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	It all began in a small bait and tackle shop on the eastern corner of the island. The place had seen far better days, to say the least. The first thing any visitor would notice was the rusting hooks and spear guns hanging on a rack behind the most unsanitary, grimy counter one could imagine—its level of hygiene so appalling that only the toughest carrion feeders would consider it a suitable home.

	The tackle shop itself was a relic of a wilder past, cluttered with old smuggling artifacts, fishing gear that had long outlived its prime, and odd trinkets from the son’s failed voodoo experiments—some sold as cheap tourist junk, others kept in the back because they almost worked.

	Behind the counter, the shop owner was quietly sleeping on a cot that had been unceremoniously laid on the ground. Manny, the owner, had indulged in more than his fair share of overproof rum and assorted liquors the night before—some of which would have sent lesser, saner beings straight to the emergency room or searching for an immediate liver transplant.

	All was quiet in the shop until a loud series of knocks shattered the stillness. A forceful push sent the lock flying past the counter.

	“Manny, I’ve come to collect your tab—one way or another.”

	Manny stirred slowly to his feet, his mind a haze. He had no memory of the previous evening beyond a few disjointed impressions: drinking, an overlarge portion of turtle stew that had likely been simmering for over a week, and several urgent visits to the loo—both for bladder and digestive relief.

	Groaning, and with a hangover as deep as the Cayman Trench, Manny stumbled upright. His gaze fell on the loaded speargun hanging on the wall rack. In a blink, he grabbed it, turned, and leveled it at his would-be aggressor.

	“I have no money! Fishing has been bad, tourists have been few, and business is slow. Come back later!”

	“That’s what you said three weeks ago, Manny. And you haven’t been doing anything but guzzling booze like it’s fuel for that seaworthy wreck you call a boat. Neither did that Lord-forsaken son of yours, that vile little parasite you spawned. Pay up, or else! And frankly, I’d prefer the ‘else.’”

	“You tell me nothing. I’ll pay in due time.”

	Manny’s knuckles whitened around the speargun barrel. Unfortunately, coordination had never been his strong suit. His fingers, jittery from both alcohol and irritation, tensed over the trigger. The speargun, still pressurized, discharged with a sharp thwunk.

	A viciously rusted spear shot forward, impaling the burly debt collector from chest to spine. The man staggered, blood gurgling from his mouth, and collapsed onto the grimy floor.

	Manny stared down at the body, then sighed, slumping back into his chair. He had some thinking to do. The debt collector had, without a doubt, come alone— Manny knew the type. The man wasn’t exactly the sharpest tool in the shed, but he had served his specialized purpose well enough.

	Now, Manny had a problem. He wasn’t strong enough to move the body on his own without making an even bigger mess of things.

	Grumbling, he hauled himself up and climbed the narrow staircase separating the shop from the second-floor apartment—a glorified attic infested with fleas and whatever other horrors had decided to take up residence there. He made his way toward the snoring lump that was his son.

	“Junior! I’m in a bit of a pickle and need your help! Get your lazy ass up, scrape off whatever infestation calls your bed home, and help me carry André onto the boat!”

	Junior barely stirred. A twitch, some mumbling, a half-pronounced name— possibly the local loose woman he had spent part of the previous evening with.

	Manny, knowing that a more direct approach was necessary, gave Junior a solid kick in the lower back. The jolt was enough to stir him from his alcohol- and substance-induced stupor—substances that were very illegal anywhere a shred of sanity prevailed.

	Junior bolted upright, eyes wide with panic. 

	“Wha—what?! She’s back from the dead already?!”

	“No, but you’re gonna wish she was if you don’t help me right now.”

	Still groggy, Junior groaned and dragged himself out of  bed. He attempted to put on his underwear two feet at a time—like any self-respecting drunkard would—only to rip the already threadbare fabric further. He then promptly smacked his head against a low-hanging beam.

	Cursing, he pulled on the rest of his tattered clothes and stumbled down the stairs, missing several steps that had long since rotted away.

	A Few Words About Junior

	Junior Roderick Henri Ebanks II bore his late mother’s surname, as his actual father—Manny’s predecessor—had vanished during a fishing trip that might have involved transporting party favors of the explosive persuasion.

	Junior had a rap sheet as long as the Caribbean archipelago, with crimes ranging from daylight robberies in Nassau to St. Kitts and Nevis, smuggling wood alcohol disguised as high-end spirits, and several counts of grand theft auto.

