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Dedication
For my family, who continually support me and my parents who taught me I can do anything I want if I set my mind to it. Especially to my children, who keep me going when I want to fall over from exhaustion.
Chapter 1
By now, I learned not to nap. It only added to the nightmares I suffered at night, but lack of sleep and a long day at the office had left me exhausted. Mind and body suffering from fatigue, sleep fell on me soaking in the tub. Startled awake by sounds of splashing from fighting off the attackers in my sleep, my body started to tremble.
“Dammit!” I shivered as the cold slimy bathwater slid against my skin. I opened the drain and turned the shower on to stand in the steaming water. If only it could wash away the shaking and the grime left behind by the nightmares. Would I ever feel clean again?
Out of the shower, I quickly wrapped myself in a towel, still shivering despite the heat. I forced myself to ignore my image in the mirror. I knew what I’d see; a monster. Most people would disagree. I had my fair share of attention when in public. Even had a few offers to model. But my genetically engineered body didn’t please me—it made me shudder. The government had created hundreds of us. Forcing people to breed like cattle often had horrid side-effects for the child. I had been one of the lucky one—at least that’s what they told me.
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you look in the mirror.”
I spun round. The opaque looking man leaned against the shower door taking in the sights.
“How about some privacy, asshole!” I threw a towel at him. It flew through his face, hitting the wall behind him.
“Oh dear, I’ve made you angry.” He laughed as he floated through the door.
I jerked the towel off the floor, wrapping it around me and fled into the bedroom. Reaching into the closet, ripping at my wardrobe, I finally found something suitable to wear. Dressing as quickly as I could, I jerked the door to the bedroom open, slamming it against the wall.
“Oh Grant…” I sang.
“Yes, my lady. I’m right here.” Grant floated in the seated position next to the couch. Ghosts were so irritating.
“Grant, did we not talk about boundaries? You know I can banish you from this house, right?” I lit a smoke and plopped down into the chair next to him, raising an eyebrow in his direction.
“Kat, I’ve seen you naked a million times. I’m a ghost and your guardian. What’s the worst thing that can happen?”
That did it. A tear streamed down my face. It stung my eye as I tried to suck it in, but there it was, spilling over my cheek. I wiped it on my shoulder as nonchalantly as I could manage.
“Oh, now don’t go and do that. Not the girl who doesn’t cry. I see your nightmares my friend. I know what haunts you. But you of all people, know I can’t hurt you and wouldn’t even if I could.”
“Shut up, Grant!” I wasn’t going to talk about it. A glance at the clock said it was time to get ready. I had to dry my hair and put on some make up. Six o’clock would be coming very soon and I didn’t want to be late for the club’s opening act.
“All I’m saying is that I was there. I saw what they did to you. You should talk to a shrink, but if you won’t, you can talk to me. I won’t be shocked.” The softness in his voice and slight tilt of his head displayed his feelings on the matter.
I chose to ignore him.
Despite his sincerity any time that particular subject matter was brought up, I became enraged. It boiled through my veins like lava. Perhaps that’s part of
Post Traumatic Shock. I could only guess since I had avoided every attempt at counseling and refused to do the research. Researching my problem would only serve to inform me of every aspect of my nightmare and I was determined to avoid it at all costs.
For lack of something clever to say, I angrily tossed a pillow through him and escaped to the bathroom.
“I love you too!” he yelled.
Thankfully, he left me in peace as I finished getting ready.
“Kat, aren’t you forgetting something?” Grant floated by as I took the keys off the wall.
“Nope, not a thing.” I winked at him. Flirting was the only way to torture a ghost, since you couldn’t punch them in the face.
“If I do it myself, your TV won’t work right for months. Now be a good girl and turn on it on. You agreed, remember?”
I raised an eyebrow at him, pondering how to further punish him for sneaking into the bathroom. My urge to leave and the fact that I needed Grant persuaded me to concede. Punishment would have to come later. I flipped on the TV and programmed it to change channels at the end of each hour to his favorite shows. Who knew ghosts could be such couch potatoes?
Done with the ghost sitting, I hopped on my motorcycle and sped to the club.
“Welcome back,” the bouncer greeted me. “Your booth is free.”
He gestured toward the booth in the corner I was beginning to frequent. The shadows and darkness the booth provided served me well to conceal my presence. My face could not be seen unless you were close. A fact that served me well as I already felt like a degenerate frequenting a strip club. I still felt awkward, even though this became almost a daily routine. I walked through the foyer and into the warm stale air of the club. Brilliantly constructed, the club had dim lighting around the edges and neon lighting around the stage designed to draw the eye center stage. The dancer currently on the stage was one of my favorites. Unlike many of the other strippers, she was more mature, probably in her mid-thirties. Tight body and a voluptuous breast, she resembled perfection. When she danced I found it erotic, but not trashy. I nearly ran into a chair watching her as I walked.
The music thudded through my chest and the smoky air parted as I made my way to the booth. The waitress brought my tray, which consisted of several shots of top shelf vodka and a few mixed drinks. I never caused
a problem, so they had no problem bringing me a large amount of alcohol at once. Tipping well never hurt and I made sure not to be a pain in the ass to the staff.
Warmth flooded through me and my shoulders started to relax. The shots began to do their job—that pleasant numbness starting to block out the usual scream of tension in my body. While fiddling with my expired CIA badge, I pounded another shot. It had no more value than an expired credit card now. Still, it haunted me. I was out of the superhero business for good. I’d had enough. Those words reverberated through my brain almost nonstop. My mind, it seemed, had been made up.
Women had their appeal, to me at least. I often fantasized about spending intimate time with them. It wasn’t in the cards for me to be with another man. I just didn’t seem to have the guts to pursue other interests. Sitting in the strip club was as close as I could get. Pathetic! A former CIA operative should just be able to fulfill her needs and desires. Certainly, if this were in an undercover op, I would know everything I needed to in order to be a very convincing lesbian. But when it was real—real for me at least, the research wouldn’t be done. I
didn’t know the first thing about being a lesbian, if that is what I am.
Never thought I’d be a regular at a strip club, but stumbling across this place just came about when I’d gotten a flat tire. They’d let me wait inside while I waited for a tow. And I was hooked on one of the dancers, Tawny. She had bought me a drink and kept me company. God, how starved for attention was I exactly?
Sitting here in the shadows, pining after other women made me feel like a deviant. But no one bothered me here. No drunken rednecks were grabbing at my ass. There were enough naked women running around to keep the male attention away from me, and I could relax, sort of.
Tawny had just finished with her set. I liked her. Not only was she kind to me, she was sexy and confident, and despite being an exotic dancer, not trashy. I had fantasized about Tawny, her long jet-black hair flowing over her voluptuous breast, and about her long lean legs intertwined with mine. I didn’t care that Tawny probably wasn’t her real name.
Across the club, she stepped off stage and met my gaze. She sent a smile in my direction. My heart thundered, resembling the sound the cars make circling the track in NASCAR, possibly shaking the building off its foundation.
I broke the gaze, my eyes estimating distance and duration to the door. I should get out of here before something happened. Before I was too drunk to control myself. But before I could escape, Tawny was at my table. Reaching over, she scooped her fingers under my hand and lifted it from the table. Her skin felt so soft and warm that I did not hesitate to follow her to the middle of the club.
“C’mon, help me make some tips.” She giggled as she pushed me onto a chair. How could I resist her? She smelled of fruit and spice, I noticed breathing her in.
“Wait… I… uh…” I was at a loss for words. That never happened. My gut reaction was to fight her off and flee. How could I?
