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Brian McKinley forced himself to eat another slice of the two-week-old pizza. It was the only food they had given him to eat besides the expired can with potted meat. His throat was parched. His eyes fell upon the almost empty bottled waters that they had thrown at him. There were five sixteen-ounce bottles of water, but they had been extremely warm and unsatisfying. Brian longed for something cool like a tall glass of iced lemonade. For the thousandth time, he attempted to loosen the shackles, which they had placed on his feet, but wiggling was useless. At first his hands were tied but one of the mask men had untied him so that he could eat and drink. A thick rope was tied around his waist, and another was tied around his upper body. Both ropes secured Brian to the chair where he sat. He sighed. I’m never going to get out of here, he thought to himself. I’m going to die...in this dirty, strange place. I’m going to die from loneliness, thirst, and starvation. Although he had only been in the room for fourteen days, it felt more like fourteen years.

The room was not small. The clutter just made it appear that way. Brian was in the far, right corner of the room. To the left of him, in the center of the room, there were unusual items. Retro and modern. All over the floor. It resembled the inside of a hoarder’s garage: An old mini television set on the floor. Just like the one his grandmother had in the 1980s. A newer television...the kind with the VHS attached to it. It was on a television stand. A brown-stained, once all white cooking apron. A pair of gloves. A baby’s cradle. A nightstand with two drawers. Rotten, half-eaten apples that looked like they had been there for years- not months. Old chicken bones. Money including coins and bills. Blankets. A flashlight. A tricycle. An old sewing machine. A stuffed animal. A toaster. A microwave. Those were just some of the items that made the room appear to be smaller than it was.  On the other side of the room -the far left- there were two chairs. Empty pill bottles. About thirty cigarettes all around the chairs. An empty box of Kleenex tissue. Balled-up wads of tissue. Garden and outside tools. A baseball bat with an autographed name that was almost invisible, and a brown wooden chest with a key dangling from it was next to the bat up against the wall.

The room’s mold-stained ceiling and walls revealed the condition and the age of the strange place. A clock with tired hands hung high on the wall, above the entrance door. If the time was correct, it was almost ten o’clock a.m. An old New Kids on the Block poster hung on the door along with a poster of Madonna who was staring out at Brian. The poster’s caption read: Like a Virgin. There was another poster underneath the New Kids on the Block poster. This one showcased a youthful Bob Dylan smoking a cigarette and he looked to be deep in thought. Next to the Bob Dylan poster and underneath Madonna, was a black and white poster of James Brown with his signature, curled but straightened hair. He wore a navy blue open-chested top with a pair of black bell-bottom pants. His right hand gripped the microphone. His left hand decorated with several rings pointed straight ahead and there was that infamous grin that spread across his face underneath his medium-sized black mustache. His eyes stared straight ahead directly at Brian, who shivered although his body felt way too hot to be cold. There were gigantic, white letters across the top of the poster that read: THE BIG PAYBACK. Brian shivered again and redirected his eyes to look at the Madonna poster. She was still staring. Her crimson red lips were open, and her head was partially thrown back, revealing perfectly white teeth. Why did it seem as if she and James Brown shared a secret- a secret about him and they thought it was hilarious? That song The Big Payback played in Brian’s head while James and Madonna continued to grin, laugh, and stare at him. They know, Brian thought to himself angrily. Even they know. The white letters on the James Brown poster turned red- crimson like Madonna’s lips- and the red began to drip like blood. Down. Down. Down the poster. Down James’ face. Down the wall and onto the floor. Brian’s eyes widened and his whole body felt paralyzed. He could not even find his voice at first.

“Why am I here?” he shouted once he could speak, to no one in particular. Then, he shut his eyes tight for a few seconds and then he opened them to see no red letters. The giant letters white letters were still in place just as James and Madonna’s eyes were still fixated on Brian. Brian checked to see if there was blood on the floor but there was nothing on the wooden floor except thick layers of dust. Seeing this, Brian thought again to himself, whoever kidnapped me is nuts and now I must be going nuts too. He could feel Madonna and James still staring at him, but Brian refused to give them any more of his attention. He glanced at Bob Dylan, who seemed to be even deeper in thought. Brian looked away as his eyes searched the room for an escape. Seconds later, he concluded that his searching had been in vain. 

