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Chapter 1

 


“You just
don't get it,” Becky said as she sat in the passenger's seat of
Jessie's car.

 


“What is
there to understand? If you don't want to go to the party, that's
fine. I just figured I'd ask.”

 


“Jessie,
you ask me every time and every time, I say no. I wish you would
stop fucking asking me.”

 


“Fine! I
will stop but you are never going to meet anyone locked in that
dungeon, you call an office.”

 


“I don't
want to meet anyone. I don't need the company of others to be
happy.” Jessie sighed, and took the same path they always took
every time they hung out.

 


Becky found herself staring out the window
wondering how she and Jessie ever became friends. Jessie needed the
attention of others. Her long blond hair fell across the top of her
small breasts that were pushed up by a bra that was peaking up
through her low cut shirt. Compared to Jessie, Becky was her evil
twin. Black tank top, baggy black pants, heavy black eyeliner and
dark brown hair dyed only because she hated the hair she inherited
which was some brownish blond, ginger experiment gone awry. It was
more than clothes that separated her and Jessie.

 


Jessie lived in the now whereas Becky tended
to live in the past. Their music taste was different, their friends
were different. They both met when they were in grade school when
they both were a bit awkward. They hung out for a few years until
high school. That's when Jessie got the brilliant idea of being
some kind of America's next top model knock off. Becky found more
of a darker care free life. Making friends not because she was cool
but because she was nice.

 


Halfway through high school they just drifted
apart. It wasn't until years after college that they met again.
Becky and Jeremy had gone out to get coffee and were sitting at
Kerrie's corner book store like they did every Tuesday morning when
Jessie came in, flawless as she had always been, and sat down next
to her. Becky was always amazed at how Jessie could do that. Just
sit down like nothing ever happened. Becky guessed that she did
like Jessie. They did have few things in common. It was just the
other stuff...



Jessie pulled up in Becky's driveway and
parked. They sat in the car for a few minutes before Jessie finally
turned her head to look at Becky. “I'm sorry. I just want you to be
happy baby girl. You haven't really gone anywhere since your
divorce. You need to start dating again.”

 


Becky said nothing. She just sat staring out
of the window. Her three story Victorian house was waiting for her
and at that moment she wanted nothing more than to make a dash to
it.

 


She then
felt a pinch on her arm. “Oww! What was that for?”

 


“You
weren't even listening to me! I said you need to start dating
again.”

 


“Yeah I
know. Just not right now okay?”

 


“Then
when”, Jessie sounded exasperated now. you aren't getting any
younger.”

 


“Thanks,”said Becky, frowning slightly.

 


“You know
what I mean.”

 


“I know
Jessie. I am just not ready to trust someone else with my heart
again.”

 


“Who
cares about your heart... Just one guy for one night will do you
some good.

Becky sighed, “I'll talk to you soon,
okay?”

 


“Fine.
Talk to you soon.”

 


Becky opened the door and stepped out.
Shutting the door she waved then turned to walk towards the house.
She walked up the path to the door. Before she got her keys, she
tried the knob. It turned easily within her hand.



“Mom”, she
thought.

 


She stepped into the hallway, putting her
coat on the rack. “Mom!”she called. “Are you here?”

 


She smelled something sweet coming from the
kitchen. She followed her nose into the kitchen where she saw her
mom standing beside the stove. Amy looked up at the sound of
footsteps. “Hey baby. How was the movie?”

 


Becky stepped into the kitchen, kissed her
mother on the cheek before finding a seat at the kitchen table. It
was all right. It was a romantic comedy. Jessie picked it out.”

 


Amy turned around, giving her daughter a
queer look before sitting down next to her. “I was about to say.
You hate movies like that.”

 


Another sigh. Becky assumed she did that a
lot. She must remember to find another way of expressing herself.
“I don't. But you know how Jessie is. She is hell bent on finding
me a date. I guess she thinks those types of movies will put me in
the mood or something.”

 


“Probably,” said Amy. “But she needs to understand that you
will when you are ready.”

 


“That is
the thing mom. I don't think I will ever be ready. Jeremy was my
life.”

Amy walked around to Becky and put her arm
around her. “ I know baby. But that is the key word. He was your
life. It is time you get a new one. Learn to live without him
looming over your shoulder every waking minute. I said this when I
met him and I will say it now. He does not and did not deserve
you.”

 


“I am not
so sure,” Becky muttered.

 


“Well I
am. Any man would love to be with you.”

 


“Sure.”And with that Becky got up and left the
kitchen.

 


Amy called, “ Do not go too far. Dinner will
be ready in half an hour!”

 


“Okay!”,
she said and stepped out into the hall heading towards her office
in the far corner of the house. She liked this room. It was the
only room in the house with the right acoustics for her singing. It
also was the only room no one really entered. She entered the room
and switched on the light.

 


Towards the end of the room lay a small cot
that she used when she worked nights and did not feel like climbing
the long winding stair case up to her room. She kicked off her
shoes and flopped onto the bed with her left arm over her face. It
had been six months since the divorce was final. She and Jeremy
were together for ten years before he decided he wanted someone
younger and apparently more fun than her. She thought they would
last forever like most girls like to believe. Love was not
something she longed for anymore. When she was a child she dreamed
like most of the white knight who would take her away from the dull
little town where she grew up. Jeremy was supposed to be that
knight. But he had sadly disappointed her. Just some guy who swept
her off her feet then when someone more appealing came along
dropped her on her ass.

Another long sigh escaped her lips and she
got up to turn on the computer. She had an hour before her shift
for the day. She worked at home answering calls from idiots who did
not know the difference between their computer mouse and one found
in a field. She loathed her job and longed for something more
exciting. Her bachelor's degree did not really get her anywhere so
far because most jobs wanted her to work out of her home. During
their marriage, Jeremy preferred her to stay home and work. He said
because of the then economy and there were no real desk jobs. Becky
always assumed it was so he could keep an eye on her. She found it
weird that when he said he found some little tart to spend his time
with, that she was not surprised. Not only that but she found
herself not really caring. By the time he made his little mistake,
the fire had completely burnt out. He was her life not because she
loved him but because she was scared of being alone. She guessed
that is why everyone was freaking out because she was alone. After
the divorce, her mom became exceedingly worried about her and would
frequently let herself in to Becky's home. She would fix her dinner
and clean up after her. Becky hated when she cleaned. It made her
feel like a slob but enjoyed the dinners immensely.

 


“Rebecca.“ A sound came from the intercom located next to
the bed. Becky pushed the button.

 


“Yeah
mom?”

 


“Dinners
ready baby. Come eat before you have to go to work.”

 


“On my
way.” she released the button and sat up. A few minutes later she
walked into the kitchen and was amazed. Amy had really out done
herself.

 


“Wow mom,
you didn't have to do this.”

 


“I wanted
to baby. Now sit down. She sat down and began piling food onto her
plate. Her mom was the best cook ever. Becky always thought Amy
should have gone to culinary school. Unfortunately Amy had little
schooling and married too early. She had Becky in her teens and was
only fifteen years older than her. She always considered her mom
more of a big sister than a mom but over the years they had grown
very close and Becky assumed that her mom felt guilty for not
always being there for her and was trying to make up for it. After
finishing her second helping, she glanced up at the clock. Time for
work.

 


“Thanks
mom. Dinner was great but I really need to get ready for work. Will
you be staying over?”

 


“No
honey. I am going to clean up and let myself out. Ted is coming in
tonight so he will be expecting me home.” Ted was her mother's new
husband. Just like Becky, her mother also had terrible luck with
relationships. Ted would be her fourth marriage. Every man her
mother would date usually started out nice and then changed years
later. It always started exactly the same. They would start trying
to get Becky to like her, and then slowly draw her mother farther
and farther away. Ted seemed like a nice guy but Becky had her
suspicions that he was not too fond of her.

 


“Okay.
Well just lock up when you leave.” She kissed her mom and left the
room. She logged in to all of her work software and for the next
eight hours she listened to people go on and on about their so
called problems. How the company did not care about them and they
needed a credit for this and a credit for that. It was a very
tedious and repetitive job but the pay was good. Her house that she
had bought during her marriage was not extremely expensive but it
was hard for someone living alone. Thankfully she was able to prove
that Jeremy had been unfaithful and won the house during the court
battle. She was able to use most of the alimony she sued him for to
keep the house. She could not imagine living anywhere else. They
had bought this house four years into the marriage right after they
both were out of college. Now that it was hers she found that the
house even though large, was the right fit for her.

End of shift came at three am and she logged
out of everything, saying good night to all of her coworkers. She
put the computer to sleep and walked out into the hall way. A few
minutes later she was out on the porch with a beer in hand and a
pack of smokes. She sat down on the porch swing, put her smokes on
the table and sat back. The first sip of beer has always been the
best after a long night of listening to other people complain.
Staring out into the night she watched the owls and bats swoop
overhead. It was indeed a beautiful night. She finished her beer
and stepped off of the porch and out into the garden.

 


Her garden was her second love. She planted
all kinds of flowers there including but not limited to stargazer
lilies, roses, tulips, and daffodils. In the center of her garden
stood Mihael; the angel of love. In front of Mihael was a stone
bench. She went over to the bench and sat down. She would often
come out here to be alone even when Jeremy was around. When they
had a fight, the sight of the angel and smell of the flowers would
always calm her down. This angel witnessed a lot of tears.

 


She looked up at the angel and said, “Good
morning angel. It has been a while since I got to talk to you. My
shift was the same as usual. I swear customers get meaner every
night. Either that or I am getting more sensitive, eh?” she
laughed. “ I went out with Jessie today. She is still trying to get
me to date. I would but there is no one I want. Or rather no one
who would want me. I am damaged goods. But between you and I, I
wish I could find someone to share this big house with.”She touched
her cheek and found that she was crying. She could fool the others
but she could not fool her heart. She could not fool Mihael. She
was lonely and hated going to bed alone.

 


Jeremy had been a controlling bastard but he
was there at least. She lied down on the bench and let the tears
come freely. She let it all out. She cried for all the pain he had
caused her during their marriage. She cried for all the pain she
was in now. He is happy now with his little tart. He was not
thinking of her now. He was probably having his way with her now.
That hurt her more and she cried harder. She cried till she could
barely breathe. Finally, when the tears dried and she sat there
cold and lonely, staring up at the stars wishing with all her might
that she had someone to hold her, she glanced at her watch. Time to
get ready for bed. She sniffed and stood up and went over to the
angel and very gently kissed the statue on the cheek. As she walked
past the angel she could feel the ground tremble.

