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revenge /rǝ’venj/

noun

the action of inflicting hurt or harm on someone for an injury or wrong suffered at their hands.




	
1: Prologue

	September 25, 1992

“Hurry up and get the money!” I yelled as I aimed an AK-47 at the bank teller. “We don’t have all day!”

It is September 25, 1992. I am at the Bank of Republic in Downtown Tenthood – the most prestigious financial institution in the city.

I am conducting a heist with my boss, David Diamond. Alongside us are a few crewmates whom David personally selected for the job.

They are from the Diamond Don Family, an organization that I happen to be part of as well. It is an honor to be working with one of the most influential crime families in the country.

Tenthood is a southwestern city that is many miles away from Ghanport. You can call it the southern east of the Landmasses.

Like any other urban area, Tenthood grapples with crime, decay and corruption. This teller was taking her sweet time in handing over the cash.

“Come on, bitch! Empty the money into the bag!” I shouted. “Don’t make me have to blow that pretty little face off!”

The teller rushed to fill the bag with bills as I cocked the AK-47 at her. “How much is in there?” I asked.

“$250,000 sir! I have more if you want! Just please, don’t kill me!” the teller pleaded.

The teller begged for her life, but I had no care in the world for it. I aimed for the teller’s head with the bullet flying through her eye and splattering out the back of her skull.

I felt no remorse for my actions.

“Hell no, it ain’t enough! Hey, Cletus! It’s time we crack that safe!” I shouted to Cletus who happened to be one of my crewmates for the heist.

Cletus had burly arms with a fuzzy orange dyed mullet. Some of the guys like to call him “Popeye” because of how his forearms are shaped like two bottles of Jack Daniels.

On his right bicep, Cletus has a Guns N’ Roses tattoo. From what I heard, Cletus fought in the Vietnam War.

His experience in combat is unparalleled.

I mean, there was one time that I saw him take out seven armed guards at once without even drawing his gun. Because of Cletus’s ruthlessness, it makes him extremely valuable in David’s eyes.

“I think so! Boss—whaddya’ say? Should we crack that vault?”

David turned to us and nodded.

“It’s time. But Cletus, I would like for you to help Clyde and Scott hold down the floor. Dylan and I will bust the safe instead. Cubert. Follow me,” he said while running up the steps to the next floor.

None of the alarms went off yet, so we’re still in the clear. I followed David up the stairs. Once we hit the upper floors, a group of armed security guards welcomed us with a barrage of gunfire.

David and I found ourselves in a pinch as bullets went flying in all directions. We managed to be evasive enough to find cover behind a couch.

“Your stunt is over! The police are on their way!” a security guard shouted as he fired at the couch.

I fired back in the process. “Stupid fucking rent-a-cops! The hell with you all! We’re leaving with the shit that’s in the safe! Say, David—did ever you set those charges?”

David shook his head. “Nope. That is why I gave them to you.”

I was puzzled. “Nuh uh! You didn’t give me any charges!”

David turned red with frustration. “Well, if I didn’t give them to you, then who has them?”

“Scott does, right?” I replied. “You handed him the charges on our way here, remember?”

“Damn. That’s right… I did.” David picked up his walkie-talkie and spoke into it. “Scott! Come in, come in! Scott? Scott! You there?”

“Yeah boss,” he answered. “What’s up? Are you and Dylan in trouble?”

David looked around and continued firing his gun. Bullets flew from both sides of the room. “Kind of. There are a bunch of armed security guards everywhere, trying to be heroes.

“I never would’ve thought these sleazy rent-a-cops would pack this much of a wallop. Nothing that can’t be handled though. How’s the floor? Are all the hostages cooperating?”

“Yeah, everyone is A-OK. The cops still haven’t showed up yet. How long will you and Dylan be though? I don’t think we have the luxury of stalling for much longer,” Scott pointed out.

“Hang in there, will you? I wanted to know if you still have those satchel charges that I gave you on the way here,” David said.

“I do,” Scott replies.

“Meet us at the vault floor. Dylan and I are behind a couch. You might face resistance, so make sure you’re on your guard,” David said. “Please. These guards are packing heat.”

“Sounds like a shit storm up there. I am on my way to you now,” Scott said. He left the walkie-talkie afterward.

David placed his walkie-talkie into his pocket and continued engaging in the gunfight with the guards while I proceeded to do the same.

I heard shots coming from the lower floors too. Scott is laying these fuckers down, I would assume. Right as I was about to shoot the final guard, my AK-47 ran out of bullets.

“Shit!” I yelled. “Not this again!”

The guard had a sinister grin on his face as he could not resist my vulnerability. He had his gun aimed straight at me.

“I have you now, ya’ little shit! You should have brought extra ammunition!”

But no, it was not over. David chimed in to cap the guard by firing at his heart. Scott came in at the perfect time too by firing another shot that pierced through the guard’s dome.

He fell to the ground rapidly.

Scott had the charges in his hand and tossed them to David.

“That is some powerful shit, man. I wouldn’t get too close once it blows. Good luck motherfuckers,” he replied sarcastically, proceeding to run back down the steps.

