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CHAPTER 1

 

I got out of the car and headed straight for the man on the other side of the gas pump island. He didn’t see me coming, obliviously pumping gas into his Toyota Celica. I rounded the pump and with a quick movement, I pulled out a silenced 9mm pistol and pointed it at Mr. Toyota’s head. He looked up at me just in time to see a small puff come from the end of the pistol’s muzzle. A short, barely-muffled cracking sound accompanied it, along with a wet thunk from a portion of Mr. Toyota’s face as it collapsed and blew out of the back of his head. This mess, and possibly the bullet, collided with the rear window, creating a small starring pattern streaked with blood and brains. 

I gave a nervous look towards the front of the convenience store before I turned around and walked in what I hoped was a casual manner back to my beat-up 1982 Honda Prelude. I dropped the gun in Tanya’s lap as I got in the driver’s side, started the car, put it in gear, and tried not to burn every last molecule of rubber off the already-bald tires getting the hell out of there. She quickly worked the gun over with alcohol and an old white t-shirt, leaving no traces of Billy Jensen and Tanya Tanner. About three miles down Highway 182, we turned south onto the freeway. My little Honda finally got up to freeway speeds, and we rode in silence, as silent as an ’82 Prelude with almost three hundred thousand miles can be at seventy-five miles per hour. 

My heart began to race in my chest. At the same time, it felt like someone dropped an acid bomb in my stomach. Spots were forming before my eyes, and I felt myself starting to black out from being unable to breathe. 

“Keep it together, Billy!” Tanya yelled at me as the car began to drift. 

She pinched me until I screamed in pain. The Honda veered over the center line, but I quickly regained control and brought it back into the right lane, the suffocating feeling dissipating slowly. I looked over at her once I was sure I was going to be okay. Tears were streaming from her eyes, causing her mascara and pancake to become mudslides. She could fix it later, but I don’t think either of us could fix what I’d just done. 

I reached over to touch her arm reassuringly, but she flinched away, and began to sob loudly. 

“You fucking KILLED him!” she screeched, her voice rising to a pitch that could shatter glass as well as eardrums. “Killed him killed him killed him killed him!” I began to wonder if she was going to pop like I almost did. I put my eyes back on the road, waiting to see if her hysteria would pass. 

“Fucking killed him,” she finally cried softly, rolling down her window. 

A deep barrow pit lined the freeway on her side for what looked to be another mile or so. We both checked mirrors, and seeing no one behind us, she threw the gun, still wrapped in the t-shirt, as hard as she could. 

She finally did pop once her window was rolled back up. A great flood of tears and blubbers and moans soaked my shoulder as her face crashed into it, her right arm searching through my seat belt to latch on to my side. 

“I’m sorry, baby,” I soothed, even though I was still feeling like I was outside of my own body, in shock. “I had to. You know I had to. You know it.” 

I stroked her hair with one hand while trying to keep the Honda steady on the road. My legs were pins and needles and soft gel all at once. It felt like the gas pedal was too hard to keep pressed down. I had to keep glancing at the speedometer to make sure I wasn’t going thirty, or a hundred, and attracting the wrong kind of attention. 

“Do you think we’ll be free now?” she asked, barely audible from the folds of my shirt, the rumble of the Honda attempting to drown her out. 

“Yeah, I did what he asked, all the way,” I reassured her. “That was the deal.” 

I was lying of course. There’s just no way a guy like Alexi Nikolayev Petrovski, Pasha Bear to his friends, was going to let fish like us go. Normally she was as realistic about life as me, but watching me shoot a man in the face tends to shatter the walls of what had been real for your whole life up to that point. 

“What do we do now?” she asked, sitting back in her seat, fussing with her hair. She’d pull out the makeup any moment and start repairing the damage her tears had caused. 

“Just keep driving for a while, until we need gas. Then I’ll call.”

“What will he say?”

