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Dale sat in his dark motel room, at the foot of the queen bed, on the ugly, geometric-

patterned comforter, naked, with his mouth wide open. The motel’s neon sign outside the second-

floor window intermittently glowed red to promote “Free Local Calls” and some other perk that had 

been removed years ago, leaving an empty space on the sign that still attempted to illuminate out of 

habit. It was the type of place middle-class families would drive past on the highway, see a handful 

of cars in the parking lot and wonder, Who would ever stay there? 

No one would ever answer “a millionaire.” But Dale had only been a millionaire for all of 

five seconds, and he had been on the run for a slightly longer time. 

Only he would win the lottery now, when it was a problem. A ‘First World problem,’ if he 

properly understood the term he’d heard the younger generation use. He honestly had no idea why 

he bought the scratcher in the first place when he was grabbing the supplies he needed. An impulse 

control problem? Being in the moment? It didn’t matter because there it was, staring back at him. 

The one thing he had never expected to see. The one thing he had never been in his whole life: a 

winner. 

Dale smeared the silver flakes on the Millionaire Mountain lottery ticket with his thumb and 

tapped the edge of the ticket against the hotel room dresser. The flakes fell on the dresser’s worn-

through, stick-on wood grain pattern that showed the particle board underneath. He looked at the 

ticket again to make sure that the three outlines of money sacks, indicating that he had won the 

ticket’s highest jackpot, hadn’t vanished. Seeing they had not, he impulsively attempted to make a 

victory fist-pump with his left hand, forgetting about the makeshift splint that was holding his 

broken pinky and ring finger straight, and had to bite his lip to refrain from yelling out in pain. There 

was that damn impulse control problem again, he thought. 

He paused to make sure he could still hear the shower running in the bathroom. Hearing no 

interruption in the pattern of the water falling, he whispered to himself, “Good.” Susan hadn’t heard 

him. The winning ticket was still his secret. 

Searching around on the floor for his pants, Dale found his jeans—the dirt and blood on 

them noticeable even in the low light—and took out his wallet. He put the ticket securely inside with 

the limited cash he had been able to grab at the last minute, most of it borrowed from Susan, who 

he had convinced to hit an ATM. 

Suddenly aware of his nakedness, he pulled on his boxers and went back to the dresser to 

remove any evidence of having scratched the ticket. He wiped down the surface and blew a puff of 
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air to send the tiny silver shavings onto the carpet. Confident that the dated and worn pattern of the 

room’s carpet hid them perfectly, he smiled. 

 He got a shiver realizing he was walking barefoot on the old carpet. Susan hated when he 

wore his socks to bed and he had acquiesced to her request. 

Dale picked up the Miller Lite can he had originally gone to the dresser to grab when Susan 

decided she needed to clean up and headed to the bathroom, using her phone to light the way. 

Taking a healthy swig, he smiled, happy they had decided the bed was clean enough for sex. 

Jesus, she takes a long shower, he thought, sitting back down on the bed as he looked at his jeans 

on the floor. He started thinking about the ticket hidden inside. He listened to the sound of Susan’s 

shower and weighed his options. There was time. He could do what he was best at. Dale could still 

run. 

 

 

 

OPTION ONE: RUN 

 

Dale dropped to his knees and started feeling around for the rest of his clothes. He put the 

thought of the gross carpet out of his mind as he found a sock, his undershirt, and a bra. 

He paused, holding the bra. It suddenly hit him that this would be the last time he saw 

Susan. He hated to run out on her, but this was a golden ticket for one. 

Dale sniffed the bra, then tossed it aside and started a pile of his clothes on the bed. He 

eventually found them all and got dressed. His jeans were stiff in the knees from the mud and blood 

of last night, but it didn’t bother him. He could afford new jeans soon. 

Happy, with the shape his fingers were in, that he decided to wear slip-on boots, Dale snuck 

out of the room into the outside hallway as the door swung shut behind him. Taking a step, he 

realized his jeans felt a little light and shot his left hand between the door jamb and the closing door, 

and it hit hard on his splint. Dale mouthed a silent scream as tears ran down his face, and he 

pounded his right fist into his thigh as a distraction from the pain shooting through his hand. He 

slipped back into the room and grabbed his wallet, still sitting on the bed. 

