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      The ruthless psychopath Ricardo Ruiz has captured me for thirty days.

      I’ve heard rumors of what he’s capable of. He’s the heir of the brutal crime family that runs this town. The dark-haired and green-eyed demon. My seductive psychopath makes me believe in one thing then punishes me the next.

      I feel like Beauty being locked up by the Beast in his castle. But unlike her, the Beast, Ricardo Ruiz isn’t making candlelight dinners and making me feel like a woman.

      He locks me in a dungeon and throws away the key.

      I’m his prisoner.

      His captive.

      At his mercy for thirty days.

      He said hitting his car, came at a price.

      And that price was me.
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      P. A. Thomas is an emerging author of thrillers. This is P. A.’s first book.
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      Ricardo

      

      I was at home, winding down in the library when my cell rang; I didn’t need to look at the name to know who was calling me this time of night.

      “Hijo,” dad slurred as I picked up the phone.

      “Pa. You should be sleeping.”

      He chuckled, the same way he did whenever I told him to rest.

      “So, should you. It’s past one. Anyway, I am in bed. I just wanted to remind you about tomorrow. The meeting.”

      I dipped my head. “Sure, no worries. Hasta mañana."

      “Buenas Noches.”

      Those were his last words before hanging up the phone. I looked at my Rolex and realized he was right; it was late, and not only should he be in bed, but so should I. Friday night, we had the same conversation for our meeting on Saturdays. We would have breakfast together in his sun lounge or sometimes in the garden, depending on the weather. The topics were always the same:

      How much money was owed to us?

      Who needed to be put in line.

      What was working well?

      In our business, this was a rarity. We tended to brush over anyone who fell into a category three, knowing this status could change overnight. In just a week, someone might transition to a category two, and would become an issue we needed to take care of.

      I knew he had his usual shot, most likely before hitting the sack; I did the same thing. But I didn’t keep the glass by my bed. Nah, I would have it in the study and then walk up the stairs; sometimes, just that much would tire me out a little more.

      The shit had been hitting the fan lately. One day, I would take over the Empire, and dad claimed he had faith in me, but at times I did question it. We both had our own teams for different reasons; he was full of old-timers just passing on their duties to their sons, whereas my team consisted of five of us who worked together to get the job done.

      I would head up the stairs, strip off my suit as if it was on fire, and then plunge into my bed in my birthday suit. The same thing I did every night. I didn’t fucking worry about someone coming into my room. No one did; no one fucking dared. Not only because it was my room, but even my dad said the room freaked him out.

      My room was what I pictured hell to be like, red and black filled with my interpretation of evil. Demons didn’t consist of ugly animals with horns on their heads like the stupid movies painted them to be, no, it was the complete opposite. Hell would have the most beautiful men and women, marveling in their fate, which was the part my room fell under. The ugliness of it all, beauty on the outside, but inside, the real cruelty. The Carcass by Agostino Venezianohas was painted on my ceiling. It reflected the evil in the world today, the cruelty of men and women against everyone they deemed to be beneath them. It symbolized my world, the darkness my family belonged to, and how we treated others. We used them, did cruel things to them to get whatever we wanted.

      The walls had paintings by The Garden of Earthly Delights, a demonstration of our world today, even if it was painted in the fifteenth century. A world had succumbed to the temptations of evil and was reaping eternal damnation. The panel featured cold colors, and the nakedness of the human figures had nothing to do with erotica but highlighted the temptations man seeks. The darkness in this room was a reflection of the man who resided within it. The man who bathed naked in the bathroom and slept in this bed.

