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Chapter 4 
12 Years Later, Friday Morning 

 

Mason Young opened his eyes and thought that he was in Hell.  A foul greasy 

film in his mouth nearly caused him to gag, something that would have had dire and 

messy consequences at that particular moment.  The sides of his head throbbed 

painfully with every beat of his heart.  He struggled to sit up in bed and was 

immediately rewarded with a new and overpowering wave of bile and nausea, 

causing him to hurriedly stagger to the bathroom to retch his guts down to his toes 

into the porcelain throne.   

Lifting his head, he glanced back into the bedroom, checking to see if anyone 

else was there.  For once, he was thankful that he was alone.  It was degrading to be 

seen like this by another human being; he might as well been puking into the gutter. 

Unfortunately, it seemed that most of the women he had been with lately were 

mirror images of what he’d become.  With a palsied hand, he wiped away the string 

of puke that was hanging from the corner of his mouth and shakily pulled himself to 

his feet. 

Stumbling through the bathroom doorway, he deliberately turned his head 

away from the mirror on the wall so that he didn’t have to see the sorry-assed state 

that he was in.  After flopping back down on the bed he glanced at his watch: a few 

minutes after two in the afternoon.  A whole four hours of sleep, if that’s what you 

could call it.  Passed out is a better term, he decided.  Since he had to be back at 

work at eleven tonight, he thought he’d better try to sleep it off, if he could.  He 

reached across the bed to the nightstand, opened the bottle of Advil and washed four 

down with the last of a stale glass of water. 

As he lay in bed rubbing his throbbing temples, he couldn’t help but feel 

disgusted about his life.  Here he was, thirty-three years old and still acting like he 

was a twenty year old college kid on Spring Break at South Padre.  His once 

promising career as a microbiologist had turned to shit;  now he was just another 

low end manager, stuck in a nowhere job as a shift supervisor.  With the economy 

the way it was, he couldn’t afford to start all over again, even if he could find a new 

job.  He couldn’t strangle that little French bastard who was the source of all his 
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problems, not without spending the rest of his life in a South Texas jail getting 

regularly reamed by large hairy men.  Justifiable homicide was too risky, he decided 

with a sickly grimace. 

Where had it gone so wrong? 
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