Dale was about to leave again when he paused to listen to Susan’s shower. He reached into 

his wallet and pulled out all the cash that was in it, about three-hundred dollars. He set it on the 
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dresser in the same spot he had just won his million dollars. He patted it, then took half of it back 

and put it in his wallet before securing it in his back-left pocket. Seeing a notepad and pen, Dale 

decided to write Susan a note; she deserved that at least. He got as far as writing ‘Sorr’ when he 

heard the shower turn off and quickly ran out of the room, taking care to silently shut the door 

behind him. 

Once he got to the parking lot, Dale realized that he should have taken Susan’s keys. He’d 

have mailed them back to her along with a note of the car’s location, of course. He wasn’t a 

monster, he assured himself. It didn’t matter; the fact remained that Dale needed a ride and he 

needed it now. 

They hadn’t gotten too far last night when he made the decision to run, but the adrenaline 

had been wearing off and he needed some quick patch-ups. Plus, he was weirdly horny and, well, 

Susan was a nurse not immune to his charms. So he had hidden and waited for her shift at the 

hospital to end. 

The one thing that was clear was that he had to move. It was somewhere between 3 and 4 

AM, and someone looking as rough as he did right now would attract unwelcome attention. A quick 

scan of the parking lot showed three cars and a pickup that he would have to jimmy the window and 

jumpstart… if he knew how to do either of those things. Dale shook his head. He was going to have 

to hoof it to somewhere. 

Going back towards town was risky, but also the only place he knew where he could get a 

bus to get far enough away. The other direction was a good ten miles to Pickerington, and dotted 

with farmhouses where he might get lucky and find a car with the keys in the ignition. 

Dale decided on going to town. No one would be looking for him in the farm community, 

but a lot of folks in the country had rifles at the ready to protect their land from coyotes and what 

have you. While there were no fewer guns possibly waiting for him in town, at least he knew the 

landscape and wouldn’t be cornered in a hayloft. 

Twenty minutes into his walk, Dale saw his shadow start to grow on the gravel of the 

shoulder of the highway ahead of him. The road got brighter as headlights illuminated him against 

the flat fields of cut-down cornstalks and he turned to look at the car, the first he’d seen since 

leaving the motel. A Kona Blue 2012 Ford Focus, just like the one Susan drove. 
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“Christ on the cross,” Dale said with revelation. He hadn’t thought that Susan would leave 

the room, but of course, she did. And she was heading back to town, because, where else would she 

go? She was now close enough that he could see her angry face and wet hair. 

“Oh shit,” Dale yelled, while jumping into the small runoff ditch on the side of the country 

highway as Susan jerked the wheel and aimed her car straight at him. 

He managed to get out of the way, but won a full wet front as a reward for his reflexes. 

Luckily, it wasn’t muddy, but the water was ice cold, and he felt his ankle hadn’t fared well in the 

landing. He stood up and felt a shock of pain in his right leg. 

Susan had jumped the ditch and driven her Focus through a small wire fence, put up to keep 

deer out of the field. The car had some front-end damage and a bent driver-side quarter panel, but it 

was still operational. The fence was wrapped around its front wheels, stopping it from going 

anywhere, but was slowly losing the battle as the car popped out the fence posts further down the 

field. 

Poor farmer, Dale thought. Another life he was screwing up just by existing. He saw that 

Susan was possibly in shock, but definitely had the wind knocked out of her, so he yelled out to her. 

“Susan! Susan, I can explain. Just…just turn off the car, honey,” he said as he limped 

towards the back side of the car. 

“You son of a bitch,” Susan groaned back. “You feed me that sorry story about needing my 

help and how you’ve always loved me, just so I can fix you up and fuck you, and then you leave?” 

“It’s not like that.” 

“Then explain to me what it’s like.” 

“It’s tough to explain.” 

Another fence post popped loose and the Focus lurched forward. 

“Did Armstrong even threaten to kill you last night?” 

“Yes! Everything I told you last night was true. And I do love you… I just can’t have you 

involved in this.” 

“You should have thought of that last night before you convinced me to pack up a bag and 

go with you so you could get one last lay. They’ll be looking for me now, too.” 

“That was never my intention.” 

“Then what changed?” 

Dale had no answer and tried to think quickly. Nothing came to him. 
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“That’s what I thought!” Susan yelled. 

Before Dale could object further, the wire snapped off of a fence post and the Focus was 

now free. Susan hit the gas and did a 180 as the wire fence –complete with fence posts— swung out 

wide, being dragged behind the car, kicking up dust. The car was now again aimed directly towards 

Dale and picking up speed. 