“How the hell should I know? He’ll probably have one of his thugs, one of the more intelligent ones, talk to me, tell me what we have to do next.”

“You just said we would be free!” she wailed.

“I know, I know. I meant what we’d have to do, you know, like, ‘go to Mexico and never set foot into Texas again’ or some shit like that, that’s all I meant.”

“We’ll have to live in Mexico?”

“Jesus Christ, I don’t know what he’ll say, okay? I’m just sayin’ he’ll probably say some shit about our debt is cleared, and don’t let him or his boys see us ever again.” 

She shifted in her seat again, staring straight ahead through the windshield while curling her hair around her fingers absently. Soon enough, she pulled out her little makeup bag, fished out the small, round mirror, and cursed under her breath at what was reflected back at her. 

“Gawd…I look like a zombie,” she baited, feigning disgust.

“A pretty ugly one, for sure,” I agreed, not looking at her. 

That got a giggle from her. She turned her head coyly at me, reached out with her left hand and gripped my knee. If she’d done that five minutes ago, we might have crashed. I had only just barely got my rubbery legs under control. I looked down at her hand, then over to her attempt at being demure. I could see the dirty thoughts racing across her face, and felt myself trying to respond. Once I made the call, we could at least enjoy a few more nights to explore those dirty thoughts before whatever came next. 

 

CHAPTER 2

 

Twenty minutes later the orange glow of the fuel light alerted me it was time to exit the freeway. I chose the Chevron out of the four gas stations that anchored each corner of the freeway overpass. Tanya had fixed her face back to its original, pristine, painted-on quality, even darkening up the violet eye shadow more than before. I always liked it when she put it on thick like that. She looked like she came straight out of the trailer park or truck stop, but so what? It wasn’t too far from the truth for both of us. It didn’t make her any less attractive. 

I pulled up to the pumps furthest from the cashier’s window, though it wouldn’t do much good if the cops came this way later and decided to look at any security camera tapes the station might have recorded. Tanya went in to pay for the gas while I headed to the pay phone near the vacuums. I fished a few quarters out of my front pocket, dropped them in the slot, and dialed Petrovski’s number. A feminine but mechanical voice informed me that I needed to deposit another two dollars and fifty cents to complete the call. Petrovski would probably be able to trace the call, but I’d rather not have to owe him six points on a ten dollar collect call. On top of whatever else the commie bastard wanted from us next.

Tanya emerged from paying the cashier and strutted towards the car. I wished she wouldn’t walk like that right now. That hip-swaying shit always catches man-attention, and most gas station cashiers were men. Even lady cashiers might notice too much because of that sway, telling the cops that there was a slutty little strumpet strutting her shit in here just two hours ago, Officer Friendly. She fumbled with the gas cap, then the pump itself, while I waited for the other end of the line to connect. 

“Petrovski’s office,” a husky, very Russian voice said. 

“It’s Billy,” I said, turning away from watching her pump gas to read some of the graffiti etched into the metal sides of the phone bank. 

For a good time call 555-9873

A sticker that said Mean People Suck!

with

Nice People Swallow!

etched under it, and assorted others were available for my literary pleasure. 

“Da. Hold.” That was probably the only other word this jughead knew in English. I heard the phone click, and then Petrovski’s voice was in my ear.

“Well done, comrade,” he said. I couldn’t tell if he was pissed or pleased, but it didn’t really matter. “You are on news right now even!” 

Well, if that made him happy I guess. “Cameras?” I asked, not really afraid at this point, no matter what was going to happen next. A life of serving this Russian pig, or a life of serving some giant black man or white supremacist in prison before one of Petrovski’s lackeys nailed me with a shiv in the chow line…what a choice. 

“Nyet comrade. No description either. You are pro, no?” He chuckled a little at his own joke. I wanted to get to the point quickly. 

“So we are clear? With you I mean.” I asked.

“Well, comrade, that’s just the thing I wanted to talk to you about.” 