	The Royal Cayman Islands Police Service (RCIPS), wisely recognizing that Junior was more trouble than he was worth, rarely mustered the courage to attempt an arrest. The last time they had, Junior had eaten part of his cellmate’s ear.

	Following in his mother’s footsteps, Junior fancied himself a voodoo warlock and medicine man. Most of his attempts at necromancy had spectacularly failed, contributing handsomely to his reputation in the local criminal underground— and to the RCIPS’s reluctance to get involved. One such attempt had resulted in a bloated corpse washing ashore midway through a high-end resort’s private culinary event.

	Now, back in the present, Junior blinked blearily at the corpse on the floor.

	“Junior, grab André’s legs. We got some fishing to do, and well… poor André here might now serve his proper purpose—as bait. And don’t dawdle, or you might be joining him.”

	Junior, still rubbing his sore head, muttered, “Poppa, maybe there’s no need to give poor André a sailor’s farewell just yet…”

	Manny, however, had other plans. Greedy as ever, he knew André 0had been a relatively wealthy man—at least compared to him. The idea of looting André’s possessions, from his bank accounts to his property deeds and certainly less-than-legal business interests, was far more enticing than simply dumping him at sea.

	After all, why waste good bait when a zombie André might be far more useful?

	 


The Ritual
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	The pair spent the next several days patiently gathering the necessary ingredients for the ritual, careful not to attract undue attention. In the meantime, André’s corpse was stored in a large cooler container at the back of the shop—kept on ice, though not exactly preserved.

	By the fifth night, under the cover of darkness, Manny and Junior hauled the body to a rocky outcrop just past Breakers to conduct the ritual. There, amidst the howling wind and crashing waves, Junior began his incantations.

	 


“IYAAAHHH, IHAHA—SHUB-NIGGURATH! BY THE WILL OF THE GOAT WITH A THOUSAND YOUNG, I ORDER YOU, ANDRÉ, TO RISE! KLATU… VERATTA… (COUGH COUGH)… NICOLE?”

	Nothing.

	The corpse did not so much as twitch.

	The two men waited, growing increasingly uneasy as the night stretched on.

	The only thing rising was the sun, casting an eerie glow over the ritual site.

	With no other option, they abandoned their efforts and dragged the lifeless, still lifeless, body back toward the boat. Defeated, they resolved to properly dispose of the evidence. André’s remains were hacked into pieces and stuffed into several heavy, weighted drag nets—the illegal kind, the ones that could devastate the reef in the wrong hands. One by one, the bundles were tossed into the sea, sinking into the dark abyss, never to be seen again.

	Manny and Junior rowed back to shore in silence.

	For Manny, this wasn’t just about getting rid of a body—it was a failed investment. Smuggling, extortion, and “helping” wayward criminals escape the law had always been profitable side gigs for him. When clients couldn't afford his services, he ensured their debt was paid in full one way or another. That usually meant a watery grave for those who came up short.

	As he steered the boat, he mulled over an appealing thought: It wouldn’t take much to send Junior overboard, too.

	But, as much as he despised his own son, he still needed him. Junior was his lifeline for running goods through the island’s treacherous waters. If it weren’t for that, Manny might have committed the deed a long time ago.

	He sighed heavily. “When is this going to end…?”

	Junior, oblivious to his father’s frustration, leaned back and immediately started snoring.

	The temptation swelled again. Just a little push…

	Manny’s fingers twitched on the rudder, but in the end, he lacked the resolve. Instead, he sighed and did what he always did—drowned his sorrows in drink, hoping for just a few blissful hours of forgetfulness.

	The Storm

	A storm was coming.

	It wasn’t a major one, but bad enough that it was time to haul up the boat before things got worse. Under the cover of night, the pair pulled into an unoccupied villa’s dock, storing their boat in the owner's boat shed.

	As for the villa owner’s boat and jet ski? 

	Manny and Junior simply let them drift away.

	The storm, in the end, turned out to be relatively mild. The next day, the skies were clear, the ocean calm, and life resumed its usual pace.

	Manny, still brooding over the failed ritual, decided to distract himself with maintenance. The barnacles on the boat’s hull had grown thick, so they set about scrubbing them off—or rather, Junior scrubbed, while Manny kept the white spirit handy, occasionally drinking some of it.
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