He frowned and looked at the dusty, cracked, glass table that was in front of him. It was just as disgusting as the food. It was filled with dead flies, maggots, crumbs, and dust. Brian turned away from the squirming insects and his undesirable food. He had no idea where he was, but it was the worst torture for them to place him in a tiny room, where he could still see the beautiful sunlight through the curtainless window. He wondered what Lelah was doing. Brian wondered if she was missing him and if she had called the police to inform them that he was missing.

“Dammit!” Brian exclaimed, beating his pale hands onto the table. It crashed into pieces. He watched as the dust, insects, crumbs, and dust flew up into the air and landed at his feet. There was a foul odor in the room that was growing more stinky by the day. 

“Oh, my God, would somebody please get me out of here?!!” he yelled. 

Seconds later, someone did come. It was one of them. Brian wished they would take off the ski masks and reveal their faces. He wondered just what kind of sick bastards would take joy in kidnapping a man the day before his one-year anniversary. Their anniversary was October 19, 2005. He and Lelah had made plans more than six months ago- plans to celebrate in Cancun if they made it to one year of being together. They had both made a mental list of all the exciting things they would do for their week’s stay, but now Brian was being held hostage in a room with not even a television. He was missing his favorite television show called Unanimous. He wondered if James was going to be the one to leave with the money. 

“Just what in the hell do you think you are doing?” the masked man said, staring at the mess that lay before Brian’s feet. “What have you done to MY table, Boy?!” 

Brian ignored the short, wobbly man’s question. “Can I at least call her? Let her know that I didn’t stand her up at the airport?”

“What part of NO don’t you understand?” the masked man said loudly, causing the curly-blonde-haired man to jump. “What part don’t you understand? The N or the O ????!!!!!”

Brian sighed, and he folded his hands together as if he were in prayer. “Please! You can dial the number for me if you think I’m up to something!”  

“NOOOOOOOOOOO!” 

“Hit *67 before dialing for Christ’s sake! I need to talk to my fiancé!” Brian pleaded in desperation. He noticed the wedding band on the man’s stubby finger. “You’re married. I see your band, so you know how it is when two people are in love. She and I have never been apart for this long.”

Brian’s brown eyes filled with tears, and he began to cry. For a minute, he almost convinced the masked man to let him call Lelah, but it was only for a minute that the man felt sorry for him.

“Well, get used to it, Buddy!” he replied, in his best tough-guy voice. “ ‘cause it’s going to be an even longer time before you see Miss Lelah.”

Brian stopped crying and he relaxed his pleading hands.

“How- how did you know her name?”

“What are you on to now, Boy?” the masked man grumbled as he grabbed an old newspaper from one of the chairs, which was blocking the badly peeling door. He folded the newspaper and swatted a fly.

Brian shouted, “How did you know her name?! I never told you my girlfriend’s name!!!”

A flood of anxiety overcame him as he waited for a response from the masked man, who appeared to be obsessed with the fly. Even after he gave up trying to kill it, he ignored Brian and went to peep out of the window.

Seconds later, Brian heard footsteps above his head. His heart was beating fast- so fast that it felt like it was going to jump right out of his chest. He tried to silence his heavy breathing as he listened to the footsteps. He studied them long with his ears. Then, Brian determined that the footsteps belonged to more than one person.

“Dehydration must be getting the best of you, Boy!” the masked man shouted even louder as he swatted more flies. 

“You’ve told me a lot of things. Why, you just told me that you are in love with this fiancé of yours.” 

“I’m not buying it,” Brian shot back at him. “What have you sickos done to her and why am I even here?” 

Just then the door opened, and the younger guy walked in. He was the guy who had helped kidnap Brian from his bed. He was undisguised.