“Just sit there hon’, I’ll do the rest.” She nudged my legs open slightly. “Is it okay if I touch you?” She gave me half a grin and winked.
I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t want to be a spectacle. I’d made my living in the shadows, but the thought of Tawny crawling all over me was more than I could resist.
“I guess,” was all I could utter.
The men in the club had already started gawking at us. Perverts! As soon as the music started, patrons watched as she danced—grinding on my leg and pressing her breasts up against me. Customers began tucking money in her G-string, and it sickened me. But I only had eyes for Tawny, for the way she made me feel. I knew she was a stripper, but she was also the first woman I’d…I swallowed and forced my gaze away from her mesmerizing eyes. I had never dreamed my first physical encounter with another woman would be in a crowded strip club.
Over her shoulder, something caught my eye. I could see a patron getting rough with one of the girls… her face ripe with panic. Where’s the damned bouncer? Tawny deflected my attention by burying my face in her breasts and the place went wild.
She jumped off me and spun around, shaking her ass up and down in my lap. I looked again and saw the man had the dancer bent over. She pushed at the table, struggling to get free. No one else seemed to notice as all attention was on us. The loud music drowned her cries for help. Someone should do something. Why isn’t anyone helping her? I’m trained to do something. Stay out of it. My stomach churned as I argued with myself. Bad guys were no longer my problem.
Sizing the guy up, I decided while he was a big biker and judging from the way he carried himself, he probably had been in his fair share of brawls. He more than likely had a good hundred pounds on me. Still, a size and strength advantage would not compare to my training. I had taken down worse. But this poor girl probably only weighed a buck-ten and her struggles were no match for him. Clearly, she didn’t know how to defend herself from this sort of attack.
Stay out of it. Don’t draw any more attention to yourself. Dammit Tawny…oh my God! Tawny was now riding me as if I was a man and we were having sex. My face was burning with embarrassment. I hated being a spectacle for men.
Then I saw it. The man was undoing his zipper. He was going to rape the dancer right there in the booth. He reached behind him and closed the curtains with one hand while holding her down with the other.
FUCK! The song ended and I pushed Tawny off me and ran toward the rapist. I reached through the curtain, throwing my arm around big man’s neck. I put my left foot on the edge of the booth and pushed hard against it—pulling him off the dancer. He quickly began shaking his body from side to side to shake me off his back. The drunken patrons cheered the fight, not offering any aide.
I tried to choke him out – it would cause the least amount of damage to us both. His violent shaking and short neck worked in unison to remove my position from his back. Once off his back, I immediately hopped to the right to get a vantage point. I punched the guy twice in the face before he swung on me. Barely ducking in time, I came up with an upper cut of my own. He stammered back a step opening him up for a roundhouse to the face. His nose was broken and bleeding.
“Take that, asshole!”
Yelling wildly, face red with anger, he swung on me and connected. The brunt force of his large hand connecting with the side of my head had knocked me back. I hit the floor. The large biker grabbed my left ankle and pulled hard, slamming the side of my body into a booth. Wind rushed out of my lungs. His hand still firmly on my ankle, I grabbed a quick gasp of breath as I swung my other leg at him, kicking him square in the jaw. Blood poured from the area where teeth had immediately resided seconds ago. He fell to his knees and held his mouth.
I scooted back a few feet to give myself time to assess the situation. I had to put this guy out or he wouldn’t stop. I bounced up, ran toward the man, hoisting one foot up on the booth launching myself in the air. I came down on his head hard with my fist, full weight behind me. His head snapped down and to the side. His body hit the floor and his feet were pointing down. He was out cold. I pulled out my sidearm, pointing it at him and attempted to reclaim my breath. Once I had control of the situation, I took a deep breath and turned toward the dancer.
“Are you okay?” I asked. My hand began throbbing. Launching yourself fist forward is a risky move, and has the potential of breaking hand bones. I began wondering if my right hand was broken.
“Yeah. Where the fuck is Bruce?” The dancer cried.
A little late to be useful, Bruce the bouncer came running while zipping up his pants. “What are you like some kind of ninja or something?” he laughed.
“Or something…why don’t you worry more about protecting these girls than getting a blow job next time, douche bag.” I flexed my jaw and squinted my eyes. If looks could kill, he’d be dead.
Tawny came running over. “Oh my God, girls! Are you both okay?”
The shaking dancer nodded.
“I’m sorry, Tawny, did I hurt you when I pushed you?” I felt horrible for being forceful with her.
“Hell no! Thank you for having my girl’s back! Can you, uh, put the gun away now?” She looked over at the other dancer and handed her a wad of cash. “Take this sweetie and take the rest of the night off.”
“Come with me,” she said as she grabbed my hand. She pulled me behind her with ease as I wasn’t about to resist. As she walked past Bruce the bouncer she growled, “You’re so fired. Get that asshole out of my club!”
“Where are we going?” I asked. The booze and the blow to the face had me starting to feel dizzy.
“Office,” was all Tawny would reply.
We reached a tiny office and Tawny sat me down in a chair, reached in her desk and pulled out a break-and-use icepack. The dim office light and mint green walls did little to calm my swimming mind. Adrenaline was still surging through my body and my hands and legs were tweaked and ready for attack. I couldn’t stop my foot from bouncing.
“I thought this whole time you wanted to work here, but didn’t have the nerve to ask. That’s why I dragged you out there and made a show of it. But you obviously don’t want a job.” Her New Jersey accent made her seem tough, like a street kid. I liked that.
“You thought I wanted to dance?” I started laughing. Me, strip for men? Right. “Why?”
“Well, I was hoping you did. You look like a damned underwear model. All I saw were dollars all over you. But obviously, you’re not looking to dance. So, let me guess. You already have a degree and you don’t need to dance your way through college.”
“Two degrees, actually,” I uttered. The room started to spin. I took a deep breath to regain my senses.
“Then why are you . . .” Tawny paused and smiled, “oh,” she lingered before leaning in toward me, “you like girls.” She sat back in her chair and snickered. Her jet black hair flowed gracefully over her bare breast and I had to look away. Even though the poorly lit room gave her skin a greenish hue, she was far sexier in close proximity.
“Look, I didn’t mean to cause trouble. I just… I saw… I need to go.” I stood up and started walking to the
door. Dizzy, I staggered and Tawny pulled me back to the chair.
I didn’t fight her. I didn’t want to.
“Honey, I’m not judging you. I’m a full blown lesbian. You’re just a little old to still be in the closet.” She laughed.
Great, now I’m old.
“Look, I don’t want you to get in trouble with your boss, so I’m… I’ll pay for that table. I think I broke a table.” That’s it, I was losing it. Kathryn Trueblood never lost control, but I was out of sorts. I had been out of the business for a few years. Maybe all my training had been forgotten, buried deep. That combined with the fact that I had also never before made an admission aloud about my desires made me feel out of my element.
Tawny began to laugh, and held out her hand. “Marissa Hensley, owner of this establishment. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Tawny is just a stage name.” She sat up straight, looking official, even in her naked state.
She extended her beautiful hand toward me, though her breasts were staring me in the face. What an odd combination of characteristics – and circumstance.
I took her soft hand in mine. “It’s nice to meet your Marissa. I’m Kat. So, if you own the place, why do you dance?” Okay, she wants to talk to you. Don’t run away.
