
PROLOGUE 

 

 What if a beautiful and highly intelligent young woman walked into a struggling local 

business and showed the owner how easy money could be made? Would they listen? Of course, 

they would.  Now what if she told the business owner they would have to break the law but the 

chances of getting caught were minimal and the financial reward far outweighed the risk.  Would 

they sign up?  The right people would, the handsome older man explained to the beautiful 

woman the day she got her MBA from the University of Southern California. It will be your job 

to find those people because they’re out there in every city in the country he said with the 

confidence of a man who tasted success in so many ways he forgot what failure felt like.  Vast 

resources will be at your disposal and with your mental skills you will find those people. Yes, 

when you walk into that business they will listen, consider and most if not all will say yes. 

 That was how the girl’s father offered her a job in the family business.  He then helped 

her set up her first drug money-laundering network in Omaha, Nebraska. 

 

CHAPTER 1 – THE BOSS 

Why was this man doing this to him?  After all, he was the big boss not some managerial flunky 

and he would not stand for it. 

 Actually, his ego would not stand for it and that’s a whole other story. 

 Well, not really.   

There are many ways to launder Cartel drug money and he was in charge of an entire 

U.S. division. That other person living inside his brain alternately admired and mocked him for 

this accomplishment sometimes driving him to thoughts and actions he was determined to avoid.  
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He had the whole country but his charge was to use small businesses that flew under the radar. 

There are various ways to classify a small business with average annual receipts being the most 

common.  A radio station could average $38.5 million in receipts and be considered a small 

business whereas a florist was calculated at $7.5 million.  He got the florists, the restaurants, the 

bowling alleys and all the retail outlets that led to the constant mocking as to his societal value. 

 But the Cartel thought otherwise.  Flying under the radar led to minimal losses to the 

DEA and a great return on investment. It was simply a numbers game and he was good at the 

numbers and the bosses loved him.   

 But still, he wanted in the big game and that was the banks so he worked as hard as he 

could and hoped that one day he would get his turn. So, when this mother-fucking moron 

actually tried to steal from HIM and cut into his ROE he took action. 

 If the man in the abandoned warehouse hanging from a beam with a small bench under 

his feet could still see through his swollen black eyes he would have viewed a very handsome 

older Mexican in a masterfully tailored three-piece black wool suit with a dark blue tie worn over 

a light blue Eton cotton shirt.  What the boss saw was a badly bruised and bleeding thin man in 

his early thirties who was experiencing a very bad day. 

 “Where are we?” he asked. 

 Of the three large and rugged men of Central or South American descent in the room the 

oldest answered.  “His nose is broken and we think his ribs are too and most of his teeth are on 

the floor.  We waited for you to cut off his balls.” 

 “You told him that was next?” 

 “Yes, and the estupido still won’t talk.” 
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 The boss walked over to the hanging man and stood three feet away. “Where’s the money 

Gil?” 

 “Hmm, I think I spent it all, but I’m not thinking clearly right now.” 

 “Gil, we checked your bank accounts and didn’t find much.  We searched your house 

very thoroughly and nothing was hidden. You drive a Prius and we couldn’t find another car a 

boat or even a small airplane.  Where’s the money?” 

 “Women.” 

 “Women.” The boss turned to the other three, “Who was he fucking, Margot Robbie?” 

 “He’d have to have every starlet in Hollywood on speed dial to spend that kind of money.  

I don’t think that’s where it went Jefe.”  

 The boss turned back to the hanging man and grabbed his bloody nose.  The man did his 

best to stifle a cry as he stared back at his soon to be former boss.  “These men want to cut off 

your balls and stuff them down your throat.  They will take bets on whether you choke to death 

or bleed out.  I on the other hand have only treated you with kindness and respect. I found you 

five years ago when your company was on the edge of bankruptcy and taught you my business.  

And you went out and made a good living.  When Michigan came to town who got you seats on 

the fifty-yard line, for the Michigan Ohio State game? Who can do that, and I even sat with you.  

And you treat me like this?” 

He turned back to the other three and shook his head in dis-belief.  “I was good to this man, I 

treated him like a son.  I never shorted him even a penny and this is how he treats me.” 

 “You’ve always been fair to us too boss.  I don’t think he has any compassion in him. I 

mean you basically saved him and to thank you he robbed you.” 
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 “He’s just a dumb fuck,” the youngest of the three bad men said as he flicked open a 

switchblade.   

 “Gil, I don’t know if you can see that switchblade but I know you heard it.  Is that what 

you want, your balls stuffed down your throat to prove some sort of point?  Just tell me where I 

can find my money and we’ll untie you and you can go on your way.” 

 “Just like that,” the man answered through his swollen lips, “and you’re confident I won’t 

go to the police and I get to buy some more teeth and just live my life. Because we both know 

that won’t happen so don’t lower yourself by trying to lie to me.” 

 “Yes, you’re right, you’re not leaving here today.  But there are two ways to die, a 

painful slow death or a bullet to your heart that ends your misery.  Why do it the hard way?” 

 “Okay, I like that deal.  Your money is in Africa for a school of orphans in Kenya.” 

 The boss did not like to be mocked. Or was it his ego that abhorred any disrespect 

whatsoever.  His anger again bubbled to the surface but he tamped it down. “One last time, 

where is the money?” 

 “Okay, I lied, it’s with Brandon Marshall’s mental health initiative because he was my 

favorite football player. No wait, I’m not thinking clearly, it’s with that organization that fights 

middle and high school bullying, or maybe it’s just with Margot Robbie.” 

 The man watched as the boss reached into his suit coat and withdrew a lighter and cigar, 

his face filled with fury.  “You fucked up man, when you did your homework on me you 

overlooked the fact that I was an orphan with no known parents or siblings and no steady 

squeeze. So without any leverage why did you think you could control me? See Hector, I always 

knew I would end up here or somewhere else with an early death.  That’s what happens to a 

person who gets left at a church before dawn with shit and piss in their diapers. You basically 
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learn how not to give a fuck, that’s what abandonment will do to you.  But I guess you thought 

you overcome the fact that you couldn’t control me by threatening a loved one.  You want to 

know why you made that mistake, because you’re an egotistical narcissist and the most arrogant 

asshole I have ever run across, and I have met too many to count.” 

 The boss normally only smoked Cuban cigars but today he stopped at a cigar store for a 

very cheap one. He also had never killed anyone; he had people for that just like the other three 

men in the room.  But now this animal had embarrassed him in front of his people and that would 

not stand.  He calmly lit the cigar and then motioned for the other three. “Open his mouth.” 

 With not much effort the two largest men opened the hanging man’s mouth. 

 “You want the blade, Jefe?” said the smallest one. 

 “No necesario, he replied.  He took the lit cigar and jammed it down the hanging man’s 

throat and then kicked away the bench under his feet.  

 The four of them watched in silence as the man tried in vain to spit up the cigar until the 

rope did its work and the man’s abandonment came to a close. The very Boss had now crossed 

over a very important line and he watched with pride.  He was surprised that’s what he would 

feel but that was all. Pride in a job well done and he did it in front of men who would tell his tale 

to many other bad men.   

 Later that night in a 5-star hotel while having an after dinner drink he marveled at the 

recognition that he could actually cross that so important line.  But he was kidding himself, he 

hadn’t done shit but get conned by a lonely man with a death wish.  

 His ego did the heavy lifting. 

 

 