“We have the charges now, boss.”

“Affirmative, Dylan. Now, we must get to that vault,” David pointed out.

David and I rose from behind the couch and ran through the hallways on the hunt for the vault. We found the vault room five minutes later.

“Oh, hell yeah! There it is,” I said as I rubbed my hands together with excitement. “We’re about to become multimillionaires now!”

“Cool it, Dylan. Now, take care of that vault. Here,” David said as he passed me the charges.

I placed them onto the vault. They were set for seven seconds. David and I scurried out of the room and gotten far as we could so that we wouldn’t be caught up in the blast.

Seven seconds later, the entire building shook. Blast debris and smoke poured from the vault room. The fire sprinkler system was triggered with the alarms going off as well.

“Fuck! Not the alarm!” I shouted. “What are we going to do?”

“I’ll hold it down from here! Grab that money from the vault and get the fuck out of there!” David yelled. “Go!”

I ran into the vault room and opened the duffle bag up. I didn’t hesitate to stuff it with bills. People screamed at the top of their lungs as alarms and gunshots filled the bank. Helicopters were closing in on the place as well.

You knew what that meant.

“Dylan, goddammit! Hurry up with that fucking money!” David shouted at me. “The police are here!”

“I’m almost done, boss!” I shouted. “Just a little more!”

I was rushing to finish stuffing the bag with stacks. I packed in as much as I could. The bag was filled with so much cash that it was impossible to fully zip up.

I rushed out of the vault room and regrouped with David.

“Damn, about time! How much did you get?” he asked me.

“I don’t know, boss! Enough to feed the poor probably! Shit, where are the guys?”

“Just come with me! There is no time for small talk!” David shouted. I ran to the main floor with him. We saw Clyde and Scott battling it out with the police.

“These fools protect the bank more than they do this goddamn city,” Clyde pointed out. “What a waste of taxpayer’s money!”

The police were not backing down as their offense began overwhelming both Clyde and Scott. The two were desperately leaping from object to object in efforts to avoid being stricken by gunfire.

“Surrender now!” the police shouted. “Or we shall continue to use deadly force!”

“Hell fucking no!” Scott yelled as he wounded a female officer. “Not when we’re this close to VICTORY!”

I was netting my fair share of bodies as well. “Who cares if they launder our hard-earned money, Clyde?” It doesn’t matter! We have their asses! I bet we could take a trip to Los Caballeros with this cash! Bautista City maybe?”

“Hey, I wouldn’t be that quick to celebrate! We haven’t gotten through the jakes yet,” David replied.

Police kept pouring into the bank. Still, our crew was on deck as we continuously cleared these bastards out.

“This is the Tenthood Police Department! Come out and surrender! Now!” a voice over a loudspeaker shouted.

“We need to get the hell out of here!” Scott yelled as he wounded an officer below the stomach. “They’re gonna keep on coming!”

“Good luck! We’re surrounded by these bastards!” Clyde replied. Either we had to find a way out of this bank or death was imminent.

A few minutes passed and we managed to escape through the back. On every side of the building there were police blockades, news trucks, and helicopters surrounding it.

“Aw fuck! We’re cornered!” I shouted.

“Not really. Half of these cars aren’t even occupied. They summoned most of the force into the bank. Whoever is left could be the new recruits.

“They’re not ready for this kind of call. The news people are just pushovers looking for a juicy story. We need one of those riot vans however,” David said.

He pointed at Scott. “You. Steal us one. Make sure no one is onto you. Dylan, keep that money held tightly. Clyde, you will stay here with me. Cool?”

We all agreed with David. “Cool.”

Scott rushed to one of the riot vans that no one was in and obtained it in a flash. He parked the van on a side block next to a few bushes by the bank.

Scott came in through the walkie talkies. “You guys. I parked the van on a side street. Not too far from the bank, I’m over by a few bushes.”

“Copy,” I said. “You heard him, let’s move!”

We all ran to the van and hopped into the back while shutting the doors. The ride was not smooth, but we managed to make it onto the city’s freeway.

The city’s SWAT teams were now after us. There we were, trying to outrun them in the heart of Downtown Tenthood along the freeway.

“Pull the van over!” an officer shouted through the loudspeaker. The pressure was getting to us tremendously.

“I wonder how much cheese we have boss,” Clyde said to David.

He nodded. “I do also. Dylan, hand me that bag please.”

I passed David the duffle bag. I watched him count the money as the sounds of sirens, helicopters, and screeching tires were heard.

“How much is in there?” Clyde asked.

“Will you let me finish counting it first?”

Clyde looked down at the floor while nodding. “Sure thing, boss. Wait. Cletus! Where’s Cletus? Is he missing? Did he get stung by the cops or something?”

“If he isn’t here, then that doesn’t concern us. It’s too late to go back and get him now,” David replied as he looked up. “With the SWAT after us, that would be a fruitless attempt.”

As David continued counting the money, the van started to skid. Glass shattering and gunshots were heard moments before that however.

“Fuck! The van is losing control!” Clyde yelled.

“What are we going to do, boss?” I asked David. Clyde and I started panicking.

