Money in the house

By Leon Phease

  I heard a knocking and then a dog barking. Crawling back into the shadows I risked a peek around the corner of the building. Staying low and in the blackness of the shade of the house I looked around and saw what I wanted to see. A large man wearing a black jacket and a baseball cap was at the door, this was part of the plan. Hurriedly I crawled back along the side of the house and came to a stop underneath a small bathroom window. Pulling out a stick from my jacket pocket, I pushed it underneath the small gap in between the window frame and the window, and bent it around. With great concentration and skill I unhooked the metal bar that was holding the window in the position that it was in and pushed the window open. 

  What I saw was an ordinary bathroom, with a smallish bath opposite to the sink and a shower what was in the bath, such that if you were to use the shower then you would have to stand in it. Moving quickly and stealthily I moved over to the sink and pulled the cupboard doors underneath it open, revealing a medicine cabinet. I quickly did a search of the cabinet but didn’t find anything that I wanted to find.

  Somewhere in this household was a bit of the $50 million in cash that was stolen from us. We suspected it was in here because the manager of the largest Petrol Company in the south island owned this large house and they had “somehow” gained a profit of $50 million for the year. Everyone was happy about this because it meant that petrol prices went down but our organization wasn’t. We knew that some of the money must be in here so that the owner of the house, who was fat and ugly, didn’t have to go to the bank every time he wanted to buy something, we knew him to well for that.

  Gently pushing the door open I moved through the corridor like a shadow. I could hear voices by the door, it seemed that Robert, who was a member of our organization was doing a good job. The plan was that Robert kept the guy busy while I got the money as fast as I could and got out of there. Robert, not knowing when I was done was just to stay there as long as he could. I knew that I would rather be in Robert’s position instead but Robert was better at engaging people in conversation so I was elected to go and get the money. 

  Creeping into the living room of the house I heard a shuffle of feet coming toward the room that I was in. Quickly I crouched behind the large sofa and watched the door open. Almost at once I knew that I was not well enough hidden. Frantically I scrambled for a better hiding place but I didn’t find it. Fearfully I watched as a large man walked into the room in a black jacket. Robert was stunned as he looked at me. Peeking over his shoulder he mouthed at me to hurry up. I obliged, standing up and moving toward the bookshelves where he was pointing. He must have found out where the money was from his conversation with the guy. As I moved over to the bookshelf, Robert came to help me look for it. Neither of us heard the door creak open or saw a man followed by a woman, probably his secretary silently move in. I did hear the “BANG” that followed though and immediately I turned around to stare straight at the gun barrel that was pointing straight at me. I didn’t take a moment to reconsider, looking down at the dead body of my companion, Robert, I pushed the gun away, slamming my fist into the murderer’s head. The woman screamed as I kicked the man in the head as he fell and then I properly came to my senses. The way to survive was to get the hell out of there.

   I jumped over the still body of the guy and pushed the woman aside. As quickly as I could I ran my way through the house and out the front door where I turned toward the road where the getaway car was. Jumping straight into the car I first noticed that I was being followed.  Damn, the man wasn’t as badly hurt as I hoped that he was. I pushed down on the accelerator, hard, and sped off as quickly as I could. The woman was holding a cellphone, undoubtedly ringing the police. And I didn’t even get the money! I looked in the rear-view mirror and saw a man in a motorbike hot in pursuit of me. I had to get him off my tail if I was to get through this saga a free man. I gently eased on the accelerator to slow down a bit. The motorbike was catching up to me. I had a plan though and this was what I wanted. Speeding up I made the motorbike have to quicken up as well to keep up with me. And then I let go of accelerator, pushing all my strength into the brakes and pulling the handbrake. The motorbike slammed into the back of my car and then flew off into the trench by the side of the road. I took a look back as I pushed the handbrake down again and pushed onto the accelerator. There was a body on the mangled up, totally destroyed motorbike and it was smeared with blood. Now that I had got him off my tail I had every chance to get away. Who knows if I would or not. What I knew though was my life had been changed forever.

