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Introduction
Life has taught me many lessons, first though, it has taught me being happy is a choice. Secondly, it taught me to find happiness in the transactions of life. From the time of those lessons, and it wasn’t that long ago, I have been my most content. There was a time when I would have bitched about the amount of work required to write a book. There was a time when I would never have started this, let alone finished; but those times have changed.
The book you are about to read was started during a time when I was extremely low. During that time, I developed several health issues that caused me significant pain. As a means of coping, I started to write short little stories of a man committing murders. Murder without consequence. I felt the creation of those little horrific scenes made me feel better.
After reading several of the stories during my recovery, I saw there might be a way to link them together. It was then that the man you are about to meet came into existence. He is questionable, confused, and fictional. I hope to my Creator that no one of his ilk actually lives today.
I spent nearly a year taking the scenes and actions to high levels of detail. There are times when you will wish for less detail and others where you will beg for more. When you experience the desire for less, please keep reading. The ride down from the high detail is just as consuming as the climb to the top.
When the detail seems to lack, I felt it best to leave the description vague so that you could create your own unique experience from that scene. It is truly rewarding to hear different impressions of some chapters.
I would like to thank you for taking the chance on the story, and me as an author.
Happy reading.
Robert E
Chapter 1
Tiptoeing down the stairs and through the house to ensure no one woke up during her mission, the nearly naked woman padded across the tile of the kitchen on her way to the garage. Stopping at the security control panel next to the garage door, she entered the master control code to disable all the security, including the door chimes that would indicate someone had opened a door. Before leaving the kitchen, she donned a pair of yellow rubber gloves normally worn to protect her hands from harsh cleaning chemicals.
When she was pleased with the fit of the gloves, she made her way into the garage and opened the door to the nearly new, pearl-white Infinity. Kneeling on the floor next to the open door, she found the fuse box and studied the labels on the cover to make sure she replaced the correct fuse. She pulled out the selected fuse and replaced it with one that had already been blown.
With her task complete, she returned to the kitchen, engaged the security system, and softly walked across the floor of the kitchen to the sink. She reached under it for the strongest bathroom cleaner she could find and poured a glob into the palm of her gloved hand. She manipulated the solution all over the gloves and worked it into the fingers and creases. Content that she had covered all the glove surfaces, she rinsed them in hot water, dried them and placed them back in the drawer.
Then, the woman made her way across the kitchen, back to the entry, shut off the lights, and went back to bed.
Chapter 2
Laura McKeenan sat at the bar of the Stars and Stripes on 23rd Street in Crystal City, Virginia. She waited on a friend from work. She looked around the bar and noticed the collection of pictures hanging from the walls of the restaurant. Starting at the bar area closest to her, she looked around the room to see that nearly every inch of the wall was covered with a picture. Most of the photographs were of former and current members of the Senate and House of Representatives. Occasionally there were pictures of some of the most recent Presidents: Ford, Carter, Reagan, Clinton, and both Bush presidents.
Earlier in the week, Laura and her friend Kim decided they had had enough of the DC bullshit and were going to get drunk to celebrate the realization. Their manager, Katherine Tyler, a mid-fifties old woman who used and abused her employees as she would a rental car, was in one of her unbearable moods. Laura and Kim were members of Katherine’s quality assurance team for the Department of Defense. They both were to ensure contractors for the Department met the intent of their contracts.
Katherine had been on a rampage the last three days, and the two had decided that if it was going to be hell at work, they might as well be miserable on their own terms. They made plans to go to a bar close enough to walk to figuring when they had their fill of drink or the bar closed, they would be able to walk to the Crystal City Marriott, whichever happened first. The Marriott was directly across the street
Laura was about to make her best attempt at small talk when she looked back up. All she saw of him was his back as he danced his way through the crowd to the other side of the room.
“Damn it,” she said aloud.
“Glad to see you too, bitch” said a tall blonde woman with a grin. “Yeah, yeah. Where the hell have you been?” Laura asked in a terse tone almost snapping. She was normally a very level-headed, calm person, but her current state of emotion was completely out of character and took the blonde-haired woman a bit by surprise. “Your boss is a nut bag, that’s where I’ve been,” complained the woman. She pulled off a black calf skin coat to reveal a full figure with her chest half exposed to accentuate her ample cleavage.
Kim had worked with Laura for the last five years and had come to know her fairly well. Little did they know when they were hired that business school graduates from second-tier colleges were only qualified to be glorified errand bitches in DC. There was a rumor floating around that a senate page with three years experience made more money than they did.
“What were you saying to yourself when I walked up?” Kim asked. “Oh yeah, see the tall dark-haired guy over there?” Laura asked with a gleam in her eye, as she chewed on the manicured nail of her left index finger. “The one in the dark suit.”
“Uh huh, wait, the one in the gray, the blue, or the black suit? Christ Laura, there is nothing but dark suits over there. This is DC you know!” Kim said with an evil little grin, which showed a set of almost impeccable teeth.
Laura, still feeling a bit out of sorts, snapped back to the moment. “The blue suit, damn it. White shirt, red tie, with gold highlights in his hair,” she exclaimed. Laura grabbed her half-full drink, and downed it.
“Jesus Laura, yeah I see him. What about him?”
Kim knew something was wrong. She told herself to let it roll for a little while since Laura did not snap in conversations, and never downed a drink, half-full or otherwise.
“My cape had fallen to the floor, and he picked it up for me. He seemed very nice and I really wanted to talk with him. By the time I decided what I was going to say and turned back around, he was gone, and with him my chance,” she explained.
When it came to starting a conversation with the opposite sex, hesitation was nothing new to Laura. The truth was, she had made a promise to herself. She had sworn she was going to work on being more forward. She was going to be more outgoing, friendlier.
Kim listened to what Laura was saying and absorbed the information quietly. She knew too well that Laura was working on being more aggressive when talking with men and felt bad that another opportunity had slipped away.
“Well, send him a thank you drink. Maybe he will come back over, and you can strike up that conversation,” Kim suggested half-heartedly.
Kim could see the wheels of Laura’s mind turn, and her face showed she had absorbed Kim’s suggestion. Almost before the last word was out of Kim’s mouth, Laura had to lean over the bar to get the attention of the bartender.
“Mike, hey Mike,” she half-screamed at the man behind the bar. “Yeah,” returned Mike, without even looking at her. He was one of
those bartenders that had to be more than a little attention deficit. Mike made keeping up with all the different requests of the night seem easy. It was fair to say he most likely had a high level of obsessive compulsive disorder coupled with his attention deficit to provide service that seemed effortless.
“Would you send the guy in the blue suit, white shirt, red tie with blonde streaks in his hair whatever he is drinking with a message, please,” Laura begged.
“Oh for Christ’s sake Laura, what am I now, your personal messenger boy? You know I would rather not do that stuff.”
Mike had been in this position before with other customers and Laura knew he was opposed to it. He was OK talking with people, but he liked doing it on his terms, and those terms kept him behind his bar.
“What’s the message?” he asked reluctantly as he wiped down the bar in front of the women.
“Just tell him I said thanks,” Laura said quietly. She really wanted another chance at conversation, and was willing to take a chance upsetting Mike.
“Thanks Mike, I owe you, big time.”
“Hey Mike, can I get a Black Label on the rocks? I know you are busy playing match-maker right now, but when you break free I would really appreciate it,” Kim said with a smile.
If looks could have killed, Kim Ramire would be dead on the floor from the look Mike sent her in response to her barb.
“Sorry,” she said sheepishly. “Just kidding.”
Laura turned back to Kim and saw that the day had been hard on her. “So what’s going on with Creulla this evening?”
She noticed that Kim had a worn-out look on her face, which was completely out of character for her. The normally perfect makeup had faded in a few spots from what Laura imagined being caused by continual face scrubbing due to frustration.
“Oh my God Laura, she’s nuts. I delivered a report to her for the earned value of the SynterNet contract, and she spent an hour and a half lecturing me on the importance of earned value measurement accuracy. It was positively brutal, I have no idea what her problem is. I have delivered that report every month for a year, and she picks today to go off.
“The guys from that shop are always the same: on time, always meeting their scheduled deliverables, everything was perfect. For some unknown reason Katherine chose this week’s report to notice things that could be late in the next reporting period. I had to sit there for ninety minutes and, on the fly, come up with risk mitigation just in case the contractor is late.”