Dale cut left across the ridges of the field where crops had been planted. It was his best 

chance of outrunning the car, especially with his newly acquired limp. He could see the headlights 

shining ahead of him, jumping up and down making his shadow expand and contract, as Susan 

drove over the countless rows. He was lasting longer than he thought he would, but the car was 

nearly upon him. 

Dale knew the one rule of running was to not look behind you, but he had to peek. Glancing 

over his shoulder, he saw the car was now beside him. He thought he had successfully moved well 

enough to avoid Susan mowing him down. 

Susan got as close as she could to Dale before kicking open her door and nailing him 

squarely in the back. He went down hard. His momentum taking him forward, ending up face down 

in a dirt ridge. Susan swung the car around to circle him, the wire fence scraping over top of him 

and slicing him up in a hundred different, little ways. 

When she finally stopped the car, Dale could barely see out of his right eye, and his left arm 

was pinned behind him by the wire. He was pretty sure the splint on his fingers was gone, and 

wasn’t sure if the fingers had gone with it. 

“I’m sorry,” Dale managed to spit out past his dirt-encrusted tongue. 

Susan didn’t answer. She walked to her trunk and pulled out a toolbox, removing a pair of 

wire cutters. She cut the fence about halfway between Dale and her car, then walked up to him. 

“We can talk this out!” Dale implored, but Susan walked behind him and flipped him over. 

Then she flipped him again. And again. Dale was now fully wrapped up in the wire fence. 

“Stand up,” were the first words she said to him, as she helped him upright. Dale 

remembered just how strong Susan was from having to sometimes lift patients. Getting to his feet 

with her help, he leaned against the back of the battered Focus. 

“Okay, I deserved that,” Dale said, trying to read Susan’s face. She looked at him with 

sadness and disappointment, before bending down to lift up his legs and send him head-first into 

the trunk. The trunk slammed shut before he could protest. 
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“I’m going to take you to Armstrong,” Susan said, sounding muffled through the trunk. 

“Hopefully he won’t hold this against me, and maybe I can even get a little money to fix my car back 

up, you piece of shit.” 

“Money!” The word hung in Dale’s brain. In all the chaos, he’d almost forgotten about his 

ticket. He stretched the fingers of his left hand out, the ones that he could still feel, to try and touch 

the wallet that held his million-dollar ticket. At least he could bargain with Armstrong when he met 

him, provided Armstrong didn’t just shoot him in Susan’s trunk to save time. 

Dale’s fingers edged along his pocket and found the wallet was gone. Somewhere in the 

commotion and the chase, he had lost it in the field. He suddenly didn’t feel bad about ruining the 

farmer’s fence. 

 

 

 

OPTION TWO: TAKE SUSAN WITH ME 

 

Dale shook his head. Susan. He couldn’t do this without her. He walked to the bathroom 

and dropped his boxers down to the floor, sliding back the shower curtain to reveal Susan washing 

her face. 

“Hey!” she said, surprised that he was not passed out in bed, like most post-coital men. 

“We need to talk,” Dale said, stepping into the shower with her. 

“Okay, but just talk. I’m too old and too tired after my shift to even attempt shower sex.” 

“Just talk,” Dale said again, as he was guided out of the stream of water so Susan could get 

the soap out of her hair. 

“You talk, I’ll shower.” 

“We need to go to Lexington for the weekend. I have a cousin there.” 

“Lexington?” 

“Just for the weekend. When we get back to town on Monday, I can fix this. I can fix 

everything.” 

“Dale, you’re not making any sense.” 

“The lotto ticket I got? It hit.” 

“Holy shit!” Susan almost slipped, turning around to face Dale. “How much?” 
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“Enough to pay Armstrong everything I owe him, plus a little extra for running, and have 

plenty left to start over.” 

“And for my troubles?” 

“You’ve been bitching about your Focus, right? I’ll replace it.” 

“Jesus, how much did you win?” 

“Enough.” Dale moved to embrace her. 

“No shower sex. Now, get out so your bandages don’t get soaked. I don’t want to have to 

redress them before we take off.” 

Dale got out, closing the curtain, and saw her silhouette pump her fists in a silent dance. 

Susan walked out of the bathroom, with one towel wrapped tightly around her body and 

another wrapped around her hair, to find Dale fully dressed. 