“Eh, to keep it fresh, you know… in my head, what my girls have to deal with. I give the tips to whatever girl can’t dance and whatnot. It’s like a fringe benefit for working for me. I have strict standards about the types of girls I allow. No drugs. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t care if they smoke a little weed, but anything else and they’re gone. I don’t have time for trash here. It’s my business, you know, my baby.” She beamed like a mother describing their child. This woman continued to pique my curiosity.
“So, why a strip club?” It was a stupid question, but I didn’t know what else to say. Talking about me was not an option. All my years of covert operations taught me to ask open ended questions. The human condition – being the mystery that it is – lends well to people talking about themselves. Salesmen all over the world have learned this technique – a useful tool in nudging someone toward opening up. The questioner becomes seemingly friendly and easy to talk to.
“Honey, I’m a lesbian… I like women. What’s better than having nude women around you 12 hours a day? I’m in heaven.” She leaned back in her chair completely uninhibited in her nakedness. “When I get a girl in here I like, I sleep with her for a while, but dancers rotate frequently, so it keeps me with fresh lovers, all college aged.” She smiled and winked at me.
Was she flirting?
“I should be going,” I stood again. Women, multiple lovers, I can’t take it.
“Sit! You’re not going anywhere until I’m sure you don’t have a concussion from that ox Brady. He’s banned for life, dumbass.” Marissa had a look of disgust on her face as she stared at her desk, obviously thinking about what might have just happened to her dancer.
I sat back down, replacing the ice pack on my face and winced as it stung my bruised skin.
“Really, I need to get out of here. I need to settle my tab and...” A strong urge to flee the scene was overwhelming me. Wanting to stay in Marissa’s company was no match for my need to go recuperate – and sober up.
“Honey, I ain’t gonna bite. I’m not telling anyone you like the girls either. So just chill.”
“Can you put a shirt on then?” I asked. I couldn’t stop staring at Marissa’s breasts.
“No, how about you take your shirt off?” Marissa face grew to a Cheshire grin.
“What?”
“Take your shirt off. You’ll feel more comfortable. You only feel uncomfortable because I’m naked and you’re staring at my tits. If we’re both naked, I can stare at yours too and then we’re in the same boat. Take your shirt off.”
It seemed like a school yard dare. I had never backed down from a challenge, but my head was swimming. The adrenaline finally wearing off, the involuntary shaking turned into stiff and sore extremities. But, how could I refuse? Arousal soon followed. This woman was dominant and unashamed in her nudity. I had never been naked with a woman outside of a locker room and even then, you don’t stare. Whether by Marissa’s sensual words, my own arousal or blatant stubbornness for accepting a challenge, I brazenly obliged.
I sat there bare chest front and center, smiling at my own audaciousness.
“Hey! You’re dozing in and out.” I heard as I felt a tap on my face. “I think it’s just the alcohol, but I’m
worried you could have a concussion.” Marissa sat in a chair facing me, and had scooted it closer so we were touching knees. “Do you have a headache?”
“No,” Remarkably, I didn’t have a headache. It was just a surface wound, a bruise. It felt more like a severe drunk rather than a concussion.
“Good, you’re just drunk.” Marissa slid off her chair and straddled me, setting my face aflame with embarrassment. I wasn’t ready for an encounter. I wasn’t even sure I was comfortable admitting I might be into girls. It was too late for that – the cat was out of the bag – at least in this room.
“So, there’s no audience,” she said softly. “You like girls, so I think that you should experiment. Hell, I started touching as a teen. You’re thirty-something, it’s about time you tried. See if you like it.” Marissa grabbed my hands and put them on her breasts, rubbing them. She then held up one breast and stuck it in my mouth. Blood rushed through my veins as my pulse raced with excitement. Then Marissa pushed me back in the chair and licked and kissed my chest and neck finally ending with a sensual kiss. The room was spinning.
“So, think you might like girls?” she whispered softly in my ear.
“More than I did when I walked in here.”
“I’d love to be your first,” she cooed in my ear. “Now let me drive you home. It’s the least I could do.”
I dozed in and out as Marissa drove me to the address I programmed in her GPS. Part necessity and part avoidance I sat with my eyes closed. I was shocked at myself and a little uncomfortable having just been topless with this woman. Her car was filled with her fruity aroma. I thought about trying to kiss her, to smell her neck, but then I thought better of it. One step at a time.
Arriving at my home, Marissa waited in the drive until I opened the door to my small bungalow. I fumbled with my keys for a few moments before finally tripping in the door.
“Hello, pop tart!” Grant said laughing. “Rough night?”
I went straight to my bedroom, fell on the bed and passed out in my clothes.
Chapter 2
Gene bounced in the trunk, not quite awake. His high heels had been lost in the struggle and the sequins on his torn dress littered the trunk. He fought to remain conscious, to decipher what had just happened. Instead, sleep took over.
Sometime later, Gene lay on the dirt floor, still woozy. The acrid smell of a farm wafted into his nose. His sight was blurry and he thought he could make out a large figure in the corner, but it wouldn’t register. The room spun as if he were under some severe intoxication. He rolled to the side and vomited. An attempt to gain his bearings resulted in only a groan and a slight roll of his head back and forth. The only sound was his own heart trying to escape his chest. The thudding in his ears was deafening.
Sounds of footsteps came toward him and Gene fought hard to focus. He managed to force his lids open only to a slit. He saw a large figure with ratty blonde hair, though through the shadows, he couldn’t make out a face.
I don’t want to die. Not like this. Gene began to cry and passed out again.
Some time had passed when he came to with the strong scent of ammonia invading his nose. His dress had been torn to shreds and was on the dirt floor along with his gaff. An I.V. had been inserted into his hand. Naked and shivering, he struggled to move without success. His wrists were in pain and he discovered why. Bound by the wrists, neck and ankles tightly to a wall, there was no escape.
“You’re an abomination!” a gruff voice growled.
Gene screamed.
“No one can hear you. You’re wasting your time.”
“Please, don’t do this. I have a wife and kids who need me.” Gene cried as he looked down at his erection. “What did you do to me?” Terrified and knowing he would die, there was no reason he should have an erection.
The figure with the ratty blonde hair stood barely two feet in front of him, box cutter in hand. Gene couldn’t see the face. It was too dark and the only source of light had been behind the figure, further shadowing the facial features. He struggled to get free as he screamed wildly.
The figure tilted its head, stepped closer and punched Gene square in the nose. Blood poured out and Gene began coming in and out of consciousness.
The figure was naked, bent over in front of him, slamming back on his medically induced erection. Gene screamed until he blacked out.
The rusty box cutter sliced deeply into his legs. More screams.
He felt the stinging and burning of cuts in the arms, stomach and face. He could feel the warm blood running down his cold skin. He tried to pray, though his mind shut down once again.
The ensuing sodomy slammed Gene back into consciousness though shock prevented him from making a sound. Gene watched in horror as the figure forced something large into his body, ripping and tearing him.
Gene’s awoke a final time to see blood pouring from where his penis should have been.
The figure calmly undid the restraints and let the body fall to the floor. The murderer then dragged the body onto a tarp and began dropping tools next to it. There was much work to be done.
“A gift for my father,” the words whispered into Gene’s dead ear.
Chapter 3
The next morning, I hauled myself into the kitchen and wrestled with the coffeemaker until the blessed scent filled the house. Clutching the steaming mug, I collapsed on the couch with the paper and clicked on the TV.
“The would-be rapist’s plans were foiled when what witnesses are describing as a real life Catwoman came to the aide of the dancer.” The reporter shoved the microphone under the nose of the poor girl I helped the night before.
“She was just here because she had a flat tire. She saw what was happening and saved me. She was like a ninja assassin or something.”
