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PREFACE
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I didn’t include a preface when initially publishing this novel in 2013. I didn’t think it needed one. Clearly, I was wrong. Because of its dark subject matter, “Prisoner of the Game” has been hit with some low ratings. Undeservedly, in my opinion. So, here’s the obligatory advisory:
“Prisoner of the Game” deals with some dark themes. Without spoiling the novel, the character of Carter Frye suffers a psychotic break. As a child, Frye suffered some violent and unimaginable abuse. Later in life, an unrelated event triggers those fleeting memories. It leads him down a dark path that involves vicious murder, sadistic rape, and, in one instance, the desecration of a corpse. He’s also not the most tolerant person. Expect some cases of racism and bigotry.
Put another way, this novel is intended for mature audiences only. I recognize specific topics are sensitive and might cause a certain level of discomfort. As an author, I believe part of my task is to make the reader think, read between the lines, and consider the subtext. Sometimes, telling such a story causes discomfort. I learned a long time ago that there’s no always pleasing everyone. Therefore, should the subjects I’ve outlined above make you uncomfortable, I recommend skipping this book. Something like “Scarecrow,” a murder mystery, might be an easier read. Or my “science-probable” adventure series, “Displaced.”
Otherwise, if you’re unafraid of tapping into the dark recesses of a true psychotic’s mind, I invite you to please take your seat. The curtain is rising, and the show is about to begin. I present Carter Frye in “Prisoner of the Game.”
K.P.
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2:32 a.m.
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It was a good night for a murder.
A gentle breeze whiffed across the road as I walked along the graveled shoulder. My head hung low. I looked up from the crunching tempo of my feet toward the full moon hanging lazily overhead. It illuminated all.
The moon had been a witness. The moon had been an accomplice. It was the eye of God, after all.
Another one of His children spilled his brother’s blood this night. Not in jealousy, hate, or anger. For justice. Justice He deemed unnecessary. He looked the other way. God does indeed play favorites.
I fixed that.
A peaceful quiet settled over the countryside, where the rolling hills of farmland reached the horizon. Such is any middle-of-the-night where I lived, where I grew up, in a small town where everyone knew everyone. This never-ending country swallowed me entirely as I walked further away from The Rapist’s body.
The Rapist. That’s how we shall refer to him forevermore. He ceased being a person when he stole what wasn’t his. He no longer has a name or an identity.
And now, he no longer has his life.
I walked toward the bridge, the noise of my heavy breathing filling the silence. The bridge was where I could absolve myself of this night. Nary a vehicle passed since leaving the shallow grave of The Rapist, a further testament to the isolation out here in Bumfuck, Nowhere. I stopped and turned to face the small, no-name little town, one of many in the county separating endless miles of corn, wheat, and alfalfa fields. Like a distant wildfire, the horizon glowed a faint orange, alerting the occasional passerby of the town's existence.
I took a deep breath, cherishing the fresh country air. The wind grew stronger as I exhaled, causing my hair to dance wildly in its wake.
There’s nothing back there for me now. Except her. She whom I shall not name.
Her place in my world won’t matter soon, anyway. What happened this night is one truth I cannot hide from her. She’ll know who did it, who’s guilty, and why. Then she’ll leave. No one else had a motive. I did it! I freely admit it! To avoid causing her further anguish, I chose to face the truth and not prolong the agony.
I turned away, feeling the gentle caress of the breeze entirely on my face. One might suppose a thousand thoughts should fill my head. Quite the contrary, I thought of only one thing: them finding me and taking me away. You know who they are. The useless band of men and women who laughingly refer to themselves as Law Enforcement. The same people who sat back and did nothing.  They’re the ones who forced the course of events leading to this moment.
Something far off pulled me out of my thoughts. I listened carefully, hearing nothing but the wind pushing through the pine trees lining the side of the road. And crickets. Always crickets.
I glanced up at the moon. It smiled at me with skeletal teeth. “Don’t be so smug. You helped.”
No response.
I sighed and began sauntering toward the next town, listening to the gravel crunch underneath my feet. My backpack humped my spine with each step.
The bridge I sought sat halfway down the hill before me. The local reservoir stretched before me, sparkling in the moonlight as it separated the two towns. Tall, old oak and pine trees surrounded it.  The road beyond the bridge twisted up the hill to the right, the trees blocking the view of what lay ahead. The scene remained undisturbed by the flow of traffic. I was alone now, with only myself to look out for. It was all exactly as I wanted it.
With each step, the bridge grew more significant, and the reality of the situation became more apparent. The Rapist was dead. He deserved to die. He got away with murder, and now I would too.
Right, Mr. Moon?
She didn’t see it as I did, in that, The Rapist deserved to die. She forgave him, and I’ll never know how or why. Perhaps I didn’t want to know. The only thing that mattered to me was that the sorry son of a bitch got what was coming to him. If I end up in hell for doling out justice where others wouldn’t, I’d at least see him there.
I arrived at the bridge and crossed its border without pause. The sound of my steps diminished some now that gravel played no part in the equation. The total awe of the bridge encompassed me. One cannot appreciate its true breadth and width from inside a moving car. The pedestrian view offered an entirely different perspective. In the past, I'd driven across this bridge in just a few seconds. Walking to what I perceived to be the middle took such a long time, almost as long as I awaited The Rapist’s arrival at Marlowe field. That’s where I set him up to meet me only a short hour ago. Only then I wasn’t numb, like now. Indescribable degrees of rage and anger defined me then. The Rapist would never hurt her or anyone else ever again.
Here, in the middle of the bridge, I stopped. I cautiously looked toward both ends as if being watched, checking for oncoming traffic. Whom was I fooling? No one else was out here. There’d be no traffic until four or five in the morning when the dairy farmers would begin their work. The night would continue to be my constant companion with its quiet reign until then.
I reached into the front of my pants and pulled out The Weapon. A faint smell of gunpowder flooded my nasal passages. I withdrew three spent 9mm shells from my back pocket, one of which held the slug that ended The Rapist’s life, the only shot I recall firing. I still don’t recollect the purpose of the other two. This inconsistency left me feeling uneasy.
I held The Weapon to the level of my eyes. The moon’s glow reflected off the brightly polished barrel as it’d done earlier this evening. Mr. Moon cast enough light to tell me when The Rapist was near, telling me he was alone by casting his shadow as he walked. Mr. Moon observed my every action. He watched as I called The Rapist from a 7-11 payphone and fed him a bogus story to fool him into meeting me. Mr. Moon also oversaw the confrontation when I ignored cries for mercy and pleas for forgiveness. There would be no forgiveness for his unspeakable act against her…and me. Mr. Moon grinned when I pulled the trigger that ended The Rapist’s life. Mr. Moon witnessed everything, the only witness to the perfect crime.
But would he tell? I didn’t think so. Mr. Moon acted as an accomplice and needed to make keeping his fucking mouth shut priority one.
The truth is, I needed Mr. Moon’s help, although I’d never admit this to him, of course. I can’t see the color red. I haven’t been able to since my father abandoned my mother and me. The doctors think it’s protanopia, an affliction with no treatment. When precision is critical, the absence of a specific hue can be a detriment to one's vision. Instead of red, I see deep shades of dark yellow and olive. Because of this, I needed all the help I could get. Mr. Moon accomplished his job without flaw. For that, I thank him.
Now that The Rapist is gone, never to return, she’d instantly suspect my involvement, even if I never admit it. I told her once - in anger – I’d kill him. With the deed now done, I must rid myself of these last pieces of evidence. I’d already disposed of or destroyed everything else tying me to this night.
I scattered the three 9mm shells over the side of the bridge. Three distinct plunks from the water below replied.
Carefully, I extracted the hunting knife from my backpack. Coagulated blood surrounded the base of the blade where it met the handle. I scoffed at the knife and its stain and tossed it over the side.
After dismantling The Weapon, I threw the pieces over both sides of the bridge. I gripped the last bit with my fingers, the barrel. I held it momentarily and stared at it in awe as flashes of moonlight bounced off its steely surface.
Then it happened again. I remembered something else.
“Put that down!”
Mommy is here.
Made him pay Mommy.
No more bleeding.
“Oh, my God...what’ve you done?”
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
The vision dissolved the same instant it appeared, like sand through a sieve. Shaking from panic, I leaned over the guardrail, held the barrel out over the water, and pursed my lips in satisfaction as I let it drop. I considered the fateful moment of my confrontation with The Rapist as the last piece of my destiny careened toward the water some fifty feet below.
When fantasy became reality.
When it became real.
Chapter II
FIELD










1:01 a.m.
An hour and a half earlier
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CLICK-click.
The Rapist came, after all. I didn’t think he would. After such a long wait, I wondered if he’d suspected a setup. Fortunately, he confirmed what I assumed all along; he was dumber than a bag of dead, wet cats.
As he cautiously approached, the moon’s light cast his shadow across the south end of Marlowe field.
“Hello?” he called out gingerly and unsure. I watched with burning, angry eyes while crouched behind a bush where he couldn’t see me.
He was alone.
Perfect. Now, he’d pay as I swore he would.
He called out her name and paused for a reply. When one didn’t come, he scanned the area carefully. “Is anyone here?”
I held The Weapon in my right hand, the chamber fully loaded and ready to fire. All I needed to do was pull the trigger. In the other hand, I held a pen I’d taken from her house the day this ugly debacle began.
CLICK-click.
I closed my eyes as I pushed the top of the pen with my thumb and let it spring back out. The sound was comforting. It was soothing.
We were miles from town. No one would interrupt us. Or so I hoped. If someone heard a gunshot, it would be far off and insignificant, like the backfiring of a car’s engine.
I opened my eyes and glared at him with hate I could taste. It was a bitter, copper taste…like blood. I then decided to make him suffer some before knowing my full wrath. It was the only way for this rage inside me to end. I stood up without a sound, my movements deliberate and determined, and stepped out from behind the bush. Hate radiated from my eyes as I stared fiercely at the back of his head. I straightened the arm holding The Weapon and began walking quickly and quietly toward The Rapist.
CLICK-click.
I was only thirty feet away from him when he heard my footsteps...or the pen click. He spun around without haste. His eyes widened in surprise as he caught sight of The Weapon, pointed directly at his head. My face spoke of killing anger. I could feel it.
CLICK-click.
“You fuck!” I whispered. “Tonight, you die.”
He stood frozen and said nothing. Terror burned across his face. “But where’s—”
“I lied,” I said, interrupting him. “You stupid, trusting class A fuck up! There’s nobody out here but me...and thee!” I smiled with pleasure, enjoying the upper hand.
“Why?” he asked, small and frightened. Sweat beaded on his pale white forehead as he slowly raised his hands.
“You know goddamned well why!”
“This isn’t over what happened last month, is it?”
My eyes bulged out of their sockets. “What happened? You can’t even say it, can you? Yes! This is over you VIOLATING her!”
Maybe I couldn’t say it, either.
He looked down at me, even with several feet between us. He towered over me, standing a good head and shoulders taller. My concern over this variation revolved around him jumping me, taking The Weapon, and ending my life. Because of this trepidation, I chose not to get too close.
His dislike for me was no secret. After all, I stand in the way of someone he wants. My girlfriend. He knew there was no way he could have her consensually. She considered him a friend and only a friend, even after discovering his deeper feelings. Oddly enough, she continued to encourage this behavior from him. She didn’t want him to keep it all bottled up, as it might hurt their friendship or something along those lines. Her carefree attitude concerning The Rapist and ‘his feelings’ pissed me off to no end. It became the catalyst for many an argument.
“Look, man. I’m sorry,” The Rapist begged. I hated his voice. There’s just enough lisp in it to question his sexuality. I could also imagine that same voice telling her she had to do what he wanted, or she’d be sorry. It caused anger and hatred within me to swell into an overwhelming force that would drive me to pull the trigger.
I was going to kill him. There’d be no turning back now.
“Sorry?” I asked through clenched teeth. “You expect me to accept that and just forget what you did? Maybe she can, but I can’t. Not now! Not ever! Tonight, justice will finally be served.”
“Please don’t kill me,” he said with believable sincerity. I ignored him. He wouldn’t sway me with empty words like he did her.
I motioned The Weapon toward a nearby tree. “Walk.”
CLICK-click.
“Anything you say, man. Please…just don’t kill me.” He begged for his life some more and cried, claiming still how sorry he was. His meaningless words didn’t faze me in the least.
We walked a short distance to the tree. “Stop,” I said calmly, feeling the red color of rage on my face.
CLICK-click.
He glanced at the pen in my hand with fear and then met my gaze, knowing whose pen it was and its significance. His eyes pleaded with me not to harm him. I reached into my back pocket, pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and tossed them at him. They bounced off his chest and fell to the ground while he continued to look at me with this phony, dumbfounded stare.
“Take those and cuff yourself around that tree, facing front,” I said. “And don’t tell me you can’t fucking do it because you can. If you don’t? Your suffering will be legendary. I’ll kill you slowly, in the most painful ways imaginable.”
He knelt to pick up the cuffs, never taking his eyes off me, and did as instructed, weeping and mumbling in plea the entire time.
CLICK-click.
I could no longer hear him. All I could see was him on her, inside her, taking from her what he wanted, and her forgiving him.
I checked and tightened his cuffs. It seemed to me he left one cuff loose enough in which to attempt escape. How stupid did this scum fuck think I was? After I was satisfied he was secure, I pushed The Weapon into the front of my pants. He watched me do this with great interest. A wave of relief washed over his face, even though he continued to cry like a little bitch. I stood up straight and brought my face within inches of his. Fear lived deep within his eyes. He had to know death was imminent, no matter what he said or did.
CLICK-click.
“This is how she felt when you forced yourself on her, you sick, twisted fuck! And now I’m going to do to you what should’ve been done a long time ago!”
His crying intensified as he pleaded with me again not to kill him. His incessant babbling ate at my every nerve.
No. Death would come last. First, I’d have some fun. Well, fun for me, torture for him.
I reached down and unbuttoned his pants. Our stares never broke. He screamed for help, perhaps knowing what would come next. I pulled the glove off my right hand. “Maybe I should violate you.”
CLICK-click...with the other.
I reached down and lightly caressed his covered crotch. He shut his eyes, bit his lip, and whimpered. In one forceful motion, I grabbed his pants and boxers and yanked them down to his ankles. There, in the light of Mr. Moon, I saw it. The stubby inch or so he forced into her, what fed its infested load into her. How small and pathetic it was.
There were no words to describe where I was then, my state of mind. I’d completely blocked out everything he said as I fondled him, watching his erection grow. It was a small, angry formation.
CLICK-click.
I dropped to my knees. My mouth was mere inches away from The Rapist’s cock. I let the pen fall to the ground to reach into my back pocket as my other hand gripped him. As if to perform fellatio, I brought my mouth closer to him with a full, crooked grin. I withdrew the hunting knife from my back pocket and held it up to the base of his penis, where it met his balls. He stared down at me in silent horror.
“You wish!” I hissed and pulled the knife upward. It cut through his flesh like soft, fresh butter. Blood spewed forth from his body as I pulled off the remains of his penis. I laughed in delight, feeling his blood splatter across my face. Fat drops slid off and fell on my shirt.
“YES! YES!”
Mouth full.
Can’t scream.
Gag.
Salty.
“Do it right, you little bastard! Or you’ll PAY!”
Spitting.
Gooey.
He wipes it on my face.
In my hair.
“NO, NOT LIKE THAT!”
Pain.
Slaps.
“MOMMY!”
I screamed and fell onto my backside, frantically wiping the blood from my face and hair. “STOP!”
He didn’t hear me. Strange, guttural noises I’d never heard before fell from his lips. The noise was inhuman. I jumped up and wiped the blood off my face with my shirt.
“SHUT UP!” I screamed at him. He didn’t hear me. He writhed and convulsed in a state of pain few will ever experience. Seething with rage, I grabbed his hair and forced his head back. With the remains of his penis in my other hand, I pushed it into his mouth, clamped his jaw shut, and made it remain closed.
Blood continued shooting violently from the stub where his cock used to be. As his convulsions worsened, they caused him to chew inadvertently. Bits and pieces of gnawed flesh fell from the corners of his mouth into the pool of blood forming around his feet. He’d end up bleeding to death before I could deliver a final judgment.
Was I laughing now? Or screaming? It might’ve been both.
I’d now finish what I began. Out of breath, I reached down and picked up the blood-covered pen.
CLICK-click.
I looked up at the moon and grinned.
With my right hand, I pulled The Weapon out of my pants and pointed it at his shaking forehead in slow motion. The glow of the moon bounced off the newly polished barrel.
“Goodnight, fucker!” I whispered and pulled the trigger.
The hollow point bullet shredded the scalp on the right side of his head into an unsolvable puzzle of flesh, blood, and bone. Panic set in from the thundering sound of the discharge.
Mommy is upstairs crying.
She is bleeding.
Pay...
Daddy must pay...
That’s what Daddy says is right.
Make them pay...
“What are you doing, son?”
Make him pay...Mommy is bleeding again.
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
“I told you never to touch that! Give that to Daddy! NOW!”
Make him pay...
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
“YOU GIVE ME THAT FUCKING THING RIGHT NOW, YOU LITTLE SHIT, OR SO HELP ME GOD, I WILL MAKE YOU PAY!”
Pay...
Mommy...bleeding.
PAY!
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
“This is not how to play the game, son—”
Reaches for me.
Make him pay...NOW!
Gunfire.
The sound of gunfire faintly echoed back three times across the empty landscape. The Rapist fell silent. I felt the intense rage and anger slowly leave my body, leaving me numb. I stood before his limp body. It hung forward, supported by the tree, hemorrhaging giant pools of blood the Earth begrudgingly accepted.
What hast thou done? The voice of thy brother’s blood crieth unto me from the ground. And now art thou cursed from the Earth, which hath opened her mouth to receive thy brother’s blood from thy hand.
In a zombie state and with tiny steps, I worked my way behind the tree to unlock the cuffs holding up his dead body. It fell to the ground with a sickening thud. Blood was everywhere. I knew there’d be blood, but not this kind of blood. The sheer amount of it redefined the meaning of surreal.
CLICK-click.
I slipped the pen into my rear pocket and set The Weapon on the ground beside the knife. In a sudden wave of delirium, I looked around the crime scene as if I were a little boy, innocent of such deeds and unspoiled by the real world. How could this be so wrong yet so right at the same time?
I looked up at the moon. Its skull-like features grinned back at me with skeletal teeth.
Feeling my stomach heave multiple times, I turned around and vomited all over the rear of the tree. I didn’t watch the last meal I’d eaten splatter to the ground.
My actions between retching beside the tree and leaving Marlowe field aren’t completely clear. Perhaps it was shock; I don’t know. I have only images of what happened, snapshots in my mind.
I’d dug a grave farther down the field earlier in the day. I think I was there, covering the body with dirt and debris. A shallow grave, to be sure. Not that it mattered. No one ever came out this way. This place was desolate and far away from any home. I recall believing the remaining blood would wash away long before any harvest.
With all that finished, I retrieved the shell of the spent bullet. To my surprise, two more lay nearby. I didn’t remember firing three times. After collecting all three and slipping them into my back pocket, I picked up the knife and The Weapon.
A short walk later, I rendezvoused with a bike I’d stolen during my pilgrimage to this location. I’d bike to the edge of town and walk from there.
Last, I stripped off the blood-infested clothes and changed into another set I’d brought via the backpack. Before leaving Marlowe field, I burned the soiled clothes and the gloves. The Weapon remained safely tucked away from sight in my pants’ front waistband. Everything else I put into the backpack.
It was time to leave.
Forever.
Chapter III
BRIDGE










2:53 a.m.
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I watched the barrel of The Weapon splash safely into the water of the reservoir below.
It was done.
I looked back the way I came, toward the dim glow behind the hillside.
How much time would pass before anyone figured out he was missing? A day or two? Maybe a week? It wouldn’t take long. He was the kind of guy people would miss should they not see him around town. Even worse, she’d know something might be amiss before the following day concluded. After all, they lived in the same neighborhood and, according to her, were ‘so close’ and all.
I shook my head and grunted. “Whatever.”
She and The Rapist lived close together, which never sat well with me. I never trusted him with his flippant, lying mouth and devious ways. I always knew it’d be a matter of time before he did what he did, and I did what I did. In short, all of this was an exercise in inevitability.
I turned away and toward the next town where my car awaited. I’d left it there on purpose, intending to walk the entire distance to Marlowe field. Along the way, I ripped off a bike tied to a roadside mailbox to shorten the trek.
My actions of this night required careful consideration, especially in the setup. I didn’t want my car seen around town in the rare event of a passer-by. I needed complete deniability. This was the sole reason I left my car in the next town, a little over ten miles away. Besides, the walk would do me good. I needed the exercise. Traveling on foot allowed me to hear an oncoming car and hide in the brush long before a driver saw me. I’d conceal my presence at all times.
I kept walking, my feet dragging against the gravel of the road’s shoulder.
I didn’t know where my final destination would be after leaving town. I couldn’t go home. When I ended The Rapist’s life in Marlowe field, I ended my life in this town. My tentative plan was thus: by the time Law Enforcement pieced together what happened - if they ever did – I’d be far away. I’d change my name and hair color and find a different car. I already had a phony driver’s license with my new name. It was an ID I used many times to get into bars, as I was not yet twenty-one. Carter Frye, age twenty-two, would become my new identity the second I crossed the state line.
Perhaps I’d drive across the country. If I were to say goodbye to her, I’d need to get as far away as possible. I know me. If I were to stay nearby, I might tempt fate and contact her. Even worse, I might try to come back. Neither of those scenarios was an option. Both The Rapist and I would disappear at the same time. It’d be up to everyone else to figure out what happened. They wouldn’t, though. I was far too careful. Once I leave, it must be forever. Breaking that silence would seal my guilt and my fate.
I planned to call her one last time before bidding this place adieu. I wouldn’t inform her of my intentions.  Instead, I’d say goodbye in my own way. I knew disappearing without a trace would hurt her. She’d get over it, eventually. Whether I could get over her would be another matter. I fear it might be more difficult said than done. The memories of what might’ve been would haunt me. She and I spoke of being together for years to come, maybe even getting married someday. We’d also planned many things together, some soon, some farther off. I think somewhere deep down, I couldn’t get over the fact that someone else had been inside her and left a part of him there. She’d been entirely mine in that aspect. Now she’s spoiled. She’s dirty. I know what happened wasn’t her fault. I know she wasn’t able to stop what happened. What I couldn’t swallow was her forgiving The Rapist and his actions. I can’t accept that. Ever. Her choice caused me to keep my distance from her emotionally. As I saw it, he violated her in the worst way possible, and she forgave him as if nothing had happened. She also expected the same from me. I felt it was an unrealistic expectation on her part.
Despite myself, sometimes I think she wanted him to do what he did to her in the darkest recesses of my mind. Not that she wanted him to violate her. Maybe she really wanted him as much as he wanted her and never admitted it to anyone, especially me. That would certainly explain why she forgave him so quickly. How could I stand in the same room with that bastard and know he was inside her, that he took a part of her she gave only to me? How could she expect me to do that?
He got away with what he did, plain and simple.
In the end, I knew it’d be I who’d make him suffer for his crime.
Make him pay…with his life.
The Rapist stole mine when he took her. Now I stole his and took him. It’s only fair, after all.
Still, as I stood feeling the summer breeze on my face, I couldn’t find forgiveness in my heart so she and I could move on with our life together.
She was dirty, and no one could wash her clean.
I made the mistake of saying as much to her in so many words. She cried and wanted to know why I condemned her for something she didn’t do. I believe she felt making love to each other again would somehow undo all the dirtiness. So everything would feel right again, even if it weren’t.
It didn’t work that way, and I knew it.
Denial. It isn’t just a river in Egypt.
Chapter IV
BEDROOM










Two weeks ago
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She was with me again in this place where we often loved each other.
Sparks flew as the passion between us grew more and more intense. I didn’t think she’d be this passionate for a long time, considering how The Rapist violated her two weeks ago. She was making all the moves. Who was I to argue? I assured her she didn’t have to do anything she wasn’t ready to do. Yet somehow, she ended up on top of me, on my bed. It felt good to be intimate with her, even though we weren’t engaged in sexual acts. Still, something was off. It didn’t feel right. I did my best to hide it.
Her lips pressed against mine as she used her tongue to lick at my lips. She moaned softly, grinding her body against mine. I wondered if she made those same sounds while The Rapist had her. Such questions were obsessively stuck in my head. I never asked her about it. It seemed inappropriate. She admitted she screamed for him to stop the entire time. He blamed his actions on drunkenness and her wearing a sexy outfit, claiming he ‘lost control,’ coupled with long-standing and unrequited love. The fucker had some balls, blaming his actions on her.
She sat up, straddled me, and stared into my eyes. A sly grin spread across her mouth as she whipped her dirty blond hair across her shoulder, took my hands, and placed them firmly on her ample breasts. For a moment, I savored the full, soft sensation of her body in my hands, but those obsessive thoughts I couldn’t let go of crept in. They continued to remind me The Rapist took those same breasts by force. He put his lying, diseased mouth on them. The pleasure of experiencing her body left me.
I thought bitterly that he’d gotten his rocks off with her, with her body. Frowning, I removed my hands from her and held them up to my chest. The creases of anxiety wrinkled across my forehead.
“What’s wrong?” she asked in her soft, breathy voice. I looked at her with hurt and bitterness. She knew. Why did she bother asking…again?
“Nothing.”
“Don’t give me that shit! I know you, and something’s wrong.”
I said nothing. She wanted to hear me say it, I think. I wouldn’t talk about it with her. She might’ve been trying to get me to open up; I don’t know. I looked away and toward the clock on the nightstand without comprehending the time.
“It’s him. Isn’t it?” she asked. I remained unresponsive. She heaved a heavy sigh, clearly exasperated. “Why are you letting him come between us?”
It wasn’t between us, where he came, I thought sourly.
“I’m not.”
“Bullshit!”
I whipped my head around and glared up at her. “How can you act like nothing happened? How can you just sit there and act like what he did to you wasn’t wrong?”
The sparkle in her brown eyes dimmed. “I haven’t gotten over it. I live with it every day, but I go on. I force myself to. I won’t let what happened bring me down.” She paused. Her eyes flickered slightly away from mine. “You have to remember, he and I have known each other since we were kids. He admitted he made a mistake and asked for forgiveness. There has to be forgiveness before there can be healing.”
My jaw hung open as I gaped in shock. “A mistake? How can you call what he did to you a mistake? It was way more than that! He violated you, your trust, and your life. He took something from you that was never meant for him, and you call it a mistake? Don’t even fucking tell me he did it on impulse. I think he’s thought about it for quite some time, and an opportunity just came up! I also think he knows what a trusting and forgiving person you are and played on that, knowing full well you’d forgive him at some point. He got away with what he did. What’s to say he wouldn’t do it again?”
“He didn’t get away with it. You know my parents pressed charges.”
I shook my head, barely comprehending what I was hearing. “It’s not a matter of material justice! You forgave him as a person. It doesn’t matter if he goes to jail or not. He’ll know you absolved him no matter where he goes, so, in essence, he got away with it. Besides, I know how these so-called courts operate. They won’t punish him. He’ll get a slap on the wrist, and that’ll be that!. Our legal system sucks!”
She said nothing. There was silence as she sat on top of me, completely still. We looked in opposite directions, feeling the space between us now. Distance The Rapist put there. This was all part of his plan. I didn’t think there was anything on Earth to bring us back together.
Slowly, she turned back to me. “Make love to me,” she whispered, almost desperately.
“I can’t,” I said, low and monotone. It hurt to say. It also looked as if it had wounded her to hear.
Silent tears ran down her face, accompanied by the sound of sniffles. “Why?”  
I had to look away, on the verge of tears myself. “You know why.”
She broke into a cry then, beating on my chest with tiny, balled fists. “Goddammit! Why are you making this so hard for me?”
I looked up at her with a hint of rage. “Hard for you? Okay. I appreciate how hard this must be for you, but did you ever think about me for a second?”
Her crying ceased as she looked back at me with red, tear-stained eyes. She looked like she didn’t know what I was talking about. “What do you mean?”
Frustration coursed through me like heroin in a junkie’s veins. “I don’t want you to get upset by this ‘cause I’m being honest about how I feel, but I don’t know how I’m ever gonna be able to make love to you again, knowing that someone else has been inside you. I know it’s not your fault, but somehow…it’s like you’re unclean now.”
She stared at me with disbelief, as if I’d just backhanded her. I waited for her tears to flow again. They didn’t. “I can’t believe you just said that,” she whispered. “I really can’t believe you feel that way…about me.”
“It’s not as bad as it seems,” I said. It was a lie.
Now she was crying. I hated it when she wept over something I said or did. It hurt to see. Whoever said honesty was the best policy never met my girlfriend.
“Oh, no?” she asked through her sobs. “Then how bad is it?”
“It’s something I have to get over myself,” I said. It was a lousy excuse. I wasn’t even sure it was true.
She stared off into the distance, her shoulders tensed with doubt. “Yeah! Right! You just called me dirty, but you can get over it. You’re so full of shit!”
Sadly, she might’ve been right, but I wouldn’t say anything then. Instead, I said nothing in my defense. I tried to give her a hug for comfort. She pushed me away.
“No!” she snapped. “I’m dirty! Remember?”
She stood up and walked to the other side of the room. I sat up and grabbed my pen off the nightstand. She wouldn’t like that either.
“I don’t know why I’m having such a hard time accepting this,” I said. “Believe me, I want to make love to you. I really do ‘cause I love you, and you mean the world to me. It just doesn’t feel right now that somebody else has had you.”
“He didn’t have me,” she snapped, staring back at me with raw pain. “It wasn’t like I let him.”
CLICK-click.
“No. But you were way too easy to forgive him.”
She looked at the pen in my right hand and rolled her eyes, dismissing it for the moment.
“It always comes back to that,” she said, upset again. “I’ve known him for a long time. I know who he is, and what he did was a mistake.”
CLICK-click.
“You’re letting him get away with murder!”
There it was again.
Murder.
CLICK-click.
She sighed and glanced uncomfortably toward the pen. “You’re going to extremes again. He didn’t murder anybody.” She returned to the bed and sat on the edge next to me. I restrained from clicking the pen, as I knew it bothered her. What it did for me was organize the disarray in my head. I don’t know how or why, but it did, and that was just…nice.
“He killed the part of me that called you my very own,” I said. “We were virgins to each other. Remember? It’s not like that now. Not anymore. It’s murder.”
“You’re making it sound like I cheated on you,” she said, her hurt morphing into annoyance. I looked away again. That’s exactly how it felt.
“Sorry,” I whispered, looking down at my feet.
She put her hand on my back and rubbed. “What can I do to make this easier for you?”
That…I could answer. Nothing.
I looked at her beautiful face. “Do you really want to know?” She looked at me with sincerity and nodded. “Totally write him off. Never talk to or see him again. Forget he exists and tell him to his face to fuck off!”
She didn’t look pleased. At least she wasn’t crying, which was a welcome change.
“Is that how you honestly feel?” she asked. I nodded. “I don’t think I can do that, not totally. I know my parents don’t want him coming around anymore, but he’s still a part of my life.”
I could no longer resist.
CLICK-click.
Oh, how it hurt to hear her say that. I think this is why she wanted The Rapist to take her. She could then fulfill a fantasy or a want she couldn’t otherwise admit to. He was a part of her life, all right, the wrong part.
“I hate him,” I said bluntly, in a hiss.
CLICK-click.
“I hate him for what he did to you, for what he’s doing to us! I wish that miserable fuck would just curl up and die!” Excitement filled my eyes when I looked at her. “That’s what I want! I want to kill him! I want to pull the trigger on the gun that’ll end his miserable life for what he did to you, to me, to us. And then I’d wash my hands free of this dirtiness with his blood!”
CLICK-click.
She looked at me, her eyes wild with fear, more distressed than when I'd called her dirty. “I can’t believe you just said that,” she whispered. “That scares me. I think you’d actually do such a thing.”
CLICK-click.
What scared me is I thought she might be right.
Chapter V
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3:26 a.m.
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I was walking again, now almost a mile away from the bridge.
One mile closer to my car and freedom from the quagmire into which The Rapist put me. I was thinking more about what I’d accomplished. It’d been almost a month since The Rapist violated her and a couple of weeks since I told her I wanted to kill him. I wondered if anyone would suspect his disappearance with mine.
It was possible, especially if my girlfriend had anything to do with it. Who would she come looking for first? Probably me, since her parents kept a sizable buffer between her and The Rapist. A day, maybe two, would pass before she and my mother would notice my absence. She might then check on the status of The Rapist only to see he, too, was missing. By day three, my mother would surely contact Law Enforcement and have me listed as a missing person. It wouldn’t take them long to speculate if the two disappearances were related. Especially considering my adverse reaction to Law Enforcement the day The Rapist violated her.
To be honest, I initially thought this day wouldn’t come. I thought she’d completely expel the bastard from her life and have nothing more to do with him. She was ‘devastated’ that someone so close to her would violate the ‘special bond and trust’ she claimed they shared. That’s how she acted after the whole thing transpired.
Me? I wanted to beat the living shit out of him and then kill him. But let’s be honest here. If someone does something another person doesn’t like and consequently pisses them off, they might first say, ‘He’s dead!’ or ‘I’m gonna kill him!’
It was the first thing out of my mouth.
Chapter VI
LIVING ROOM