“We’re going to need to get gas if we’re going that far,” she said. “I wasn’t expecting to drive 

out of state when I went to work today.” 

“No problem,” Dale said. Although that would take them closer to town than he would like, 

no one would be looking for Susan’s car just yet. He had until noon to get Armstrong the 40Gs he 

owed him, so they’d probably just be watching his apartment, which he had managed to slip out of. 

Being late with the money after begging for your life and promising it in the next twelve hours 

wasn’t a great move. But, he figured showing up with double the money in 72 hours should make 

everyone happy enough for the late payment to slide. 

Dale looked in the mirror to check his appearance and caught sight of Susan changing 

behind him. She didn’t know how much he’d won, and he’d decided to keep it from her, for now, at 

least. He had almost opened the shower curtain by saying, “How does it feel to fuck a millionaire?” 

but luckily, she had spoken first. 

He stuck his finger in his mouth and did a quick check of his teeth. They all felt pretty solid, 

minus the false tooth; that one always popped a little. Another miracle, he thought. 

Just a few hours ago, they had taken their fair share of abuse from Armstrong’s enforcer, 

Casper’s, fists. Everybody had laughingly called him Casper on account of his threatening people 

that he was going to ‘ghost’ them. Once the first deadbeat that owed Armstrongmoney vanished, 

though, Casper started calling himself ‘Casper’ as well, so that everyone knew that he knew. No one 

said his name with a laugh after that. 

“I said, are you ready?” Susan asked. 
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“Sorry, yeah.” Dale realized she must have been asking him while he was looking in the 

mirror. “Just making sure I was still pretty,” he replied. 

“Babe, you’ve never been traditionally pretty. Not that it matters, now that you’re rich.” 

Susan walked out the door and Dale followed, his thoughts no longer on Casper. He went to 

open the passenger door of Susan’s Ford Focus, but the door wouldn’t open. 

“Hold on,” Susan said from inside the car. She stretched across the front of the car to pop 

the door open. “Electronic locks are out.” 

“Good thing you’ll have a new ride soon,” Dale said, settling in. He leaned back as Susan 

pulled out of the motel parking lot, content that he would never have to stay at a place like this 

again. It would be all hotels with room service from now on. He pressed his forehead against the 

glass of the passenger seat window to watch it fade into the distance. 

 

He must have been tired because, the next thing he knew, he was staring at a bright light. It 

took him a few blinks to realize he was looking at the fluorescent lights of a metal gas station 

canopy. Dale turned his head to ask how far they had driven and found the driver’s seat empty. 

Drowsily stumbling around, he recognized the United Dairy Farmers gas station as the same 

one they had stopped at last night. Back when they needed to grab emergency off-brand Band-Aids, 

makeshift splints, beer… and a lottery ticket. 

Hopefully, the same old lady with terrible eye-makeup wasn’t behind the counter again. He 

really didn’t want to deal with her cigarette breath-encrusted sales pitch on why he should sign up 

for their loyalty program. He had finally gotten her to stop by flashing a toothy smile with his mouth 

still full of blood. People don’t like to ask uncomfortable questions, even if it means they don’t hit 

their monthly quota for sign-ups. 

Dale blinked the sleep out of his eyes while walking up to the small building. Something 

seemed off. There was Susan and the bad-makeup-lady (damn it), but they weren’t moving. They 

were just standing there. 

The door chime rang, announcing his entrance, quickly followed by Susan’s, “God damn it, 

Dale.” She looked at him sadly. He looked past her and understood why. Whatever luck he had 

tonight, it had suddenly run out. There, standing next to the worlds slowest rolling hot dog warmer, 

was Casper. 
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“I thought you said you didn’t know where da fuck he was?” Casper aked. He was pointing 

at Dale, but talking to Susan. His knuckles still showed through his dark skin as red and battered. 

“Your girl here was ride or die for you. She said she didn’t know where you were. I said you didn’t 

know what loyalty was and would sneak out first chance you got. In fact, I would have bet money 

on it. But, I’m not a betting man. I see where that gets stupid fools like you.” 

“Casper, look—,” was as far as Dale got. 

“Why you got to go and use my name, man?” Casper hung his head. 

“It’s not your real name.” 

“Wait, your name is ‘Casper’?” Susan asked. 

Casper lifted his head to look Susan in the eye. “Yeah. It’s ironic,” he said. That was part of 

why Casper loved the nickname. Such a dark-skinned black man being called a pale ghost was ironic, 

and once that was explained to him, he told everyone as if it was his idea. 

