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New Haven Detective and U.S. Marshal Preston 

Maddox drives down a pair of narrow streets as he’s on 
the search for Jonny Cartel, one of the top drug lords of 
New Haven, Connecticut. Preston, who’s wearing his 
casual suit attire, drives through the quiet streets of 
New Haven. He turns a corner that heads toward 
Orange Avenue, around the West River. 

“I take it he’s around this area. Somewhere.” 
He turned a corner, which was leading him into a 

dark pathway. On the other side of the street is a small 
warehouse covered in rusted panels. Preston drove 
closer to the warehouse and spotted a white van on the 
left side. Preston noticed a group of guys standing by 
the van, wearing all black with their faces barely 
covered, stacking what appears to be bags of marijuana 
and cocaine in the back. Preston also noticed a black 
SUV beside the van with one man coming out, wearing 
a white suit with slick hair. 

“There’s the son of a bitch.” Preston said as he 
sees Jonny Cartel. 

Preston slowly put the car in park and turned off 
the vehicle. He exited out of the car and began walking 
toward the scene. As he walked closer, one of the men 
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spotted him and started yelling. The other men looked 
up and see Preston. Jonny turned and stared at Preston. 
Preston does the same. 

“Well, looks like the Instinct has found me.” 
Jonny said. “What’s the next step, Detective? I hope 
you’re not here for a license plate or sticker check on 
my SUV here.” 

“I’m here to take your worthless self to prison. 
Unless you have another option of a location you’ll like 
to take you?” 

Jonny laughed as he looked toward his men. 
They laughed along with him, until Preston glared at 
them. Jonny turned back to Preston, looking at his 
clothes before keeping his attention focused on Preston. 

“Look here, I got an hour before I leave for 
Miami. So, do me a favor, Maddox. Get a change in 
style of clothes for once. This whole intimidation 
approach isn’t quite working for you when you’re 
wearing only slacks and a casual jacket.” 

“I appreciate your generosity in the apparel 
department, Cartel. Though, I can care less on how you 
perceive someone‘s clothing. Anyway, that’s not why 
I’m here and you know why I’m here standing before 
you and your pack of goons.” 

“OK, so what can I do to change your mind? 
Hmm? Give you some profit on the side? Hand you one 
of my nice fine women to keep you company for the 
time being?” 

“I can care less about your greenbacks or your 
filthy whores you have stashed back at your place.” 

Preston held his ground quietly. 
“I’m giving you a few choices to make. Either 

you can come with me, get in my car and I’ll ship you 
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off to prison or we can have ourselves a classic standoff 
where you and most of your men here are killed on the 
spot. Your decision, not mine.” 

Jonny stood quietly, not making a sound. Only 
staring at Preston. Preston kept his eyes locked on 
Cartel, not making any facial expressions of any kind. 

“Tongue turned to lead, Cartel?” 
Jonny walked toward the van. He tells his men to 

pack up whatever they had in their hands and told them 
to leave the area. The men toss whatever they have into 
the van and they drive it off into the darkness of street. 
Preston and Jonny are the only two men at the 
warehouse. 

“Alright, Maddox. Now you have a choice to 
make and make it right for yourself.” 

“OK. What are these choices you have in mind 
for myself that would make me accept them and leave 
you here to continue your pathetic way?’ 

Jonny moved his right hand to his side, revealing 
a revolver under the side of his jacket. Preston noticed 
it and looked up at Jonny. 

“You sure you want to play this little round? I 
told you already. You want to go that route, you’ll end 
up dead and possibly some of your men too.” 

“There is no other way around all of this. Now, 
you can choose your choice. Either you can go ahead 
and leave this area and don’t make a second thought or 
I could just shoot you on the spot and leave your body 
to rot.” 

“So, if I choose the first one, I assume I’ll live. If 
I take the second option, you’re going to put one in me. 
Is that how this is going here?” 

“You’re smarter than how you dress yourself, 
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Marshal.” 
“Funny. The decisions you’ve just gave me are 

similar to the choices that you gave to that woman I 
suppose.” 