Four weeks ago
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“I’m gonna kill that no good, lousy, two-faced, miserable son of a bitch,” I snapped violently. I wanted blood! His blood!
Her father put his hand on my shoulder in restraint.
“Calm down,” he whispered, nodding slightly toward his daughter, suggesting we think of her first. I looked up at him from the sofa, at my place next to her, after she’d finished telling us what The Rapist had done to her. He nodded at me reassuringly as he ran his fingers through his thick, coarse beard.
He was right.
She’d invited me to her house for dinner with her parents, whom she still lived with. When I got there, she was not, which was odd. Her mother told me she’d gone for a walk with The Rapist and would return by five. After half an hour, I offered to go down the street to his house to see if she’d lost track of time. I hoped this was the case. She never lost track of time like this, especially when my visits were involved.
I walked to the other end of the block where he lived and knocked on the door. It took longer than average for him to answer. When he finally did, he appeared absolutely dejected, wearing only sloppily applied pants. His flabby, pasty body offended me. I cringed at the sight of him.
“Where is she?” I demanded.
“How the hell should I know?”
Before I could challenge the authenticity of his reply, I heard sobbing from within the house. Even more terrifying, the sound of the voice was hers.
My heart froze.
I called out her name. She begged me for help.
His face shifted from annoyed to paranoid, like a child caught with their hand in the cookie jar. Before he could spin some bullshit story, I grabbed my right fist and sucker-punched him in the nose with my elbow. I heard a distinct cracking sound as blood spilled from his nose.
Long had I waited to do that.
He fell to the ground, screaming and clutching at his face. I kicked him several times in the head, the stomach, and the crotch.
He wasn’t going anywhere.
I sprinted into the house and found her in his bedroom, where she slowly redressed. The sight of her tattered and disheveled triggered something within me. I felt a painful snap in my head.
That’s when they began. The flashbacks.
“MOMMY!”
Daddy looks mad.
He is naked.
Bad.
He will make me pay.
“GET THE HELL OUT OF HERE, YOU LITTLE FUCK!”
Mommy is bleeding.
Again.
“Mommy?”
“Listen to your father.”
Whispered.
Daddy is getting up.
THE BELT!
HE HAS THE BELT!
“I said—”
>>WHACK<<
“—get the—”
>>WHACK<<
“—HELL OUT!”
>>WHACK<<
Pain.
Blackness.
Blood.
.
I stumbled backward from the images in my head.
I HAVE NO MEMORY OF THIS!
She reached for me. I disregarded the images and went to her.
I helped pull her together and led her from his house. The Rapist stumbled toward his kitchen to fix his bleeding face. I stopped only to express that I'd kill him if he came near her again.
When we’d returned to her parent’s house, she explained he wanted her to meet him at his home before their walk, as he wanted to share something with her. She’d worn a tight black miniskirt that visibly detailed her skimpy underwear lines. He was heavily drinking when she got there.
I sat on the sofa next to her, staring blindly into the space between the coffee table and me. The glue holding me together softened. I came undone as I listened to her speak of how The Rapist had been drinking heavily, imprisoned her, and taken from her what didn’t belong to him. I knew I needed to remain strong for her, a rock she could hold on to. I didn’t know how to do that.
As she spoke, I unconsciously picked up an oversized ballpoint pen on the coffee table next to a pad of Post-it notes. Without thinking, I pushed the studded steel ball on the pen with my thumb and let it pop back out.
CLICK-click.
I felt my eyelids lower.
Oh! That’s nice.
I pressed the button again.
CLICK-click.
The chaos in my head ordered itself.
CLICK-click.
Through her sobs, the story ended with The Rapist losing complete control. He repeatedly claimed how much he loved her and how devastated he was because she wouldn’t be with him. In a fit of Id-driven lust, he forced her into his room and had his way with her.
CLICK-click.
Then I showed up…too little, too late.
CLICK-click.
The news infuriated her parents. First, her father bounced off the walls, then her mother, and eventually me. That’s when I jumped up and declared my intention to shove him off the mortal coil…and when her father gently advised me to think of her. She cried in one form or another the entire time. Short of my outburst, I sat beside her and rubbed her back.
At least The Rapist hadn’t beat on her. I’d be sitting in jail for first-degree murder if he’d done so.
CLICK-click.
Fortunately, she’d been on birth control for nearly a year. She didn’t need to worry about pregnancy. What scared me might be whatever diseases The Rapist carried since his sexual habits and perversions ran into the many.
CLICK-click.
We’d find out later through tests she was still clean, at least in the physical sense of the word.
Her father called Law Enforcement after the four of us had calmed down. There was a knock at the front door not two seconds after her father hung up the phone. Her mother answered.
CLICK-click.
Who should be standing there in the doorway?
The Rapist.
CLICK-click.
“I don’t know what either of these kids has told you, ma’am, but it’s all a lie,” he said in defense of an accusation not yet made.
I was off the sofa and on top of him before her father could charge him from the kitchen. The force knocked him out of the doorway and into the front yard. I laid in the punches as fast as I could. Somebody screamed for me to stop. In my anger, I didn’t process the request and continued my mission to destroy his pretty face forever.
“I’ll kill you,” I screamed at him. “I’ll kill you! Kill you! Kill you! KILL YOU!”
In my mind, all I could hear was a faraway child’s voice screaming, BAD! BAD! BAD!
The Rapist attempted unsuccessfully to defend himself. I stabbed him with the ballpoint pen clutched in my right hand. Her father pulled me off him and into the house before I could embed the pen into The Rapist’s heart.
“Stop! The police are on their way,” her father said with authority. “Chill out. Let them handle it.”
I glared at her father, my eyes blazing with anger. I knew. I could see it in his eyes. He wanted The Rapist’s blood as bad as I did. However, with age came wisdom and the sense to know when to fight and when to fight another day. Her father was thinking more rationally than I was. I wanted instant gratification in punishing The Rapist for his deeds. He wanted to win the war and not the battle.
My girlfriend approached me from the sofa and led me to sit with her. She held onto me as if she were a scared child. I slipped the pen into my back pocket and held her.
No one was going to hurt her like that ever again.
I looked over at The Rapist through the open front door. My attack shook him up as he attempted to recover from the beating. I left him with another bloody nose and cuts on his face. He should’ve considered himself lucky. I’d have killed him right then and there if I’d had my way. I knew he’d be audacious in lying to Law Enforcement about everything, even though he looked guilty as sin.
He tried to leave at first. Her father suggested it might not be in his best interest, as Law Enforcement would come for him anyway. I couldn’t imagine the restraint her father employed, clearly wanting to destroy the boy. He remained calm and waited outside with a watchful eye until Law Enforcement arrived.
It took them almost an hour to get to the house. They left me to ponder where the city's Law Enforcement devoted their resources as their delay stretched onward. Law Enforcement likes to give out speeding tickets hand over fist, especially when said tickets aren’t deserved. However, when someone commits a real offense, they take their good old sweet time responding to the crime scene. The divide in priorities pissed me off. When the responding officer finally arrived, I expressed my impatience.
“Where the hell took you so long?” I asked the cop as he entered the house with her father.
He glanced at me with raised eyebrows. “Excuse me?”
“What took you so long getting here, officer—” I looked at his nametag, “—Clemens?”
The balding, overweight monkey-in-a-suit appeared less than pleased. “Son, I don’t respond kindly to that tone.”
I was beyond pissed now, and as usual, I shot my mouth off without first considering my words. “Were you too busy nailing innocent drivers for going a smidgen over the speed limit, maybe? Or were you stuffing your face with coffee and donuts over at the 7-11?”
Clemens attempted to stare me down without replying.
With wide eyes, her father subtly shook his head in warning. “Calm down. He’s here now.”
I rolled my eyes. “Wonderful. Too little too late. But what else is new?”
Clemens folded his arms across his chest. Mouth off to me like that again, and I’ll be walking out of here with two collars, his face said.
“You’ll have to forgive him,” her father said, apologizing on my behalf. “He’s a little upset right now.”
“I can see that,” Clemens said coldly, never taking his eyes off me. “I suggest he watch his mouth before I run him in for insubordination.”
I threw my head back and laughed. “There it goes again,” I said to no one in particular. “The big filthy pig harasses innocent little people while the real criminals go free.” I jumped up off the sofa and met Clemens face to face. “You make me sick, standing there, playing God, and getting away with it! I don’t care if your job is to enforce the law. From where I stand, none of you pigs does a very good job at it! In fact, I’d go as far as to say that you take advantage of the law and twist it around to suit your own wants!”
Red-faced and flustered, Clemens opened his mouth to speak. Her father raised his hand to cut him off while pushing me into the kitchen. “C’mon. We need to cool down a little.”
Clemens looked at her mother. “That’s one hell of a temper.”
Those words were the last I heard while her father pushed me through the kitchen door and into the backyard.
“What’s the matter with you?” he asked sternly. I could feel the rage in my face, eyes, and words. I was losing it, big time.
I reached into my back pocket for the pen. “I don’t know. This world’s so unfair. After what happened to—” I found myself unable to say her name now. “—and the cops taking their time with everything. It’s like anyone can get away with murder these days.”
CLICK-click.
An idea was born then.
Murder.
CLICK-click.
“No,” her father said, calmer now. “He’ll pay. I swear he will. He will not get away with what he did. I don’t care if he said he didn’t do it. I know he did. I can tell just by looking at him. You may not believe this, but if I had my way…I’d kill him, too. Right here and now, with no thought of the consequences. But we have to think rationally now, for my daughter, and for the sake of not doing anything we might regret later.”
CLICK-click.
I knew he was right. It was the anger that blinded me. The pen click subsided the rage within and helped organize the chaos in my head.
CLICK-click.
“Listen,” her father said. “Officer Clemens will need a statement from you, what you saw, and when. Do me this one favor – no, do her this one favor; stay calm and do not blow up again, no matter how much you want to. If we do this the right way, we can nail that bastard. Please?” He nodded in the house’s direction. I closed my eyes and nodded.
CLICK-click.
Clemens must have put the fear of Old Testament God into The Rapist. As her father and I returned to the living room, he spilled his guts like a weak ghetto snitch. Her mother cried behind her hands. As her father went to comfort his wife, I sat on the sofa next to my girlfriend and held her hand. Another officer who arrived during our absence from the living room put The Rapist in handcuffs and led him away.
CLICK-click.
I gave my statement, but all I could think about was revenge.
My revenge.
CLICK-click.
Fuck the law. The law wouldn’t do anything except slap him on the wrist and tell him not to do it again.
I’d be the one to make him pay.
I understood now that anybody could get away with murder.
CLICK-click.
Maybe even me.
Chapter VII
ROAD










3:40 a.m.
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I was miles away from the bridge, now on top of a hill where I could see the twinkling lights of the town I left behind on the horizon. I could feel the warmth of the breeze as it brushed my face.
Mr. Moon began his slow descent toward the horizon. He’d spend the rest of the night reminding me he was still there, and The Rapist was finally gone. Mr. Moon wouldn’t tell anyone. I was confident of this now. My secret would be safe. I took some comfort in the fact there was still something left in which I could have faith and trust. Mr. Moon.
The sound of a distant siren behind me broke the night’s calm. I whirled back around and listened carefully. It was a firehouse siren.
“It doesn’t mean a thing,” I said, attempting to reassure myself. “It’s nothing.”
Unless someone heard the gunshot and recognized it, or maybe someone had been nearby when I made my kill. Who would be out there this time of night? Teenagers partying in the woods nearby? No. In all my years living in that town, no one ever went that far out into Marlowe field to party or hang out. It’s too far off the beaten path. The hike there had been considerable. The nearest house I knew of sat miles away.
It was too early for anyone to discover his body, even in a worst-case scenario. The siren must’ve been for something else, and I was acting paranoid. Yet, I continued to listen.
I looked up at the moon. “Did you narc on me?”
No response.
“You better not have! I think I’d be really pissed off if you let me down. I’d hate to murder you, too.” The sirens faded away as I looked back toward the horizon. “I figured as much.”
I shot a look of displeasure over my shoulder at the moon before continuing my journey to my car.
Paranoia continued to eat away at me in the back of my mind. What if someone discovered The Rapist’s body already? Jesus Christ! Everyone could get away with murder but me. I was the sole exception.
My pace increased as I reviewed the circumstance leading The Rapist to Marlowe field. The great setup. I was confident there were no loopholes in my story. There’d be only one reason The Rapist would want to meet me anywhere, especially in the middle of nowhere and at night.
His one admitted weakness.
Her.
Chapter VIII
SETUP










12:30 a.m.
Three hours ago
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“She’s in the middle of Marlowe field and asking for you,” I said to The Rapist over the payphone in front of the 7-11.
CLICK-click.
“Why?” he demanded in his usual snotty, smartass lisp tone.
“How the fuck should I know?” I asked, attempting to sound believable. Concerned, yet standoffish, while appearing annoyed. I’d also need to mix in a dash of humility. He needed to believe what I was saying, even though it wasn’t true. I was setting the son of a bitch up for the great fall, the biggest fall of his life. The only way to convince him to meet me so far away from town was to say she was there in an emotional state and asking for him. “She’s crying and shaking, and I can’t reach her. She keeps asking for you. Fuck knows why.”
“Because we’re friends,” he advised in his snobby, know-it-all way. I felt my blood boil. “We’re still very close, despite what you believe.”
He was deliberately pushing my buttons now. I had to remain calm.
CLICK-click.
Patience. Have patience. This will work. Your patience will pay off.
I grasped my pen, the same pen I meant to stab him to death with. It was my release now, my reminder of what I had to do.
CLICK-click.
“Whatever,” I said with a deliberate sigh of exasperation. “So, will you come out here and get through to her or not?” He was silent. “Please?” I spat the words between gritted teeth, my face contorted in revulsion.
CLICK-click.
Stay calm.
“Is anyone else out there?” he asked cautiously. Did he sense deception? Or was he worried about the restraining order her parents slapped on his ass?
“No. It’s just us,” I said with assurance, assuming the latter. “We were talking, and suddenly, she just took off. I chased her out to Marlowe field down by the county border. That’s where she broke down. All she asks for is you.” I paused. This next part was going to be tough to say.
CLICK-click.
“Look. I know we have our differences, but if you care about her the way you say you do, then you can forget those for now and help her. That should be our common goal. Can we at least agree on that?”
I deserved an Academy Award for that performance.
He sighed. “Okay. I’ll do this only because she’s asking for me. It’ll take me about half an hour to get to that side of Marlowe field. Don’t let her go anywhere.”
“Okay.”
“And you, when I get there, you stay far away from us. If she wants you closer, then I’ll allow it.”
I wanted to laugh at his arrogance. “Fine,” I said as he hung up. “Asshole! You’ll allow it? We’ll see who allows what, whoreson!”
I hung up the payphone and stared across the 7-11 parking lot. I was just out of sight of the pane-glass window where the single clerk couldn’t see me. He never knew I was there.
Using the bike I swiped earlier, I could get to the south end of Marlowe field - where I needed to be - in about twenty minutes. There was just enough time to beat him there since we’d be coming from opposite directions.
My plan was coming together perfectly. My car sat in the next town over, so no one could claim they saw it or me. I had The Weapons. The Rapist was on his way to meet me in the middle of a very isolated place where he’d finally receive his comeuppance. No one would know. He was almost twenty-five years old and lived by himself. No one was responsible for him.
Perfect.
I pedaled as fast as I could to beat him to the back end of Marlowe field, hiding the bike and backpack where the area met the county border upon arrival. I found a small bush to hide behind near the tree line. I could see almost nothing. My blindness put me at a severe disadvantage.
I grabbed my pen…
CLICK-click.
…and looked up at the moon. “You’re gonna have to help me,” I said as I looked back across the field. Everything was black, white, or a shade of gray. “I don’t think I’ll see him when he comes. You’re going to have to tell me when he does.”
The moon didn’t respond, but I knew he heard. Then I thought about it some more. The moon would see everything. Would he tell? I looked back up. “And don’t tell anyone what I’m about to do here. It’ll be our secret.”
The wait was long. Fifteen minutes seemed like fifteen hours. The ground suddenly became alive with movement. I could hear the unmistakable sound of crunching footsteps.
His shadow! The moon was telling me to be alert!
I peeked out from behind the bush. The Rapist’s back was to me. With peering eyes, I checked to see if anyone else had followed. There were no additional shifts of light on the ground. He was alone.
CLICK-click.
Now, he’d pay, as I swore he would.
“Hello?” he asked, calling her name. “Is anyone here?”
I stepped out from behind the bush, glaring at him with pure hate, and advanced.
CLICK-click.
I spoke as he turned to face me…
Chapter IX
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“You fuck! Tonight, you die,” I whispered to myself.
I stood on the shoulder of the road as I recalled events that transpired only a few hours ago, staring toward the horizon and the town where his body lay.
There were no loopholes in my story. I looked up toward Mr. Moon, nodded, and walked onward. In the distance, I could see the shopping center where I’d left my car. I’d be free of this place, this state, and this life in minutes.
Thank God. If there really is such a thing.
I found the strength to jog the rest of the way to my car, my salvation. The freedom I’d have from this place was my primary thought. The sorrow of losing her crept over me like a heavy fog. I frowned at the idea.
No, idiot! She’s unclean now, and no matter how much I love her, that’ll never change. I will accept it and move on. I have no choice now. Maybe I’ll find love again someday, although it’ll never be like the love I have with her.
True love.
I found a payphone at the shopping center near the edge of the closed supermarket. The parking lot lights remained unlit. Anything I did here would go unnoticed under the cover of darkness. This phone call would be my goodbye. It was close to four in the morning, and I’d need to wake her. There was no other alternative.
I ran to the phone and made the call. I sullenly recalled her betrayal as I heard the digital representation of her phone ringing. The memory of the afternoon she dropped the bomb on me when she revealed the worst possible thing since this ugly debacle with The Rapist began.
She’d found it in her heart…
Chapter X
BETRAYAL










Three weeks ago
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“—to forgive him,” she said.
I was so startled that I thought I’d slip off the sofa and die of a heart attack. A surreal mix of anger and panic set in. I knew what those words meant. She intended to keep a relationship with The Rapist. I stood up from the sofa in the living room of her parent’s house and faced her.
“What?”
“I’m sorry.” She looked down at the carpeted floor. I reached for the ballpoint pen in my back pocket. “We’ve known each other for too long and were really close once. A bond like that just doesn’t die.”
“Bond?” I asked in terror. “What bond? He destroyed any so-called bond you might’ve had when he took you against your will!”
CLICK-click.
“No. He was drunk. His judgment was impaired.”
“That’s no fucking excuse!”
CLICK-click.
“Keep your voice down!” she hissed, looking around cautiously for her parents, not realizing they were in the backyard. The kitchen’s sliding glass door allowed me to see them.
I fell to my knees and looked up at her. She wasn’t smiling.
“I can’t believe I’m hearing this. He got away with it,” I whispered to myself.
“No, he didn’t.”
“Yeah, he did. What if he does it again?”
“He won’t.”
“How do you know that?”
“He said he wouldn’t.”
CLICK-click.
I stood up and laughed. “Like his word is worth shit!”
CLICK-click.
She looked at my right hand and the ballpoint pen I took last week. I noticed her staring at it. “What?”
She appeared disgusted. “What’s up with you and that pen? All you do is carry it around with you and click it. It’s a little weird.”
“I don’t know. The sound is…hypnotizing, somehow. It silences the chaos in my head and organizes it when I hear shit like this.”
“Well, stop it, please. It’s creepy.”
“No, baby. Creepy is forgiving the scum fuck who violated you. Creepy is the excuse he gave you. I hate that fuck up for what he did to you. He had no right.”
“He was drunk,” she repeated. “And…I was dressed rather skimpy.”
I knew it then. She ignored her parent’s request and contacted him sometime last week. He got to her, talked to her at some length, and made her believe this was her fault. He brainwashed her.
He was going to die.
“No,” I snapped. “That’s no excuse! Drinking the way he did and getting drunk is no excuse. It’s not your fault! You dress how you want to dress. He should be able to control himself, if he’s any man at all.” I looked away. With frustration, she spoke my name with a sigh. I looked back at her with hurt and anger. This wasn’t right. “But I guess you’d know about that, wouldn’t you?” I said with rancor. She jumped up off the sofa with rage and hurt in her eyes. Stupid me, I had to take it a step further. “I’m almost willing to bet deep down you wanted him to do that to you.”
She slapped me full across the face. My skin tingled with pain as my head reeled from the hit. The lady doth protest too much, methinks. “How dare you! I did not willingly sleep with him, damn you! He forced me! I can’t believe you’d imply I cheated on you! I would never do that!”
She pushed me in the chest with her tiny hands.
Fuck this, and fuck her.
CLICK-click.
I walked to the front door. This time, I’d walk away. I paused as I was about to open the door. “Look what he did,” I said without looking back at her. “He’s come between us, and you let him.”
“No! You let him! I haven’t done a damn thing!”
“You blame yourself for what happened. You claim you’d never cheat on me? You basically did when you forgave him and let him know everything was okay again.”
CLICK-click.
I opened the door and walked out. She ran after me and tried to pull me back. We stood on the concrete walkway from the front door to the driveway. “I love you and only you,” she whispered. “Why can’t you believe that? Why won’t you believe me?”
“Oh, I believe you,” I replied coldly. “But you love him too. I see that now, and you can’t have us both. Not after what he’s done.”
“It’s not the same thing.”
“I don’t care!”
CLICK-click.
There was silence then. She hugged me, holding me from behind. I slipped the pen into my pocket, turned around, and returned her hug.
We stood there for a long time and said nothing.
The chasm of our division ripped open that afternoon.
With phase one of The Rapist’s plan complete – taking what didn’t belong to him by force, phase two could now begin - divide and conquer.
I could not let this happen. I would not let this happen.
One way or the other, this was going to end.
Chapter XI
TELEPHONE










4:26 a.m.
[image: ]
“Hello?” Her voice was thick with sleepiness.
“Hi, honey,” I whispered.
“What’s wrong?” she asked, coming more to attention.
“Nothing,” I whispered. “I just called to tell you I love you. I always have, and no matter what happens, I always will.”
She giggled a bit. “I love you too. Forever.”
“Everything’s going to be okay now.”
“I’m glad,” she whispered with such sweetness. “I have something I need to tell you.”
“I’m listening.”
“Not now. Tomorrow. Come over about noon.”
I didn’t address her request. “Listen. Just promise me you’ll never forget what I told you.”
I looked over at my car, lost in the blinding darkness of the parking lot.
“Why? You sound so serious, like something’s wrong.”
Well, let’s see. I just murdered someone who you claim you’re close to. He violated you, and I can’t seem to get over it. I also can’t accept that another man has been inside you. Other than that, no, nothing’s wrong.
“No. I just wanted you to know,” I said, attempting not to sound somber.
“Okay. I promise.”
“Good. Go back to bed and dream of something nice.”
“Okay.”
“Really…I do love you,” I said with closed eyes as I fought back the tears.
“I love you too.”
I hung up and slogged over to my car, still fighting tears. I cried for her and the emotional turmoil she’d soon deal with. For that, I hated myself. This night would be the last time I’d feel genuine emotion for a long time.
I embarked the car, started the engine, and looked back toward the town I was leaving with a heavy heart. Sorrow, anger, rage, confusion—they were my companions now.
“Wherever you are, fucker,” I told The Rapist. “That…is how you play the game, bitch!”
I pushed the car into first gear and began my journey west. The sight of my hometown disappeared in the rearview mirror. My lip twitched as I fought off the tears.
“Goodbye.”
I lit a cigarette and drove away.
It was all good now.
It was a good night all around.
It was a good night for a murder.
ACT II: REVERSION
Chapter I
ANNIVERSARY










10:32 p.m.
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Shadows of the past are fast approaching.
During the last week, I heard a faint whisper of them in my ear. Today, I witnessed one with my own two eyes. It’s no coincidence. One year ago to the day, I murdered a man. He raped my girlfriend. The reason for his murder is quite simple: he got away with what he did. He got away with murder, and so did I.
To be honest, the death of The Rapist never bothered me…until now. And when I say ‘bothered,’ I mean annoyed. I don’t want to imply I’m repentant because I’m not. Someone’s following me, and as impossible as it may seem, I think it’s The Rapist. I don’t know how, but he’s returned from the dead. He wants some kind of sick, twisted revenge.
One might suggest a pang of unconscious guilt is plaguing me. To that, I would respectfully disagree. I carry no remorse for my deed. What happened to The Rapist was just punishment for his sins, sins he committed against the love of my life and me. Now, a year and twenty-eight hundred-some-odd miles later, my past has caught up with me. It’s given me cause to kill again.
The reason revolves around the girl I left behind. I've done everything I can to forget about her and move on. It hasn’t worked. Instead, I distract myself by not thinking about her. Without notice or farewell, I left home, leaving her...and everyone else behind. I sealed my fate, thus bringing this all upon myself. I had to go. It was the only thing left to do. It was the right thing to do. She’s unclean now. The Rapist made her that way. I can’t get over him forcing himself inside of her and her forgiving him within mere weeks. Therefore, I murdered him and ran.
Now, I live on the other side of the continent under a new name and identity. Carter Frye is the nom de plume I use now, as the world can never know my actual name.
I rent a small house in the country for a modest cost. My landlord knows how to play the game. He asks no questions and keeps to himself. The arrangement works well, for I need and enjoy my privacy. No neighbors are banging on my door to borrow a cup of sugar or the lawnmower. My closest neighbor is the landlord and lives on the other side of the property, five or six miles away. In some ways, this new place I call home reminds me of the town I left behind, my actual home. I’m not totally at ease here because of this. Sometimes, I have urges to call her. I want to know if she’s forgotten me already. I know I can’t do this. If I do, I will break my self-imposed silence, and they could find me.
All I wanted was peace and solitude. I thought I’d found it.
I thought wrong.
Once more, I’ve fallen into that pot of hot water with which I’m so well acquainted. My childhood flashbacks have also returned, spewing memories of things I don’t and can’t recall. To compound matters, it looks as if local Law Enforcement might catch me, assuming The Rapist doesn’t get to me first.
I’m scared now. There’s nowhere to run this time. I know now wherever I go, he will follow.
Honestly, I didn’t want to kill again, but neither wanted to play the game. They left me no choice. Had I let either of them live, I’d be lying dead in a pool of my blood. My death wouldn’t have been an acceptable alternative.
For now, I’m safe with two freshly killed bodies in the trunk of my car. Once again, it’s time to play the disposal game. Fortunately, I know of a site out of town where no one should be at this time of night. There, I’ll burn the bodies and dispose of the remains in a local river. Then, once more, I’ll have gotten away with murder.
I felt a soft, calm wash over me as I drove out of town and deeper into the night, the same calm I felt a year ago as I walked across the reservoir bridge. I thought I could effortlessly get away with what I was doing. That is until my car decided to fuck with me and not play the game.
After a drive across the country with no maintenance and a lousy paint job, the piece of shit car was about dead. It began with the engine casually missing a cylinder now and then when it was idle. One would hear an out-of-place cough during what should be a smooth hum. Soon after, the engine would misfire at random as I drove. One of those spark plugs refused to fire. It refused to play the game. As time passed, the misfire issue worsened to where the damn car wouldn’t run. This also scared me. I was no mechanic. The last thing I needed was my car dying in the middle of the open road with two dead bodies in the trunk.
It’s bad karma, you understand. As soon as I feel good about my chances of escaping a situation unscathed, something comes along and fucks up my good time. Here, the damned car engine decided I required a rise in frustration and blood pressure.
I glanced at the dashboard and sighed. The light of the moon passed through the windshield and off the dash. Mr. Moon spoke to me. I smiled. Eleven full moons passed during the year since I put The Rapist in hell. They were all somehow inconsequential. They were imposters, not my old friend from home who witnessed my metamorphosis from a boy into a man.
I peered up through the windshield with a mad grin. “Welcome back, Mr. Moon. I’m glad you’ve come back to witness more of my handiwork.”
Mr. Moon hung there in the sky, enormous, eerie, and intimidating. His skeletal face of damnation shone through, grinning at me with its death grin.
The moon, this moon, was God’s eye. It had to be. The reflection of hell within was that of me. God was watching everything I did, remembering all my sins, telling me soon I’d face the wrath of eternal damnation. That eye, it only opens when I kill.
Or maybe it was all a freak coincidence.
The thing is, I fooled Mr. Moon this time. He only witnessed my killing of the Law Enforcement officer, not the girl.
I didn’t mind killing the officer, frankly. All pigs deserve to die, anyway. The girl named Paula…she was a different matter. I felt terrible about ending her life. But as with everything else, when it came down to either her or me, it needed to be her. She, like the rest, was expendable. I had to have her. She didn’t want me. Had she cooperated, she might still be alive. It’s not my fault she’s dead.
She didn’t know how to play the game.
It was all she needed to do.
Chapter II
PAULA










