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To the Writers of Their Own Lives, Not Spectators, 

 

This book is dedicated to the audacious who navigate life’s 
complexities by writing their own destinies. To those who step into 

the labyrinths of challenges not as mere observers, but as architects 

of their fate. To those who command their narratives and ignite the 

torches of change for all who follow.
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Prologue 
 

icily in winter has a charm of its own. The tourists flee, 
leaving behind a raw beauty that resonates with my soul. 
Near Scopello, the beaches lie bare, like an unclaimed 

kingdom waiting for its ruler. I visited the house that day, the one 
perched so perfectly at the cliff’s edge, overlooking the vast expanse 
of the Mediterranean. The sun played tricks with the shadows, 
casting serene patterns on the faded, pastel walls. I wanted that 
house, desperately. But I had learned in my line of work that 
desperation is a scent easily detected and exploited. 

I walked through the rooms with a practiced disinterest, touching 
surfaces lightly, barely glancing at the view that had undoubtedly 
sold many before me. The real estate agent, an older woman with 
hair as white as the foamy waves, prattled on about renovations and 
historical value. I nodded absently, calculating, always calculating. 

Stepping out onto the stone terrace, I took a deep breath. The air 
was a concoction of briny sea spray and the crisp bite of winter. For 
a moment, I felt at peace, envisioning my future in this perfect 
house. 

I felt a presence behind me, and my heart leapt with anticipation. 
I turned slowly, a smile already forming, the excitement building 
within me. That was the person I wanted to share that moment with, 
the only one who would understand the significance of that place. 

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I began, the words almost spilling out, but 
something made me hesitate. The silence was heavy, and I sensed 

S 



LEILAC LEAMAS 

 

10 

 

something was off. My smile wavered slightly as I turned fully, 
expecting a familiar face, a comforting presence. 

But the smile froze, then faltered. Standing before me was not 
the person I had hoped for. Instead, it was a man with brutal yet 
regal features, like a figure from a mafia movie. His black suit was 
immaculate, his shirt open to reveal a silver necklace with the image 
of Saint Michael. The saint, the protector, seemed almost mocking 
in this context. 

The realization hit me like a cold wave, and the peaceful vision 
of my future shattered in an instant. 

“Leilac,” he said, his voice edged with steel. “You have a debt to 
pay, and now, with interest. We did the job, and we don’t care if it’s 
useful to you anymore.” 

As the last vestiges of peace drained from the scene, I stood 
facing the embodiment of my past misdeeds, knowing full well that 
my dreams of quiet solitude were as transient as the winter sun. 
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1 
 

Debt’s Labyrinth 
Palermo, Italy 

 

he ticket in my hand was a pale pink, almost soft against 
the sharp November chill that cut through Palermo. “Le 
Grand Macabre,” it read in delicate script, along with a 

date: 24 Novembre 2024. Palco Bellini. Teatro Massimo.  
I stared at it for a moment longer than I should have, knowing 

full well that whatever opera awaited me inside was the least of my 
concerns. I folded the ticket neatly and slid it into my breast pocket. 
Ahead of me, the Teatro Massimo loomed like some magnificent 
relic of another time, its façade bathed in the glow of the streetlights, 
towering over the Piazza Verdi. The grand staircase stretched up 
toward the heavens, marble steps worn by time and the footsteps of 
countless souls. They gleamed beneath the feet of Palermo’s elite, 
all glittering jewelry and tailored suits, as they ascended like they 
had a divine right to be there. 

The crowd was exactly as you’d expect: high society and the 
people who pretend they belong. Women draped in silk and fur, men 
with crisp lapels, and an air of practiced indifference and 
sprezzatura. I couldn’t help but smirk as I looked at my 
Montblanc—7:53 PM. Almost time.  

T 
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I adjusted my jacket, a dark, sharp suit—the kind I reserved for 
gatherings where appearances mattered more than what was actually 
being said. The sort of crowd where everyone understood the rules 
without needing them spelled out. With a deep breath, I started 
toward the entrance, my shoes clicking softly against the 
cobblestones. 

The first step onto the marble stairway felt heavy. I paused 
briefly, as though the night itself was holding its breath. That’s when 
I noticed them. Flanking me like shadows, two men in black suits, 
crisp but somehow wrong. Not tailored wrong—no, these suits fit 
them like a glove. But it was the men themselves. Their faces had 
the hard lines of men who had taken too many hits to the jaw and 
dished out twice as many. Boxers, or at least they had been at some 
point. Now, they were something else. Muscle.  

One of them leaned in just enough to make it clear they weren’t 
here to ask about my evening plans. “Mr. Leamas, we’d appreciate 
it if you came with us.” 

I raised an eyebrow, more out of habit than surprise. “Appreciate 
it, would you?” 

The taller one, square-jawed with eyes that looked like they could 
break concrete, didn’t crack a smile. “This way.” 

I glanced up at the Teatro Massimo. The building was grand, 
regal even, but in Palermo, nothing was ever as clean as it seemed. 
Not the theater, not the opera, and definitely not the people standing 
in front of me. And as much as I loved a good performance, it 
seemed tonight I had a part to play that wasn’t listed on the program. 