      I had never seen goodness in anyone and knew I would fail to do so in the future. I closed my eyes, thinking about who will have to be killed or taught a lesson tomorrow. For now, all I could do was feel the effects of Louis XIII, my favorite liquor was taking its tow on my body. Tomorrow would be another day, not a brighter one, just another one filled with darkness.
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        * * *

      

      I woke up, and it was still dark; after all, it was only five am. I had a strict schedule of waking up at the same time every day. In general, I didn’t sleep much, maybe four to five hours at the most. I headed into the shower, and I didn’t even bother to close the door. Only my housekeeper Lourdes lived with me, the rest of the staff start at seven. I tried not to be in the house while they were around; I couldn’t stand people cleaning around me. It fucking irritated me.

      I ran the cold water, feeling the need for a pick-up. Maybe I took too much of a shot last night, but I feel a little hungover, which is a surprise because I never drink to the stage where I was drunk. Then again, I did go out for a celebration with the gang last night. We had something to be happy about, so maybe this was why I felt like shit. When I looked down, I was still fully dressed.

      What the fuck?

      Something must have happened because the last thing I remembered was coming up to my room after talking to dad, and I was pretty sure, I was fucking naked; when did I get up to put clothes on?

      No one would come in here, so I must be confused about how the night ended or something. Then it dawned on me; I needed to get my drinking under control. Lately, I’ve been waking up and not remembering things clearly. Thinking something like this happened when it fucking didn’t.

      Maybe I needed a special friend like dad advised me to do. I wasn’t like him. I didn’t use sex as a weapon, and I never felt delighted unless there was some connection with a woman. Fucking just for fucking’s sake, it didn’t work with me. The guys in our business functioned that way, but for me, it was the one thing I could never just think about regularly doing. My cousin Diego sometimes fucks three or four girls a night, but he’s young. “It’s all about pleasure, primo!” He would wink at me; if we’re at his place or someone else’s and a party is going on, he wouldn’t hesitate in picking up a girl or two.

      Life’s too short; I’ve heard this repeated by so many different guys time and time again.

      Maybe finding a woman should be my next move. Go out there and get someone, someone who’s not in the business. Fuck, those women are so damn demanding, always wanting this and that.

      A Mexican girl would be good for the first few months; then she would mingle, and before I knew it, she would be demanding. No, I needed someone to keep me company in the bedroom when or if I needed it.

      Dad told me once he knew how to get someone for my needs. I would talk to him about it in the meeting; I had to get going for now. I was not too fond of tardiness and had to get there on time. Even if no one respected punctuality in my family, I did with all the passion in the world. I looked up at the antique clock that chimed in my bathroom. I had a fucking clock everywhere. Time was money; both things I couldn’t afford to lose.
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      One week later…

      Ricardo

      

      In the room at one of our hideouts, I sat alone, consumed with grief and anger. We didn’t have many across the city, and we preferred them to be out of sight, but in Chicago, it was pretty hard to have hideouts in a city full of apartment blocks. So, we used one of the businesses we owned for cleaning money. The typical crap every mob king had, from restaurants to men’s clothing stores. A casino could have been added to the list, but then the damn feds would be on it like leeches. We preferred restaurants because there was nothing more satisfying than beating the crap out of someone and then having a good meal afterward.

      As much as I tried to erase the picture which kept flashing in my mind, I couldn’t even if a whole week had passed by, it still felt like yesterday. No amount of food, time, or drink could ever get rid of it. I stood as if a shot of lightning was being directed at the chair. I recalled Pa’s lifeless body lying in his bed. The man I loved more than myself was dead, and I didn’t know or even care if I would ever feel the same way ever again.

      Today marked one week.

      One week since the day I lost him. I couldn’t remember the last time someone in our family had died of natural causes; it was rarely heard of in our business, our lives were always fucking under threat. I’d sent many to their grave without blinking an eye. I’d had others try the same thing on me, and didn’t hesitate in repaying the favor.

      Booze.

      Sex.

      Women.

      These vices made everything we did bearable, as we played Russian roulette with our lives; it was clear we would cross the line one day and miss. The day I found Pa dead, it changed everything for me. I felt numb as I reflected on it as if I’d done every fucking day since then.

      Could I have done something differently?