24 hours earlier
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In the past year, since my departure from the place I called home for twenty years, life wasn’t going as well as I would’ve preferred.
To have a place to live and food to eat, I had to work a begrudging forty hours a week at a shit job making pizzas for shit pay. I was alone when I turned twenty-one, with no friends or family with whom to celebrate my coming of age. Solitude was my constant companion, precisely as I wanted, or so I believed. People are generally nothing but a nuisance. Everyone will get in my way at some point. So, on my twenty-first birthday, I wanted to go to some bar, get drunk, and possibly laid to rid myself of some of this frustration I call my life.
Toucan Sam’s is a pleasant tavern on the beach featuring a grille, bar, and live music. The food isn’t bad, but the drinks are watered down and overpriced, much like the women who frequent this bar. I arrived there later than I desired because my job kept me longer than promised. I wasn’t there but a minute when I witnessed the impossible. Had I been a cartoon character, my skin would have blown off my body, leaving nothing but a dangling skeleton.
I saw her. The girl I left behind a year ago, the unclean one.
She stood on stage fronting a four-piece band, swaying behind a microphone stand, singing her heart out. The angelic tones of her voice filled the air around the stage. She closed her eyes and held her hands outward to no one in particular, emphasizing her stage presence.
I wanted to run up to her and hold her. I wanted to tell her how much I missed her and loved her. I wanted to feel her body against mine.
The pleasant fantasy engulfing me diminished when reality reminded me The Rapist had her, too. The thought disgusted me. I blinked my eyes and snapped back into actuality. I then saw the complete picture for what it was. The female on stage was not actually her. She looked one hell of a lot like her, though. I could see the differences once I moved closer to the stage. For starters, this woman’s breasts were much more abundant.
I settled back, disappointed, and sauntered to the bar for my first legal drink. A man of busy frolic approached.
“What can I get you?” he asked.
“Icehouse, bottle,” I said, deliberately anti-social. The bartender served the beer without incident. Additional frustration also became my companion as the bartender attempted to converse.
Not the way to play the game, pal.
“What’s up?” he asked.
I glared at him before replying. “Nothing.”
Mr. Bartender stepped back, clearly surprised by my manner. He held up his hands. “Sorry, man.”
Maybe he could play the game after all.
“Who’s the singer?” I asked plainly, nodding toward the stage. His glance followed mine as the band performed a so-so rendition of Madonna’s ‘Crazy for You.’
“You mean Paula?”
“Is that her name?”
He began wiping the bar. “It’s the name she uses.”
I took a swig of the beer and looked back at Mr. Bartender. “What do you mean ‘the name she uses’?”
“You know how those women are. A hottie like her? I wouldn’t be surprised if Paula weren’t her real name. It could be a stage name.”
“It’s good enough.”
With beer in hand, I left the bar and sat at a table next to the stage, next to what appeared to be the ‘band table.’  What I needed was a good excuse, an ‘in’ to get personal with Paula. I needed to know who she was.
I looked back at the bar. Some average loser there taking notes caught my eye. A plan then came to me.
Leaving my beer at the table as a bookmark, I returned to my car for a disposable camera I remembered rattling around in the trunk. The current roll bragged six remaining pictures. It would suffice. I quickly searched the car for something to write with and some paper, finding neither. I opened the glove box, unable to recall what was there or the last time I bothered to look. Inside, I found salvation lying atop the car’s owner’s manual.
“Why, hello there, old friend,” I whispered with a grin.
I picked up the only other witness to see The Rapist alive before I kicked him off the mortal coil, held it, and depressed the oversized plunger with my thumb.
CLICK-click.
How could I have forgotten this was in here?
CLICK-click.
The disoriented thoughts in my head filed neatly into order. It was the first time I felt this type of relief in a long time.
CLICK-click.
Feeling much better, I returned to my table and waited for my opportunity. Fifteen minutes of passable cover tunes dragged by before the band finally broke for a break. I observed every move Paula made with an obsession. She moved nothing like my old girlfriend at all. I grinned, knowing I might be able to fix that. Paula’s soft blond hair fell to her shoulders, curls bouncing as she walked. Her supple breasts swayed in motion with her step as her nipples poked at the tight black shirt. They revealed her decision to skip the bra.
Oh, yes. I wanted her. She would be mine. I’d make that happen come hell or high water.
Paula took her place at the band table with the guitar player while the others fetched drinks at the bar. They seemed to be close, Paula and this guy. I was far from pleased with this observation.
“Get away from her,” I hissed, the rage rising. “I’m not gonna let you have this one, too.”
CLICK-click.
Unable to watch more of their playful banter, I approached their table.
CLICK-click.
“Paula?” I asked, my voice warm and friendly while my expression remained professional. She looked at me with a beautiful smile, smelling of perfume and sweat—a deadly combination.
“Yes?” Her voice wasn’t the same, either. Not even close.
“My name’s Carter Frye. I’m with the Modesto Bee. I was hoping I could borrow you for a few minutes to talk about the band.”
Her eyes sparkled with a hint of joy. “I suppose so. Are you doing a review?”
“Well, starting next week, our paper’s doing a weekly spotlight on local bands in the area. As terrible as it must look, my job’s finding them, listening to them play, getting some info, and doing a write-up. Plus a few pictures, if possible.”
This time, her face lit up completely. She grabbed the guitar player’s arm, visibly excited. “Oh, Steve! This is so cool. We could use the exposure!”
She fell for it.
“We sure could,” Steve agreed, squeezing her hand in return. My smile faded. I didn’t like this fellow. I wished he’d get the fuck out of here…now.
Paula looked back at me. “Okay! Absolutely! Will this take very long? We go back on in fifteen minutes.”
“Not at all,” I replied, smiling pleasantly. I sat down across from Paula and carefully studied her, feeling the urge to do things to this woman. I wanted to reach out and squeeze those bulging breasts, mount her naked, sweating body, and fuck her to my climax.
“How long has the band been together?” I asked, continuing the professional façade. I took some table napkins from the center of the table and brought out my pen.
CLICK-click.
She looked at Steve and shrugged her shoulders. “Oh, about three years, I guess?” I scribbled meaningless answers on a napkin, resisting the urge to click the pen’s depressor.
“Where’s your notepad, partner?” Steve asked.
He wasn’t playing the game.
CLICK-click.
It all comes down to that, you know. Very few understand you don’t ask questions if you want to play the game. It’s nosy, and being nosy is breaking the rules. If you break the rules, there’s a penalty.
I glanced at Steve, probably firmer than I should’ve. He didn’t budge. This one could be a problem.
“This is how I prefer to work,” I said off the top of my head and looked toward Paula as I answered. I thought if I looked at Steve, he might see deception in my eyes. “Looking like a reporter in a place like this isn’t my bag. I like to be casual. So I just wing it with what I have, minus the camera.”
“Of course,” Steve said. I couldn’t tell if my flimsy excuse convinced him of my authenticity.
Paula smiled. She definitely had her smile. It brought back feelings of love, happiness, and security. Things I’d lost, things I wanted back. Paula could give me those things if she’d play the game.
I continued the mock interview. “Are you all original members?”
“Yes,” Paula replied. I clicked the pen again so I could write some more.
“And what is the name of the band?”
My question drew a funny look from Steve.
“Blind Lust,” Paula replied. I looked up at her from the napkin.
CLICK-click.
Yeah. I guess that’s one word for it.
CLICK-click.
The mock interview continued with bullshit questions. It eventually gave me a segue into matters considered more private, things I wanted to know about Paula.
“Are any of you married?” I asked, hoping for a no.
Steve glared at me as if to say, ‘What’s that got to do with anything?’
“Steve and I are engaged,” Paula said, beaming at Steve. He winked back at her. I felt my smile disappear entirely.
NO! NO! NO! NO! She’s mine!
CLICK-click.
“Well,” I said, poorly attempting to conceal my disappointment. “I guess congrats are in order.”
“Thanks,” Paula said, gushing joyfully as she stared at her engagement ring.
CLICK-click.
Steve noticed my nervous habit. “What’s with the pen?”
Enough was enough. I needed to move on.
“Old habit,” I said, dodging the question. “I think what I have here’ll do. If I could get a number where I can reach either of you in case I need more information, it’d help a bunch.”
Steve didn’t look happy.
Checkmate, fucker.
“Sure,” Paula said, snapping up one of my napkins. She took the pen from my hand and jotted down the number. I bit my lip as I watched her do it. Had anyone but Paula taken my pen in such a manner, I’d have snatched it back and rammed it into their ear. “This is our home number. The best time to call is in the evening.”
“Great,” I said, snapping up the pen after she placed it on the table next to the napkin with her phone number. “I probably won’t need to, but you know, just in case. If you have no objections, I’d like to get a couple of pictures of the band playing when you go back up.”
“None at all! That’d be awesome!” Paula said, flashing her infectious and hauntingly familiar smile. How disappointed she’d be next week when no article appeared in the paper?
“Great. Just try to look natural and ignore the camera. Forget I’m even there. It’ll look better that way.”
Paula nodded. I almost felt Steve agreeing with the part about my not being there. I bid them farewell, left the table, and returned to the bar, feeling cold as ice.
CLICK-click.
After my departure, I watched Paula beam at Steve with excitement. Shame she was getting excited over nothing. I was now in need of something more potent than beer. Sure enough, that prick Mr. Bartender scampered his way over.
“You okay?” he asked. “You don’t look so good.”
CLICK-click.
I gave him the same glare as before. He didn’t learn, this guy. “I’m fine. Mind your own damn business.” He cocked an eyebrow. I glared at him as I slapped a five on the bar. “Shot of Jack.”
Mr. Bartender poured the drink as I slipped the pen into my rear pocket. I swallowed the glass with a grimace and wiped the corners of my mouth with my forefinger and thumb. The stiff whiskey charged its way down my esophagus like a handful of tacks and broken glass. I refused to show discomfort while never taking my glare off Mr. Bartender. I spun on my heel and strode swiftly to the other side of the room. Mr. Bartender was going to lose the game if he wasn’t careful.
I looked around the room to scope out the crowd. No one measured up to Paula. No one. I had to have her, and only her.
The band soon went back on stage. With six shots left in the camera, I used them exclusively on Paula. I could almost taste the sweat of her body in my mouth. I could almost feel the softness of those breasts on my face. I could practically feel my body pressed against hers while sliding in and out of her. Then I remembered Steve would probably take her back to their house later and fuck the living daylights out of her.
The rage resurfaced.
I brought the pen back out and clicked on it repetitively. Doing so kept the urge to do something wicked at bay. I continued to stare anonymous daggers at Steve. The sensation of someone watching me canceled out my immeasurable dislike for him. I frantically looked around the room, my eyes darting from corner to corner. No one gave me as much as a glance. All I saw were obnoxious people dancing, drinking, and talking—nothing else.
I was going to dismiss the feeling when I saw him from the corner of my eye. He sat in a booth beneath the shadows at the back of the room, wearing a black trench coat and dark sunglasses. I narrowed my eyes to see through the haze of smoke and light. He was watching me.
My blood ran cold as he came into focus. I felt it drain into the lowest parts of my body as I let out a whisper of a gasp, realizing who he was. Shivers of ice shot up my spine. It bled throughout my entire body as if liquid nitrogen ran through my veins. What I saw was not possible.
A dead man sat in the corner of this room.
“No,” I whispered, shaking my head. “You’re dead. I killed you. I watched your brain splatter all over Marlowe field.” I closed my eyes and rubbed them the way a cartoon character does when he doesn’t believe what he sees is real; a futile effort, hoping that everything will return to normal when he reopens his eyes and praying for the same.
When I looked back, the booth was empty. The Rapist was gone. I was surprised, not expecting the classic eye-rubbing routine to work. In a hidden panic, I scanned the room to see if he’d gotten up in a move to make a discrete exit. He seemed to disappear into thin air.
My God. What if he survived by some curse of Satan? There was no way. The fucker bled to death after I shot him. I buried his stinking carcass in the woods lining the south end of Marlowe field, didn’t I?
I don’t remember now. After I pulled the trigger, the memories of that night became hazy or missing entirely. I see myself covering the hole, spreading forest debris, and picking up the one (three) shells as I clean up. Was it one shell? No, it was three. Yes, of course. I dropped three of them over the side of the bridge, even though I only remember firing one shot into his head.
What happened with the other two bullets? I just don’t remember.
I was scared now. The exhaustion of my life was catching up to me. I needed to get the hell out of here, return to my solace, and masturbate. I needed Paula to ride me and push her sweet body onto mine. She’ll call out my name and beg me to come inside her. That’s how I’d make her mine.
One way or another, I’d make my wish come true.
After all, it’s my birthday.
Chapter III
PUNISHMENT










10:45 p.m.
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I’d be out of town in minutes and arriving at the place where I’d burn the two bodies in my trunk.
The plan assumed the fucking car would play the game and cooperate. The engine misfired again, big time. I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach. If it were to die on me now, I’d have problems.
A small red flashing light beside the gas gauge notified me the needle was on E. This also was bad. I was sure my wallet contained no cash. If my memory was correct, there should be a 7-11 further down the road. This meant fuel.
I again glanced at the instrument panel as another mile on the odometer clicked by. The engine missed again. Angry blood rushed to my face. Yes, I understood what ‘royally pissed off’ meant.
“Look, fucker,” I said to the car, hissing under my breath. “If you don’t start fucking cooperating with me, I will punish you just like I punished the two passengers in your trunk.”
The engine missed again. This defiance was the car telling me to go fuck myself. I screamed in anger, slammed my foot on the brake pedal, and quickly released it. The car jerked violently forward and resumed course. The bodies behind me thudded against the steel separating the trunk from the backseat.
“Hey! Knock it off back there,” I yelled, turning my head toward the backseat. “I’m not gonna take any shit from the two of you either, dammit!”
The 7-11 I waited to see finally appeared as the car pushed over the hill. I was hoping the reduced engine performance was because of the deficient level of gasoline. It was a lie. I was lying to myself. The car was fucked or was soon about to be.
I guided the car on its inertia to one of the gas pumps and killed the engine. It happily died. Rolling my eyes in frustration and shaking my head, I glanced toward the 7-11 building. Some greasy-looking spick waved me on through the massive pane of glass to pump my gas. I withdrew my wallet as I filled the tank. It was indeed empty. The bare flaps of faux leather mocked me with its vacant sideways smile. I’d left the bulk of my cash at the house. There’d be no way for me to return there for it without the risk of Law Enforcement catching me.
I looked up toward the oblivious clerk. The chump kid paid little attention to me as he flipped through a magazine. I pondered jumping into the car and making a run for it. The problem involved the wetback behind the counter tagging my ass, assuming he’d not already done so. Then, more pigs would come. The fewer of those around, the better, considering my current predicament.
Perhaps I could try to reason with him and ask him to let me go get some money. He could take my watch for collateral. In reality, I wouldn’t return. He could keep the damned thing. My struggle with the Law Enforcement Officer broke it. No, my choices here were few. I feared two dead bodies would now become three. Eventually, I’d run out of room in the car’s trunk.
I looked up at the clerk again. If he wanted to live, he’d have to play the game.
I scanned the surrounding businesses, including an Exxon station a few hundred feet away. It sat dark and closed for the night. I could get forceful if the unfortunate Mexican slouched inside the 7-11 gave me a problem. No one else appeared to be nearby. I still had the cop’s gun with six bullets left in the clip.
Now I knew what I had to do.
I walked into the 7-11, dejected and tired. The clerk glanced impatiently my way as if I’d interrupted his essential task of coveting vehicles from a Roadster magazine he’d never own on minimum wage.
“Ten bucks, si—” he began. His eyes widened, and his mouth dropped open when he saw my shirt. “Jesus, buddy, what the hell happened to you?”
I looked calmly down at myself and sighed. Clearly, I wasn’t on my best game tonight. I neglected to change my clothes after killing the Law Enforcement Officer. My once clean and white T-shirt now displayed grotesque blood splatter. I looked back at the clerk, sighed, and withdrew my pen from my back pocket.
CLICK-click.
Calm.
Remain calm.
CLICK-click.
I slipped into that state where taking a life is as commonplace as drinking a glass of water. “You ask too many questions. You obviously don’t know how to play the game.”
The greasy little clerk raised his hands. “Hey, man. I don’t want no trouble.”
“Fuck you. You should have thought about that before you opened your fucking mouth, spick!” I pulled the gun from my pants and held it to his face. His eyes crossed to focus on the weapon’s barrel as his face froze in terror.
CLICK-click.
So now you want to play the game. Too fucking late!
He began to cry. “Please don’t kill me.”
“Don’t hurt me, Daddy!”
>>SMACK<<
Pain
>>SMACK<<
“PLAY THE GAME, YOU LITTLE BASTARD!”
“No, Daddy, I don’t want to anymore.”
>>SMACK<<
“TAKE IT…NOW!”
“Pleeeese daddy, nooooooooooo!”
Grabs my hair.
>>THUD<<
The wall
The floor
Hazy
“GET UP, FUCKER, OR PAY!”
Spit blood
“Moooooooommeeeeeeee—”
>>CRACK<<
Blackness
I shoved the gun into the clerk’s forehead, causing the skin around the barrel to displace. “SHUT UP, FUCKER…OR PAY!”
He went silent. I could smell piss as he lost bladder control. “You sound just like that miserable fuck who raped my girl,” I hissed. “And do you want to know what I did to him? Do you? I blew his fucking head apart!” I glared at him and smiled. “Besides, you know too much.”
He stood behind the counter with his trembling hands in the air and me on the other side, holding the gun in his face. Silence screamed as time passed.
“What’re you gonna do to me?” he asked in a small, broken voice.
I smiled. “Kill you, of course.”
He cried out. With pen in hand, I grabbed the clerk by his collar and pulled him over the counter onto the dirty, tiled floor. I shoved the gun’s muzzle against the side of his head, threw him into the paned glass double doors, and forced him outside the store.
“That’s the problem with you fucking grease backs,” I said, dragging him across the parking lot. “You come to my country and take jobs away from real and legal hard-working Americans, men with families to support. And what do you fucking do? You sit there with a fucking magazine and waste time while sucking this country dry of money meant for people born here; people who didn’t arrive here squished into the back of a van with fifty others of your kind. That is, not illegal pieces of shit like you!”
“Please, I’m only twenty-three. I’m here on a visa. I have a wife and a kid. Please don’t kill me.”
“Shut the fuck up! Didn’t you hear a fucking thing I said? Are you ignoring me? That’s not playing the game, esé. When I talk…you fucking listen!”
I stopped in the middle of the parking lot in full view of the moon. I wanted God to witness my work; I wanted a witness to this sacrifice.
I looked up at the moon in a jerk-like motion. “HEY!” I shouted at it. “Scratch another one for me!”
“PLEASE! NO!” the helpless clerk begged.
I figure it this way. He deserved to die if the little wimp didn’t bother fighting for his life. Then maybe his so-called wife could find a real man to raise her son. That said, I think he might’ve lied to me to avoid punishment. Such an act breaks a clear rule of the game and, frankly, pissed me off more than usual.
“Shut up!” I hissed in his ear. “I can’t kill you unless God’s watching!” I pointed towards the moon with the pen. “And there’s his eye!”
CLICK-click.
Mr. Moon - in his usual bravura - hung there in the sky, surrounded by a ring of mist.
“Jesus H. Christ,” the clerk said, gasping. “You’re insane.”
“NO! I AM NOT!” I shouted in his ear. “YOU’RE JUST TOO GODDAMNED NOSY FOR YOUR OWN GOOD! YOU DON’T KNOW HOW TO PLAY THE GAME!” I jerked my head back up to face the moon. “ARE YOU WATCHING? I WANT YOU TO WITNESS THIS, SO YOU’LL KNOW IT WAS ME!”
“No, plea—”
The gunshot splattering his head over the parking lot cut him off. The last thing I heard was the gunshot echo in the distance as a blowback of blood and flesh splashed into my face and chest.
Splatter.
“YES! OH, GOD, YES! MAKE ME COME!”
Pulling on my hair.
“NO, FUCKER! GRAB IT! STROKE IT!”
Rubbing hard.
“YES!”
Squeezing my eyes shut.
It’s on my face again.
Bitter.
Stings my eyes.
“Okay. Let go now.”
Rubbing hard.
“I said…LET GO!”
>>SMACK<<
The floor.
Wiping my face.
“Dammit, boy! When I talk, you LISTEN!”
“Yes, sir.”
“Now go wash your fucking face before your mother sees you like that, you filthy piece of shit.”
Walking away.
“And remember, boy…play the game—”
“Don’t tell no one. Yes, Daddy.”
I clawed at my face, dropping the clerk's body to the pavement. Sheets of blood flew off with every swipe. The weapon and pen flew off into the parking lot as I scraped blood and flesh off me.
“GET IT OFF ME!” I screamed. “STOP IT, DADDY!”
I stopped when I could see again, realizing where I was and that gore from the clerk’s body covered me. Blood pooled across the parking lot in copious amounts.
“Shit,” I said under my breath. I hadn't expected to be splattered head to toe with blood. Moving quickly, I picked up the gun and pen and ran back into the store to clean myself up post haste. How would I cover up this mess?
The answer was obvious.
Blow up the store.
I had one change of clothes left and needed to save them until I’d finished burning the corpses. To rid myself of all this blood, I removed my shirt and attempted to wipe it away. Doing so made the mess worse. I inadvertently spread it farther up and down my chest. Resigned in frustration, I used the dirty sink in the restroom to remove all traces of the gore smeared over me and slicked back my wet hair. Hanging on a hook behind the door was an oversized blue dress shirt with the 7-11 logo embroidered on the breast pocket. I snapped it up and put it on since my former shirt was a bloody mess, leaving the bloody shirt on the counter to burn.
I hurriedly returned to the cashier’s station, enabled all the gas pumps, and returned to the store’s entrance. Additional trouble awaited me there.
A parked car sat beside the dead clerk’s body, with an elderly man kneeling beside him. I was furious beyond words. People were so fucking nosy! They just couldn’t mind their own fucking business!
Nobody knew how to play the game.
I violently pushed through the front doors and began charging toward the old man with the weapon in hand pointed directly at him. The elderly man looked up and stumbled backward in surprise. He landed ass-first in a lake of blood.
“HEY!” I pointed the weapon down toward his flailing body. “Why don’t you mind—”
I fired.
“—your own—”
I fired again.
“—goddamn business?”
I fired again.
All three shots penetrated the man’s chest center mass. His dead body splashed into a pool of blood, an expression of surprise and terror imprinted upon his wrinkled face. I walked over and stared down with squinting eyes at his dead face.
“You fucking leech,” I said through clenched teeth. “You’re better off dead, you deficit-inflating, government-funded scam artist! One less half-dead waste of life my taxes pay for!”
Muffled screams emanated from inside the car. I spun around to see what was causing the commotion. An elderly blue-haired woman in the passenger seat writhed about as her arms flayed in front of her face. I glared at her with intense rage. She froze in place from my death stare.
Dead quiet.
“Oh, do shut up!” I pointed the gun at her head. A single shot ensured she would trouble me no more. A red hole appeared in her forehead, spurting blood like a busted hose.
I shook my head and sighed.
What a waste. I had but one bullet left now.
I walked from gas pump to gas pump, enabled each, and watched the parking lot flood with gasoline. It mixed in with the sea of blood, spreading it faster across the cement. The solid, sweet odor overwhelmed my senses, causing me to cringe and my eyes to water in irritation. I returned to my car. In a rare instance of solidarity, it started successfully. I drove to the edge of the parking lot to wait for the flow of gasoline to approach. As it did, I lit a cigarette with a flaming pack of matches and tossed them at the gas stream. The sea of gasoline lit with a loud WHUMP! Blue fire danced across the parking lot, with yellow in fast pursuit.
I leaped into my car, floored the gas pedal, and sped away from the coming disaster as fast as the dying vehicle would go. Five hundred feet separated us when the gasoline tanks ignited.
The explosion was unbelievable. It lit up the night. The car and I weren’t far enough away to avoid the shockwave and heat blast. The engine misfired as the vehicle shook and slid across the road, thus requiring a minor course correction.
I looked up at the moon through the windshield, wild with excitement. “Did you see that?” I let out a triumphant cry with a gleeful expression. “I did that! All by myself! God damn!”
Mr. Moon remained still and silent, balanced perfectly in a ring of white mist. I laughed.
An orange fireball in the distance where a 7-11 once stood appeared in the rearview mirror. Complete with a trench coat and sunglasses, The Rapist stood in the middle of the road, watching me drive away. He was still following me, haunting me, and not letting me forget I’d taken his life. He wanted me to pay.
An ugly frown contorted my face.
“Fuck you,” I whispered as I pushed the car into fifth gear.
The engine missed again.
Chapter IV
MALL










12:32 p.m.
Eleven hours ago
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I decided I couldn’t wait multiple days to get that roll of film with Paula’s photos developed.
I had to have it done as soon as possible.
The local mall housed one of those ‘one hour’ photo-developing shops. That’s where I dropped off the roll of film the afternoon following my discovery of Paula. The individual who took the film from me was not a pleasant fellow, but knew how to play the game. I filled out the drop-off envelope with the required information. He accepted it without asking personal questions. The only setback involved waiting longer than an hour as the young lady running the photo-developing machine had gone to lunch. The clerk suggested I return in a couple of hours. I didn’t care. Everything would be fine if I had the pictures that afternoon.
The wait would leave ample time for a bite to eat and an opportunity to shop for new clothes. Mostly, though, I scoped out women. The pickings in this town were slim. Square-jawed, black-haired, bodybuilding pretty boys already claimed the most good-looking women around these parts. Everyone else is fat, ugly, or psycho. I couldn’t help but wonder why Paula would settle down in a town like this.
I must have counted every minute until those two hours finally passed. Time passes slowly like that when it’s counted.
I passed a payphone during my return trek to the photo shop. An idea hit me as I stopped in front of it. Why hadn’t I thought of this earlier? I could’ve killed time talking to Paula to gather more information for my ‘article.’  I wanted to know precisely when Paula planned to marry Steve. Maybe there’d be time to change her mind. I retrieved the napkin with her phone number from my wallet, where I’d stuffed it the night before, and placed the call. The answering machine answered.
“Hi! You’ve reached the happy home of Paula and Steve. Nobody’s available to take your call right now, but if you leave your name and number at the beep, one of us will be happy to return your call at our earliest convenience. Thanks for calling! Bye!”
The beep tone pierced my ear.
“Paula? This is Carter Frye. I have a few more questions for you before I write up the final draft of this article. I’m not on a phone where I can receive calls and am out of the office, so I’ll call you later. Bye now.” I hung up the phone.
Disappointment. It set in my stomach like a cement block. I really wanted to hear her voice again.
I finished my walk to the photo store. Much to my surprise, a familiar face sat behind the photo-developing machine. “Paula?”
She spun around on her stool to face me. A huge smile crept across her face. “Oh! Carter! Hi!”
Look at that! A smile…just for me. Actually, it was for the person doing the ‘article’ for her band.
I grinned in return. “I’m here to pick up my pictures.”
She gave me a sly look. “I figured you might, or maybe someone from your paper would. I developed them.” My smile faltered a bit. Most of them - if not all - were of her. I wondered if she’d noticed.
“Really? Did they turn out okay?”
“For the most part.” Her smile disappeared a little. “It’s funny. Some of the other pictures in this roll are of another girl. She looks a little like me.”
My eyes widened. There were pictures of her in there? I didn’t remember this.
“Could I see them now? Please?” I begged, almost in tears. Paula reacted with surprise.
“Of course,” she said with sympathy, reaching under the counter and bringing out an envelope with my handwritten surname of FRYE on it. I grabbed it from her, ripped open the envelope, and began flipping through the pictures urgently at speeds Superman would approve of. Then I was holding them, photos of a clean and pure woman untouched by The Rapist. She was exactly as I remembered her. God, it felt so good to see her face again, not having done so in almost a year.
One picture showed her sitting alone on the couch at her parent’s house. In another, she smiled at me seductively while lying on my bed. There was one of her and me holding each other as we laughed. I marveled at how different I appeared in that photo. I looked far younger and had blonde hair then. There were several more of her by herself. Then there was the last photo, a wicked photo of her with The Rapist. I recalled taking that photo. I didn’t want to. She persisted, promising me it would be worth it. It was. Oh, was it ever.
I felt the tears streaming down my cheeks.
“Carter? Are you okay?” Paula asked, her voice laced with concern. She jolted me out of the memories of my old life. I looked up at her with raw emotion in my eyes and face. Feelings I’d forgotten about over the past year returned at light speed. Love, compassion, concern, happiness, innocence, everything my life lacked now that I’m a murderer.
“I’m sorry,” I said softly, wiping the tears off my face. Paula reached out gently and put her hand on my arm. On cue, feelings of lust, anger, and greed returned without remorse.
“Who is she?”
Now, had Paula not asked this question out of sheer concern, I would’ve said she wasn’t playing the game. The appearance of letting her in was essential to me. I let it slide. I began exaggerating my now phony sobs. “Someone I was very close to once. She died about a year ago.” I hid my eyes behind a shirt sleeve to wipe away the tears.
“Oh, Carter. I’m so sorry. I really am. I didn’t mean to pry.”
Casually, I waved my hand and looked up. “Don’t worry about it. I’ve gotten better at not thinking about it so much anymore. I’d forgotten about taking these pictures.” Furthering my plan, I picked up one of the old pictures and made the Paula comparison. “You’re right, though. She does look a little bit like you, doesn’t she?”
Paula cracked a grin. “A lot bit, if you ask me.”
I listened for notes of suspicion in her voice. I heard none.
I put the pictures back into the ripped envelope and paid for them. “When do you play again?”
Paula looked up from her work. “Tonight. You should stop by if you can.”
I grinned. “I’ll be there.”
Paula pruned her face with excitement and returned to work. She was indeed full of life and naïve. This combination would work to my advantage.
I left the photo shop, intending to return to my car. Halfway there, I experienced the weirdest sensation of someone watching me. I looked casually from side to side, seeing nothing unusual. Busy people avoiding one another wandered as they inadvertently crossed realities. To my left and farther down an adjacent section of the walkway, someone sat behind a plastic planter, looking in my general direction. I stopped walking and moved out of the flow of foot traffic to get a better look. I glanced over my shoulder, suspecting someone behind me might be the intended recipient. There was no one here but me. Now annoyed, I hurried toward the planter. Someone was about to get a cheerful earful, outlining the advantages of minding their own business. I walked around the planter to face the Peeping Tom. The attached bench sat empty. Whoever was here was now gone. I scanned the rest of the walkway to the exit doors. The results were two people. One was an elderly female doing her daily ‘mall walker’ power walk around the inside perimeter of the mall’s walkways. The other was a rather portly man who couldn’t have walked the distance from the planter to the exit door in the time it took me to realize him.
I gave up my search then, not wanting to waste time looking in each store between the exit doors and where I stood. I resumed my original course and left the mall through one of the anchor department stores where I typically parked my car. Those lots are less crowded than the food court or the movie theater. The awkward sensation returned as I crossed the parking lot. I kept walking this time without letting on that I knew someone might be watching me. When I reached my car, I turned around to face the double doors of the department store. A man in a trench coat stood directly on the other side of those doors in the entrance’s foyer. I strained my eyes to get a better look.
For the second time today, my stomach sank.
There he stood. The Rapist. He stared at me through those dark black sunglasses.
“No,” I whispered. “You can’t possibly be alive.”
Now I was pissed. I wouldn’t let a dead man stalk or intimidate me. I sprinted to the department store entrance, my feet pounding the pavement beneath me. The Rapist stepped away as I approached the sidewalk leading to the mall.
Coward!
I wanted to catch the bastard who thought it amusing to fool me into thinking the man I killed last year had returned from the grave. With both hands, I yanked open both doors into the department store and charged through the foyer, damn near knocking some sales girl onto her ass.
“Is there something I can help you with, sir?” she asked, feigning politeness as she brushed off her blouse. Clearly, she was perturbed.
I scanned the store for him, only to whirl around to her. “A man was standing here wearing a trench coat and sunglasses. Did you see which way he went?”
The salesgirl looked at me as if I’d fallen off my trolley. “Sir, I’ve been standing in this area for nearly ten minutes, and the only person I’ve seen come near these doors is you…and you were leaving.”
I wondered if that last part was factual or a suggestion.
My frustration level rose. “That’s impossible! I saw him from outside! He was watching me through those doors!”
“Sir, I’m telling you, nobody has been out these doors or even near them except you and me.” The salesgirl looked around nervously. As well, she should. She was on the border of not-playing-the-game land.
This was going nowhere.
“Don’t you have some kind of surveillance camera that watches these doors or something?”
“No. Not really.” She fearfully glanced around for other people, perhaps someone to run to if she felt her life was in danger.
“Never mind then,” I said, waving her off as I stormed out the doors.
“Have a good day, sir,” she called out as I left. After the door closed, I heard her call me a psycho. I let it pass, considering the source looked like a nickel-and-dime slut pretending to be in a class of women she’d never achieve. I had other matters to attend to.
As I drove out of the parking lot, I thought I saw him again in the department store’s foyer. I wiped my hand across my eyes and sighed—beads of sweat formed on my face. A cigarette would ease my nerves. I lit one and drove home, although I can’t quite call it home anymore. I’m not sure why. Or maybe I know and don’t want to admit it.
Someone was going to die tonight. I could feel it coming.
I looked at my watch. It’s been exactly one year since I put The Rapist down. It’s our first anniversary, The Rapist and me; his death and my birth as Carter Frye.
Only no one’s celebrating.
Chapter V
VALEDICTION










11:10 p.m.
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I needed to work fast.
The area would soon swarm with Law Enforcement and fire equipment in response to the mess I left behind at the 7-11.
The car now randomly missed two cylinders as I drove, not just one. To exacerbate an already highly stressful situation, my anger and frustration levels were in the red. I felt I was quickly losing control of the situation. Such a state was a dangerous place to be. It invited sloppiness, which could leave evidence of my activities behind. I clicked my pen. It helped some, but not nearly enough for me to think coherently.
I could no longer see the glow of the fire on the horizon when I came upon my destination, a broken concrete road leading off the main road to a private and quiet place. After one too many narrow escapes, I was finally here.
I turned carefully onto the wrecked concrete. The road, once a private driveway, was years in disrepair. It was more dirt now, with enough pits and dips to cause the vehicle’s suspension to shake and whine during the mile drive into the wilderness. The beaten driveway led to an opening where the foundation of a large house or building used to stand. In its place now was one massive hole in the ground, presumably the remains of a basement.
I stopped the car in front of the pit and killed the engine. The headlights died as well. It didn’t matter. Mr. Moon continued to cast enough light through the trees to see. Once again, Mr. Moon would be my accomplice.
I walked to the trunk of the car and heard the click as I unlocked it. Gingerly, I leaned in and felt the two bodies. To my amazement, both were still warm. I lifted Paula’s body from the trunk and carefully laid her on a pile of old leaves and pine needles. The disturbance of the debris produced a pleasant smell.
I stared down at her, inspecting the sloppy job I’d done, redressing her in a pair of my old sweat clothes before moving her body to my car. Not much remained of the outfit she wore earlier this evening. They were in shreds, nothing more than tattered rags. I bit my lip as I eyed her from top to bottom. Even in loose-fitting clothes, her curves were prevalent. My eyes focused on her big, pouting breasts. Without shame, an erection jumped to life in my pants. Still biting my lower lip, I looked toward the broken driveway as if someone might jump out from behind a tree to warn me off about the act under consideration.
“She hasn’t been dead all that long,” I said aloud, reasoning with myself. “She’s still warm.”
The rock in my pants agreed with me. Jerking off wouldn’t fix this, not to the satisfaction I wanted.
Paula’s eyes were closed. After she’d expired, I shut them and cleaned her face. I didn’t want to destroy her, knowing she looked poorly.
I looked around again, unsure of what I expected to find. No one was out here, not even close. If someone tried to come up the broken driveway, I’d hear it long before they arrived. Therefore, I carefully undressed Paula, treating her as if she were asleep. I stood up and looked away. Here was my last chance to be one with Paula before she’d be forever gone. So what if she’s dead? It’ll be like fucking a gal who’s passed out drunk sans the breathing. I couldn’t spend too much time deciding where to point my moral compass.
Before I could choose to cross another line, she spoke my name. I whirled around and looked down at her. Paula was no longer lying there. My long-time-gone girlfriend lay in her place. I asked her name in question.
“I’ve missed you,” she whispered, laying there in all her beautiful naked glory, covered in Mr. Moon’s glow. The sight of her nude body causes my erection to throb harder. I cautiously undressed. Leaves crunched as I knelt beside her. I couldn’t take my eyes off her perfect breasts, still full and prominent.
“I’ve missed you too,” I whispered.
She looked into my eyes. “I’m still clean. He hasn’t been with me yet. Make love to me. I need to be with you again.”
I reached for one of her breasts and gave it a gentle squeeze. I then grabbed her other breast and squeezed them both. She said nothing as she looked up at me and smiled. I proceeded up the length of her body and sucked on her breasts. They were so warm and soft. I let her entire breast fill my mouth as I sucked harder and nibbled. She didn’t complain. One of my hands slid down her smooth, flat stomach and to her crotch. I ran my fingers through her pubic hair, feeling her warm, wet mound.
I wanted her so fucking badly. I couldn’t remember a time I wanted her more. I needed to become one with her again. Gazing at her angelic face, I propped myself up. She stared back, smiling slightly, so at peace. I kissed her on the mouth and teased her tongue with mine. Her response to me was soft, almost dreamlike. She allowed me to push her tongue with mine. I stopped to glide my tongue down her face to her neck, where I continued to kiss and nibble on her.
“I want you so bad, baby,” I whispered.
“Take me,” she whispered back.
I sat and stared at the pie-shaped mound of hair under her navel. So smooth, so rounded. I licked her stomach and worked to the edge of her pubic hair, slowly running my tongue down to her exposed flesh, only stopping to reposition myself below her. With my hands under her legs, I pushed them over my head and rested them on my shoulders, giving me complete access to her inner thighs and everything in between. I crept my tongue into her body, licking her hard, almost lapping her like a thirsty dog over a water dish. The taste of our previous lovemaking lingered as I pressed my face into hers.
I could stand no more. My cock was so hard and ready to explode. I pushed her legs apart and lowered my body to hers. She continued to smile sweetly. Her gaze never left my face. I grabbed myself and slowly penetrated her body. After so many nights alone, wishing I could be with her again, we were finally together. She moaned as I pushed deeper inside her. Mr. Moon watched in approval. The silk lining inside her was exquisite beyond words. I rocked her back and forth, savoring the sensation of her body as long as I could bear it. I looked down at her porcelain white body, relishing the intense pleasure it gave me, letting my body fall against hers so that her breasts pushed up against me. The fullness of them made me thrust deeper into her. Her serene face continued to smile. Small moans and gasps slipped out of her as I pushed. I closed my eyes and moaned, kissing her open mouth and licking her lips.
I spoke her name. “Come on, baby,” I whispered in her ear. “Make me come. I wanna come inside you.”
“Do it,” she whispered.
I stopped, rolled over, and pulled her on top of me. Her body sucked at me as I grabbed her hips and rocked harder.
“Oh, my God, baby. I’m gonna come.”
“Give it to me,” she whispered in her soft voice. I felt myself swell as the load within me rose, sending five or six bursts into her in one jerk motion. My balls shrunk to the size of microwave-dried peas. I dug my fingers into her hips and slowly pushed until I was empty. Her body fell against me when I let go of her hips. I was sweating and gasping for air with the intensity of my climax. My eyes were closed as I held her face and kissed her.
“I love you,” I whispered.
“I love you, too,” she said. Her words didn’t come from her mouth. She spoke to me from deep within the surrounding woods.
I opened my eyes in surprise as I held her face, only now it took a considerable effort to do so. She was gone. In her place were Paula’s half-open, fogged-over eyes. I could find no life there. Reality rapidly set back in. All the happy feelings associated with my old girlfriend were gone. I was once again the same miserable bastard I’d been for so long.
I kissed her on the mouth. “Paula, I love you…I do. I’ll always love you. If you had done this, if you’d just played the fucking game when I asked you to, you’d still be alive.”
The empty, washed-out sensation from ejaculation overtook me as the seconds passed. Men often feel a sense of tranquility and drowsiness after they have achieved their desired release. The experience left me with a bitter taste and an empty feeling in my gut. With one indifferent push, Paula’s useless carcass fell off me. It thudded to the ground with indifference. I wiped myself clean with the discarded sweatshirt and redressed.
Goodbye, Paula. Thanks for the memories.
Chapter VI
KIDNAP










