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 “Wait here,” the butler said in a posh British accent as he closed the two oversized wooden 

doors to the study. Daniel heard the clink coming from the butler’s boots get further and further away. 

 Daniel stood still for a moment to admire the room. He was sure he had never before been in a 

room so full of possessions. Opposite the entrance to the room was a large mahogany desk covered with 

various papers that seemed to be organized in no particular method. Behind the desk was an oversized 

leather chair. Shelves and cabinets throughout the room were decorated with various trinkets that 

didn’t really seem to belong. Directly above the desk was a small shelf where a musket was proudly 

displayed. Daniel thought it had to have been a relic dating back to the Civil War or earlier. 

 Just as he was finishing his visual tour of the room, a man startled Daniel by entering the room. 

 “Ah… That was my grandfather’s. Don’t know where he got it from though,” the man said. 

 Confused, Daniel replied, “What was that?” 

 “The gun,” the man said, “It belonged to my grandfather.” 

 “Oh, of course. I’m sorry.” 

 “You’ve got nothing to be sorry for, son. Why don’t you have a seat now?” 

 The presence of this man gave Daniel an uneasy feeling. He carefully had a seat at a significantly 

smaller chair across from the man’s oversized one. 

 “So,” the man said, “Why have you come to me today?” 

 “Well sir, I—“ 

 The man interrupted, “Please, call me Tony.” 

 “Sorry. Tony, I’ve heard from a friend that you can take care of my debt.” 

 Tony leaned back in his chair and replied, “Is that so?” 

 Growing more uneasy, Daniel said, “I mean, that’s what I’ve heard. I mean you no disrespect, 

sir… uh… Tony.” 

 Tony chuckled. “No. No disrespect taken. Your friend was right. What was their name?” 

 “Roy Dinhoy” 

 Tony started shuffling through the papers on his desk. Eventually he lifted one up and 

exclaimed, “Ah yes. I remember Roy. He had quite a bit of trouble recently. It’s a good thing though. I 

don’t take on new clients without a referral.” 

 Timidly, Daniel inquired, “May I ask what that paper is?” 

 “It’s just a bit of collateral. You see, I have to build loyalty with my clients to ensure they don’t 

go spreading the word about my operation to just anyone. For smaller jobs, my clients may simply wish 



to give me something valuable they own such as a family heirloom. I’ll hold onto it for a few years and if 

they’ve proven themselves loyal, they can have it back. For larger jobs, such as what I had to do with 

your friend here, I need a bit more. In Roy’s case, he has given me the deed to his grandmother’s 

house— the poor woman. Anyways, tell me what kind of debt you have.” 

 Daniel knew this was a criminal yet he was still ashamed to answer truthfully, “I have gambling 

debt. About three hundred thousand dollars’ worth.” 

 Tony smiled and started chortling as he spoke, “My, oh my. That is not going to fall under the 

small jobs category my friend. Do you know what you might have to offer me?” 

 Reluctantly, Daniel offered, “What about my car?” 

 “No,” Tony said, “I’m afraid that won’t do. I like to stick to smaller items.” Tony gestured to the 

various shelves filled with trinkets throughout the room. 

 Desperate, Daniel pleaded, “Are you sure? It’s a Tesla. It even has the Smart Summon feature.” 

 “Sorry… uh, Daniel, right? Surely you must have something else to offer.” 

 “I… uh… I don’t know.” Coming to realization of what he was doing, Daniel said, “This was a 

mistake.” 

 “Oh, I beg to differ,” replied Tony. “Let me ask you something. Do you have a family?” 

 “I do,” Daniel reluctantly replied. 

 “Do you want to go home to your family and tell them that you are three hundred thousand in 

the hole? No! Of course you don’t! If we can make a deal today, consider your debts forgiven.” 

 Daniel was starting to sweat profusely. “I… I have to think about this.” 

 Tony sat up straight in his chair. “Hey, I get that. Why don’t you take a walk around the grounds? 

Arthur will escort you out and let you back in when you’re ready.” Tony pressed a button on top of his 

desk. A moment later, the butler entered the room. Tony said to him, “Arthur, can you take Daniel 

outside for some fresh air? Give him some food or drink if he wants anything and he can go ahead and 

wander wherever he pleases.” 

 “Of course, sir,” Arthur said and he turned around and left the room. The clinking of Arthur’s 

boots made Daniel uneasy, but he hesitantly followed him. 

 Trying to make conversation as they walked, Daniel asked Arthur, “So how do you keep track of 

all the hallways in such a large house?” 

 Arthur smiled while staying composed and replied, “At this point, I have been serving Master 

Berlusconi for ten years. I just know. However, when I was just starting out, I had to learn my way 

around quickly. In order to find my way around I would remember little things that stood out.” Arthur 

stopped walking when they reached the end of the corridor. “For example,” he continued, “If we were 

to turn right here, we would be approaching the kitchen, but if we turned left, we would be heading 

towards the backyard. How do you think I know this?” 



