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‘If you seek revenge, dig two graves.’


Chinese proverb




one


7 a.m.


Pain.


Darkness.


Mac woke up in a place he couldn’t remember. Black surrounded him, hot pain danced in his body. The pain brutally cut away inside his brain. A nasty taste sat at the back of his throat, metallic mixed with the flavour of death. He was on his back, lying on what he didn’t know. He was still in his clothes. Navy T-shirt, washed-out black jeans, military-style lace-ups. Laid out like a corpse ready to be put six feet under.


Where am I?


His gaze darted around. Abruptly his eyelids snapped down in a protective, reflex motion as something bright hit the room. Cautiously he reopened his eyes. Realised what the brightness was – light coming in from somewhere outside. Just a sliver creeping through a crack in a curtain that was dark with dirt rather than its natural colour.


Curtains meant a window.


A window meant a room.


But a room where?


There was softness under his head. The fingers of his right hand felt what lay beside him. Waves of material.


Softness.


Material.


Lying down.


He figured out what he was laid out on – a bed.


My bed?


Am I back home?


No, his bed was harder. The mattress he was on was soft, as if sagging with the memory of too many bodies. Mac tried to lift his head, but it wouldn’t budge, glued to the pillow beneath it. He raised his hand. Felt the pillow. Something sticky. Something wet. That scared him. Shook him up. Something wasn’t right here, just wasn’t right. Had to get up. He counted in his head, pulling in shots of deep air at the same time.


One. Two. Three.


Tried to move his head again. It wouldn’t budge. His mind went into an automatic three-count again.
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