“In fact, she is no ninja assassin. The hero of the day is none-other than former CIA agent Kathryn Youngblood, of Chicago, Illinois. The owner of the establishment was grateful for the intervention as her bouncer had been unable to get to the girl in time. She had this to say:”
“She is so well spoken and Kathryn seems like a nice lady. I’m sure this isn’t her sort of establishment, but if she ever wants to stop in, drinks are on the house!” Marissa’s face was strong, yet she seemed to be amusing herself at the same time. She had a sideways grin into the camera. Maybe she was just eating up the free publicity, though I felt like the smile was directed at me.
“Oh fuckin’ hell!” I moaned. My phone instantly started to ring.
“I thought you were out of the superhero business?” Grant floated in. “I heard the news in the neighbors’ house.”
“Hey Grant,” I said dismissing his comment.
“You may recall that over two years ago, Youngblood was one of two operatives who had been kidnapped by members of a Russian sex operation. Kathryn was the only one who made it out alive. Her partner was bludgeoned to death in front of her eyes. That experience led her to leave the CIA later that month. As it turns out, once a hero always a hero. This is Chet Bingham – KBS News.”
“What the hell!” I growled. The phone rang again. I knew it would be my mother.
“Hello, Mother.”
“It ain’t Mom, dumbass, it’s Kris.” My sister laughed. “You call me a weirdo and you’re hanging out in strip clubs?” More laughter.
Fucking lovely!
“Okay, okay, let the jokes commence. Just keep the volume down. I have a bit of a hangover.” Pictures of me flashed across the screen—blonde hair in blood encrusted clumps—eyes swollen nearly shut, bruised and bleeding. I snapped the TV off. I couldn’t look anymore.
Grant couldn’t look either. He floated into the kitchen.
“So, I’m the freak with the bad genetic code, and you’re slummin’ it in a whore house! This is awesome! It’s so going to get Mom off my ass about living up to my potential!” Kris’s high pitched hyena-like laughter continued to emanate through the phone, piercing my eardrum.
“You don’t have bad genetics and it wasn’t a whore house!” My sister has a special way of irritating me, as siblings often do. “You’re a genius and some sort of clairvoyant or something and…”
“Shut up! Don’t say it I! I’m warning you. You have your secrets and I have mine.”
“Kristine, I wouldn’t bust you out like that.” While that was true, I enjoyed irritating her right back. “I’m just sayin’, you’re no buffoon. Just because you pretend to be a moron doesn’t make it so.”
“Maybe not, but which one of us has a normal life?”
“You call what you do normal?” I jabbed.
“Bitch.” Kris snorted.
Oddly, she put a smile on my face.
“I love you,”
“I love you too. Now go read palms or something and leave me be with my humiliation.”
I did love our little exchanges. Like most siblings, we had our own sort of language, which to anyone else just seemed like an inside joke.
The phone rang as soon as I had clicked it off. I chose to ignore it and headed into the shower. Relishing in the hot water pouring over me, I contemplated the events of the night before, including the encounter with Marissa. My while life was spent being calculated and controlled; Marissa had me off my bearings, and I liked it. She was unlike anyone I had met before. She should have been shaken up by what she’d seen, though it didn’t seem to surprise her. I shook it off as I toweled dry and headed back to the living room.
The caller ID showed eleven missed calls from my mom. “Dear Lord, I had better call her back before she has a stroke.” I complained as I dialed her number.
“I found you, Kathryn.” The thick Russian accent slithered through the phone.
My stomach instantly fell. “Who is this?”
“I have your mother. Better come home to save her.” The line went dead.
A normal person would panic. An untrained civilian would break down and cry and call 911. Anyone else on the face of the planet would not know what to do.
I wasn’t a normal civilian or any Joe-Schmuck on the street. I was a trained assassin, who had run more covert operations than anyone before me. No one was going to be killing my mother. Not if I had anything to do with it.
Hearing the phone conversation, Grant watched my reaction closely. Having been with me through the entirety of my life, he had grown to love my mother.
“I’m going with you!” he said.
Thankfully my instincts started taking over along with adrenaline.
Shit! I grabbed the cell and raced to the bedroom, sending a text to my dad and sister simultaneously. Dad called back first. I frantically dressed while filling him in on the call.
“Dad, look, I know you were an Olympic wrestler, but that was a long time ago, and you can’t wrestle bullets. Let me handle it. I need you to call the boys down at the CIA; they’ll know what to do.”
“Kathryn this is my wife…”
“Dad, I don’t have time to argue. Make the call!” I snapped my phone shut.
Fully dressed in black formfitting pants, black soft-soled shoes and a tight T-shirt, I opened the secret compartment in my closet and grabbed two side arms and a back pack. Without haste, I dialed my mother’s neighbor.
“Hi, MaryAnn, this is Kat. Did you ever core a pumpkin with a spoon?”
After a silent pause, I heard, “That’s all I ever use.”
“Alice, they have my mom. I’m so glad you remembered the code phrase. It has been so long. Someone grabbed her. Tell me – can you see in the windows of the house?”
“Oh dear, when you called me MaryAnn I almost fainted. Let me see, I have my bird watching binoculars right here.” There was a pause and a gasp. “Sh . . . she . . .
she’s tied to a chair in your old bedroom. Oh honey, should I call the police?”
“No, I already took care of that. I want you to get stuff together like you’re going to the beach. Then leave. Don’t come back until tomorrow. Is the key to the barn still under the gnome?”
I had planned for this – prepared for it – always the possibility someone would find me. Make friends with the neighbor, have a plan in place, and execute if necessary. I just never thought it would actually come to this. After a few years of quiet, I thought the nightmare was over. Now there was a large billboard in my face taunting me about how very wrong I was.
“Yes.” Her shaky voice reverberated through the phone line.
“I’m going to hide in your barn. I’m so sorry to involve you Alice. Just get the hell out and don’t come back until tomorrow. Got it?”
“Yes, I’ll go stay with my sister. Godspeed to you honey. Give your momma my love.”
The cell rang as I got on my motorcycle. Connecting it to the Bluetooth in my helmet, I answered.
“I – there are two with mom and one watching from across the street to shoot you when you come to the house. Be careful…that’s all I can see.” Kris, without saying another word, ended the call crying.
I raced to the house, shutting the bike off three hundred yards from the entry to the woods in the neighboring property and stowing it under some brush. I crept through the woods, entering the barn from the rear where no one could see. Moving so as to make as little noise as possible, I made my way to the hayloft, locating the sniper rifle planted there when my parents moved in next door. With great speed I assembled and loaded it. My hands were shaking. Shaking was an unacceptable side effect of being emotionally involved with the hostage – my mother. Dammit!
I had left calling for back-up to my father. He would call my old co-workers at the Agency. But that left
me with little more than an assumption of when help would arrive. I didn’t need help. I can handle it.
Looking through the scope I saw the two men standing over my mother, guns drawn. One smacked my mom’s face.
“Son of a bitch!” I whispered through gritted teeth and then looked at the floor. Then I saw his familiar face and the trembling returned. One of the Russian captors stood over my mother. Would he torture my mother in the same ways he’d tortured me?
Not if I could do anything about it.
“Hold on Kat,” Grant said floating through the barn wall. “I’m going to look around. Just wait, don’t start firing.” Grant disappeared.
I waited patiently, wanting to pull the trigger on the asshole in my crosshairs. Where the hell was Grant? Each second seemed like hours.