David intervened. “The both of you! Stay cal—SHIT!”

The van crashed. Crumbling and splashing was heard. I kicked the back doors out and police were everywhere.

We were fucked.

The three of us hopped out of the van and scurried to the front. Scott was dead as he took two shots to the neck and another to his head.

“Oh shit. He’s fucked up,” I said.

“Yup. It’s unfortunate, but that’s the risk. At least we still have the money, right?” Clyde said. I see he wanted to be optimistic about the situation at hand here.

“Seeing Scott like this is a tragedy, I must admit. But… you know,” David replied. “Clyde is right. That is just how these kinds of jobs go.”

The van crashed onto the outer side of the freeway. Since our only method of transportation was no longer in commission, there was no other option but to surrender.

“Freeze! You are surrounded! Put your hands in the air!” a voice over a loudspeaker shouted. Police surrounded us on the inner side of the freeway.

There was no escaping this pickle. David held onto the money whilst Clyde stood by me clenching his gun tightly.

I looked behind me and saw there was a shoreline alongside a body of water. A boat sat there also. It happened to be empty too, so not all hope was lost yet.

“Hey guys. Look behind you,” I said.

David and Clyde looked behind them and saw the boat. As much pressure as we had on us, this was the final chance to make a getaway.

“Do not move another inch!” an officer wielding a shotgun yelled at us. “There is nowhere for you to go!”

Clyde was the first of us to make a run for it but met his end once he took a bullet to the head. Upon witnessing his brains splatter to the ground, me and David took off next.

Bullets came cracking, but we were at the riverbed by then. Whatever divine luck this is, shit… god bless us.

As we stood by the waves, David clenched the duffel bag filled with the money.

“Yes! Ain’t no motherfuckers on the water! We did it, boss! The unthinkable! We have successfully hit the Bank of Republic!

“You know what’s next, right? It’s time for us to head to Bautista City! If we leave now, I’m sure we’ll be there by nightfall!”

I continued to gloss over the outrageous fantasies that were playing in my mind. “Jet skis, property, fine ass women, and investing in the lucrative drug trade down there! Think of how we could expand!

“I know it’s just the two of us right now, but we’ll have ourselves another crew in no time as we rule the gateway of the South!”

David’s demeanor changed with just one simple head shake. He grabbed a Beretta from his pocket and aimed it at me. “That will not be happening, Dylan.”

I was perplexed.

David proceeded to shoot me in the stomach. I was too engrossed in shock and utter surprise to even feel the impact of the bullet as I fell swiftly along the shoreline.

“What the… the fuck was that for?” I asked him as I clenched my guts. Blood soaked my hand and clothes. “Why the hell… would you shoot me? I did the best… by you, David!”

“You are naïve. Just like I expected,” David said. “I have come to inform you that my use for you is no longer required, Cubert.

“All of those cheap fantasies you’re spewing? Could you even fathom the responsibility that comes with what you’re asking for?”

The effects from being wounded in the stomach got to me. I coughed up lots of blood as I began losing consciousness. “What… what do you mean? I helped… I was… nothing but loyal…

I did my best to crawl away from David and emerge back to my feet. Unfortunately, this was not possible. “I followed… every order… put my livelihood on the line… why? Ack, ack!”

David approached me and drove his foot into my stomach. “Dylan, let me tell you something. In this life… you must learn to make sacrifices. This is one of them. You.”

He spat on me and walked over to the boat, started it up, and sailed away. I could not believe it, David Diamond Jr. betraying me.

This man took me underneath his wing and built me up without any shame. How could he have done me so dirty?

I heard panting.

Three police officers found me on the shoreline bleeding from my injuries. I am surprised they didn’t finish the job by knocking me in the head with a bullet.

My eyesight faded. Everything else faded shortly after. The last words I heard were: “He needs medical attention! ASAP!”

I blacked out.


September 25, 1992 (later)

David

“Breaking news out of Tenthood, SG—The Bank of Republic was robbed earlier today. Witnesses say that a group of five armed men walked into the bank and held everyone hostage, demanding money and the whereabouts of the bank’s vault.

“A bank teller was gunned down along with several security guards and police officers as a shootout ensured inside the bank. Several discarded explosives which looked to be satchel charges, were found at the bank by the vault room.

“Police say that those charges were used to blow the safe open and steal some of its valuables. Over $25 million was taken from the safe.

“After the vault’s door was destroyed, the suspects attempted to escape in a high-speed chase along the freeway. Authorities managed to divert a riot van that the suspects were in.

“Authorities managed to gun down two of the suspects. A third suspect was found wounded along the shoreline and is currently being treated for their wounds. Once the suspect is in stable condition, the indictment process will proceed. Two other suspects remain at large.”

I cut the television off. I was at an unknown location somewhere in Tenthood. It isn’t too obscure, but you won’t find it through conventional means either.

The Bank of Republic heist? Yeah. It was too clever as the situation went exactly like I wanted all along. To snake my way out of such a situation took an immense amount of focus and coordination.

There was a huge amount of risk involved as anything could have gone wrong. But no. In the end, I am able to enjoy the fruits of my labors.