My guts clenched up. I knew it would go down like this. You can never get out from under men like Petrovski. I could only imagine what our next ‘task’ would be, and for what debt I might still owe him that needed repaying…or risk getting hunted down and made an example of with a trademarked Solntsevskaya hit. 

“What’s the debt this time, Alexi? Tanya ‘borrowed’ some heroin? I only paid off the interest on the points of the loan, not the loan itself?”

“Comrade Billy!” he cried out in his greatest Uncle Russian Bear voice. “I’m hurt!”

“I’m sure,” I said back into the phone.

“I’m hurt that you would forget your little promise from the club,” he said in a much more serious voice. 

“Jesus Christ,” I said. 

I knew it. I fucking knew it. A man like Petrovski never forgets a shame, an insult, a question of his manhood. Men like Petrovski can have everything they want, and what they can’t have, they steal or destroy. 

“I’m afraid Jesus isn’t around to do this job for me, or for you.”

“What do you want?”

“You are still near desert, yes?” he asked, almost casually.

“No, not really,” I lied. “Closer to cornfields.” 

“Billy!” Petrovski laughed. “If only you weren’t in the south of Texas, I could believe that. Take care of this quickly Billy, for your sake.”

My body filled with ice at the click from his end, the phone dead in my hand. Dead like I now felt inside. Why the hell did she have to say some shit like that to him at the club that night? Couldn’t she just have given him what he wanted? I’d have hated her for it of course, but at least we’d still have each other. She could have just fucked him and I’d have understood…you don’t refuse a monster like Petrovski. 

I don’t even think Tanya was his type. What I do think, is that she was my type, which made Petrovski instantly want her for no other reason. Men like that have to show men like me that we can never be what they are, never have what they own, that we will always be slaves, and they our masters. 

I slammed the phone back onto the latch as hard as I could, digging out a good chunk of flesh off my fingers in the process. I headed back to the car, trying to think of what to do from here. I loved her more than anyone else I’d ever been with. We could run away to Mexico, but Mexico would only give us a short window of extra time. Mexico, Brazil, France, Afghanistan, it didn’t matter where we ran to. Solntsevskaya was global, and no place was safe. Hell, they could probably find us on the fucking moon if we went there. 

Tanya smiled at me, stretching, making sure her breasts poked at the air in front of her, then wiggled her ass a little as she hung up the hose before getting back into the Honda. I got in and we drove back to the freeway entrance. Instead of hitting the on-ramp, I went under the overpass and headed through the little hamlet that inevitably builds up around freeway interchanges out in Bumfuck Egypt. 

“No freeway?” she asked.

“Change of plans. He wants us to head out to a safe house and pick up the money.” I said, not looking at her.

“Money?”

“Yeah, he said it was a bonus for taking care of things properly, something to start a new life with. But we can never come back east of the Rockies, or he’ll kill us both.” I answered. 

“How much money?” 

“Shit, I don’t know, Tanya. I didn’t want to ask. He just said to do it and we were finished, and I want to be finished. I’m tired of this shit.”

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry Billy. I’m just scared, and I don’t think I’ll ever be able to sleep again after seeing that man’s head explode all over his car.”

I put my hand on her leg, gave her the ‘Billy the Quarterback’ grin, and said, “You’ll be able to sleep just fine after I take care of that virus in you.” 

“Will you cure me?” she asked with a sly smile of her own, grabbing my hand and moving it closer to her sweet spot.

“I promise,” I said, hoping my voice didn’t crack. “You’ll be cured forever.”

 

CHAPTER 3

 

We drove in silence for another hour, until I saw the place off to the right. I kept trying to figure some way out of this mess, but it always kept coming back to Petrovski. One day someone would make him pay. It probably wouldn’t be me, but karma was a bitch in the end. Guys like Petrovski always ended up bleeding out in the street or some café booth, witnesses silent, newspapers dropping giant headlines like “Mobster Gunned Down!” or the ever-catchy but moronic “No Glasnost for Petrovski!”