Grant came back into view. If ghosts could sweat, he’d be drenched. “Okay, listen closely. There are only
three of them. It shouldn’t be a problem. A shooter is on the roof over there on the green house. He’s hard to spot; his clothes are the same color as the shingles. The other two are in the house with Mom.”
I re-sighted in on the man nearest my mother. I took a deep cleansing breath, ceased shaking and pulled the trigger. Blood shot from his neck and sprayed all over my mother as he fell to the floor. The other guy jumped and suddenly dove out of sight. I forced myself to look across the street to find the shooter. Taking my eyes off my mother was excruciating.
“Gotcha,” I spotted him on the roof. With another breath, I took his head clean off.
Turning back and watching my mother being dragged by her hair through the house made me sick. It’s just a hostage...it’s just a hostage...collateral damage. He dragged my mother out through the back door. I would only have a two foot span in which to shoot him before he got her into the SUV.
The dog in the back yard did not bark. It lay motionless in the grass, which was stained red with blood. The sting of tears attacked my eyes. My mother loved that dog, and because of me, it lay slaughtered in the back yard.
My mother’s scream snapped my head back to attention. We had talked about this day repeatedly, what to do and how. God, I hoped she remembered the plan. As soon as the man and my mother cleared the side of the house, she fell to her knees and I took the shot.
Covered in blood and traumatized, she let out a wail before collapsing in sobs. I dropped the sniper rifle, and climbed down out of the loft. I walked slowly, covering myself and scouring the houses with my eyes as I made her way toward the house. No shots were being fired. A black SUV screeched to a halt in front of the house. I picked my mother up and fireman carried her to the SUV and dumped her as quickly and gently as I could inside the vehicle. My father sat in tears waiting in the back.
I took off at a dead run through the woods, jumped on my motorcycle and headed toward the safe house. My motorcycle had been pushed to its limits. When I pulled up to the location, the drag pipes were glowing red.
The safe house was an old cold war bunker that looked like an outhouse from the outside. The outhouse was just a false front to the bunker below which was completely decked out and looked like a plush beach front house, false sun-light included to prevent depression in the event of extended stays.
“Your mother is in the shower, getting all the blood off of her,” my father said. He sat staring at the floor, wringing his hands. The stress had immediately aged him.
“Dad, I’m sorr-“
“They hit her, Kathryn. They hit your beautiful mother. I know, I know…I shouldn’t be so upset. She never loved me. But that doesn’t mean I never loved her. She’s my wife! They hit my wife!”
“Oh Dad, I’m so sorry. Mom will be okay. I’ve been hit a ton and I still have my dad’s good looks.” I smiled and hugged him tightly. Riddled with guilt, I wanted to offer some sort of comfort to my father. “She does love you, I keep telling you that.”
Kris arrived moments later, offering apologies to her father and scorning the agents standing around for their inabilities.
I went to grab my sister and calm her.
She suddenly stood erect, and I knew what that meant.
“What?”
“I, you’re not going to like this one bit…I swear, you’re going to hate it.” Her voice trembled.
“What did you hear?” I whispered in Kris’s ear. “What the hell did you see?”
Before she could answer, my mother came into the room in a pair of sweats two sizes too big for her, toweling her hair. Protective Services entered the bunker at the same time. A woman dressed in a black suit came in with a tray of tea for my parents.
“Ms. Youngblood, I hate to inform you, but due to your inactive status with the CIA, we are unable to offer our services to you at this time.” The young agent stood indignant with his hair slicked back, cheap glasses sliding down his nose and shoes that were clearly too big for his feet. He looked like a made-for-movie imitation of an agent.
Ignoring him, I rushed over to my mother who flung her arms around my neck.
“Thank you for saving me,” she sniffed.
“Mom, I’m so sorry, it’s my fault. They wanted me and . . . “
“Nonsense!” She firmly grabbed my shoulders. “Do not dare blame yourself.”
“Excuse me,” the agent interrupted. “As I was saying, we can no longer offer our services.”
“Are you fucking kidding me? After everything I’ve done for this country you can’t protect two retired folks?” I glanced at Kris. “Is this what you’re talking about?”
“Almost, it gets worse.”
“I’m Agent Joseph. Would you go with me into the conference room?” He held his hand toward the small room. Tensing my body, ready for a fight, I stormed into the conference room.
He closed the door behind him.
“I’m with the FBI and we’re willing to offer our services, or should I say extend protective service to your parents in exchange for your assistance.”
I looked at the young agent in front of me. He was obviously a pencil pusher, fresh out of college and
had no brains about him. My mother could probably kick his ass.
“I’m not joining the FBI. I’m done.”
“I might remind you, Ms. Youngblood, that you are the property of the U.S. Government. Everything about you, including your birth, your genetics, and your career is a product of the government and their efforts. We made you, literally.”
“We? I was probably ten when you were born but so what? Fuck the government! You assholes were going to let me rot in Russia. It was a damned mercenary hired by my father who saved me. Not to mention, indentured servitude has been against the law for ages. I say kiss my ass!”
“So, you’ll be protecting them on your own I presume?” He smirked.
I couldn’t control my anger as well when the safety of my family was on the line. It was time to put the prick in his place. I planted a firm kick to the family
jewels and stomped out of the conference room.
“Ma’am, ma’am please, my name is Cassandra. Please,” a beautiful woman, about five foot eight with long slender legs, long brown wavy hair and piercing green eyes stood in a black business suit holding a folder.
Hello!
“You’re not FBI,” I said.
“You’re gonna hate this,” Kris cringed. “You should really talk somewhere else. Mom’s been through a lot and…”
“Outside,” I spat, trusting my sister’s instincts.
The woman followed me out of the bunker. I reached in my pack and pulled out a smoke, offering one to the woman who accepted.
“So, what do you want? My family has been through a lot and my patience is low.” Bitchy was not my favorite persona, but my head was busy figuring out what I would do. I doubted this woman had anything useful to say. Taking a long drag off of the cigarette, I tried not to be obvious as my eyes examined her figure.
“I’m Cassandra, from the Gay and Lesbian Defense Coalition.”
“The what? What you want like a donation or something?”
“Hardly, I, uh…” She stared at her feet while she kicked at the grass. “I’m here to beg and plead with you to help the FBI. There is a serial killer who has been targeting gay males at drag clubs. The FBI can’t seem to get one solid lead. Their profile is ridiculous: White male, between 25-35, above average intelligence and probably a big guy. That’s it…that’s all we have to go on. There are no witnesses. I googled serial killers and their file reads like any other serial killer profile on the net.”
“Hold your horses! My training is with a known target, not solving a mystery. I can fight the bad guy, but I have to know who the bad guy is.” I rubbed the back of my neck. “Why in the hell would you want me?”
Agent Joseph limped outside, still holding his manhood. “Ms. Youngblood, you’re a very muscular strong woman, with tactical and firearm training. We want to plant you as a drag queen and hope the serial killer comes after you. We’ve predicted a target location that should fall in his path. You can freelance if you want. You don’t have to enroll or transfer into the FBI. The president has a lot of support from the gay community and he’s on board to give you whatever you need, so long as you see our staff psychiatrist first.”
“Fuck you and your psychiatrist!” I wanted to kill something. It was common knowledge that I didn’t just quit the CIA. Unfortunately, I had made a scene or two before leaving the Agency, so everyone there was painfully aware on my feelings about therapy. They wanted me to relive the torture over and over again with some green pea psych freak they had on staff. It was a man, to boot. I wouldn’t follow protocol and instead of getting fired, I quit. And I did it making a loud and obnoxious exit.