“We was watching your house, Dale. You never came home,” Casper said. “I was just about 

to go home for a nap and came in here for an ice-cream cone when this pretty lady walked in. Now, 

I love a fit woman in scrubs. Makes the booty look real good.” 

“I—,” Susan started to talk, not knowing what to say. Casper waved her off. 

“Then I saw the name tag. Susan. See, I remember you telling us one night about this blonde 

nurse named Susan that worked the night shift at the ER, and I recognized her from the photo on 

your phone you showed us.” Casper said this and looked over at Susan to see her reaction. She was 

mad. If she was madder at Casper or Dale right now was up for debate. 

“It was from the beach, the bikini picture you sent me when—,” Dale tried to explain, 

before he was interrupted by Casper slamming his fist down on the counter causing everyone, 

including the cashier, to jump back. 

“This isn’t ‘Dale talks time,’” Casper said. “This is ‘Dale shuts the fuck up time.’ Because 

Dale was going to run.” He paused to see if Dale tried to speak further. He didn’t, and that made 

Casper smile. 

“Good, we understand each other. Now, my guess is, this lovely lady has no idea about the 

shit you really got into and how deep that shit is. Nod, if this is correct.” Dale nodded. “Cool. So, 

we are all going to leave nice and quiet, and once you are in my car, she can go about her new day. 

And Doris here is going to do three things for me and then forget I was ever here. Is that correct, 

Doris?” 
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The woman behind the counter pulled her gray knit sweater over her work vest to try and 

cover up her nametag, now scared that Casper knew who she was. “What do you want me to do?” 

she asked in a voice barely reaching a whisper. 

Casper put a hundred-dollar bill on the counter. “Forget you ever saw any of this, remove 

any security camera footage, and get me two scoops of Blue Moo Cookie Dough in a waffle cone. 

Please.” 

They walked out to the shiny, all-black Escalade belonging to Casper, Dale and Susan in 

front, Casper licking his ice-cream cone. Dale went to get in the back seat and was corrected by 

Casper. “You’re riding shotgun. I’m not taking my eyes off of you until you are delivered safe and 

sound,” he said, before instructing Susan to buckle him in. 

“Go get out of here,” Casper said to her. “You leave, then we leave in a couple minutes. It’s 

better for you to not know which direction we’re going.” 

Susan nodded. She looked at Dale with red eyes, then walked back to her Focus. Dale sat 

silently, watching her taillights disappear into the night until he was sure she was gone. 

“I can pay Armstrong,” Dale said. 

Casper laughed. “Man, you still lying that you got the money? Try a new one. At least beg for 

your life.” 

“Check my wallet,” Dale said. “Let me get it and show you. I have the money. I can pay 

him.” 

“You have 50K in your wallet?” Casper asked disbelievingly. 

“50? It’s 40!” Dale exclaimed. 

“It was 40,” Casper told him. “Before you tried to run.” 

Dale sighed. “I have that and more.” 

Casper held his hand out. “Now, I’m intrigued.” Dale handed him the wallet and Casper 

pulled out the ticket. He stared at it, looked away, and stared at it again. “This real?” he asked, “Like, 

this isn’t one of those fake ones that dickhead friends get you for your birthday?” 

“It’s real,” Dale insisted, “So, you can see, I have the money to pay Armstrong. I just need to 

cash this on Monday and we can take him the money. If you want to just hang out until then so you 

keep your eyes on me, that’s cool.” 

“How can I keep eyes on you?” Casper asked, “If I never found you?” 

“But, I’m right here…,” Dale started to say, before the dread set in. 
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“Nah. You a ghost,” Casper said before hitting Dale with his right hand, knocking his head 

into the passenger side window. Everything swirled like dark water and Dale struggled to keep his 

head above it as his body went limp. 

“Damnit, you made me drop my ice-cream,” was the last thing Dale heard before going 

under. 

 

 

 

OPTION THREE: PAY ARMSTRONG 

 

Maybe it’s best to just come clean. Dale didn’t have the million dollars yesterday, so what 

would it matter if he didn’t have it tomorrow? He’d just call up Armstrong, tell him he had the 

money for him now — kind of — and go back to his shitty life. At least he would still have his life. 

Dale picked his iPhone out of his dingy jeans and went to his recent incoming calls. 

Shit, he thought. The number Armstrong had called him from was marked ‘Restricted.’ 