I had a cigar in my mouth with a cup of whiskey poured as I counted all the money that was obtained from the heist today.

“Mmmm, man… it’s a high having all this fucking cash! Let’s see how Rapael likes me now.”

Suddenly, my girlfriend Jennifer came into the room and sat right next to me. Her eyes were peeled on the heist money. She didn’t look too pleased and was ready to give me a shit show.

“Let me guess now, David. Another drug bust? Illicit cargo? Ransom? Or did you receive your tax return?” Jennifer asked me.

“Jennifer. Not now with this bullshit, please.”

She wouldn’t let up. Jennifer decided to play with some of the bills by spreading them across her thighs. This infuriated me.

“Put the money on the damn table,” I said sternly. “Don’t make me fuck you up.”

“You can do whatever you want,” she replied. “I don’t care. David, I know what you pulled at the Bank of Republic. I know your intentions behind it. You ain’t earn that with an honest plan.”

“Oh but I did,” I replied.

“Have you? Okay David, what plan did you execute then?”

I laughed. “Let’s just say that I wrote the bank a check.”

“I am sure you have,” Jennifer replied. “A check consisting of fucking over everyone that was loyal to you?”

“Jennifer, shut the hell up. You don’t know shit!” I yelled at her.

To be honest, Jennifer was getting underneath my skin with her sassy ass mouth. I had to deal with this immediately. “If you keep talking, then I am going to knock your teeth right down your fucking throat.”

“Look, baby. I am sorry, okay? I was wrong for saying that but… I wanted to ask you, what are you going to spend that bank money on? Me? Because I know I need a new—”

“Please, you have enough designer clothes in the damn closet. I am going to do something else with these funds,” I said. “It is being put towards the syndicate. I cannot allow myself to become weaker as my enemies continue to grow stronger! Especially Rapael! I will not let that bastard take my power away!”

Jennifer sucked her teeth. “Here we go again with this syndicate stuff. It’s always about the damn syndicate! What about your loved ones, David? Huh? What about me?”

“I made a promise to my father, Jennifer… that I would take the family’s name and elevate it to new heights.

“Today, I have taken a huge step in seeing that through. With more funds comes more resources. It will be better for us all.

“Those stooges from today? Mincemeat if you ask me. They served their purpose and were dealt with accordingly.

“I have come a long way from when I first took the reins of running the Diamond Don Family. But I still have one obstacle.”

I let out a massive sigh. “Rapael Jacobs—my longtime rival, is making himself a name throughout the country and other parts of the world as well. I must say that shithead is always expanding. He is my biggest competition.”

“Ugh, David. What is with you? It’s like you’re greedy for power!” Jennifer shouted.

“Greedy?” I asked her. “You think it’s greedy? Well, that is your opinion.” I took a few sips from the cup of whiskey that was on the desk. I puffed my cigar after setting the cup back down.

“You don’t understand how this business works Jennifer,” I went on. “It’s all about capital and control. If you do not have the two, then you’re not reliable.

“You are considered weak. A coward. Infamously, a target.” I took another puff from the cigar. “In order to climb to the top of the ladder, you must push a few people off it first.”

Jennifer nods. “Okay, I don’t care. Listen, I just want to please you. I want you to please me.”

I nodded with a slight wince. “You want to please me. Okay then. I would like to see how much you are willing to please me.”

“I’ll do anything,” Jennifer replied as she started grinding on my lap and rubbing my chest. “Anything.”

I wrapped my arms around Jennifer’s hips and kissed her. We both made out.

“Ohhh, David… mmm…”

Jennifer removed her shirt and unhooked her bra. It went flying to the floor. Her breasts were fully exposed. Jennifer’s nipples were harder than a cinderblock.

I leaned in to grab her breasts. They were so soft. Jennifer moaned as I slowly caressed her nipples with the tips of my fingers.

“Yes, David… yessss…”

I started to suck on her nipples. Jennifer made her way to my belt. She unfastened it and whipped my penis out.

Jennifer jerked me off as I rubbed all over her entire body.

“How does that feel, babe?” she asked me.

I grinned at Jennifer flirtatiously. “You already know my answer. Take those pants off, I am going to show you how I’m really feeling.”

Jennifer removed her pants and dropped her underwear. She hopped right into my lap and rode my cock. We both sat back and fucked for the rest of the night.

I had the perfect combination—money, pussy, and power. It is pretty much all you need to take over everything in this world.




	


	2: Free Man

	Twenty years later…

Dylan

Remember me?

I am Dylan “Cubert” Witherspoon. Let me tell you a bit about myself since I didn’t come off the right way the first time I made an appearance.

I am the eldest of five children. For the past twenty years, I’ve been serving time at the Southeastern Federal Penitentiary.

Why?

I was one of the five suspects involved in the infamous Tenthood bank job of 1992. I remember that day vividly, I could never etch it from my memory.

Scott and Clyde were gunned down by the police.

Cletus went missing.

To top it all off, my boss stabbed me in the back and took the entire cut for himself as he left me for dead by shooting me in the stomach.

Thankfully, the authorities that found me let me live and I was rushed to the nearest hospital for treatment.