Cassandra started crying and wailing. It was overly dramatic, but softened me up. I turned and looked at the bunker door. I couldn’t possibly protect my family on my own. Even with Grant’s ghostly help and my sister’s abilities, it would be a challenge. Couple that with the fact that I had no idea how long I’d have to do it on my own, it didn’t seem practical. I had to set my emotions aside and figure this out.
I had no idea how large or small the threat was to my family, or how long they would need round the clock protection. Granted, I had missed the action, even if it was hard to admit to myself. Settling as a paralegal had been a far cry from the action and intrigue of entering the lion’s den and hunting the lion. Sitting in an office was boring and mind numbing.
But I would be putting myself back in the line of fire, in a position to be a victim. I had been victimized
once and it was one too many times for me. It had nearly broke me – it had robbed me of everything I was. I was now an angry and bitter person, stumbling through life. If I did this, it was my decision. It would mean taking my life back – taking control.
“I want a team on my folks, my sister and I want to know what the hell the Russian’s are doing coming after me. Put a team on that too.” Hell, if they needed me, maybe barking orders would make me feel better. I hated feeling cornered. If I was taking back control, I was dishing out orders.
“We already know why they are after you. We’ve been trying to find you but you went silent. They’ve been watching your mother for days. We’d thought we had the perimeter secured. Five of my best guys died today.”
“So why are they after my family?” I asked again, trying to sound less frustrated.
“C’mon Trueblood…you and that mercenary of yours slaughtered those men, set their slaves free and blew up their warehouses. You crippled their sex slave operation for months. You effectively put them out of business and took away a huge portion of their operating funds. They aren’t pleased about that, and they’re seeking retribution.” The agent looked at me sternly. I wanted to nut him again.
“You’re holding my family’s safety as blackmail over my head! This is repugnant!” Adrenaline and rage pulsed through my veins making it hard to concentrate.
“You need us and we need you. That’s not repugnant – it’s symbiosis.”
“Great,” I turned back to Cassandra, “and how are you going to make me look like a man who is trying to look like a woman?”
Cassandra’s voice dropped considerably lower, “Did you know I was a man ten seconds ago?”
My mouth fell open. “You’re a man? No, really?” I would have never guessed it, and I was pretty intuitive. Half expecting Alan Fundt would run out of the woods with a camera in his hand, I shook my head to clear my thoughts.
“Do you want to see my penis?” Cassandra laughed. “My name is actually Michael. My brother was the killer’s first victim as far as we can tell. Here,” She shoved the folder into my hands. I reluctantly opened it and flipped through photos of a mangled and dismembered body, penis removed, head and hands removed.”
“This guy hates men, I mean really hates men. Maybe he hates himself.” I said.
“Why do you say that?”
“You cut out the tongue because cruel things have been said to you. You cut off the hands because they beat you. The penis gets taken because they’ve sexually abused you. You take off the head so the body stops twitching, but serial killers keep these sometimes as souvenirs.”
Cassandra’s face went pale. “What makes you say that?”
“Because that’s what I did to the bastards who raped me, at least the ones I could find. If you’ll excuse me I want to be with my family.” I turned my back on Cassandra and the agent and went back down into the bunker.
I heard Cassandra say, “It definitely has to be her! But you didn’t tell me she had been raped.”
“…when she was held captive. Those men tortured her for two weeks straight. She hasn’t been right since. She may not be the right man for the job.”
I’ll never be right, you prick!
“Good, because she’s all woman, honey.” Cassandra was back in full drag persona.
“I know, and she’s going to fight me all the way. I don’t know if my nuts will ever be the same!” He whined and hobbled down the stairs. It gave me great satisfaction to see him in pain.
Kris giggled as soon as I walked in the door of the bunker, “What’s up, Queen?”
“Shut up, LaToya!”
“LaToya?” One of the agents asked.
“Yeah, she’s like the psychic network.”
“And Kat reads minds and sees ghosts,” Kris spat.
The two laughed knowing that no one in the room believed them, even though they somewhat spoke the truth.
“So I take it you’ve accepted the deal?” My mother asked.
My sister must have told her what she saw.
I hung my head and sighed.
My mother began sobbing.
Chapter 4
With my family safe in hiding, and assured by the feds my house was under their watchful eye, I felt comfortable enough to go home. Motorcycle backed into the garage, I crept through the house, quietly and carefully checking each room. The FBI is lazy, and I couldn’t leave my safety up to them! Satisfied that my home was secure, I was finally able to collapse on the couch.
My mind was swimming and Grant was not around to talk to. I had wanted out of the lifestyle, out of the danger. I couldn’t perform my duties when day and night terrors about being tortured and raped repeatedly plagued my life day in and day out. Two years hadn’t done much to blur the images in my mind . . . or the pain my body seemed to want to recall.
After quitting the CIA, I took a job as a paralegal. It was enough to keep my brain occupied and the money was okay. True, I was entirely over-qualified for the job. It didn’t matter, not to me. Now here I was, back in knee deep. They wanted me to catch a serial killer.
The cell phone rang and I groaned seeing the number. Already starting!
“Hello Kathryn, I need you to come in and get up to speed tomorrow.” I let out an audible groan. “Look, I know you’re not happy about this, but….”
“Go to hell!” I took a deep breath. I was starting off all wrong. “When do you want me in?”
“Be here at 9 a.m.” He ended the call before I had a chance to curse at him again.
Replacing everything back in my hiding place, I stopped to examine myself in the mirror and checked my face from the biker’s fist the night before. I had died my blonde hair jet black and it just didn’t fit my face. After years of being treated like a dumb blonde when I was anything but, I went extreme. The only thing men had ever wanted from me was sex, one way or the other. They had used and abused me and it left me wounded inside and out. Not that I would make that admission to anyone.
Night time had fallen and the club would soon be open. I wanted to see Marissa. The woman intrigued me. To put the icing on the cake, Marissa was the first one to discover my interest in other women, a secret I had kept for quite some time, and maybe even denied to myself.
I arrived in time to see her opening act. As far as I knew, Marissa had always done the opening act, warming the room for the other girls. It made sense now; knowing she was the owner of the club. I took the usual seat in the corner, but opted for a martini instead of the usual shots. This trip was purely out of self-indulgence and not sorrow drowning. Marissa finished her set and made her way to my booth in the dark corner. I spotted Grant watching me from across the club. A tinge of embarrassment washed over me, but I was relieved to have him near.
“I didn’t think I’d see you back after the media attention,” Marissa teased.
“That was bad, it drew bad attention. Someone tried to kill my mother today.” Holy shit that was honest! I startled myself. Grant’s ghostly mouth dropped wide open.
“Oh my God, is she okay? Why would someone want to kill your mother?” Marissa put her hand on my arm in a comforting gesture.
“She is now. It’s sort of a long story, but my family has been laying low and the media attention didn’t serve to aide that purpose.”
“Wow, yeah, so…CIA, huh?” Marissa’s eyebrow was raised.
“That’s why we were laying low…I’ve pissed off some seriously bad people.”
“Guess that explains how you kicked the shit out of that loser.” She slugged my arm.
I chuckled, “Yeah, I’ve actually dealt with worse. Broke a few ribs here and there.”
“Broken ribs are a big deal!” Her eyes widened, “How can you be so blasé?”
Shrugging, I answered, “You know, we’re trained to deal with that sort of thing.”
“I guess I get it.” Her facial expression didn’t match the verbal. She shook it off. “By the way, see all those roses on that table over there?” Marissa leaned over me, breasts coming dangerously close to my face.
