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Three Grandmas in Texas,
II
 Clem’s on
the move

 


Being slapped back into consciousness
is never a jolly good time, but after thinking you were shot dead,
it’s even worse. I woke up in a lumpy bed, with Red, Yellow, and
Blue standing over me looking down, almost concerned. I tried to
say, “You’re crazy, you fucking shot me,” but it sounded like, “Moo
rumba not slee.”

“Don’t speak Clem, the
numbing effect of the toxic agent wears off quicker that way,” Red
said as she showed me something, it was black and square. “This is
what I shot you with, it’s a combination I created myself, it’s a
stun gun crossed with a syringe gun. Incapacitate and drug in the
same instant. It’s a thing of beauty.” She clicked her tongue,
winked and smiled at me, unfortunately. Red’s smile terrified me
more each time I witnessed it. Maybe it was the drugs, maybe it was
the oversized coffee and tobacco stained dentures, maybe it was the
fact she was a psycho, maybe it didn’t matter. I plopped my head
down.

“We wouldn’t kill you Clem,
we need you,” Yellow spoke, sitting on the bed.

“For now,” Blue followed up
with a chuckle and leaned down, putting her hand on my forehead to
check my temperature. “You’ll be good as new in less than two hours
Clem.”

“You better hurry up about
it too, we have a new job, and you’re driving.” Red spoke while
standing over me. I thought she was joking. I could feel some
strength returning, the mental fog was beginning to lift some. My
mouth seemed to get its feeling back first, so I said,

“Look, I don’t want to sound
ungrateful, but…”

“Then don’t!” Red shot back
as she shrunk her face into an angry scowl. After that, I didn’t
protest.

‘Damn, Clem, you went and
really got yourself into a shitstorm of a situation here, stuck as
an expendable driver for three crazy grandmothers.’ I thought to
myself as I lay there, my body returning to normal. I stood up
after about an hour.

“Why did you do that to me?”
I blurted out to Red as I was dressing myself.

“The Boss didn’t want you
seeing her exit route, simple as that.” She answered while lighting
up a smoke.

“Shit…still, you didn’t have
to shoot me, you could have asked me to turn around, or wear a
blindfold or something.”

She leaned in close, blowing smoke in
my face.

“No Clem, it was either
that, or a real bullet. We’re just starting to like you; you could
be a decent driver if you would keep these unnecessary outbursts
down.”

Standing and holding onto the dresser
for support, it only took a little over an hour, a cup of coffee,
and I was completely fine. The four of us went upstairs; we were
sitting around a glass table in what appeared to be another
safehouse, we were in the dining room. Drinking coffee, and eating
cookies…again. I knew what that meant…somebody’s about to die at
the hands of “The Three.” Crazy old ladies, they eat cookies before
their jobs.

“Well, I’ll give you this
Red; those toxins wore off extra fast.” I said downing another cup
of coffee.

“I should hope so, that was
top of the line, black budget material.”

“That one shot alone was in
the six figures Clem, that’s how much we like you, and we want you
to be our driver, strictly for our jobs.” Yellow said, reaching out
and squeezing the top of my hand. It was an offer like the
Godfather would make; one you can’t refuse.

What was I going to say…no? They had
just drugged and tased me for doing my job!

“That sounds like a plan to
me,” I mumbled. The three seemed pleased with my answer, their
wrinkles even softened for a split second.

“This is for the last drive
and something extra for the scare.” They laid more money in front
of me than I had ever seen in my shitty, little life.

“That’s two hundred thousand
dollars Clem,” Blue said.

“Cowboy Clem to your
friend’s right?” Yellow said, smiling.

I couldn’t take my greedy eyes off the
money, suddenly I didn’t care so much about being drugged and tased
simultaneously. They finished their smoking and coffee, while I
spent that time placing my money in a black garbage bag, and
tucking it under the spare tire in the trunk. When I was hiding the
money I saw a piece of paper in the trunk, the writing was
scribbled out and it was balled up, but I managed to read
it.

When appropriate, remove the driver
forever.

Boss

A note from the boss lady, “Shit…shit!”
I whispered to myself, so scared and out of breath I thought I was
having a heart attack. Mostly because I was stuck in this
situation, forced to drive like a slave for these crazy killers,
and my suspicions were right. They’re just going to kill me when
they’re done with me, I’m just a stupid driver, a no education
cowboy, I am officially fucked. When these three want me gone, I’m
gone. All I can do until then is, keep doing my job the way they
expect. If they ever give me a chance, I’m taking off, since I
can’t take them out.

I turned around to see the three of
them standing above me on the front porch; they were again in all
black and armed to the teeth. Over their military style clothing
and weapons they slipped their customary colored dresses,
concealing deadly assassins under the guise of old
ladies.

“Ready to go Clem,” Red
asked as I shut the trunk?

“Absolutely Red,” I climbed
into the driver’s seat, turning the car on, the GPS flashed a
programmed address. ‘How strange,’ I thought to myself. ‘Some
numbers pop up on a little electric screen, and there you go, your
life is over because some old lady made a decision.’

We drove the 29.6 miles to the
destination on the GPS, I knew better than to ask questions this
time around. The house was in an upscale neighborhood, it was a
beautiful home. The yard was manicured; the house was a three story
brick colonial, with customary flag pole in the front yard. We
stepped out of the car, I stood up to stretch, I had to open my big
mouth. Bad luck seems to follow that.

“What did this guy do
anyway?” I asked when I had my hands folded behind me stretching my
back. Before anyone answered, I heard a male voice, older yet
strong, answer the question.

“He owed too much, for too
long. He’s already gone…you’re welcome.”

The three gave a reaction like I had
never seen from them. They reacted with a mixture of fear and
anger, upon seeing this man, and hearing the news. There was
obviously some history going on here.

“Mr. G,” Red, Yellow, and
Blue said at slightly different times, looking to one
another.

“Mr.G?” I asked like the
stupid bastard I am, “No first name?”

He was tall, but not lanky. His hair
was a uniform white, and he wore a matching beard. The cream color
of his suit reminded me of an ice cream cone. It was the damndest
thing, to be thinking of an ice cream cone at such a time. I
remember his sparkling black shoes as he walked forward, the way
they glimmered against the sunlight; it reminded me of my disco
days. Damn, I’m glad they’re over.

“What do you want here?”
Blue asked steeling her voice, as Red and Yellow flanked
her.

“There’s no need for
hostility ladies, even I know not to anger the three,” he said in a
defensive, almost mocking tone.

“Tell us why you’re here, or
you’ll see true anger,” Red answered raising her voice.

“I need a driver,” Mr. G
answered, trying to sound innocent. He put his hands up as he
answered and spoke, as a gesture of submission.

“Well, he’s not for sale,”
Yellow answered, getting genuinely annoyed.

“Hear me out first, hear me
out.” Mr. G stepped forward and placed a briefcase on the dining
room table. Opening it revealed it was stuffed with cash. “That is
two million dollars, like I said, I need a driver. Now, before you
become suspicious, you know exactly why I’m offering that for
Cowboy Clem here. He’s a reliable driver, he’s strong, he’s dumb,
and most likely will be killed on a job someday.”

“I’m right here you know, I
can hear you,” I said with a raised finger, which was ignored by
everyone.

 

Without hesitation their greed answered
for me, they knew I couldn
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