After being in stable enough condition, I was held at the Tenthood Correctional Facility until I stood trial in December 1992. I was guilty of all charges and had to serve two life sentences at Southeastern.

In 1994, I had my sentence successfully appealed. Instead of two to life, I only had to do twenty years. To have my sentence appealed, I had a few connections of mine pull strings.

Let’s not get into that.

I originally didn’t want to choose the life of crime. Really. I didn’t. I had no choice. One of the huge reasons was because of my father. When I was a kid, he was such an asshole.

I despised him and still do to this day. He abused my mother a lot. Whether he was drunk or not, he called us all kinds of names but the ones on our birth certificates.

That piece of shit abused me and my siblings as well. We were hit with chairs, liquor bottles, sticks—almost anything my father could think of getting his hands on.

One time, he beat one of my younger sisters with his motorcycle helmet. I have Asperger’s so as a child, I had issues with socializing with others and expressing myself clearly.

Though I had the mind of a genius, that wasn’t enough to protect me from my father’s wrath.

Of all the blackened eyes, knocked out teeth, bruises and broken bones that I saw on my mother, no wonder I turned out to become a delinquent.

I had my start in the organized crime world back in 1989 when I was just fifteen years old. I met David Diamond Jr. who was twenty at the time. We spotted each other at the diner I always hung out at.

David saw me out in front rolling craps and asked if I wanted to make better money. At the time, gambling was the only form of income I was receiving.

I was no slouch in any of these crap games though. I never lost. Every single day I played, I used to beat everyone out of their money.

On a lucky day, I would take home thousands of dollars off crap games alone. I was born and raised in Tenthood, Sovereign.

Sovereign is a state in the United Landmasses located on the southern east coast of the country. There, I did a few odd jobs for David up until I was seventeen.

That was when he started letting me do the bigger shit. My first major job was a hit involving me executing a target at a party.

Once that was completed, I continued to move up in the ranks. People in the ether were calling me “Cubert.”

I didn’t know why at first, but I remember some Mafia guy in a gentlemen’s club telling me I was like a cue ball in the streets, so that’s why he dubbed me as Cubert.

The largest job I had to pull off was the heist at the Bank of Republic in 1992. This job nearly had me killed. I was also betrayed by someone I trusted which stripped me twenty years of my freedom.

As I served my sentence, all I ever knew was jail. I didn’t need to know anything else because that was my reality.

Wake up, shower, eat breakfast, work until three, eat lunch, shower again, work some more, eat dinner, and stay in confinement until the day was over.

Of course, the agenda was different on separate occasions. I didn’t get one visitor when I was in the can, except for my man Chris – though the CO’s decided to limit how much I received visitation anyway.

Being incarcerated for as long as I have will show you who your true friends really are in this game. It is now March 5, 2013, twenty years after my initial conviction.

I am about to become a free man. Currently, I am sitting in the warden’s office where I am in the process of receiving my release papers.

The warden had this plucked blond moustache with an ugly scowl on his face as he smoked a cigar. This is the first time I’ve been outside the cell block in over two decades besides being in the yard.

The warden put out his cigar and flashed a smirk. “Mr. Witherspoon. It’s been twenty years…”

I nodded. “Yes, it has.”

“How does it feel knowing that you are moments away from becoming a free man again?”

I shrugged. “Honestly, I don’t know. It’s kind of bittersweet really. I would prefer not to talk about it. Now, will you sign my papers and let me go?”

“You’ll be let go. But first, I need you to answer a few questions for me. Question one. Did you learn anything from your sentence?”

Besides learning how to chop rocks with a pickaxe and make license plates, I didn’t learn a damn thing in this shithole.

“Fuck you, that’s what I learned.”

The warden laughed. “Nice one.”

I shook my head. “It wasn’t supposed to be.”

“I can send you back into that cell. Do you want that?”

“No,” I replied. “I do not.”

The warden rested his left hand on the desk. “Okay then. Talk to me with some respect, son.”

“All right then,” I said. “Are you finished yet?”

“Far from it. Here is my next question. What are your plans? What do you want to do once you leave this confinement?”

“Honestly… I feel like there isn’t anything I could do,” I said to the warden. “Crime is all that I know.”

The warden nodded. “I bet it is.”

I grinned.

“I hope you know that if you’re incarcerated again Mr. Witherspoon, then you won’t be getting another appeal. You’re extremely lucky. You were supposed to do two life sentences.

“If it weren’t for that appeal, you’d be dead by now. The Southeastern Federal Penitentiary isn’t for the faint of heart.

“Most of those guys back there would kill to be in the position you’re in right now. You must truly be incapable of comprehending the favor you have here. I’d suggest lightening up a bit more.”

I sucked my teeth. “Please. I don’t need to do anything you tell me.”

“Let me guess, Mr. Witherspoon. You’re still pissed off about something that happened to you twenty years ago?” the warden asked.

“Pissed off? That isn’t even the phrase to describe it. Look, I don’t want to have this conversation anymore. Just give me my shit so I could leave,” I demanded.