“Lead the way, gentlemen,” I said, forcing a smile. After all, 
what’s the worst that could happen? 

*** 
As I was ushered into the Palco Bellini, the weight of the moment 

pressed down on me with a palpable intensity. This was no ordinary 
box at the Teatro Massimo; the Palco Bellini, with its 25 square 
meters of viewing space and an additional 25 for mingling, was a 
shrine to exclusivity, its entrance reserved solely for members of the 
ancient Bellini Club. Inside, the setting was a blend of opulence and 
antiquity. Twelve ancient chairs, upholstered in faded red fabric and 
muted by the passage of time, possessed a kind of dignified decay. 
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Settling into one of these relics, I took in the grandeur of the 
theater—an architectural masterpiece that felt both a crown jewel of 
Sicilian heritage and a witness to its murkier narratives. My gaze 
drifted to my watch again. 8:01 PM. As if on cue, the lights began 
to dim, signaling the start of the opera. It was then he entered. 

“Signor Leilac, benvenuto,” came a voice thick with familiarity 
and authority. 

I turned, recognizing the man instantly—the capo from our last 
unsettling encounter at the Grand Hotel et des Palmes. Unlike his 
henchmen in their uniform black, he donned a pristine white shirt 
beneath his tailored suit, a stark contrast that seemed to underscore 
his authority. 

Two women accompanied him, each a striking embodiment of 
Italian beauty. The first, with flowing chestnut hair and eyes like 
dark olives, was introduced by the capo as Isabella. Her companion, 
a taller, more imposing figure with a mane of fiery red curls, was 
called Valentina.  

“Buonasera,” I greeted them first, politeness dictating the 
sequence despite the tension. Turning to the capo, I added, “thanks 
for the invitation. It’s an invitation impossible to decline.” 

His thin smile didn’t reach his eyes. 
“This opera is about death, absurdity, and the human condition. 

You will like it for sure. Please, take a seat. The opera is beginning.” 
As Ligeti’s surrealistic score filled the air, Isabella’s gaze 

lingered on me, curious or calculating, I couldn’t tell. The opera, 
“Le Grand Macabre,” mirrored the absurdity of my own 
circumstances, a grotesque dance with fate choreographed by the 
Cosa Nostra. 

During the opera’s climactic moment when Nekrotzar, the 
harbinger of the apocalypse, proclaimed the end of the world, the 
capo leaned close. His words, delivered in a sotto voce that barely 
rose above the crescendo of the orchestra, carried a chilling edge. 

“Are you enjoying?” His tone suggested a darker amusement, as 
if foreshadowing my own personal catastrophe. 

He leaned closer, his breath tinged with the scent of Sicilian 
citrus, and murmured, “your debt to me grows at a hundred percent 
compound interest per month.” 
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The statement rang like a death knell, a grim reminder of the 
chessboard scenario where a seemingly benign beginning could lead 
to an overwhelming end. A debt of one million euros would balloon 
to over a billion euros after just 12 months. 

I remembered the old story of the sage and the king with the 
chessboard. What had started as a simple request had spiraled into 
an impossible debt, mirroring my own predicament with this 
Sicilian capo. 

The legend tells of a sage who presented a king with a beautifully 
crafted chessboard. Struck by the beauty of the gift, the king offered 
the sage any reward he desired. Rather than gold or land, the sage 
requested something seemingly modest: he asked that the king place 
a single grain of cereal on the first square of the chessboard, two on 
the second, four on the third, and so forth, doubling the number of 
grains on each successive square. 

At first, the king laughed, deeming the sage’s request to be trivial 
and gladly agreeing. However, as the king’s servants began placing 
the grains according to the sage’s specifications, the true nature of 
the request became apparent. By the time they reached the middle 
squares of the chessboard, the number of grains required had grown 
exponentially, swelling to vast quantities that stretched the 
resources of the kingdom to their limits. 

By the 64th square, the amount of cereal needed was 
astronomical, far beyond the king’s capacity to provide. The 
kingdom faced ruin under the weight of this deceptively simple 
request, a request that echoed the exponential growth of my own 
debt to the capo. 

As the opera concluded, the capo donned a light overcoat, 
appropriate for the 12°C chill outside. One of his men handed me a 
USB drive. 

“Complete this mission successfully, and your debt will be 
settled,” he stated plainly, a lifeline thrown with a hint of disdain. 

Left alone with the drive in my hand, the weight of what was 
asked of me loomed large. As the capo and his entourage 
disappeared, I was the last to leave, pondering the nature of the 
mission that could either free me from or further entangle me in the 
web of the Cosa Nostra. 
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I felt the familiar thrill of a writer not in an ordinary tale but 
perhaps in the first chapter of my third book, a covert narrative under 
the guise of a pseudo-writer—a persona I had crafted to shield my 
true mission. Every heartbeat was a tick of the typewriter, every 
breath a word etched onto the clandestine manuscript of my life, 
where my pen was mightier than ever. I was doing more than writing 
a story; I was living it, each decision a plot twist, each consequence 
a cliffhanger. I was not merely a character in my book but the author 
of my own fate, striving to deliver myself from the very depths of 
the labyrinth I had wandered into. 

***




