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“Piss on this job,” Big John said to himself swinging the pickax into the dirt. “It’s way too hot to be out here doing this.”

He was tired. Exhausted from the night before. It was a lot of work preparing for this job. A job like this. He should’ve checked into it a little bit further.

“Oh, quit your wining,” the foreman said. He was big, fat and chomping on an Italian hero sandwich. He didn’t have a name. He was dressed in an over-priced suit for this occasion and called himself the foreman.

John wasn’t stupid. Construction foremen don’t watch over their employees while pointing a gun at them. There were also five others holding guns standing along the highway as if they were keeping watch.

It was in the middle of the night. The only sound were the crickets chirping away in the brush.

Everything was hush hush.

John felt like he had fleas all over him. He removed his hard hat and wiped the beads of sweat from his forehead. The dust from the digging rose in a cloud sticking to the back of his throat making him gag as a strong feces’ odor coupled with rotten eggs floated from the pit like a gaseous cloud.

This was one weird job for sure, but the money was good.  Five thousand bucks to do this.

“Better not be any rattlers out here,” John said. “I don’t do rattlers.”

“Don’t you worry about the rattlers,” the foreman said.

Snakes gave him the heebie-jeebies. Made him tingle from head to toe. And worms made him sick to his stomach and there sure were plenty of those.

He put the mask back over his mouth. It wasn’t much protection against the dust but it was something. You’d think they’d care enough to get them some respirators at least.

“I need a water break,” John said wiping his forehead.

“You just had one,” the foreman said.  “We have to keep moving. Boss wants the bodies pronto.”

“Boss who?”

“The Boss.”

“What’s his name.”

“The Big Boss.”

“Big Boss who?’

“Are you busting my chops or what?”

“I just wanna know. If I’m digging up bodies, I want to know who I’m digging up and why. I have that right as a working man.”

“Anybody ever tell you that a little bit of knowledge is a dangerous thing?”

“So, I take it you’re not going to tell me who he is?’

“You don’t need to know. The only thing you need to know is just to dig.”

“Yeah yeah, I get the idea,” John said.

“Just keep digging.”

John was starting to regret answering the add on the internet. He was regretting a lot of things at the moment. They think I’m stupid cause I’m big with lots of muscles. They must really think I’m a real bonehead.

I could snap this guy like a twig if I really want to. He’s too fat to do anything.

“Are you guys’ mafia or something?” John asked.

Fat man finished chewing his salami and swallowed. “You can say we’re businessmen.”

John scratched his chin as he went back to digging. “I see. So, what are we going to do with this body when I dig it up?”

“That’s for us to know and you not to worry about.”

“I can’t help but notice how fresh this dirt looks. Almost like they just buried him yesterday.”

“They did.”

“For real? And we’re digging him back up?”

“Actually, it’s a she.”

“Ohh. Ex-wife or lover?”

“Just an acquaintance. Somebody the boss is or was fond of.”

“She sure must be something.”

“She was.”

“What is she, rich? We ripping off her jewelry or necklace and rings?”

“Something like that.”

“What do you mean?”

The fat man sighed heavily as if he just wants to shut John up. “Boss likes his bodies fresh.”

“Fresh?”

“That’s right.”

Now, it was all clicking. A woman. Fresh body and a sicko. “You mean he wants it for sex?”

“Like I said. You don’t need to know. He pays a lot of money for these bodies.”

“Bodies? Wait. We’re doing more than one?”

“Actually, you’re digging up five tonight?”

“Five. That’s insane. You have any idea how much digging that is?”

“What are you complaining about? You’re making 5000.000 a piece. That’s twenty-five thousand you’re making.”

“Yeah, but I’m doing all the digging. So, I’m digging up five bodies and the boss is going to have sex with all of them?”

“Not him. Others. He’s sells them.”

On the black market no doubt. The thought of what he might find on the black market scared him. “I can’t believe there’s such a market for this.”

“There’s business for everything. Plus, since the whole human trafficking thing is getting so much publicity Boss thought he’d approach this at a different angle.”

“Ohhhh. Wow. You guys are some real sickos. Perverts. Now, I definitely want my cut if I’m doing all this for you perverts.”

“It’s not for me. It’s for the boss and I’ll make sure you get your money.”

“Maybe I want more.” He stopped digging and rested his chin on the handle. “If you want, I’ll stop digging and you can dig this chick up.”

Now, he had nothing to lose. Doing something that was obviously illegal. He wanted him to know that he could be just as crooked as the next guy.

He was going to do all this work while they sit around on their butts’ eating sandwiches and pasta.

The foreman waved his fat chubby hand. I’ll make sure you’ll get you’re cut.”

“Damn right you will. If I’m the one doing all the work, I think I need a little bonus.”

The foreman looked insulted. “Don’t talk to me like that. You talk to me you best talk to me with respect. You get it?”

“Or what? You’ll chop my hands off. I know how you guys’ work.”

“Anybody ever tell you you’re a wise guy?”

He was no moron. He knew the fat man was going to put a bullet in his head the second he dug this body up they were going to put him in here. They pay people like me pennies to do all their dirty work.

Not stupid.

He kept digging and digging. It was getting hotter and hotter until finally he hit something hard.

He brushed the dirt away and dug around the casket.

The aroma of feces and a million dead rats wafted up from the coffin and he hadn’t even opened it.

“I don’t know how people can have sex with something like this.” He coughed and gagged. “This is awful.”

He opened the lid and jumped out of the hole as the aroma became even stronger. 

But she was beautiful for having died yesterday afternoon. Already worms were crawling around in her mouth and in her eyes. Her skin rippled and crispy looking and flaked off like cornflakes.

“The first one is the hardest. You’ll get used to it.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Sure, you will.”

“I’m going to go ahead and give you my notice. I don’t want to do this anymore.”

“We don’t accept notices.”

“What if I go to the police?”

“Go ahead. They’re some of our best clients. I’m sure they’ll be more than happy to hear about how much you know.”

He nodded. “I suppose you’re right. That’s probably not a good idea.”

“Thought you’d see it our way.”

“Actually, I don’t.”

John wacked him with the pic ax in the forehead. The foreman’s eyes went to the back of his head.

John could’ve grabbed the gun and shot him if he wanted to utilize the special skills he acquired while in the marine corps but with the other goons standing by the road he didn’t want to draw any attention to himself.

Now, he had to get away.

But it looked to be too late. Two of them started walking toward him and before he knew what happened he felt a knock on the back of his head, and all went black.

He woke hanging from a beam with his feet tied. Everything was blurry and out of focus and his head pounded as if he’d been hit by a sledgehammer.

He could hear water trickling down between the rusty stained hollow block walls. The floors were dirt and there was a small light dangling from a cord above.

This only meant one thing.

Not good.

Not good at all. This meant torture was on its way.

Why is it that every time there
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