I turned off the road onto the gravel trail that led up to what looked, upon closer inspection, to be a burned-out farmhouse and burned-out barn. The Honda rattled and shook more than normal as I drove down the washboard road. She had stopped filing her nails as soon as we turned onto the gravel trail, but still looked bored. Maybe the money wasn’t important to her, or maybe she’d already forgotten we were supposed to pick up money. I loved her more than I’ve ever loved a woman before, but she wasn’t always the brightest tooth in the smile. 

The Honda ground to a stop between what was left of the barn and the house. 

“Come on, help me find it,” I said, turning off the car and opening my door. 

She got out of the car and waited for me to lead. I pointed at the opening to the barn, and we walked in together, holding hands like the high school sweethearts we were. I spotted the jumbled pile of blackened beams in the far corner. I headed straight for them with a purpose. Letting go of her hand, I peered into the pile, studying it. 

After a few seconds, I said, “A-ha!” and then turned around and walked back towards the entrance. 

“Where are you going?” she asked, looking indecisive as to whether to wait or follow me. 

“Right back,” I called over my shoulder. “Got to get a damn crowbar to move those beams.” 

She flipped her hair and turned back to study the beams. Once back at the car, I reached in and grabbed the keys out of the ignition and went around to the trunk. The instant my key turned in the lock, I felt the tears come, hot and gritty. I stood there for a few seconds, trying my best to burn them out with internal rage. Petrovski. Petrovski would pay one day. When I felt like I was in control again, I reached into the trunk and grabbed the little tire iron that always comes in these import cars, like all Americans have tiny fuckin’ hands. 

I felt the emotional jolt of a happy memory flood into my brain. A year ago I was cursing my mobile phone, when Tanya had piped up and asked if the reason all computers and electronics were made in China was because Asians had such tiny little hands. When I just stared at her, she plowed right on ahead and asked if I thought it was the reason they could get all those little circuits packed into such small devices? 

I remembered laughing so hard that I literally fell on the floor, and how she got so angry because she was being perfectly serious. That made me laugh even harder, until sharp pains in my stomach forced me to gasp in between guffaws. She eventually joined in, and we ended up rolling around naked for a couple hours after that. We weren’t going to be laughing and rolling around tonight, I thought, closing the trunk lid before walking back into the barn. 

“Billy? I don’t see anything in this pile at all. You sure this is where he said the money is supposed to be?” She wasn’t even looking back at me, poor girl. Better this way. 

“Yeah, hon, he said it was going to be right there,” I said, raising the tire iron over my head. 

 

Author’s Note(s)

 

First of all, thank you very much for reading this short story. This story was written a few years ago when I took a great Creative Writing course at the College of Southern Idaho. My professor, Priscilla Bingham, turned into my mentor, and encouraged me to pursue my dream of being a full-time author. 

Fast forward a few years, with this new self-publishing thing, and here we both are, you reading, me writing. I’ve thought about revisiting Billy Jensen’s world quite a few times, but for one reason or another I have never quite been able to make my way down to the south of Texas to meet up with him again to see what other stories he has in him. One day…we’ll meet again. 

I’d like to thank my wife Carly, as always, because without her, I’d probably be homeless and eating wet cardboard. She, like Ms. Bingham, encouraged me to pursue this dream. Hopefully I make both of them proud. 

I do apologize for the cover of this short story. It is not very…awesome. If the version you are reading is just a black background with yellow text, or part of a gun, some blood, and… well, whatever that brown stuff is, welcome to Travis Hill’s awesome Photoshop skills. If the version you are reading does not have that cover, then most likely welcome to Amazon’s pre-made covers. I will assume before I even attempt to use it to make a better cover that I will fare no better than I did with Photoshop. 