      If I’d known something was up, then somewhere along the lines, I could have stopped it. The million-dollar question that must run through everyone’s mind when they lose a loved one.

      I was born with a gun in one hand and a bottle of tequilia in the other. My Mexican grandpa raised me and any time we snuck across the border into the States, it felt like a fucking luxury.

      Now, it felt like a necessity, which didn’t sit too well with me at the best of times. When Wall Street crashed, my family and the rest of them chipped in to save America’s fucking economy. We weren’t known as criminals then, but saviors.

      When it suits them, we’re criminals so much so that their president is talking about building a damn wall to divide us. They should build the fucking wall and see how long they last without our suicio dinero. Our money’s so fucking dirty when they need it to help them survive the economic crisis banging on their doors. The politicians and even bankers come and beg us for dough; they’re interested in keeping us in the country, but the rest of the time, they treat us like we’re animals. As if we’re the ones who should be locked up in cages and thrown into the ocean.

      Pa always said we had to scratch their backs because one day, they’d scratch ours. It was a fucking joke because, at times, it felt as if they were scratching ours and leaving fucking scars.

      There was no break-in to the house, no sign anything was up, apart from one little detail. Pa wasn’t up at six. Sometimes, he got up a little later…six-ten or so…but by six-thirty, I gathered something was up.

      So, I went in to check on him. I knocked on his door. Nothing. “Pa! Llevantarte!” I laughed as I thought about him having a little too much to drink, and needing a little sunlight to come into the room. This would wake him up for sure, I thought as I drew the curtains. My eyes glanced back, and he was peacefully sleeping in his bed. Or so I believed…

      It wasn’t until, I looked at him closely, while he was sleeping in his bed. I froze, not wanting to disturb him. But something looked off. He was so still and pale, unlike his usual tanned complexion, so I leaned closer to him, intending to kiss his forehead. His skin was cold. I gasped, rocking back on my heels.

      He wasn’t breathing.

      I threw back the covers, but they stuck to his body.

      Gagging, I stumbled backward. Someone had carved him up like a fucking butcher.

      My Pa.

      The paramedics and police turned up; they were too late. The fucking pigs laughed, and I even overheard them, saying someone saved a few thousand people by killing Pa.

      What few thousand people?

      We killed, sure, but they were killing innocents, politicians putting families on the poverty line, but we were the animals. And no one’s innocent in this world.

      No one.

      I told them to put Pa in the fridge. He wouldn’t be buried, and he couldn’t be put to rest until I found out who killed him. I would put everything to the side. Nothing was important than seeing justice served.

      Juan, my right-hand man, a former boxer, walked into the room and said, “Listo, jefe.” His eyes were dark, and he had no hair. He shaved it a long time ago when he started to go bald. It made him appear a lot younger than his years.

      “It’s time, Juan. Time to learn what the mark knows.”

      Juan narrowed his eyes and nodded, in agreement.

      “Someone, somewhere, knows who did this to Pa, and I won’t rest until I find them.” No fucking sleeping, eating, or anything which could be deemed as a luxury. I could still feel Pa’s cold body against mine. Someone did this to him. Forensics said most of it was done when he was alive. I’d make whoever did it pay, and anyone involved suffer the same fate.”

      I sprung up with a spurge of energy, ready to beat the shit out of the mark. “Let’s see what he knows.”

      Juan nodded, and I deliberated about the number of times I’d done this in my life. The figure was nowhere how many times I’d done it this week already. I stopped counting after the fifth. I needed to find Pa’s killer, and most of all, I needed to make them pay.
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      Veronica

      

      At my desk, uncomfortable as always, I tried to maneuver and find a way for my pencil skirt not to cling to every part of my body so I could respire properly. I was fine standing up, but I felt as if someone had a tight rope across my stomach the moment I sat down. I decided to look around to make sure no one was watching, so I could undo my button at the back and breathe without feeling as if I was suffocating. I sighed as my zipper naturally opened as I sat up a bit, and my stomach hung over my skirt.