7:30 p.m.
Four hours ago
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I arrived at Toucan Sam’s before the band and sat at the far end of the bar, even with the stage and out of sight, where no one would notice me.
If The Rapist showed up again in his trench coat and sunglasses, I’d see him before he’d see me. Also, I wanted to get to Paula before anyone else. Tonight, she’d be mine.
My plan was not some elaborate ruse involving several angles. None of that using a gun or knife and forcing her into my car bullshit one might see in the movies. No, my plan is, in fact, the very definition of simplicity. There was a strategically placed briefcase in the trunk of my parked car. I’ll tell Paula it contains a ‘rough draft’ of the article. In reality, it holds nothing more than my bills and a folder with my rental agreement. I’ll persuade her to accompany me to my car to show her a copy of the non-existent article. Perhaps I’d invite her to sit in the passenger seat while I fetch it from the trunk. Somehow, I’d have to get close enough to her to knock her out with the paint thinner I had stashed in the trunk for this very occasion. For lack of chloroform, it’d have to do. I hoped to sit in the driver’s seat while handing her the folder with the faux article, at which point I’d use the thinner on a shop rag to knock her out.
But she might not want to sit in my car. I could ‘accidentally’ let the papers in the folder spill to the ground, where I could ask for her help to gather them. I could use the thinner doused rag, then. If worse comes to worst, I could just pull her down and knock her out.
Once in the car, handcuffs attached to both sides of the passenger seat’s frame would keep her locked down. It’d have to do until I could get her back to my humble abode ten minutes away, give or take.
People get kidnapped all the time, usually right out from under the noses of loved ones, with lesser plans. Now, I’d have to think on my feet. I felt confident I could pull this off. I had to. There was no other choice.
The band showed up fifteen minutes later. It took Paula five minutes to discover I was here, even in my out-of-sight position. She hurriedly walked up to me, her eyes gleaming with excitement. I watched her hips sway as she walked. She wore a tight black miniskirt tonight, detailing her panty line. A loose-fitting shirt accompanied. I had to blink a few times. Flashes of my old girlfriend filled my head, specifically those of her the day The Rapist made her unclean. She’d worn a similar outfit that day, didn’t she?
I looked up to eye her chest, trying in vain not to be obvious about the deliberate direction of my stare. I can only imagine how many men in Paula’s life must’ve talked to her chest instead of her face. Best not to make that mistake. I wouldn’t want to be mistaken for a pervert.
Once again, her ample breasts pushed her shirt out to reveal a bra’s absence. The combination was sublime. I smiled. Fantasies of what I wanted to do to her were so intense I didn’t hear her say, “Hi, Carter! How are you tonight?”
I snapped to attention and looked up into her beautiful baby-blue eyes.
“Sorry?”
She flashed her bubbly smile and sat down. “I said, how are you tonight?”
I smiled weakly and shrugged my shoulders while staring dreamily at her. “Okay, I suppose.”
She was all smiles.
God, Paula, I have to have you. Can’t you see that I have to make you mine? You’re the only woman who can save me from this cold despair I’ve sunk into. Your face, your smile, your body, you’re perfect. I’ll find no one like you again. I have to know what it’s like to make love to you. It has to be the very definition of perfection.
“Is it that girl in the pictures?” she asked, half-smiling, suggesting she didn’t want to be rude.
I shrugged my shoulders again. “I miss her. And I’m embarrassed to admit you remind me of her.”
Paula gently placed her hand on my arm. “Don’t be embarrassed. I’m very flattered you’d compare me with someone who meant so much to you.” She leaned forward and gave me a small hug. I thought I’d die of endorphin overload when I felt the pressure of her breasts against my body for the first time. I was instantly hard and sitting in a position that made said hardness uncomfortable. “You seem like such a nice guy, Carter. A real sweetheart. Someday, I’m sure you’ll make some lucky girl very happy.”
This patronizing wasn’t what I wanted to hear. It felt like a much-loved girlfriend was giving me the kiss-off speech.
She pulled back and held my arms. I looked into her eyes. For a moment, I thought I might kiss her.
I didn’t.
“Thank you,” I choked through a phony sob. “It’s kind of you to say so.”
She smiled such a sweet smile. “Listen, I have some stuff to get done. I’ll come back before I go on, okay?” I nodded my head. She gave me another small hug and left.
I sighed from the frustration of it all. I wanted Paula! Now! Not later, not tomorrow, now!
True to her word, Paula returned after ten minutes of pre-show prep to chat with me. She was full of smiles as she approached. Oh, yes. Tonight, I’d give Paula something she’d never forget.
“Carter,” she called out as she approached. I gave her a friendly glance while raising my eyebrows in acknowledgment. She sat down across from me and looked directly into my eyes.
I felt my heart rate jump. God, I wanted her love.
“Steve said you called and left a message earlier. You had additional questions?”
How I hated hearing about Steve and their life together as if they were close. It was too reminiscent of a similar conversation back home, one frequently revolving around The Rapist’s status in her life. It made me sick to my stomach.
Paula sealed her fate with this question. It was the perfect opportunity to convince her to accompany me to my car. I felt my expression light up with this idea.
“Yes. Yes, I do, as a matter of fact. I’m glad you said something. I almost forgot about it.” Paula looked intrigued. I stood up. “I finished a rough draft of the article I plan to submit, but there are a couple of things I wanted to go over with you before I do.”
“Okay,” Paula said, beaming with excitement.
“I didn’t want to bring all my papers in here,” I said, hoping this ploy would work. “They’re out in my car.”
“Well, I can come outside with you if you don’t want to bring them all in here.”
Paula was making this too easy.
I motioned toward the door. “Sure.”
Paula followed as I proceeded to the exit. She turned back toward the stage. “Steve?” He looked up from a pile of cables. “I’m going outside with Carter to see a copy of the article for the paper.” He waved at her and went about his business.
Way to play the game, Steve. Way to play the game.
Paula walked beside me as we ambled down the street toward the lot where my car sat. I needed to vamp during our walk to keep up my charade as an interested reporter.
“I wanted to tell you I really like the sound you and the band have. The start and finish of the songs are flawless. Those are the parts of songs people remember and where mistakes stand out the most. I didn’t hear any of that last night.” I figured buttering her up like this might ease her anger later, after taking her.
“Thank you,” she said, grinning ear to ear. Had I not been looking at her, one could effortlessly hear the smile on her face. Maybe I had a real chance with her after all. Perhaps deep down, she wanted me as I wanted her and didn’t want that meddling Steve to know.
We reached the passenger side door of my car. I opened it for her, hoping she’d take the bait and have a seat. She didn’t. It was my stupid fault why. On the seat sat the briefcase that should be in the trunk. I wondered to myself why this was. I was sure I’d left it in the trunk with the thinner and rag. Now, I’d have to improvise, as I could think of no good reason to want to go into the trunk.
“It’s in here,” I said, lifting the briefcase off the passenger seat and setting it on the car’s roof. I opened it, pulled out the manilla folder of papers, and deliberately let them slip from the folder onto the white gravel in the parking lot. I felt my adrenaline rush, hoping this cheap stunt would work. Paula giggled and hunkered down to pick them up.
Holy shit! It worked! I felt my eyes widen in amazement as I stared at the top of Paul’s head.
“Sorry about that,” I said apologetically. There was no time or excuse to go into the trunk now. I quickly scanned the parking lot, looking left and right again to ensure we were alone. There were far-off voices of people in the area, but no one was in sight. I closed the briefcase and looked down at Paula. I could finally lose the counterfeit look of innocence. She remained hunkered down, still looking at the parking lot as she gathered papers.
“It’s okay,” she replied.
I sighed with confidence.
“It will be now,” I whispered as I brought the briefcase down onto the base of her neck. I did so as hard as I could manage. The noise of the fake beige leather connecting with her flesh and bone was louder than I thought it’d be. Paula cried out briefly and collapsed to the ground. Small white pebbles and white dust littered the outer edges of her hair. She stirred, her body trembling with a gentle moan. I brought the briefcase down to the same area again. This time, she lay silent. I re-scanned the region for witnesses. No one was watching, much less nearby.
Perfect.
With purpose, I popped the trunk and wet the shop rag with thinner. My hands were shaking. The smell of paint thinner filled the air as the process dragged on, and droplets of paint thinner flew from the can. I knelt next to Paula and turned her over. She stirred. Her eyelids fluttered as if attempting to awaken from a bad dream.
I paused, waiting to see if she’d open her eyes.
“Steve?” she whispered from a twilight state. After the hits I gave her, she should most certainly be seeing stars by now. The mention of Steve’s name enraged me. I pressed the rag against her mouth and nose and pushed it there. Paula whined a little as she poorly attempted to jerk free of my clutches. Her effort bore no fruit. She quickly slipped into a comfortable, painless state of unconsciousness. I removed the rag and put my ear against her mouth. She was still breathing. Thank Jesus on his holy popsicle sticks.
I carefully picked up her limp body and set her in the passenger seat. Taking Paula in this fashion had been a calculated risk. I re-scanned the parking lot once more for witnesses before closing the door. One can never be too careful. I picked up the remaining papers from the parking lot, put them into the briefcase, and tossed it in the trunk with the rag. That accomplished, I discreetly crept over to the driver’s side.
The clock was ticking. I had only minutes before Steve noticed Paula’s extended absence. He’d then come looking for her. Fortunately, Steve didn’t know what kind of car I drove. He might spend five or ten minutes looking for her before alerting his bandmates. I had plenty of time to slip away unnoticed.
From my place in the driver’s seat, I secured Paula’s hands to the waiting handcuffs should she regain consciousness during the drive. Once we were out of the beach club strip, I’d back-road it to where I lived. She could kick and scream all she wanted; no one would see or hear.
My body was alive with energy balanced out by a soothing stillness.
Paula didn’t stir once during the drive to my house. After we arrived, I uncuffed Paula from the seat, left the cuffs on her wrists, and carried her limp body into my bedroom. I carefully laid her on the bed and secured her wrist cuffs on the frame. Using a length of white rope I kept in my excuse for a utility closet, I bound her legs by running rope tied to her ankles to the posts underneath the front bed. She was now secure and going nowhere. I knelt at the bed’s base and looked up Paula’s skirt to see the color of her panties.
Black.
I felt my erection grow.
All would go well if Paula cooperated and played the game.
I stood up slowly and walked around to the right side of the bed to touch her breasts and caress them. They felt exactly as I imagined they would - soft, warm, and full.
I didn’t want to wait. I wanted her now.
No. I needed to confront Paula first, to explain why before any consummation could occur. I sat next to her on the bed and waited. She stirred a few times over ten minutes. I sighed. This would take forever. My patience was gone. To move things along, I went to the bathroom, fetched an ammonia inhalant from the first aid kit under the sink, and snapped it under her nose.
Paula slowly awoke. Her face wrinkled as she shook her head to escape the foul smell of ammonia. I eagerly watched her eyes flutter open, anticipating what was to come. She looked directly at me in apparent confusion. “Carter?”
I gently touched her arm and smiled at her with measurable compassion. “Don’t worry,” I whispered to her. “This is for—”
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“—your own good,” I said as I threw a lit pack of matches on top of the bodies in the pit where a grand home once stood.
My supply of match packs was quickly depleting. I’d stolen a box of them from Pizza Hut eight months ago and used them to light cigarettes. I was too cheap to pay for a lighter, so I kept the dwindling box of matches in the trunk of my car with everything else.
The two bodies caught fire immediately as I’d soaked them completely in gasoline minutes earlier. An unimaginable stench from the foundation pit hit me full force, causing me to fall backward and vomit. I don’t know how to describe burning flesh, as there’s no basis for comparison. It’s not akin to overcooking a hamburger or a steak. It mainly was the odor of burning hair, which smelled quite foul.
I kicked the remains of my upchucked lunch in the dirt to cover it up. Eventually, Law Enforcement would discover this place. I didn’t want to leave any of my possible DNA for them to find. Contaminating it seemed the best option.
I walked back to the car to wait for the burning to complete. Afterward, I’d crush the bones.
Ten minutes passed before the fire died down. Soon, I’d be done.
What I was supposed to do after that, I didn’t know.
Chapter VIII
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“I don’t really have to justify myself or my actions to you if I don’t want to,” I said.
I held the pen in my left hand. Paula lay spread eagle on my bed, now fully awake. Her pretty face stared at me with disfigured horror. “But I feel - because I love you - you must know why.”
CLICK-click.
“You love me?” Paula asked, trying desperately to remain calm. She pulled her hands up to show her captivity. The cuffs rattled against the bed frame.
“If you play the game, Paula, it’ll only be a temporary measure,” I said, attempting to assure her she had a way out. I sat down on the bed next to her.
“What do you mean ‘play the game?’” she asked, annoyed.
I ignored the question. “Let me tell you a little story.”
CLICK-click.
“I used to be a normal, average, everyday person…like you. I had a beautiful girlfriend and an okay life, but there was this man. He was my girlfriend’s so-called best friend. One day, she dressed up for me as I was going to her house for dinner. For me, she wore a skimpy skirt, much like the one you’re wearing now. Her so-called ‘best friend’ invited her to go for a walk before I was due to show up. She agreed.”
CLICK-click.
“He told her there was something for her at his house, and he wanted to show it to her, so she went. When she got there, he violated her.” I paused. It hurt to remember this. “This guy took from me the one thing that meant more to me than anything else in this life. He abused her. He made her unclean, so I couldn’t have her anymore. She and I, we were virgin to each other. I’ll bet you didn’t know that.” I chuckled and shook my head. “Of course you don’t. How could you? Anyways, when the whole thing was over, Law Enforcement arrested him, and all I had to show for it was an unclean girlfriend. Well, if that wasn’t bad enough, she forgave him for what he did to her because they’d been such close friends and shared a ‘special bond,’” I said, dripping with sarcasm.
CLICK-click.
I laughed, looking away from Paula. “Oh, God, she was so blind. She couldn’t see him for the scumbag he really was.” I stopped long enough to look at Paula. “I decided then to take matters into my own hands, so he’d pay. Really pay. Even if he got away with what he did in court, it wouldn’t matter. She forgave him, and that’s what he wanted.
“So one night, I set him up to meet me someplace, a field in Bumfuck, Nowhere where the two of us would be alone. It was there I walked him to his in extremis and gave the fucker a one-way ticket to hell.”
Paula’s face cringed at the revelation of the truth that I was, in fact, a malefactor.
CLICK-click.
“It was then he truly paid. I served the justice he deserved.
“But I couldn’t stay there anymore. Everyone would know I was responsible, so I ran and ended up here.” I paused again so I could compose myself. “This happened a year ago today.” I chuckled. “Ironic, isn’t it?”
Paula’s face froze with shock…or maybe disgust. “What exactly do you want from me?”
I snapped back into reality, having drifted into thoughts of her and the long-lost photos of her Paula developed earlier in the day. “Those pictures you saw, the one of the girl who looks like you?” I paused. Paula nodded. “That’s her. When I saw you for the first time, I thought you were her. I know now that you aren’t, but I can make you into her, so I can have my life back.” I took one of her restrained hands. “If you play the game, you won’t get hurt. I promise you.”
CLICK-click.
I didn’t look at Paula then, but I knew she was on the verge of panic. Her breathing was strenuous and labored. The smell of fear rolled off her in waves. The scent was intoxicating, reminiscent of alluring pheromones.
“I can’t be her, Carter, if that’s even your real name. I’m my own person. You have to let me go. I have my own life with Ste—”
I whirled around to face her, angry at the suggestion. She flinched, unable to finish his name. “No! You’re mine now! I have to have you!” Anger melted away into desperation. “You’re so perfect, and I have to make you mine. You can either play the game, Paula, or you can take your chances. What’ll it be?”
“And what would you have me do? Sleep with you? Are you insane?”
I leaped on top of her and mounted her.
CLICK-click.
“Do you know what the actual definition of insanity is, Paula? It’s someone who does the same thing over and over again, hoping for a different result but ultimately achieving the same…every time! I’m not insane because I do not suffer from that endless cycle of failure. Every time I do something, I get the intended result. If anything, it makes me a fucking genius.” Paula looked offended, but said nothing. “And to answer your question, yes, making love with you would be a great start.” I grabbed her shirt and stopped short of ripping it open. We looked at each other, eye to eye. “You belong to me now, Paula. Forget Steve. He’s part of your past.” I dropped the pen to the floor and ripped open her white shirt, exposing her large, full breasts sans bra. A warm rush engulfed me as I fondled them.
Paula remained silent and still. “Stop. Please?”
I stopped gazing at her breasts long enough to look at her with furrowed eyebrows and raging eyes. “The more you beg me to stop, the more pissed off I’ll get. So don’t!” I lowered my face to suck on one of her nipples. I savored her sweet taste of sweat and flesh.
She began to cry. Her less-than-stellar reaction wasn’t how I imagined our first time together. One might suppose I was in the neighborhood of not-at-all pleased. “You will shut up, and you will enjoy this, or I will punish you. Do we understand each other?” She nodded without replying. “I want you, Paula. I haven’t wanted anybody like this since I left home. Now tell me you want me.” She remained silent, staring at me with expressionless eyes. I pushed my face to hers. “Tell me!” Paula uttered a small cry. I grabbed the back of her hair and yanked her head back. This time, she cried aloud. “Tell me you want me!” I said, harder. She screamed. I backhanded her across the face. “Scream all you want! No one can hear you!” I composed myself. “Now tell me you want me, Paula. Last warning.”
“I…I want you,” Paula said in a small, helpless voice. I reached up her skirt and rubbed her through her underwear. She was hot and wet.
I took my place on the bed beside her. “See, Paula. You’re wet,” I whispered in her ear. “I know you want me, too. You just didn’t want Steve to find out. Now beg me to fuck you!”
“No,” she sobbed without hesitation. I sat up and straddled her. The declination of my offer earned her a much harder backhand across the face. Blood originating from her gums flew from her mouth. A red splotch in the shape of my hand formed on her right cheek.
“Say it!” I said, demanding complete submission. She clenched her teeth and held her breath. I slapped her again, causing her to cry out louder. Both her cheeks now burned beet red. Blood dripped from the corner of her mouth onto the sheet.
“STEVE! HELP ME! PLEASE!” she screamed.
“NO!” I shouted in her face. I withdrew to compose myself again. “No one will help you. Only you can help yourself. Now say it, goddamn you! Tell me to fuck you!”
I grabbed the top of her skirt and ripped it off in one hard yank. Her beautiful body in those sexy black panties made me gasp in awe. I could only imagine the amount of pleasure her body would bring me. This consummation would be so beautiful if she’d just fucking cooperate already! I reached under her panties and gently caressed her. She cried out again, causing me to stop and lower my head with an enormous sigh. Paula completely relaxed before I could demand she comply with my wishes again. She stopped resisting.
“Okay,” she said, glaring at me with rage. “Fuck me then! Let’s just get it over with!”
I ripped her panties off and gazed at her Goddess-like body. She was going to feel so good. “Good girl,” I whispered to her. “Relax. You’ll enjoy this.”
“No. No, I won’t,” Paula whispered as I undressed. “I want you to remember something while you get your rocks off. You’re no better than the man who raped your girlfriend. You’re doing exactly what he did to you. You’re stealing someone else’s life.” She paused and grinned, looking as if she might have a secret. “Steve and I were virgin to each other, too. I’ll bet you didn’t know that. Of course, you don’t. How could you? Anyways, maybe this time, Steve will murder you.”
Her mockery of my words earned her a slap hard enough to send vast blots of blood across the room and onto the floor. I pushed my face into hers, my upper lip raised in defiance. “No! That will never happen, Paula. Want to know why? I’m not dumb enough to get caught.” I positioned myself between her legs and forced myself inside her.
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The fire had burned out completely, leaving only a few glowing embers in its wake.
I walked to the pit where the charred bodies lay. Two black, smoldering skeletons covered in melted gore grinned back at me.
“Ugh. This is gonna suck!” I moaned in disgust.
I retrieved a pair of thick, leather work gloves and two rough, red bricks I’d taken from my driveway from the trunk of my car. While constantly gagging from the putrid smell, I dragged the smoldering bodies to the remains of a concrete surface on the other side of the pit. The job was not as simple as I’d imagined. Limbs separated from the bodies as I dragged them out of the hole. Black stringy gunk stretched from stuck bones as I pulled at the bodies. The debacle forced me to make several trips to retrieve pieces that wouldn’t play the game.
With all the various parts on the concrete slab, I began the arduous task of crushing up the bones with the two bricks. This monotonous task took much longer to complete than I initially expected. The bones were tender from the heat of the fire and more easily crushed. However, the splatter of gore that didn’t burn prolonged the task.
The ugly task of crushing those remains seemed to take a lifetime.
The things we do for love.
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Paula lay tense on the bed as I had my way with her.
She made no noise and refused to open her eyes, not allowing me to look into her soul. Her warm, wet body sucking on me was pure heaven. There was no sensation equal to the pleasure her body provided. If she’d been an actual participant, I could’ve classified it as the best sex I’d ever had. Her breasts swayed with the motion of my body. I looked down at where I’d penetrated her, watching juices seep from within her as I slid into and out of her body.
“Tell me to come for you, Paula,” I whispered. She groaned and gasped. For a moment, I believed she was enjoying this.
“Come on,” she sighed. “Come for me, baby. I want all of it.”
Baby? I knew it! She was into me, after all! Paula really wanted it. She really wanted me. She was hiding her feelings to spare Steve. She could play the game.
I looked down at her, studying her expression. She returned my attention with those beautiful blue eyes. I wanted to feel those long, sexy legs wrapped around me and let her dig her long nails into my back.
“Paula?” I whispered. She stared gently back with a hint of a smile. “If I unlock your hands and legs, are you going to play the game?”
She looked dreamily at me. “Yes, baby,” she whispered sweetly, smiling thoughtfully with half-closed eyes. “Let me give it to you the way you deserve to have it. I promise…it’ll be nothing like you’ve ever experienced. Let me give it all to you.”
Could this be true? Was this possible?
I untied the rope around her ankles without hesitation to free her legs. With a groan of effort, I reached over the right side of the bed for my pants, took out the handcuff key, and undid the handcuffs around her wrists. Paula rubbed her wrists while gazing into my eyes with passion and love. With my total weight on top of her, I glared down at her to give her the requisite warning, “If you try anything, I will kill you.”
She shook her head gently, showing she’d behave as she wrapped her legs around my waist and her arms encircled my body. She moaned as I slowly slid into her. I couldn’t do this more than a handful of times before I felt the need to orgasm. Her submission made it this way. I couldn’t handle it. She must’ve known I was close.
“Come for me, baby,” she whispered in my ear. “Come inside of me. Let me have all of you.”
That was it. I exploded into semi-consciousness. Worlds passed by in my mind as the warm sensation of ecstasy enveloped me. A bright light appeared somewhere in my head. The beautiful voices of angels sang, beckoning me to join them in all eternity, forever.
Was I dying? Was this a near-death experience?
That euphoric world slipped away. Leaving me flat on top of softly moaning Paula. It was over. I was empty. I pushed up and gazed down at her impeccably built body, knowing it was now mine.
Paula smiled gently. I smiled back. “Thank you,” I whispered. “I love you, Paula. Your surrender means more to me than I could ever say. Thank you.”
Paula slid her hand around the back of my head. She gently pulled me toward her lips. “No. Thank you, Carter. Thank you for letting me go, you fucking psycho!”
With the thrust of a rocket, she brought her knee up between my legs.
Big, fat, misshapen stars filled my field of vision. I felt not at all well.
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I’d finally finished crushing up all those goddamned bones, gazing in awe at my creation, a neat pile of white and charred black shards and chunks.
I kept Paula’s jawbone. It’s my memento. It now lives inside my pocket.
Now highly sick and tired of this process and ready to be done with it, I retrieved a trash bag from the car’s trunk and scooped the remains inside. It took multiple handfuls to do so. Afterward, I tied the bag and put it into the trunk with all the other tools I’d used at this site. I’d take them to the nearest river and dump them into the flowing water. Then I’d be finished here, in this town that would soon shun me.
I changed into a fresh set of clothes from my backpack. There was no more blood and gore on me to give away my activities this fine evening. I finished with the tedious task of cleaning up and drove away from the site. The nearest river I knew of would be another five or six miles down the road. It flowed underneath a long-spanning bridge into the next county, one step closer to the state line.
Where was I going? I didn’t know. My intuition would guide me, and it said to go east.
The car suddenly let out a loud, reverberating backfire. Anyone ignorant of the car’s engine problems might have thought a stick of dynamite exploded underneath the car. It was that loud. The engine quit. I now had no choice but to pull off the road and onto the shoulder. The sound of the tires rolling against the asphalt mocked me as the car came to a stop on the grass beside the shoulder. Anger bled throughout me as I clenched my teeth. Words couldn’t explain the rage I felt. I didn’t have time for this bullshit. The fucking car refused to play the game. If I didn’t know better, I would’ve said it was deliberately fucking with me.
I popped the hood open and disembarked the car to examine the engine in some false hope I’d quickly spot the problem. At first glance, nothing appeared to be wrong. Performing jury-rigged repairs on this miserable piece of shit had become an almost daily chore over the last few months. I’d become an ersatz mechanic specializing in this automobile brand during that time. Fear made no qualms about letting me know it was here, looking over my shoulder as it giggled in my ear. The situation was completely unacceptable. There was no way I could leave the car, a trash bag with the remains of two human beings in the trunk, and the tools that made them that way. Those remains in my car tied them to me. Panic, fear’s partner, pulled at me and insisted I follow.
I hit the engine with the bottom of my fist. It remained indifferent as my hand throbbed with pain.
Headlights appeared behind my car and flooded the ground underneath with unwelcome light. I looked around the hood’s right side, noting the red and blue lights on top of the car come to life. Law Enforcement. Wonderful. The cruiser parked directly behind my vehicle.
“Shit,” I whispered. Sweat formed on my brow. Heat poured off my face as I felt the pulsation of fiery blood in my temples from elevated blood pressure. For a moment, I thought I might pass out.
The officer stepped out of the car and stood at its side. I reached for the weapon in the front of my pants. A wave of sickness flooded me when I realized it was no longer there. It and everything else incriminating sat in the car’s trunk.
I’d have problems if Mr. Pig didn’t play the game, and I was sure he wouldn’t.
Chapter XII
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“You bitch!” I gasped through the white, stinging pain.
It spread from the bottom of my crotch and through my groin. Now I realized the level of Paula’s betrayal and what she’d done. I rolled over as pain continued to shoot through my abdomen. Paula jumped up and stood on the bed, ready to attack again. She attempted to kick me in the balls a second time but missed. I rolled off the bed and onto the floor. She lost her balance with the missed kick and fell ass-first onto the bed. My options were simple: ignore the throbbing pain and get up or die.
How could I have fallen for such an obvious trick? Blinded by Paula’s performance, I truly believed she wanted me as badly as I needed her. In the end, her affections were a sacrificial ploy to achieve escape. I had to admit; I admired her rouse. It also meant she wasn’t playing the game, and that’s unforgivable. Now she’d have to die, no matter how much I loved her.
Much to my groin's protest, I leaped and threw myself on her naked body. She struggled and attempted to beat me with tiny, balled fists. Her valiant effort wasn’t enough. Her meager attempt to fight me off turned me on. If I thought I could’ve managed it, I’d have made love to her again.
“I’LL KILL YOU, YOU CRAZY FUCK!” Paula screamed. I mounted her and slapped her across the face with all the strength I could muster. The sound of the slap was like a thunderclap. I'd not have been surprised if the room shook with its intensity. Her pink cheek, once bright red, was now purple. Blood splattered across the bedsheet. It covered Paula’s mouth and chin as it flowed from both sides.
“No, Paula,” I said during the struggle. “You couldn’t play the game. It will be I who kills you.” I placed her unwilling head forward beneath my arm as I struggled to keep her in a headlock. There’d be no escape for Paula this time. “I love you,” I whispered to her as she struggled. “I’m sorry it’s come to this.”
“Fuck…you,” she hissed through the chokehold, flailing her hands around my chest and arm, attempting to locate a point to push back. She could find none.
I tightened my grip on her neck. Her struggling subsided. In one movement, I jerked up and out with all my might. I felt the muffled but sharp cracking sound more than I heard it.
I broke her neck.
“YOU BITCH!”
>SLAP<
“PLEASE STOP!”
Mommy is crying
Mommy is bleeding.
>SLAP<
“Worthless bitch! You suck dick like a worthless slut!”
“Please…no more!”
>SLAP<
“I will say when you’ve had enough, whore!”
Whimper.
Daddy sees me!
Run!
“COME HERE!”
Run faster.
Run for the outside door.
The door won’t open.
“You spying, little bastard.”
Daddy grabs my hair.
“Not the way to play the game, son—”
>SLAP<
Stars.
“Now, you’ll PAY!”
“No! STOP!”
Mommy is here.
“STAY OUT OF THIS, BITCH!”
The fist.
Daddy punches Mommy.
Mommy falls down.
She does not get up.
“Mommy!”
Daddy throws me to the ground.
Daddy is on top of me.
“Now, boy! You will do it right—”
Pants unzip.
“Nooooo—”
“SHUT UP AND TAKE IT, FUCKER!”
Close my mouth.
Daddy grabs my jaw.
My mouth is open.
>SLAP<
Blood.
Grabs my hair.
“Now, SUCK it, boy!”
Mouth full.
No more.
I want to die.
I dropped Paula’s lifeless body to the bed and fell to my knees.
“What’ve I done, Daddy?”
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“Are you okay?” The officer's voice was sharp and authoritative.
I held my hands up so he could see I was cooperating and unarmed.
“Car trouble,” I yelled back. I watched him unsnap his gun holster. He didn’t draw. Such action is standard police procedure, and nothing to be worried about…yet. I kept my hands in the air.
“What’s the matter?” he asked loudly as he slowly approached. He seemed friendly enough. Perhaps I could bluff him.
“Engine won’t start,” I said. “I stopped to take a piss, and now the damn thing won’t start back up.”
The cop pointed his flashlight in my face. I squinted at the sudden influx of light.
“Shit. I don’t know a goddamn thing about cars,” the officer said, moving the light from my face to the top of the engine while scratching his balding head. I cracked a half-smile. “I could radio you a tow truck.”
“Unnecessary. I’m pretty sure I know what the problem is,” I lied, having no clue why my car wasn’t playing the game. How I wish I had my pen with me. It was lying somewhere on the passenger seat or on the floor in front. It would help me think more clearly.
Perhaps, in this case, a simple act of misdirection is all that would be required of me.
“You should’ve seen the idiot who tore by here a few minutes ago in a big damned hurry,” I said, hitching my thumb in the bridge’s direction. “He must’ve been doing well over ninety.”
My observation, even if phony, caught the officer’s attention. He raised his eyebrows inquisitively as he looked up from the engine. “Did you see what kind of car it was? Or the plate number?”
“No. Sorry. I didn’t have time to see the plate. The car looked like a Camero. You know, cause of the taillight shape? A newer year model, if I had to guess.”
This was a piece of cake. He was buying every word.
“Did ya see the color?”
“Dark blue, black maybe? I don’t know. It was too dark, and he was going so fast.”
The cop quickly scampered back to his cruiser, yelling, “Are you sure you’ll be okay with the car?”
“Yeah. I’ll be fine. Is everything okay?”
The officer jumped into the cruiser without replying. Before he pulled off, obviously prepared to give chase, he stopped to tell me one more thing. “There’s a maniac running loose around here tonight. It might not be a bad idea to get indoors as soon as possible.”
I plastered a worried look on my face. “Why? What’s going on?”
“Can’t talk now. Just know this guy’s dangerous. The sooner you’re on your way, the better.”
“Anything you say, sir,” I said, putting fingers to my lips to feign more concern. He nodded in approval and sped off in the direction I’d indicated, lights flashing and siren blaring. I shook my head in disbelief. “Fucking idiot.”
The damned car still refused to start. The starter would turn the engine over, no problem. It was the engine that refused to catch. It’d only be a matter of time before the officer realized I lied my ass off, and that I was the maniac he sought.
Well, at least Law Enforcement considers me dangerous.
That elite status made me feel a little better.
Chapter XIV
AFTERMATH
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Five hours ago
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My God. I’ve just killed another human being.
What on Earth possesses me to do such a thing? I felt no sickness or remorse as I stared at Paula’s dead body on my bed. It must be some kind of exceptional talent, the ability to kill—perhaps a God-given aptitude.
All things considered, I should work for the U.S. Government.
I sat on a chair beside the dresser and contemplated my next move while continuing to click my pen. Comfort, you see, over the last unclaimed memory of my father.
What does it all mean? All these images of things I don’t remember. They couldn’t really have happened, right?
I glanced over at Paula and sighed. She laid face down on the bed, her neck twisted in a grotesque, unnatural manner. I didn’t think I’d have to kill her. It was supposed to be a threat, a worst-case scenario. Hindsight being twenty-twenty, I guess I should’ve thought this plan through with more attention to the details. I didn’t expect the disposing of a body. I honestly thought Paula would play the game.
Sulfuric acid in the bathtub would work nicely if I had access to such things, which I did not. Shallow burial was also out, considering Steve must already be on the case. False name or not, there’d still be a trail leading here.
I continued to think.
I could burn the body and crush the bones. But where? Not on this property, for obvious reasons. Minutes passed as I racked my brain, recalling locations I knew or had heard about.
After several more minutes of thought and pen clicking, the answer came to me like a lightning bolt from the blue. A driver at the pizza place where I work mentioned working on a demolition team that recently razed an old house on the edge of town by the county line. There was something on the news about it some months back. For historical reasons, some silly group of bleeding hearts wanted to preserve the house. They attempted to block the demolition via legal avenues but ultimately lost. The state had other plans for that considerably sized property. That driver also described the property as far off and isolated. It was near the river where he enjoyed fishing on the weekends. He’d always bitch about the drive there and back.
I went through the bedroom closet, looking for some fold-out maps I’d purchased when I arrived here. I needed them to get around, as I had no clue where anything was. Using those maps, I quickly discovered the location of this fabled property. This remote location is where I’d take Paula and burn her body, where I’d rid myself of this unfortunate turn of events. It also meant I’d need to run again, far away from this place. Steve wouldn’t rest in his search for Paula…and me. The last thing I needed was Law Enforcement types poking around my life, particularly my past.
Killing people and running were becoming a bad habit. There were only so many places to hide after spoiling the previous one. Even worse, I knew Mr. Moon was waiting outside. I’d denied him my latest sacrifice. He’d be angry. There might be supplementary hell to pay for my insolence.
I clumsily dressed Paula in some old sweat clothes and carried her to my car’s passenger seat. She looked to be asleep. I wiped the blood off her mouth with my sleeve.
With haste, I scampered about the property in a hunt for various items I’d need for this ritual. Gasoline, of course. Some sturdy trash bags, a couple of bricks from my driveway siding, a pair of heavy-duty gloves, and a fresh change of clothes, as I was sure to get dirty.
I left the house for the edge of town, to the site. It was no longer my home. From that point on, I couldn't use that label anymore. I left behind the few possessions I’d acquired during my stay. I’d return and pack up after I’d tended to and finished with this foolish business.
The moon would watch all.
Waiting.
Judging.
Chapter XV
THE RAPIST
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For ten minutes, probably more, I fiddled with the damned engine.
I finally got the fucking thing started, although it didn’t run well. If I got another day of service from this automobile, I’d consider myself among the lucky. I knew it wouldn’t be long before the car stopped running in toto, denying me a problem-free trip out of state. Even so, I’d have to try. What other choice did I have?
The bridge I sought would be upon me in minutes. Underneath it ran a substantial river. In that water, I’d dump the remains.
Law Enforcement hadn’t yet come. This was a good thing. I parked on the side of the road at the bridge’s base and walked toward the middle, much as I’d done a year prior. Mr. Moon watched intently, beaming his approval. I held the trash bag over the guardrail and dumped the remains over the side, watching the fragments of bone fall into the water below. There was no loose dust to blow about, only burned chunks and white shards. Sparing no expense, I also disposed of the crushing bricks and the work gloves into the yon river.
I was almost done.
I crumpled up the trash bag, stuffed it in my pocket, and burned it with the soiled clothes. All the evidence would then be gone. Well, except for the gun. That goddamned gun.
As I did a year ago, I could also dismantle the thing and toss the pieces over the side of the bridge. It’d become useless with the expenditure of the remaining bullet.
I began the walk back to the car, only to stop dead in my tracks after the first step. The silhouette of a man wearing a trench coat and sunglasses stood in front of my car.
The Rapist.
Now I was scared. For now, I might die.
I looked up at the moon. “Did you tell him I was here, you big-mouthed son of a bitch?”
The Rapist advanced, walking calmly and collected in unrushed steps. I glared at him with an icy, hateful stare, my expression contorted with rage.
“Come on, you son of a bitch! Let’s finish this right now! I killed you once, and I can do it again! Only this time, I’ll do it right!”
Chapter XVI
BAUER