“Oh honey, I am sorry. I figured you were chatting up Anthony again.” Laura smiled.
“You bitch! Jesus, it makes my skin crawl just thinking about him.” Kim retorted.
Mike placed Kim’s scotch in front of her and quickly vanished with a short half-full glass of amber-colored liquid. Laura watched as the bartender made his way across the room to the man in the blue suit. Mike handed him the drink and delivered Laura’s message then returned to his bar.
The man raised his glass in appreciation of the gesture while Laura and Kim watched him from across the room.
“Score,” Laura said. “Maybe now I can properly introduce myself to Mr. Blue Suit.”
Her mood lifted significantly after she executed on Kim’s suggestion. She did not like to see chances wasted.
The women busied themselves in discussion of what was happening at work as the rest of the bar swirled around them. The wait staff was running to and from the kitchen, and the patrons’ conversations ebbed and flowed with the course of table topic. The volume swelled to loudness and sank to polite whispers. It would be strange to anyone who took the time to notice.
It was as if on cue the people in the bar would elevate their voices so that it sounded like a concert in a closed arena right before the band took the stage. However, at other times, as if at a funeral, every one’s tone dropped to a respectful whisper. This night was no different from any other at Stars and Stripes: busy and chaotic, but well orchestrated by the staff.
Laura looked at her watch and, shocked to see it was close to ten, cursed, “Damn it.”
“What’s wrong Laura?” inquired Kim, feeling more than a little buzzed from the endless flow of scotch that Mike had served her throughout the evening.
“It’s almost ten, and for some reason, I have lost my enthusiasm for getting trashed tonight. Are you ready to head out?” Laura asked with a plea in her voice.
“Aww honey, I have an absolutely brilliant buzz happening right now and would like to hang out for a couple more hours. Do you mind?”
“No, I don’t mind, but I am going to head to the Marriott. Are you going to be alright here alone?”
“Yeah, a couple of the guys from the fifth floor showed up a bit ago. I’ll go hang out with them for a little while,” Kim said, not wanting to admit that she really wanted to see if she could get some alone time with the guy in the group that was working on his PhD.
“Are you sure? I mean I hate to leave you alone since we both had talked about tying one on tonight.” Laura felt a bit guilty leaving her friend there alone, but knew that Kim had friends all over and would be just fine by herself.
“Yeah, I’m sure. Go ahead and head to the hotel. I’ll see you in the morning for breakfast,” Kim said as she eyed the table where the future doctor was sitting. He was in animated conversation with the three other men at his table and Kim felt envious that she was not included.
Laura stood from her barstool, pulled her cape across her shoulders, and picked up her purse. Kim stood and gave her a goodnight hug. Laura returned the hug and thought to herself that she really was tired and looking forward to crawling into bed alone.
As the two separated, Laura headed toward the door and let out a shout to the bartender, “See you later Mike!”
Mike lifted his right arm and threw up his first two fingers in a sideways peace sign. “Be safe sweetie,” he shouted back as he stepped to the bar to begin tending another patron.
Kim followed her to the inside door of the bar and said to Laura’s back, “Get some good sleep hon. See you in the morning,”
“Don’t stay too long. I don’t want to deal with your hangover in the morning,” Laura said as she stepped out onto 23rd Street. She took a left and walked out of sight down the rough sidewalk that had seen more than a few repairs to its patchwork surface of concrete and asphalt.
Kim snaked her way from the front door back to the place she had been sitting at the bar so that she could get her drink and join the table of men from the fifth floor. When she got back to her seat at the bar, she was surprised to see that Mr. Blue Suit had moved from his position on the other side of the room to sit where Laura had been sitting.
As she approached her seat, she slowed a bit to evaluate the man she would be sitting so close to. His exterior was easy enough to look at, and she assumed from the semi-expensive suit with an overly starched shirt and flawless silk tie that he must be in politics, or associated with the government in some way.
His face looked as though a minute of stress or difficulty in his life had never been experienced. Standard pretty-boy politician, she thought.
“Hello,” he said as she approached her seat.
Kim noticed a complete lack of accent or drawl in his voice. It was not flat in any way, but it was void of a particular accent that could have given a sense of where he was from.
“Hi,” she replied noticing in closer view the slight scar on the left side of this chin.
“What happened to your friend? I was trying to get back over here to say thanks for the drink from earlier and just couldn’t break from the conversation I was in,” he explained.
“She had enough for tonight. It’s a shame too, you really missed your chance there bud. Laura is such a nice person, and very conversational. I am sure you would have enjoyed talking with her much more than whatever it was you were so engrossed in over there,” she said grinning. The effects of the scotch were coming back and Kim was feeling more than a little flirtatious now.
So much for the future Doc, she thought as she got onto her bar stool making sure that just enough of her thigh showed.
“Come now, what can be more stimulating than campaign reform?” he joked with a wry little grin that accentuated the scar on his chin and made his eyes’ glimmer.
Kim caught him as he stole a glance at her cleavage and acknowledged to herself that if he continued to be this charming for a little while longer he would be seeing a whole lot more than she was showing now. She also recognized the warmth that had started in her belly, warmth she had been ignoring for far too long.
“Campaign reform huh? That is stimulating,” she said with as much sarcasm as she could muster without being overly rude. Kim was not a fan of the games’ people in politics played and had developed her own opinions about politicians.
“So what do you do Mr. Blue Suit?” she asked.
“Mr. Blue Suit,” he said with a quizzical look on his face as he tilted his head slightly to the side, looking confused.
“You are wearing a blue suit aren’t you?” she asked him with a smile.
“Why yes, I am indeed,” he replied looking down at himself. “Laura and I had taken to call you Mr. Blue Suit when we discussed sending you the drink earlier, and since you have not introduced yourself,” she paused, “what would you have me call you?” she asked.
“Oh, right.” Embarrassed by his slip of etiquette, and the realization, she had just called him out; his cheeks took on a ruddy tone.
“Let’s try again,” she said as she stuck out her right hand.
“Hi, I’m Kim Ramire, nice to meet you. You would be?” she asked, goading him into the ritual of an introduction.
“Glad to meet you Kim,” he said extending his hand, feigning a first meeting. “Drew Sovern, lobbyist for a small non-profit organization.”
Kim folded her hand on the top of his fingers and applied just enough pressure that Drew leaned in and gave the top of her hand a kiss. He looked up at her and found the game he was in very exciting. “Lobbyist, huh? On campaign reform, how interesting.” She knew that, even if they were a perfect fit together that this would never go anywhere. She saw campaign contributions as a way to buy control of the government by corporations and had her own views on contributions to political candidates.
“Before you jump to any conclusions about which side of the fence I live on, I work for a non-profit organization whose goal is to reduce corporate sponsorship of any given bill before the House. We want things to go back to “…for the people by the people.” Not just for the people that can afford it.”
Ok, Kim thought, that wasn’t expected.
“That’s nice. Let’s leave the jobs out for now. Where are you from? Where did you go to school? Tell me the history of Drew Sovern in fifteen minutes,” she said as she watched the irises of his eyes. She did not need a lot of detail to make her final decision; she just wanted to listen to him talk for a few minutes. Take some time to get a better feeling about him.
“Go!”
Drew laughed and turned to the bar, “Excuse me, bartender,” he needed another drink for this sudden conversation twist. “May I offer you a drink Kim?”
“Yeah,” Mike said only half-paying attention to who was talking. “I’ll have a double Bookers, neat, and whatever the lady is drinking when you can please,” he said to Mike.
Mike already knew Kim was drinking Johnny Walker Black, on the rocks. In a flurry of activity, Mike went back to doing what he was doing as though he did not even hear what Drew had said.
Drew turned back to Kim, “The history of me in fifteen minutes, huh?” he paused, taking just a split second think. “OK, here goes…I was born in the flattest part of the world. I grew up in a military family moving every three years. By the time I was sixteen I had been in more countries than most people know exist…”
Kim watched his face as he went through his autobiography. It was free of regret, or any other emotion, for that matter.