 Daniel stepped forward and looked carefully down each hallway. They really did look exactly the 

same to him. “I really couldn’t say,” he responded. 

 Arthur proudly beamed and stated, “Look carefully to the left near the ceiling.” He pointed. “You 

can see the slightest bit of peeling wallpaper. It’s small, but I will never forget that’s the hallway that 

leads to the backyard.” 

 Daniel was slightly impressed as Arthur continued to lead him down that hallway. Soon they 

made another left onto a staircase which Arthur pointed out was noticeably creaky. At the bottom of 

the staircase, a large glass door led out onto the grounds. 

 When they went outside, Daniel stood in awe of the topiaries and the massive reflection pool in 

the center of the yard. He turned around to thank Arthur, but he was no longer there. Moments later, 

he emerged from the side of the mansion driving an electric golf cart. 

 “Master Berlusconi’s golf cart is available for your use, sir,” Arthur said. 

 “Wow,” Daniel exclaimed, “I think I will go ahead and take advantage of that.” He was a fan of 

electric vehicles after all. 

 Arthur stopped the cart in front of Daniel and stepped out of the vehicle. When Daniel entered, 

Arthur instructed, “Just make sure you don’t forget to remove the key when you’re done. There’s a hook 

by the door in the garage that you can hang it on.” 

 “Will do,” Daniel said as he sped off. For a while, he forgot why he was even there. Daniel 

couldn’t help but take in all of the wonders that the estate had to offer. However, Daniel wasn’t naïve. 

He realized that Tony must have been trying to warm him up to make a deal with him. 

 Just then, Daniel’s phone rang. He stopped the golf cart to see who was calling. It was Roy. 

 Daniel answered, “Hey Roy, how’s it—“ 

 “Is the meeting over?” Roy asked. 

 “Umm… No, it’s sort of in progress.” 

 Roy became reproachful and said, “Oh, my mistake. You get back to Tony.” 

 Trying to reassure Roy, Daniel responded, “Oh, don’t worry. We’re on a break now. I’m just 

touring his grounds.” 

 “Ah,” Roy said, “I was just calling to see how things went. I guess I’ll have to call you back later.” 

 Before Roy could hang up, Daniel inquired, “Hey, I was just wondering if you know exactly how 

Tony operates.” 

 “Umm… Well, I had to give up something in order for him to take care of my debt,” Roy 

answered regretfully. 

 “Yeah, I know about the house, but he doesn’t take any other sort of fee, right? How does he 

profit from this?” 



 “I guess I hadn’t thought about that.” 

 In a moment of realization, Daniel asked, “What’s your grandmother’s address?” 

 Roy answered, “2187 Hosnian Lane. Why do you ask?” 

 “Just hold on.” Daniel opened up his phone’s browser and typed in the address. Upon seeing the 

search results, Holden’s stomach turned as he let out a gasp. 

 Not knowing what Daniel had seen, Roy asked, “What?” 

 “Roy,” Daniel stated as gently as possible, “Your grandmother’s house is for sale.” 

 “What?” cried Roy, “That can’t be true. Tony said he would just be holding on to it for a few 

years.” 

 “Roy, I think this whole thing is a scheme to make money off of the possessions of others.” 

 “Okay, but hold on. How can that bastard get away with this? Someone must’ve wondered why 

they haven’t gotten their stuff back by now. You’ve made a mistake.” 

 For a second, Daniel thought Roy was making sense. Then, he realized that there could’ve been 

a darker truth to this matter. He asked Roy, “Who referred you to Tony?” 

 Still noticeably disoriented from the shocking news he had just received, Roy only said, “Huh?” 

 Feeling panicked, Daniel asked in a hurried manner, “Who referred you to Tony?” 

 “His name is Jeremy Samson,” Roy replied with hesitation. 

 “Can I get Jeremy’s number?” 

 “Umm… Sure. It’s (555) 670-0604.” 

 “Thanks, Roy. I gotta go.” Daniel hung up the phone and dialed the number that Roy had given 

him. When he heard someone pick up on the other end, he asked, “Hello, is this Jeremy Samson?” 

 “No, this is Bert,” was the reply. 

 Daniel hung up the phone once more and called Roy back. “Roy,” Daniel said, “You gave me the 

wrong number.” 

 “Sorry,” said a shaky sounding Roy, “Let me repeat it back to you. It’s (555) 670-0604.” 

 Daniel looked at the number he had dialed before. For a moment he was in a state of total 

confusion. He could have sworn the number that Roy just repeated was the same one that was on his 

phone. “Repeat that back one more time for me, Roy,” said Daniel. 

 “Sure, Daniel. It’s (555) 670-0604.” 

 “They do match,” Daniel mumbled to himself. Puzzle pieces were starting to assemble 

themselves in Daniel’s head and when they were all aligned, Daniel’s knees buckled as he discovered a 

troubling truth. “Oh god.” 



 “What is it, Daniel?” Roy asked. 