The warden nodded by handing over my release papers. “Now, get the fuck out of my office.”

“With pleasure,” I replied.

I rose from the chair and left the warden’s office. Two guards escorted me to the prison’s entrance and held the doors open for me.

“Congratulations, sir. You are now a free man.”

I walked through the doors and emerged outside. The sunlight peered on me and the breeze was right. I couldn’t believe it.

I’m no longer in prison. As I trotted down the cobblestone walkway, I took in the sights. Freedom felt amazing.

“It’s been twenty years. Damn.”

Frankly, I didn’t know where to go. I made it all the way down the cobblestone walkway which took me into the parking lot.

The cars looked entirely different, it’s like they’ve changed almost completely. I didn’t know what I was looking at.

One of these cars I saw looked like something straight from out The Jetsons. How much did I miss these past twenty years?

I saw a guard standing by a flagpole smoking a cigarette as I approached him.

“Excuse me sir, do you know where I can find a payphone?”

The guard looked at me and laughed. “A payphone? Who still uses those anymore? It’s 2013, man.”

He had a look at my white tee and grey sweats. “Ah. You must’ve just been released. I mean, look at ya.’ When’s the last time you shaved?”

Was this guy trying to be sarcastic?

“Look, I didn’t ask you about my looks. I just need to use a phone.”

The guard placed his hand onto my shoulder. I grabbed it, ready to snap it back. “The hell do you think you’re doing, pal! Don’t touch me like that!”

“Geez, cool out! I ain’t trying to attack you! How much time did you spend in there? I might’ve seen you around the cell blocks a few times.”

“Twenty years,” I replied.

The guard tossed his cigarette onto the ground and looked at me perplexingly. “You did twenty years here?”

“Yeah. It was originally supposed to be two life sentences, but I received an appeal in 1994. They took off the two to life and had me serve twenty years instead.

“Still, I had a lot of time taken away from me which would make any man lose his sanity. I could’ve been out there living it up, but shit. It didn’t happen that way. Now that I am out, I need to call up a special friend.”

“Damn. You can use my phone if you want. They don’t have payphones anymore because pretty much everyone has a smartphone now,” the guard said.

A smartphone? I mean, I heard the officers talking about what they were, but I never saw one. In 1992, that was never a thing.

The guard passed me this mysterious device I had no idea how to use.

I stared at it. “What is this? A toy or something?” I asked, fiddling around with the device. “I bet there is a small package of C4 duct taped to this, isn’t it? Uranium, eh?”

“No, bro. It’s a cell phone.”

I looked at the guard. “A cell phone? This is a cell phone? They’re so small now. Before I was locked up, cell phones were bulkier. You sure this isn’t a Game Boy?”

The guard took the phone and showed me how to unlock it. He put in all kinds of combinations with it. I was a bit confused.

“How’d you do that? Christ, everyone has one of these?” I asked the guard.

He nodded. “Yup. You can call, text, use Facebook, all of that with just this.”

“Facebook? Ah, yeah. I would overhear guards talking about it. Didn’t the little college kid Zucker… whatever his name is, create that?”

“Yeah! You see, you can install apps, take pictures, and record videos. There’s so much you can do with a cell phone now, bro. You gotta reacquaint yourself in today’s world. You’re lost,” the guard clarified.

Yeah, there are no lies told about that because I thought this little harmless device was a weapon of mass destruction.

“I only need the phone,” I prompted.

The guard pulled up the phone app and handed me the device. I punched in the number I wanted to call. The recipient answered after the fifth ring.

“Um, hello?” I said.

“Yeah, who is this?”

“Am I speaking with Chris Stewart?”

“Why yes, this is him. And you are?”

“It’s Dylan, man. From back in the day.”

Chris was excited to hear my voice again. Right when I was coming up, Chris was a loyal friend of mine. We did a lot together.

“Holy fuck bro, I thought I’d never hear from you again, haha! Ahhh shit! How you been, man? Damn!” Chris happily shouted.

He was overjoyed to hear I was alive and well.

“I’ve been fucked up, Chris. After the job with David, I spent the past twenty years in this shithole. It didn’t help that the CO’s eventually barred me from having visitors. Shit. I’m surprised you still had the same number since the 90’s,” I replied.

“Aye, you know. I managed to keep it simple. Before you gotten into business with David though, I warned you about his ways. Seems as if you learned for yourself though. You saw his true colors.”

“You ain’t gotta tell me twice. Listen, what did I miss over the years?”

Chris let out a huge sigh. “Ah, man. A whole lot, brother.”

“Where could I find David’s bitch ass? Is he still around?” I asked.

“That’s a complicated question. Honestly, David is everywhere. He and Rapael been at war with each other for a while. David’s son was killed two years ago by Rapael’s son.

“Recently, a riot broke out in Badlands, Pennsylvania. Rapael had a lot to do with that I’ve heard. He must be hiding somewhere. The man does control most of Badlands after all.”

“A riot? What the fuck did Rapael do?” I asked.

“Some shit with this Sidney kid, I don’t know. It’s crazy,” Chris replied.

“What has Rapael been up to other than that?”