      I closed my eyes, wondering why I kept punishing myself like this. I hadn’t put on a little weight, but a lot of weight, and the refusal to buy new clothes wasn’t an option anymore. This was the only skirt I could fit in this morning; as for the shirt, luckily it didn’t have buttons and stretched over my breasts. As for the matching suit-jacket, it couldn’t close. I didn’t need to close it anyway; I could walk around the office with it open, unlike my winter jacket, which I would wear for only a few moments outside before jumping in a taxi.

      I didn’t see Gold’s secretary walking to my desk; I was too busy thinking about whether to go to a store. Any store nearby and find something to fit. Anything. Today was going to be a long day, and it would be even longer if I didn’t get something I could breathe in because come lunchtime, I wouldn’t be able to eat.

      “Veronica, he wants to see you in his office,” she purred as her long pink fingernail stroked along the surface of my desk. She got to the end and lifted her finger as if to check for dust on my desk, and I rolled my eyes. Her very presence annoyed me, and her petty actions just wound me up even more.

      I was about to get fired. It was a known trait in my office when the big boss called you not by putting an appointment in your calendar or even sending an email. When he sent his little Chihuahua (our nickname for his secretary) to come and get you, it wasn’t good news. Her blonde hair was in a perfect bun, and her square-clear glasses, which she didn’t need (a rumor which I wasn’t sure if it was true because I’d seen her wear it in the office, but never outside.) Her glasses hung on her square-nose a little too far. Her blue eyes lit up as she stood with her arms crossed, ready for me to follow her. I felt like a lamb being led to be slaughtered.

      Hank Gold resided on the top floor; he was old money, his father and father passed on the business before him. He made it known he was money, so important, he resided on the twenty-foot !!!! building’s top floor. No one could go up there apart from him and his Chihuahua, who smiled at me with her sea-blue eyes. This was the reason why after one year of working here we’d given her name because Mr. Gold treated her as if she was more precious than anyone else who worked in this office, and she loved to flaunt it. She enjoyed being followed up to the top floor; it was as if she got a kick out of having the power to see us go.

      Well, she didn’t have the authority to do it, but she made us feel small as if she had us at the palm of her hand.

      “Mr. Gold doesn’t like to be kept waiting,” she commanded as she faced me and put her finger once again on my desk. I hated everything about Mr. Gold, from the way he sat in his high tower to how he commanded his little pet to come and fetch us. Mr. Gold was a married man, and everyone knew he was fucking her; she didn’t even try to hide it. We knew if Mrs. Gold found out, it would cost him a lot more than this tower.

      I counted to three as I tried to squeeze my legs together and pulled down my pencil length skirt. It was too tight; who would have thought one week of binge eating and drinking would struggle to zip this up without lying down first. I stood up straight as I held on to the little pride I had left. She looked at me strangely, as if we were friends and I’d done something out of the ordinary.

      The only thing I did was smile at her, showing all my teeth, which wasn’t a good idea because I needed to go to the dentist to get my teeth whitened, the hairstylist to get rid of my split ends, and more importantly, the optician to get new contacts. The last one would have to wait; I knew if I got new contacts, everyone would know the green eyes I claimed to be natural were actually contacts.

      I pulled my jacket from behind my chair, but no more quick movements in case my skirt split at the seams. Thank goodness I was wearing a blouse and not a shirt today; otherwise, it would be soaking wet from overheating because it would be clutched to my skin, and my buttons would be popping right now. I didn’t feel well. Not one little bit.

      Jen, my bestie and only work friend, smiled at me. The kind of smile told me she was rooting for me. But we both knew this moment was coming from last week. The week I spent all night working on the presentation for not one client but two and ended up completely fucking it up. One year of complete loyalty and doing more than my call of duty should have made a difference, but it didn’t. I received an email from him saying he would call me when he was ready, and from the look in the Chihuahua’s eye, I could tell he was more than ready.