“Father,” he said, running his hands through his spiky black hair. His hands were in the pockets of the ripped blue-jeans that he wore. 

“Why are you even wasting time answering this reject’s questions? We don’t owe him anything. He owes US.” 

Brian studied the undisguised man’s angry face and wondered what could he be so angry about? So, these two idiots are related. Brian thought to himself. The two men chatted, but Brian was deep in thought as he tried to figure out where he knew them from. He was convinced that he did not know him, and he did not recognize the masked man’s voice at all. He was about to ask them how and what he owed when he didn’t even know them, but the undisguised man walked over to Brian, and slapped his face hard with his hand of steel.

“You’re a dead man,” he snickered at Brian who sat still not knowing what to expect next. So far, the two men had not answered any of his questions. The undisguised man was tickled by Brian’s helplessness. He reminded him of a little lamb. He continued to stand in front of the fearful blonde-haired man. He threw his head back and laughed, revealing teeth that were the color of popcorn butter. He was so close that Brian could see the initials A.G. tattooed on his neck. He was so close that Brian could count the five passion marks that lay on the man’s neck. He was so close that Brian could smell the scent on his shirt. Brian’s heart and mind were racing swiftly. The scent! The scent! It’s not a men’s fragrance. It’s a very familiar smell. What is it? Think, Brian! Think!

Suddenly he remembered. It was the Provocative Lady perfume that he had bought Lelah two months ago. This was all the proof he needed.

“Where is she?!!” Brian shouted, struggling to break free. The disguised man had stopped swatting flies, and now he was just staring out of the window. His son chuckled mischievously. He walked around Brian a few times and said, 

“Unlike my nice father, I’m going to tell you the MEAN truth.” 

Brian was now a nervous train-wreck, drenched in sweat and tears. He wanted to hear the truth, but at the same time he did not think he could bear it. His mind was racing. What if Lelah is dead? What if she was stabbed? What if she was drowned? What if she was screaming for me right before death? Brian jerked and kicked his legs, angrily, trying to get loose but his attempts were useless.

“WHERE IS SHE? WHERE IS SHE?” he kept asking angrily in between tears. “What did we ever do to either of you?!!” 

The undisguised man took a few steps back, but he still stood in front of Brian. “Good question,” he said, tugging at Brian’s blonde curls. Brian yanked his head away from the man and said,

“Lay off, Sicko! I want answers.”

The unmasked man looked away from Brian. “You hear that, Father?” He laughed. “Little Brian wants answers!” 

Still looking out the window, the masked man retorted, “Well, who’s running the show? Us or him?” He didn’t wait for his son to reply. He turned his back to the window. Furiously shooing flies, he continued.

“Personally, I’ve had enough of Little Brian. All he’s doing is messing up this place, making my head hurt, rejecting good food, throwing temper tantrums, and inviting more flies. I say we should just blow his brains out right here-right now! ...Put us all out of misery.” 

“No,” the unmasked man said angrily. “We’re going to stick to the ORIGINAL plan.” His reached into his Levi jeans pocket and pulled out his ringing phone. Then he exited the room to take the call.

With his mouth wide open, Brian watched him go. Then he anxiously turned to look at the masked man and said, “What plan? You guys planning to kill me?”

“Shut up!” the masked man yelled at Brian. He abandoned his spot by the window and the flies, and he wobbled over to Brian, but first he went to the raggedy nightstand that looked so out of place in the middle of the floor. He reached into the top drawer and pulled out a gun. He held it up in the air and aimed it at Brian as if he was getting ready to shoot him. To his dismay, Brian didn’t even flinch. He looked straight ahead with a slight smirk on his face. He felt unbothered and tired. His whole body felt numb- especially his heart- now that he knew they had done something to Lelah.

“Go ahead and shoot me,” he told the masked man. “You’ve murdered my fiancé so what have I got to lose?” 