Jonny stood frozen still, having what appeared to 
be a confused and worried look on his face. He shook 
his head before staying still. 

“I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking 
about, Marshal.” 

“The woman, whose body was found in the river 
a few weeks ago. I know you’re aware of the case. Only 
her torso was found floating in the water. Her lower 
body was discovered across town at some cannibal site 
where they were partially eating off of it. They eat 
mostly the thighs and some of the calves. Other than 
that, they still left some over for anyone to share.” 

“Holy shit Holy shit! God damn it! If you knew 
how she behaved and how she acted, you would know 
deep down that she deserved it, Instinct!.” 

“No, I don’t know why. Probably will never 
figure out why you had her killed and fed to cannibals. 
But, overall, why did she deserve it? Is it because she 
didn’t have enough federal reserve notes to pay her 
remaining price off?” 

“She was nothing but a traitorous whore. 
Sneaking behind my back, working for that Ray Colby 
guy from Jersey since he just opened ship down here in 
my town. My town! That kind of shit doesn’t play fair 
in my world of business, Maddox and you understand 
that don’t you.” 

“I do. But, its none of my concern how you run 
your business. My concern is stopping your business 
and putting you in a cell or maybe six feet under.” 
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Jonny started to shake, he held up the revolver, 
pointed at Preston. Preston stood still, starting at Cartel. 

“You know what, I’ve just had enough of this! I 
have a plane to catch, Marshal. Big business meeting 
tomorrow. So, if you’ll excuse me.” 

Jonny started walking toward the SUV. Preston 
stood his ground, with his right hand to his side. Jonny, 
still pointing the revolver, gets to the driver’s seat of the 
SUV. Preston stared at Jonny with his hand still to his 
side. Jonny paused and shut the door as he started 
stomping toward Preston with the revolver. 

“You take one step, you son of a bitch and I’m 
going to blow your fucking brains out all over this 
place, Instinct!” 

“I wouldn’t try that, Cartel. You wouldn’t want to 
make a big mistake by killing a United States Marshal 
and ruining your world of business for a very long time 
to come. Even if you have a plane to catch for a 
supposed big business meeting. I‘m sure your other 
clients and partners will understand what you‘ve been 
through and will find a way for their business to 
continue in their eyes before they‘re caught on their 
own soil.” 

“I’ll spell this out for you once and only this 
once. The only way I’ll ever lose this business is OVER 
MY COLD, DECAYING, CORPSE!!!” 

Preston pulled out his gun and fired shots toward 
Jonny in the chest a consecutive three times. Jonny 
slowly fell to the ground, dropping the revolver in the 
process. Preston walked toward Jonny, who’s trying to 
reach for revolver while lying on the concrete 
pavement., Preston kicked it away from Jonny’s hand. 
Jonny bled from his chest as his blood flowed around 

5



his body, soaking his suit. 
 “From the look of you on the ground holding 

your chest, you didn’t listen to my warning, Cartel. I 
told you not to try anything like that.” 

“It doesn’t matter, Marshal. Maybe I deserved to 
die. Maybe this is where my journey ends and all. But, 
soon, there will come a time where you are on the 
opposite end of a gunshot such as this and you’ll be on 
the ground gasping for your breath. When the day 
comes that it happens, you’ll know what’s to come 
afterwards.” 

“I highly doubt your kind and strong prophetic 
words.” Preston said with a smile. “But, whenever that 
day does arrive, I’ll be in this same position and the 
other will be in the position that you’re currently lying 
in.” 

Preston reached into his pocket, pulling out his 
black and silver Blackberry. He dialed 9-1-1. The phone 
started ringing and the 9-1-1 Operator is on the other 
end. 

“9-1-1. Please state your immediate emergency.” 
“This is Preston Maddox. U.S. Marshal and 

secondary detective over at the New Haven Detective 
and Marshal Agency. I’ve called because I’m currently 
standing around the West River, close to Orange 
Avenue at a warehouse. I need an ambulance and a 
coroner right away.” 