      I walked past my desk empty-handed, knowing I would need nothing but my pride as I headed towards the elevator. I could hear the whispers. The lack of subtlety in the office was unreal, as others pretended to need to go somewhere, anywhere to tell another what was going on. I was not too fond of the uncertainty and wished I had never signed up for this job. The ad said Marketing Executive when it should have said Slave to The Gold God. I’d done more than marketing since I joined, and when I compared it to a couple of my friends in the same field, they’d said it wasn’t a Management role I was doing, but more of an Executive role on a Management salary. I didn’t complain, no I didn’t even raise my voice at the idea of it because I knew once I had a couple of years’ experience here, I could go wherever I wanted, and they would say, “You put up with Gold, you need a medal.” The staff turnover here was too high, and Gold didn’t care, all he wanted was results, and he got them.

      Carrie, his secretary, had worked here the longest, five years out of all of us, and we all knew the reason for it was her extra activities upstairs.

      I took a deep breath as I considered my fate as the elevator doors opened. It was a now or never type moment, and part of me wished it’d be never, but it wasn’t an option I had control of, not at the moment.

      Carrie walked in with her five-inch heels and pressed the button to go upstairs, and she was about to put her card in when she snapped, “You coming in or not?”

      I nodded as all the nerves started to take over my body.

      “Is he there alone?”

      She shook her head. “No. HR is waiting in my room. He wants to speak to you alone before letting them speak to you.”

      She gave me a strange look as if she was thinking the same thing I did. Usually, everything would be done simultaneously, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t be the case this time, and it gave me something I didn’t think was possible: hope. I didn’t have a chance of staying here, but I had exactly eleven months left to get the dreams I had envisaged from the moment I started here, and I wasn’t willing to give up on those.

      Not yet.

      It put a smile on my face; I could see Carrie saw it and spun her head around as if to check my reflection was real. Somehow, it put a frown on hers, and I realized she was a bitch through and through. The type who only thought of their own happiness and no one else’s. I didn’t have a bone in my body to ever hate someone; it wasn’t in me. I wouldn’t say I liked Carrie. She reminded me not every woman had the same sense of responsibility in the workplace. We wanted to unite, but women like her didn’t care as long as they got what they wanted.

      The doors swung open, and she strode out slowly into the glass hallway. I’d only been up here once, and even then, no one gave me a tour. Mr. Gold congratulated me for doing a top job with a couple of clients. The account should have only been fifty thousand, and somehow, I’d managed to get them to spend nearly a quarter of a million. I was talented, I knew, but I didn’t realize how much until I sealed the deal with the account. I celebrated not only bringing in the additional clients, but the ten grand bonus that came with it.

      I smiled, the cool air circulating around my body as I moved behind her. She was in control of her movement, whereas I always felt like my steps would break the glass floor one day. Crazy, I know, but I wasn’t used to walking on glass, unlike Carrie who strutted with her stilettoes as if she owned the place as if she had the power to make the glass break if she wanted to.

      I lightly lifted my feet as I walked, which was pretty hard to do when the damn skirt was so tight. Every movement I made, made me feel uncomfortable as I spent more time trying to keep up with her and less on where we were going. The doors slid open, and I knew meant one thing, we’d arrived at his office.

      “Ms. Smith is here.”

      “Good, send her in.”

      Technically, I was already in because as the doors slid open I had followed Carrie into the office.

      Once again she smiled, nodding. He wasn’t sitting at his desk, but on the white sofa at the back of his office.

      Maybe it wasn’t all bad news; maybe there was some hope.
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      Ricardo

      

      Fuck!

      My knuckles cracked against his face. I’d told myself the only boxing I would do these days would be against a punching bag. I would change my ways and stop fucking hurting people.

      Six months ago, I’d had a widow turn up at my door with her child, claiming I’d killed her husband. I told her I didn’t do it, but what I didn’t tell her was I had ordered the hit on him.