Five hours ago
9:15 p.m.
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With the tools in the trunk of my car and Paula seemingly asleep in the passenger seat, I drove as fast as possible to the site of the demolished home.
I was driving damn near eighty miles per hour in a forty-five zone. Doing so was my first mistake; I should’ve known better. If you want to avoid Law Enforcement, don’t give them a reason to fuck with you. Careless speeding might be the reason one of them pulled me over.
In short, I was fucked.
After pulling the car off the road, I sat nervously with my hands visibly on the wheel. This was a piece of advice the pizza place owner gave his drivers: in the event of a traffic stop, keep your hands on the wheel and visible. I did this so the officer could see them and hopefully put him at ease. Fidgeting around or reaching into the glove box without permission could make an officer jittery. A jittery officer could be problematic.
I waited for the officer to approach my car.
As I saw it, there were a few problems to overcome here. First, a dead woman supported by a cross-chest seatbelt sat in my passenger seat. Second, I had no good excuse for speeding, as if attempting to win the Indy 500. Third, the car’s registration was still under my real name and expired. Suppose I give the officer my Carter Frye identification? In that case, I obviously can’t give him the registration paper without raising all kinds of red flags.
What now do I do? Present myself as Carter Frye and play dumb over a missing registration (and insurance, which I didn’t have) or use my actual driver’s license. The scenario’s one I’d never considered. Since leaving home - my true home - not once has a traffic stop befallen me. Now, it could be my undoing.
As the officer approached, I rolled the window down, ensuring the visibility of my hands.
“Evening,” the officer said. “Could I see your driver’s license, registration, and proof of insurance, please?”
“Yes, sir,” I said, reaching into my back pocket for my wallet. I handed him my counterfeit license with the name Carter Frye. I figured it this way: it’d be easier to play stupid over forgetting to have my registration and insurance documentation than to give him the real expired ones. It’d also keep him away from my real identity. If he were to run my real name, and if anyone back home reported me as missing, the officer would indeed find out. Such a revelation would lead to much more significant troubles. Simply put, I chose the lesser of two enormous evils.
“Do you have a registration for this car, sir?” the officer asked. I looked up at him through the car window. He aimed his flashlight at my face.
“Yes, sir. I do. But it’s in the trunk of my car.” I couldn’t see the reaction on his face.
“What’s it doing in there?”
“I cleaned out the glove box earlier today and tossed everything in the trunk. I completely forgot about it.”
The cop moved his flashlight out of my face and over to Paula. I could now see my enemy. He was clearly older, bigger, and more physically fit than me. His buzz-cut hair suggested he might be former military. If I had to fight him, I’d lose, big time. Somehow, I had to get his gun. I glanced at it. It wasn’t secured. I then glanced at his nametag. PFC Bauer.
“What’s wrong with her?” Bauer asked, motioning to Paula.
I grinned sheepishly. “She’s asleep. Exhausted. We’re on our way home from a party.”
Bauer narrowed his eyes to focus on Paula. A strange look passed over his face. It aroused my curiosity.
“I’ll be right back,” he said, taking my license back to his cruiser. It disconcerted that he’d made no additional registration or insurance requests. It quickly dawned on me that if Steve filed a missing person report for Paula - after last seen with Carter Frye - I might have more explaining to do than I initially expected. I’d always heard Law Enforcement required a person to be missing up to forty-eight hours before one could file such a report. Was that something I heard in a movie? What could Law Enforcement do unofficially? Could they still put an APB on me without a missing person report? I just didn’t know!
I glanced around the cockpit of the car for weapons, seeing none. Panic built in my gut. I knew I was in trouble. How could I come this far and not make it? Minutes later, Bauer returned to the car. When he did, he hit me with a good one. “Would you please wake up your passenger, sir?”
“Do I have to, sir? She’s dead tired.”
“I need to see her identification.”
With no idea of what to do, I shook Paula’s arm. “Paula? Sweetheart? Could you wake up?”
Naturally, she didn’t stir or reply.
Then I heard it. The sound of one drawing a weapon from its holster is distinct and unmistakable. I didn’t have to turn around to know Officer Bauer was pointing it directly at my head.
Chapter XVII
SHOWDOWN
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The Rapist walked briskly in my direction with purpose.
It appeared as if he’d have his revenge after all.
“What the hell are you gonna do? Huh? Fucking coward!” I yelled, spreading my arms. “Beat me up? I’m not afraid of you! C’mon!”
He pulled a weapon. The same weapon I used to kill him. I was astonished and, frankly, offended. How dare he use the same weapon! I spat at him.
“Will it make you feel better to shoot me?” I shouted at him from my place in the middle of the road, arms still spread. He continued his steady pace, drawing nearer. “Maybe you want to cut my dick off, too? Make me eat it? Just like I made you do, you fuck?”
His pace never faltered as he continued to point the weapon at my chest. The anger coursing through me trumped any fear, especially that of death. I wanted this showdown to happen.
A car horn went off behind me. I whirled around to see who dared interrupt this final confrontation. Someone had the balls to suggest I get my fucking ass out of the middle of the road as they sped by. I spun back around to face my enemy. He was gone. All I could see was the front of my car and the taillights of the asshole who offered unsolicited advice as he passed.
Now I was pissed. The fucking coward ran off again.
“Where the fuck are you?” I shouted. “Stop hiding like a fucking pussy and face me. I’m not afraid of you!”
Nobody appeared.
I ran back to my car and retrieved the gun from the trunk. I figured I’d keep it a tad longer if I needed its services again.
I pulled the trash bag out of my pocket, stuffed the bloody clothes into it, and set the bag on fire on the roadside. Everything leftover from this bloody night I wanted to dispose of was now gone.
Now, I wanted answers. The first place I’d seek them was home, the home I left a year ago. The first person I needed to call would be my old girlfriend. She’d have answers.
Chapter XVIII
BAUER
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Five hours ago
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“Sir, please step out of the car and keep your hands where I can see them.”
The fucking pig had me.
He opened my car’s driver’s side door as I raised my hands. Carefully, I stepped out onto the road. “What’ve I done, sir? This can’t be because I was speeding, was it?”
“Place your hands on the top of the car and spread your legs, smartass,” Bauer demanded. He began patting me down for weapons. He’d find none. When he finished, he spun me around and put me against the car. Rage seeped into my consciousness. The killing kind. I did my best to hide it and continue my façade of ignorance.
“What have I done?” I asked in a phony panic. Of course, I knew the answer to that question. I wanted to see if the cop knew.
Bauer lowered his gun but didn’t holster it. “You tell me, son. Do you always drive around with a dead body in your car, or is this some new fad my daughter hasn’t told me about yet?”
“Don’t call me, son, asshole!” I spat. My eyes narrowed in annoyance.
The cop thrust me hard against the car and spun me around to handcuff me. Before Bauer could secure me, I threw my head back with all the might I could muster. The back of my head connected with his face. I didn’t think it’d actually work. Without a better plan, it was all I could think to do. Surprised, he screamed and dropped his weapon to reach for his bleeding nose. It fell to the road with an instantly recognizable sound. I’d have to act at degrees of light speed if I wanted to continue drawing breath. I dropped to the ground and reached for it. In an equal measure of split-second reaction, Bauer fell on top of me as I lay face down. I heard my watch smash into the asphalt, knowing whatever time it last read was the time the clock would forever be. I grabbed the gun before Bauer could restrain my outstretched arms. Still beneath him, I rolled over just enough to point the 9mm in his face and fire. No monologuing, no plea-bargaining; I just fired. It’s as simple as that.
I watched the back of Bauer’s head come apart and splatter liberally across the road. His dead body collapsed on top of me, covering me in what felt like a gallon of blood. I pushed him off and shot him once in the chest to guarantee death.
Wasting no time, I wrapped the cop in a blanket I’d recovered from the patrol car’s trunk and, after some effort, placed it in the trunk of my car. I also stuffed Paula back there, something I probably should’ve done at the beginning of this trek.
I looked up at the moon. It hung high, large, and glowed. A ring of mist encircled it. He knew. He knew it all.
Before I left, I turned off the patrol car’s engine, closed its driver-side door, and flung the keys as hard as possible into the nearby forest.
Now, I had two bodies to burn.
Life is so unfair.
Chapter XIX
HER










3:14 a.m.
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I discovered a payphone about half a mile later at a closed gas station.
Two dollars and fifty cents in change later (for three minutes), I dialed her number, hoping it would still connect.
The line rang.
I was more scared now than I’d ever been. What the hell would I say?
Hi, honey! Long time no talk to! How have you been? Miss me? God, I missed you. So, listen, I suppose you’re wondering what the hell happened to me and your so-called friend who up and disappeared out of the blue last year. To make a long story short, the night I called you at three in the morning and told you I’d always love you no matter what was the same night I killed him, the guy who violated you, the one you forgave. Then, I fled to the other side of the country. To get to the reason for this call, I wanted to know if he’s truly dead because I think he might be stalking me. I’ve seen him around the last couple of days, and he’s really pissing me off. If he doesn’t stop, I might have to kill him for real this time…
The call circuit completed. “Hello?” It was her. I froze. I wanted to reply, but no words came. “Hello?” she asked again, audibly tired. I didn’t respond. “Is anybody there? Hello?”
I whispered her name. It was all I could do. I missed her. I knew she’d play the game if I asked because she loved me.
“Who is this?” she demanded, suddenly sounding more alert.
I hung up the phone.
Chapter XX
REVOLUTION
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How did I get myself into this mess?
I blame Paula. Her punishment would’ve been unnecessary if she’d simply played the game. There would’ve been no need to dispose of her body, thus involving Officer Bauer.
The engine missed again as I drove. I was more than concerned. Since my trip across the country last year, the car seemed to take perverse pleasure in fucking with me. Punishment, I suppose.
I tried to relax. A strange sort of calm washed over me until the damn engine missed again. I glanced at the dashboard and sighed. The light of Mr. Moon passed through the windshield and off the dash. I smiled.
“Welcome back, Mr. Moon,” I said. “I’m glad you’ve come back to witness more of my work.” I peered up through the windshield and grinned. Mr. Moon hung there, big, eerie, and intimidating, shining his skeletal face of damnation.
I continued to drive with my thoughts and several engine misfires.
Minutes later, a small red flashing light next to the gas gauge notified me the needle was on E. This was bad. I was sure my wallet contained no cash. If memory served, a 7-11 would be a little farther ahead. This meant fuel.
Chapter XXI
JOURNEY
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There’s only one thing left I can do: break my vow never to return home.
I need to verify it for myself, to see with my own two eyes if The Rapist was indeed dead. The answer lay in Marlowe field, where I buried him. The only way to be sure my cheese hadn’t completely slipped off its cracker would be for me to dig him up and view his remains.
I also understood that I’d have an obsessive temptation to see her again after knowing I’m safe and The Rapist is dead.
Before all that, my dying car would need to make the trip across the country again, a trip that would take several days. My doubts about the car’s potential for success were strong. I began my journey anyway. The state I’d called home for the last year was less one citizen. I couldn’t help but wonder if I fucked up somewhere along the way and left any trace of my existence within the carnage I left behind.
Soon, I’d be tired and would require sleep. With no money and a car running on three, sometimes two cylinders, I knew my chances of completing this trip to the other side of the country unscathed were minimal.
Still…I have to try.
I have to find my way back.
I must know if The Rapist is dead and if what I see is a mind-created illusion.
Time is running out.
Shadows of the past are fast approaching.
ACT III: REVELATION
Chapter I
JAIL
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The stiff hand of death beckons.
There’s no place to run; there’s no place to hide.
Law Enforcement finally has me in their tangle. I sit in a cage meant for a beast awaiting extradition to the other coast, where Law Enforcement wants me for five murders and a few additional lesser charges. After what I’m sure will be a speedy trial, I’ll meet the grim reaper courtesy of a gas chamber or lethal injection. Then I’ll join all my victims in hell, where they await my coming. The bastard who raped my girlfriend, Paula, Officer Bauer, the 7-11 clerk, and the old man and woman who didn’t play the game when they got all up in my business. Their revenge will be sweet and just. I can see them standing in a circle, waiting for me to land in the middle. They’ll swarm on me like starved zombies and have their way with me, killing me over and over again.
The events that led me to this place are unclear. It all happened so fast. I also took a few nasty bumps along the way, which didn’t help the recall process. As I wait for my inevitable demise, I’m attempting to sort them out as written notes. I refused my constitutional right to legal counsel. To ensure my ideas are organized, I asked for a legal pad and a pen to jot them down. Law Enforcement refused at first when I arrived here two days ago. I took advantage of a court-appointed advocate who helped me get these materials. In return, I have to play their game. When approached by anyone, I must surrender the pencil. Refusal to do so will cause the loss of it. Abuse of the pencil will cause additional charges. Using it to cause harm to others or myself will result in a rather unpleasant restraint system. Truthfully, I couldn’t care less about the ‘additional charges’ clause. The thought of Law Enforcement strapping me to a chair is something I want no part in. Therefore, I behave and comply.
The one thing I know, for a fact, is why I’m here. It’s my fault. I was foolish enough to return home. To keep my sanity from slipping away, I needed to make peace with a particular ghost haunting my every move. I also thought I might find aid and succor with loved ones. Boy, I was so wrong. I’m no longer welcome here. I abandoned everyone I knew. They’ve forsaken me, probably because of my sins. The wrongs I committed are darker than death or night. Even worse, I cannot find my family anywhere. As far as I can tell, my one remaining relative - my mother - has moved away. I have nary a clue to her whereabouts.
With nowhere to go and no one left to turn to, I went to her, she whom I left behind.
I know she’ll never betray me.
I know she’ll come.
Chapter II
THE RAPIST
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I barely made it out of the state before my car decided it would play the game no longer.
During my quick drive east, the engine died with one final angry backfire somewhere in the middle of Nevada. I gained a mere quarter of a mile after letting the car coast in neutral, and that was that. The engine would no longer start. It would never start again. All that separated me from a string of murders, Law Enforcement, and buckets of blood engraved with my name were a few hundred miles and a bit of misdirection. A few hours ago, an encounter with an eager Law Enforcement officer gave me an opportunity for misdirection. I sent him looking for a maniac driving a newer year Camero. If he did his job, he passed the false information to his comrades, thus extending the maladministration. It’d be foolish to assume that stroke of luck would last long. Someone in Law Enforcement with more intelligence would eventually question my story and suggest I might be the maniac in question. Law Enforcement would then adjust their strategies; the search radius would widen, bringing them closer to where I now stand.
Why I moved forward in my quest home without further preparation, I’ll never know. I have no money, nowhere to stay, or contacts while driving a dying car. I had to know somewhere deep down the car would never make it, didn’t I? And yet, I moved forward. My mother used to call it instant gratification, and I suffered from it…or for it. If I wanted something, I had to have it, and damn the mental, physical, or financial costs. I’d completely disregard the consequences, especially if I knew said consequences were probable. This thing I did with the dying car, attempting to return home knowing the odds of it making the complete drive were so minuscule, is a prime example. Sometimes I ate the bear, and sometimes the bear ate me. Tonight, the bear would slumber with a full belly.
The only means of self-defense is the weapon I took off Officer Bauer with a bullet in the chamber. If I use it, it has to count. Whatever I do from this point forward, the weapon’s use must be a life or death, worst-case scenario.
On top of all this, The Rapist is still following me, dressed in his trench coat and sunglasses. I can’t tell if he’s alive or a mind-created illusion. Whatever it is, it’s scaring the hell out of me. I don’t want to die. Not now. Not here.
The morning will be upon me in a couple of hours. I peered eastward and scanned the horizon for the inevitable sunrise. Visible stars continued to meet the desert. The light of Mr. Moon cast various shadows across the rugged and empty wasteland.
I turned back to my car and kicked it. “Why now, you fuck!”
Adding insult to injury, the battery ran low and died because I tried so many times to start the engine by turning it over repeatedly. The car’s no longer part of the equation. I’m on foot now.
I gathered all the items I thought I’d need from the trunk. The weapon, a blanket, my pen, and Paula’s jawbone, my only memento of our time together. I held it up in the waning moonlight, thinking it might speak to me. It said nothing.
I walked until the sun rose, gaining perhaps a few miles in my favor. There’s no way to tell exactly how far I’d come. The temperature rose to insufferable levels quickly. I became more tired than I was already. How long had I been awake now? Since nine in the morning yesterday? Maybe twenty hours? Since I couldn’t very well sleep on the side of the road, I pushed onward, watching the ground with each increasingly agonizing step.
Cars passed as the day began for everyone else. I hitched my thumb out as each flew by, hoping for a mercy ride. Nobody stopped. My mother used to marvel at the kindness of strangers and would often say so. I scoffed, thinking about it. So much for that theory. I used to shoot it down when she’d bring it up. I wish she were here now. She’d help me.
I considered the possibility of carjacking the first poor bastard who’d stop. The idea quickly became moot. There were no stop signs or stoplights anywhere. Maybe I’d reconsider later on should the opportunity arise.
The morning dragged on at a snail’s pace.
Sanity drained from me like a freshly unclogged bathtub. Passersby might mistake me for a walking corpse. I no longer carried the blanket, as it quickly became too burdensome. The gun remained safely inserted in the front of my pants, with my shirt covering the handle. Paula’s jawbone protruded through the cover of my front pocket. The pen and my wallet remained tucked away in the back.
I glanced over my shoulder occasionally, dragging my feet as I walked. The horizon became blurry as the heat rose off the surface of the road, disappearing dimly into infinity. Sometimes, a truck or a motor home would rocket by providing a much-needed breeze.
After what seemed like an insanely elongated amount of time, I glanced at my watch. It read nine-fifty. My urge to revel in how fast the morning had progressed became a crushing disappointment. I’d forgotten the watch broke in my struggle with Officer Bauer, who tried to take me in after discovering Paula’s dead body in the passenger seat of my former car. I faintly chuckled. Officer Bauer met his maker at nine-fifty in the evening. Too bad, so sad. He should’ve played the game and left me the fuck alone. Maybe then he’d still be here with us among the living. In the end, I had no clue what the time was.
The searing heat reminded me of a late summer afternoon in August where I grew up. Out here in the desert, I wouldn’t have been surprised to learn it was only mid-morning, probably earlier. I’d die before the day’s end if I didn't find shelter soon. No human being could possibly take this kind of heat for any period without water, of which I carried none.
The thought of Law Enforcement capturing me faded away. Basic survival instincts were my priority. Where I am now, I’d welcome an air-conditioned police cruiser and water. Gallons and gallons of cold, crisp, clear water to pour greedily into my mouth. Buckets of water to pour over my head in relief from this blistering heat. Law Enforcement would save me, no doubt about it. They’d rush me to the nearest hospital under close guard, naturally, and bring me back to life. The irony becomes what would come next. The doctors sworn to heal me would restore my health. Then, I’d inevitably face a trial ending with my death via execution. If I must choose between capital punishment with a proper burial or blots of bird shit on the highway because I ended up as some vulture’s lunch, I’d pick the former. If I’m going to die, it’ll be with some dignity.
I watched my feet as I walked so I wouldn’t have to see the never-changing distance before me. Voices in my head screamed. I closed my eyes and tried to drown them with crunching gravel beneath my feet.
It was on now. I’d fix this situation quickly with the first town I’d stumble upon. I’d steal money and a car. Better yet, if someone were foolish enough to pick me up, I’d kill them, take the car, and whatever money I could find. I continued to hope someone would feel sorry enough for me to stop and offer aid in my decrepit state.
Somehow, I pushed onward.
At some point, I noticed the lack of sweat dripping off my brow. This troubled me. My body was running out of fluid and dehydrating fast. Translation: death lurked nearby with his black robe and sickle, waiting patiently for the kill. I wouldn't have been surprised if the man following me in the trench coat and sunglasses stripped his garb and revealed himself as the Grim Reaper.
I shut my eyes and fell to my knees. My head spun. The screaming in my ears grew infinitely louder, drowning out everything else. I thought I heard the traffic of a busy city and opened my eyes to confirm. It was as if the noise shape-shifted into a tumultuous cascade of water, reminiscent of a grand waterfall. The grim reaper stood closer now, and I deserved his visit. The debt I owed for my sins had come due. No other explanation made sense. I lowered my head to the gravel and rolled over, feeling the sun bake my red and dirty face.
“I. AM. DYING!” I screamed through a dry mouth. No echo bounced back across this hell-spawned desert. I didn’t want to die like this. I wanted to be alone, granted, but I didn’t want to die alone like this.
“You’re not dying,” a voice said. I knew that voice. The lisp. The eternal attitude in his voice. I opened my eyes in panic. Hovering over me in a trench coat and sunglasses stood The Rapist. “You need to suffer long and hard before you die,” he said, grinning. “And I’m here to make sure you do.”
Chapter III
INTERROGATION










