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The Seasons are setup as four (4) short stories and a season finale full-length novel. 
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About This Book

Dominic takes Shane up on his offer only to find himself working secretly for The Vypers in order to get information that will bring him closer to Florin.
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To my Readers. You rock.
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Chapter One
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Vypers’ Headquarters
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“I want answers and I want them now!” Shane demanded.

“I told you. I don’t know nothin’ about no stolen stuff!”

“Eduardo, you’re a good thief, but a poor liar!” Shane nodded at Nick. “Turn on the ‘lie detector.’”

Shane watched his sergeant at arms, Nick “Tank” Hall, slam his fist into the thief’s face. And then he thumped him again, in a quick one-two combination.

After a splitting howl, Eduardo cried, “Mother of God! You can’t get blood out of a stone. I don’t know! How many languages do I have to say it in?”

“You do know. As soon as you tell me, you can deal with me instead of Tank.”

Blood dripped from Eduardo’s nose, a split in the skin along his cheekbone oozing crimson trails, while his eyes glazed over with a mixture of pain and fear. “I have no information for you, Shane. You’re gonna kill me for nothing?” Eduardo said.

Shane knew another crippling blow like the one thrown by Tank would leave the young gangster worthless for their cause. His body trembled with a fragile vulnerability that mirrored the cracks in his shattered spirit. “Ice your hooks for a moment, Tank. Let’s see if Eduardo can remember what he claims he doesn’t know.” Shane crossed his arms over his chest, his brown eyes narrowed at the gangster’s swollen face. 

Eduardo shut his eyes and started praying in Spanish.

“Stop that!” Shane said. “There is no God in this room.”

The young man opened his eyes. “I know you have no compassion. I pray because I don’t have the information you want. If I’m going to die, I want to at least arrive where the angels sing and not where the devil will light my cojones on fire.”

Shane stepped closer and leaned forward. “You can make this easy on yourself, Eduardo. You talk to me and together, we’ll send Tank on a beer run.” Shane tried to play good cop to Tank’s bad cop. 

“Believe me, if I could say anything to make Tank never hit me again, I would rat out everybody but Jesus.” A tear ran down Eduardo’s cheek.

The smell of their captive’s sweat and fear permeated the room as if it had seeped into all the cracks and crevices, leaving an embedded, foul odor in the garage where the Vypers conducted business. 

Beating the kid wasn’t working. He either had no answers or was willing to die with them. Not daunted in the least, Tank was ready for more violence. He looked expectantly toward Shane.

Shane raised his open hand toward Tank, alerting him to stop. The beaten man’s eyes were almost swollen shut, and his head bobbed from side to side like a lethargic dashboard bobblehead. He would be unconscious soon, even if Tank didn’t hit him again. When he did open his eyes momentarily, Shane saw that his pupils were rolling back in his head, as if he was about to pass out.

Dark blood dripped onto the floor, forming a small pool under Eduardo. Shane had never seen a nose bleed that much.

Shane reached under the workbench in the garage, pushed a toolbox out of the way, and grabbed a baseball bat. He tossed it to Tank. 

“You know,” Shane said, pacing in front of the young man. “I don’t hate Mexicans, but I do hate thieves.” He maneuvered slowly enough for the kid to lift his head and watch his movements. “Listen, you motherfucker, you’re going to tell me what I want to know, or my man here is going to put a bat through your skull.”  

“¡Yo no sabe nada, te lo digo, hombre, no me digan nada!”

“English!”

“I know nothing. They tell me nothing.” Eduardo moaned in pain. “If you kill me for no reason, you’ll have to deal with the fallout of your actions. To kill an innocent man—such things start wars that go on for generations. To torture me for information I don’t even have makes you a domestic terrorist.”

“You’ve got some balls, Eduardo. Calling me a terrorist.”

“You’ve got the wrong guy. In trying to catch a thief, are you willing to make yourself a murderer?”

“I guess we’ll see, won’t we?” Shane walked around him in a circle while Tank tapped the bat on the floor.

“Your guy doesn’t have to tap the bat, Shane. I assure you, I’m intimidated. I just don’t have the answers you want.”

Shane was quiet. Thinking.

Suddenly, Eduardo spit out a tooth on the floor. “I’m gonna puke!” 

“Don’t you dare.” Shane didn’t mind blood, but puke would send him over the top with anger.

Just opening his mouth to talk caused an inordinate amount of pain to Eduardo’s swollen mouth. His teeth had cut into his lips. Blood had splattered everywhere from his broken nose, and split eyebrow and cheekbone. His entire face was slowly turning black and blue.

“If you’re gonna hit me again, just kill me and put me outta my misery!”

Shane could feel his blood boil. He rushed toward Eduardo and placed both his hands on the arms of the chair. Face-to-face, he growled, “Eduardo, you were there when my shipment was hit.” 

Eduardo recoiled in fear. “They just give me orders, and I do what I’m told.” 
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