      She was better off without him. The man had a woman in nearly every state and most likely more children, but it wasn’t my business to dig into her love life. No, I wasn’t any marriage counselor, for sure. But I did make a promise after seeing her son’s blue eyes swell with tears as his mom said, “This is the man who killed your father.”

      I promised to stop being the monster I’d been for so long, and try and value the life in front of me, unless I really had to put it to an end. Just like a leopard couldn’t change it’s spots, I knew that I was kidding myself by making such a promise.

      I knew even if he was a shit husband, he was a dad. I’d been paying all their living expenses since the day that had happened, but finding Pa dead made me break the promise I made all those months ago. Everything had gone through the fucking window.

      What mob king didn’t inflict violence on another?

      None.

      I was fucking kidding myself if I thought I could stay in this line of work and not inflict harm on others. It went with the job description, the one dad had told me from the start. We lived by violence, and we died by it. I had to get revenge on whoever killed the old man, no doubt, like me, he most likely deserved it.

      “You going to talk, or you want me to do some real damage?”

      Fuck, I sounded so old-fashioned, like I was in my sixties and not my forties. Pa was my only living parent. My mom died by a slit to the throat when I was five. It took dad two days to figure out who did it and exact revenge not only on the man himself but his whole family. He wiped out a whole bloodline when mom died. Dad had been dead a whole fucking week and so far, all I’d hit were dead walls. It made me want to take out my gun and pop Mario. There was no fucking way no one knew nothing.

      Impossible. Someone knew. The issue was, no one was talking.

      “Ricardo, think about mi mama, she’ll be alone if you do this,” Mario whimpered as I held his throat in one hand, his dark strands wet from sweat and fear thinking I was going to kill him. His dark eyes were half-closed, one eye because Juan had thumped him as soon as we took him. The other eye could barely manage to stay open. I had my gun in my other hand, just in case I got fed up and decided to pop him.

      Sometimes, this was the problem with these interrogations. I wouldn’t get the answer I needed, and I would pop the mark by accident due to impatience. I didn’t want to do with Mario. I knew Ma, Mario’s mom was powerful, and if I crossed the line, which I was already doing, it would end in a turf war. I wanted to know who did the hit on dad and be done. This fucking game of someone does a hit on you; they tread on your toes, so you do the same on them the classic cat and mouse, was tired and old.

      Having the control and power to do whatever I wanted all the time, was a dream come true. Until I got older and lost friends, close friends were part of the circuit; they’d died. Always a horrible death and then the same thing would happen, like what was happening now, it was a vicious circle and him talking about his mom wasn’t helping.

      “How many people has Ma knocked off?”

      He blinked a little too long for me to believe he didn’t fucking know. He must have been blind, deaf, or dumb not to realize his mom ran the Northside, not his uncle. Everyone knew his Ma was the balls of the family, but to her sweet innocent son, she was his Ma. Everyone called her Ma for a reason, and it had nothing to do with her skills in the kitchen but more to do with her organizational skills. The idea of him not knowing made me want to stop doing what my gut instinct was telling me to do.

      And that was to take him out.

      “None. Ma cooks and nothing else. She’s my Ma…” he was sniffing and crying like a baby. Not so much because of the possibility I was going to take him out, but because he was completely innocent.

      Mario knew nothing; he didn’t even know his Ma was the Queen on East side. No, he needed to be saved; I could tell him what he didn’t know and use him. Shit, everyone used someone, especially in this business, and I intended to do it now and use it to my fucking advantage.
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        * * *

      

      I felt as if I was at peace, but I could see the horror on Mario’s face as I told him about his mom. All the hits his uncle had done had been in the palm of his Ma’s hand. They were nothing but puppets on a string. The woman was ruthless; one time I could have sworn Pa was a little scared of her, and he walked around as if fear was his number one enemy, and he didn’t possess it at all or even have it in his vocabulary.