“What?”,
She looked around. “ We do not have earthquakes. But it did not
feel like an earthquake; just a small vibration from the ground.
She shrugged and walked around to the front of the
house.


Chapter
2

 


The next morning Becky awoke to the sound of
the door bell. Staggering out of bed she grabbed her robe and
headed downstairs. She looked out of the window next to the door
and smiled. It was Marcus. Marcus and she had been friends as kids
but due to some tension between him and Jeremy they had to stop
talking to each other. Marcus had loved Becky ever since they were
kids but by the time he got around to telling her, she had been
engaged to Jeremy.

 


“Good
morning beautiful”, he said letting himself in.

“Eh, if
you like bed hair and swollen eyes.” She closed the door and hugged
him. “It is nice to see you again.”

 


He took in her scent and closed his eyes.
Finally he was able to hold her again. Even though they were just
friends that was enough for him. He pushed her back a little way so
he could get a better look at her.

 


“It is
great to see you too. It is great to actually have the opportunity
to..”, he trailed off looking around as if he were searching for
something.

 


“I know
Marc and I am sorry. You knew how he was. He thought the world was
out to get me.”

 


“How are
you coping BTW?” He released her arms and turned around to put his
jacket on the rack.

 


“You mean
how am I coping being able to do whatever I want? Or how am I doing
without having a lover in my bed?”

 


He smiled. “Both.”

 


“Well
this house is large but you know me. I have always liked my space.
As far as the other part, I am a big girl. After all these years of
being chained down, it is nice to be able to breathe.”

 


“I can
understand that. Well I am sorry I did not call. But I ran into Amy
at the store last night and she told me about your divorce so I
figured I would stop by.”

 


Becky smiled. “Well I am glad you did. I have
missed you. I hated not being about to talk to you. How long has it
been?”

 


“Too damn
long.” He hugged her again. They stayed like that for several
minutes. Neither wanting the other to break away.

 


It was Becky who finally broke the embrace.
“Do, do you have time to hang out?”

 


“Yep.
This whole day is going to be devoted to you. I am going to make
you sick of me by the end of the day.”

 


“Ha! I
doubt that but what did you have planned? Just please not a
movie.”

“Why?” He
tilted his head slightly.

 


Becky shook her head and laughed. “Never
mind. Would you like some coffee? I have not had mine this morning
so I am surprised that I am this friendly.”

 


“I guess
it is just my natural charm.” He grinned looking away like he was a
prince in an old Disney film. Becky felt a burst of laughter erupt
from her. She laughed so hard that her stomach hurt and she walked
into the kitchen still laughing.

 


He followed behind her. Finally wiping tears
from her eyes she said, “Sorry you looked like Gaston with that
smirk.”

 


He put on a fake frown and said, “Well at
least I didn't look like the beast.”

 


“Too
right!”, she said and giggled. “Okay, I have Columbian. Hope that
is okay.”

 


“Coffee
is coffee to me buttercup.” He said hoping to get a rise out of
her. It did. She threw her middle finger in the air as she stood by
the sink filling the coffee pot. They had loved the old story
growing up and Becky knew all too well that Buttercup was beautiful
but a bit on the dumb side. A few minutes later they sat at the
table and it was if they had seen each other yesterday.

 


“So did
you ever marry?”She took a drink and licked her lips.

 


Marcus looked down at his coffee. “No.”

 


She looked a him queerly. “Um..why not.”

 


He looked up at her. “I don't know. I guess I
just never found the one.”

 


“Me
neither.” She quickly took a sip to prevent her from saying
anything further.

Jeremy was supposed to be, she thought. She
drained her coffee and stood up.

 


“Well, I
best be getting ready. Feel free to take a walk outside. I will be
out in a little while.”

 


“Sure”,
he said and got up.

 


Becky walked out of the kitchen and went
upstairs to get a shower. She was in an abnormally good mood. Fate
had brought what once was her best friend to her again. He
understood her. He never asked too much of her and always listened
to her. Every other guy she ever befriended just wanted her body.
Marcus was interested in her mind. She remembered many nights that
they just sat in her daddy's porch swing back in Parkers Spring and
just talked about what life held for them. She had missed that. A
couple of years Jeremy came a long and they did not hang out as
much. Then one day Jeremy told her he did not want her talking to
Marcus anymore. She remembered that day perfectly. It was the first
time he had hit her. Once across the cheek.

 


“You are
not going to be a whore while you are with me.”He screamed leaving
her to cry on the bed. The memory hit her hard and she let a small
cry come out. It is so funny my love that you were the whore in
that relationship, she thought. She stepped into the shower and let
the hot water run through her hair and onto her flesh. Standing
under the cascade of water she let herself go once
again.

 


* * * * *

Marcus let himself out of the house. He stood
in front of the house marveling at how large it was. She really had
done well for herself. He walked around to the side of the house
and found the garden. He stooped in front of the lilies that were
growing there. He closed his eyes and breathed in the sweet
smelling aroma. From the day ever since they had parted he could
not gaze upon these without a pain in his heart. They were her
flowers. He remembered her telling him once that if she ever got
married she wanted these at her wedding. He wondered now if she
ever got her wish. He must think to ask her one day. Standing up he
saw Mihael. He had given this to her as a wedding present in hopes
that the angel would protect her. Jeremy was adamant that he
attended the wedding ceremony. Becky thought he was doing it to be
nice but Marcus knew better. Jeremy knew how he felt. Marcus
couldn't prove it but he knew Jeremy did it out of spite. Marcus
could not understand what she saw in Jeremy. He was controlling
even then. When they were kids, they had worshiped the angels. They
had a large book they would read to each other. Marcus had grown up
without having the religious dogma plague him and Becky grew up
Baptist. He remembered when they used to camp out in the yard
during the summer. He would sneak the book in and they'd read
through it under the safe cover of the tent. Her mom would have
freaked out if she knew what they were reading. Marcus stood next
to the angel and tried to summon the angel.

 


“Mihael,
angel of love I beseech you. I have loved her for many years. She
was taken from me long ago and my heart still aches for her. Please
grant me her love.” He bowed his head and prayed with everything in
him. At that moment the ground began to tremble and he knew that
his prayer had been heard. “Thank you great angel”,he said and
walked back into the house.



Marcus walked back into the house and went
into the lounge and sat down on a couch. He looked around the room
and could imagine himself living there. Now that she did not have
anyone to call her own, maybe now she would notice him. She would
notice that he had always been there even when he was not allowed
to be. He was here to stay and he was not going to let anything
else keep him from her. He heard footsteps coming down the stairs.
He stood up and went out into the main hallway. She was dressed in
her usual attire: old faded jeans and a tank top with writing that
said, “If you don't like my attitude, you should hear what I keep
to myself”. Her hair was pulled up in a bun and two silver looped
earrings were left dangling from each ear. On her face she wore a
light coat of black eye liner and shadow. His little punk rocker;
he thought she looked amazing.

* * * * *

Becky walked down the stairs feeling a little
light headed. Her most recent crying episode left her weak and
tired but she could not just ask Marcus to leave. That would not be
fair to him. She had grabbed something comfortable and presentable
to wear since she had no idea where he was going to take her. She
heard him stand and walk out into the hall way. He stopped at the
end of the stairs and stared up at her. It took him a while before
he said anything. Did he think she looked awful? She swept that
thought away. They were just friends. Why would he care if she
looked okay or not? He did love you once Bec, a little voice said
inside of her. Yeah, she replied. But that was a long time ago. A
lot has changed since then.

 


“Are you
ready?” he finally asked.

 


“Born
ready”, she said grabbing her purse from the side table located
near the stairs. They walked out of the house, Becky locking up.
She turned around and noticed Marcus standing with his arm
outstretched. She smiled and they linked arms walking out to his
car. She took one look at the car and smiled.

 


“I always
knew you would eventually get a hybrid. What is it?”

 


“That my
lady, is a KIA Optima. You like?” He walked to the passenger's side
and opened the door to let her in. She sat down and looked
around.

 


“I do. It
is really nice.” Becky was never a car enthusiast but she was
impressed at how nice it looked. Marcus walked around to the
driver's side and got in. “It does the job.”

 


She looked around. This really was a nice
car. You know I forgot to ask you, what do you do for a
living?”

 


“I am a
quality analyst for a local chemical plant.”

 


“You mean
that eye sore in Parker's Spring?”

 


“That's
the one.”

 


“God
Marc, you told me you never work for them.”

 


Marcus frowned. “I know but the plant isn't
like it used to be. We opted for more a green energy approach.”

 


“So you
just walk around making sure people do their jobs?”

 


“In a
sense I do. What do you do?”

 


“Oh I am
working from home as a technical support agent.” She looked down
ashamed.

 


He
noticed and touched her hand. “ What's wrong?”

 


“Oh it
was..his idea..that I work from home. I guess I haven't been able
to get around to finding anything else. I have been doing it so
long, I don't know what else I could do.”

 


“Mm, well
that is all behind you now. Maybe I could get you on where I work.
With your customer service skills, I am sure we can find something
for you. What are your qualifications?”

 


He turned on the car and started to drive
off.

 


“I have a
bachelor's in Business and about ten years of customer service
experience.”

 


He smiled. “See, I know we can find something
for you. I know some people. Don't worry about it.”

 


She sat back in her seat. It would be nice to
get out of the house. It got so lonely in there alone. When she
started working from home, the country was in a recession. The
country had been overrun by corporate fascism. With some stroke of
luck, they were over thrown when the democrats took over the
senate. For a long time, the country was immersed in pseudo
Christian values that preached inequality for everyone who wasn't
all ready rich. There was a big civil war between the Republicans
and Democrats during the great election a few years ago. Becky was
so surprised at how many people were at the polls. For a while,
many people were in the dark about what was going on but when
unemployment started rising drastically, people woke up. The
president won reelection and was finally able to pass a whole bunch
of legislation that proved to be more socialist. Many people feared
socialism but once the president was able to show how good Cuba was
doing, the people relaxed and many great laws and social programs
were started and the ones all ready implemented were strengthened.
The economy was restored and people got their freedoms back. The
United States was for the people again. Becky looked out of the
window. She wondered where in the world they were going. They drove
for miles and it was only when Marcus turned onto the interstate
that she finally asked. “Marcus, where are we going?”

 


“You
still like roller coasters?” he said teasingly.