“I don’t really know to be honest since I don’t fuck with him at all. Me personally, I never trusted the bastard. He’s a slimy motherfucker.

“Rapael has had quite the time. His wife was killed back in ’98 because he pissed off Sinatra. You know Sinatra, right?”

“Yeah, I do. He’s in it with the Blueheads. They’re from the Midwest, right?”

“Yep,” Chris replied. “Spot on, Dylan.”

“How is Sinatra though? Is he still kicking?”

“Oh man, Sinatra been done left the game. He went legit. That motherfucker now owns casinos, banks, offices, law firms… he’s doing it huge now.”

“Yeah. Good for him. So, what made the Blueheads kill Rapael’s wife?”

“Here’s the story. They were in Ghanport at the time for a business deal. Rapael put a hit out on one of Sinatra’s right-hand men.

“The man was killed. As a result, the Blueheads raided Rapael’s apartment. He found himself in a shootout with these guys where his wife was slain,” Chris explained.

“Well damn. Even when we were younger, Rapael always stayed in shit. The guy is too damn hotheaded. He’s eventually gonna get himself killed.”

“Right. Now that you’re out of the slammer Cubert, what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. I don’t even have a place to stay right now. I’d be lucky if I could even afford to grab a bite to eat right now without robbing someone for it,” I pointed out.

“Listen, Cubert. It’s wonderful to have you back because there aren’t too many of us left. I’ll come scoop you up and bring you to my place. Okay?” Chris promised me.

I smiled with a full set of teeth for the first time in a while upon hearing this. “All right brother, I appreciate that. How soon do you think you’ll be?”

“Probably in another hour or so. I’m doing work around the house with my wife right now so I might be running a little behind.”

“Wife? You’re married?” I asked Chris.

“Yes sir, gotten hitched in 2000. Give or take, it’s been thirteen years of ups and downs along with rights and lefts.”

“Rights and lefts? Damn. So, what? You beat your wife?”

Chris laughed. “No, Dylan. I do not beat my wife.”

“Honestly brother, I can’t even remember the last time I had some pussy. When you’re around men all the time, it would make any son of a bitch wanna go off the deep end.”

Chris giggled. “His deep end or yours?”

“Heh, clever…”

“You’re still at the Southeastern Federal Penitentiary?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said with a nod. “I’m sure you remember the place. It’s two hours away from Tenthood. Seriously, where’s the women around here?”

“Calm down, skipper. We’ll get to see em.”

“Okay. Hey, Chris… I wanted to say something. Thank you for answering my call. I mean… you were the first person I thought of calling once I walked out of those doors.

“I don’t want to seem like a burden. I just need a little help getting back on my feet. I don’t really have anything to bring to the table, being that all my assets were seized once I was canned. I lost my house, my cars, and my money… everything,” I said glumly.

“Dylan, it’s no problem at all. We’re like brothers and whatever I could do to assist you, I shall see it through. You have my word on that. I’ll be there in another hour, okay?”

I nodded. “All right. I’ll see you once you get here.”

“Sounds like a plan, Dylan. Be safe.”

“You too, brother.” I ended the call and gave the security guard his phone back after I was finished. I patted him on the shoulder.

“Thanks for letting me borrow that phone of yours,” I said to the guard.

“It’s no problem. You can come back inside and wait for your guest to arrive if you want.”

My eyes rapidly widened. “Fuck no, pal. I won’t step foot into that prison ever again. I appreciate the offer though.”

“All right, man. Hey, be happy. You’re a free man and you’re alive. Everything will work out for you in time,” the guard said to me.

I must say, his statement touched me. I watched as the guard headed back into that metal hell with those thick ass concrete walls behind it.

I sat on a bench in the parking lot and waited around until Chris came. I contemplated what was next for me now that I’m no longer a convicted felon.

One thing is for damn sure—I will pay that motherfucker David a visit. I shall not rest until I have my salvation on that backstabbing piece of shit.

When Chris pulled up, it was the serenest thing ever. He drove this oddly shaped four door car. It had the Audi logo on the front grill, so it must have been a sports car.

But hell, it looked so damn different compared to the cars from the eighties and nineties. This new one looked a little weird. The body kit was burlier, yet it had a more defined shape.

The rims were skinnier and had more substance. Even the tires were new. Once the driver’s window rolled down, I was so relieved to see Chris’s face again.

This guy didn’t change a bit. Though his cheekbones had gotten broader and he grew a beard, it was still the same Chris Stewart I knew two decades ago.

Chris exited the car and circled me. We were sizing each other up. Just when it looked like we grew apart, the two of us slapped hands and hugged each other. He was glad to see me and I was glad to see him.

“Fucking Cubert, man! Goddammit, it’s been twenty years! My brother! You’re still with us, but damn. The pen has done a number on you!” Chris shouted.

“Shit, you ain’t lying. I’m glad that I’m finally out. This was hell. So, man – how’s life treating you?”

“It’s been treating me wonderfully,” he replied.

I nodded. “That’s respect. Glad you’re okay. You know you gotta fill me up to speed with shit, right?”

