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Taki Lujan stared into the vast darkness of the abandoned bunker. A light wisp of air greeted him. It carried with it a scent of rubber and mildew. Something stirred in front of him.

"Wait, what?" Taki asked. "There's no way. Even my dad's troops don't go in there, unless—" Taki pulled out a phone.

Ring, ring, ring.

"Hello?" Trinity asked.

"Trinity! Hey, you will not believe what I just saw," Taki said.

"Taki, whoa, slow down. It's like two in the morning; can this wait till tomorrow?" Trinity asked.

"No, it can't. I saw it. The soldier who forces you to play cards with him. I'm gonna get it on video. I want you to see it with me."

"Come on, Taki. Maybe you—"

"Trin! I'm not crazy! There is someone, or something, walking around inside!" Taki's sun-kissed face turned a shade of red.

"Whoa, bro, you're not in the bunker, are you?"

"I mean, I haven't stepped in yet. I—"

"Taki! It's not safe. Get out!"

Taki ended the call, turned the light on and shined it into the abyss.

"You know what? I don't need you, Trin. I'll show you I'm not crazy, you'll see."

***
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TAKI CAREFULLY PULLS out a black carabiner with a small EMF detector attached. He turned it on and pointed it into the bunker. The detector doesn't make a sound.

"I know there's something in here. I just know it," Taki said in a low whisper.

"The hell with it," he said, and stepped inside.

The silence added to Taki's caution within the pitch-black room. Taki scans with his phone light and detector. He swept left to right. The needle jumped, then fell back down.

Gasp. "I knew it."

Taki leaned into the room when the door crashed onto his back. He gets knocked to the floor. Taki's eyes go wide, and he scrambled to his feet.

"Oh my god. No, no, no, no."

Taki grabbed his phone from the dusty floor. He points it at the now-sealed bunker door. Taki backs up and runs towards the door. He jumps and delivers a flying kick to meet a solid, unmoving surface. 

"Shit. I'm stuck. I should have listened to Trin." Taki places his face onto his sweaty palms and grabs a fistful of his disheveled hair. The smell of decay surrounds him. An unknown shuffling sound moves closer.
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THE DETECTOR BEEPS from where it lay a few feet away. Taki stands up and walks to it. He bends over and picks it up. The needle is maxed out. 

Taki uses his phone light to scan the once empty bunker and nearly drops it to the floor when it illuminates a small table with a dark figure standing by it.

"Welcome, the name's Tonto Yakimoto. It's been a long time since I've had visitors. How's about we play a game of Blackjack?" Tonto said.

"What? No, I don't know how to play Blackjack, let me out of here!" Taki said, turning towards the sealed bunker door and giving it another failed shoulder bash. Rubbing the point of impact with rigor.

"Oh, well, I'll teach you. It's not like you have any place to go," Tonto said. A wry grin formed on his face. He takes a seat and gestures to Taki to join him across the table.

Taki sighs. He strolls to the table with his head low. Taki wipes the tears from his cheeks and brushes back his hair and sits.

Tonto shuffles the deck of cards and cuts them. He places the two stacks in front of Taki and motions him to engage with the decks.

Taki picks up the two stacks and combines them before placing them down on the table.

"Okay, Blackjack is a very simple game to learn. You look to be a very smart boy. You shouldn't have any trouble figuring it out," Tonto said. He knocks his head back and laughs.
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TAKI'S DAD AND TRINITY open the gate to the abandoned bunker. He drives near the bunker with the closed door. Trinity points to the bunker.

"Mr. Lujan, it has to be that one. Taki told me he saw something inside last night." Trinity said.

"Taki! Taki! Can you hear me?" Mr. Lujan asked.

He steps out of the car and walks to the closed door. Mr. Lujan pulls on the handle, and it opens. Mr. Lujan shines his flashlight into the room and sees a phone on the floor.

"Taki's phone," Mr. Lujan said.

Trinity rushes past Mr. Lujan and picks up the phone.

"Where's Taki?" Trinity asked.

She looks at the phone and sees a recently recorded video. Trinity hits the play.

