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Clinical psychology graduate Caleb Ellis flat out loved his friends, hanging out with them but he hated bowling with an utter passion. He was useless at it. Out of all the things his friends could have suggested as a “fun night out” for them all, bowling was the least fun for him. Yet he had been outvoted in the group chat.

He got up from the overly hard wooden bench with a weird nail that stabbed his bum for a little too long as far as he was concerned, he went over towards the bowling balls and he ran his fingers over each of them.

Caleb smiled at a little boy in a black t-shirt, jeans and tiny little hands as the boy tried to pick out a bowling ball for himself. He let go of the balls so the little boy knew Caleb wouldn’t stop him from taking one.

The boy’s young mum gave him a smile so Caleb was glad he had done the right thing. The little boy grabbed a light ball, he smiled and bowled.

He knocked down nine pins. Caleb didn’t know how the little boy did it. Even he hadn’t managed to do this in a single bow all night.

He had no idea how his three friends seemed to find picking the perfect bowling ball so easy. There were red, purple and blue ones of all different sizes and weights. His best friend, Oliver, had mentioned the perfect bowling ball was related to your body weight, but he couldn’t remember any more than that.

And it came from Oliver. He was a brilliant biomedical science student, but a rubbish source of information on everything. Everything Oliver said everyone took with a pinch of salt. 

The constant sounds of young families with little children laughing, saying well done and teenagers shouting about how great they were echoed all round him. And every few seconds the bowling alley was filled with the deafening smash of falling pins.

This was the busiest he had ever seen the bowling alley. All 26 lanes were packed with teenagers in slightly too tight jeans and too short skirts, young families with parents trying to stop their children running onto the lanes and young adults wanting a fun night out.

“Come on,” Jason said, wearing very tight black jeans, a blue shirt and a gold chain. “You can’t do this but we believe in you,”

Caleb stopped himself from playfully giving his friends the middle finger. If the young family wasn’t in the next lane then he definitely would have. 

Caleb picked up the heaviest ball, he went over to the lane and he bowled. He smiled. The ball was going perfectly straight, it was going fast then it steered towards the left.

It went in the gutter.

“Better luck next time mate,” Jason said getting up, grabbing his own ball and he waited for the pins to be reset.

Caleb went over grabbed another ball, bowled and he managed to knock down three pins. 

“You tried honey,” Stella said wearing a long black dress, leggings and high heels as she sat next to Oliver.

Caleb sat next to her, “I always try and I just suck at bowling,”

“Anyway,” Oliver said leaning over Caleb to talk to Stella, “big bro is going to love seeing Caleb tomorrow night,”

Caleb rolled his eyes. As much as he enjoyed Oliver’s sweet floral aftershave mixed with his manly musk and slight hints of sweat, he didn’t want Oliver to set him up with his brother.

The only benefit was it meant he was out instead of being home with his awful, foul drunk mother. He got to be out, having fun and living his life. Instead of having the life drained out of him.

Anything was better than being at home with her.

“Are you sure this is a good idea, honey?” Stella asked. “We all know your brother... has a reputation,”

Jason came over. “And that’s how it’s done,”

Caleb had no idea what he was talking about. They all looked at the little tablet screen in front of them, noticed Jason had gotten a strike and they all clapped.

“Seriously? None of you saw that amazing shot?” Jason asked.

Caleb shrugged. “Nope. Sorry,”

“Okay,” Jason said rolling his eyes. “Stella you’re next, and Oliver mate, your big bro is just weird,”

Oliver stood up perfectly straight. “No he isn’t. Big bro is lovely. He’s amazing. He protects me and you’re just jealous,”

Jason laughed. “Oh yeah, I’m jealous of having a mafia brother who kills people, runs criminal businesses and breaks the law every day,”

Caleb tensed. Sweat ran down his back. His arms shook. Oliver held his hand. Caleb shook away the memories of his brother’s body, his crying mum and all the damn police sirens that echoed in his head.

He hated remembering that night. He hated gangs, he hated criminals and he just wished gangs would die out. Maybe if they had, his brother Seb would still be alive. 

“I’m sorry mate. I wasn’t thinking. Are you okay?”

Caleb forced himself to smile. He focused on the floral notes of Oliver’s sweet aftershave, the constant smashing of the pins and the laughter of young children with their families. His old therapist would probably be really proud of him.

He bit his lower lip. He hadn’t had to use those techniques for ages.

“Is your brother really a criminal?” Caleb asked.

Oliver and Jason exchanged glances, Stella came over and sat back down.

“Nope,” Oliver said a little quicker than Caleb would have liked. “He’s just a businessman and you can see him for yourself tomorrow. He’s just a rich man who is lovely, caring and he loves me,”

Caleb’s stomach churned. He couldn’t believe Oliver was dragging all of them to his brother’s country estate for his 25th birthday party. He was only going to support Oliver, there was a promise of lots of cute men and it had been ages since he last had sex.

