised slowly from his desk and entered the main part of the restaurant. He looked across at the shiny wooden tables, the neon red, green and white sign outside the window that read 'Acapulco.'

He remembered visiting his Dad at the restaurant, his father always happy to see him. 

Now everyone feared him. 

What went wrong?

Darren nibbled away at his food. The house dark, his girlfriend/restaurant manager sitting across from him doing what she always did. Click away at her Smartphone and eat at the same time. They had an arrangement out of convenience rather than love which he felt okay with. He never had the charms to attract real love and like his father, ended up paying for it. His father paid for it because he was old but Darren had to because he was charmless.   

“Do you ever feel guilty?” Darren asked. 

Marta looked up from her Smartphone then shoved a forkful of salad in her mouth. “Guilty? Of what?” 

“I mean we're friggin' waited on night and day,” he said as his Mexican maid Tina came into the dining room. She filled his glass with water without saying a word then stepped back out. 

Marta shrugged her shoulders. “My father worked in the fields. Day laborer. Mom worked as a maid. Like Tina. Which would you rather be?”

“Neither.”

“I mean on what side of the fence would you rather be on?” Marta said, taking a sip from a cocktail that Tina had prepared. “Would you rather be the one being waited on or the one doing the serving?”

“Why does it have to be one or the other?”

“I don't ask myself those questions,” she said. “The world is what it is.”

“Tina is getting too old,” Darren said, looking back at the kitchen at the gray haired woman putting dishes into the sink. “Plus we need more help in the restaurant.”

“We're going to need a new hostess.”

“Why?”

“Amy quit.”

“What?”
“She heard what happened. Walked out and quit.”
“Fuck. Now what are we going to do?”

“I can fill in for awhile,” Marta said. 

“It's okay,” he said. “I'll handle it. I'll do what my father always did.”

Darren got up and stretched, looking out at the moon shining through the window. 

“I don't feel guilty,” Marta said. “And neither should you. There are things that can't be corrected. Some people were born into a certain, shall we say, luxury. They inherited certain privileges. The world is what it is and no use in fighting it. People who weren't born with those benefits have the freedom to earn it like anyone else.”

“I just feel like I didn't earn some things,” Darren said. “That everything was just a matter of chance.”

“Like I said,” Marta rolled her eyes. “I don't think about those things.”

“I do,” he said, getting angry that his significant other wasn't on his same frequency. She was twenty years his father's junior but five years his senior. The sex with her had become boring and he felt resentment at inheriting both his father's business and his woman. Couldn't he get anything on his own?

“You focus on the wrong details,” Marta said. “Your father wouldn't run the business the way you do.”

“What's that supposed to mean?”

“It means, maybe you should let me handle things for awhile?”

“Bullshit,” Darren said. “I know how to hire and fire people. You were my father's help just like everyone else. The years have hardened and coarsened your looks. And your looks was the only reason why my father held on to you. You haven't got anything else.”

Marta stood up abruptly. Her face a mask of anger then calm. 

“Poor Darren,” she said. “Always comparing himself to his Daddy. I think you've had a bit much to drink. So I'm going to ignore what you said. Because you both were and always will be, dependent on me.”

“No,” Darren said. 

“Business is like chess,” Marta said. “Your father taught me how to play chess many nights. He never taught you. So you're at a disadvantage. Because in chess, you see an attack shaping up. Just like in business. If you make all the expected moves, you're going to be slowly and inevitably defeated. So you don't make the expected moves. You make a wild move. It's meaningless. But your competitors don't know that it's meaningless. So they have to guard against the unknown. Sometimes it can put a strong attack off balance.”

“What the hell does that have to do with anything?”

“It means, watch your ass. Your father taught me things he didn't teach you. But he loved you and wanted me to take care of you.”

“Don't need your help.”

Marta smiled then walked away from the table. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Darren headed out that morning for East 14th in Oakland. He remembered accompanying his Dad on these trips to get hired help. 

“You gotta find someone willing to work,” he remembered his Dad saying. “Mexicans are the hardest working people in the world.”

He felt resentful when his father said that. His Dad never acknowledged his own work in school. He studied hard and was quite good at math. But his father never noticed. He assumed that Darren didn't have the heart to do what he did in life. 

So Darren stopped caring himself. He knew he would inherit the business eventually. He didn't push himself as hard as he could have in school. He imagined how things could have been different for him had he not been born into wealth. How is life would have turned out had he been forced to scrape out an existence. 

Like the men he passed on East 14th. Hardened faces, eager for any type of opportunity to earn money. 

Darren drove further up the strip, past


















































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





