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DEDICATED TO ALL WHO read this book.

They thought it was just another repo job. Now they're running for their lives. 
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CHAPTER ONE

Elroy slipped through the door of Busta’s Repo & Recovery.

“What’s goin’ on, man?” he called out, grinning.

“What’s up, Scoop?” Drew said. He was a tall, lean young white guy, about 5'10", with gold teeth and curly light brownish hair. He’d been with the company for about six months. Scoop was Elroy Pettigrew’s nickname.

Elroy was a chunky dude, about 5'8", with mocha-black skin, a short black afro, and a thin beard. He was in his mid-thirties.He had a round belly, kinda like a potbelly pig.

“Nothin’, man,” Elroy said. “Another day, another repo, another dollar,” he added, eyes shining.

“Heard your cookout was bangin’ Saturday night,” Elroy added..

“It was lit! All my fam was there actin’ a fool. My cousin from Mobile rolled in too—shocked me! Why you didn’t come through like you said you would?” Drew replied.

“Man... I got stuck takin’ my mama and aunt down to Pensacola. They wanted to go to some revival, but their ride—Ms. Shelly—got sick and canceled at the last minute. So I had to take ‘em. You know how that goes! Can’t say no to Mom. Then I had to sit through that whole revival! You know how moms are about church and Jesus.”

“Heck yeah, man,” Drew laughed. “My aunt Lois is the same way! Just like Ms. Barb. I dodge when I see her comin’. She's gonna open that Bible talkin’ ‘Jesus is the way!’ I tell her under my breath, ‘This Colt 45 is the way!’”

They both cracked up.

Elroy flopped into an old cracked chair near the coffee station and shook his head. “Man, that revival had folks shoutin’, cryin’, runnin’ up and down the aisles. One lady caught the Holy Ghost and knocked over three chairs and a deacon. I was like, Lord... please let this end soon so I can go home.”

Suddenly, a thick, deep voice bellowed from the back office: Mr. Busta, owner of Busta’s Repo & Recovery. A short, round man with a shiny bald head and a few stubborn hairs clinging to the sides shuffled forward, dragging his feet.

“We ain’t got time for all that racket!” he shouted, sharp and gravelly. “Y’all better get on and get them repos! I ain’t gonna be here all day messin’ with y’all!”

Elroy and Drew snickered quietly.

Chapter Two

Elroy and Drew started gathering their gear—clipboards, key rings, and a handheld GPS that had definitely seen better days.

"Where we headed next, brother man?" asked Drew.

"Elroy glanced at the clipboard." Off Tucker Ave. Some dude named Tim Jones missed three payments on a 'Charger." He got it from the Laboch car lot. Old man Laboch don’t care. Three strikes and you’re out!

Drew raises an eyebrow. "Charger? That ain’t gonna be fast nor easy."

"Nah," Elroy says with a grin. "But maybe we will have a little fun." Ha ha.

Drew opens the door, letting the sunlight flood into the dim office.

Surprisingly, Gina and Rhonda are standing at the entrance.

“What’s up with y’all?” Elroy says, grinning as he spots them.

“What’s up, Rhonda?” Drew adds, nodding her way.

“What’s up,” Gina replies with a quick smile.

“Good morning,” Rhonda says curtly, her tone polite but brisk.

Gina is a Puerto Rican woman, about 28 years old. Friendly and youthful, she often brings a little sass to the office, but her heart's in the right place. She works the front desk and keeps the energy light when things get tense.

Rhonda, on the other hand, is a no-nonsense type. A dark brown-skinned woman in her late 40s, she’s sharp, focused, and always put together. She’s in great shape for her age and carries herself with quiet confidence. While she’s generally polite, she doesn’t entertain foolishness. 

Suddenly, Mr. Busta shouts from the back:

"I know y’all ain’t still standin’ there?"

Then Rhonda walks through the office, holding a folder and glancing toward the front desk, she gives a quick, casual reminder. “Don’t forget, that Charger needs to be back today,” she said, walking past without breaking stride. “Laboch’s already got a buyer lined up. His people called yesterday—they’re coming by to sign paperwork. Bring it straight back here.” 

Elroy gives a thumbs-up. “We on it.”

Drew nods. “Already headed that way.”

Rhonda pauses just long enough to glance back over her shoulder. “Just don’t bring it back with a busted bumper—or y’all gonna hear it from Busta and Laboch.”

Gina laughs from behind the desk. “No pressure!”

"Let’s get to it, Scoop," Drew says, following him out.

"Repo life, baby," Elroy replies, tossing the keys in the air and catching them with a snap.

The door swings shut behind them with a metallic clank, leaving behind the smell of coffee, grease, and old paper. Out in the lot, the trucks are lined up like soldiers, engines ticking in the heat. The hustle has just begun.

Chapter Three

Elroy eased the black tow truck around the corner, Drew riding shotgun as they rolled out of Busta’s lot. Chains rattled and screeched against the metal as the truck made the turn. It was just a short hundred-yard haul down a quiet stretch before they hit the main highway—Main Street.

The morning sun was beating down hard, turning the truck’s cab into an oven. Somewhere off in the distance, a lawnmower droned lazily.

Elroy swung a right onto Main when out of nowhere, a car came flying at them.

He yanked the wheel hard and jumped the curb.

“Hey man, watch it!” he shouted.

The car speeds past, barely missing them.

Elroy leaned out the window, slapping the side of the truck.

“Hey, fool! What’s wrong with you? Tryin’ to kill yourself—and us!”

Drew shakes his head. “Man, that was a straight-up foul. What’s up with that?”

“I don’t know, man,” Elroy mutters. “He gotta be high or something.”

Elroy eased off the curb, glancing at both the side and rearview mirrors to make sure no other crazy driver was coming up behind. He let out a heavy sigh, then turned the stereo up loud. Music blasted through the cab, and Drew started rapping along with the beat.

Elroy laughs. “Who do you think you are, man? Vanilla Ice? Ice Ice Baby?”

Drew cracks up. “You just mad 'cause you can’t flow like this!”

They cruise down Main Street, music thumping, windows down, laughing like it’s any other morning. 

Up ahead, they spot the familiar red-and-yellow awning of the Breakfast Shack at the corner of Main and Bradley Boulevard.

As is their morning ritual, they stop for breakfast before their ten-hour shifts. Elroy pulls into the lot, easing toward an empty parking spot—but just as he’s about to turn in, a car next to the space suddenly backs out and cuts them off.

Elroy slams the brakes—hard. The truck jerks to a stop, its front end hovering less than an inch from the car’s rear bumper. 
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