 

Update 7/7/2014: First, I’d like to let you know there’s a prequel novella (26,000 words, about 70-ish pages) out called “One Bad Job.” Your good pal Billy tells the tale of how he got involved with Petrovski. It’s $.99 US just about everywhere. 

Second, there’s a couple more stories of ol’ Billy and his girl Tanya rattling around in my skull. I’m hoping to have one or two novellas out by the Christmas 2014 season. 

And third, though this won’t help with this book, I’m having a much nicer cover made. “One Bad Job” already has a very nice cover, as I’ve been at this writing thing for more than a year now. “One Last Job” was my very first published story (probably mentioned this already), and it was a bit of a learning experience. 

Fourth, thank you for taking a chance on a nobody author (unless you hated the story, then I’m sorry I wasted your time. I’d rather one of my stories didn’t get read than to be read and disliked/hated, but unfortunately, reading a book is always a guessing game. If I could make up for you not liking something I read by having a bit of candy and maybe some confetti pop out of your ereader/phone screen, I totally would do that. It still wouldn’t make up for having to read something I wrote, but… it’s candy (and confetti!)). 

If you did like the story, know there are hundreds of other nobodies out there writing great books. You’ll come across some bad ones, but I guarantee you’ll find a whole bunch of new authors and stories to enjoy. You can thank me later (and yes, thanks can also come in the form of hatemail haha). 


If you’d like to see more of Billy Jensen, drop me a line at author@angrygames.com

Or catch me on Twitter: @Angry_Games. 

Or maybe even at my website, http://www.angrygames.com. 

Yeah, it’s kind of a theme as you can tell.


Here’s a list of some other stories that I’ve published:

One Bad Job:
Career criminal Billy Jensen and his pals have plotted for more than a year to take down Gennady Konovalov's jewelry store. When the heist doesn't work out exactly as planned, the survivors go into hiding.


Not only are the Dolgoprudninskaya, the second largest Russian organized crime syndicate in the world, searching for Billy and his crew, but the Dolgo's biggest rivals, the Solntsevskaya, have joined forces with them in an attempt to recover the seven million dollars' worth of stolen jewelry, cash, and bearer bonds.


After Alexi Nikolayev Petrovski, head of the Solntsevskaya in Houston, captures Billy's long-time girlfriend, the crew is left with no choice but to meet the Russian mobster on his turf. Billy learns that Petrovski isn't interested in recovering the stolen goods as much as he is in recruiting a new employee...


"One Bad Job" is the prequel to the free short story "One Last Job," available all major ebook retailers.


26,309 word / 70 page novella
Adult language / situations / violence



Enforcer:
Eighteen-year-old Connor Dunsmore was about to begin his professional hockey career as the top NHL draft pick when an on-ice accident shattered his life's dream. Eight years and over five hundred stitches later, he's become a fan favorite as an enforcer for the Boise Bombers of the United Professional Hockey League.


Off the ice, Connor also moonlights as an enforcer for Costache Ojacarcu, the Bomber's owner, and head of a discrete Romanian organized crime operation in the Treasure Valley. What started out as running simple errands for extra money to supplement his meager hockey salary has evolved into collection, intimidation, and retribution.


After becoming an unwilling accessory to murder, Connor's life begins to spiral out of control. When he rescues a prostitute from an abusive drug dealer, he begins to dig himself in even deeper, and soon realizes how entrenched he truly is.


Adult themes / violence / language
132,000 words / 412 pages


Alive, or Just Breathing:
Devin Fischer lost both of his parents when he was nine.
His controversial mother was taken from him in a freak accident. His father made him an emotional orphan that same day. Devin’s goal is to leave small-town Southern Idaho and the legacy of his mother’s sensational death behind. The only obstacles in his path are the last two years of high school, and the many enemies he’s made with his quick fists and quicker temper.