“…I moved in with my grandparents when I was sixteen because I wanted to spend some time in the U.S. and attempt to establish friends. I had grown up spending the summers with my grandparents, had a few friends in that area, and was tired of always being the new kid when dad got new orders…”
Mike dropped off the double bourbon neat and scotch on the rocks in front of them and as usual quickly disappeared. Kim was thankful for the drink as the startling reality of soberness was creeping back on her. She continued to give her full attention to Drew while taking a long, slow pull from her scotch. She was also glad that she now had something else to focus her attention on. Paying full attention to Drew had stirred feelings in her that she would much rather not have to deal with in a public place.
“…I graduated from high school, went to the best school dad could afford and struggled my way through just like everyone else. Nothing spectacular, I graduated with a major in Political Science and got my first job as a page in the Senate. From there, I petitioned the MBA program at Georgetown and got in with a little help from some friends…”
As he said this, Kim noticed the first twinge in his eyes.
“…I barely completed that and was recruited by the non-profit I work for now. I have been there now going on ten years.” Drew picked up his glass and took a thoughtful drink from the bourbon reflecting on the speech he had just given. “And there you have it,” he said with a smile, “Drew Sovern, brought to you by Readers Digest.”
“Nice. Most people can’t do that without getting stuck on the little details of some event in their life,” mused Laura. The warmth of the alcohol was sneaking back up on her now, and she was glad for it as she continued.
“Married? Single? Dating? Kids from a long-lost girlfriend or ex wife?” she was rapid firing the important questions now. Gathering the information, she needed to see if Mr. Blue Suit was a candidate for a one-night stand. Kim did not have a problem with an occasional one-night stand, but wanted it to be on her terms. She always knew that in situations like this, the man could lie, and she would have no clue. However, she felt she could tell by the way he answered her questions. In addition, she had a good track record the two times in the last five years she had decided to have a one-night stand.
“Now that’s straight to the chase. I don’t normally get those questions that fast Kim. OK, here are the answers, not married, never have been. I date around as much as my schedule allows, with no kids, thank God. I can barely take care of myself let alone someone that needs me to take care of them,” he answered and took a gulp of his drink.
“Very interesting approach you have there,” he made sure that this statement had an edge to it. “This makes speed dating look like something my grandparents would do.”
“I’m sorry Drew. This town sucks for dating or relationships, and I am just tired of all the games. Thank you for being patient and more importantly, thank you for being honest. At least I think you were being honest. Nothing in your face told me otherwise,” she admitted.
Kim felt bad for being called out on her forwardness, but, damn, she thought, I deserve to ask those questions. She decided to loosen things up a bit.
“This tie can’t be comfortable,” she said as she reached up to at his red tie.
Drew let Kim loosen his tie. When she was done, he grabbed his glass, took a sip and reached up to undo the top button of his shirt with the other hand.
“That is better, thanks. I always forget about being comfortable, since I spend so much time in this suit,” he said while looking at the features of Kim’s face.
The two spent the next couple of hours discussing everything from the state of the government to careers and even their life aspirations.
Kim maintained the scotch buzz for the night and was now ready to get more comfortable. She had been in her skirt, bra, thong and heels all day and really just wanted to slip into a pair of boxer shorts and a t-shirt for the rest of the night.
She leaned into Drew’s neck, “Would you be as kind as to escort me to my hotel? I don’t want to walk the streets alone at this time of night.” She kissed the side of his neck lightly and sat back up as straight as she could.
Though a shiver ran down his spine from the kiss, he was more than a little confused. “Are you ready to go? I was going to ask if you wanted some dinner.”
“It’s close to twelve thirty Drew, and I have to get my beauty rest,” she said apologetically, with an edge of a tease.
“My dear woman, if you never slept another day in your life you would still be as captivating and beautiful as you are right now.” He was beginning to think his prospects of being with Kim were about to disappear. He did want to spend more time with her but was not going to be pushy or appear needy in such a public place.
Kim felt bad. She had not intended to put him off, but if things were going to happen, she wanted them to come about before the sun came up.
“I have an idea,” she said with a smile, “walk me back to my hotel, and we will order room service. I can get more comfortable, and we can both get something to eat.”
Like an emotional weight had been lifted, Drew instantly felt bet ter. He knew his chances for getting lucky had just risen to nearly a hundred percent.
“Now that’s a plan I can support,” he said with a smile on his face. He motioned to Mike for the tab and pulled two one-hundred dollar bills from his money clip. While waiting for Mike, he took the napkin that had been lying on the bar and instinctively wiped the edge of his glass. When done, he wiped the outside of the glass and rubbed the bar in front of where he had been sitting. Thus eliminating any proof he had ever been there.
The bill came to one-hundred-forty-five dollars. “Keep the change Mike. Thanks for the service tonight.”
Mike was astounded. In a town where everyone lived by the fifteen percent rule, a tip of almost forty percent was unheard of.
Kim stood up and was beginning to pull on her calfskin coat while Drew had paid the tab. “Thank you Drew, that was very nice of you,” she said as he reached around to help her pull the back of the coat up to her shoulders.
As they were exiting the bar, Drew stopped at the coat rack near the front, pulled his overcoat from the hanger, and slipped it on. He reached into the deep pockets and pulled out a pair of driving gloves, and put them on. They took a left outside the bar and made their way down 23rd Street, following the same path Laura had taken earlier that night. At the corner of 23rd and Eads, they stopped and waited for the traffic to clear.
Drew positioned his hand in the small of Kim’s back; she could feel the intensity of his fingers and his grip. She visualized those hands running over her naked body and a low moan escaped her lips.
“You alright?” he asked her.
Kim was mortified that the moan had been aloud. “Yes, I’m fine thank you.” She did her best to recover from the recklessness and cleared her throat. She was unsure if it was the scotch or the relative proximity of Drew that had made her moan. Either way, she thought, she would be feeding a need that she often left to wither in the recesses of her mind.
When the traffic cleared, they crossed Eads Street and made their way down the ramp into the walking tunnel under Jefferson Davis Highway. The tunnel smelled of old rotted leaves that had blown there during the fall and were decaying in piles. There was also an over whelming stench of urine and feces mixed with the rotten mold of the leaves and general dampness of the tunnel. The further they walked into the tunnel, the stronger the odors became.
Kim and Drew saw people that lie on the ground covered with newspapers or old cardboard. The clothing they wore was so tattered they could see through to the skin in spots not covered by the make shift blankets. The homeless had ratty hair and yellowing teeth, when teeth existed to show. The stench from bodily excrement mixed with dirt, filth, and body odor was enough to make a sewage worker gag. Yet these folks lay there with little to no concern for anything going on outside the small space they occupied and called their own.
Kim and Drew made their way through the tunnel, breathing only when necessary, and stepping around the pallets of cardboard and newspaper. A sense of dread came over Kim as they walked, seeing those poor people sleeping in a tunnel, living in filth, sleeping in their own shit.
Something had to be done! Someone should help these people, she thought as they walked through the tunnel. These souls were at a place of complete personal defeat, and she wanted, in that moment, to help.
She pushed the feeling from her head as they came to the other side of the tunnel, and fresh air. She could not do anything for them tonight and released the thoughts from her mind as Drew reached up and touched the small of her back again, making her remember the dirty little thoughts she was having about what she was going to do to him in the here and now.
They got to the corner of Jefferson Davis Highway and 23rd and took a left on the access road leading toward the Crystal Mall area and the Crystal City Marriott. They walked two blocks down the concrete and paver-stone sidewalk past condominiums that covered an underworld of retail shops, parking garages, eateries, and the homeless.
Angling in front of the bronze-tinted glass building, they took a left into the brass-framed revolving door of the Marriott. Once inside, they veered left on the polished marble floor, and diagonally across the lobby to the gleaming brass doors of the elevators in front of a spiral staircase leading to the second floor. A mirror-walled elevator car with open doors awaited them. They entered and selected the seventh floor. During the ride, Kim leaned into Drew and gave him a slow sensuous kiss. He allowed his hands to roam to the small of her back, the top of her buttocks, and the curve of her waist. She leaned in closer to him as she thought again of the possibilities and found that she was looking forward to the intimacy waiting on the other side of her hotel room door.
As they stepped off the elevator, Kim felt a sharp pain in her lower back.
Oh, that’s odd, I wonder what is going on with my back. She had not had back troubles or pain before.