“Yes. We’ll talk on our way to the house. I live in Codwell, it’s only forty-five minutes away from here. Hop in,” Chris prompted, inviting me into his car.

I hopped in. Once I sat in Chris’s car, the interior blew me away more than the exterior did.

Leather seats, a carbon dashboard, a touchscreen radio, and advanced speedometers with a sophisticated cooling system caught my attention.

Times must have really changed if there are touchscreen radios are in cars now.

Chris entered the car shortly after and we hit the road. As we drove further away from the prison, I felt this massive weight be lifted from my body as that cesspool was behind me.

It’s difficult to believe the last stretch of road I saw is when I was hauled here on the prison bus.

“Man… even the roads are looking somewhat… different,” I said softly.

“Yeah, man. I’m sorry I couldn’t get to you over the years. I know what those CO’s did,” Chris mentioned.

“It’s all good, man. You were the only person there for me when the time was opportune. Through getting that appeal, I knew it rubbed some motherfuckers in there the wrong way.

“Those sons of bitches running the prison ain’t like it one bit. So whichever way they could punish me, that’s what happened.

“Constantly harassed and jumped by the CO’s. Targeted by prison gangs. There were some days I wouldn’t even be fed.

“I’d be in the box left in complete darkness. Moved from block to block. I was even denied my phone privileges,” I explained.

“Damn, Cubert. I couldn’t even imagine such suffering.”

I held the tears back. “It’s not your fault. Besides, I should have smartened up to David’s true colors much sooner and maybe this situation would have been different. I was such a naïve little shit back then.”

Chris chimed in. “Don’t beat yourself up about it, Dylan. Time caught up to us all, brother. Once Rapael and David started beefing, shit became even crazier.”

“Yeah, you were mentioning them over the phone. What are those two up to now?”

“Rapael, well… we talked about him already. He’s somewhere in hiding. As for David… after his son was slain, he took his powers to Emotion City,” Chris explained.

“So, what about our old crew?”

“Oh. I hate to disappoint you, but that is no more. Lucifer… he’s dead. He was picked off two years after you were sentenced.

“Poor guy was found in the Rintin River by the Tenthood Mills… decapitated. I think a few Blueheads gotten to him. Owed them money and didn’t pay up, so…”

I was shocked by this news. Even our childhood clique peeled by the seams as I was away.

“Michelle, yeah. She was murdered too back in ‘99. It was somewhere in America, a city in Georgia… let’s just say that she gave lip to the wrong individual and was discovered in a dumpster that same evening.

“Polanco, that perverted bastard? Busted for distributing child pornography. He was also convicted on a few molestation charges. It doesn’t surprise me too much, considering he always had those tendencies.

“Couldn’t trust him around children at all. They transferred him up north somewhere. You won’t hear from him for a while. Jay, well. He went back to Nigeria with his mother. We wrote to each other last year.

“Ena was deported from America two years ago. She was caught trafficking smack through an extensive network of underground tunnels between the borders of the U.S. and Mexico.

“They had her locked up for six months. Ena had a trial and was forced to make a choice. She would either fork over her U.S. citizenship and be sent to her homeland or spend fifty years in prison. Obviously, Ena went to Mexico.”

I shook my head. “Fifty years for drug charges? The fuck did they get that from?”

“It all depends on the level of the drug. Although it’s cheap as hell over here, cocaine is a serious drug. The amounts she was caught moving at, a sentence like that is inevitable.

“The United States hands out drug charges like fuckin’ parking tickets. Let’s see, Pagan—he died five years ago. Bro was caught fucking someone’s wife. The husband had beaten him to death.”

I shook my head upon hearing all the terrible news about my old crew. “Damn… well, who is still alive and free?”

Chris kept his eyes on the road. “Only two I know of are Dathia and Baez.”

“Do you know where they are?”

“I have no idea, honestly. I haven’t heard from Baez since ‘05. Dathia and I weren’t always on the same page, so we decided it was best to part ways…”

“Damn, so that’s it then. Most of the crew is either dead or MIA,” I said.

“Sounds about right,” Chris replied. “It’s a shame, really.”

“What happened to the turfs we owned though?” I asked. “Do we have ANY influence at least?”

“Loooooong gone, man. Don’t even get me started,” Chris said. “Our time passed a while ago, brother. It’s a new generation out there now.”

“Well… I guess Tenthood’s Loyalty is defunct.”

“Unfortunately. As for myself, I gave up the life of crime. I now have a job as a head consultant at a tech firm. Sufficient money. I have been putting my pennies into stocks and bonds too. Shit’s been doing me right.

“I was given an opportunity to start over. I want to have what you need so you could be set. If you like, I could find you a job at the firm that I work under,” Chris offered. “Easy money. You won’t have to do anything but file paperwork and answer phones.”

I wasn’t interested.

“I am thankful for the offer but a nine to five isn’t exactly my cup of tea. You know that. Hey. You said David was in Emotion City now, right?”

“Affirmative. He runs most of the city. There are some other crazies there too. For some reason, that place is extremely popular with women.

“From what I’ve been hearing, many of them hold a sizable chunk of power in that city. However, David is the apex of it all. Do you need a plane
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