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CHAPTER 1
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It was closing time. Thanksgiving night at the bar. It was a mind fuck. People were there for a myriad of reasons. 

No fighting family on this holiday? No problem, Come to drink here. Had fun with your family today? Excellent, let's celebrate drink. Spent the whole day with your family that hates you? Damn you need a drink. Come on down. 

Tommy Dicks was the dive of all dives in San Jose Ca. The walls were lined with show posters fliers and snapshots from the previous 15 years of business. It wasn't unusually large or even nice looking. Just an empty storefront with huge speakers and a bar along 

the east wall.

It was only about 15 people left here at this point. My final song of the night was finishing the last 35 seconds of its rotation. I always close the night out with a soul cut. 

Something uplifting or thoughtful before sending the drunken patrons to their homes or their after parties. Tonight it was “Do for love” by Bobby Caldwell. 

Our Bouncer, Darren was walking around screaming at people to finish up drinks. 

A bit rude but this was the customary farewell we gave our customers every night. 

If you were a regular, it became a part of the charm of the spot. Darren was the rare occurrence of someone's bark being equal to his bite. So even though we were 

used to him being an ass, no one made him ask twice.

A half hour later it was only employees and a few girlfriends waiting for the bartender staff to finish cleaning up so we could all head out to the after party at Rex’s Loft. 

Rex was the lead bartender tall good looking and charming. He was a favorite of our female crowd. He motioned me to the bar and handed me a couple 

of hundred bucks. He leaned in closer and asked me for a bump. I smiled 

and nodded.  

Office, he said. The office I replied. Rex gave the bar top 

another swipe with his rag. Then followed me to the men's room. On our way there we could hear Darren and his girlfriend Tiffany arguing by the ladies restroom. 

There were a couple of urinals and one stall big enough for a few people. The bathroom was thrashed and littered with beer cans, drug baggies, condom wrappers, and 

blunt guts. Rex closed the door of the stall behind us.

I wish Darren and Tiff would save all our eardrums the stress and break up already he said.  I laughed knowing that we'd all had fights with our significant others here at the bar. 

No one in their right mind would be cool with the shit that's happenstance around here. Any way that you mix alcohol, drugs and attractive people. It just ends up being a cocktail of disaster to the palette of your relationship.

I pulled out my coke bullet turned it upside down and loaded a bump for Rex. He took his snort then reloaded it for himself and bumped again.

I took the bullet from him and was preparing my second bump when we heard a scream that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. A few seconds later the power suddenly went out. 
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CHAPTER 2
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Rex and I rushed from the bathroom in the direction of the scream. It sounded like it came from the basement I said. I led the way to the keg room. I remember noticing that I didn't hear Darren and Tiffany arguing anymore. 

The door to the basement was at the end of the hall where the restrooms were. 

the fire code demanded that the door always is shut. But we found it wide open. 

We dashed down the metal steps of the garage. I ran straight for the circuit breaker 

I fumbled around the wall in the dark basement looking for the latch. 

I could hear the other employees at the top of the steps calling down to us asking what happened and who screamed. I found the lock opened the box and felt around for the main breaker. There was a hot sticky substance on the panel. It smelled like blood. 

Suddenly I heard Rex let out a grunt. Then I understand the sound of feet running toward me. I felt a sharp pain in the base of my skull.  I slid face first down the 

wall. 

The last thing I remember before passing only was 

the basement door to the street opening. The moonlight poured in and framed the silhouette of Darren looking back at me then escaping by the stairs to the street above. 
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CHAPTER 3
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I came to with blurry eyes and a throbbing headache. It took a few minutes before I noticed the E.M.T. directly in front of me. He was a mousy looking white kid with pimples and a bad haircut. 

As my eyes adjusted to the light I could hear him asking me questions. 

Do you know your name? How old are you? Can you tell me your address? 

What do you do for a living? 

After a few more moments I was coherent enough to respond. "Pete," I said. Pete Pierre, I'm 30 years old, and I live on 1st street. I'm a D.J. They call me Dub P. 

OK Pete my name is Neil, the E.M.T. said. You lost a little bit of blood, but I don't think there's any reason to take you to Urgent Care. Can you try to stand for me? 

I nodded and slowly came to my feet. I was trying to process what had just happened. Why did Darren clobber me from behind? What happened to Rex? I scanned the room for the first time since coming back to 

consciousness. A police officer was standing behind Neil. I didn’t recognize him. He caught my eye and spoke.  "I'm glad you're OK," he said. My name is Detective Moses 

from SJ Metro Homicide. I'm going to need to ask you some questions. 

I thought to myself why does a murder cop need to ask me questions. I pushed past Neil and Det. Moses. And then I wished I hadn’t. They were wheeling Rex up the stairs on a stretcher. He was alive. But judging from gauze and bandages with bright red bloodstains. It looked like he took a nasty stab to his left torso by his rib cage. 

What I saw next made my heart stop. Lying on the floor opposite the stairs was the body of a woman. She was dead, evident from the white sheet they were pulling over her corpse.

I only needed one glimpse to know who it was. It was the body of Darren's girlfriend, Tiffany.  I suddenly felt light-headed. My knees got weak, and I felt 

a warm sensation come over my brain.

" Hmm, Concussion," I thought to myself before the lights faded in my head again. I was asleep before I hit the floor. I wouldn't wake up 

again for three days. 
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