The masked man stood hesitantly. Then he put the gun into his pocket, and he walked away from Brian. His muddy, black work boots made the old floor creak as he walked back to the window to fight the flies.

Brian shouted disappointedly, “Where are you going? Didn’t I say, ‘shoot me’? What? Are you too chicken, you fat pig? Forget the plan that your crazy son wants to take place! What about MY plans? I had plans TOO, but you two sickos messed up everything.” He began to sob again.

“You didn’t have to kill her!” Brian shouted.

Just then, the unmasked man came back into the room. 

“You didn’t have to kill her,” he mocked Brian.  Then he came face-to-face with Brian again and said calmly,

“You- are- DEPRESSING! Father, go order this guy a happy meal, because he’s really bringing my spirits low.” He hit Brian upside his head. 

The masked man grunted, “I ain’t going to order him nothing. He played with that pizza...the ungrateful brat. If he calls me a sicko again, I’m going to forget all about the original plan. Plus, I ain’t got all night. What’s the hold up?”

“Father, Chuck is on his way up now.” 

“Hey, Sicko!” Brian spewed. “Who’s Chuck?”

“Now look what you have done!” The masked man scolded his son. “Didn’t we say, ‘NO names’ ?!”

The unmasked man laughed and said, “Father, what’s a name to a soon to be dead man? Who is he going to tell?” More laughter. Then he added.

“I honestly don’t care. That’s why I’m not even wearing a mask. I want Little Brian to remember this face and every moment leading up to his overdue demise.”

“Overdue?” Brian protested. “But what did I do?”

The unmasked man’s eyes twinkled madly, “PERHAPS IT’S WHAT YOU DID NOT DO, YOU FISH STICK!” 

“Ok then tell me what I didn’t do,” Brian begged. “Please. Whatever it is, I will make it right.”

The masked man turned away from the window and shouted, “Some things can’t be made right, you moron!”

“Yeah,” the unmasked man said. “That’s why you have to die TODAY!”

Brian swallowed hard. “Ok...ok...but what about my fiancé? What did she do to make you sickos—” 

BANG!

“OWWWW!” Brian wailed repeatedly. His right hand was bleeding profusely. The masked man ignored Brian and told his son to put some tape on his mouth. The unmasked man was mad at his father for shooting Brian. He kept asking him why he had done that.

“I told him not to call me sicko again...but he did, so I shot him.” He shrugged his wide shoulders. 

“I’m a man of my word,” the old man added.

“I don’t care! It wasn’t part of the plan!”

“Your plan sucks, Son! End of conversation. Now look in the drawer and put some tape on his mouth. I saw a police car turn onto that other street. Time to get this over with.” 

The unmasked man’s expression showed that he disagreed with his father yet did as he commanded, and he put the gorilla tape across Brian’s mouth to muffle his loud cries. With Brian’s uninjured hand, he tried to snatch the tape off his mouth.

“Give me your hands!” Luke said, not waiting for Brian to cooperate. He grabbed Brian’s hands and tied them together with a long piece of rope that lay on the floor. Afterwards, he patted Brian on his head and said, 

“We tried to be nice to you, Brian, but recess is over for you, Reject!”

Brian looked miserable and Luke wanted it that way. He laughed and then took a seat on the floor not too far away from Brian, who felt like he was dreaming. He felt like he was stuck in a nightmare. Never in his life would he have thought that he would end up as a hostage. No, not in this part of Tennessee. Brian lived in a quiet, upscale neighborhood in Brentwood- not far from Nashville- but away from the everyday hustle and bustle of the busy city life. Brian had lived in Brentwood for twenty-four years and he had never heard of anything like this ever happening to anyone. Why me? He wondered. What did I ever do to deserve this? His thoughts were interrupted by the door opening. 

A fast-talking, puny, short man walked in and scratched his head. His hair was short and brown. He looked around the room at everyone and his eyes rested on Brian’s bloody hand. He began to fidget as he spoke.

“I looked all over for gasoline. Couldn’t find any but I did find some matches.”