No sound comes from the recording. The video shows Taki and a dark figure sitting across the table from each other playing cards.

"What the hell is this? Is this some sort of joke?" Mr. Lujan asked. "Where's Taki, Trinity? Where's my son?"

Trinity continued to stare into the phone and watched the video. She looked up with tears streaming down her face.

Taki's father looked over Trinity's shoulder and watched Taki sitting across from a dark silhouette of a Japanese soldier.

"Trinity, what is this?"

"It's Taki, and it looks like he's playing cards with a ghost," Trinity said.
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TAKI LOOKS TOWARD HIS phone.

"Hit me," Taki said.

Tonto handed him a card.

"Well, that's 22, Taki. Looks like you owe me another year," Tonto said.

Taki's head dropped, and he sobbed. He released the cards onto the table. Tonto grabbed them and shuffled the deck.
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"I'M SO SORRY, TAKI," Trinity said.
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It’s My Turn
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"It's my turn, Oliver! Give up the controller, I want to play!" Leo said.

"Dude, I'm on a roll. Just one more round," Oliver said. An enormous smile crossed his face.

"Oliver, I swear to God. Give it up now, or else."

"Or else what, bro. You aint gonna do shit."

Leo snatched the controller from Oliver's hands and beat him over the head with it. Each impact made a loud cracking sound. Leo hits Oliver until his body lay motionless on the computer chair.

Leo held the bloody gaming controller in his hands and stared into the lifeless eyes of his friend Oliver. Slivers of Oliver's hair slip from the edge of the triggers. Small bits fall to the woven carpet beneath. 
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LEO SITS ON THE EDGE of his custom computer chair, inside the small common area of the shared living space, and smiles.

"I told you, Oliver, it was my turn, but you didn't listen," Leo said. "You should have just let me have my turn, you selfish prick."

Leo kicks Oliver's motionless frame.

The sweet aroma of Leo's French toast sticks filled the air. He licked his lips. Leo stands up and walks to his plate of food on the small round table. Leo plucked a stick from the plate and paused. 
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HE PEERED INTO THE lustrous black finish of the tabletop. Barely recognizing the face that stared back. He stared for another moment, then ate his maple-infused morsel. 

He licked his fingers, revealing the black fingernail polish. Leo realized he had ingested some of Oliver's remains.

"Oh my god! Amazing! Oliver, you have really outdone yourself," Leo said.

Taking another French toast stick from the plate, Leo soaked it across the gaming controller. He pushed each button as it passed across the surface. Leo did this until all the blood was gone. He finished the plate of food and licked his fingers clean. 
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LEO PULLED OLIVER'S lifeless body out of the chair and dragged it into the small shower. He walked to the suitemate's door and locked it.

"Can't have them messing this up for me. Maybe I'll invite them over to play some games? It's been a long while since I've had any company other than Oliver in this room."

Leo walked back to Oliver's chair and cleaned up the bloody mess.

"God, Oliver, you always were a messy thing. This is going to stain my nice floor."

Leo scrubbed the carpet until no more evidence was present.

"I thought bleach would do a much better job of cleaning this up," Leo said.

He takes one more look to make sure the room shows no sign of Oliver. 

He always was a bit of a slob, Leo thought. Now, to make a new friend.

Leo goes out into the main hallway and knocks on his suitemate's door. He looked down at the controller and noticed a spot. 
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THE DOOR SWUNG OPEN. Leo smiled.

"Hey, what's up? Do you want to play some games?" Leo asked. "I only have one controller, but we can take turns if you're cool with that?"

Leo looked down at the controller and wiped away another small trace of Oliver. He looked up into his suitemate's pale-skinned face and vacant eyes.

"Yeah, sure, just give me a few minutes," said the suitemate. "I need to clean up real quick, then I'll be over."

"Sweet! See you in a few," Leo said.

The suitemate closed the door. He gently grabbed the bloodied body hanging there and placed it on the floor.

"Thank goodness. I needed a new toy, anyway."

The suitemate grabbed a knife from his closet and walked out into the hallway.
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