 


“Oh shit!
We are going to Bush Gardens, aren't we?”

 


He smiled. “That we are. It has been forever
since I have been with you. I figured it would be a great
idea.”

 


“Well my
friend, you are right. I need some excitement in my life.” And
excitement they did have. They rode pretty much all the rides and
screamed through all of them. It was as if nothing had ever
happened between them. Becky was intrigued by roller coasters. She
had studied physics in college and roller coasters are the best
example of them. They are driven by almost entirely by basic
inertial, gravitational and centripetal forces. The big bad wolf
was her favorite because it wasn't like the traditional roller
coaster, where you feel like you are in a train. It dipped just
over the water and pretty much circled the entire park. After the
rides, they ate lunch in the England section of the park. Marcus
bought her a cheeseburger and funnel cake. The sun was shining high
in the sky so they sat at a table that has the big umbrella. Marcus
swallowed and said, “So, are you having a good time?” Becky never
understood why people think they need to talk to you as soon as you
take a bite so she held up a finger, chewed, swallowed then nodded.
“Yes! I am having a blast. Thank you so much for taking
me.”

 


He grinned and took another bite of his
cheeseburger. They finished their meal and Marcus got up to throw
away their plates. Becky looked around at the people around her.
Everyone seemed so happy and she for the first time in a long
while, felt that way too. Jeremy wasn't one for fun. He always
found Becky to be immature because she loved theme parks, fairs,
and anything that meant getting the heart pounding. He hated stuff
like that so sitting at home was pretty much all she did. The only
time she got out of the house was to tend to her garden. She had
lost her friends a long time ago. They hated the fact that she
could not leave the house without Jeremy. He was like this looming
shadow, constantly hovering over her and always asking what she
said if he did not hear part of the conversation. Marcus on the
other hand was a completely different person. When they were teens
he was always playing some kind of sport. He loved anything that
meant he'd be outside. She never was one for being outdoors so he
would drag her off to play volleyball, soccer, and numerous other
sports that she was not good at playing. Becky loved being outside
and she loved rides, but that was pretty much it. When it came to
sports, she just did not fit. Marcus walked back over to her and
she stood up to face him.

 


“So”, he
said. “Where do you want to go to next?” He pulled out the park's
map and studied it. Becky reached to look at it and he lowered it
so she can see it. She glanced over it and something caught her
eye. “Oh wow! They have wolf valley here. Let's go there. I have
never seen a wolf up close”. Marcus folded up the map and put it in
his back pocket. “All right, it's right past Scotland.” She grinned
and they walked to wolf valley.

 


When the sun began to set, they rode one last
ride and then exited the park. They sat in the car an hour later on
the way home. Marcus had a great music collection and they jammed
all the way home. Becky had not stopped smiling since they had left
the house. She enjoyed spending time away from home. Away from all
the drama that had plagued her for years. They sat in silence for
the majority of the way home. Both not finding anything to talk
about. When Marcus pulled up into her driveway at eight thirty, she
found she did not want to get out of the car. She had spent so many
years in a marriage where she was constantly being watched but
always feeling alone. One would think she would jump at the chance
for being alone. But she didn't. She missed the comfort of having
someone to come home to even though she hid it well. She trusted
Marcus and maybe that was why she didn't want him to leave.

 


Finally she said, "Would you like to come in
for a drink?"

 


“Normally
I would but I have to get up early in the morning. I have a meeting
with my team on some new equipment we are getting.”

 


“Oh..”she
said frowning. "Okay, well we should do this again."

She jumped out of the car, shut the door and
began making her way towards the house without turning back.
Startled Marcus got out of the car and went after her. He got his
chance to catch up to her while she scrambled to get her keys out
of her purse.

 


“Hey!
Wait...did I do something to upset you?" He looked worried and she
felt a bit guilty for running out like that. Becky wasn't really
good at expressing feelings and when she did she either came out
sounding whiny or babbling on about issues without getting to the
point.

 


She turned her back to him before saying, “I
don't know. I just have this weird feeling that I don't want you to
leave.”

 


“Oh..well
I can stay a little bit if you like. The meeting isn't till ten
tomorrow morning so as long as I am gone by eleven tonight I can
still make dinner and get to bed.”

 


“Well I
am not a bad cook. I can make something for you.” She didn't know
what she was saying. Why was she so hell bent on getting him to
stay? She didn't want him thinking she was desperate for attention.
Calm yourself girl. It's Marcus. Her mind assured her. He's not
like that.

 


Marcus smiled. “So you really want me to
stay?” There was something in his eyes that Becky realized that he
wanted her to say yes.

 


“If it is
okay with you, “ she said looking down at her shoes. He lifted her
chin with one finger and she met his eyes.

 


Gently he smiled and said, “I want to stay
with you.” In that moment as they gazed into each others eyes, she
knew that he still loved her. She realized that he always had and
within his eyes she saw a love that would burn forever if she let
it. She broke the gaze and looked back down to get her keys. She
unlocked the door and she stepped into the house. He followed her.
Stepping into the hall way, she put her purse down on the table and
walked into the kitchen. Marcus followed Becky into the kitchen and
sat down. For the first time since he had told her that he loved
her, he found that he was scared to say it now. Was it too early?
He found that he could not say anything.

 


He racked his brain for something to talk
about. “So, what did you have in mind for tonight?” he said
finally.

 


Becky,
who was in the pantry apparently searching for something to make,
peeked her head out and said, “ I have no idea,” then popped her
head back into the pantry. He laughed and got up to take a look in
the pantry. She was bent over looking through cans like a librarian
looks for a certain book that she cannot find.

 


 


 


 


* * * * *

Becky searched and searched for something to
make but was having trouble. What in the world could she make him?
It has been so long since she actually made her own dinner that she
was having trouble. Her mom always made her dinner or she would
just pop something into the microwave. It was not uncommon for her
to have beer and toast for breakfast so she was finding this
increasingly hard. Bending down she looked through the bottom to
see if there was anything interesting in there. It was then then
she heard the pantry door open and someone step in. She searched
through for a few minutes to make it look like she was on a roll,
then finally stood up. Marcus stood in the doorway looking like a
wary cat approaching a mouse.

 


She smiled. “What's wrong?

 


“Oh
nothing, just wondering if you have found anything?”

 


She sighed. “No..let me check the fridge.”
She walked towards the door and stepped out. Looking in the fridge
her eyes met on something strange. It was a note on top of a pack
of ground beef.

 


“What
the..” she pulled out the ground beef and sat it on the counter
next to the sink. Pulling off the note she read familiar
handwriting:

 


Hey baby,

I won't be able to come up tonight. Ted's
taking me to the theater so I left some beef for you. Maybe you can
make hamburgers or something.

Love,

Mom

PS. I spoke to Marcus yesterday. He may be
stopping by.

 


Becky closed the note and smiled. Thanks mom.
Marcus was peering over her shoulder. “What was that?”

 


“Apparently some dinner advice from mom. What do you think
about hamburgers?”

“Sounds
like a plan. Where do you keep the buns?”

 


“In the
pantry.” Becky washed her hands and began packing the meat
together. Marcus gathered the buns and some cans of corn and green
beans and sat them on the table.

“Would
you mind if I help?” he asked.

 


“Sure.
The pots are under the sink.” Marcus got out the pots and laid them
on the stove. Then went along opening the cans and putting them
into each of the pots. About half an hour later they sat eating
dinner. The meal was very good and Becky thought this was a good
feeling. They worked well together and she could see herself doing
this often. They finished eating and Becky stood up to put the
dishes in the sink. She ran the water and was getting ready to
clean up. Marcus stopped her.

 


“Do you
need to do that now?” He got up and stood next to her.

 


“Yeah, I
don't want to let it pile up.” He turned off the water and said, “
You can do it later. Let's go for a walk.”

 


They stepped out into the night and walked
around the grounds. The moon was creeping up in the sky now. It
looked like something out of a painting. The moon seemed to sit on
top of the mountains. The navy blue sky becoming a blanket wrapping
itself around the earth. They came around to the garden where
standing patiently was Mihael.

 


“Would
you like to sit down?” she asked and he nodded. They sat down in
front of the angel and studied it.

 


“Your
garden is quite beautiful Bec. Did you design it yourself?” Marcus
asked.

 


“Yes, I
did actually. I had lived in restricted areas for years so when we
got this house that was my first act of business.”

 


“I
see.”He said.

 


“I come
out here to think a lot. You might think I am crazy but I like to
talk to the angel. I find he is a very good listener.”

 


Marcus did not think she was crazy and told
her as much. He asked her which angel this one was even though
inwardly he all ready knew. Mihael was an angel who helped
friendships turn into love. He was also known to be able to lead a
person on the right path to finding who they were meant to be with.
Marcus always inwardly called it the angel of soul mates.

 


“This is
the angel of love,” she said then tilted her head. “You should
know. This was your wedding present to me, remember?”

 


Marcus leaned back onto the stone bench. “Oh
yes, that's right. I did didn't I? If memory serves me correctly,
he is also good for leading humans to their soul mates. Becky
stared longingly at the angel. “ I wonder if that's true. Do you
remember when we used to research them? That was so much fun
learning about them.”Marcus nodded. He remembered all too well. He
let out a small chuckle. “Yes, I remember. What denomination are
you now?” he asked.

 


Becky thought about that for a moment before
answering. The truth was that she didn't really have one. She had
spent many years researching various religions but always found
holes in each one. The whole belief in God had come into factor
several times. She always had arguments with not only Jeremy but
several people over whether or not such a being could exist. If it
did exist, why were there such much pain, hate, and inequality
still left in the world? Christians taught of this great sky god
who loves you so much but also watch out because he has a vengeful
side. That was not a god she wanted. Becky believed in a god but
not in the way that most people do. She believed he was pure energy
with neither a body nor a personality. He was the balance and
nothing else. This conflicted however with the belief that she had
that angels did however exist. Each one stood for something just
like the Greek gods once stood for something. The belief was
quickly fading as she never actually had to deal with one. Pretty
much everything could be proven by science and no one had ever
discovered the existence of angels, demons or anything that
mythology tells us about.

 


Becky bit her lip and said, “To be honest, I
don't know. My faith has been a tornado of various things for the
last several years. But if I could be honest with you Marc, I hope
that angels do exist.”

 


Marcus looked at her then. “ I still think
they do. My mind has always been set on that fact. Now whether or
not a god exists is still up for debate. I have seen nor heard any
probable evidence of his/her existence.”