The pain began to subside as they walked the thirty feet to the door of her room. Kim began to feel an unnatural calm come over her and as it did her mind returned to thoughts of sex. She placed her key card in the slot and slowly slumped to the floor.
Drew carefully picked her up and carried her into the room. He closed the door with his foot, walked to the bed, and laid her on the king-sized bed. He stood to straighten his jacket, then took a seat next to her.
Chapter 3
Kim did not understand what had happened to her, she had lost all muscle control. She had lost the ability to move, or even focus her eyes correctly. As she struggled to move her legs, arms, or even her fingers, her mind began to panic.
Drew sat on the bed next to her, the picture of serenity and calm. His was a perfect image when compared to the woman lying next to him. Her eyes revealed the panic and fear of her mind. The drug he had given her had taken effect very rapidly, and she was not all certain of her condition. She did know, however, that she was incapable of anything other than thought.
“Easy Kim, I don’t want you to struggle. I want to see the beauty in your face, the wonder in your eyes, and your love for life. If you struggle it will only take away from the precious few moments that we have left together,” he whispered to her. “Just be still and relax. I want to be able to watch as the injection I gave you takes effect and the changes begin. If you struggle, it will just ruin the view.”
Her mind was screaming, CHANGES, what fucking changes? What did you do to me? What the fuck is happening?
She tried to speak except nothing but drivel and moans escaped her lips. She wanted to know what he had done to her, wanted to know why he had done it, and wanted to know why her.
As if reading her mind, he held up the syringe and whispered, “You have been injected with Mivacurium Kim. It is a paralytic agent. It has already paralyzed you, as you are fully aware.
“In a few moments, I will give you an injection of potassium chloride. That shot will cause your heart to fail with excruciating pain, and you will not be able to do anything about it. Do nothing but lie there and experience the pain, while I stare into your eyes and watch as the light escapes them and your life leaves your body.”
That’s beautiful. Well phrased.
With that, he began to rub her arms lightly, rub the backs of his finger across her stomach. He did not want to inflict bodily harm to her, as that would have ruined the perfect picture of death he had painted in his mind. He did want to see pain, but did not want her to spoil the perfection he found in her face, as that was not his purpose this night.
“The thing is Kim, I use this combination, so I can watch the life leave your body, watch as the pain rushes over you like a wave on a beach, and you lying there; completely powerless to even wince at the finality of it all.”
Drew wanted to make sure that she had a complete knowledge of what was going to happen to her. He wanted her to know that she was following a well-practiced script, and that he knew well the changes her body would go through.
“It is such a beautiful thing to see, the pain, the life draining from you, and you’re not being able to fight it. The most precious aspect is when you realize that you have taken your last breath. There is a flash in your irises; golden specks shine for just an instant making your eyes look as though they have gold embedded in them. It’s truly beautiful.”
Oh my God, she screamed in her head. He’s killing me, she thought as she began to cry.
At least she thought she was crying. Kim felt nothing, her body was just a lump that she could no longer control, and she really did not know what she was doing outside of her head. She knew what she wanted to do, what she felt like doing, but nothing was cooperating. Her tears would not come, her voice was silent, and her muscles were totally foreign to her.
She knew where her limbs were supposed to be because they had been there all her life. Now though, she sensed that they were, in fact, where they were supposed to be, but could feel nothing but dead space. She was experiencing the phantom feelings in reverse of the sensations most amputees felt. They would feel pain in a limb that was no longer there, but in Kim’s case, she felt nothing where she knew there was something.
“That’s a girl. You are seeing the futility now, beginning to realize that nothing works.” He stroked her hair with the back of his gloved hand. He touched the side of her face with the back of a gloved finger, and drug it across to her ear.
She could do nothing.
Kim could no longer see what was happening, but she felt all his touches on her body as he traced his finger around the fullness of her breasts. He cupped her right breast, impressed by its size and firmness. He imagined the heat that would be there when she was in a passionate moment.
Stop that. There are more important things to do this evening.
She could see that he was doing something, taking his time, and noticed the satisfied look on his face blended with the familiar look of lust she had seen from her past lovers.
The aspect that she would be raped and be unable to as much as scream, revolted her. She thought that she felt her stomach turn, thought she was having a bout of nausea, felt like she wanted to retch, but still there was nothing.
“It’s a shame really that you must die Kim. I am certain that you look even more beautiful while you are having an orgasm. Head thrown back in passion, sweat dripping off your chin, eyes closed in the moment. Absolutely lovely,” Drew said as he stared down at the lifeless form in front of him letting the words from his mind escape his lips. He decided there was no reason not to tell her what he was thinking since she would never be able to recant the conversation. “I am completely certain that you would be quite lovely in that pose. Moreover, I regret that I will not get to see that beauty, but what I planned for you is even more spectacular.
“You will feel everything that happens from this point forward, but you will be incapable of reacting to it,” he said as he pulled a second syringe from his inner coat pocket.
“I have to admit Kim; our little game at the bar was most enjoy able. You are such an excellent little tease, and you did, in fact, take me to a place where I had thought of not killing you, but rather enjoying all the gifts your sex has to offer. I changed my mind though during our conversation, it was something you said.”
Kim’s mind was wild with a combination of fear, panic, and anger. She wanted to know how she had so angered him that he wanted to kill her, wanted to know why her. But, more poignantly she felt grief that she had not been able to live her life to the end as she had designed it; never to know the love of a child, or the acceptance of a true love. She would never reach her full potential.
He pushed up the sleeve of her sweater, found a suitable injection point, and thrust the needle in her vein.
“One by one your organs will shut down, and you will feel the pain, the regret, the loss. Finally, your brain will run out of oxygen, and you will be dead.”
Now that she knew exactly what was happening and was going to happen to her, the realization of the truth produced a fear that covered her like a cold wet blanket. She had nothing else to grab onto, nothing that would sustain her other than her fear.
Positioning himself on the side of the bed, he pulled a pack of English Ovals from his breast pocket. “I see questions in your eyes Kim. Most importantly, I am sure, is why you? What did you do? What did you say? What could have been done to create a different outcome for this night?” he said as he opened the pack, extracted an oval shaped cigarette and placed it between his lips.
Replacing the pack and retrieving his lighter he removed his right glove and struck it. He placed the flame to the end of the oval and took a deep first draw from the cigarette. As he exhaled, he looked at Kim, stared into her eyes.
“I made the decision during our conversation that you were a weak person. The only thing you had going for you was the fact that, bio logically, you are a woman. You lack the basic instinct to know that as such, you are superior to every man on the planet, yet you continue to play games with your sex. You lack power, and you lack strength.”
His words were stinging to her mind, but she knew that he was speaking the truth. She did play on her sex, as that was far easier than being the superior gender.
As he looked her in the eye, the sheer terror he saw satisfied him. She was in the throes of dying and knowing now that she had squandered her gift of life. He looked at the gold flecks in her pupils and wondered how they may have looked when she was truly happy. He watched those gold flecks wax and wane as the terror, the fear, and the loss, cycled through her mind. He knew that he had given her the final gift that she was too weak to give to herself. He knew that he had freed her from living another day not living up to her superior potential.
Leaning in towards her ear, Drew said, “Come on Kim, give it to me, let go and give it to me.”
He sounded as though he were talking a familiar lover to the edge of orgasm. He sat back up when he did not get the expected response. He expected her to let go of the last vestiges of her wasted life and die, but she did not, she would not, not yet.
Drew sat at the edge of the bed and watched her face. He saw the emotions that ran through her mind, occasionally he would catch a new flash of gold in her irises. He thought about life, his and the one he was taking now. He thought about lies, the ones he told and the ones told to him daily.
He tried to think about happiness, and what the concept meant to him. He thought as he watched the progress of the injections on the deadly still person lying next to him. But, happiness in other people was a lie to him; the only true emotion he could enjoy from them was fear. The fear when they discovered they were being ridiculed, beaten, or killed. It was all the same emotion, just a different degree.
He watched her chest, watched it as she struggled for breath, listened to the ragged way that she exhaled, and became excited by her pain. He knew that she was finally, maybe for the first time in her life, truly alive. She was feeling all the glory that real fear had to offer her. It would trigger her regret, her longing for a simpler time, and finally loss. She would experience a loss she had never felt before. An all consuming loss that would be stronger than her worst fears.
