
In The Dark By B.B Lewis 

 

As sergeant Tristan Banks stood inside the run down motel room, beside a 

rickety wooden table, unceremoniously smothered with 100 kilos of cocaine, he 

wondered how he had arrived at this point in his life. He had always looked up to 

his partner Max, ever since he had taken him under his wing as a young boy, 

just after his mother had died. Max had looked out for him like he was a little 

brother, even defending him against the bullies that would follow him on the way 

home from school, throwing rocks and sticks. They had been best friends for 

near on 20 years and Max had always been so fearless. Never letting anyone or 

anything get him down. Max had always been in complete control and this was 

one of the things that put Tristan in awe of his best friend. Other than his father, 

there was no one in this world Tristan had respected more. Until today. 

 “Put the money and the coke in the bag!” Max was wild eyed, waving his 

gun around like it was a toy and they were playing cops and robbers like they 

used to as kids. 

 “Fuck that shit man, do you know who you’re fucking with?! This aint the 

fucking boy scouts bitch!” Willy Williams was not known for his sense of humour. 

 “I’m not fucking around! Put the fucking money in the bag.”Max pistol 

whipped one of Willy’s henchmen sitting at the table, splitting his skull down to 

the bone like a hot knife through butter. Blood gushed out over the table 

covering everything in its path like a tidal wave. You could instantly see Willy’s 

eyes narrow. He had never let people take his shit in prison and he sure as hell 

wasn’t about to start now. Nobody stole his milk. 

 “Fuck you!” Willy stood up, pulling a colt .45 from under the table that he 

had strapped there for this very reason.  As proven by tonight, you can never be 

too careful. People didn’t know how to do respectable business these days. 

 POP. POP. POP. 

Tristan dove behind a beat up island in the middle of the kitchen as shots began 

to fly. He had been trained for moments such as these but nothing really 

prepares you for when it happens. He had grown up watching gangster films like 

Scarface and the godfather. Growing up, he used to think gun fights were the 

coolest things in the world. Tonight he changed his mind. He slid out from 

behind the island and fired off two rounds, hitting one of the thugs square 

between the eyes. Tristan was a great shot, thanks to his dad. 

 POP. POP. POP. 

Willy was getting angry now; he hated dirty cops, nearly as much as he hated 

other drug dealers.  At least he was honest about who he was. Dirty cops hid in 

plain sight, pretending to protect and serve, when really they were just as dirty 



and corrupted as the bad guys themselves. The only difference between Willy 

and this shit bag cop was that Willy couldn’t hide behind a badge and the law. 

 "You’ve fucked up now bitch! I’m gonna fuck your shit up! You ain’t 

getting out of here alive!” Willy shot off two more rounds, skimming the 

doorframe Max was hiding behind. 

 POP.POP.POP. 

Max bent down and tried to get a glimpse of the two remaining henchmen. He 

knew about Willy Williams all too well. He was the local big time Charlie, drug 

dealer that thought he was above the law. He sold to some young kids on the 

block and got them to do all the dirty work for him. Except for big deals like this, 

he didn’t trust them with this kind of money.  

 “Tristan, I’m out, throw me a clip!” 

“What the fuck have you got us into Max?” Tristan peaked out from 

behind the island to offer cover fire as he slid a clip over to Harr. He caught sight 

of one of Willy’s henchmen and hit him 3 times in the chest. The piercing wound 

oozed hot, thick, deep red blood down his designer shirt. He dropped to his 

knees with his eyes still open but his soul had left his body before it hit the 

ground. 

 “One down, two to go!” Tristan pulled his head back, just as a storm of 

bullets hit the side of his island right where his head had been only a fraction of 

a second earlier. Fuck that was close. 

 POP. POP. POP. 

The last henchman had taken a close range shot to the temple as he tried to 

make his way closer to Max. Willy had been the second fatality, taking a direct 

shotgun shell to the stomach. 

 

“I got them!” Max appeared out from behind the doorframe looking rather 

smug with himself. Walking over to Tristan, he helped him up.  

 

 “What the fuck are you playing at Max?! How the hell are we supposed to 

explain this to the chief?” He was wild eyed, not quite believing what had just 

happened. Tristan started pacing; He had no idea how he was going to get out 

of this with his badge and career still intact. He could feel the beads of sweat 

start to drip down his temple as he tried to evaluate the situation. He didn’t want 

to let his dad down, he didn’t want to let Max down but he knew he had to tell 

the truth.  



 

  “Tristan, take it easy! We’ll just tell the chief that this scumbag tried to 

pull a gun on us. As long as we keep our story straight everything will be ok! I 

would never let anything happen to you. You’re like my little brother!” 

As Max pulled Tristan in for a hug, Willy appeared behind them, blood dripping 

from his mouth and the fatal wound in his gut, where he had been hit by the 

shotgun Max had grabbed from one of the now deceased. 

 “Fuck you!” Willy pulled the trigger three times, all three shots hitting 

Tristan in the back, ripping through his spinal cord with ease and severing the 

main artery to his heart on its way through, as he stood in Max’s embrace.  

*** 

From first appearances’, Brad Tucker was most definitely not the type of man 

you would consider to be emotional. Standing at 6’4, with a short back and sides 

and steely blue eyes, Brad had a very intimidating physical form. Today, looks 

could be deceiving. Today he was a shadow of his former self. Today was the 

day he buried his son.  

Never in his wildest dreams, had Brad ever thought he would be burying 

his only son. It is unnatural. Parents were always supposed to go before their 

children. It was an unwritten rule. Now, here he was, standing in the middle of  

Oak Park Cemetery, watching his sons coffin be lowered into the ground to be 

laid to rest, next to his beloved mother April. As he watched the American flag 

over is sons coffin disappear into the earth, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he 

was dreaming. It was more like a nightmare. It was definitely a nightmare. 

 Tristan was a good kid and he had been so proud when he graduated from 

the Police Academy last year. Max and Tristan had done everything together 

since they were 6 and this was no different. They had both passed with flying 

colours and then they became partners. Now Tristan was dead and Max was 

missing, and no matter how hard Brad tried, he couldn’t get his head around it. 

Something wasn’t right. His boy would never do the things they said he was 

doing. He just wouldn’t. He didn’t have it in him. The police department had 

released their official report of the case but something just didn’t add up. There 

was no way Tristan would have been involved in illegal drug deals involving 

monstrous amounts of money. He just didn’t have it in him. 

 As Brad stood with all these questions swirling round in his head, people 

came and people went, people offering their deepest condolences and a shoulder 

to cry on. But every word fell on deaf ears. None of it mattered. Standing alone 

at Tristan’s final resting place, Brad had never felt more alone.  

 As the last shovel of soil was patted into place as Brad laid a single long 

stemmed red rose for his beloved son. In that moment Brad knew what he had 

to do. He had to find Max. 



 

 