 


Becky nodded. “True but you've never had any
proof that angels exist either.” Marcus said nothing. He just kept
staring at the angel. We shall see, he thought.

 


At that moment a small tremor shook the
ground. It was the same tremor that Becky felt last night. Last
night she had no idea what it was. Her heart started beating fast
and her breathe caught in her throat. A flash of light in the back
of her mind went off and she found herself sixteen again. She was
standing in the park with Marcus. It was summer and they were
chasing each other around. She was a head of him when he caught her
and they toppled onto the soft grass laughing. He had sat up on his
elbows and at that moment he had leaned over and kissed her. It was
a soft kiss and she had let it happen. She had wanted it. She had
wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back. His soft lips
on hers. He broke the kiss and it was then that he had told her
that he had loved her. At that moment and every moment since she
had loved him back. Another flash bulb went off in her mind and she
saw Jeremy. He was angry as he always was during those days. Even
though they weren't together when Marcus and her had kissed, he
felt like he had competition. Becky had fought with him and in the
end Jeremy had won. It took a bruised cheek for her to give in but
in the end she had called Marcus and told him they couldn't be
friends anymore. Why had she ever chosen Jeremy? She had someone
who had loved her and who knew her. Why in the world did she ever
let him go? Her brain searched for an answer and found one. She
didn't want to ruin the friendship. She had let herself go too far
by allowing him to kiss her and she had blocked that memory out
until this very moment.

 



Chapter 3

 


“Becca?”,
distant voice called. She swam to the surface and saw that she was
now lying on the couch in the living room.

 


“What?”
she stood up and felt dizzy and lied back down. “How did I get in
here?”

“You had
a fit while we were sitting on the bench. You were convulsing so I
carried you in here so you wouldn't injure yourself. You scared the
shit out of me girl.” He was wiping a dampened cloth onto her
forehead. His expression was one of pure worry.



“Oh..I'm
sorry. That happens to me sometimes.” She closed her eyes. She was
so tired.

 


“What the
hell was it?” His voice was high but it wasn't of anger. He sounded
scared.

 


“That was
an anxiety attack,”she said.

 


“What
made that happen?” he said.

 


“Nothing.
I was just reliving some old memories. Don't worry about it.”She
sat up. She still felt dizzy. He sat down next to her and she
rested her head in his lap. He stroked her hair gently, still not
knowing what to make of this.

 


“Could
you tell me about it?”he asked. She thought for a moment then said,
“Do you remember when we kissed?”

 


He stopped stroking her hair. “I've never
forgotten.”

 


Becky kept her eyes closed. She didn't want
to see what was going on behind his eyes at this moment. “Well that
was what I was reliving.” She sat up and turned to him on the
couch.

 


“You went
into an anxiety fit because you were remembering when we kissed?”
He sounded offended.

 


“Yes. I
was remembering that whole business with us having to stop being
friends because of it. It hurt me a great deal when I had to let
you go.”She looked down suppressing a tear that was building up
behind her left eye.

 


“I
know,”he said softly.

 


She took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
She could feel the anxiety roaring inside of her like a caged tiger
ripping at the bars. Those memories brought back a feeling that she
had held suppressed all this time. She loved him. She had always
loved him. The tears started to come and she let them stream down
her face. Marcus was startled by this and wrapped his arms around
her. She put her head on his chest and cried till she thought her
heart would break all over again.

 


He held her tightly in his arms. “It is
okay,” he said. “I'm here now and I am not going anywhere. We will
always be friends.”

 


She cried harder and he could not understand
what was going on. Finally she released herself from him and
grabbed a tissue from the coffee table. She wiped her eyes and blew
her nose; trying to catch her breath.

 


“You
don't understand, “she said. Her voice was raspy and so full of
pain. “ I don't want to be friends. I am crying for all the times I
lost with you. For all the times I stayed awake all night thinking
about you. For never telling you..” she broke off. Could she really
say it?

 


“For not
telling me what, love?” His voice was calm but there was a hint of
impatience there.

 


She took another deep breath. “For not
telling you..that I loved you too. That day at the park, I should
have told you that I loved you too. And I didn't and I hate myself
for that!” The tears came again and she pushed them back.

 


Marcus was shocked. All these years and he
had had no idea. He thought that she pulled away that day because
she did not feel the same. He thought that whole “Let's just be
friends” was just a line girls use when they don't want you. He
couldn't stand to see her like this and grabbed a tissue off of the
table.

 


He gently wiped around her eyes and dabbed at
her nose. “Boop, “ he said and she laughed. “There is that pretty
smile,” he said and put the tissue down. He got off of the couch
and knelt down in front of her. “Becky, you know I have always
loved you.” He reached for her hand and she let him. Holding onto
her hand, he looked into her eyes. “I still do.”She stood up and he
did the same. She looked up at him and knew she wanted to look into
those beautiful blue eyes forever. The wall clock struck eleven and
that brought her out of it. She turned to it. Time was up.

 


Marcus broke the silence. “ I guess I should
go.”

 


Becky looked back at him. “Yeah, it is
getting late. I should get to bed too. Look I have to work tomorrow
but I don't go in till later. Do you think you can stop by?”

 


“Yes,
definitely. I should have some news on some open positions tomorrow
as well. Let's say I shall stop by at 4 o' clock.”

 


“Sounds
good. I don't go in till six so that will be perfect.”

 


“Perfect.” he said walking out into the main hall way. He
snatched his coat from the rack and opened the door. She followed
him into the hall.

 


“Okay,
well I will see you tomorrow. Thank you for everything.” She hugged
him and was going to let go when he pulled her tighter. “Stop
trying to let me go,” he said and with that he kissed her. She
melted into the kiss. Her mouth opening slightly to let him in.
They stood there wrapped in each others embrace leaving what was
unsaid to flow through their bodies in a river of
energy.

 


Finally they broke off gasping. Marcus held
her for a while before they finally detached themselves. “ I really
should go,” he said. He kissed her one last time and said, “Sleep
sweet my love.”

 


She opened her eyes and replied, “Good night,
my angel. Until tomorrow.” And he stepped out onto the porch. Becky
shut the door and leaned against it. She was twenty-eight years old
but she felt sixteen again. What a day the fates had given her. She
walked up the stairs up to her room and turned on the bedroom
light. She sat down on the bed and glanced over to the night stand
where there lay a picture of her and Jeremy. She reached over and
picked up the picture. That picture alone held so many memories.
Many she did not want to remember. She stood up and walked over to
the trash can and deposited the picture and its frame into it.
Rubbing her hands together as if to say, I am done. She got
undressed and got into bed. Lying in bed she gazed up at the
ceiling. He was back into her life. She can finally live her life
that way it was meant to. She closed her eyes and for the first
night in months, she fell asleep instantly.

 


* * * * *

Marcus stepped out of the house feeling
pretty good about the night's events. For years he had waited for
her. He waited for her to finally realize that it was him that she
belonged with. He got into his car and drove off unknowing that
across the street, a sleek black car was parked. The driver watched
and wondered how ironic it was that so soon after his divorce, did
this man show up to his old home. The bitch inside couldn't wait to
have someone else. He knew she couldn't be alone. All that talk of
her being independent was bullshit and he had suspected that. He
glanced at his watch. Stacy would be wondering where he was. He
started the car and drove off to his condo. About thirty minutes
later, Jeremy pulled up into the driveway. Pushing the garage key,
he waited as the doors folded up and he drove inside. He walked
inside and placed his coat on a chair located just beside the
door.

 


“Jeremy,
is that you?”a soft voice called from the bedroom.

 


He smiled and called, “Yes dear it's me.” He
took off his shoes and walked into the bedroom. Stacy lay on the
bed in a black laced teddy that Jeremy had bought for her. She was
laying with her back propped up against the pillow that was resting
on the headboard. He stepped into the room and stared down at his
vixen. She was so much more beautiful than his ex. Her long black
hair fell down in ringlets over her shoulders. Her body shaped so
small with the exception of the rather big bulge on her chest. He
wanted her for one thing and she proved to be just the thing that
he needed. Becky was great for a while until she started to get
old. She was close to being thirty and she showed it. He had always
told her to take better care of herself or he'd had to find him a
little honey.

 


“How was
work today dear?”she asked.

He sat down on the edge of the bed. “It
wasn't too bad. The client is still trying to make up his mind on
whether or not he wants to buy that damned house. I show him one
and he pisses and moans about the floor work.”Jeremy rolled his
eyes. “People are too damn picky these days.”

 


Stacy made a little pouty face and motioned
for him to come to her. He laid on top of her and kissed her. “I am
sorry baby. That sounds like a tough day. I have an idea on how to
make it better.” And she pushed her recently implanted breasts up
to his face. He looked down smiling and buried his face in them. He
never could get Becky to get implants. He often remarked to her
that she looked like a teenage boy. He made the request several
times but she never would do it. He pulled at the teddy and it came
off easily. Kissing down her chest until he came down to pelvis.
For several hours they messed around. Not exactly making love
because Jeremy didn't believe in such garbage. Love was beneath
him. He wanted what he could get out of life and if he needed to
break a few hearts in between, so be it. Later he was sitting on
the computer smoking a cigarette. He couldn't get Becky out of his
mind. He logged into a few programs and started doing some
background checking on Marcus. His record was clean and that
frustrated the hell out of Jeremy.

 


“Not even
a fucking parking ticket, “ he muttered and took a puff on his
cigarette. Well, he thought. I am going to have to put a stop to
this. That bitch doesn't deserve happiness. With that thought, he
shut the lid of his laptop, grabbed his cell phone, and dialed an
all too familiar person. He knew exactly who could handle this
issue.

 



Chapter 4

 


Becky
awoke to the sound of “Out of My Face” by Saving Abel on her iPod.
She turned over and shut off the alarm, looking at the clock. It
was twelve minutes after eleven in the morning. She stretched and
thought about the night before. He was hers now and it felt so good
to be able to express that. She got out of bed and walked out to
the terrace and stepped outside. From there she could see that the
sun was steadily rising in the horizon. It was warm even though it
was still too early. She let the sun hit her milky white skin and
she closed her eyes. Even though she was alone in the house, she
felt like Marcus was all around her. She was so content with that.
She looked off in the distance and saw that there was a black car
speeding like Batman up the path to her drive way. She knew that
car.

 


“Oh
shit!” She yelled and raced to put on her jeans. She had enough
time to put her hair up when the door bell rang. She walked down
the stairs and hesitantly opened the door. It was Jeremy. Her heart
dropped to her feet.