He set a pack of matches on the floor next to the nightstand. Then he hopped onto the nightstand and got comfortable. He kicked his short legs in and out, bumping his brown cowboy boots merrily up against the nightstand. 

“Do you mind!?” the old, masked man stared at him and said in annoyance.

“And whadaya mean...you looked all over for gasoline? You pumpkin-headed fool you drove past five gas stations to get here? Where do you think they sell gasoline at?”

The unmasked man spun around on the floor to face the newcomer, and he shouted, “Chuck, what took you so long to get here?!”

“Wait! I was in the bathroom.”

“Listen, you constipated piece of garbage,” the older masked said, taking a seat near the window. “Don’t tell us to wait! Get up and go get the gasoline! NOW!”

“Yessir,” Chuck said, quickly leaping up from the nightstand and leaving the room.  

Brian thought the man seemed a little too anxious to go. He heard him slam a door and shortly after, he heard a car start up. Seconds later, he thought he heard footsteps above their heads. The footsteps were getting closer.  Brian moaned and groaned because his right hand hurt badly, and he was sure he’d never be able to write or do anything with it ever again. The masked father and his son were talking. Brian tried his best to hear the footsteps above his head, but they had stopped or maybe it had all been in his mind. Brian felt weak and his eyes kept closing, but the two men’s voices kept awakening him. Every time Brian closed his eyes, he saw Leelah, and she was wearing that pretty, gold sundress. The one that fit her slender body perfectly. It was Brian’s favorite dress and Leelah had been wearing it the last time that he had seen her. Two weeks ago. 

“Brian McKinley, you are the sexiest man alive, and I am madly in love with you.”

“Oh, Lelah, you make me so happy. Nobody’s ever made me feel like you do.”  Lelah’s piercing, crystal blue eyes stared into Brian’s soft, brown eyes as their faces came towards each other and they exchanged kisses before saying goodbye.

“Brian, I can’t believe it’s been almost one year. It must be love because no man has ever kept me this long.” Leelah gave Brian a light peck on his lip before turning towards her apartment building. Brian watched as her cute, gold sandals went up the stairs that led to her apartment building. She was breathtaking and Brian was in love with her too. 

If Brian had known that night would be the last time that he would see Lelah, he would’ve held her and kissed her a little longer. He could feel himself becoming emotional. He didn’t know what hurt more between the hole in his hand and the hole in his heart. Brian opened his eyes and he saw her! It was Lelah. His eyes wanted to close again, but he forced them to stay open. Where did she go? Had he been dreaming? He could have sworn that he had seen Lelah standing there at the door with her long, blonde hair, but now all he saw was the unmasked man texting someone on his phone and the masked man was standing by the window again and swearing loudly. Brian tried to talk, but his words came out as “mmmmmmmmmmmm” and neither man seemed to show any interest in hearing anything he had to say. They were ready to get rid of him. 

“Sure you don’t wanna eat a slice of pizza before you go bye bye?” the masked man said to Brian, whose vision was starting to get a little hazy. 

“Mmmmmmmmmmm.”

“Is that a yes or a no?”

“Mmmmmmmmmmm”

“Uncover his mouth for Christ’s sake!” Brian heard someone say. He knew that voice. There was no mistaking anything. This time he knew it was Lelah’s voice. His eyes got big as he watched her whistle her way into the room. Her lips were mahogany, and she smiled at Brian as she marched over to him. She peeled the tape off his mouth, and she said,

“Brian.....Brian, Oh, sweet Brian,” but in a sympathetic way. 

Brian was so excited that she had come for him. He knew he really had to make her his wife now, but he was scared now for her life. He thought they had murdered her, but all along they had not laid a hand on his fiancé....and to think that he had told that masked man to shoot him all because he thought Lelah was already dead. Brian almost smiled despite the pain in his hand, but he thought about how dangerous it was for Lelah to be there.

“Baby, I’m so glad you are ok,” Brian said to Lelah in between her sympathetic words she kept repeating to Brian. 