He scrolled down until he found Casper’s listing. His thumb hovered over the phone icon, 

then opted to text instead. ‘Have money. Request meet with Armstrong ASAP to hand over.’ 

Dale set the phone down and searched for the motel’s television remote. He remembered it 

being disgusting looking, with most of the numbers rubbed off. But if he was going to stay awake, 

he was going to need something to watch. 

He never found it. The room lit up with a text coming in on his iPhone. 

‘Thought you ran,’ it read. ‘Your place. We’ve already let ourselves in.’ It was followed by the 

emoji of a ghost. 

“Men over the age of thirty shouldn’t use emoji,” Dale said aloud to the empty room. He 

was going to have to get Susan to take him home. He wasn’t looking forward to that, but she’d 

understand. 

 

Susan didn’t understand. She complained the whole drive back to Dale’s house, not that she 

was wrong. He’d tried explaining to her that it was a matter of life and death, but she reminded him 

that last night was also a matter of life or death. 

“I feel like an asshole,” Dale said, after ten minutes of silence riding in her car. 
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“That’s because you are an asshole,” Susan rightly told him, leading to another ten minutes 

of silence. 

They pulled into Dale’s driveway, behind his old Buick. Susan’s headlights illuminated the 

fact that the rear bumper was a different color than the rest of the car. She went to get out of her 

vehicle and he stopped her. 

“No,” he said. “Not tonight. I’ll explain everything tomorrow. I promise.” 

She glared at him. “If you’re still alive tomorrow, you’d better lose my number,” she said 

while forcibly clicking her seatbelt back into its slot. 

Dale stepped out and closed the door. He turned to apologize again, but Susan sped out in 

reverse, almost running over his feet. The car’s tires squealed in the street as she slammed it into 

Drive to speed away, making her point even more clear. 

Dale approached his house slowly. It was dark. He wished he had replaced the porch light 

when it burnt out a few months back, and made a mental note to do that this weekend. Pulling out 

his keys, the door opened and a shape so large that it could only be Casper filled the frame. 

“Didn’t want you to have to search for your keys,” Casper said. 

“Thanks for looking out for my safety,” Dale responded as he walked past Casper into his 

own living room. Casper directed Dale to continue on to the kitchen and he heard the front door 

shut. 

Armstrong, a slight man in his fifties with a thin mustache, sat at the kitchen table drinking a 

bottle of beer, looking more like a hotel bar manager than a loan shark. “I hope you don’t mind, I 

helped myself,” he said. 

Dale took a coaster from the counter and set it next to the beer. “Please,” he said. “This was 

my grandmother’s table. It’s pretty much the only real furniture I own.” 

Armstrong nodded and moved the bottle to the coaster. “Casper said you have my money,” 

Armstrong said. 

“Kind of,” Dale said. Armstrong looked him in the eyes as he removed his bottle from the 

coaster and set it back on the table. “You see, I have this…” He reached for his back pocket and felt 

Casper’s strong hands on his shoulder pushing him back down into his seat so that he sat on his 

splinted fingers. Something hard tapped twice against the back of his skull, which he realized was 

Casper’s gun. 
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“Slowly,” Armstrong said as he leaned forward. Dale’s shoulders slumped as he pulled out 

his wallet dropping it on the table. He opened it and ran his fingers in between the leather folds, 

finding the ticket. He sighed, flipping it onto the table. 

“Turn on the light,” Armstrong said. Casper went over the wall, trying multiple switches — 

including the one that Dale still had no idea what it did — before finding the switch for the dome 

light above the table. 

Armstrong was wearing a tan driver’s cap that shaded his dark, deep-set eyes so that Dale 

couldn’t get a read on them. “This is real?” Armstrong asked. 

“I want you to take whatever you think is fair,” Dale said. 

Armstrong laughed. “Why would I take anything less than all of it? For simplicity’s sake.” He 

pulled his own pistol out from his jacket. “Unless you have an objection, of course?” 

Dale hung his head. He knew this was the way it was going to go, but he had let himself 

hope he’d walk away with something. 

“What is it, boss?” Casper asked, edging towards Armstrong, noticing the ticket. “How 

much did he win?” Armstrong held up the scratch-off, so the light flickered off of the remaining 

silver flakes. “No shit?” 

“No shit,” Dale said. Casper looked at Armstrong and Dale, then pulled his chrome-plated 

9mm, aiming it at Armstrong. 