He knew her loss was not over her life, but her realization that she had never really been complete or whole, never realized her true self, or her real potential. He knew that in about two minutes, her heart would shut down, and that she was going to feel the excruciating pain of that event. He watched her eyes and saw her pain begin to increase, and her loss build. Drew knew that her life was fleeting, knew that with every cringe in her eyes that she was slowly dying. He also knew that she was fully aware of the process of death.
The final gift of death is normally never felt. More often than not, in this day and time, the gift of death is never truly experienced. There are a few individuals who are able to withstand the cold hard truth of dying, and stay awake for it. Most people give up and fall asleep, or are drugged into a thoughtless state before the plug is pulled. To him, only those that are fortunate enough to die in an accident and are able to face their death fully awake are truly lucky.
Them and the ones he selected of course.
As he watched the changes happening in front of him, he felt more power, more supreme, more alive. He felt his own mind expand to greater heights the closer to death his victim came. He was exhilarated knowing what was next for her.
He took a long thoughtful drag from the cigarette and put the ashes from the tip in his ungloved hand. He clenched a fist to keep the ashes from falling away then placed the cigarette back between his lips.
With his gloved hand, he wandered over her stomach up to her left breast, trying to feel the fleeting heartbeat he knew was there. Taking another deep draw from the Oval, he leaned closer to her face.
She made a noise that resembled choking but was supposed to be a scream for him to back off. No words escaped her lips. The paralyzed state of her muscles prevented her from making any sounds at all.
Shit, she thought, I have to do something.
Drew saw the futility spread across her face, and a slow, kind grin spread across his lips. He knew what was next.
“Kim, this is important, please listen. Your heart is going to stop in less than a minute. You will feel all of it, but will not be able to do anything, not even cringe. Do you understand? You will be dead in less than a minute.”
Fuck you, you sick bastard, her mind screamed.
She felt the pain start; her chest felt like it was exploding. A cold she had never felt before replaced the dead feeling in her hands and feet.
Drew leaned in even closer to her now. She could smell the cigarette on his breath, and the rot of stale sour-mash bourbon.
The pain she was feeling was incredible, nothing in her life had ever been this bad, nothing could have prepared her for the depth of it.
Drew watched as the gold flecks in her irises swam in color. He saw the pain, the fear, the regret and loss. He was pleased.
Kim wanted to shrivel up and run from the pain, but she could do nothing. She could do nothing but lie there with this monster in front of her and die. She had no option but to give him what he wanted. Give him exactly what he had intended her to give. She was incapable of doing anything else.
Leaning into her left ear he said, “Listen please, you have given me a great gift, and I will ask nothing more from you. I will not touch you after you depart. I will not take more than I have already. Go peacefully now, enjoy the release of the pain. Give yourself the final gift, let yourself die.”
Kim realized that the man in front of her was obtaining enormous satisfaction from watching her as she sank closer to death. It was his desire to watch her fight against the inevitable as long as he could.
Realizing this, she rationalized the only power she had left that could be of any use against him, was to quit sooner than he wanted her to, thus reducing the amount of joy he was getting. She decided that if she could reduce the time by even one nanosecond then she could reduce his pleasure, and in that simple act, in fact she could, win.
With that realization planted firmly in her mind, Kim Ramire died. When her heart stopped, she took with her the only gift he expected; time filled with pain.
He allowed a slow grin to spread across his face; his lips curled into a soft, considerate smile. Kim had given him what he wanted; she had died for his enjoyment.
He stood up, cupped the ashes in his hand and went into the hotel room bathroom. He lifted the lid of the toilet, emptied his hand, and threw the remainder of the cigarette into the toilet and flushed. He removed the glove from his one hand and washed both his hands in the sink, careful to touch only what was necessary. When his task of cleaning was complete, he took a towel from the rack above the toilet and dried his hands, then buffed the prints from the bottom of the toilet seat, the flush handle and the water handles at the sink.
He checked the toilet for any sign of the ashes or the butt from the oval cigarette, and wiped the inside of the toilet bowel clean. When he was satisfied with the cleanliness of the bathroom, he donned his gloves again. Drew pulled the stopper on the sink and put the towel in, ran hot water over the towel until the sink basin was full, and shut the water off.
He walked back into the hotel room, and looked at his masterpiece. Kim Ramire lie there with a stare of horror in her eyes and an expression of nothingness. Her head had slipped a little to the left, as though she were taking a nap with her eyes wide open. Drew reached in his coat and pulled out a small credit card sized camera. He walked to the bedside table, picked up the notepad lying next to the phone and placed it beside Kim’s head. He stepped back two paces and raised the camera to his left eye. He snapped four pictures from this angle and then stepped to the foot of the bed where he could see Kim’s entire body, and took four more pictures. Now he was done, he had the proof of this event.
He was satisfied he had rid the world of another weak woman he left the room and took the elevator to the basement level. During the ride, he removed his overcoat, and pulled the sleeves inside out. The lining of his coat was a cream-colored silk, and he did not like the feel of the wool against his suit coat but knew it was necessary. With the coat back on, he pulled a knit cap from his pocket and donned it low over his forehead.
As he exited the elevator in the basement, he crouched over a bit, and changed his proud upright walk to that of a broken street bum like shuffle. Pushing his way through the double glass doors, he made the fifty feet to the entrance of the parking garage, a low, dank and almost claustrophobic space that was wide and smelled of old gas and exhaust fumes.
You should be proud of yourself. That was extremely well executed.
He shuffled off into the shadows of the garage.
Chapter 4
Drew stood in front of the loading station for the people mover of the Atlanta airport, lost in his thoughts. He was lost in his own mind as he remembered the events of the night before. The sound of the air rushing through the cracks in the stations doors told him a train car was making the way from Concourse B.
The train came to a stop and the doors slid open to allow the passengers needing to catch their connections on Concourse A. Drew waited as the people made room on the train for him and the other passengers going to Baggage Claim. He entered the train car and stood against the back wall of the car while the other people were jockeying for positions to stand.
He watched the doors as the last of the passengers loaded, and noticed a very attractive woman with short dark hair squeeze through the doors as the PA announced the doors were closing and would not reopen.
Chapter 5
He awoke from a few hours of sleep after the early morning flight in from DC. He felt good having slept in the comfort of his own bed, with the dreams of the dark-haired woman yet again running through his mind. She was more real now it seemed. He rolled off the king size foam-core mattress, and walked over to the bathroom to start his morning ritual. He thought about the night before, as he stood in front of the toilet. He enjoyed his antics, and was pleased with the way the evening had ended. When he was finished with the first ritual, he stepped into the shower to begin the next step in the often-repeated process.
The pure predictability of habit pleased him, particularly when it was him being predictable. He loved that he could exercise that level of control in an otherwise insane world. Washing himself in the tepid water of the shower, he thought that he had not had the pleasure of sexual release in quite awhile. Though he had been able to control himself last night, he knew that his days of self-control were coming to an end.
The feeling of Kim’s breast and the taut of her stomach last night had his mind contemplating relations with other women. It was obvious that his need to be supreme last night had over ruled his need for sex.
Damn she was pretty, he thought.
The next thing he realized was that he still had his hand wrapped around his penis. Shaking off his thoughts, he finished the task of washing and rinsing, and then dried himself with a warm towel from the rack. As he dried, he thought there was nothing to accomplish today, and he would just spend the day with his favorite pastime.
With nothing to do, he would spend the day with his journal; the computer program he had developed to capture and store his greatest accomplishments. He could spend the day with a wood fire, some of his best memories, and his favorite beverages. Nothing could be better.
He finished his ritual by brushing his teeth, drying his hair, and selecting his most comfortable clothes. Dressed in oversized jeans, a long-sleeve thermal shirt, and a pair of fur-lined Crocs, he was ready to enjoy the day of relaxation.
Leaving his bedroom, he stopped off at his office for the trusty lap top that held his precious journal. After slipping the laptop into the well-worn black leather computer bag and picking up the digital cam era, he grabbed the bag and left the room on the third floor of his spacious house. He knew that having as many rooms as he did meant that he did not have to worry about his reviews impeding on any other area of the house, as he was able to compartmentalize into a one hundred and forty four square foot area.