“But I need you to get out of here fast. Do you see what these psychos did to my hand?” Lelah stared at Brian’s hand, and she frowned.

“Luke!” she exclaimed, staring at the unmasked man.

“Don’t call my name! I ain’t the one who did that,” Luke snapped.

“But what’s it to you, Hotcakes?” He put his phone in his pocket and he came up behind Lelah, and he pulled her towards him. 

“You ain’t sweet on this reject, are you?” Luke yanked Lelah’s head back and aggressively kissed her, and she willingly kissed him back. The whole time, Luke stared into Brian’s eyes coldly. Then he pulled away from Lelah, smacked her on her behind, and said to Brian,

“Aye, Reject! That’s the MEAN truth that I didn’t want to tell you. Lelah belongs to ME!”

Brian could not believe any of this. He just wanted to go back to two weeks ago. He wished he could be at home, in his nice pajamas, and in his cozy bed. He wished he could say that all of this was a nightmare, but it was the harsh reality. Lelah had played him like a fiddle. 

“Why?” he asked out loud. “Why, Lelah? Why did you do this to me?”

Lelah just stood and stared at Brian in silence. The masked man sounded as if he was having a coughing fit. Brian looked at him and saw that his shoulders were now hunched, and something was terribly wrong with him. Soon, Brian realized that the old man was crying uncontrollably.

Luke pushed Lelah away from him and he angrily charged towards Brian. He gripped him by the collar of his Ralph Lauren shirt.

“Do you see what I’ve had to deal with? Do you see what you have done?”

“No,” Brian said. “I don’t know you people. I thought I knew Lelah, but I guess I didn’t know her either.”

The masked man grabbed the baseball bat that was in the corner, where he stood by the window. He let out a ferocious growl and then he started smashing the window. Glass went everywhere.

“Imagine living with a man like him? Imagine having a father who does this EVERY NIGHT!”

“They have places for angry people like him,” Brian managed to say.

Luke was still holding onto Brian’s shirt. “I was THIRTEEN YEARS OLD WHEN SHE LEFT US! How was I supposed to help?!! Every night I just lay in bed wishing on a four-leaf clover that she would come back and that Father would be happy again.”

“Who is this SHE?” Brian inquired. “And what does SHE have to do with me? Sounds like you all kidnapped the wrong guy, so just let me go.” 

Lelah laughed. “Unfortunately, Brian...they are not going to let you go. One thing I realized while pretending to love you...is that you are a very selfish man. Remember the time that old man stopped us at Publix, and he asked for booster cables? It was twenty degrees outside, and he was shivering. He only needed a boost-off. He asked for your booster cables, and you lied to him!” 

Lelah now wore a look of disgust as she thought back to that day.

“But it was cold, and I was in a hurry to get to the restaurant. I made reservations you know.”

Lelah shook her head and said, “Do you hear how pathetic you sound? Like how long does it take to give a boost off? And the grocery store was about to close! Even if I wasn’t Luke’s wife, I would never EVER give someone like you a chance.”

“Wife?” Brian repeated unbelievably. “You guys are crazy. Who lets their wife do stuff like this?” Luke slapped Brian and let him go.

“Chill out, Reject! You’ve already done enough. Just look at my father. He ain’t been the same since 1997, and it’s ALL your fault, you fish stick!” Luke sank to the floor and began to sob. Brian couldn’t believe the so-called tough guy was now crying like a baby.

Lelah stooped down next to Luke and said, “It’s ok, Lukey. The repayment plan is in effect.”

“Is anybody going to tell me who SHE is!” Brian shouted. “And what’s this repayment plan? I don’t like it when people talk over my head. I’ve been in the dark for two weeks and I deserve to know specific details about WHY I am being held hostage!”

Lelah looked from father to son and said, “I think it’s time to tell him, Mr. Gilbert.” So, the old man’s last name is Gilbert, Brian thought to himself.