My cheeks instantly burned in response. I gave her a smile and nod.
“Those are from the girls and me.”
“Um, I drove my bike here.” I smiled. “I can’t really see how I can take them home.”
“You have a motorcycle?” Marissa almost drooled at the mouth. “Can we go for a ride?”
“Sure, but you might want to dress a little warmer,” I teased. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m sure we’d attract some attention with you butt-ass naked on the back of my Ducati.”
“You’re silly. Hang on.” Marissa waved at a large man standing behind the bar, motioning him over. He walked over and sat next to Marissa. “Kat, this is my cousin, Tony. Tony, this is the woman I told you about.”
“Kat, are you…” Grant began to ask, knowing I couldn’t answer him. I quickly shot a glare at him.
“Oh yeah, the chick that kicks ass! Hot!” He offered a big goofy grin my way, brushing his dark brown hair off his face. Marissa smacked him in the back of the head, “Ow.”
Grant’s hands came through the back of the bench seat as he cupped Marissa’s breasts, and he was making ridiculous faces. I wanted to yell at him, but it made me nearly laugh, masking the discomfort at the thought of sitting next to a cousin in my birthday suit.
“Tony, can you watch the club for me tonight?”
“Yeah, it’s about time you took a night off!” He gently punched her arm. She kissed his cheek and pushed him out of the booth, remarking that she would be right
back.
Grant, in full deviant mode, followed her then came whizzing back into view.
“Oh my god, if I were alive... That girl has one hot body.” He shook is head. “So, are you a lesbian now?” Grant giggled and started air humping the girl next to
him. My only comfort being that I was the only one to hear him or see his antics.
“Buzz off tonight, Grant.” I said, hand covering my mouth.
In what seemed like mere seconds later, Marissa appeared in a tight fitting outfit that left little to the imagination.
“You might want to tie your hair back. Even with the helmet, it’ll get tangled.”
Marissa reached in her pocket, pulled out a hair band and tied her long straight hair back into a bun.
Grant stood next to her, humping her leg like he was a dog. I fought laughter again. There would be some
sort of punishment for him later.
“I’m excited. Let’s go!” I smiled and led her out to my Ducati. I insisted she wear the one and only helmet.
We drove around the city for nearly an hour. I could hear her screaming and laughing from behind me. I stopped for gas and to figure out what to do next. Though I was enjoying the drive, I wanted to talk to her, to look at her.
“Let’s go to your place.” Marissa said.
My face twisted, and I must have looked offended.
“Oh, I’m just curious.” Her bottom lip pushed into a pout. Damn this girl had something on me. She knew how to get me to bend.
“No, it’s not that. My place is under surveillance. Not a good idea.”
“Well, I live in one of the small villas on the beach. Want to go there? Wait, let’s definitely go there. They have great food and martinis. Yep! Let’s do that.”
“Wait, you live in the Villa de Caprione?” I knew this place well. The villas were hardly mansions, but each one closely resembled a penthouse suite. The portion of the villa facing the ocean was all glass and open. Each residence had its own pool, hot tub and sauna. The villas were like plush mini-mansions, with villa-like services. The places would be cleaned each day, offered room service as well as any other amenity offered by a five-star villa. They were only for the rich and famous as they were very expensive. They were also very private. High stucco walls separated each villa’s beachfront offering protection from wind and prying eyes.
“Why? You don’t want to go there?”
“No, it’s not that.” I began wondering how a simple club owner could afford such a place, but I decided to let it go for now. “Let’s go. Hop on.”
Marissa giggled as she mounted my motorcycle. I drove straight to the Villa de Caprione and we settled in the extravagant restaurant attached to the villas.
“Living here must get expensive.” Surely a strip club didn’t offer her enough funds to live like this. It had been eating away at me, and I couldn’t help but prod a little.
“Eh, my family owns it. Lord, you told me something private so now I guess it’s my turn to tell you something. Promise not to run away screaming, okay?”
Not a chance.
Marissa chewed her lip.
Grant came zooming in next to Marissa. He had not heeded my warning to stay away. Then, in the only way Grant could redeem his self, he started repeating Marissa’s thoughts. Handy, having a ghost around that could hear people’s inner thought process. I heard Marissa’s voice loud and clear through Grant’s lips.
Please don’t leave. She won’t be scared, right? I mean, surely she’s seen worse. What if she doesn’t like me? She’s sexy; I don’t want her to go.
“You can’t scare me.” I gave a wink meant for both Grant and Marissa.
“Okay,” she leaned in toward me and whispered, “my family is sort of involved in criminal activity.” When I didn’t flinch she continued. “You know, they’re not mafia or anything. Most of them are just shylocks, they deal a little drugs, do some money laundering. They are smart though, and reinvest their money in legit businesses like the villas. There are perks. I get to live here, which is like having a full time maid and cook at my disposal. I pay the expense of the residence and that’s it. It’s way less than a mortgage, especially in this area. The club makes good money but not that good.”
Sounded like mafia to me.
“Well I’m working with the FBI on this one case, but I’m not in law enforcement, so no need to worry about me.” I smiled, “as long as no one tries to rough me up or anything.”
We both laughed.
Grant continued, smiling at me. Marissa’s voice came out of his mouth again.
Oh, I like her. God, I like her. She didn’t flinch.
I felt at ease seeing she wasn’t as cunning as she let on. I gave her a big smile in return.
We enjoyed an extravagant meal and cocktails before Marissa convinced me to go with her to her villa. Grant started to bitch when I made him leave. In her room and with a little encouragement, she convinced me to get into the little pool she had in her villa, with no suit. I wasn’t ready for this, but I didn’t know if I ever would be. Feeling vulnerable for the first time in a long time, and naked, it was a challenge not to be nervous. Old habits die hard and I wouldn’t let my gun be out of reach. Marissa said she understood, but her constant glancing at it told me she didn’t like it.
We talked for an hour about little things. She had opened up to me and told me about her childhood. Her parents died when she was young, and she had been
raised by family, surrounded by tough guys and their wives. It was endearing hearing how fondly she spoke hearing of her aunts and uncles. Her stories of stickball and scraped knees made her seem normal, when she was anything but. This woman had it rough, growing up in that situation, but she refused to allow it to be negative. To her – it was her family – her life.
I was finally starting to relax, sipping on a martini as she finished a story. I had nearly forgotten we were in our birthday suits, but would get an embarrassing reminder hearing Marissa talk about my ‘tits.’
Beyond relaxed and getting a little overheated, I climbed out of the warm pool and started toweling off.
“So, you’re a blonde, huh?”
“What?” I asked, “Oh, yeah. I dye it black. Why do I need to touch up?”
“The carpet doesn’t match the drapes…” Marissa laughed. It seemed odd hearing that from a woman, but she continued to surprise me each moment we spent together.
“Uh, you sure do talk like a guy sometimes.” My face burned red again.
“Maybe because I was raised by them?” she shrugged.
There was a light silk robe lying on a chaise lounge by the pool that she left for me. I threw it on, though it left nothing to the imagination. Marissa had also dried off and was now sporting a similar thin silk robe.
She grabbed a large sheet and laid it out on the sand, beckoning me to take my place next to her. I mixed another martini and joined her on the sheet covered sand.
“You did look better as a blonde. It suits you.”
“How would you know?”
I shifted away from her and tensed, sitting up rather than sprawling next to her.
“I saw those pictures on the news from when you were rescued. Your beautiful blonde hair was caked in
dried blood. They’d beat the piss out of you. Did they rape you too?”