He had decided to spend some time alone with his accomplishments and was going to walk out to the guesthouse in the middle of the woods behind his main residence. He had a deck built several years ago for entertaining, and had a small one-room guesthouse built off to the far right side of the deck. It was a cozy little space with an efficiency kitchen, a full-size refrigerator, fireplace, sitting and sleeping areas all surrounded by a view of the woods. It offered him the opportunity, from time to time, to get some quiet time, some thinking space. It also provided him a space to get away from the main house and still be comfortable.
He made his way from the third floor of his home to the main level, which was actually the second floor of the house, and to the white French doors leading to the large multi-level deck at the back. Step ping through the doors and out onto the main deck, he was caught off guard by the view he had created out of his piece of land. Large hard wood trees towered over him, fragrant vines of honeysuckle and jasmine combined to seduce his senses. He made his way down the steps of well-weathered pressure treated wood of the main deck to the ground level at the back of the house.
He stopped walking to admire the park like view from here. He was always shocked when he got to the ground level of the house by the change in the scenery simply by getting closer to it.
How easily a view could change just by changing perspective, he thought.
The manicured trees clumped together with decorative grass framing each cluster. The coverage of English ivy and ornamental grass on the ground made the area look like it had been carpeted in thick, green foam.
Resuming his walk at the back of his house, he veered to the left and found the steps leading down to the raised walkway in the middle of the backyard, out to the party deck, and eventually the guesthouse. The deck and guesthouse were raised, as the ground below was prone to flooding. His answer had been just to elevate the things he thought were important; keep them out of harm’s way. The ability to walk out on his property at any time he wanted was paramount to him. He would never have thought that nature should have that much control over something he wanted to do.
Opening the glass door of the guesthouse, he set the leather bag on the polished oak rectangular coffee table and turned on the recessed lighting. After a look around the room, he went back outside to gather an armful of split firewood that had been stacked the previous spring and allowed to dry naturally. He took one last look around his park like setting and admired the tranquility it provided, and then turned back around to go into the guesthouse.
What a life this is, he thought.
His intent was to have a relaxing day so that he could review his journal with a nice crackling fire to inspire his thoughts and calm his mind. He needed to stay relaxed, needed to lose the stress, his life had been brutal lately, and he was in desperate need of some emotional down time. Today would be the day just for that. He would take the day to review some of his greatest conquests.
He dropped the split hardwood on the hearth of the fieldstone fire place and took an artificial log from behind the flush-mounted cabinet door next to the hearth. The cabinetry in the guesthouse matched that of the coffee table, polished oak, with intricate carved inlays. He enjoyed watching a fire, but not the process of starting it since it took too much time and effort. He had found that using one of the wax and wood-chip logs were much easier, and provided the same results as the more conventional method.
The fake logs always lit the fire with one match, which was much better than the lighting, fanning and feeding that it normally took to get a roaring blaze going. The main house had been fitted with gas logs supplied from the houses’ natural gas supply. That option was not available for the guesthouse due to residential zoning and gas distributor limitations.
At the time, he had not given it much thought, but it was nice to have the opportunity to have a real fire from time to time. The gas logs were just different because they did not seem to have a spirit in them or the smell. They basically, lacked personality. Smoke, he thought, was the spirit of a fire. It symbolized the last offering that the burning wood had to make. It meant to him that the wood had been used completely.
He stuffed the artificial log onto the well-used wrought iron grate inside the fireplace and piled the split hardwood on top of it. Taking a long wooden fireplace match from the brass holder and striking it, he lit the artificial log and set about the task of connecting his laptop up to the forty-two inch plasma screen television he had installed more for his pleasure than that of his guests. The TV was mounted above the fireplace and created the sense of an ever-changing picture. Images in a frame rather than the boxy TV set of old.
That screen was one of the main reasons he decided to review in the guesthouse today; if he was going to be reviewing his journal, he might as well have the benefit of a large screen with superb clarity.
Opening the lid of the laptop, he heard the whirring of the fan and hard drive start. He always kept this machine in standby mode, so that he did not have to wait for the operating system to load. When it came to computers, he was a relatively impatient man and liked to take shortcuts when possible to save the precious 30 or 45 seconds it took the computer to start. Even though the amount of time to start up was not that great, he liked to take short cuts when he felt the aggregate of the event might become significant over time. He thought that it may even equal a day, possibly two, that he would not waste just waiting.
Before sitting on the leather sofa, he went to the small refrigerator in the corner of the room and pulled out a bottle of Sierra Nevada stout. It was still before noon, but he thought that getting a head start on drinking for the day seemed like a great idea for a Friday. When he sat down, he sank into the soft sofa and thought it was almost like sit ting on a bag of feathers.
He pulled the flat black computer onto his lap from the oak coffee table, and looked at the flat panel display more than 10 feet away.
Clicking an icon on the desktop with the sensitouch mouse mounted into the case of the computer, he activated one of his favorite programs. Within a few seconds, a form appeared on the screen that asked him for his password, which he obediently typed. He pressed the enter key, and waited patiently for the program to continue.
He knew what was happening because he had written the program several years ago, and knew well the reason for the security. Hell, he welcomed it. Fifteen seconds later, the main screen of the program appeared. The time this took was not of worry to him, and he felt no need to try to optimize it. The security features here would protect him and for that, he had all the time in the world.
Looking across the room at the flat-screen monitor, he was amazed at how big it was, and how accustomed he could become to working with a screen that large. The program showed him a two-column report. The first column had names, and the second, dates. He scrolled down to the bottom of chronologically reversed list for the first record and double clicked it. Again, the application asked him for a password.
He had the option, at anytime, to bypass the program security through a preference he had added when he wrote it, but always chose not to.
He thought that inconvenience here was much better than what would happen if anyone ever found the laptop. There was enough personal information on that machine to make his life a living hell. Something he did not want to experience. So, he kept entering the password when asked and after a time, simply forgot it took extra time.
He entered the ten character password, pressed the enter key one more time, and waited. He knew what was happening inside the computer while the blank screen stared back at him from across the room. Since he was the only person to use the program he had not been concerned about all the nice little gadgets that would let a user know that the computer was doing something. He had written it for speed of access and all those little gadgets ate up time and memory. Resources best used for other, more important tasks.
He recognized that, if he had wanted, he could have sold this application on the open market as a secure personal journal for people inclined to keep secrets, but the idea just didn’t appeal to him all that much. He knew it was superior technology, but having people know it existed would raise all kinds of questions. Questions about him, his motivations, and his need to author such a secure program. Questions he would never want to answer.
Finally, the large screen showed a progress bar, 10%. 30%. 75%. Then the screen was flooded with a form full of information in a tabbed-window format. The first tab was labeled General and could have been from a thousand different contact information programs available at a hundred different stores. On the tab, he saw fields for first name, last name, address, city, state, and zip code. It was standard information, like that found in so many other programs. The second tab was labeled Before. When he clicked it, he was greeted by the yearbook image of a mid-teen, blonde girl with striking features.
He remembered her well and had to admit that she was still one of his favorites. She had done more for him as a human being than any other person he had ever met in his life. She had allowed him to find the path of his true self, his true potential, and ultimately his freedom. She had given him the gift of manhood. Her gift was not the one typically associated with the loss of virginity.
He knew that her gift had was truly more important than simply being with a woman; her actions had set him on the path to where he was today. She had introduced him to an appreciation for skill, talent, and supremacy. Regardless of how many other women, he would be with during his life she would always be his first, and as such would mean more than any of the other women he would come across.
During a time in his life where he struggled with so many different emotions, she had freed him, given him the gift of maturity. His actions that night provided him with the first real experience of supremacy he had ever known.
Melinda Dodge was still his favorite memory.
The third tab was labeled After. His heart began to race as he thought of what he was going to see. He could feel a sense of excitement swell in his head every time he looked at her record. In reality, he had not seen her in over twenty years, but still this girl held a special place for him. He would always be grateful to her. Steering the cursor over to the tab, he felt his palms begin to sweat, his heart race even faster, and his head pound. His heart was pounding so hard he could hear the pulse in his ears.
“Christ, why do I always get so excited over you,” he said aloud to the screen across the room.
He needed to calm down before he saw the information on the After tab. He wanted to enjoy this specific review of the past. He moved his hand from the pointing device of the laptop and picked up his bottle of stout. He took several small drinks from the bottle and enjoyed the bitter bite of the beer while he looked at the image on the screen across the room.