“I’ll be tendering my resignation immediately,” he said, catching Armstrong totally unaware 

of his enforcer’s duplicity. 

Before anyone could react, there was a crash from the living room as the front door was 

pushed open. “You know what, Dale?” Susan yelled slamming the door shut and marching her way 

towards the only light in the house. “I’m going to sleep here because I am not driving all the way 

across fucking town at …” 

She trailed off seeing two men she had never met before, with guns out, in Dale’s kitchen. 

“Sorry, wrong house,” she said, attempting to back out of the room. 

Taking advantage of the commotion, Armstrong swung his gun towards Casper and fired, 

hitting him in the abdomen on his left side. The gunshot forced Casper to fire his gun a little high, 

striking Armstrong in his left shoulder and sending a stray slug off into the room. 

Dale kicked his chair backward and dove under the table, thankful to be near the one piece 

of non-particle board furniture in his house. He closed his eyes and heard three more shots and 
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grunts, indicating that they hit their targets, but couldn’t place who was shooting – or hitting – what, 

due to the close-quarters-fire in the kitchen. 

When Dale opened his eyes, he saw Casper on the floor against the white cabinets. His 

blood smeared dark against the white paint, showing where he fell. 

Noticing Armstrong’s shoes, revealing that he was still sitting at the table, Dale tapped them. 

“Armstrong. Hey, Armstrong,” he whispered. There was no response. He reached out to tap again 

and felt warm liquid hit the back of his hand. He didn’t have to check it, he knew it was blood; he’d 

seen and felt enough of his own earlier in the night. 

Reaching above the table, Armstrong was barely alive enough to give a light gurgle and a 

cough of blood from his lungs. “Armstrong?” Dale asked one last time, before the weight of the 

loan shark’s head became too heavy and he went limp. 

Dale instantly thought of running again. There was no way he could explain two bodies in 

his house unless he wasn’t there. He just needed to grab the ticket, beg Susan to leave with him 

again, and have her alibi him out later. They could split the money and he would be in the clear. 

The ticket innocently sat on the table as if it hadn’t just caused the deaths of two men. Dale 

picked it up, flecks of blood now stuck to its face, and he smiled. 

“Hey, Susan. I think we just got lucky!” he shouted into the room, his ears still ringing. 

Hearing no reply, he turned. “Susan?” he asked again. He didn’t see her until he heard a soft voice 

call his name and he looked towards the floor. 

Susan’s body lay crumpled in a ball, a pool of blood rapidly forming beneath her. Dale ran to 

her and went to get a better look at where she was hit. “Don’t move me, you moron,” she said 

through her teeth. 

“What should I do?” he asked. 

“Call an ambulance, now!” she yelled at him. 

Dale pulled out his iPhone and struggled with getting the thumbprint sensor to recognize his 

print. He wiped the blood off of his thumb on his jeans and rubbed the phone on his shirt to clear 

the sensor. While swapping hands he dropped the ticket on the ground. 

“What the fuck is taking you so long?” Susan could barely ask through gritted teeth. Dale 

looked at the ticket and wondered the same thing. 
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OPTION 4: NO PLAN 

 

The water for the shower stopped running and Dale heard the last drips make their way out 

off the leaky shower faucet. He’d spent all his time trying to think of a plan, and now was out of 

time. 

This is why I don’t plan, Dale thought. He couldn’t see a scenario where he wasn’t caught, or 

worse. He wasn’t sure if it was his lack of imagination, or the creeping feeling of inevitability that 

had been working its way up his spine ever since he blew the dust off of the ticket in the first place. 

He was not a winner, why should he think of an option where he’d win even in his own 

imagination? The best thing to do, he convinced himself, was for him to not even know what he was 

going to do next. After all, if he didn’t know, no one else could either. 

Not wanting to alarm Susan, he climbed back into bed. The last 24 hours quickly caught up 

with him as the adrenaline from his surprise windfall started to dissipate. He yawned and felt his 

eyelids grow heavy. The light rustling of Susan toweling off calmed him, and he started to feel sleep 

take him. 

Just before succumbing to the darkness he heard a slight noise that sounded like a gentle 

knocking on the door. Susan must have ordered room service, he thought, catching her quietly walk to the 

door. That’s nice. He didn’t think a place like this would have had room service. He’d eat some 

when he woke up. 

Then he drifted off into the black. 
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