 


“Good
Morning Bec.” Said Jeremy pushing past her into the hall
way.

 


Becky staggered as he walked past her.
Catching her breath she said, “Jeremy you cant just walk in here
anymore. This is my house.”

“Your
house?” he laughed. I paid for it. They gave you this house because
you are a woman. They felt sympathy for you.”

 


“They
gave me this house because you cheated on me.”She felt a twinge of
satisfaction at this jab.

 


“Oh like
you never did that to me?” he said jabbing back.

 


She didn't reply. Instead she said, “What do
you want?”

 


“I want
to know what that boy was doing in my house.”He said walking into
the living room.

 


“What
boy?” she said Cooley.

 


He turned around sharply. “You know exactly
who the fuck I am talking about girl. Marcus. Why was he here last
night?”

 


Becky was startled. “You were spying on
me?”

 


He stared at her meekly. “Not spying. Just
keeping an eye on some old investments.” He motioned to the house
then looked back at her. “Both of them” Becky's temper was rising
quickly. He had always treated her like property rather than a
person. Yesterday was a wonderful day filled with fun. Now today,
staring up at Jeremy's angry face, she felt like she back in time.
She even felt a twinge of guilt for having fun yesterday. She shook
that feeling away. They were divorced and she had every right to do
what she wanted.

 


“You lost
your investment with me a long time ago. As far as this house. You
can have it if you want it. I just want you out of my
life.”

 


“Oh my
dear I will have this house. I don't want to live in it, but given
the age of this property and its location, I could make a pretty
penny off of it.”

 


Becky had spent a lot of time and money on
this house but she found herself not giving a damn to give it away.
If it meant getting this jackass out of her life for good, she
would do anything. “Take it. Have the papers drawn up and I will
sign them. I will go live with mom or something. She has been
saying this house is too big for me.”

 


Jeremy walked over closer to her. He was too
close for comfort. His face was close enough to kiss. “Are you sure
that is who you will be living with?”

 


She stepped back so she could breathe. “It is
none of your business who I live with but yes, I planned on moving
in with mom till I found something else.”

 


He narrowed his eyes. “Are you fucking
him?”

 


She was startled by this. “No! It's not like
that.”

 


“Then why
was he here?”

 


She didn't want to tell him. He had taken
everything from her. He made her spill all of her secrets till she
was nothing but a shell. It was none of his business. This was
hers.

 


“He just
came to see how I was. He wanted to spend some time with me.” she
said.

 


“He
wanted to make sure you were single, more like. He is pathetic.
Harboring feelings for another man's meat.”

 


She felt a fire burning through her whole
body. “You are wrong!” she shouted. “He loves me and he always has.
I should have been with him this whole time and not you! You gave
me nothing but heartache and thoughts of suicide.”

 


She was so angry that she did not see his
hand move. He struck her hard across the cheek. She felt something
wet on her lips and tasted blood. He moved lightning quick and
grabbed her throat; slamming her against the wall.

 


“I gave
you everything I had.” He hissed into her ear. “You fucked that up.
You were lazy and expected me to do all the work. Even when you got
fat, I was still here. I paid for this house. The only reason you
are still breathing is because I showed mercy on you.”

 


Becky found that she could not breathe. She
clawed at his hands and pushed until a little bit of air was able
to enter her lungs. “I can't breathe.” she gasped.

 


“I did
not say you could breathe whore!”he screamed into her face. “I will
not stand by while you demonize me. He is not better than me. Do
you really think he would have put up with your psychotic episodes?
Your temper tantrums more like. No he wouldn't. You are not the
girl you were when I met you. You let yourself go Bec. I should
have left your ass a long time ago.” He clenched her throat and
threw her across the room. Her head hit the side of the coffee
table and everything went black.

 


* * * * *

Marcus sat in the meeting trying not to fall
asleep. He stared up at the projector as his boss went over new
equipment ideas. The four hour meeting consisted of various slides
of equipment size, shape, brand, and price, and Marcus scribbled a
way at certain ones that he liked. The meeting finally ended and
all the other managers shot out of the meeting room.

 


He yawned
as he walked over to his secretary's desk. He sat down across from
her and smiled. “Hey Jessica. I need you to do a favor for
me?”

 


Jessica, also known as Jessie to everyone
including Becky, smiled over at him and asked, “Sure. What do you
need?”

I need you to call HR and have them fax over
any available positions. Once they do, have them on my desk
hopefully by the time I get back from lunch.”

 


“Sure
thing boss. If you don't mind me asking, what for?”

 


“It's for
my girlfriend. Trying to get her out of the house.”

 


Jessie felt a twinge of jealousy in her
heart. “Oh..really? I did not know you had a girlfriend.” She had
been interested in Marcus ever since she started working for him
two years ago. She had tried several times to get him to ask her
out or even go to dinner with her but he had always strangely
declined. She wondered if this is why.

 


“Yep. We
got together last night.” He smiled. Jessie found this startling.
Marcus did not smile. Well not often which Jessie thought was a
shame because the man was gorgeous. He was six foot two, blond hair
slicked back with some kind of gel Jessie could not place, and arms
that were not exactly muscular but strong looking. However, she was
not surprised that some one would finally snatch him up. She was
just surprised because he was extremely picky. She had seen women
practically throw themselves into his lap only to be told to pretty
much get lost. Marcus focused on his job and nothing
else.

 


“Wow,
that is great. She must be something special if you are with her.
You break a lot of hearts boss.”

 


He laughed. “I don't mean to Jessica and you
know that. It is just my heart has always belonged to one woman and
one woman alone. And last night” he sighed looking up at the clock.
“I got her.”

 


“That is
sweet. Anyone I know?” she leaned forward in her chair so that her
breasts peaked out of her blouse. Even if he had someone, it was
not going to stop her from tempting him. To her disappointment, he
took no notice of her.

 


“Um..you
might. Do you know Rebecca Lion heart?”

 


Jessie's mouth dropped and her brown
furrowed. She did know her. She knew her all too well.

 


“Yes.”
She smiled cooley. “In fact, she is my best friend. “

 


* * * * *

Becky awoke with a massive headache. She
blinked her eyes a few times and it was not getting any better. Her
vision was extremely blurry and she tried to sit up but immediately
stars began bursting in front of her face. She managed to crawl
onto the couch and lay down. She closed her eyes and the darkness
took her again.

 


Becky awoke again. At least this time she
could see. It was two o' clock. She had two hours till Marcus was
coming over. She tried to get up and found that it was a little
more easier to stand. She was still wobbly but was still able to
walk into the kitchen. She made coffee and sat down at the table.
As she drank her coffee, she pulled the phone off the wall and
dialed an all familiar number. Amy answered on the second ring.

 


“Hello.”
She said in a cheery voice.

 


“Hi
mom,”her voice was raspy. She still found it hard to
breathe.

“Baby,
what is wrong?” Her tone quickly changed to one of
worry.

 


“It is a
long story but I am probably going to be moving out of this house.
I was wondering if I could stay with you.”

 


“Baby you
are scaring me. What is wrong?”

 


“Jeremy
came over today..”she began to say but was cut off.

 


“I am
coming over.”

 


“No mom
it is okay. Marcus is coming over soon, so I will be
okay.”

 


Amy sighed. “So he did come over. Good.
He..did Jeremy hit you again?”

 


She nodded then realized she was alone then
said, “Yes.”

 


“That son
of a bitch! How bad is it?”

 


Becky stood up and went into the living room.
Hanging above the couch was a large mirror. She looked into it and
almost started crying. Her forehead held a huge purple bruise,
another bruise was forming on the corner of her left lip and there
was a long string of a bruise on her neck.

 


“Well
mom. I have got a bruise on my forehead, my lip, and my neck. Not
to mention the pain in my lower back, and I am sure I have a bruise
on the back of my head. It is throbbing as well. She went back into
the kitchen, grabbed her coffee and walked back upstairs. They
talked on the phone for a little while longer while Becky searched
in the closet for something to wear. Amy said that she would ask
Ted if it would be okay if they made room for her daughter and
would call her back the following day. They said their usual
closings of I love you and I love you toos and hung up. Becky
grabbed up her clothes and layed them on the bed. She walked into
the bathroom and started running the bath water. She sat on the
edge of the tub and knew that she had to get out of this place.
Each corner of every room held some kind of terrible memory of a
past that she longed to forget about.

 


Maybe living with her mom for a little bit
would do her some good. She had no idea what she was going to say
to Marcus when he came over. She looked like she went three rounds
with John Cena and he whooped her good. The bath filled up and she
turned off the faucet. Getting undressed she turned on the small
radio on top of the counter. Broken bones soon played through the
speakers and she thought: how appropriate. She stepped into the tub
and sank down and thought about what to do next.

 


* * * * *

Marcus sat at his desk a little while later
searching through the list of job opportunities that Jessie had
brought for him. He pulled out the highlighter and started going
through jobs she would be eligible for and/or ones she would be
interested in. He found quite a few and put the papers in the
golden envelope. Putting it into his briefcase he looked up and saw
that it was almost four O' clock. Standing up, he grabbed his
things and stepped out of his office, locking the door behind him.
Jessie was still at her desk typing up memos. He proposed she was
probably social networking and pretending to be working, but he let
it go. He had more important things to think about.

 


“See you
tomorrow Jessica.”

 


“Bye
Boss. Tell Becky I said hey.”

 


“I will.
Thank you for everything. He smiled and left the office.

 


Jessie looked around to make sure he had gone
before pulling up her email. Right before he walked in she had
gotten a message from someone familiar. It was from Jeremy and all
it said was:

 


Jess,

The bitch is not going to be looking too good
for her lover boy. So make your move any day now.

Jeremy

 


She had emailed him earlier to let him know
what Marcus had said about finally dating someone. He had simply
replied that message. She bit her lip and replied back.

 


Jeremy,

What did you do?

Jessie

 


A message notification came back shortly
after and said:

Jess,

Ask her.

Jeremy

 


Jessie knew that his current relationship
with Stacy was not his only infidelity. During Becky's meltdown,
Jeremy had found himself in her bed. Jeremy had known her for many
years in high school and they had met again one night when Becky
was raging through the house. Jeremy had gone out to a bar to get
away from her and that when they met. A few drinks and before they
knew it, he was in her bed. It was always funny to her that he did
not trust her, but yet he had been in her bed and now with this
little Stacy thing, he had become a regular Casanova. She
remembered the deal they made. He had asked her to get into contact
with her and watch her to see if she was fucking up. To Jessie's
surprise, she had never done anything.