That’s what he told everyone else. He had never kissed another guy, had sex or even held a guy’s hand.

That was almost sad for a 24-year-old, but Caleb didn’t really mind. He had Oliver, Jason and Stella in his life.

They kept him busy enough.

“Oh,” Stella said grinning. “That’s brilliant, Caleb. I didn’t know you were coming. Are you definitely going?”

Caleb smiled. “Of course. Any excuse to dress up, meet cute men and drink,”

“Brilliant!” Stella shouted giving him a tight hug.

Little did Caleb realise he was about to walk into a hurricane of love, betrayal and death.
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Now, I, Leviathan, would completely forgive you if you thought that I was a cold, calculating and evil person because I’m a gang leader. Granted, I much prefer the term, business owner or successful owner of a criminal empire, but we can’t always choose what people call us. Can we?

“Master? Master? Master? Are you here?” 

I smiled to myself as I listened to the echoing loud whispers of my dear friend, Archie Nolan, as I went up a long, narrow aisle of a warehouse. I had never been to this particular warehouse before, but it was great as far as I was concerned.

There was only one way in or out so it was easy to see if any enemies were coming in. The massive warehouse had rows upon rows of tall metal shelves with wooden crates. It provided me with the perfect amount of cover to hide, attack and run away from anyone who decided to so rudely interrupt my meetings.

And I didn’t need any of the massive rows of lights turned on. There was just enough light coming in from the row of glass windows near the edge of the roof. It allowed me to make sure the rough edges of the wooden crates, the shadow of Archie as he ran up and down the aisles trying to find me, and the light perfectly reflected off my blade.

Archie ran a few metres in front of me. He didn’t even see me. Granted, that’s on purpose because my black trench coat, black trousers and long black curls were perfectly chosen to blend into the shadows. I’m basically invisible in this warehouse and that’s exactly how I like it.

A few men might be able to see my ghostly white face, but that’s rare. My black clothing hides it well and Archie wearing his blue, red and white tracksuit stands out like a sore thumb.

He came back on himself, he hooked a left and he actually passed and I simply step to one side.

I was tempted to trip him up, tackle him or simply pretend to stab him to see how he would react. Would he think of protecting me in his final moments or save himself. That’s a question I often wondered about with my men and women.

How loyal are they in their final moments?

The entire warehouse smelt old with the stale, dusty air threatening to coat my lungs, my throat and my clothes with the disgusting stuff. I much would have preferred the warehouse to smell like sweet vanilla, oranges and cloves but this wasn’t my first choice for a meeting.

Archie had called up wanting a private meeting in none of the normal places. He refused to step foot on any of my properties or businesses and he certainly didn’t want to tell anyone else his so-called top-secret message.

The message was for my ears only.

Of course, it was an odd message and I could have had him kidnapped, beaten or tortured to extract the message out of him, but well, I am Leviathan after all.

I am the cute, innocent 24-year-old that looks even younger and most people do not see me as a threat, leader or anything more than an inconvenience to their life. Now, if I do not take a risk every so often then people will start to challenge me and my leadership.

And there are a lot, lot more bloodthirsty people who want control over my empire. I cannot allow them to get in control because too many people would die and most of them would be innocent. I am far from above killing, but I have a code, I have honour and I have morals.

Lots of people in my organisation do not.

If I go, then lots of innocent people die, communities get destroyed because of gang violence and even more criminals will be murdered for no reason. 

I have to keep control of my empire no matter the cost. 

“Master?” Archie asked running up and down without a clue where I was.

He ran past me again, I grabbed him and pinned him against a cold metal shelf.

“Run Master!” Archie shouted as loud as he could.

I giggled like a little boy in his ear, Archie tensed and I released him. 

I get asked a lot about why I giggle like a little boy or girl depending on my mood and I actually didn’t have an answer for people. Yet I think it’s because it’s fun. It’s fun seeing the terror, the fear and the realisation hit people that I’m a little unhinged at times.

Well, I mean, you sort of have to be to lead a criminal empire as successful as mine.

Archie bowed in front of me, he didn’t look me in the eye and I took a few steps away. Archie had always been one of my stranger followers because he was always so formal, but he was lovely in his own special way. And he was loyal to me until the end.

I respected the hell out of him for that.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, gesturing Archie to get up.

Archie stood up, paced round a little and bit his lower lip.

“Master, I’m a good spy, you know that right. I have big, big news for you about your birthday party tomorrow,” Archie said.

I waved him silent for a moment, I closed my eyes and I focused. I hated when people interrupted meetings. There were three sets of footsteps trying to sneak up on me. 

I grabbed Archie by the arm. “What’s going on?” 

“Leviathan is going to be dethroned tomorrow night,” Archie said. “Master, please cancel your birthday. You cannot go. You cannot risk it,”

The three footsteps got faster, faster, faster. I giggled like a little girl and they stopped.

Archie whipped
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