
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Wrong One

Written By: Alistair Sutherland




Copyright 2025 Alistair Sutherland.

Author’s Note: 
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"You have to eat," Tammy tried to persuade the two children.

"No," one of the children said, hugging her younger brother. "We want to go home!"

"Well, that's not happening!" Layla grabbed Tammy and then closed the door. "Leave the food on the table they will eat."

Tammy and Layla returned to the main room of the abandoned house.

"Still not eating, huh?" Drake asked as he was playing poker with the other two.

"They will eat, everyone gets hungry," Layla sat down.

They had picked this abandoned house in the middle of the city because it was easier to hide in plain sight than try to make a run for it.

"You sure about this boss?" Carl asked as he had lost another hand of cards to Drake.

Xavier turned to them. "She needs to be brought down a peg or two, the bosses inside told us to do a job, and we are doing it."

"But stealing her kids," Tammy shook her head. "That's..."

"That's what?" Drake turned to face the blonde, the newest member of their group.

"Don't look at me like that," Tammy stared at him. "I have proved myself more times than anyone here, you want me to kill someone, no problem. Kids on the other hand."

"Are just that, kids," Layla scoffed. "Small people, that's all they are, nothing more, nothing less."

"If you say so," Tammy leaned back in the plastic chair, staring at the cards on the table. "You already lost," she looked at Carl.

"What are you some card counter or some shit?" Carl asked.

"Something like that," Tammy replied.

"Shit!" Xavier looked at his phone, buzzing on the counter. "It's the boss."

Xavier took his phone and went into one of the back rooms.

"Hey Boss," he closed the rickety door.

He imagined this might have been someone's kid's bedroom. Probably at the height of the real estate boom in the eighties, the wallpaper was old and torn, the carpet was dirty and smelled. The whole house smelled like piss and other things.

"Yeah, we got the kids," Xavier told the man in charge. "Nah, we didn't harm them yet, but she hasn't come looking for them."
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