11:12 a.m.
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I sat alone in the sterile, white interrogation room, hearing muffled voices on the other side of the two-way mirror.
Law Enforcement cuffed my feet with a large chain to prevent me from running. They’d also cuffed my hands to the chair. These are safety measures to protect Law Enforcement officers on the way to interrogate me. Someone must’ve told them that not playing the game would get them into trouble. By job definition, Law Enforcement tends not to play the game.
The room was so damned white. It seemed to scream in my head, the same way silence could be louder than words, mainly where broken promises are concerned. Here, the sound of the air conditioner averted that discomfort.
I couldn’t tell you how long I’d been waiting for the next round of back and forth with Law Enforcement. I’d have said hours. It certainly felt like hours. I wouldn't have been surprised if I discovered less than one has passed. I figured this waiting period must be part of their interrogation routine. Time’s funny like that, especially in isolation. Leave me here in this room for a long time while observing my reactions from the other side of that mirror.
I stared at the mirror with a glare of anger and rage, much as I stared at my victims. Whoever stood on the other side would get the message. “Hey! If somebody’s back there, can we get on with this? My balls itch, and I can’t scratch them.” Under my breath. “Fucking pigs.”
My bait must have worked. Two well-suited men with badges hanging from their jackets walked into the room a few minutes later. The first one, the thin one with short brown hair, seemed relaxed and offered me a courteous smile as he set his coffee and briefcase on the table. He had crazy blue eyes. You know the ones I mean; they stare at you and can see clear through your soul and at all the ugly stuff on the other side. The other one, the fat one with thinning black hair, leaned back into the corner of the room with his arms crossed.
The thin cop placed a can of Coke in front of me. “Would you like a soda?”
I nodded in approval. “Sure. Why not?” I tried to raise my chained hands but couldn’t. “You’ll have to give me a straw, as my hands are currently unavailable.”
The thin cop went for a key on his belt. “I think we can let you have one of your hands.”
“Ian,” the other cop mumbled in warning.
Ian dismissed his partner. “It’s alright, Norm. He’s not going anywhere. I’m sure he has to be uncomfortable. One free hand is okay.”
Ian and Norm were obviously playing the good cop, bad cop routine. I expected this. The exercise would be enjoyable for me, to fuck with their heads. Norm scoffed and mumbled something about how a scum fuck like me didn’t deserve a soda.
Ian uncuffed my left hand - my weaker hand - as I’m right-handed. “My name’s Detective Ian Perri. That grumpy guy in the corner’s my partner, Detective Norman Miller.”
“The standard good cop, bad cop routine?” I asked.
Perri grinned. He looked at me as he sat down on the left side of the table. I remained at the head of it, where I should be. It was probably another tactic to let me feel like I was in control of the room.
“Well, normally, I’d say yes. That tactic’s worked in the past, but I suspect it’d be a waste of time with you since you’re much too smart to fall for such an obvious ploy.”
“Detective?” I asked, interrupting Perri. “The buttering me up while pretending to be my friend? That…that won’t work either.”
He continued to grin. “Fair enough, Mr.—”
“Stop,” I said. “That name you’re about to say? He died last year. That’s not who I am anymore.”
“What would you prefer I call you then?”
I appeared genuinely surprised for the detective’s benefit. “Carter Frye, of course.”
Perri opened the briefcase and removed a thick case file I assumed to be mine. He flipped through some pages and pointed to some information. “Oh yes, that’s the name you used in California.”
“It’s who I became the day I left this state and who I am now.”
“Do you mind if I call you Carter, then?”
“Not at all.”
Over in the corner, Miller spoke under his breath again, referring to me as a psychotic loon. Perri looked over and flashed Miller a sour look. He then looked back at me. “As I was saying, good cop/bad cop wasn’t my plan, Carter. It just so happens I am, by nature, a laid-back guy. My partner over there is grumpy like that all the time.”
Miller scoffed. “I was in a good mood today until this bag of shit dropped back into my lap.”
Perri ignored the response. “I look at you, Carter, and I see the opportunity to learn.”
Perri’s statement caught me off guard.
“Really?” I asked, still with apprehension. “What could I possibly teach you?”
“All about you, not to put too fine a point on it. You kill with no regret, like it’s just another chore you need to do. You could teach me about you. I’d like to understand your thought processes, what you think about, who you are.”
“Do you have all your affairs in order?” I asked.
Miller didn’t take this question well. “What the hell is that supposed to mean, punk?”
I tossed him a casual glance that suggested he was beneath me, and my answering him was more trouble than I wanted to spend. “Because, Detective, if Perri here wants to get inside my head, he may not like what he finds. It might be too much for him to handle. He might not come back alive.” I paused. “Through no fault of my own.”
Miller didn’t reply. He gave me a hard stare. An attempt at intimidation, no doubt. It wasn’t working.
Perri chuckled. “I appreciate the concern, Carter, but I think I’ll be fine.”
I shrugged my shoulders with indifference. “Suit yourself.”
Perri intertwined his fingers as he set his hands on the table. “Why did you come back? The disappearance of—”
“The Rapist,” I said, interrupting Perri again. “He has no name as far as I’m concerned. He’s The Rapist. Either refer to him as such, or I’ll tell you nothing.”
Perri didn’t flinch. “Okay. The disappearance of The Rapist coincided with your own. We assumed one of you killed the other and fled over the love of—”
“Stop,” I said. This time, Perri seemed genuinely surprised. “Do not speak her name to me, Detective, or so help me, when I get out of here, I’ll find you when you sleep, rip off your head, and soul fuck you.”
“Hey!” Miller snapped, standing at attention. “Talk like that will quickly get you on my bad side!”
I tossed Miller another casual glance. “You have a good side?”
Miller stepped out of his corner. He violently pushed the chair on the other side of the table into the wall. “Let’s cut through the shit! Where’s his body?”
“You’re assuming I had anything to do with The Rapist’s disappearance.”
Miller slapped his hands on the table. He leaned over and toward me with the ugliest scowl. “You’ve already confessed to two different people that you murdered him. So why play coy with me now?”
“I said no such thing!”
Miller pulled his gun from its holster and placed it on the table before Perri. “Take this, Ian, and leave the room.”
“Norm—”
“Just five minutes with this punk bastard, and we’ll have this case cleared.”
I didn’t give Perri a chance to respond. “You going to beat on me, pig? That won’t get you shit! I’ll die before I give you the satisfaction. So take your best shot!”
I believed wholeheartedly Miller would’ve leaped across the table and beat my head into blood paste had Perri not stood up and blocked Miller. Instead of berating his partner for almost violating my constitutional rights, Perri vented on me. “Look, Carter. I’m willing to work with you – play your game – by meeting some of your demands, but you will show my partner some respect.”
I shrugged my shoulders. “He got up in my face first.”
Perri never broke eye contact with me. “And Detective Miller will refrain from any additional outbursts. This is my interview, gentlemen. It all ends and begins with me. Understood?”
Miller picked up his gun, re-holstered it, and retreated to his corner without breaking eye contact with me. I shrugged again in response to Perri.
Perri returned to his seat. “Here’s the problem. I know you returned to Marlowe field and dug up an area the size of a shallow grave. What were you doing if it wasn’t to move a body?”
I leaned forward a bit. “Looking for something I buried there before I left last year. A time capsule, if you will. But it wasn’t there. I was afraid that might happen.”
Perri looked confused. “I don’t understand. You didn’t expect to find your ‘time capsule?’”
“Yeah. I thought I saw items from that capsule in my travels for the year I was away. Items I knew I’d buried.”
“And that’s why you came back?”
I scoffed. I looked at Miller and hitched a thumb in Perri’s direction. “Some detective!”
Perri ignored the shot taken at his expense. “So you didn’t come back to move your time capsule? It was already gone?”
“Yes. That’s what I’m trying to say.”
Norm said nothing. Perri nodded in approval. “I believe you, Carter.”
Now Perri surprised me. “You do?”
“We can now detect if – a time capsule – was buried at a site, regardless of how long it’s been there. And this report here?” Perri placed his hands on the complete file. “It says at no time was a time capsule buried at that spot in Marlowe field.”
I sat back, feeling my blood go cold. Maybe The Rapist was out there stalking me after all. Staying in the custody of Law Enforcement might be safe for me. I’d allow it for the time being.
“Well, a time capsule doesn’t just get up and walk away, now does it?” I snapped.
“You look scared, Carter,” Perri said. “Do you want some water? You’ve gone pale.”
Miller scoffed under his breath. “I’ll bet.”
“I was right,” I said in a whisper. “He is looking for me.”
Miller jumped at my words. “He who?”
“No one you know.”
“You mean ‘The Rapist’ who banged your girlfriend?” Miller said with a sneer. “On the contrary, friend. I know him quite well, having been looking for him and you over the past year. I know you both just fine!”
“I doubt you know me at all,” I said.
“You wanna test that theory?” Miller asked, taking a seat across from Perri. He opened Perri’s briefcase and brought out another folder. “The day the responding officer visited your girlfriend’s house after her rape, you blew up at him, much like you did a few minutes ago. You called him a pig and suggested his priorities involved donut shops before crime-fighting.”
I laughed, recalling that exchange. “I guess the truth hurt.”
“His report goes on to say you attacked ‘The Rapist’ with a retractable pen - the same one we took off you, I assume - intending to kill him. Your girlfriend gave us an interesting statement. She said, ‘You felt he got away with murder, and you would, too.’  Should I go on?”
“You’re parroting back things that happened when it became clear to me he’d face no justice.”
Miller stood up. “Yeah. And her father had to pull you out of the room, as he was afraid you might attack the responding officer. That’s some temper you have there, pal.”
A hint of a smile crept across my face. “As do you, Detective. Yet here you are, a man of the law. So, what does it mean to have a temper? Could I be a Law Enforcement Officer, too? Cool! Where do I sign up?”
Miller threw his head back and laughed. Perri shook his head as he grinned behind one of his hands.
“You’re a funny guy, Carter,” Perri said.
“My point was, Detective Perri, becoming upset when one’s wronged doesn’t equate to murder. It’s a stretch, at best.”
Perri nodded. “I would agree with you about that. Tell me, did you ever kill small animals as a child? Dog, cats?”
“Of course not! What does that have to do with anything?”
“Bear with me. Did you urinate in your bed frequently after the age of five?”
“Not at all.”
“Set things on fire as a child?”
“No. My mother wouldn’t let me within fifty feet of matches. Why?”
“To be honest, Carter, I don’t believe you’re a serial murderer,” Perri said.
I gave the man a confused look. “Well, I could’ve told you that, Detective Perri.”
“Then why did you kill so many in California?”
I opened my mouth to answer. Miller cut me off. “And don’t say you don’t know what we’re talking about! The police coming to extradite your ass have all the evidence that proves it was you, beyond any shadow of a doubt!”
I shrugged my shoulders. It was becoming my calling card. “I wasn’t going to say that, Detective Miller. Was that enough respect for you?”
“It’s a start,” he said.
“I was going to say they died because they didn’t play the game. It’s that simple.”
Norm looked over from the corner. “You’re a fucking loon, boy!”
Instead of replying, I shot Perri a glace of, ‘See, there he goes again!’  Perri looked at Miller and cut his hand in front of his throat, suggesting he just shut the fuck up.
Perri continued with me. “Do you think about killing?”
“Not unless I have to,” I said. “It’s a necessary evil sometimes. For the most part, I prefer to be left alone. Yet, every day, these stupid, barely conscious sheep find ways of intruding their consciousness onto mine. Sometimes to the degree where an equal and opposite reaction occurs. Not always death, though. That’s the extreme.”
“Is that what happened with Paula? Did she intrude into your consciousness too much? Enough so that you kept her jaw bone?”
“Listen. Is there any way I might get that back?”
Miller stepped forward. “NO! You sick fuck! What kind of psychopath keeps any bone of a person they kill?”
I threw my free hand up into the air. “It was a memento! Like you’ve never skimmed a little off from a crime scene, right? Cash, drugs, guns, whatever.”
Before Miller could reply with something sure to incite a riot, Perri answered, “Detective Miller is one of, if not the most honest cop I’ve ever known. No one has ever questioned his integrity.”
“So says his partner,” I said. “The same partner who stopped him from taking my head apart.”
“You’re confusing two different issues, Carter.”
“Whatever.”
“So what about Paula?” Perri continued. “I’m guessing she didn’t play your game, but did she force herself into your world?” I said nothing. “Or was it the other way around? You forced yourself into hers, and she didn’t reciprocate properly.”
“She didn’t play the game,” I said.
Miller interjected, “Does anyone?”
I glared at him. “As a matter of fact, yes. Some do.”
Perri asked, “Anyone you can tell us about?”
“My mother knows how to play the game,” I said, looking back at Perri. “I was going to see her before you guys showed up. She moved, I think. My girlfriend was going to take me to see her.”
For just a moment, Perri appeared visibly uncomfortable. “I haven’t talked to your mother in quite some time. Not since you disappeared.”
“So you know where she is?”
“I have an idea of where to find her, yes.”
Miller scoffed. This time, Perri smacked the table in Miller’s direction. “That’s enough, Norm. Please don’t antagonize my suspect.”
“Fine, Ian. But let’s stop dragging this out, shall we?”
Perri nodded. “Okay. Fine. Carter, we’ve established your ‘time capsule’ is missing, apparently never at the location you thought it might be. Why do you think that is?”
I looked Perri straight in the eye. “Honestly, Detective. I don’t know.”
“Do you remember burying it there?”
“Yes.”
“Could it be possible you were searching in the wrong location?”
“No. I’m positive that’s where it was supposed to be. I picked that site out specifically for it.”
Perri looked down in thought. Miller stood in the corner, arms crossed and shaking his head, letting me know he didn’t believe what I was saying. Perri looked up. “Carter, could it be possible you imagined the whole thing, the burying of your capsule?”
I wondered about this as well. Could that entire night be an illusion I created? Did I do something else and simply don’t remember it? Then I remembered those three bullet shells I picked up when cleaning up the mess I’d made that night. I remember firing only one. So why were there three? Something wasn’t adding up.
I shook my head. “Detective, I really don’t know. I came back to see for myself. It was gone. I’m going insane.”
“Ha,” Miller barked. “On that, we can agree.”
Perri closed his eyes and buried his face behind his right hand. “Norm?”
“Yeah.”
“Leave the room, please.”
“Ian!”
“I’m sorry. I want to talk to Carter alone.”
“Fine,” Miller said under his breath, grumbling as he turned to open the door. “This punk’s full of shit, anyway. You’re wasting your time with this Roy Douglas mind fuckery.” He left the room and slammed the door shut behind him.
“Roy who?” I asked.
“A behavioral psychologist at the FBI,” Perri said. “Unlike my partner, I think the work he does gets results and teaches us more about the criminal mind.”
“You think I’m a criminal?”
“Well, aren’t you? You killed at least five people we know of. As killing’s against the law, this makes you a criminal.”
“An alleged criminal,” I said, correcting the good detective. “I’m still considered innocent until proven guilty by a jury of my peers.”
“Yes. By definition, that’s true. But between you and me—”
“And those behind that mirror,” I added.
“—we know what you’ve done. I wanted the opportunity to talk with you before you’re taken away.”
I kind of liked this guy. He was okay for Law Enforcement.
“Okay, then. Let’s play.”
“Are you willing to entertain your memory of the night you buried your ‘time capsule’ might not be accurate?”
“At this point, yes,” I said. “Now, answer me a question, Detective.” Perri nodded. “The Rapist. You don’t know where he is, do you?”
Perri stared at me, perhaps searching for something that might be deception in my eyes or face. “No. We don’t. We still consider him a missing person. I thought you might know where we could find him. This isn’t the case, which has me stumped, frankly.”
“You and me both.”
“You told Julie you think he’s following you? Stalking you?”
I scoffed. Julie. What a cunt.
“Basically. I’ve seen him around in California over the last few days. He’s wearing a black trench coat and dark sunglasses.” Perri wrote my description on the yellow legal pad on the table. “Most of the time, he’s at a distance and says nothing. When I attempt to confront him or find him, he disappears into thin air. It’s weird. I thought I was losing my mind.”
Perri seemed genuinely intrigued. “Have you spoken to him, touched him, or seen behind his sunglasses?”
“I spoke to him once when I thought I was dying from dehydration on the side of the road in the desert after my car died. I spoke to other dead people, too. But I chalked it up to the heat and the final stages of life. I don’t know about all those other times. I just don’t know.”
Perri smiled. “Again, I believe you.”
“Thanks. I guess.”
A voice through an unseen intercom boomed into the room. “Detective? He’s here.”
“Thanks,” Perri called back with extra volume in his voice. He looked back at me. “I have to go, but I’d like to speak with you again before you leave, if that’s okay.”
“Sure. Why not?” I said with indifference. Perri extended his hand for a shake. I looked at him in surprise. He nodded a look of approval to let me know it was okay. I took his hand and returned his ironclad grip. Perri knew how to shake a man’s hand properly. I had respect for him. Other lesser Law Enforcement officers re-cuffed my left hand, and led me downstairs, back to my cell.
I sat on my cot as they removed the various restraints. They were silent and not looking at or speaking to me. They left me alone. Considering their kind, they played the game as best they could. I looked up from my lap toward the bars. Another pig stood there, watching me and shaking his head. He looked at me with damnation.
“What the hell do you want? Pig!”
He stood over me and grinned ear to ear. “You have a suck-ass attitude, boy!” I glared at him. It took me a few moments to recognize him. Officer Clemens. He was the fat little shit who came to her house a year ago to make the report of her rape, the one in which I engaged in a verbal spar. Perri and I were discussing him not that long ago. “Oh yes, I remember you, boy, you and your piss-and-vinegar attitude. You may look different now, but I remember you. And trust me, jerk off, you’re gonna fry for what you did out in California.”
I smiled at him. “Think so? I’ll get out of here. I promise.”
He laughed. “You’re so fucked up, boy! Do you have any idea what kind of hot water you’re in? They want you out in California so bad even I can taste it. You’re a cop killer, boy. The worst kind of killer there is. Trust me; the only place you’re going is hell.”
I scoffed. “I’ve been to your mother’s bedroom and lived to tell about that. How else could I explain where I got my moves from to your wife?” I laughed as loud as I could. I didn’t see Clemens come into my cell. A fist connected with my jaw from out of nowhere. The force of the strike knocked me clean off the cot and onto the floor. I continued to grin with blood flowing from my lip as I looked up at him. He picked me up by the shirt and tossed me back onto the cot.
“You think you’re funny?” he asked.
“I know I am.”
“Yeah? Well, we’ll see just how funny you are in a gas chamber begging for your life, asshole. And believe me when I say I’ll be there to witness it for myself. I’ll be laughing my ass off while you beg for your life.”
Now I was angry. I lunged after him. He pushed me back onto the cot. I bounced off it and into the wall, headfirst.
>WHACK<
“DADDY…STOP!”
>WHACK< >WHACK<
“PLEEEEEEEEEEEEESE!”
“Shut up, son…take it like a man!”
>WHACK<
Black
I was stunned long enough to watch the fat fuck leave my cell and lock it. I opened my eyes and glared at him.
“It’s not over yet,” I whispered.
“Oh, yes, it is! I can’t prove it right now, but I know you had something to do with the disappearance of that punk who raped your girl. I think you got rid of him, too.”
The floor became a canvas for the dark red stains as I spat out blood. “Good luck with that.”
Clemens grinned again. “We’re having that investigation opened back up. And I will get you.” He greedily laughed as he walked away.
With a burst of energy, I leaped up and launched myself towards the bars. “I will get out of here, and when I do, I will kill you! I’ll kill you and your family! You will pay, pig! I swear on my grave you will!”
The cop stopped to look at me as he left the holding area. He smirked greedily in my direction. “Exactly.”
I saw no answer in sight.
Chapter IV
VISITORS










7:14 a.m.
Five days ago
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I laughed at The Rapist.
He towered over me with a smirk, radiating his sense of superiority. He was going to kill me, and I’d let him. I closed my eyes, now resigned to death. I had no more strength to fight.
“Kill me,” I said through a dry mouth. My words were barely audible. “I don’t care anymore.”
He didn’t reply. I opened my eyes to see why.
He was gone. I raised my head to scan the flatlands, hoping to catch him walking away. There was nothing but miles and miles of emptiness in all directions. I laid my head back down and waited for the end to come. It’s incredible what the human ear can hear during the most intense experiences. I could literally hear the road baking. It was a deep, fat sound, like mozzarella cheese bubbling on a hot pizza. I cracked open an eye. Vultures circled far up in the hazy blue sky.
I chuckled and closed my open eye. “Wonderful.”
Vultures. Or were they buzzards? Vultures? I couldn’t remember if they were the same. Either way, they were circling above while waiting for me to die. Stupid birds. Vultures are, by definition, lazy, selfish birds. They don’t kill for their food. They wait for it to die or for another predator to kill it. Once the prey’s dead and unable to fight, the greedy mooches move in for the feast while fighting other lesser vultures for the meat.
With that in mind, I refused to be some slothful bird’s lunch.
The screaming in my head raged on. I concentrated on the silence, hoping to make out the actual words. None came to me through the chaotic and intense sound of human suffering.
Time crawled at a snail’s pace. Death refused to claim me. Why won’t I die? It’s over. I’ve given up. The spinning of consciousness in my head made me sick. Had there been food in my stomach, it’d currently be baking on the road next to me.
“Didn’t I teach you anything, son?” a gentle, feminine voice asked. I opened one eye ever so slightly to identify the source. I saw my mother standing over me. She wore a sundress I hadn’t seen since I was a boy of seven or eight. Seeing her in it swept me away to a time in my youth when I was safe, and no one could hurt me. Waves of emotion swept over me.
“Mom?” I asked in a whisper.
“What happened to you?” she asked me, her eyes filled with such sorrow. The disappointment in her voice was unmistakable. “What’s driven you to this? Was it me? Did I not do a good job raising you?”
“No,” I said, the word escaping with the sound of two concrete bricks sliding across each other.
“What then? How could you do so many evil things to so many good people?”
“He raped her mom,” I said defensively, as loud as possible. It came out as a weak gasp. “He had to pay.”
“A life’s a precious thing, son. You took so many. I don’t understand. Are you upset with me? Did I drive you to do these things? Was it something I didn’t do for you when you asked? Did I neglect you of something?”
“It’s not you, Mother,” I whispered. “Could you help me, please? I’m in so much pain.” I blinked. She was gone. “Mom?” I asked in a panic. “Mother?”
I cried. Mom deserted me. Why? For what reason? Because I killed a few people who deserved it? It wasn’t fair!
“Oh, really? Why isn’t it fair?” I opened my eye once more to see who my latest tormenter would be. An old couple stood over me. The same old couple who butt into my affairs in the parking lot of 7-11.
“My mother’s supposed to love me unconditionally, you old coot. No matter what I do.”
The old man bent over and laughed in my face. The old woman frowned. “Says who, son? You’re a murderer. Mommy’s little boy has become an agent of the devil. You’re not her son anymore.”
“Shut up,” I whispered in defiance. “That’s not true.”
The old man bellowed with laughter again. “Sure, it is! She doesn’t want you anymore. You’re filthy now. You’re unclean! You aren’t worthy of anybody’s love, especially your own! You took us away from our family. Did you know that? We have children and grandchildren who need us. Now they’ll never know us…because of you.” I closed my eye, hoping it would make them go away. It didn’t. “You denied them that. Every miserable thing you get, you deserve! That’s why your mother abandoned you. You…aren’t worthy of her love.”
“Stop!” I screamed hoarsely. Dry tears rolled down one side of my head.
They were gone. I was alone again.
I opened both eyes. It took a massive effort to do so, and it hurt. An amount of time I couldn’t determine rolled by while I watched the buzzards continue to circle overhead.
No. They’re vultures, dumbass!
“Go away,” I told them, voice cracking as I closed my eyes. “I’m not meant to satisfy your appetite.”
“Well now, too bad you don’t practice what you preach,” a female voice said with appreciable sarcasm. I recognized the voice instantly and opened both eyes.  
Paula.
“What?” I asked, not knowing what the hell she was talking about. She stood before me, dressed only in the same skimpy black panties from our night together.
“You heard me,” she said, looking at me with sheer disgust. I glanced at her bare breasts. Even at death’s door, I wanted her. “Think about it, Carter. I was never meant to satisfy your appetite. I was with someone else, and you took me by force to satisfy some sick need you have to fill a place left by someone else. I was never meant for you! But you took me anyway, and I died for it.”
“No, Paula. It wasn’t like that at all. I loved you.”
Paula scoffed. “No, you did not! You don’t know what love is, Carter! I told you before you raped me - raped me – that when you took me and made me yours, you did exactly what that creep did when he raped your girlfriend. You’re no better than he was!”
I shook my head. “It wasn’t like that. You wanted me too. You were wet when I felt you. I know you wanted me. You even got into it towards the end when I uncuffed you. Remember? You wrapped your legs around me and begged me to come inside you.”
Paula laughed. His voice dripped with sarcasm and condescension. “You’re truly sick if you believe that. It was a ploy to get away from you. It’s too bad you had to kill me.” She smiled and grabbed playfully at her breasts. “You’ll never have these bad boys again.”
I closed my eyes and wished her away. I didn’t need this right now. I didn’t want to die with a raging erection in my pants.
The voices faded away as time passed. I was fading away. I believed I was finally dying when I heard The Rapist’s faraway voice call to me.
“It’s all over for you now,” he said, repeating the phrase.
Everything went black.
Chapter V
THERAPIST










1:10 p.m.
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My mind raced as I tried to make sense of the situation.
Another set of officers took me from my jail cell to another conference room. It was like the one where Detective Perri and Miller toyed with me. The rectangular table, chairs, and the big two-way mirror on the wall were also there. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to understand additional people on the other side of that glass were observing. I hoped Detective Perri would come back and chat with me some more. I found him amusing.
The escorting officer secured me to the chair via my handcuffs and ankle chains. I waved at the glass from my lap, wondering if they were flipping me the bird on the other side. Eventually, a man entered the room. It wasn’t Perri or Miller. I didn’t know who he was. A balding man wearing horn-rimmed glasses entered the room and closed the door.  He looked to be in his later forties. Like the detectives, he also wore a suit and carried a briefcase. Suits and briefcases seemed to be standard attire for detectives in this state. He smiled at me as he sat at the table, opened his briefcase, and withdrew a blank pad of lined yellow paper.
“How are you today?” The balding fellow asked. I shrugged my shoulders. “My name’s Dr. Sam Gardner, and I’m here today to determine if you’re mentally capable of appearing before a judge. Now, I know you’ve waived your right to a public defender, and I—”
“You’re a shrink?” I asked, almost offended.
“A psychologist, yes,” he replied.
I rolled my eyes. “I’m not crazy.”
“I never said you were,” he responded pleasantly.
“Then those pigs did, didn’t they?” I asked, motioning toward the one-way glass.
“You mean the police?”
“Yeah, the pigs,” I restarted, knowing they heard me.
Sam smiled. “That’s not a very nice thing to say.”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Did I ask for your opinion?”
“No. I was simply attempting to tell you that such a thing isn’t courteous.”
I shook my head. If anybody was wacko, it was Sammy here.
There was silence as Sam seemed to study me. Finally, he spoke. “So, how are you feeling today?”
“Really? We’re starting with that?” I sighed. “I don’t know. How would you feel if you were me?” I asked in return. A question for a question. I wouldn’t make his job easy.
“But I’m not you.”
“No. Clearly. If you were me. Hazard a guess, if you would.”
Sam appeared taken aback. “I don’t know. I’ve never been in your position.”
“Oh, I’m sorry,” I said with sarcasm. “I guess to be in your position, one would have to be an upstanding individual from a better class of persons.”
Sam grinned. “I never implied that you were lower class. Do you feel you are?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. What would you consider lower class?”
Sam shifted and ignored the question. “Are you paranoid about something?”
“No.”
“Is something upsetting you?” he asked. Sam never looked away from my eyes. I stared back hard with lowered eyebrows.
“You, if I had to say something.”
“Me?”
“Yes.”
He scribbled something on his pad. “Why?”
“I’m not crazy,” I insisted again. Sam made more notes. I tried to see what he was writing but couldn’t discern recognizable letters. The scribbles looked like shorthand.
I sat back in my chair and continued my deliberate glare.
“Again, I didn’t say you were. Nobody did. That’s why I’m here. To determine if something’s wrong with you, if you need clinical help.” He wrote something, then set the pen down on the yellow pad. “Tell me, why did you opt not to have a public defender?”
“Cause I don’t need one.”
“You feel you can defend yourself?”
“Well, I don’t think a public defender can help me. I don’t even think an expensive lawyer can help me. In fact, I don’t think anyone can help me. In short, I’m fucked.” I smiled, crossed my arms as best I could, and leaned back in my chair.
“You’re fucked?”
Christ. These guys and their repeating my answers as a question. Not the way to play the game, Sammy. “Yes. Five unfortunate people out west aren’t alive today because they wouldn’t play the game. One must deal with the consequences when one doesn’t play the game. And so, five people are dead, and the world will be better off without them.”
“These people, they wouldn’t ‘play the game’? What game?”
“You wouldn’t understand.”
“Try me.”
I sighed in frustration. “Okay, well, it’s like this. To play the game, you have to mind your own business and not fuck with me or question anything I do. There are rules for this game. If I want something, I get it. Paula didn’t play the game, and she suffered the consequences. Had she cooperated, she’d still be alive.”
Sam appeared slightly off-put. “Am I playing your game now?”
“No. But I can’t kill you. Not here. Not now. If, or should I say when, I get out of here, I’ll find you and show you how to play the game.”
“Is that a threat?”
“No. It’s a promise,” I said in a low and dominating tone. This guy was pissing me off. He was no Ian Perri.
“You really think you’re going to escape?” Sam asked. I smiled and nodded. “You don’t think they’ll catch you again?”
“No.”
“Why is that?”
“I’ve learned from my mistake,” I said. “I let my guard down just a little bit. Had I not, I wouldn’t be here. I was fine for almost a year on my own. Nobody caught me or even got close. But I was foolish enough to ask the wrong person for help.”
“And who was that?”
“Her name’s Julie Haskell. And believe me, Doc. If I ever find that cunting bitch, I will kill her.”
Sam's face was expressionless this time, not even a hint of a smile.
He looked concerned.
Chapter VI
JULIE
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I was disoriented and unsure if I was dreaming at first.
An angel rescued me from the side of the road where Mr. Moon left me to die. Everyone abandoned me, even Mom. I wasn’t worthy of anyone’s love, even my own. I was on my way to hell until the angel arrived. She picked me up and placed me in her chariot. I was on my way to a better place. A place of solitude, a place of peace. A place where no one would hurt me ever again. A place where…
“—I can get you some help.”
I snapped awake, unaware of what was happening to me. The confusion quickly cleared after realizing I was lounging in the reclined passenger seat of a car, watching the scenery drift by. A woman was driving. She glanced over at me with concern, making a half-smile. I couldn’t speak. My throat was dry. I slowly reached up to touch it.
“Good. You’re still alive,” she said. “I didn’t know how I’d explain it to anyone if I had a corpse in the passenger seat of my car.”
I should’ve told her I wrote the book on the subject.
She handed me a bottle of spring water from her lap. I gulped it as water spilled from the sides of my mouth. She snatched the bottle away. Doing so earned her a glare.
“Not so fast. You’ll puke it back up. Drink slowly.” She returned the bottle to me. I sipped from the plastic bottle, noticing a tremble in her hand. She was scared.
“No hospitals,” I finally said.
She looked over with curiosity. “I think you might be sick. I thought you were dead when I found you.”
“I’m fine,” I said. “My car broke down. I was walking to the nearest town to get help.”
She laughed. “Then you were a dead man. The nearest town isn’t for a whole shitload of miles in either direction.”
“Well, what the hell was I supposed to do? Die without trying?” I snapped. “No hospitals.”
“Okay,” she said in a small and intimidated voice, looking back toward the open road.
I shut my eyes to contemplate the situation. Here I was, rescued from death by this lovely woman and acting like a dick. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be short.”
“It’s okay…this time, considering the circumstances.” She offered a half but legitimate smile.
I smiled weakly in return. She was sort of cute. Not a raving beauty by any means, but cute. Shoulder-length strawberry blonde hair, green eyes, and an athletic body. Some breasts, but nothing like Paula’s. I decided then she wasn’t my type. All I wanted from her was her money and this car. If she played the game, these items would be all I’d take from her.
I reached for the gun in my pants. It was gone. I groped at myself in a panic, feeling the remaining teeth protruding from Paula’s jawbone in my left pocket, but no gun.
She looked back over with unease. “What is it?”
“My gun.”
She went from frightened to pale scared. “What gun?”
“I had a gun on me for protection, and now it’s not here,” I said, looking at her with rage.
She decreased her speed. “I don’t know about any gun. I don’t like guns. They scare me.”
I quickly reasoned the weapon must have fallen out of my pants back where I fell alongside the road. It was gone now and no longer part of the equation.
“Forget it. Don’t be afraid. I’m not going to hurt you. You saved my life, after all. I owe you, big time.” She stopped the decrease in speed but continued to stare silently ahead. “I had it with me for protection in case someone tried to assault me while I was on the road.” Her silence continued as she looked over the steering wheel. “My name’s Carter. And really, thank you for stopping for me. I thought I was a dead man.”
She looked over timidly and smiled. “I’m Julie Haskell, and I’m glad I could help. Is there somewhere I can take you?”
“My car’s dead, and I have to get back to Maryland. It’s a matter of life or death.”
Julie looked at me as if I might have been joking. She then smiled a bit. It was strange how she smiled as if she was partial to some information I didn’t know.
“What?” I asked, feeling the concern rise.
“You’re joking? Right?” she asked with that strange smile.
“No. I’m quite serious,” I said, exuding no humor. Julie looked back toward the road.
“Okay,” she said. Her answer took me by surprise. I expected some kind of resistance, or at least additional questions. She must’ve seen my look of shock through her peripheral vision. “Don’t look so shocked, Carter. I have nowhere to go.”
“What?”
“I left home,” she said without looking at me. “It was time for me to be on my own, anyway. I was starting to feel a little…unwelcome.”
“Yeah, I know how that feels.”
Julie looked over at me again. “Really?”
I nodded, but didn’t want to explain why. It wasn’t any of her business. Yet somehow, I knew she’d play the game.
“Anyway, I left my house yesterday with only what I could take with me and decided I’d drive east till I found something that intrigued me.” We locked stares. “Maryland, huh? Call me intrigued.”
I said nothing, in awe of the situation. Getting home was going to be too easy. Best of all, it meant I wouldn’t have to hurt anyone.
In sudden paranoia, I looked behind me as I had that feeling someone was watching again. There was nothing there.
“Something wrong?” Julie asked.
“No,” I blurted. “Never mind. Without going into great detail, you might say I left home, too. Only they didn’t want me to leave. In fact, they want me to come back.”
Julie chuckled but didn’t reply.
Good girl, Julie.
Throughout the afternoon, I listened to Julie lay out her life story. This was fine, as I didn’t want to talk about mine. At the ripe age of twenty-four, Julie left home after a big fight with her parents. They disapproved of her choices, from boyfriends to money to college. They didn’t see eye to eye on anything. I suppose they agreed to disagree. I mentioned this to her, which earned me a genuine smile and a nod.
It seemed the only thing Julie and her parents agreed upon was the consensus for her to leave. Her parents wanted her out if she wouldn’t play their game. Poor thing. Everyone deserves a loving mother.
Julie would be my free ride back home. She’d remain unscathed as long as she abided by the rules of the game. I harbored some concern, thinking she might ask questions out of curiosity. I didn’t want to make her life a living hell, much less bring it to a close.
As the sun set behind us, I felt a calmness wash over me, the same strange calm I feel when I might actually be safe for a while. But that’s usually when the bottom drops out, isn’t it?
I thought about her again, my lost love. How would I explain all of this to her? My departure. My return. How would she react? How would I explain all of this to my mother as well? She’s probably been worried sick this whole time.
I’d cross that bridge when I get there.
If I get there.
Chapter VII
CONFESSION
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“Why do you want to kill Julie?” Sam asked.
I glared at him with a broad grin creeping across my face. This little man wouldn’t have me so effortlessly.
“Never mind,” I said. Thinking about the entire ordeal with Julie pissed me off.
“You brought it up.”
“Never mind!” I snapped. “I’m sorry I said anything! I don’t want to talk about it!”
“Is there anything you do want to talk about?”
“Not really,” I said, looking calmly at the wall.
Sam continued to study me, looking at me with his old brown eyes. I wondered if he was looking through me. “What about California?”
“What about it?”
“Does what happened out there bother you?”
“Should it?”
Sam changed his position in his chair again. “I don’t know. I’m asking if what you did, what happened to you out there, bothers you.”
“I guess not.”
“You guess not? You don’t sound sure.”
“I suppose it depends on which part you’re asking about,” I replied. “If you’re asking me about Paula and Officer Bauer or any of the others, then no, it doesn’t bother me. Steve bothered me. He still does.”
“Why’s that?”
“It’s real easy to figure out, Doc,” I said, perturbed that this man with a Ph.D. couldn’t put two and two together. “If there’d been no Steve, Paula would’ve been more…well, receptive. And then maybe I wouldn’t have had to punish her.”
“So what you did to Paula was a punishment?”
“Yes. It was.” I answered in a low, psychotic tone to rattle Sam’s chain.
“Murdering an innocent woman just because she wouldn’t be with you?”
“Yes.”
“So you’re trying to tell me if there had been no Steve, Paula would’ve been all yours without complication?”
“Yes.”
Sam changed his position. “I don’t think so,” he said. This irked me. I felt my posture go stiff with rage. “If there’d been no Steve, I’m sure it would’ve been someone else.”
“Well then, I guess what happened was inevitable, wasn’t it?”
Sam shrugged his shoulders. Nice. Giving it back to me. “Maybe. Maybe not. Tell me, what was so special about Paula’s jawbone? The police found it in your pocket. I assume it’s hers.”
I shrugged my shoulders. “A memento.”
Sam narrowed his eyes and shook his head. “No. I don’t think that’s it.”
“Enlighten me then.”
“I want you to tell me, Carter. Why did you take her jawbone, really? What went through your mind when you decided to keep it? What were those thoughts?”
I sighed and thought about it. What did I think at that moment? “I remember thinking it would be nice to have a part of her to keep with me.”
“I believe that, but I think there’s more. Serial killers typically keep mementos from all their victims. You didn’t. You only kept something from Paula. Out of all those people, you chose Paula. I’d be interested in knowing why.”
“I’m not a serial killer,” I added. “Even Detective Perri believes that.”
Sam grinned. “I don’t believe you are either, Carter. Again, I’m more interested in why Paula and not the others.”
“I don’t know, but you obviously have a theory. Why not guide me there? Because really, I don’t know.”
Sam nodded. “Subconsciously, you know why, but maybe I’ll help you a little. But just a little.”
“Okay, then. Begin.”
“You claim you loved her.”
“I did. I still do.”
“Exactly. I believe you believe you love her, regardless of what anyone else thinks.”
This made no sense. “So?”
“I’m conceding you believe you love her. You went from ‘did love her’ to ‘do love her’ like she’s still alive when you know she isn’t,” Sam said. Confused, I shook my head. “Do you believe Paula’s alive?”
“No.”
“Do you believe she’s dead?”
“Yes.”
“I think you acknowledge her physical death, yes,” Sam said. He intertwined his fingers and set his hands on the table like my elementary school teacher used to do. “So why keep her jawbone? Why not a femur or a tibia?”
I thought about it. “I don’t know. Because it was part of her head?”
“You’re getting warm, Carter. Keep going.”
Part of her head? One can’t keep ears after burning a body or ear bones, as they’re infinitesimally small. Nor the nose or the eyes. And carrying around an entire skull would be cumbersome and challenging to conceal. This leaves the jaw.
I looked at Sam. “It was all that was left of her head beside the skull.”
Sam sighed, clearly frustrated. I wish I could say I was baiting him on purpose. I honestly had no clue what the good doctor was getting at this time. “Okay,” he said. “What part of the skull does the jawbone come from?”
“The mouth?”
“Correct.”
“I have some kind of attachment to her mouth?”
Sam considered my words. “In a sense, perhaps so.”
I stared back at Sam for what seemed like the longest time. I was done playing this game, his game.
Sam sighed. “She can’t tell you no anymore, can she?”
“She certainly didn’t complain the last time,” I said, wickedly grinning as I recalled the tryst by the old home site.
“I don’t understand. You raped Paula more than once?”
“Certainly not,” I said harshly. “We made love the last time.”
“How many times were there?”
“Two.”
Sam scratched his head. “But you said you ‘punished her’ when she didn’t play your game, so how could you have slept—” Sam went pale. My grin widened. “Oh, my God. You had intercourse with her dead body, didn’t you?”
I shrugged my shoulders.
Sam stood up and helped himself to a drink of water from the water cooler at the back of the room. He faced away from me with his head down.
I guess that rattled his chain, but good. Yeah.
He returned to the table, newly composed. The color was back in his face and balding head. “I have to ask you, Carter. Why would you do something like that?”
“That I do know the answer to, Doc. I was horny. The thrill of watching that 7-11 gas station blow up like a SCUD missile hit was a rush I’d never felt before or expected. I was unprepared for it. Paula was still warm and available. What more can I tell you? She didn’t talk back to me that last time, I can tell you.”
“No. She didn’t. And you kept her jawbone.” Sam paused. “You’re clearly an intelligent person, Carter. I’m surprised you haven’t put this together yet.”
He attempted to butter me up or dare me by acknowledging my aptitude. I admit the good Doc had me stumped, so I fired a shot in the dark. “You’re suggesting I kept her jawbone because she could no longer talk back to me?”
“In a sense, yes,” Sam said. “You loved Paula, but she didn’t reciprocate. You took the one thing from her that caused you the most…hurt. Now you control it, the part of her that hurt you the most. Your ‘memento,’ as you put it.”
I shook my head. “You think I took her jawbone because it was part of her mouth, the one that tried to refuse me, so I could keep it as a reminder of her and our time together? Is that right? I guess I don’t see the point to any of this.”
Sam shifted. “It’s like this; I believe you kept her jawbone as an act of power, which is what your ‘game’ is really all about. Power. The kind you believe you wield via your game, your life. They’re one and the same. You had no control over Paula in life, but you did in death. Paula will never tell you no again, and that souvenir proves it.” Sam paused. “Why Paula, Carter? What made her so special? What was it about her that made you want her so badly?”
I laughed. “Oh, Doc, that’s a long, long story I really don’t want to tell you.”
Sam shifted again. His polite grin returned. “Give me the abridged version, then.”
I glanced at him. “Paula looked like someone that meant a lot to me once. Only I couldn’t be with her anymore. Yet somehow, Paula was different, almost better in a way. I loved Paula. I wanted her to love me the same way. But she didn’t. Because of Steve.”
“Who’s this girl that Paula reminds you of?” he asked. Sam was eerily tranquil. His demeanor sent up red flags.
“A girl I used to be involved with who meant the world to me. Only something happened to her, and I had to leave.”
“What happened to her?”
“She was…violated.”
Sam’s eyebrows raised in surprise. He looked as if he’d experienced an epiphany. “Raped?” I nodded. “Truly, I’m sorry. I didn’t know. Did what happened to her bother you?”
“I guess you could say that.”
“So, you left her?”
“Her and the whole fucking town.”
“You moved away?”
“Yeah. To California, as a matter of fact,” I said with a measured smirk. “You putting this together yet, Mr. Ph.D.?”
“Okay. I think I’m beginning to understand,” Sam said, ignoring my smarmy attitude. “You were living here in Maryland. You had a nice girlfriend who was raped, and you couldn’t handle it. So you ran away to California to get away from her. Sounds a little extreme, don’t you think?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe.”
Sam shifted in his chair yet again. It was his tell. He does it when he’s about to embark upon a new line of questioning. “Your girlfriend, did she ‘play the game?’”
“Mostly,” I said, considering the question. Sometimes she did and said things that displeased me, especially where The Rapist and their friendship were involved. I felt if I were to make too much of a big deal about it, she’d leave, and I didn’t want that. It took me so long to find her or any girlfriend. I’d do whatever I needed to keep her in my life. The arrangement was a necessary evil.
However, I didn’t want to go into this with Sammy, so I simply said, “Let’s just say she was exempt from certain rules, and that’s all I’ll say on that matter.”
“Fair enough. Even so, running away without notice, abandoning her and your family. There must be more to the ‘why’ of it.”
I shrugged my shoulders again. “Isn’t there always?” I asked with sarcasm.
Sam shifted again. He looked deep into my eyes, almost hypnotically. “So, what did you leave out?”
“Nothing, really. Minor details that don’t bear mentioning.”
Sam smiled and chuckled. “Really? So what happened to the man who raped your girlfriend? Did he go to jail? Was he punished for his crime?”
“Yeah. I guess you could say that.”
Sam leaned forward. “This man who raped your girlfriend was punished for his crime? Correct?”
I leaned forward as well. “Yes. The Rapist was punished.”
“What happened to him?” Sam asked, practically cutting off my answer.
“Hell, if I know.”
“I think you do.”
“Maybe,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. There was silence. Sam was glaring at me now. “I guess you could say that I’ve seen him around.”
“Have you?” Sam asked, half smiling. His smile was precisely the same kind Julie gave me after she rescued me. The ‘I Know Something’ smile.
“Yes. I have. He’s been following me around out in California and back here. I think he’s stalking me.”
“Why do you think that?”
I locked eyes with Sam, feeling tension fill the air. “He’s mad.”
“Mad?”
“Well, pissed off is probably more accurate.”
“Why?”
“Cause of some things I did to him. He wants revenge, and I won’t let him have it. He has to stop this stalking and chasing me around shit. It’s making my life a living hell. The only reason I came back was to stop him. Once and for all.”
“Why couldn’t you have stopped him out in California?”
“It wasn’t possible. I had to talk to her first.”
“Her, meaning your old girlfriend?”
“Yes. She’d know for certain if The Rapist was really following me around.”
“How would she know?”
“She just would.” I think I finally baffled Sam. He jotted down some additional notes in his notebook.
“I understand you’ve already seen your old girlfriend and talked to her. Isn’t that where the police picked you up? At her house?”
That did it. Sam pissed me off. Even though restraints shackled me in the chair, I tried to jump up. “Shut up! Don’t you bring her into this! None of this is her fault. She was just an innocent victim in this whole ugly thing between him and me.”
“What thing?”
I sat back down. “It went on forever. This punk always had a thing for my girl. You see, he was in love with her too, only she considered their relationship a ‘friendship’ thing. He wanted more, and she wouldn’t give it to him. But by the same token, she insisted on remaining friends with him because they’d known each other for so long. He regularly sent her love letters, flowers, gifts, you name it. He continually told her how much he loved her and how much he had to be with her. At the same time, he told her the worst lies about me to get rid of me, as he believed I was no good for her. He claimed he saw me at a church dance on a weekend when I couldn’t see her. A church in a town over forty miles from where she lived, mind you. He told her he saw me dancing and making out with another girl. Forgetting, of course, I don’t go to church, much less church dances. Do they even have those anymore? This isn’t nineteen fucking fifty-five, after all. Oh, and even more unbelievable, what would he be doing forty miles away at a church dance in the town where I just happened to live? And, for that matter, what was he doing at a church dance to begin with? I assure you, people who live his lifestyle are not the church-going type. And you know what? She fucking believed the bastard and broke up with me. He then tried to make his move. It didn’t work, though. She wouldn’t bite. After that, he told her the truth about the church dance, and she STILL chose to remain friends with him. What the fuck was up with that? Who lies like that? Who interferes in someone else’s life like that and then walks away unscathed? Who, I ask you, WHO? That miserable piece of shit refused to play the game, and he walked away clean every time. But I…I thought I was the good guy. I never made up stories about him and his questionable lifestyle, and believe me, Doc, his lifestyle was questionable! I was so afraid that if I did something like that, she’d find out, and that’d be it for her and me. She’d never keep me around like she did him, even after he admitted to his deception.
“Then, one day, I was supposed to go to her house for dinner with her and her parents. Before I got there, she went to see him. He claimed he had something he wanted to show her. Yeah, he had something to show her, all right…he fucking raped her! I found her at his house, a tattered mess. I took her back home. A few minutes later, he showed up and denied the whole thing. The cops arrested him anyway, and then he confessed to everything. He’s a yellow coward, you see, and he broke down like a teenage girl whose boyfriend dumps her when prom night’s over after he’s gotten what he wanted.
“I knew the courts wouldn’t punish him the way he should’ve been punished. He’d get a slap on the wrist for being a first-time offender and walk free. That, and she forgave him for what he did to her. When she did that, he’d gotten what he wanted, which left her unclean. Another man had been inside her. I couldn’t be with her anymore. He got away with murder, and so did I!”
Sam continued to glare. “You did?”
“I punished him the way he should’ve been after finding her at his house that day! I set that motherfucker up to meet me in the middle of nowhere. In a field where no one goes because it’s so damned far away. I chained his ass up, and I cut his dick off. I even made him eat it. Then I blew his fucking head apart. And, Doc, this is the part I want you to know and appreciate; God saw the whole fucking thing!” I tried to jump up out of the chair. “God watched that night! His eye was up there. He cast enough light for me to see. Don’t you get it? God wanted me to take his life in retaliation for what he did. God helped me! God helped me to serve justice! And somehow, now, this man has come back from the dead and follows me everywhere I go. I have to find him before he finds me, or I’ll be the one who suffers, and believe me, I will suffer at his hands long before death comes.”
Sam looked unaffected by my rant.
I realized then what had happened, where I was, and what I’d just said. I turned to look into the big one-way glass mirror and the likely cops standing on the other side.
They’d just heard my confession to yet another murder.
Chapter VIII
MOTEL
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Julie and I drove through the night and into the next day.
We took turns at the wheel, one driving while the other slept. It didn’t work out as well as we’d hoped, and we had to stop at a motel outside Denver, Colorado, to freshen up and rest. We agreed upon a single room with two single beds. It was a way to conserve money while setting boundaries. Julie and I now had an unspoken trust. We were using each other. Neither of us would get hurt if we played the game correctly. She wanted companionship, and I wanted a way back home.
The motel was a complete dump. It suffered from years of apparent disrepair. Here, I could finally get some peaceful rest. Well, until the nightmares woke me up. I dreamt of my mother abandoning me the same way my father did. I have no genuine memory of my father. He left when I was a small child. Watching the one person I depended on my entire life turn me away was more than I could bear. I was on the verge of tears when I awoke.
I also discovered Julie was no longer in the room.
My guard went back up. It pushed aside all unnecessary emotions.
I jumped out of bed. “Julie?” No answer. “Julie?”
I hurried to the window and pulled the dirty, off-white curtain back enough to peek through. Julie stood in a phone booth across the street. Her head was down as she talked. She kept a hand over her other ear to better hear. I didn’t like this. What if she’d figured out who I really was? What if she was turning me in?
She hung up the phone and began walking across the street, looking both ways as she trotted. I retreated to the bed and looked around in panic. I’d not let Law Enforcement take me in like this, not after all I’ve been through. Perched on the bed, I locked eyes with the door, prepared to take action.
Julie quietly opened the door, unaware of my presence.
“Who the hell were you talking to?” I spoke in a low, stern voice. Julie jumped and whirled around to face me, shutting the door behind her.
“Jesus H. Christ, Carter! You scared the shit out of me!”
I studied her without replying. She sighed. I raised an eyebrow, letting her know I awaited an explanation.
“Why? Paranoid?” I asked. Julie stood there and looked at me with confusion. “Who was that on the phone?”
“No one.” Julie bowed her head, looking at me with small submissive eyes, like a puppy that had just pissed on the carpet.
I stood up, approached her, and grabbed her by the shoulders. “Tell me! Did you call the police?”
She cringed as I towered over her. “Why would I call the police, Carter? What’s the matter with you?”
My anger subsided. Julie was right. What was the matter with me? How could she possibly know who I was and what I was running from?
I let her go and stared at her with a blank expression. “Nothing.”
She fell back on her bed, sat up, and accused me with hurt eyes. She looked betrayed. “What’s going on with you, Carter? Why are you so scared? Are you running from someone?”
“Don’t worry about it,” I advised.
She looked frightened. “What do you mean ‘don’t worry about it?’ What’s really going on here? Are you in some kind of trouble?”
“Too many questions. Mind your own business,” I said flatly, standing in the middle of the room. I looked off into space to figure out what to do next.
“You know everything about me, and I don’t know shit about you!”
I cracked a half-smile. “I like it that way.”
“It’s not very fair.”
“Hey! I didn’t ask for your life story, did I? You offered it to me. I didn’t realize I was obligated to tell you mine.”
“Sor-ry!” she spat. “I thought maybe you were someone worth getting to know. I didn’t realize I was helping some jerk!”
My eyes widened with anger. “I thought you knew how to play the game,” I whispered. “Was I wrong?”
Julie looked down at her feet and fell silent. “Listen. I just want to help you. Letting me do that is helping me, whether you realize it or not. If you’re in some kind of trouble, let me help you.”
“There’s nothing you can do,” I said, moving to the window, pushing the nasty stained curtain aside, and looking for signs of Law Enforcement, just in case. I turned to Julie. “Who did you call?” I asked again, this time harder in tone.
She heaved a deep sigh. Its heaviness suggested she’d answer me just to get me off her back. “It was my best friend back home. I just wanted to tell her I was okay and not to worry. You can understand that, can’t you?”
“What’s wrong with the phone in here?”
“I didn’t want to wake you,” Julie said. She looked back down at the floor and wept a little. I felt like shit now.
“I’m sorry,” I whispered, sitting beside her. “Yes. I’m in some trouble. The details aren’t important, and it’s probably better you don’t know what they are. I need to get back to Maryland and settle some things before they catch up with me. There are some things I need to say to someone very important to me. I left her without warning some time back and hurt her badly. I have to make it right and tell her how sorry I am before it’s too late, or she may never know.”
Julie put her arm around me as I looked down at the floor. “Carter, it’s okay. You don’t have to tell me anything. I’ll help you get home. I promise.” She hugged me. I let her. Human compassion was nice. I’d take all I could get. “Come on. Let’s get you home.”
Chapter IX
AFTERMATH