Melinda had been a gorgeous teenager he thought; beautiful blonde hair, full but thin and wispy, which had framed her face flawlessly. She had nearly perfect teeth, not too much gum showing, and almost completely straight. Her eyes were the color of the sky on a clear spring day.
Remembering her, he wished for a simpler time when there was no real work, when life was just a thing he witnessed, and the pursuit of the next fun thing was the only real problem he had.
Enjoying the day with your memories old friend?
Yes I am, but you know that. What I am doing should come as no surprise to you, Drew answered.
The voice had been with him since the night of Melinda. Since then, he no longer had to think in order to feed his power. The voice always made sure the time was right, the situation was right, and all the implements required to complete his pursuit were provided.
§ § § § § §
As he continued to take small sips from his bottle of stout, Drew thought back to the time he had known Melinda. He had been a kid of barely sixteen. They had known of each other from school, but were barely on speaking terms and were not good friends. Those facts though, did not stop him from wanting her, or wanting to be seen with her. Had they been able to hook up, he would have been the envy of most of the other guys at school.
It was usual during that time of his life that he and his family, more specifically he and his father, were not getting along. He had waited for everyone to go to bed that night and then escaped to the silence of the world outside. Drew had started out that night by walking to the corner and just standing under the street light. Standing there in thought, he decided he needed to feel the wind in his hair so he walked back to his house and grabbed his bicycle. On his bike, he retraced the route to the streetlight, took a right turn then rode down the middle of the tree-lined street with cars parked along the edge of the street. The sides of the street were lined with cars using it as over flow parking from the small driveways. As he rode, he heard arguments emanate from houses, TVs turned up too loud, and the occasional one-sided conversation of someone being on the phone.
At the next intersection, he took a left followed by a right and then an immediate left that led him to the main road of the sorry little town that he had lived in. Luckily, there was not much traffic on the road at that time of night as he swung his bike wide into a lane of traffic. The final turn placed him onto Main Street.
As he rode, his thoughts about his frustration, family, and life consumed him. He felt more than a little put upon by his age and stage in life. He felt the frustration only the very intelligent suffered. He had not been old enough to learn many of life’s lessons, and yet he still believed he was always right. He had snuck out of the house that night just to prove to himself that he was smarter than his father. He did not know why at the time, but when he left his house that night he took the straight razor he had found in a box of his great grandfathers stuff, and his small camera.
I’ll teach that ass hole, he thought. I’ll go out and do what I want, and he’ll never know. Who the fuck does he think he is telling me that I am not old enough to do what I want? He has never done anything mom didn’t give him permission to do. That son of a bitch is incapable of running his own life. That will never happen to me, of that I will make sure.
One of the benefits of living in that small town was that the side walks rolled up at five o’clock everyday and stayed in storage on Sun day. The evening of his ride had been no different. At nearly 10:00 p.m., there was no one to be seen, and barely any traffic. Drew imagined the cars on the road were carrying lucky people that lived in far better places like Muncie or Indy. They were out late at night going God knows where, and he wished he were one of them.
God forbid, anybody should do anything on a Sunday. That just wouldn’t be right, he thought sarcastically as he rolled his eyes.
Oh, how he hated that place with its small-town mentality; that fake sense of community, togetherness, and belonging. It seemed as though everyone knew what everyone else did, when they did it, and whom they did it with or to. He had never experienced anything other than this one horse town. He just knew there had to be a better way to live. He knew in his gut, that there was more out there than the week day school grind, and the weekend chores.
The lack of anonymity drove him nuts and he stayed frustrated by the hypocritical way the adults lived. They would all stand together in their churches on Sunday mornings shouting their faith in their Lord God then recite the Lord’s Prayer by rote. When the service was over, they would go get drunk at a family bar-b-que and talk about how stupid this family or that kid was. There was no level of compassion exhibited by the people in that little town, unless it could be measured against someone else. It was like a competition, he had thought after he had learned to recognize the truth behind the lies. Unless someone saw the giving, then the giving never took place; that to him was unacceptable.
He had ridden his bicycle a couple of miles from his house when he found himself at a small park just off the main street of town. He had always assumed the only reason it was called “Main Street” was that it had the town’s only stop light. That was the only difference he could tell. They were all two-lane roads about the same width with the same speed limits. Those speed limits did not apply to him though, and he often enjoyed riding fast enough down those streets to pass the cars.
He rode up to one of the picnic areas of the park; a building constructed of telephone poles painted brown with open rafters and tin roof. He pulled to a stop and climbed off his metallic lime-green ten speed bike, leaned it against one of the poles of the shelter, and sat on the concrete top of a picnic table to ponder his existence and the position he was in.
He needed to understand how it could be that he was smarter than his dad, and how to deal with it. The two had been at odds for the last three months, and he was not sure why. There seemed to be a change in the air at his house, more electric, angrier. Short rebuttals replaced decent conversation; grunts assumed the role of greeting each other. He could not put his finger on it, but he knew the man’s words pissed him off; he knew that nothing his dad said lately made any sense whatsoever.
Up to this point, he and his father had gotten along very well, and he was distraught by the fact that now they were no longer working from the same book let alone being on the same page. Their interests had gone in different directions, and he had grown embarrassed by his old man’s behavior in public. Whether it was true or not, his father seemed to get dumber with time. The old man’s odd, quirky sense of humor, his over inflated sense of self was so obviously a lie that even the most casual of observers could see it. The final straw on the bro ken camel’s back was the way that his father always acquiesced to what everyone else wanted to do.
These things, and many others, often caused him to think of his father as inadequate. He felt a mixture of sadness, anger, guilt, and supremacy. Truthfully, he had no idea what to do about what he felt in that moment.
As he sat on the table, feet on the bench with his head in his hands, and deep in thought, he nearly jumped off the picnic table when he heard a voice from the darkness.
“Hey,” a soft female voice from a short distance away said.
Turning his head, he saw Melinda Dodge, a girl he went to school with when it was in session. She was wearing a pair of long, loose, pink pajama bottoms, and a short t-shirt that showed her bellybutton. Her arms were bare and with silhouette from the light behind her, he could see the faint whispers of body hair on her arms. It reminded him of the fuzz on a peach.
Turning his head slightly to look at her straight on, he could not help but notice how nice her dark-gold tanned stomach looked framed by the light color of the t-shirt and the pink of her pajama bottoms. He could not help but notice the shape of her pear-shaped breasts pressing against the fabric of the short shirt, which caused a stir in his groin. Her thin blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail and held up with a large butterfly clip. Drew looked down at her feet and saw that she wore flip-flops to protect her feet from the dew-covered grass and dirt of the picnic area.
“Hey,” he remembered responding.
§ § § § § §
As he thought back to that moment, he almost laughed aloud as he took a drink of his stout. I was such a master of conversation back then. God, I had so much less confidence and control back then. I was so much weaker; so much less than I am now. I am surprised, I could make it out of there alive and become what I am today.
§ § § § § §
“What are you doing out so late?” she asked as she leaned against one of the brown poles of the picnic shelter, and twisted a wisp of thin, blonde hair that had fallen from her ponytail.
“Oh…uh, you know,” he remembered saying softly, almost stammering. “My dad’s an idiot and I just wanted some space to myself. He has started treating me like I am two, and I get so tired of it, I decided to get out and do some thinking, try to gain some perspective,” he added.
As he looked up at her from the table, he could not help but notice the stiffness of her nipples caused by the chill of the night air.
“What are you doing out this late? You know, they say it’s not safe for a girl this time of night,” he said with an uncomplicated grin.
“I just live on the other side of the park, and I was looking out my bedroom window thinking about how my parents are treating just like yours seem to be treating you, and saw you ride up,” she answered as she bounced against the pole. “So, it looks like we have the same problem with our parents. Hope you don’t mind me crashing your alone time?” she said as she looked into his face.
She noticed a bit of flush in his cheeks and thought that maybe she would be able to make out with him. She desperately needed something to take the edge of the extreme boredom that had set into her life. Making out with him would at least do that and maybe lead to something more exciting.
The longer he sat watching her bounce against the pole of the shelter the more he realized he wanted to be closer to her. Drew slid to the edge of his picnic table perch and slowly stood up. He moved closer to Melinda and continued in the conversation. It seemed natural to be moving so they began to slowly walk around the shelter.