 


The plan was perfect, all Jessie had to do
was go into the book store on a certain date and just pretend like
nothing ever happened. Becky was very trusting and wouldn't turn
her away and Jeremy had known that at the time. Jessie had never
told Becky of what had happened and didn't plan on it. Jessie
guessed that she liked Becky. Even though she thought she knew
everything and was always trying to run her life. She stared at the
email thinking: what did he do? Did he hit her again? She took a
deep breath and replied back again.

 


Jeremy,

Marcus doesn't want me. I don't think it is
right that I try to intervene. He seems happier with her. Every
attempt I have ever made of getting his attention has failed.

Jessie

 


She pressed send and waited. She took a sip
of her coffee and began typing up the memos that she should have
been working on. A notification popped up again.

Jess,

Try harder . You don't want to cross me. Get
it done.

Jeremy

 


She closed her eyes and said out loud.
“Shit.” Saying she would finish the memos when she came in
tomorrow, she shut down her computer and clocked out to go
home.

 



Chapter 5

 


Marcus arrived at Becky's house a little
after 4:00 P.M in a great mood. That was until he stepped out of
his car. Something was wrong. He didn't know what but there was a
very depressed energy in the air. Even when they were kids, they
had some kind of link between them. He always knew when something
was up and she seemed to feel the same. He rushed up to her door
and banged on the door. When no one answered, the hair started to
stand on the back of his neck. He tried the door and oddly it was
unlocked. Becky was always extremely paranoid. He stepped into the
hallway and that's when he noticed the mess. Tables were overturned
and was that blood on the coffee table?!

 


"Becky!" he screamed. "Becky! Where are
you?!?". He searched through every room on the downstairs floor and
began to head upstairs. If that son of a bitch did something to
her, I will kill him, he thought. When he got to the top of the
floor, that is when he heard the crying. He picked up the pace and
found himself in what looked like to be the master bedroom. The
sound was coming from the bathroom. He rushed in to find Becky
curled in the bathtub. Most of the water was crimson and there were
blood smears on the edge of the tub.

 


He knelt down beside the tub. “Oh my God
Becky! What happened?”

 


Becky saw him and immediately began to cover
herself. She sank down into the tub and covered her face with her
arms. Almost in a whisper she said, “You all ready know.” And he
did.

 


He sat up and grabbed a towel from the top of
the toilet. Unfolding it, he stretched it out and said, “Come
on.”

 


Becky looked up and shook her head. “I'm a
wreck. I don't want you to continue to see me like this.”She
sniffed. “Maybe you should go.”

 


Marcus huffed. “Stand up please.”

 


Becky looked into his eyes and saw the
mixture of concern and condensed rage hidden behind them. She
decided to oblige. She stood up, closed her eyes and held out her
arms. Marcus reached into the tub and wrapped the town around her.
Once the towel was secure around her, he lifted her out of the tub.
Becky opened her eyes in a flash.

 


“Marcus,
what are you doing!?”

 


“Shh..trust me.”His voice was so calm. She stopped
protesting.

 


He carried her over to her bed and laid her
down. Then crawled over her and laid down.

Becky's heart was pounding in her chest. She
looked up at him and said, “Do I have to tell you what
happened?”

 


“No," he
said simply. He stared down at her and even with the cuts and the
impending bruises forming, he didn't care. She still looked
beautiful. His heart still ached, however, that anyone would ever
do that to such a beautiful creature. He made up his mind. Right
now he would take care of her. Later, he would take care of Jeremy.
He took her hand in his and kissed her gently on the lips. She
returned the kiss and wrapped her arms around his neck. She
explored the areas of his chest, loosening his tie and throwing it
across the room. Unbuttoning the top of his shirt, she broke the
kiss and gazed deep in his eyes.

 


“I love
you she said and kissed him once. “And I will love you til my last
breath and beyond.”

 


Marcus smiled. “I have always loved you. I'm
still in shock that I'm this close to you.” One lonely tear formed
and he closed his eyes but too late. It had begun to fall. An
occurrence that did not go unnoticed by Becky. She saw it and felt
an immediate pain of guilt in her heart. Finally, she cried, “I am
so sorry. It was supposed to be you. All this time, it was supposed
to be you.” The tears in her heart burst out of her eyes like fire
and she buried her face in his shirt. He held her and began to feel
the long awaiting tears start to fall from his own eyes. They held
each other for what felt like hours but was only minutes. She
leaned back from him and said simply. “Take off my towel.”His eyes
widened a bit, then he smiled.

 


“I would
be honored,” he said.

 


* * * * *

A few hours later, Marcus awoke. He leaned
over and saw Becky was still asleep. He kissed her on the cheek and
she quietly cooed. He got up, dressed, and with a last look at her,
stepped quietly out of the bedroom. He walked down the stairs and
stopped at the little writing desk and jotted down a note for
her.

 


My love,

Please do not think I abandoned you but
something has got to be done about Jeremy. I will be back shortly.
I am locking the door and please keep it locked until I get
back.

I love you always,

Marcus

 


He folded the note and stood it up so that
she'd see it once she came downstairs. With that, he walked out of
the house, locking the door behind him. Marcus drove in a rage. For
years he had to deal with not being able to be with Becky and now
that he finally had her, he was not going to stand by and let his
rekindled love get smashed because of some insecure maniac. He
pulled into the driveway and pulled his glock 17 from the glove
compartment. He checked. It was fully loaded and stepped out of the
car, putting the pistol into his coat pocket.

 


He didn't
intend to use the pistol but any man who can beat on a woman the
way Jeremy did, would be capable of anything. He walked up the path
and banged on the door. “Jeremy!,”he shouted. “We need to talk
right now!” The door opened on the third bang and a uniform officer
stepped outside. He was a large gentleman with a military style
hair cut. Marcus was 6 ft 3 inches and this guy towered over
him.

 


This giant took a suspicious look at Marcus
before saying, “Is there something I can do for you, sir?” The
officer looked down and saw the glock in Marcus's coat pocket then
looked back up to meet his eyes.

 


“I want
to talk to Jeremy about a personal matter,” Marcus said.

 


“eh?”
said the cop. “That were you planning to do with that
pistol?”

 


“Personal
protection. The guy's a psycho. He beat up his ex-wife/my
girlfriend.”

 


The cop nodded then said, “Maybe you should
come inside. There is something that you need to see.” The cop
opened the front door and Marcus followed.

 


“I was
about to ask. What are you doing here? Are you a friend of him?”
said Marcus.

“Just
follow me sir,” the cop led Marcus into what looked like to be
Jeremy's bedroom. When he got to the door he stopped. For on the
bed a naked man lay, covered in blood.

 


Two bullet holes were in his chest and his
groin seemed to have been removed. Marcus let out a gasp and turned
around; covering his mouth with his hands. “Oh my God,” he said
finally. “Is that...Jeremy?”

 


The cop went over to face him saying, “You
don't know anything about this?”

 


Marcus uncovered his hands and stared up at
the cop. “No..wait what? You think I had something to do with
this?”

 


The cop looked at him as if to study his
face. “Well you were the one coming up here banging on the door
with a pistol in your pocket. How do you think that looks?”

 


Marcus was stunned. He had no idea how to
respond to such an accusation. Finally he said, “Look I know this
looks bad but I didn't do this.”The cop uncrossed his arms and
pulled out his little notepad. “All right then. But I do have some
questions for you.”

 


“Sure.
Ask me anything.”

 


“What is
your full name?”

 


“My full
name is Marcus Antonio Williamson.”

 


“Do you
have an alibi during the time of the murder?”

 


“Well I
was working til 3:00 pm. Then I got off, then went straight to my
girlfriend's house. To where I spent several hours. The first thing
I saw was that see was abused.” He didn't really want to tell the
cop about him and Becky's intimacy but he figured he might have to.
“So we spent some intimate time together and then I got up and left
to find Jeremy.”

 


The cop nodded, then snapped his notepad
shut. “Okay Mr. Williamson, I will get back to you. Stay in town,
okay? I might have some more questions for you.”

 


“I will
be going back and forth from work, home, and my girlfriends so I'll
be around. Is there anything else you need from me because I really
need to get back to my girl. She's going to want to know what
happened.”

 


The cop softened at this. “Yes, about her. I
will be stopping by to speak with her.”

“You
can't possibly be thinking she's a suspect?” Marcus felt his temper
rising but pushed it down.

 


“That is
not for me to decide but I do need to talk to her. She is..or was
his wife.”

“Okay,”
said Marcus. I can understand that but can you at least do this
tomorrow. It's getting late and I'd rather tell her myself and you
can talk tomorrow.”

 


The cop looked at his watch and agreed.
“Okay, I can do that. Tell her I will be around tomorrow morning to
talk to her.”

 


Marcus nodded. “Thank you officer. And if
there is nothing else, I'll be going.” He turned and walked
out.

 


* * * * *

Becky rolled onto her back and rubbed her
eyes. She stretched, yawned, then sat up. Marcus was no where to be
seen. “Marc?”she called softly. No answer. She got out of bed and
walked into the bathroom. He wasn't in there either. She decided he
must be downstairs so she stepped into the shower and washed off.
She had only been with Jeremy so it was a new experience finally
getting to make love to Marcus. She stood under the shower grinning
like a bride on her honey moon. Never had she fallen asleep after a
session of love making and she found that she really liked it.

 


He had reached a part of her that she never
knew. She did things to him that she never thought possible. For
once in her life, she didn't care what Jeremy had done to her.
Those moments that they shared together were over. She searched her
heart and found that Marcus was all she saw. She stepped out of the
shower, got dressed and went downstairs. It was then she realized
that she had the house to herself. She ran around til she saw
something sticking up on her writing desk. She read the note and
her heart dropped to the floor. What is he going to do? As if on
queue the phone rang. She ran to the phone to answer.

 


“Hello?”

 


“Becky!
Becky! Is everything all right?”

 


“Yes, mom
I'm fine. Could you lower your voice a little?”

 


“You wont
believe what's happened? Jeremy's been murdered!”

 


If her heart could drop any farther, it
would've. Did Marcus do this? Would he stoop that far as to rid
Jeremy completely? She couldn't think that way. It must be some
kind of mistake. It had to be.

 


“How did
you find out?,”Becky asked.