1:40 p.m.
[image: ]
I gazed into Sam's eyes.
Nobody spoke. My grave was now another foot deep. I waited for Law Enforcement to charge into the room and gloat over my admission. No one came.
“Something wrong?” Sam asked.
I looked at him with disgust. “Is this what you wanted? To get me to confess to another murder? Fine! You got me! I did it!” I turned to face the mirror. “I murdered the fuck who raped my girlfriend!” I turned back to Sam. “Hell, I could show you where his gravesite’s supposed to be, where I disposed of the gun, everything! And why not? I’m going to fry, anyway.”
“Maybe. Maybe not. I am curious, though; you said, ‘where his gravesite’s supposed to be.’  Can you explain that to me?”
“He isn’t where I buried him,” I said. “This explains a lot because he’s been stalking me, and now I know why. He’s not really dead. There’s no other explanation.”
Sam stared back at me. His eyes gave him away. He knew something. “Do you remember burying him?”
That was the sixty-four thousand dollar question, but I wouldn’t let him know that. “More or less.”
Sam scribbled something on his notepad, put the pen down, and smiled. “The detectives searched that entire area. They didn’t find a body. What do you make of that?”
“He survived. I don’t see how that’s possible since I watched his head come apart, but…I don’t know. He survived.”
“You shot him through the head?”
“And cut off his cock.”
Sam shifted. He wasn’t smiling anymore. “How many times did you shoot him? Once? Twice?”
“Once. I think.”
Sam raised his eyebrows. “You think?”
“I picked up three bullet shells, but I only shot him once. Once was enough.”
“And you remember burying his body?”
Flashes of that night passed across my mind’s eye. There was the hole, the ground debris, and the blood. So much blood. And three shells.
“I…um, I remember covering the site with ground debris, and, um—” I began rubbing my forehead and temples.
Sam cut me off. “Okay, Carter. I think we’re done for now.”
I glared at him with sarcasm. “You think I’m crazy, don’t you?”
Sam shook his head. “Crazy is such a general word. It’s used a lot in books and movies. In the real world, it’s an entirely different matter. I think you may have an issue connecting to reality.”
I was truly angry with this little man now, him standing there, passing judgment on me the way he was. He had no right. He didn’t know or understand the whole story. “I’m not crazy.”
Sam smiled. “I never used the word crazy. Let me try to explain this to you. You seem to have a problem with reality. You live in this alternate world where everyone and everything revolves around you. Normally, a little of this is okay, but I see within you an obsession with achieving what you want when you want it, at any cost. Any cost. This isn’t normal behavior and isn’t at all healthy. I’m not calling you sick or crazy; rather, you’re simply having a problem dealing with reality. You’ve retreated into your own world. I think you’re stuck there, unable to find your way out. When that world and reality collide, you react with no sense of right from wrong. I’m here to help you find a way to be at peace with yourself and everything that’s happened to you, to help you tell the difference between right and wrong.”
I stared at him with my jaw open. How dare he sit there and say these things to me! He knew nothing. Sam waved his hand in the air. Within seconds, Law Enforcement was back in the room, preparing me for the march back to my cell. There was nothing I could do. I was helpless.
I looked back at Sam as they escorted me out of the room. He got an evil grin. “This isn’t over, Doc. I’d watch my back if I were you.”
Sam smiled back pleasantly. “You’re right about one thing; this isn’t over. We’ll be spending a lot of time together soon.”
Before I could retort, the lead officer thrust me out of the room and shut the door. I said nothing, nor did I resist. I wasn’t stupid. With a sinking feeling, I braced myself for the inevitable. Sam would have me locked up in some mental hospital for criminals. I had to get out of here. I wouldn’t spend the rest of my days drugged up in an insane asylum.
I wasn’t in my cell for five minutes when Clemens returned for another visit. As I turned away, I felt his presence looming behind me.
“I knew you were guilty, boy!” he said, mocking me. “I knew you whacked that boy who raped your poor little girlfriend.” I turned to him with fire in my eyes. He was pushing the wrong buttons. “That day we came to your house to arrest that punk, I knew you’d do something rash. You had this temper, and I knew you wouldn’t leave well enough alone. When the two of you disappeared last year, I knew it was foul play on your part. And now I have your ass!” He leaned his head back and laughed. I stood up and lunged for him. The bars of the cell prevented his timely demise. He stood back and shook his head. I think I might have been growling. “I pity you, boy. You’re in for so much hell even before you reach California. You won’t leave here until I’m done with you.”
“Fuck you,” I spat, glaring at the fat fuck. I’d make this pig drink his own blood before I departed this life.
“You’ve been baaaaad boy,” he said, taunting me. “There ain’t nobody around to help you now. Nobody wants you. Your girl don’t want you. Your family don’t want you, even Julie—” Clemens paused and laughed again. “I can’t believe someone as cunning as you fell for such an obvious trick.”
“Shut up!”
“What’s the matter? Am I bruising your fragile little ego? Don’t worry. It’s okay. You couldn’t run forever. Somebody would’ve caught you sooner or later.”
The smirk on his face was unbearable. I wanted to rip his head off, use it for a football, and then shit down the hole in his neck.
“You are right about one thing,” I said. “The only person I could depend on was me! And that’s why that faggot who raped my girl is dead! I knew I couldn’t trust you and every other legal fuck hole to do the right thing and punish that fuck for what he did. What I did was just and deserved!” I looked into a place deep in his eyes. “Maybe the world would be a better place if you were more like me.” The fat Law Enforcement officer was no longer grinning. It was my turn to crack the smile. I laughed then. “Yes. If you were more like me, you’d be perfect.”
He snorted and shook his head. “You really are crazy. I wouldn’t even compare the skid marks in my underwear to you. You’re evil, right to the core. In all my years of police work, I’ve never seen anyone as fucked up as you. I guess I didn’t really see it until now. No matter, though. They’ll put you away in a safe place for a very long time. If you think you’re in hell now, you ain’t seen anything yet.” He walked away.
“I want to see Julie!”
My bane stopped but didn’t turn around. “Why?”
I laughed low to myself. “There are some things that I…uh, want to say to her before she leaves the state.”
He turned around, his gaze hard and unforgiving, and crossed his arms. “Forget it! I wouldn’t let you near her if she were even in the building, which she ain’t! She’s already left the state. Her job’s done here.”
He was lying. He didn’t look me in the eye when he said that. Julie was still here, somewhere.
She wouldn’t come near me.
She was afraid.
She knew I’d kill her for her betrayal if I saw her again.
Chapter X
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Two long days of driving later, we finally reached the Maryland State line.
We drove non-stop since our break in Colorado. I insisted. Julie agreed. She wanted to see me get home, back to my lost love. For the life of me, I couldn’t determine the source of her enthusiasm in my endeavor or her empathy. She seemed to fulfill some need of her own.
We crossed the state line into Maryland in the early morning when the sky was still a crisp, deep blue. A mere few hours separated me from the town I’d left a year ago. I was getting nervous, almost scared. Before the day ended, I’d see her and my family again. I still didn’t know what I’d say to any of them.
“Are you okay?” Julie asked.
I must have been fidgeting. I looked over at her and smiled a bit. “Yeah. There must be a thousand butterflies in my stomach.”
“It’ll be okay,” she said with assurance as she sped the car up. I glanced out the windshield. A dusty, white Chevy Caprice sat on the traffic island separating east and westbound lanes. An undercover Law Enforcement officer watched us as we drove by. We were passing cars in the adjoining lanes, clearly over the speed limit. A tight knot formed in my gut.
“Slow down!” I snapped. “I don’t want that undercover pig to stop us.”
“Nobody’s going to stop us. We’re not really speeding.” She smiled, totally laid back. I turned around to watch the unmarked car pull out into traffic and speed up.
“Shit!”
Julie glanced into the rearview mirror with big, open eyes. “Whoops.”
The cruiser caught up with us. Red and blue flashing lights on its dashboard lit up.
“NO!” I screamed. “I didn’t come this far to get caught now!”
“Caught?” Julie asked as I watched a second state police cruiser approach from behind. This one had a distinctive Maryland State Police emblem painted on its side, its lights and siren going full force. “What do you mean ‘caught’?”
I was in trouble. It was over. They had me.
Maybe.
“Speed up,” I said.
Julie panicked. “Carter, I can’t outrun a cop in this car! I don’t want to get caught, either. Let’s just see what they want.”
I looked around again. Two cruisers somehow turned into four.
“What the fuck is going on here?” I shouted to myself. This wasn’t possible. How could they have possibly known I was coming? It made little sense. I glanced at Julie, her face pale and her forehead beaded with sweat. “Look. It’s me they want. I’m wanted for murder.” Julie looked at me with wide, shocked eyes. “I’m sorry. I wish you weren’t involved.”
“I’m not!” She declared, her voice low and menacing. “And I don’t want you in my car anymore!” She slowed down. “I want you out of here and out of my life!”
I reached out and smashed her head into the door window without thinking. It shattered with the force of the impact, sending safety glass scattering across the front seat and onto the dashboard. The car swerved across the middle lane as Julie fell unconscious. I pulled her out of the driver’s seat and into the passenger side. I looked at Julie once I was in control of the car to ensure she was still alive. She moaned. Blood dripped from an unseen cut on her head. I sighed, clicked the seatbelt into place, and stared at the highway before us. Other cars were pulling over at the coming melee.
Behind me, six or seven state Law Enforcement cruisers were screaming at me with sirens and blinding me with their lights. An assortment of red and blue flashes filled the rearview mirror as the white, blinding bursts of the cruiser’s high beams added to the visual mash. I sped up, hoping to outrun them.
“Pull over!” a booming voice over a loudspeaker said. “If you pull over now, no one will be hurt.”
“Bullshit!”
I drove faster, weaving in and out of thinning traffic. Other drivers caught in the middle pulled over and out of the way. I had the gas pedal of Julie’s car on the floor. Still, there wasn’t any measurable difference between Law Enforcement and myself. This pitiful little car wouldn’t outrun a pack of state police cruisers. I also suspected somewhere down the road, a roadblock awaited, probably the bridge spanning the Patapsco River. That’s where I’d set one up were I chasing me.
Several more minutes of pursuit proved me right. I could see the expected roadblock in the distance. Law Enforcement set one up on the opposite end of the approaching bridge. I couldn’t stop or turn in another direction. In a few seconds, I’d cross the bridge and collide with a barricade of police cruisers. I glanced at Julie, who was now semi-conscious. The car’s tires double-thumped as I crossed onto the bridge. It was maybe a mile across. A microsecond glance in the rearview mirror informed me the pursuing cruisers had backed off. I glimpsed at the speedometer and barked out a shrill laugh in response. Ninety miles and change per hour, it read. Hitting the roadblock at this speed meant certain death.
Therefore, I did what any sane person would do.
I entered the far left lane of the bridge and twisted the wheel to the right. The barriers on the right side of the bridge were low, perhaps low enough to jump over. The car smashed into the wall. I could hear the car's front end crumple up as the force of the vehicle into the guardrail sent us ass end over the top of the bridge. My stomach rose into my throat as the car flipped over during the descent to the river below. The G-Force pushed my face into a prune as I failed to calculate the distance of the fall, except to say it happened in slow motion. I watched the water of the river race up to meet me through the broken windshield, anticipating the collision.
The car engine topping out was the last thing I heard before we crashed into the cold, rushing water. The seatbelt didn’t prevent my head from meeting the oversized steering wheel.
“DADDY…STOP!”
>SLAM<
“This is what you get—”
>SLAM<
Into the wall.
“—For not—”
>SLAM<
“—playing the game!”
>SLAM<
Thrown to the ground.
“I love you, son.”
Daddy kicks me.
Blackness.
Chapter XI
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Not long after Clemens departed, footsteps echoed through the hall as another approached.
It was someone I hadn’t expected. Not a lawyer, a public defender, or even Julie.
It was her.
What she brought with her took me entirely by surprise. Or maybe I should say whom she brought with her.
We stood there and looked at each other for several seconds without saying a word. I glanced briefly at her companion and then back at her.
She finally spoke. “You really do look so…different. I didn’t notice it the first time, but now, you’re so different just looking at you. Yet you haven’t changed at all.” She paused and looked at her companion. “I don’t know. I can’t explain it.”
“You’re looking at a murderer,” I whispered. She turned away to hide the tears. “Is this how you pictured a man who’s killed?”
“Stop,” she said through a sob. “I can’t believe that.” She turned around and glared at me with red, wet eyes. “But somewhere deep down, I knew.” Her voice was icy. “I knew you murdered him. There was no other explanation for the disappearance of either of you. The way you talked about it, obsessed over it, you just wouldn’t let any of it go! Any of it! It pushed you over the edge, didn’t it? And now look at you and this mess you’re in.”
“I never forgot about you,” I whispered. She cried again.
She was right. Some things didn’t change.
“You didn’t even say goodbye,” she spat. “I got a phone call at four-thirty in the fucking morning when you told me you loved me, and that was it! What the hell kind of way is that to say goodbye?”
“I couldn’t tell you,” I said.
She cut me off. “Tell me what? That you murdered my best friend?”
The person she’d brought with her became restless.
It was still a knife in my heart to hear her say shit like this about the guy who raped her.
“There!” I said, cutting her off. “That’s the thing I could never get over! That worthless waste of life raped you, and here you are still defending him, forgiving him like he accidentally bumped into you. You were always so devoted to him and his feelings before you ever considered mine…even after he raped you!”
“Bullshit!” she spat. “You just never understood our relationship.”
“Goddamn right!”
“He was always there for me, even before I met you!” I turned away. This shit was going to hurt to hear. It always did. It always would. “Look at me!” she snapped. I glanced at her. “Whenever I needed someone, he was always there. He made one mistake. One mistake! And now he’s dead! You killed him. Tell me, do you feel better now? A handful of people are dead now because you don’t know how to deal with your anger. Are they gone now? The demons in your head that scream in your ears at night?”
I looked at her with the face I make when I mean business, when I mean to kill. She stepped back, clearly startled.
“You don’t know,” I began. “You have no idea, do you? Those demons you speak of were never there until now, and they aren’t in my head. They’re following me around. He’s out there, you know, your so-called best friend, wearing a black trench coat and sunglasses. He’s following me, watching me, waiting for me to get what’s coming to me.” She stared at me in disbelief. “That’s why I had to come back. To make sure he’s actually dead. I went to his gravesite before I came to see you, but he wasn’t there.” I laughed. “He’s still out there somewhere…waiting. Tell me, do you know where he is? Since you two are ‘so close’ and all, you have to know where he’s holed up.”
“I haven’t seen him since the night you left me,” she said in a harsh whisper.
I laughed and shook my head. “You mean to tell me your best friend in the world would rather stalk me than be with you? Ha! Say it ain’t so!”
“You need help,” she said softly and with sympathy. “You really do.”
“Is that why you came down here?” I asked. “To kick me while I’m down? To gloat while I rot behind these bars? To make sure I’m suffering for what I did?”
“No,” she whispered.
“Well then, whatever it is? I don’t want to know. So you can take your little friend here and get the hell out because as much as I love you, if you’re not here to help me, then I don’t need any of this shit.”
“I just wanted her to see her,” she said through sobs.
“Her who?”
“Anna,” she said, holding up the baby carrier. “Your daughter.”
Chapter XII
GRAVE MATTERS
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I remained conscious after the car struck the water, barely.
The remains of the windshield shattered upon impact, sending safety glass out into the river’s rapids. It took mere seconds for the car to fill up with ice-cold water. With a gasp, I plunged underwater, feeling the cold rush envelop my body. I couldn’t see but knew only precious seconds remained to find my way out of this sinking automobile before my lungs filled with water.
Julie completely slipped my mind. I left her for dead. Like everyone else, she turned on me the moment I needed her most. My loyalty to her was no more. She didn’t understand me at all, as I thought she did. She chose not to play the game.
I felt for the windshield’s open hole and slid out as the car sank farther into the black depths below. I pushed my way upward, thinking I’d never reach the top, knowing I couldn’t hold my breath for much longer. The force of the water caused me to lose the concept of direction. I couldn’t tell if I was going up, down, or sideways. Seconds ticked away. Panic set in. I’d catch a breath and receive two lungs full of freezing water at any moment. Seconds continued to pass, disguised as hours, and I still couldn’t find the damned surface.
Your time is now, I heard The Rapist say.
No.
Hell is waiting.
No.
Come on home.
no
we're all waiting for you down here
breathe
yes, breathe
come home
My lungs spasmed as I hitched in a breath as I shot through the river's surface. The expected rush of arctic water inside my body leading to a horrific and no doubt painful death never came.
I gasped in several breaths while wiping water from my eyes to look around. The bridge with a section of the guardrail missing was almost half a mile away. The river’s current pulled me far enough from the point of impact that I might escape if I kept my head at the water level. I let the water carry me away, allowing myself a quick breath every minute and then re-submerging to eye level. The bridge soon disappeared behind the endless hills of trees and wildlife that comprised the countryside. I watched the sunrise as the water carried me further east, where I needed to go.
I couldn’t stay in the water long. Chances were that Law Enforcement would have a helicopter out here soon. Plus, it was cold as fuck, and freezing to death was not on today’s schedule. I needed to disappear before that happened. Shivering, I drifted towards the southern edge of the riverbank, the direction I’d travel to get home. I climbed out of the water and sat shivering from the cold. The air was still chilly. It should warm up as the day progresses. In the meantime, I needed to keep going to stay warm.
I stepped into the forest and began a mad dash, never looking behind. My hometown was still an hour away by car. I could still make it. I had to make it! My sanity depended on it!
An hour must have passed when I came out the other side of the forest. I had no clue where I was exactly. My hair was dry now, but my clothes were still damp. I stood before a vast and open field. An unused wheat field, if I were to guess. A more significant suburb, probably before my hometown, sat on the east horizon, assuming I remembered my local geography correctly. I listened carefully for the sound of a helicopter as I moved. I feared one might show up. All I could hear now were the sounds of the wind through the weedy wheat stalks.
I continued walking south and east, using the rising sun as my guide.
How the hell did Law Enforcement know I was coming? Was it for the murder here or the ones out west? Did Julie have anything to do with it? She must’ve.
Well, maybe. I mentioned nothing about the murders until after the fact. None of this made sense.
All I had to do was get away and back home to settle a few things.
I reached the outskirts of the suburb, unscathed and mostly dry. What I needed was a vehicle or some faster way to get around unnoticed. Law Enforcement would catch up to me if I stayed on foot. After walking along the road for a while, I eventually found an abandoned later eighties Nissan. A tag on the driver’s side window claimed the owner would return for it later with a tow truck dated yesterday. I’d have this car. The owner was smart enough to lock it before leaving it. I broke the passenger side window and unlocked it from there. I learned at an early age how to hot wire a car. It was no challenging task to turn the engine over sans key. However, the damned engine wouldn’t catch and start. I opened the hood and attempted to figure out the problem for myself.
I fancied myself a bit of a mechanic from experiences with unruly vehicles. It took about ten minutes to determine that a clogged gasoline filter prevented fuel from reaching the engine. I hooked the gas line directly to the fuel pump and bypassed the filter. The car started right up. The lack of a fuel filter would make no difference for my purposes.
With careful driving, I was out of that town and into my hometown before the hour was over. I was a proper driver for the casual onlooker, obeying the speed limits, using the turn signals, yielding properly to other drivers, etc. Inside the car, however, I was a paranoid mess. I checked regularly in multiple directions, ensuring Law Enforcement was elsewhere.
The first stop was my mother’s house, or ‘my house’ as I used to call it when I lived there. I parked farther up the road to scout for Law Enforcement. They could very well be waiting for me here, too. I saw nothing obvious or out of the ordinary. Still cautious, I left the car, walked up the street to the house carefully, and approached the front door with the world’s supply of butterflies crammed into my gut. I stood there momentarily, took a deep breath, and knocked. I thought I’d surprise Mom, although I didn’t know what to say to her.
Mom didn’t open the door. An elderly woman I didn’t recognize did. She looked at me cautiously. How could I blame her, appearing as ragged as I did?
“Can I help you?” she asked politely. I looked at the house number on the porch. It was the correct house.
“Maybe,” I said. “I used to live here and was looking for my mother.” I told her the name. The elderly woman relaxed some.
“I’m sorry, dear. The people who used to live here moved out about six months ago. I don’t know where they went.”
“People? As in plural?”
“Yes. The woman you asked about, a young girl, and her baby,” she replied. I was stunned. I had no sister or any other siblings.
“Are you sure?” I asked.
“Oh, quite sure. I spoke to them once when we closed on the house. Very nice people. But your mother, she seemed sad in a way. It was in her eyes. The way she looked at this house when she talked about it.” I felt my guilt swell within me like a tsunami wave. “I don’t remember your mom mentioning a son, although she had a picture of a young man who looked like you on the fireplace mantel.”
“I left home about a year ago to pursue career interests on the other coast. We didn’t say goodbye, I suppose.” I said, lying.
The woman smiled. “That’s all I know, hon.”
“Would it be okay if I looked at your phone book before I go? Maybe I can find out where she went.”
The elderly woman brought me her phone book. I couldn’t find anything. Resigned to defeat, I thanked her and left.
Although I wanted to go straight to her house, my girl of old, my next stop had to be Marlowe field. I needed to see The Rapist’s dead body. I needed to answer the question of his stalking ways or of my sanity. After a year, she could wait one more hour.
I didn’t bother stopping at the edge of the field and walking the rest of the way. The distance to his grave was too far. I ran the car through the cheaply constructed and badly held barbed wire fence, surely scratching up the vehicle’s front end efficiently. The old fence snapped in two, leaving a wide hole. This unfettered access would assure future horny teenagers more accessible admission to Marlowe field. Unless, of course, old man Marlowe fixed it, which I doubted. He stopped operating his milking farm years ago.
I drove along the forest line suffering the bumpy terrain and shaking car until I reached the tree where I cuffed The Rapist and shot him. Now I’d have the answer I so desperately sought: Was The Rapist indeed, and, in fact, dead?
Leaving the car, I moved closer to the tree. There was no trace of the bloody mess left on the ground. The rain had thoroughly washed it away. However, the tree still showed dried bloodstains. The crime scene remained untouched since I had left, still cloaked in its eerie stillness.
I ran down the tree line of the field to the section of the forest where I’d dug his shallow grave and ventured into the woods nearly a hundred feet to the site. My blood ran cold when I saw it. The hole I’d dug a year ago where I dumped his body was still open as if I’d never filled it. Natural growth retook the once bare ground with plant life and old leaves that had fallen last year.
He wasn’t dead! He dug his way out! How? How did he recover and find me?
I whirled around to make sure he wasn’t behind me. The field was empty for miles and miles around.
“No. This is wrong,” I said aloud as I jumped into the shallow grave. I fell to my knees and began digging with my hands, pulling out clump after clump of the ground and throwing it behind me as I reached for more. The hole was at least another foot deeper when I stopped. Still, no body!
It’s as I feared. The Rapist is out there somewhere. He wants his revenge.
I climbed out of the hole and walked back to the tree line. It occurred to me I’d not seen The Rapist since leaving California. I’d made it back here first. There was no doubt he was probably hot on my tail. For now, he was far, far away. I’d have time. Some, but not much.
I returned to the stolen car, my gaze affixed upon the tree where I held him captive. My jaw dropped as I gasped in utter shock. How did I not see this earlier? Engraved halfway up the tree, in fat misshapen letters, read ‘THE KILLING TREE.’
Who in God’s cursed name wrote that? No one came out here! No one else knew. Except for him, The Rapist. Was this a message for me? Did The Rapist leave this here for me, mocking me?
I pressed my hand to my forehead, remembering how he appeared after I cuffed him to this tree. I narrowed my eyes to see the area where The Rapist’s head had been. There, I observed three distinct marks.
I gasped. My stomach sank. Three bullet shells. Not one.
I jumped out of the car and ran to the tree. Embedded there, about head high, were two slugs. The bark had partially closed around them.
I don’t remember firing three shots!
I stopped to regroup my out-of-control thoughts. Did I actually shoot him in the head three times? There was no way he would’ve survived that since they were hollow-point bullets. His head should’ve exploded, leaving nothing but a blood-spurting neck. Still, I clearly recalled firing one shot into the left side of his head. How can this be fact while staring at evidence to the contrary?
There were no bloodstains in or around the bullet holes. The only visible bloodstains were waist-high near the engraving.
Did I miss?
No. That doesn’t work, either. I remember uncuffing him from the tree and watching his dead body fall. He was dead. There was so much blood. Pools of it were everywhere. He would have bled out at the very least.
I scoured the immediate area, looking for the remains of a body or human bones. My search proved fruitless, as I came up with nothing. I stopped at the tree again and ran my finger along the carved words.
“The Killing Tree,” I whispered. None of this was making any sense. I’d already spent too much time here. If The Rapist were still alive and on a mission, then at least one person would know, and it was time to visit her.
The drive from Marlowe field to her house took mere minutes. I could feel my heart thumping wildly. After all these months, I’d finally see her again.
I became sloppy in my excitement. I wasn’t watching my surroundings as well as I should have. If her house were under surveillance, I wouldn’t have known.
A deluge of memories overwhelmed me when I reached her parent's house. The pain and pleasure intertwined. If my heart rate were to go any faster, I’m sure it would kill me. No car sat in the driveway, but I didn’t let this stop me. I approached the door and knocked.
My inquiry received an answer.
There she stood, precisely as I remembered her. Her blond hair was longer now, and her face was older. She was still the same overall. I froze in place. Every probable scenario I imagined was for naught. There were no words, just long-forgotten emotions.
I felt love.
She stared back at me and said nothing. Her eyes opened wide, her mouth agape in surprise, her hands instinctively rising to cover it. Her tears formed a salty river that coursed down her face. “Oh, my God. You’re alive.”
We came together in a hug so tight that neither of us could breathe. We stood there for a long time, holding each other. She eventually eased her way back. Tears ran down her face, her shoulders shaking with emotion. We kissed then, soft and long. The taste of her kisses became the water of life I so desperately needed. I soaked them up as a long-dry sponge held underwater might. The softness and warmth of her body, the smell of her hair, and the way she felt in my arms gave me cause to wonder if the last year had been a horrible dream. I now have no problems or troubles. There were no other people in the world at that moment. It was the closest thing to perfection.
And then it was over.
“What the hell happened to you?” she asked, pulling back. There was a hint of demand in her voice. Then she asked if I knew anything about the disappearance of The Rapist.
“All in good time,” I said as I studied her, soaking up her image. Deep down inside, I knew this would probably be the last time she and I would be alone together for a long time. “I can’t find my mother. Do you have any idea what happened to her?”
She looked away from me and toward the floor. “Yes. I know where she is. Where were you?”
“Later,” I said. “Where’s mom?”
“No. I want to know where you’ve been. Both of you disappearing at the same time was more than a coincidence. One of you killed the other. I know it.”
“I was on the other coast, in California. I had to get away from here.”
“Without saying goodbye or taking me with you?”
“I couldn’t take you with me. And I did call you the morning I left. Remember? I told you I’d love you no matter what?”
Her nose wrinkled as her eyes narrowed in displeasure. “You call that a goodbye? Forget that. I want to know if you killed him. Did you?”
Now, I looked away. I didn’t want to lie to her, but I didn’t want to confess, either.
“Oh, God,” she whispered. “You did. You really did. You even told me you were going to do it.”
“It’s like I said. Anybody can get away with murder.”
She cried as I held her.
“This is all so wrong,” she said through sobs. “Why did you come back then? Why couldn’t you leave well enough alone?”
“My turn. Where’s my mother?”
She was silent. I felt as if she was avoiding the question. “Not far from here. I’ll take you to see her. Now, why are you here?”
“To settle an old score,” I said. “Tell me where my mom is. I need to see her. Now!”
She looked at me with wide, fearful eyes and slowly shook her head. “We need to wait till later. It’s too early right now.”
That made absolutely no sense. What did time have to do with anything?
She reached out to me again. I held her. The experience was heavenly. “I’ve missed you,” she whispered. “I always hoped maybe you’d come back if you were alive.”
Her hands brushed against my rear pocket. Before I could prevent her from doing so, she withdrew the ballpoint pen I kept in one of them. She stepped back and held the pen I took from this house so long ago. She looked at me with a dark frown, revolting by what she held. “You still have this fucking thing?”
I didn’t answer her. Disbelief covered her face. I didn’t look her directly in the eye. I was afraid of what I might see there. She once described my obsession with the pen and its sound as creepy. I didn’t want to see that in her eyes, if she still felt that way.
She scoffed in disgust and threw the pen into the front bay window. I wanted to protest. Instead, I watched it bounce off the glass and land on the floor.
A shadow shifted in the yard.
WARNING.
Somebody was here. Without thinking, I grabbed her and moved her behind me. The front door burst open. Law Enforcement flooded the room, all armed with pistols pointed directly at me. She screamed.
“Don’t hurt her,” I yelled. A man in a suit approached me and threw me to the floor. I felt his knee on my back as he weighed me down. I found it difficult to breathe. There were at least three guns pointed at my head.
“Don’t move, you son of a bitch! Don’t even breathe!”
A woman walked up to me. I could ascertain this detail based on the shoes she wore. I looked up. A roughed-up woman looking like she’d gone a few rounds in the boxing ring towered over me.
Julie Haskell, still alive and kicking.
“You fucker,” she spat. “You left me to die in that river. I don’t take kindly to being left for dead.” She kicked me on the side of my head and jaw. My mouth filled with the copper taste of blood as my world went hazy.
The last thing I heard before blacking out from Julie’s kick was an order to have me cuffed and taken out of the house.
Chapter XIII
RECOLLECTION