      “I don’t believe it. She’s my Ma. She gave birth to me; she wouldn’t.”

      I took off the rope that was around his legs to stop him running off, and sat opposite him, and talked to him man-to-man, I left out the gory details, not all of them, but the list was too fucking long of the number of people she’d taken out. There was one particular person I knew would be of interest to him. The love he lost, and the reason why.

      The guy was hurting; he’d been living a lie. Sure, he was young and had been protected from being involved in taking people out, but he was still involved in some ways, even if he pretended he didn’t know what went on behind closed doors.

      Sunday lunches Ma invited the main guys over to talk business. And anyone she wanted rid of, she made them a special plate. So special she would put it in a tub for them to take home and made sure they never got home to eat it. Whoever left with a tub in their hand had been given their last supper. It was the sign for her men to take a hit on them.

      Shit, when she found out Mario was gay, his piano teacher had been giving him two types of lessons, the teacher met his death not by his uncle’s hand, but by Ma’s. She did that one personally; she didn’t want anyone to have the pleasure of taking him out. She made him suffer, so Pa told me. But I spared Mario those details. I knew he was hurting enough, I didn’t have to rub salt on his wound.

      Mario was crying like a baby because he believed his Ma had accepted him. She did, as long as he never slept with another man in his life. She made sure the word got out, no gay bar, club, or any kind would let Mario get in. He was young now, but he would have figured it out later, his Ma wasn’t the innocent one in the family. He’d spent so many years trying to figure out how to come out and deal with his sexuality maybe he’d turned a blind eye to the truth behind his family and like Pandora’s box, I’d opened it up for him.

      “Ricardo, tell me it’s not true. I loved him.”

      No more did I have him bound up with a gun to his head; he’d suffered a loss like I had. A love so deep no one could replace it.

      “Mario, listen to me. I need your help. I need to figure out who killed my dad. I need this shit to stop.”

      He was distressed and tired as I cut him loose. The rope around his body was loosened, the ones that tied his hands behind his back were cut. He used his free hands to simultaneously wipe his eyes and the blood, which was pouring down his forehead from the beating I’d given him earlier.

      “What do you need from me?” he said as if he had a surge of energy. Anger had taken over where fear once was.

      “I need you to be in the house with your eyes wide open, and your ears sharp, after you tell her that you’re away for a few days. So, she doesn’t see the mess I made to your face. Besides you’ll need time to heal maybe a week or two.”

      He knew what to do, he’d been on the lookout for his uncle a couple of times and they said he was good when you gave him something to focus on. If you told him to do a job, and be present, he would be present.

      She hated her son being gay; she’d voiced it many times behind his back, it was a case of everyone knew—everyone apart from Mario. The poor kid believed his ma had accepted him, but deep down she hated everything ‘his kind’ represented, which I thought was ironic.

      They’d never killed or caused any harm to anyone, not like our kind; we fucking killed in the flash of an eye, yet Ma felt as if we should be accepted by society and her loving son shouldn’t be.

      I couldn’t deal with all this shit. I needed to focus, and find out who killed my dad and then take revenge, even if it meant it would be the last time I would be alive. It was a risk I was willing to take. I’d never known anything other than the life I’d been brought up to lead and I didn’t know any better. Or rather I didn’t want to. I hated the idea of using Mario as a pawn because if it all went sour, then he would be the one to suffer for it. Besides there wasn’t anything Ma didn’t know; she was sure to know something..

      “I’ll make her pay for what she’s done.”

      I nodded and signaled for Juan to set him free. I had to get the clean shirt out of the back of my car, look half-decent and get across town to repeat the same thing all over again. This time, I wasn’t sure if I would be so willing to let him go. I had so much frustration built up inside of me, one for thinking Mario knew his Ma was a monster, and then the other for knowing I’d turned him against her.

      It should have made me feel better, knowing I would get the results I’d been trying to get every day during this week.

      Nothing made me feel good, though.

      Nothing.
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