Melinda Liddy dreams of the day she can escape from the nightmare her life has become.
Her life has become a bitter tug-of-war between the need to escape from her drunken, abusive father, and her inability to leave her mother behind to face the monster’s explosive, unpredictable violence alone. As Melinda struggles to hold on long enough for an academic path, instead of becoming a runaway like her older sister Theresa, she finds a kindred spirit in Devin.


Together, they attempt to navigate the minefield of broken families, high school society, and the chaotic, sometimes confusing emotions that come with falling in love for the first time.


84,600 words / 255 pages
Mature themes / language


Chasing Time:
A snarky, cynical government operative is sent back in time to 5th century France, during the reign of Clovis and the Frankish Empire. His mission: to find and eliminate Dr. Barnard Jameson, a rogue scientist, before history can be significantly altered.


Finding Bertric, aka Dr. Jameson, was the easy part. Eliminating the smirking, pudgy little scientist proves to be a lot harder than he expected.


The smug doctor's plans of advancing human civilization by introducing 21st century concepts and technology more than a thousand years early sound like the ravings of a madman with a God complex... but with the possibility to avoid the Dark Ages and the stagnation of civilization for almost a millennium, is Jameson's scheme a chance worth taking?


Strong language
60,215 words / 300 pages
BONUS: One bonus short story & the first book of a new time travel novel titled "Search Terms: Alpha" included.



It’s Better This Way: 
Twenty-three years ago, the 'bulls' appeared in orbit and destroyed Earth's infrastructure in less than ten seconds. 
These days, the alien invaders aren't as much of a problem as the surviving humans are. 
Evan Greggs learns that things aren't always as bad as they seem, but sometimes the choices to be made are as murky as they are difficult.

24,000 word novella
Contains Adult Language
LGBT Friendly (it is science fiction, not erotica or romance… it does have LGBT characters in it, so if that bothers you, you probably won’t want to read it!)



Departure:
Today is my 40th birthday. It's also my last day on Earth. 
I get to do anything I want today, within reason, as long as I make it to the portal before my time is up. 
What I want is to spend the day with Cara and my two young children. 
I don't know what awaits on the other side of the portal, I only know that certain death awaits me here if I refuse to go. 

Some light adult content 
14,600 word short story/novella (Science Fiction / Romance)


Diabolus:
Salvatore Antonelli, a disgraced ex-bishop, and Benito Castillo, a young tech-priest fresh out of Seminary, are tasked by the Vatican to confront DAMON-1, a nuclear capable AI that claims to be Satan incarnate, returned to the physical world to bring about Armageddon.


The two clergy must battle to restore DAMON and purge Satan from the enslaved AI's core. The bishop is forced to play a deadly game with billions of lives in the balance, while the young priest must confront Satan's digital persona within the network.


The eternal conflict between good and evil, fought in the space between time, brings humanity and their AI creations to the dawn of a new age, and to the brink of annihilation.


"The Exorcist" meets "Skynet" meets "The Matrix" in this thought-provoking new science fiction thriller by Travis Hill.


66,000 words / 203 pages
Teen+ appropriate 

 


Ability (Omnibus):
The end of the world began on YouTube... 
Brian Carter wanted to create a superior recreational substance. 
Garret Stewart wanted to create the next evolution in learning. 
Derry Clarkson wanted her two best friends to see reason. 
What happens when the perfect drug meets the perfect technology? 

Ability is a serialized urban tech-fantasy set in the near future. 
Contains: Adult Language / Situations / Drug use
60,000  words / 217 pages

 


Eight Hour Fiction #1:
Two stories inspired by a JA Konrath challenge to write, edit, create a cover, and publish a short story in eight hours or less. 

A Career Move - A crash-landed alien tries to find his career path but isn't having much luck... 

3072 word short story (teen+ appropriate) 

Capture At The Hive - The Evil Queen Mother has finally captured General Megatron, Defender of the Galaxy. 

421 word flash fiction story (safe for children)
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