 


“I heard
it on the scanner! They said a man had been found dead at his home
and they had listed the address and I knew at once it was him. Oh
my God Becky! I hated that guy but I didn't want him dead! This is
so horrible.”

 


“Calm
down mom. That doesn't mean it was Jeremy.”

“Oh don't
be naive dear. That's his address. He's dead.”

 


“Okay,
okay you're right. Did the scanner say if they had any leads? And
also how many times have I told you to stop listening to those
broadcasts. They always get you upset.”

“I know
dear but you know I can't help it. But no they don't broadcast
that. I guess we'll have to wait til they put it on the news. Are
you going to be okay?”

 


“Yes,
I'll be fine. Marcus should be coming back soon.”

 


“Coming
back? Where'd he go?” Amy paused. “Beck, you don't think he..”her
voice trailed off.

 


“Of
course not mom. Don't ever think that!”

 


“Yes, yes
of course. You are right dear.”

 


“Okay
mom, I'm going to go. I need time to deal with this.”

 


“All
right, I love you. Talk to you soon.”



“Love you too, mom. Bye.”She hung up. Becky paced around the room.
Marcus couldn't have done this. No way. He loved her and wanted to
protect her but he wouldn't. He couldn't. Could he? She pushed
those thoughts away and went and grabbed a beer from the fridge,
then thought better of it and grabbed a coke instead. Sitting down
on the couch she thought she'd sit and watch some TV. When that
couldn't hold her attention, she decided to take a stroll in the
garden. Mihael stood patiently watching over the garden. She sat
down on the bench and stared up at him.

 


“My
angel. A terrible thing happened tonight and also a most wonderful
thing. I found my love and I lost an oppressor. I should be happy
but I am not. I am worried. Marcus is gone to talk to Jeremy and
Jeremy is dead. He was murdered. I am scared Marcus had something
to do with it.”

 


She didn't see the figure walk into the yard.
If she did she might have had time to scream. All Becky knew was
one minute she was staring up at the angel, the next someone
grabbed her from behind and put a rag over her mouth. She tried to
struggle but her strength was gone and her muscles were sore. She
couldn't help but take a deep breath. With that she regretfully
took a deep breath and inhaled the fumes soaked into the cloth. She
had one thought before she passed out. Marcus...




Chapter 6

Marcus drove to Becky's wondering what in the
world he was going to tell her. Jeremy was a bastard but he was
once her husband. How do you tell someone that the man they once
loved and married was found brutally slain in their own bed.
Answer. You don't. So he decided he would just tell her that he
went to confront him and he was met by the police who told him
outside that seeing Jeremy was impossible because he had passed
away. No harm, no foul right? She didn't have to know what he'd
seen. Only that he knew that something happened to him. He got to
her house and put the glock back in the compartment. Again, he
found the door unlocked. This time his feeling was a lot stronger.
Something was seriously wrong. He threw open the door screaming for
Becky. But she wasn't there. He searched the whole house and the
grounds of the outside and she wasn't there. He then decided to
call the cops. The dispatcher took down his information and several
minutes later, a cop car showed up at the door. It was the same
officer from the previous crime scene. With him another gentleman
got out of the car. This guy clearly a detective walked up toward
Marcus who was sitting on the stoop of Becky's house. Marcus stood
up and shook hands with the two gentleman.

 


The cop spoke first. “Mr. Williamson. I am
officer Saied. This is detective Burke. Would you like to tell us
what happened here?”

 


“Well
guys, I had just got back from visiting you, remember?”

 


Officer Saied nodded. “Yes. I remember.”

 


Marcus continued. “Well as soon as I got
here, the door was unlocked. I know I locked it when I left and
went to find Jeremy. You know that little bit.”

 


“Right.”said Saied.

 


“Well I
opened the door and searched the house. Becky was not in the house
so I searched the grounds and no where to be found. I wrote her a
note telling her not to leave until I talked with Jeremy about
leaving her alone and came back. I know she would have not
left.”

 


“You said
you left her a note?” spoke the detective.

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Can I
see it? That will need to be taken for evidence.”

 


Marcus reluctantly agreed. “Sure, it's in
here.”

 


They followed him into the house and Marcus
handed the note to Detective Burke. Burke read through then looked
up at Marcus. “Why would she think you abandoned her?”

 


“Because...well we had been..intimate earlier. And she was
asleep so I told her not to think I...you know..did a hit and run
on her? Get what I'm saying?”

 


Detective Burke nodded. “So, if you were with
your girlfriend why would you leave her while she slept to go talk
to her ex?”

 


Marcus was starting to feel interrogated
again. He sighed. “I left because I knew she would try to stop me.
She doesn't like conflict nor hearing about it. But after the
bastard beat her up, I wanted to go talk to him and kind of scare
him off. Tell him to back off. I knew he would keep beating on her
as long as I was with her and I wanted to put a stop to it.”

 


“By
killing him?” said Burke.

 


“No! By
telling him to fuck off. If it came to a man on man scuffle, then
so be it. But I wasn't going to kill him.”

 


“But you
did.”said Burke.

 


“Oh not
this again! Like I told Officer Saied. I did not kill him. He was
dead when I got there. Like I told him.”Marcus pointed at Saied. “I
took the gun in case he got violent..deadly violent. Now rather
than giving me the third degree, shouldn't you be focused on
finding my girlfriend!?!”

 


“Calm
down Mr. Williamson. We are just checking all leads. Part of
protocol. You must understand this.” said officer Saied.

 


“I know!
But she's out somewhere alone and scared and isn't your job to find
her and bring her back safe?”

 


The officer and the detective said nothing.
The detective was glaring at Marcus furiously and Saied was just
writing in that notepad like he had a paper due tomorrow and he
hadn't started it yet. Marcus was beyond angry at this point. He
was also terrified. What could have happened to Becky? She wouldn't
just go out to the store or something. Something had definitely
happened to her.

 


Saied seemed to finish his notes and snapped
the pad shut. Then turned to the detective and whispered something.
Marcus could not make it out so he asked, “Something you want to
share?”

 


Saied stiffened than regained his composure.
“No, Mr. Williamson. That is all the questions that we have for
now. We will put an alert on all cars to watch out for her. If we
hear anything, we will contact you.” They turned and left. Marcus
sat at the foot of the stairs with his head in his hands. That was
a complete waste of time. They were more concerned with that little
pricks murder than for the finding of Becky. If they wouldn't help
him, he'd do it himself. He decided to search the house for clues.
He searched and became even more exasperated when he found nothing.
Finally checking the the grounds, he came to the angel. He felt a
rush of anger flood him again.

 


“You were
supposed to protect her!”he spat. “Where the fuck is she?”He struck
the angel and the ground shook.

“Oh did
that piss you off?” He smacked the statue again. The ground gave
another little rumble like underground thunder. The third time he
tried to strike, the angel's hand grabbed him.

 


Marcus looked victorious. “Ah there you
are.”

 


The angels eyes blinked then stared down at
him. “Don't do that again mortal.”

Marcus ignored him. “Mihael, angel of love.
Where is my beloved?”

 


The angel seemed to ponder this for a moment.
“Your beloved has been taken by the jealous.”

 


“The
what?” Marcus was confused. Why do angels always talk in
riddles?

 


“The
jealous will see the ruin of you both if you do not stop her. If
you can stop the jealous, you may save more than one life
tonight.”

 


“But I
don't know what you mean, Mihael. Who is the jealous?”

 


“Life's
answers are not always clear. One must find them out for
themselves.”

 


Marcus sighed. “So figure it out myself,
eh?”

 


The angel lowered his head. “Yes.”

 


“Great.
Just great. Well can you at least point me in the right
direction?”

 


The angel pointed to the direction of the
house. “You didn't check every room. With that the angel turned and
became still.

 



Chapter 7

Becky woke up groggy. She blinked a few
times. She tried to sit up but realized that she couldn't. Looking
around she realized that she was tied to something. When she
finally regained the ability to see she realized she was tied to
the radiator in the basement. She struggled but the handcuffs held
her tightly. Now in a panic, she struggled and let out a pain cry
when the handcuffs cut into her wrist. She stopped.



“You won't get out of it so you best stop before you really hurt
yourself.” The voice sounded familiar and when she turned to see
who the owner of the voice was, her voice caught in her throat.

 


“It was
you.” She croaked.

 


It was Jessie. She stepped out of the shadows
with a certain craziness in her eyes. “Hello Bestie” she said
coldly. “I think it's time you and I have a little chat.”Becky,
still weak was unable to stop the slap but she was able to land a
kick on her best friend's knees. Jessie screamed, “You bitch!”and
used her other leg to kick Becky just below the breast. Becky
gasped and fell back onto the concrete floor of the basement.
“Don't try to fight me or I'll kill you like I did that sack of
shit ex-husband of yours.”

 


Becky coughed and spit out blood. “It was
you. You killed Jeremy!”

 


Jessie laughed. “Of course. Well I'm not
surprised. There is a lot you didn't know. Did Jeremy ever tell you
he was fucking me through your little pretend marriage? That the
only reason I stuck around to be your little friend was because he
wanted me to keep an eye on you? Of course you didn't know. What?
Did you really think I'd hang out with a little freak like you? A
freak who talks to some statue?”



Becky listened in horror. She had an idea something was going on
between the two so this wasn't a surprise at all actually. She just
didn't understand one thing. “Jessie why are you doing this? Why
did you kill Jeremy?”

 


Her eyes darkened then and she leaned in
closer, “because no matter what I did, I wasn't you. Even when I
asked him to dump you and be with me, he wouldn't do it. Then he
stopped it with me and then you know what else I found out?”

 


Becky didn't want to know but she nodded
anyway. “The little prick left you anyway and made it with some
little china doll! He completely threw me away.”



“Okay, I can understand why you would kill him but there is one
thing you have yet to answer me. Why do this to me?”

 


“Well
when I finally move on, I meet this really great guy and you know
what happens? He falls for you! Can you believe it? You are the
center of everything wrong. The center of every obstacle I have.”
Her eyes shut and she looked up. Someone was walking around and the
voice of Marcus could be heard. Becky tried to scream but Jessie
was cat like when she leaped to her and covered her
mouth.

 


“Shh..or
I'll kill you now. I'm not done with you yet.”When Jessie was sure
that the house was empty she uncovered Becky's mouth and began
again.

