A Letter From A Villain

Dammit to hell, I swear my timing used to be a lot better than this. But how the devil was I supposed to know my cousin would claim- reclaim his bride in Sin City?


About damn time if you ask me. Pike and Belle…if those two don’t deserve to be happy, then no one does. I, for one, have done way too much to even daydream of happiness. Such things aren’t in the cards for men (animals) like me. 


Oh this ain’t a pity party, I just know what I am- what I’ve done. I could be a punk and blame my father. Gabriel Tesano led me to the door and shoved me through it, but my actions- my decisions were my own. After that first time…thank God my actions didn’t reach their intended conclusion.


Still, the decision had been made- the stars were aligned and my fate as a killer had been sealed.


Now I’m here in Vegas to…what? Make amends? Repent? Christ…I wouldn’t know where to begin. But they should know this. Things never would’ve gotten so out of control if it weren’t for me. Maybe if I tell them what I suspect about that night between Sabra and me, it could make all the difference between her and my cousin.


I’ve got no fantasies about reconciliation with Smoak. I was raised to hate him and again my actions as a child were the catalyst for the disdain that lay between us as men to this day.


Whatever the case, whatever the consequences, I owe them whatever stab at decency I can summon from my dark soul. Will that lead me to the pearly gates? I think not. I’m ready for hell. 


I better be, since I fear that I’m soon to make its acquaintance….