 “Jeremy was murdered by Tony. I know it. You didn’t give me the wrong number it just belongs 

to someone else now because poor Jeremy got wise to Tony’s true plan.” 

 “This is all just speculation, Daniel.” 

 “I don’t think so, Roy. I gotta go.” 

 Daniel drove directly to the back door at full speed. When he got there, he ran out of the golf 

cart forgetting to remove the key. When he entered the mansion, Arthur was patiently waiting for him. 

 “I trust you had a pleasant time, sir,” Arthur remarked. 

 Ignoring Arthur’s statement, Daniel said, “I’m ready to talk to Tony.” 

 “Right this way,” Arthur said as he started making his way up the staircase with his clinking 

boots. When Daniel once again entered Tony’s study, his eyes were drawn to the musket hanging on the 

wall. It was like it was staring him down and calling out to him at the same time. 

 Suddenly, Daniel’s world got smaller as Arthur closed the doors behind him once more. 

 “Are you ready to talk business now, Daniel?” asked Tony. 

 Daniel was silent. 

 “Well?” Tony asked. 

 After a beat, Daniel asked a question of his own. “What are you going to do with my family?” 

 Tony only chuckled and inquired, “Why would I do anything to your family?” 

 “You asked if I had a family earlier,” Daniel said, “You didn’t just ask about them because you 

want to sympathize with me. That’s my collateral isn’t it?” 

 The smile was wiped from Tony’s face. After a pause, he began to take on a sly grin. “You really 

got me figured out, huh? You are certainly one of my smarter clients.” 

 “I’m not your client yet, Tony. I haven’t agreed to anything.” Daniel couldn’t believe what he had 

just said. Was he really standing up to this man that he feared so deeply? 

 “You’re mistaken, Daniel. I tried to persuade you to do business with me easily, but little did you 

realize that by coming here in the first place, you agreed to my terms. I think I’ll take your Tesla, your 

home, and your family.” 

 Daniel had had enough. Without even thinking for a second, he leapt out of his chair and 

climbed on top of Tony’s desk. He grabbed the musket from its shelf on the wall and pointed the barrel 

directly at Tony. Without a moment of hesitation, Daniel pulled the trigger. There was a clicking noise, 

but nothing else. 

 Tony burst into a fit of hysterical laughter. Through the laughter, he said, “Do you know how 

stupid I would have to be to keep a loaded gun just sitting out in the open?… In my profession 

nonetheless! It probably wouldn’t even work! That thing looks like it’s from the Civil War!” 



 Taking advantage of Tony’s wild state, Daniel turned the gun so he was holding it by the barrel 

and whacked Tony straight on the head with it. Tony’s head immediately fell onto his desk and for a 

moment, Daniel was relieved. Then, he realized that Tony’s head had fallen straight onto the button that 

summons Arthur. 

 Before Daniel even had time to think, Arthur entered the room. When he saw Tony passed out 

on the desk, Arthur reached into his boots and pulled out a pistol from each of them. Daniel ducked 

down underneath the desk just as Arthur started firing. When Arthur stopped, Daniel gained the 

courage to leap back up from behind the desk and start blindly swinging the musket in Arthur’s direction 

with all his might. Luckily, Daniel was able to knock both pistols out of Arthur’s hands and he took that 

opportunity to drop the musket and run. 

 As Daniel made his way through the mansion, he realized he didn’t have a clue where he was 

going. Then, he spotted the peeling wall paper and knew he had to turn left. When he got to a staircase, 

he started going down, but when he realized it wasn’t creaking, he knew he was going down the wrong 

one. When Daniel got back to the top of the stairs, he saw another staircase further down the hall and 

knew that must be the right one. Sure enough, it creaked. When Daniel got to the bottom of those 

stairs, he rushed out of the mansion. 

 ‘Okay, now what?’ Daniel thought. He knew it wouldn’t be long until Arthur came after him and 

he didn’t think he could get to the front of the house where his car was parked on time. Then, he saw 

the golf cart out of the corner of his eye. Remembering that he had never taken the key out, Daniel 

rushed to it. He floored the acceleration and sped around the side of the mansion. 

 When Daniel got to the front, he was crushed as he saw Arthur and Tony were already waiting in 

front of his car. 

 “You didn’t think it would be that easy, did you?” barked Tony. 

 Daniel was filled with dread until he remembered he had one last chance for escape. With all 

the nerve he had left, he said, “I’m sorry, Tony. I just didn’t want anything to happen to my family. Will 

you please just let me call them? Then you can do whatever you need to.” 

 Surprised, Tony answered, “That is a very noble request. You may do so now.” 

 Daniel took a deep breath as he unlocked his phone. His hands shook as he opened up the Tesla 

app and activated the Smart Summon feature. Without warning, the Tesla ran over Tony and Arthur and 

proceeded to make its way across the driveway until it reached Daniel. 

 “Wow,” Daniel said to himself as he looked down at the blood-stained tires, “This exact situation 

should be used to advertise Teslas.” 