 


“As I was
saying, you are what's wrong. Every time I get someone, you stand
in my way. I couldn't have Jeremy for more than a fuck buddy and I
meet Marcus. You never thought to ask me where I worked, did you?
Of course not. You are too wrapped up in your own little life. He's
my boss. I deal with him day in and day out practically throwing
myself at his feet and watching as he turned down countless women.
Then I found out earlier today that you are the reason why I can't
have him. So I wonder, what is it with you? Why are you so god
damned special? “

 


Becky was terrified but she fought to keep
her composure. She prayed to Mihael for her safety. She prayed that
she would not die in this dark place. She couldn't imagine not
being able to see him again. She had just found him. She decided
she would keep Jessie talking. This bitch really was full of
herself and insane. Crazy people love hearing themselves talk.
Finally she said, “So how did you kill Jeremy? Why today if he
screwed you over so long ago?”

 


She pranced around the room like a tart with
a new dress. “Well that wasn't exactly planned. We had talked about
the plan somewhat today and yesterday. Jeremy called me last night
in a rage, stating that he had seen Marcus over at your house and
he left like he had won money. He knew I had a thing for Marcus so
he came up with the plan to get him away from you. I didn't believe
him and thought why in the world would a man like that be
interested in you? Then at work, Marcus told me about his love for
you and I knew at once that you had done it to me again! I
immediately emailed Jeremy to let him know that he was right. He
told me what he did to you and said it would be easy. He threatened
me if I didn't make a move soon to stop this. But I didn't know
how. So I decided to pay Jeremy a visit. When I got there, he was
triumphant over what he did to you. I guess it made him feel
empowered. He was like, you should have seen the look on her face
when I threw her across the room. She looked like a rag doll. He
was laughing and I agree the imagery was kind of funny. Then he
came onto me, telling me how much prettier I was than you. I could
tell that he was drunk. I could smell the brandy on him from across
the room. So we fucked for a little while and when finished we
started talking about the plan. It was then that he made a fatal
mistake. When I wasn't sure if I could do it, he said, well you are
easy, it shouldn't be hard for you. All you have to do was throw
myself on him and he would be putty. He said, well isn't that what
you do anyway? Then he began to laugh. Well one thing lead to
another and I pulled the gun out of the night stand and shot the
bastard. I left shortly after. Now, I'm afraid the plan has changed
somewhat. Rather than me just steal him from you, I've decided that
I don't need any man in my life. I'm done with this drama that you
have caused me. I killed Jeremy and now the police will think
Marcus did it to save you. But then when the police find you dead,
they'll think that you couldn't handle the fact that your new
boyfriend killed your ex husband and that you decided to kill
yourself. It's perfect, isn't it?” She began laughing again and
Becky could not believe that she could be so stupid. This girl was
not crazy. She's a psycho and if she didn't figure out something
soon, she's going to have a suicide dished up for her that she did
not want.

 


Finally
Becky said, “But that doesn't make any sense. If Jeremy beat me up
and Marcus kills him for it, why in the world would I kill
myself?”

 


Jessie
seemed to think about this for a moment, then said, “No matter.
Your death can be one of the many suicides that people will be
shaking their heads over for years.” Becky sighed. Great, she
thought. I'm going to commit suicide and I'm not even going to have
a good reason for doing it. Becky had never been one for suicide
but she always thought that if she were to do it, there'd be some
kind of poetry involved.

 


Something tragic like you see on those ghost
shows where the girl gets jilted by her fiancée and falls to her
death out of a hotel room window or something. But this,
this...doesn't make any sense. “Jessie, you are not thinking
clearly. Killing me wouldn't make any sense to your plan. You got
what you wanted. You killed Jeremy. You did that not only for you
but for me. That monster is gone now and we can all move on with
our lives.”

 


Jessie puffed up at this, “Oh, no no no my
dear. I see what you're doing. You are trying to talk me out of
this so you can go back to your little meat toy. Well that is not
going to happen. I couldn't have Jeremy, what little sacrifice that
was, and I can't get Marcus away from you, so fuck it. I will make
him suffer like I have.”

 


Becky began moving the handcuff attached to
her wrist. They were now bleeding and she was hoping she could slip
through them now that her arm and the handcuffs were now properly
lubricated. Becky knew she had to distract this crazy bitch so she
decided to bait her a bit. “Okay, so first you said you wanted me
to suffer, now you want him to suffer. Which is it?”

 


Jessie seemed stumped by this. “Well, I
guess..at this point..both.” She grinned and went over to the
drawer located on the opposite wall. Becky began to wiggle her
wrist as much as she could and was almost out when Jessie came
back.

 


She was holding a bottle of pills in her
hand. “What's that?” Becky asked. Jessie unscrewed the bottle and
smiled widely. “Your sleeping potion.”

 


* * * * *

Marcus ran to the front of the house to his
car, and grabbed the glock. Running back to the house he cocked the
pistol and stepped inside. He never checked the basement. But where
is the basement? He had never seen it nor been in it. He walked
around quietly as to not be heard if she was indeed down there. He
opened every door quietly until he came to the kitchen. He had yet
to find the door leading down to the basement and he was getting
impatient. He went back towards the pantry and opened the door. On
the floor was an old door. He opened it gently and poked his head
inside. Over by the corner, there lay a body. Upon closer
inspection, he realized exactly who it was. He stood up and started
down the stairs with his gun raised; unsure of what or who he would
find waiting for him. When it looked like no one was around he ran
over to where Becky lay. She was unconscious and bleeding. He
noticed white foam was coming from her mouth. “Becky! Becky wake up
sweetie. I'm here. I'm so sorry baby but I found you!” She didn't
stir. He checked her pulse and there was still something there, but
it was faint. He would need to get her to the hospital quickly if
she was going to survive.

 


“How
sweet.”A woman walked out and stood in front of him. He stood up
and faced the woman still cloaked in shadow. “I told you to tell
her hi for me but I decided I couldn't wait.”She giggled and
holding the gun out that she had used to kill Jeremy, out in front
of her, she shot Marcus once in the knee.

 


Marcus cried out, falling to his knees. It
was then that the woman stepped out from the shadows. He looked up
and couldn't believe his eyes. “Jessica. Why?”

 


Her eyes were fierce with hatred and
heartache. “Why her? Why that silly little bitch? Am I not
beautiful? Am I not smart? Why can't I love you like you seem to
love her?” Marcus was flabbergasted. He knew she had a thing for
him but she never thought it stretched out this far. The gun
coughed again hitting his left shoulder only missing his heart by a
few inches.

 


He screamed and doubled over. “Jessica, don't
do this. We can still put this right. We can still save her.”

 


Jessie's face softened at this. She looked at
the unconscious girl and the brave knight who had come to rescue
her and she finally realized something. That she was the obstacle.
“Answer me this Marcus,” she said finally. “Do you love her?”

 


Marcus, although in great pain said in a
croaky voice, “Yes, with all of my heart. I've loved her since we
were teens and I will love you with my last breath and after.” A
tear began to form at the corner of her left eye. She nodded at
Marcus and turned the gun on herself and fired. Marcus closed his
eyes to this but he didn't try to stop her. He fished his cell
phone out of his pocket, dialed 911 and layed beside his
beloved.

 



Chapter 8

Doctor Wilkins came out of the operating
room, washed his hands and went out to face detective Burke.

 


“She's
lucky to be alive. We pumped over 7 grams of sleeping pills out of
her system.”

“And the
guy?” Burke asked.

“He'll
live. Thankfully that girl was a lousy shot. First shot didn't
shatter the knee and the one he took to his shoulder barely missed
his heart but we were able to dig them out with no problem. He'll
be sore for a while but he'll be good as new in a little over six
months.”

“That's
good doctor,”said Burke. “I feel so stupid for doubting him. We
really should have looked more into this. Has she told you all that
happened?”

“She's
been in and out of consciousness for the last week so you'll have
to question her tonight. But we did find something interesting
about her.”

“Eh, and
what's that?”asked Burke.

“She's
pregnant,”replied the doctor. “And the baby is healthy.”

 


* * * * *

Becky woke up the following morning to a
horrible headache. If this is what Sleeping Beauty felt like or
Snow White even, then Disney can have it. She felt like she had a
bowling ball and a juggling cat sitting on top of her head. There
was a knock on the door and what looked like a giant walking pile
of flowers walked in.

 


“What in
the world?”she exclaimed.

 


A head popped out and Marcus showed his face.
“How ya feeling' sweetie?”

 


She closed her eyes. “Like I've been
kidnapped and drugged. How about you?”

“Like
I've been shot.” He smiled and they both broke out into
giggles.

 


The doctor walked in and saw them laughing
and said, “Well I see you two are feeling better. Becky. Marcus. I
have some news for you.”When the doctor told them that Becky was
pregnant, the room went very still. Then erupted into cries of
utter happiness. Finally

 


Becky asked, “But how..I don't understand.
Even if I was, those pills would have surely killed the baby.”The
doctor sat down next to her. “Well, that's what I would have
believed it either but I have two theories. One: that you were not
far along or two: that you have someone watching over you.” A
glance stole over the couple's faces and they knew.

 


Becky had spent over a week in the hospital
before they would let her go home. Normal procedure would not have
been so strict but Doctor Wilkins wanted to monitor her and make
sure she did not have a miscarriage. Oddly enough, the baby was
fine. They would not know more until it started to develop but at
this stage, as long as she took it easy and took the proper steps,
the baby would be born alive and healthy. When they got home, Becky
and Marcus helped each other into the house.

 


The house was quiet and dark. When she turned
on the light, she almost jumped out of her skin for a big shout of
“SURPRISE!” greeted her. All of her family greeted her and hugged
her and over the banister in the living room it said, “WELCOME HOME
MOMMY AND BABY!” Becky was overjoyed and began to cry.

 


She then turned around to find Marcus to ask
him if he had anything to do with it and found that he was
kneeling. “What are you doing?” she asked. Marcus, then did
something that she would remember always.

 


“Rebecca,
I love you and I've waited my whole life to tell you this. I've
stood by all these years, not being able to love you and to show
you that love. We escaped something terrible and it made me realize
that life is way too short. I want you to be my wife and I want to
be a father to that little baby that we made. Will you please marry
me?” He pulled out a ring from his pocket and held it out to
her.

 


With tears of joy she held out her hand so
that he could put the ring on her finger. “I thought you would
never ask. Yes, yes of course I will marry you.” The whole room
erupted with applause and cheers and hugged the couple.

 


Soon after that day, Marcus sold his house
and moved in with Becky. And several months later, they did get
married. It was a quiet ceremony in the garden that she loved most
and with the angel who gave her back her heart.
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