While they walked, they talked about the condition of their respective parental relationships for what seemed like hours. They even discussed things like childish chores and bedtimes, and the like, lamenting over how useless all those stupid requests were. The reality was that they each did what they wanted outside the view of their parents. It was nice he thought that someone else understood how he felt about his parents. Drew finally tired of shuffling around the picnic area, and slowly moved them back into the center of the shelter and the picnic table where they both sat on top of the table as he had earlier.
The only real way to tell that time had passed was the position of the moon in the sky. When they had started talking, it was nearly overhead, and now it was midway down the western sky. Almost on cue, each of them stopped talking and just looked up at the sliver of the crescent moon and surrounding stars on the nearly cloudless night.
After what seemed like hours of pure silence save the frogs and crickets nearby, Melinda turned her head and looked him straight in the eyes.
“You know that I have had this major crush on you, since we were freshman in home room together, right?” she said needing acceptance from her statement.
He was stunned, speechless, and more than a little interested. No girl had revealed an interest in him like that, at least not that he knew of. From his perspective no other girl shared her opinion and he thought she might be trying to be humorous at his expense.
“Really? ‘cause I have wanted to get to know you better for a long time.” Then he thought, You dumb ass! You couldn’t think of anything better than that. You could have told her about her ass or her tits, or at the very least told her how pretty she was, and that you are honored, she feels that way. What an idiot you are.
He gazed at her lips as they were moving, and hoped that his mind would shut up long enough for him to pay attention. The chatter of his internal conversation was very distracting to him in the moment. The movement of her lips had him mesmerized. He could see that they were moving, but he heard no sound. He was too far-gone in thought of the things he could do with her to listen. He felt the nervous energy in his gut spread out to the rest of his torso and warm him like a blanket.
“Well, this is helping, isn’t it?” she asked with a sheepish grin. “I know more about you now than I did before and, to be honest, I am certain that I like what I have heard.” She paused, then smiled at him, “I have a question for you, but I am not sure how to ask you.”
Her cheeks flushed a little as she said this. Melinda was not as cold as she been, however, the stiffness of her nipples could have fooled Drew. They poked through the material of her t-shirt as though they had been pinched.
“What’s up?” he asked only half-listening as he paid attention to her physical reaction, not caring what the reason was.
Now, he was caught in a dilemma: he tried to listen to what she said while various thoughts ran through his head and he stared at her chest. Her full breasts would heave when she inhaled.
“Would you think it horrible of me if I told you I wanted to make out?” she asked with a downward almost embarrassed tilt to her head. She looked at him from the top of her eyes and brought the index finger of her right hand to her lips. She looked very innocent that way, and hoped that the added site of her playing with her own lips with her finger would push him over the edge. She thought about admitting to her girlfriends later that this was a ploy on her part to get a little physical attention. Even at such a young age, Melinda knew exactly how to convince a boy into doing whatever she wanted done.
Her ploy had worked very well on him, and he hoped the shock and excitement were not visible on his face. “Hell no, that has been on my mind since you walked up. I forgot about it because we were so into the conversation. I wasn’t going to bring it up, but I am sure glad you did.
“Should I give you more of an answer or just kiss you?” he barely said as his head became light and his vision dimmed due to the rush of testosterone coursing through his body. It collected in his groin, causing him to grow, and he hoped he would know what to do with it if the time came.
“Just kiss me,” she whispered as she leaned over and gave him a tender kiss on the lips. Slowly, she parted her lips and tasted him with her tongue.
He responded by doing the same. He thought he had found a new religion. He could smell her sweet perfume, and the scent of her hair. He had never been this close to a girl before, never smelled these smells up close, and it excited him. Their kissing became more intense the longer it went on, and he began to feel the nervousness in his gut grow. The nervousness and his proximity to her continued to feed his erection.
He could not identify the exact scent that was mixed in with the smell of her perfume, and her hair, but it kept feeding him. That subtle almost hidden scent was making him want more of her, he thought as he inhaled deeply.
He was tentative as he reached up and lightly brushed her right breast with the back of his index finger, testing to see how far he could go; how far she would let him go.
“Hmmm” was the response to his sheepish caress.
He wanted to taste her flesh, see if she tasted as great as she smelled. He withdrew from the kiss and was immediately again surprised by what she said. “This is so wonderful, why are you stop ping?”
“I know, you are a great kisser, but I want to kiss your neck for a bit. Is that OK?” he wanted to make sure not to ruin the make out session by doing anything that would drive her away.
“Oh yeah, I would love you to do that,” she said as she pulled the wisps of hair away from the left side of her neck to give him unfettered access. She leaned her head to the right and said, “I’m waiting.” Drew opened his mouth wide and began to slowly devour her neck with kisses. After a few minutes of nibbling, licking, kissing, and listening to her soft low moans, he decided he needed more interaction with her. He pushed her head upright and placed his lips on hers. There he was met with much more force and desire than she had shown earlier. Their tongues twisted around making circles in each other’s mouths. She stopped her tongue but kept her lips locked to his, and took a nibble on his upper lip.
Oh my God, he thought. This is the most amazing thing ever. She is really getting into this.
As she nibbled his upper lip, he reached under her t-shirt, placed his hand over her right breast, and began to massage. She responded by sticking her tongue back in his mouth.
This is great. But, where do I pay attention, her tit or her tongue. Holy Jesus fuckin’ shit this is almost too much to deal with.
His mind raced. He tightened the grip he had on her breast, pulled his hand back and with his forefinger and thumb twisted her nipple lightly. He was inexperienced at this but suspected that the softer the touch the better it would be. He felt the heat rush up his neck. It was so hot it almost made his head sweat. His heart pounded so hard he thought he could hear it, knew he could feel it, and wondered if she could feel it too.
The tangling of tongues and the light touches of his hand on her breast made him reel. He felt her hand gently rest on his left thigh, felt a spasm in his groin, and heat excruciating heat.
My God, this is unbearable, he thought. The rush, the excitement, the feelings, the smells, the sounds of their breath all combined to make him crazy. He just knew that at any minute he would experience that same feeling he had at the end of a wet dream. That sweet building of passion, the uncontrollable spasms, and the warm release of ejaculate that made a mess of anything it touched.
Then it hit him, like a lightning bolt to the head. He thought he loved her. He had always admired her, always thought she was cute and nice. Her hand slid farther up to his thigh and pulled the heat down his leg to meet her hand.
“Drew, I really like this,” she said as she pulled away just far enough to be understood when she spoke.
“Good, I mean, I do too. Oh hell, who am I kidding, this is amazing!” He said when he leaned back into to touch her lips with his again. He had a hard time kissing her in that moment because she was smiling from ear to ear. Her smile slowly faded to allow herself to engage more fully in the kiss he was giving her.
Then she bit his lower lip, hard.
“What the fuck was that,” he spat, launching himself from his sit ting position, as if he had been electrocuted. He stood next to the picnic table vibrating in anger.
He had become furious in that instant, Who the hell does she think she is biting me.
Drew she must be taught a lesson. She must be made to understand her mistake.
His feeling of passion was simultaneously consumed and replaced by the heat of rage. His highs had gone low and his lows high in that split second. He no longer questioned what was happening, he knew this feeling of rage well as he had felt it with his father numerous times in the past.
His rage devoured him. He felt it swell up in his gut, felt the strength grow in his arms.
He felt how much greater he was in comparison to before this gift presented itself. He knew at that exact moment what had to be done. He would not allow this to happen to him, would not be abused by anyone, and those that tried would be made to realize their mistake.
He drew back his right hand and hit her square in the jaw. He hit her with so much force she fell from the picnic table where just seconds earlier they had been making out. The swelling of her jaw was almost instant, providing evidence of the force he had just unleashed.
Chapter 6
Shaking off the fog of his memories, he took another drink of stout. He could feel the rage well up in him sitting in the guesthouse just as it had that wonderful night in Indiana. His breathing had escalated, his stomach was tight, and his head felt like it would explode.
He took several deep breaths to calm himself.
The air tasted slightly of burnt wood and brewed hops. Drew could feel relaxation flowing from his lungs outward to the fibers of the muscles in his arms, legs, hands, and feet. He could feel the muscles coming back under control as he breathed the relaxing air.
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