The masked man took off his mask and revealed an almost bald head. There were strands of scraggly brown hair here and there, but the center of Nelson Gilbert’s (Luke’s father) scalp was hairless. He went over to the dresser again and this time he pulled out a photo. He held it up for all to see. It was a photograph of a little girl. She had a round, button nose just like his, but her smile reminded Brian of Luke’s smile. She looked to be about ten years old. She wore a pink scrunchy on her wrist and another scrunchy held her brown hair together in a ponytail. 

“Do you know who this is?” Nelson Gilbert asked Brian, who shook his head no. Nelson reached into the drawer and he pulled out another photo. Same girl but on this photo, she was much older. She wore pink lipstick and a mini skirt.

“What about this girl?”

“No,” Brian said. “Who is she?”

Nelson hesitated before saying, “Her name is Ava...my little Ava. My only daughter. Martha and I prayed so hard for a little girl, and YOU took her away! You took Martha too!”

Brian frowned and exclaimed, “What on earth are you talking about? I don’t know your daughter and I did not murder anyone.”

“Not directly,” Luke said from the floor. “But YOU killed my sister, and you took my mother too. It’s all your fault she abandoned us for another man and then she moved to Utah. Now she has two children with him. YOU made her forget all about us. When she left, my dad just couldn’t take it. He got fired from his job and eventually they sent him to the looney bin. Do you know where that left ME, Brian? In an orphanage. I was starved and abused. But Brian you know nothing about that life because you were born rich...only child...mom is a doctor, and your father is one of the most sought-after attorneys in this neck of the woods!”

“I’m not the only child in my family, and I still don’t understand what I did!” Brian shouted, putting emphasis on the second I.

“Do you remember a sweet girl by the name of Ava Gilbert?” Luke asked, pulling himself together. He grabbed a brown-stained handkerchief off the floor and began to blow his nose. 

“Ava Gilbert,” he repeated.

Brian thought about the name.

“She was a cheerleader. Went to Monroe High and she was a freshman in 1997...when you were a junior. I know you know her, Little Brian.”

“That- that name rings a bell.”

Luke laughed and said, “TELL THE TRUTH, BRIAN! YOU KNEW MY SISTER. YOU DATED HER EIGHT YEARS AGO. YOU WERE MR. MACHO RIDING AROUND IN YOUR LITTLE RED SPORTSCAR. YOU TOOK ADVANTAGE OF HER. SHE TOLD YOU NO!!!! BUT YOU KEPT GOING....HAD HER TRAPPED RIGHT THERE IN THE BACKSEAT OF YOUR CAR.” 

Brian shook his head no. Luke stood up and he went over to the confused hostage and punched him hard in his nose. Brian’s nose began to bleed. He watched as bright red blood dripped from his nose onto his already bloody hand. He wished there was a way to escape and seek medical help before he bled and starved to death. These people are crazy! Brian thought to himself.

“You raped my sister and impregnated her,” Luke accused Brian. “She was embarrassed and didn’t know what to do, because you were her first love. She really liked you, Brian, but all she was to you was a trophy...just like all the other girls, your football awards, and trophies. You stopped calling her, dodged her at school, and you dodged her calls too. When she told you about the pregnancy, you told her to get lost.”

Brian let out a tiny no.

“YES!” Luke continued, wildly pointing at the second photo in his father’s hand.  

“You threatened my sis and told her not to tell a soul, yet YOU RECORDED THE WHOLE THING!”

“What- “

“Shut it up, Reject! If you ain’t gonna confess, WE don’t wanna hear it!”

Nelson Gilbert begged in between sobs, “Confess already! Give my sweet Ava’s soul peace.” 

“Peace?” Luke said. “Nah, Father. Too late for that. This guy has robbed us of our peace too. All the years I spent in the orphanage! This nut left you wifeless, Father...wifeless and childless in a looney bin so NO APOLOGIES! IT’S TOO LATE TO APOLOGIZE! The REPAYMENT PLAN MUST BE FOLLOWED! I’ve had enough of this pathetic loser.”
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He wants answers. They want revenge.