I looked down, “Yeah.” Shit! Don’t ruin this. Please don’t ruin it.
“Don’t be ashamed. I’ve been there. Mother fuckers, it’s all a big game to them.” Marissa looked angry. It was then I knew there was a bond between us. Only someone who had endured it could possibly know.
“I don’t want to talk about it.” The relaxation I felt only moments ago now fled as tension took over.
“Yes you do,” Marissa said, “You just don’t want to talk to a shrink about it.”
“No, I . . .” I looked at Marissa’s big blue eyes and I melted. “It was awful. When they took us they beat my partner to death in front of me. I don’t think they meant to kill him…they just didn’t know when to stop. They chained me to a wall and beat me for two days. Then the first guy, he stripped me naked and threw a bucket of cold water on me. Seeing me like that must have done something for him. I knew I was in trouble when he started stroking himself.” The words spilled out of my mouth like a waterfall.
“Prick!” Marissa smiled gently, brushing my hair off my shoulder.
“Agreed! He just kept saying over and over in his head that he was gonna ram his dick in her, ram it in, ram it in, until he came. He wiped himself off in my hair and repeated his performance. I felt things tearing inside of me I didn’t know I had. I thought the worst was over until the pig that followed him like sodomy better.”
“Oh honey, no.” Her lips turned down into a sad frown. Though I didn’t want to be pitied, it felt nice to have someone care. “Wait, how do you know what he was thinking?”
I squirmed, “You won’t believe it, so don’t ask.” Dammit! Thirty-six years without a slip! This woman is going to be the death of me!
“Tell me! Can you like, read minds or something?”
“Sort of,” I bit my lip.
“Cool, what am I thinking right now?” Marissa closed her eyes. Without Grant there, I had to take a wild stab at it.
“You’re very naughty!” I smiled and Marissa giggled wildly.
“We will come back to that later, please finish your story. I’m so intrigued by that though. No poking around in my head, okay?”
I nodded, feeling guilty because I had been a little misleading. But how do you explain a ghostly guardian with special powers such as mind reading. It was way too complicated to explain and surely it would make me sound like a lunatic.
Surprised that talking about it wasn’t actually causing me pain, I continued, “It was nearly two weeks of repeated raping, sodomy and beatings. One of the sex slaves of theirs would sneak me food and water when she could. They beat her when they caught her. She laughed when they finished and said it didn’t hurt any more . . . brave girl. My dad, fed up with the government’s lack of action hired one of his buddies, a mercenary. The guy came in and set me free. He tied each of them down and let me have my revenge.”
“What kind of revenge?”
“It’s a little psychotic. I’d rather not go into it. But you can imagine the rage that built up inside me for two weeks.” The last thing I wanted to do was inflict that nightmare on anyone else.
“It was bad. When I finally got to the hospital, it took two spools of thread to sew my genitals back together. I had to take a mixture of drugs to prevent any sort of infection. The drugs made me ill, as if I weren’t in
enough pain. But, I’m all better now. Sort of…”
“How do you feel?” Marissa caressed my arm. It was oddly comforting. After telling my story, I couldn’t figure out why I had refused to before.
“Remarkably well, considering I just told that story for the first time. Do you want to tell me yours?” I tried to have a look of sincerity, even though I was fighting a grin. There was nothing to grin about, except being with Marissa. I should be sobbing after telling my story. Why wasn’t I?
“Eh, mine is boring compared to yours. A drunken college boy wanted sex. He held me down and took it. End of story.”
“Prick!” I returned. We both laughed nervously.
“So is that why you’re a lesbian?” I asked.
“That rape was the one and only time a dick has been anywhere near me! I started fooling around with other girls in my early teens. I knew what I was and didn’t mind being open about it. Is your rape why you are
interested?”
“I don’t know if I like women or just hate men so bad and we all need someone. I’ve been alone for so long.” Depression was sneaking in again. I hated not knowing what I was, or if I was even capable of a relationship.
“Then you are considered bi-curious.” Marissa stood up, her silk gown not even close to concealing its contents. I could see the perfect curves of her naked body as she stretched to reach a bottle of champagne she clearly could have reached while sitting down. She bent at the waist to display all she had to offer. It made me ache.
I shook it off, “What?”
“Yep, if you think you might, then you’re bi-curious. If you like sex with both men and women, you’re bi-sexual. Sex with women and no men – you’re a big ole lesbian just like me!”
We both giggled like school girls.
“I don’t know if I like women.” I whispered, drunk with arousal and alcohol. I wasn’t ready to make any grandiose admissions.
Marissa slid over and straddled me, the heat between us rising. “Did I not help make up your mind?”
I became keenly aware of the nakedness between us as I felt our breasts touching through the thin veil of silk. It felt slightly uncomfortable and arousing at the
same time, causing my stomach to tense.
“I’ve never had sex with a woman, so I don’t know. The thought arouses me, and I liked our time in your office, but…”
“Let’s resolve that then. I’m not good at the relationship thing, but I’m great at sex. So try not to fall in love.” She purred as she pressed up against me. Her hands started to wander. I hadn’t been sexually aroused in over two-years. I hadn’t been with a man for a long time before that. My body didn’t hesitate to react to her touch. Sensing her success in gaining my interest she slowly rose and started to walk back into the villa.
I followed Marissa to the bedroom where she gently, but with fervor, made love to me for the first time. There was no more confusion in my head. I had been converted.
Chapter 5
Waking the next morning with little more than an hour before I had to be at the FBI offices it had hit me like a ton of bricks – I didn’t have a nightmare. It was the first nightmare-free sleep in two years. I didn’t know if it was due to finally talking about it, or just post-orgasmic bliss. Either way, I felt more refreshed than ever.
Marissa kindly offered her clothes for me to change into. Lucky for me, we were close to the same size, though the G-string underwear was quite uncomfortable. Her pants were a little short but knee length boots helped to disguise that fact. Satisfied with my appearance, I left for the office.
I sped through down town like someone with a death wish, screeching to a halt into visitors parking with
minutes to spare. Security took a bit longer to get through considering I was sporting a gun and no badge.
Finally I was escorted to a small meeting room. An older woman identified herself as the agent charged with my debriefing. I looked over her shoulder to see a flamboyant looking man sipping coffee.
I braced myself mentally, for I had not a clue what I had gotten myself into.
“Kathryn, this is Ramón. He is going to get you established at the club that we believe is in the serial killer’s path. He’ll give you an introduction to the club and the lifestyle. Let’s have a seat please.”
To my delight, coffee and rolls had been set on the conference table. I was famished and a little hung over.
As I began to devour a blueberry bagel, I began to size-up Ramón. It was important to trust partners, and those around you that you may have to count on. He was still sipping his coffee with his pinky in the air. His skin tight jeans didn’t leave much in the way of breathing room. His baby blue shirt that was also, quite form fitting was tightly tucked into his pants. His shoes were of top quality, leather and very expensive.
I also noted that his nails had been manicured to perfection, not to mention his eyebrows had been plucked. This man spent an inordinate amount of time on his physical appearance.
Grant had been there waiting for me. He stared at Ramón, like Ramón was some sort of car accident. His mouth hung open and his eyes were wide as he looked at Ramón. Grant was unaccustomed to the presence of gay men. It made me wonder if he was a homophobe.
“Oh yeah, definitely gay—with Latin flair! “ Grant stood as if he’d just finished a ballet, hand extended into the air in dramatic fashion.
I tried to disguise my snicker.
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