“An ambulance is on its way, Marshal. Should I 
assist backup as well?” 

“No need for that ma’am. Just the ambulance and 
coroner will do just fine. I appreciate it and thank you.” 

He hung up and placed the smartphone back into 
his pocket. He walked over to Jonny. He kneeled in 
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front of him as Cartel continued to gasp for his breath. 
“Don’t worry, Jonny. Ambulance is on its way. 

They’ll do what they can for your sake.” 
“What about the coroner? Don’t think I didn’t 

hear that part.” 
“That’s just in case you die here. Which is the 

most probability.” 
“Just go to hell, Marshal. Go to hell and burn for 

the rest of your eternal days.” 
 
Jonny’s head cocked over as he exhaled his last 

breath. Jonny died on the spot as Preston only stared at 
his deceased body. He nodded and walked back to his 
car, leaving Jonny on the ground for the ambulance to 
find. 

 
 
In a suburban neighborhood lies many homes of 

which families and friends live among each other. One 
of the homes has its lights on and inside of the home’s 
kitchen is a forty-year old mother washing the dishes as 
her sixteen-year-old daughter sat in the living room in 
front of a fireplace watching the TV.  

“What are you watching over there?” 
“Just some random show. Nothing much on 

tonight, so I figured I would just watch something that 
grabbed my interest.” 

“Seems to me how you’re pretty quiet over there 
that you’re either in deep of the show or your bored by 
it.” 

“It’s interesting so far, mom.” 
The daughter turned and looked toward the door. 

Hearing a tapping sound coming from outside. Noticing 
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that the room is quiet except for the TV and her mother 
washing the dishes. She sat up from off the couch and 
walked slowly close to the door to see if the sound was 
coming from outside. The sound started again, this time 
alerting the mother. She looked over and turned to her 
daughter, who continued to approach the door. 

“What was that outside?” 
“I’m not sure. Sound like its right next to the 

door. Do you want me to go ahead and check it out?” 
“Since you’re already on your feet, I suggest you 

could. Just be cautious. There’s no telling what that 
sound could be. Especially in a city like this.” 

The sound faded away as the daughter inched 
closer to the door. The mother continued washing the 
dishes as she glanced over toward her daughter and 
looked at what was playing on the TV. Hearing no 
sound, she looked at her daughter. 

“Everything alright over there? You seem to be a 
little nervous?” 

“I’m doing fine. Just taking precautions, that’s 
all.” 

The daughter placed her hand on the doorknob 
and slowly turned the knob. Opening the door slightly, 
it gives a chilling creak as she opened the door. Upon 
seeing nothing or no one by the door, she releases a 
sigh of relief. The mother walked over toward the 
living room, seeing her daughter looking out the door 
and she went back to the kitchen.  

“Haley, is everything alright? What are you 
doing?” 

“I’m-”  
As she responded to her mother, a hand covered 

by a black glove quickly reached in from the open 
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creak on the left side of the door. The hand snatched 
Haley by her jaw and held her mouth shut. She tried to 
release a scream to gain her mother’s attention. Hearing 
a series of bumping sounds coming from the front, the 
mother dried her hands and walked out of the kitchen.  

“What in the hell are you doing in here?” 
She stood in a frozen state as she saw Haley 

fighting off the black glove. Haley trued kicking out of 
the door at the individual’s body, but the black glove 
held Haley tightly and slammed her head into the wall. 
Her mother stood covering her mouth with tears 
beginning to flow from her eyes. 

“Oh my god. Haley, I’m coming.” 
As she took a step, another black glove reached 

out from behind her as it appeared the individual came 
through the back door nearby the kitchen. The intervals 
entered the home, their bodies appeared to be fit, 
wearing all black with their faces covered with solid 
black masks, to where even their eyes aren’t revealed. 
The two individuals throw Haley and her mother 
against the walls and begin to pummel them to the 
floor. Both scream for help as they’re being beaten. 
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