2:15 p.m.
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A daughter.
I have a daughter.
A child of my flesh and blood.
I thought I’d faint when she made this revelation. I sat on the cot and looked at the small child in the carrier. So innocent. So helpless.
The olive-colored ribbons on her little white dress faded into red. I blinked my eyes several times, hoping what I saw was real. For the first time since I could recollect, I could now see the color red. And how beautiful it was. How beautiful she was.
I loved her.
I wanted to hold her.
No! You don’t deserve to hold her!
“Anna?” I asked. She nodded. “It’s a beautiful name.”
She smiled at the child. “You told me once a long time ago that you liked the name. I thought you were dead. It was a tribute to you, naming your child with one I knew you’d approve of.”
“How is this possible?”
“Don’t you remember the last time we made love? It wasn’t too long before…you know.” She faltered. She was talking about life before the rape. “It was the last time I truly felt close to you. It was the last time we shared something special. I have peace in that, knowing we conceived Anna in love.”
“How do you know she isn’t…his?” I asked, referring to The Rapist.
“After that day, when I went to the doctor, I was already pregnant. I didn’t tell you then. I was going to tell you the day you left, remember?” She paused. “I told you I had something I wanted to tell you when you called me that night.”
I remembered that, although I thought nothing of it. Maybe it would’ve made a difference.
“Besides, she has your eyes. Nobody knows those better than I do.”
I looked away from Anna. Words like those caused long periods of silence between us. A faint hint suggested that something still might exist between her and me. She still knew me or the person I used to be.
I smiled at the child and then looked back up at her.
The look on her face reverted to an emotionless slate. “I came to tell you two things. Anna was the first. The second thing I wanted to tell you about is your mother.”
She had my attention. “What about my mother?” I asked, becoming obstinately defensive.
She looked away again. “I don’t really know how to tell you this, so I’m going to be blunt, and I’m only going to tell you once.” I nodded. “It devastated your mother when you went missing. We didn’t know if you were dead or alive. You were the first to be reported missing. When the police went to question…him, he was also gone. After all that had happened, the police didn’t believe the two were coincidental. None of us did. At first, we’d hoped it was a kidnapping since your car was missing too, and maybe one of you’d turn up. But as the months went by with no bodies found, we believed one of you killed the other and ran, or the two of you killed each other, and no one would ever know what really happened. Your mother and I, we hoped you might somehow show up again someday, but we slowly accepted reality. You were dead or in hiding.
“Your mom got sick about the same time I started to show with Anna. I mean, really sick. It turned out to be aggressive lung cancer from all her smoking.” I nodded, knowing what was coming. Tears streamed down both cheeks. “I went to stay with her for a while because she had no one. I wanted her to know her granddaughter.” Now, she began to tear up. “Your mom refused treatment. She didn’t want to live the rest of her life sick and dependent on everyone else, so she let go.” Her gaze met mine. I could see the sincerity in her eyes. “She thought you were dead, probably because the alternative meant believing you murdered another person and went into hiding without a word. A very selfish thing to do. I believe she didn’t want to remember you that way. She used to cry herself to sleep, not knowing what had happened to you. You were her world, and I don’t think you had a clue.” Her sincerity morphed into disgust. “Why would you? You’d have to see past your own selfish wants, your need to have your way all the time, regardless of who you have to step on to get it. When you left, it killed your mom. I was with her when she died. I held her hand when she passed. The last thing she asked for was you. She wanted her son. Her only child.”
I cleared the tears from my eyes. The more I wiped, the faster they came. She looked away to do the same. “You should also know that your mom knew Anna. She saw your eyes in your child. But it wasn’t the same.” She turned to face me, now with anger. “I might have been able to forgive you for what you did to me, leaving without saying goodbye, leaving me to wonder if you were dead or alive, but what you did to your mom was just plain cruel! You, your selfishness, it killed your mom. Maybe not on purpose, but leaving that woman believing you were dead with no closure? It’s murder by proxy. I don’t think you can help yourself. It’s like killing’s in your blood, and I don’t want Anna to know that kind of father.”
Her words were tearing me apart. I didn’t think I could take much more.
I watched the side of her mouth form a sly grin. Then she chuckled. “Your father. My God.”
“What?” I asked in a panic, recalling all those awful memories of my father since this utterly dreadful business began.
“I know you don’t remember. When your mom thought you were dead, she told me what really happened to your father.”
“He left us when I was a child,” I whispered.
“That’s what your mother wanted you to remember. But that’s not what happened,” she said in the same whisper. “He’s dead. He’s been dead since you were a child. He was killed.”
“That’s not right,” I said. “I have no memory of that.”
“I know you don’t. Your mom said you blocked it out as a child. After your father died, you spent a lot of time in the hospital. You were a very abused little boy. You and your mom, abused in ways I don’t even want to think about.” She paused and looked down. “Your father abused you so badly, you don’t remember it, but I think your subconscious does.”
“No.”
“It’s true. The stories your mom told me of what happened to you and her made me sick to my stomach. The rape, the abuse, the beatings, the incest—” She paused as if she were going to be sick. “The things your father made you do. I, I can’t—”
“No,” I whispered.
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
Make Daddy pay.
Save Mommy.
Play the game.
Make Daddy pay.
Mommy is crying.
Upstairs.
She is bleeding.
Pay...
Daddy must pay...
Daddy says it’s right.
Make them pay...
Make him pay.
“What are you doing, son?”
Make him pay...Mommy is bleeding again.
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
“I told you never to touch that! Give that to Daddy, NOW!”
Make him pay...
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
“YOU GIVE ME THAT FUCKING THING RIGHT NOW, YOU LITTLE SHIT, OR SO HELP ME GOD, I WILL MAKE YOU PAY!”
Pay...
Mommy...bleeding
PAY!
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
“This is not how to play the game, son—”
Reaches for me
Make him pay...NOW!
PAY!
Gunshot!
ONE.
“BAD!”
Gunshot!
TWO.
“BAD!”
Gunshot!
THREE.
“BAD!”
Loud.
Blood.
“BAD! BAD! BAD!”
Daddy does not get up.
Made him pay.
Made Daddy pay.
Mommy is coming.
“Oh, my God…what’ve you done?”
“Made Daddy pay, Mommy!”
“Oh, my God. Oh, my God…NO!”
“Play the game, Mommy…make Daddy pay!”
Mommy takes the gun from me.
Mommy puts it in Daddy’s hand.
Mommy calls the police.
“Goodnight, fucker!”
Marlowe field.
Make him pay…NOW
Pay!
Gunshot!
ONE.
“BAD!”
Gunshot!
TWO.
“BAD!”
Gunshot!
THREE.
“BAD!”
Loud.
Gunfire echos.
The Rapist.
Falls silent.
Limp.
Hanging.
Killing.
Tree.
Blood.
So much blood.
CLICK-click.
“I killed my father,” I whispered. “I remember.”
She nodded slightly, keeping her gaze averted to avoid eye contact. “You did. Your mom made it look like he killed himself.” She paused. “They took you to a hospital. They determined your father had been sexually abusing you for years.”
“No.”
“Yes!” she said defiantly, peering at me. “I know you don’t remember, but you will. I think this is where all your problems come from.”
“No,” I whispered again, staring off into space.
“Regardless, it’s led me to a tough decision. We, Anna and myself, can never see you again. I won’t subject my daughter or myself to your way of life. I’m sorry if this hurts you, but you brought it on yourself. Besides, you’re probably going to jail forever. I’m going to move on and say goodbye to you the way you said goodbye to me, without warning and for my own selfish reasons.”
She picked up my daughter and left, only to turn around to face me for the last time before leaving my sight. “How does it feel? To be on the receiving end.”
My face was wet with tears as I gazed at her, my heart filled with sorrow.
I fell to my cot as she left.
I never saw her again.
Chapter XIV
CAPTURE










11:48 a.m.
Two days ago
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I awoke in the back of a police cruiser, cuffed and shackled in chains.
They stripped me of any mobility. Compounding this travesty, my head split with a massive headache, and my mouth was sore and raw. The bleeding seemed to have subsided some.
I groaned in agony as I attempted to sit up. Somebody in the front seat turned to face me, staring through the wire mesh separating the front seats from the rear. I looked drearily up to see Julie staring back at me.
I glared at her with sarcasm. “A cop,” I said under my breath. “How do ya fucking like them apples?”
“Not exactly a cop,” she replied, dressing me down with disgust.
“Who the hell are you, then?”
Julie chuckled as she looked back toward the road. I could see a police cruiser escorting us. Another cruiser followed us from behind. “I…am your worst nightmare.”
I laughed at her…hard. “Sure. Whatever. You’re a woman. The only nightmare you’d be in, doll, is where I’d have to stick my dick in that carcass you call a body.”
Julie bellowed with laughter, nodding her head triumphantly. “Say what you will, little man, but remember this; it was this woman that captured your sorry ass where others failed.”
The driver of the cruiser shot her a look of offense.
“A temporary setback, I assure you,” I said.
Julie laughed again. “I wouldn’t bet the farm on that, pal. There’s nobody here to help you.” She turned her head to face me. “Do you really want to know who I am?”
“I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t.”
“The family of one of your victims in California hired me. Someone wise to you from the very start.”
“Which one?”
“Don’t worry about it.”
We turned into the garage of a vast building I assumed to be one of the state police barracks. For my benefit, I decided then that now wasn’t the time for confrontation or argument. I’d have to plan my strategy carefully to escape this mess in one piece. Law Enforcement took me into custody and put me in a jail cell. I played their game, knowing I could still win. You see, they’d play my game simultaneously, which meant they’d lose in the end.
Now I wait in this dingy little cell. The only people who come are the ones who process me. The fingerprints, the mug shots, everything they ask of me while giving the illusion of full cooperation. I smirk at them all.
On the afternoon of my capture, I asked for some paper and something to write on. I told them I wanted to write to prepare for my defense even though I refused counsel. As I was under guard and observation, they agreed with one proviso. If I abused the privilege of possessing a pencil intending to harm others or myself, they’d shackle to the cot until further notice.
So now, I’m going to tell my story.
Soon, the Apocalypse will come.
I need to get started, so the world knows something it previously didn’t: There’s a fine line separating our two worlds.
My reality and your fantasy.
Chapter XV.I
APOCALYPSE
REVENGE










5:16 p.m.
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“Daddy.”
I turn to face my daughter.
“Anna, baby.”
She is not a baby. She is a little girl. Pink dress, ponytails, holding a bouquet of daisies.
“I love you, Daddy.”
“I love you too, sweetheart.”
I hold open my arms to scoop her up. I cannot reach her. Arms restrain her. A man is holding her back. The Rapist is holding her up in the air.
“She belongs to us,” he says.
“No!”
Anna pulls a pistol from the bouquet of daisies and holds it to his head. She fires three times. He falls to the ground in a pool of blood.
Anna is older now, at least sixteen or seventeen, well-figured, and beautiful.
“Did I do it right, Daddy? Did I kill him right?”
“Anna, don’t.”
She undresses, revealing her body to me.
“Do you want to celebrate, Daddy?”
Her mother appears looking the same way she did after he raped her.
“Look what you’ve done to your daughter!” she screams.
Anna is lying on a bed, handcuffed to the headboard. Her neck is twisted as if it has been broken.
Several voices are cheering. The daisies on the ground have turned into faces, the faces of all the people I murdered. They are laughing at me, mocking me. They are enjoying my pain.
“Shut up!”
I stomp on the flower-faces, shutting them up myself. I look underneath my feet. One flower remains with the face of my mother in pain.
“Son, why? Why did you kill me? Don’t you love me? What did I do wrong? What did I deprive you of? Was I not a good mother to you? Tell me what I need to do to make you stay, to make you love me.”
“Don’t die, mother. I do love you. Please don’t die. I didn’t mean to kill you. Please come back. Please?”
But she is dead and burns up before me, leaving a miniature skull.
“No. God, please, I’m sorry. Stop the pain.”
“There is no God for you!”
I look at myself as I was a year ago.
“God has turned on you. You’re worthless! You have no place among us! You’ll  suffer for all eternity!”
My image turns into a hideous devil, blood oozing from the eye sockets. A rotted, decomposing face that has my smile. It is laughing. The laughing grows louder and louder and louder.
I am screaming.
I jerked awake in the cot in my cell alone, although I heard footsteps from the other end of the hall. Two men were talking as they walked. I closed my eyes and waited for them to approach or pass me by.
“There he is,” the cop said. Officer Clemens was here for another round of ball-breaking. “Carter Frye…or whatever the hell he calls himself.”
I opened my eyes. I was surprised to see who was looking at me with a fiery gaze. Paula’s almost-husband, Steve. To my surprise, his hair was no longer brown. It was now a dark shade of red. How different the world looked now.
The hatred emanating from him was immeasurable. It wasn’t anger or rage, but pure, unadulterated revulsion. I could literally feel it.
Clemens tossed a casual glance at the security guard assigned to watch me. “Hey, kid. Take a hike.”
The guard scurried away without comment.
“Yeah. That’s him,” Steve whispered, never taking his glare of abhorrence off me. Clemens opened my cell, entered, shackled me to the cot, and walked out without closing the gate. He handed the keys to Steve.
“I got a phone call to make,” Clemens said, smirking. “And then I’ll remember I left my keys in the locker room and have to go get ‘em.” Clemens walked away. He stopped briefly to look back. “Don’t do anything that’ll warrant a trip to the hospital, okay?”
“No worries,” Steve said slowly, almost as a hiss. He never looked away from me. “I’ll be gentle.”
Clemens laughed as he disappeared around the corner as Steve entered my cell. They’d set me up to get the shit kicked out of me, and it would hurt like hell. I was scared, but I’d never let Steve see it. He walked up to me slowly and deliberately. Without warning, he backhanded me hard across the face. It stung like a bitch. I glared back at him, mirroring the hatred in his eyes.
“You’re gonna die, motherfucker,” he whispered, his voice tense. He backhanded me again. The sound of the slap was deafening. I wanted to cry out. I spat blood at his feet and smirked in his face. Steve would have to skull fuck me before he’d have that satisfaction.
He grabbed me by the shirt and slammed me into the wall. I grunted as he shoved his face within centimeters of mine. “Her jawbone,” he whispered in my face through clenched teeth. “You kept…her fucking…jawbone. What did you do to her?”
I spat blood-filled saliva into his face. He uppercut mine. My teeth rattled in my skull as a fresh wave of blood filled my mouth. I could feel it spilling out from both sides.
My smirk never faltered. I wanted Steve to see it, no matter what he did to me. “Where’s the rest of her?”
I remained unresponsive, although I widened my smirk into a grin. Steve grabbed me and shook me like a rag doll. I closed my eyes as my head rolled. Pain shot from one temple to the other. “WHAT DID YOU DO TO HER, YOU MOTHERFUCKER?” He grabbed my hair and rammed the back of my head into the wall. Bolts of lightning filled the black void of my consciousness. I wanted to cry out. Staying conscious was becoming increasingly difficult. “WHERE IS SHE? WHERE IS MY PAULA?”
Steve stopped his assault and slapped me across the face several times as hard as he could manage. Blood dripping off my face. I kept my eyes shut the entire time, smiling in defiance of Steve’s wrath.
I was ready to let go. I was prepared to die. No more pain.
And then it all stopped.
“Steve! Jesus Christ! You’re going to kill him!” a female voice shrieked. Two cops pulled Steve away from me. I opened one swollen eye. Julie Haskell stood in the middle of the cell as the two cops restrained Steve.
“HE DESERVES TO DIE! HE KILLED MY PAULA, AND WE CAN’T FIND HER! I WANT TO KNOW WHERE SHE IS, GODDAM YOU! TELL ME!”
With one red and swollen eye trained on Steve, I offered him a splintered grin. “She’s a better fuck dead than alive, Steve,” I whispered.
Steve lost control. He screamed in anguish as he attempted to break free from the two cops restricting him.
Clemens reappeared, swearing to himself, while the two cops forced Steve out as he kicked and screamed, begging for revenge. Julie and Clemens remained. I closed my eye and collapsed against the wall.
“He needs to be cleaned up,” Clemens said.
“I’ll take care of it,” Julie whispered in disgust. I heard the cell door close and lock. They both walked away.
I coughed, spitting out wads of blood-filled drool. I opened one eye just enough to see the various shades of red splattered across my shirt. Bright spots of beautiful red covered the front of my chest like the first random raindrops of a breaking storm. I’d forgotten what a lovely color red is and how it blends with everything around me to create brighter, more vibrant colors.
I shut my eye and maintained consciousness by concentrating on the stars and sparkles inside my head. If death wanted me, he’d have to take me himself. I wouldn’t let myself slip away and do the work for him.
Julie and a security guard reappeared minutes later. I cracked open one eye. After a brief exchange about being careful and not worrying about me because of my condition, the guard let her into my cell. She held a bowl of water and towels. My eyes were still closed as I felt her sit beside me.
“Are you conscious?” Julie asked. I grunted in reply. She cleaned up my face. It probably should’ve hurt like hell. I didn’t feel a thing. My face was numb. “He shouldn’t have done this. It was wrong.” I cracked an eye open, looked at her hazily, and then shut it again. “Steve hired me to find you when Paula disappeared the night of their last show. He knew you were involved.” She cleaned the blood off my mouth even though I kept pushing out bloody spit. “He didn’t bother calling the police. They require a wait before taking a missing person’s report seriously. He called me instead. This is what I do. I locate scumbags like you and bring them in with as little violence as possible.” If I could have scoffed, I would have. “My daddy taught me violence solves nothing. It only breeds more violence. The law will take care of you, my friend.” She stood up, apparently finished. “Except for what happened at your former girlfriend’s house when I kicked you in the jaw. That was personal. You totaled my car.”
Julie gathered her things and left.
I never saw her again.
Later, men came and transported me to a different place. It happened without incident. I’d retreated into my own world, not comprehending what was happening. The only information I noticed was my destination: a psychiatric hospital for criminals in Baltimore.
When we arrived at the hospital, the white-coat men secured me to a bed in a clean, sterile white room. I let them have their way with me. I was too tired and weak to resist.
The hours slipped away as I slept, oblivious to the world around me.
I didn’t dream too much, and when I did, I couldn’t remember what they were about except to say they were unpleasant.
Life was moving out of my body. I felt myself slipping.
I had no one.
Isn’t that how I wanted it?
I remember telling myself that very thing when I walked across the bridge the night I murdered The Rapist.
Be careful what you wish for, my mother used to say. Because you might just get it.
I got my wish, Mom. I got what I asked for. I am now truly alone.
It was a lonely moment of self-reflection when I finally acknowledged the multitude of people I had in my life before I isolated myself from them. Wherever my mother is, I hope she chooses not to see me like this.
I did have a life once. I had some kind of future. I had a loving mother and a loving girlfriend. I even have a baby girl I’ll never know. Each of these people took a piece of me, and now there’s nothing left but the hollow shell of a corpse.
Chapter XV.II
APOCALYPSE
MANIFESTO










11:43 a.m.
Three days later
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I heard a loud click as Dr. Sam Gardner from the police station unlocked the securely locked door to my room.
He walked in, smiling in the same friendly manner he exuded when we first met. I didn’t look at him, even though I noticed he was carrying something. I was playing catatonic.
He called me by my real name. I wouldn’t have answered him even if I wasn’t faking catatonia. The name he spoke, that man’s dead. If I waffled about the sincerity of that statement before, it’s entirely and mortally true now.
Maybe Sam could tell I was shamming him. Perhaps not. This time, he tried with a different name.
“Carter? I have something here that belongs to you.” Sam laid the papers on my lap. They were the notes I’d been writing while in jail, the notes about my entire ordeal from beginning to end. “I hope you don’t mind; I looked at these. They say a lot.”
I remained unresponsive, not looking at Sam or my notes. On the wall across from me was a small black stain, and upon that stain, I directed my concentration.
Sam sighed. “Am I still not playing your game?”
I continued to stare off. Sam signaled for an orderly. He arrived with a basic typewriter bolted to a table and left it near the corner by my bed.
“You didn’t finish the story,” Sam said. “I’d like to know how it ends.” Discretely, I moved my eyes toward the typewriter, effectively blowing my cover of catatonia. “I think you want to finish the story. I think you want to tell your story. You won’t talk to me now, but I want to listen. I’ll leave now. Consider it. If you change your mind, you know how to get a hold of me.” Sam walked away. “Oh, the same rules apply here at the jail. If you attempt to use the typewriter as a weapon or hurt yourself, I’ll put you into solitary confinement indefinitely. Okay?” I didn’t acknowledge his rider. Sam turned and walked away.
“It got easier,” I whispered. Sam stopped and turned around, clearly intrigued. “The killing? It got easier. After The Rapist, I had to kill again. I didn’t want to, but I had no choice. My girl…ex-girlfriend said killing was in me. I think if I hadn’t killed The Rapist, this—” I nodded toward my handwritten notes. “—might never have happened. People would still be alive. Paula would marry Steve. A seven-eleven clerk would be home with his son, an elderly couple would have dinner together, a police officer would still fight crime, and my mother would still love me.”
“What are you trying to say?” Sam asked gently.
“I don’t know. I don’t know what happened to me. I took one life, and several changed forever. I have a daughter, you know.”
Sam nodded. “Yes. I know. Congratulations.”
“I’ll never see her or her mother again.”
“You never know.”
“Yes. I do.”
I returned to my catatonic state. Sam left.
Chapter XV.III
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For a week, I wrote, the keys on my keyboard clacking away in the night.
I refused to let Sam or anyone else see my work. Not until the Apocalypse. Not until after tonight.
After an exhaustive week of typing, it was finally time to discuss my work with Sam. Step one in the Apocalypse. Everything was in place.
Behavior dictates various privileges in the small room that’s now my home. Play their game, be a model patient, and get more rights. Some are inconsequential. Some are a big deal. Recreation room time, for example, is an earned benefit. As are choices of meals, a radio to listen to in-room, and things of this nature. I know how to play their game and bide my time. One significant advantage of playing nice is the ability to page the nurse’s station. Most patients here don’t have it because of the frequent abuse. I rarely used it. When I asked to see Dr. Gardner (asking for the good doctor using ‘doctor’ and his surname versus merely calling him Sam went a long way to earn intercom privileges), the nurse on duty pleasantly advised me he was in session with another patient and that she’d relay my request as soon as he returned.
I think my request surprised her based on her response. I knew they regarded me as a loner who wanted nothing to do with anyone, not that I was rude to them as they came and went. Given a choice, I simply preferred my isolation.
The time was twenty after the hour of four p.m. when I asked for Sam. Sessions typically run for an hour, less if the patient’s disagreeable. Chances were I wouldn’t see or hear from Sam until five, probably later.
I paced the room, eager to get on with it. Looking out the window, I could only see part of a parking lot and an adjacent hospital wing. I figured out early on escape would be impossible through any window on this floor, the third floor. To date, each one I encountered was not glass but some kind of hard plastic - probably Plexiglas - at least two inches thick. Fat steel rods forming a barrier on the outer side sealed the deal. Every window I could see from mine was the same. I’d point this out to Sam, the irony of calling this place a hospital when, in fact, it’s an institution.
I spent the next forty minutes pacing from the window to the door of my room. A steel door with a narrow rectangular window across the top was barely big enough to fit an arm through. Entry required a keycard and a five or more digit key code. I’d look out the door’s tiny window and through the thick safety glass (the kind with wire crisscrossed on the inside), waiting to see if Sam was approaching.
Five o’clock came and went. I leaned back on the door and crossed my arms impatiently. At ten after, I could hear Sam’s voice floating about the hallway and then the familiar sound of his shoes clattering against the floor as he approached my room.
Fucking finally!
I stood away, expecting the swipe of a card and the beep-beep-beep-beep-beep of Sam entering his code to open the door.
It didn’t happen.
Instead, I heard two sets of footsteps approaching the door roughly when Sam did.
“Hey, doc. Hold up a minute,” one of the two men said. I stood at attention. I knew that gruff voice, having been the target of its timbre in the not-so-distant past.
Enter Detective Norman Miller. The other guy would be Detective Ian Perri. I sighed and rolled my eyes.
“Detectives?” Sam asked with apprehension. He sounded as if he wanted no part of the conversation they were about to have.
Miller deliberately cleared his throat. “I understand you were involved with the order to withhold some vital evidence from us? Evidence that might’ve assisted in our investigation and saved us a shitload of time!”
I moved to the wall next to the door and stood with my back flat against it. From here, I’d be out of view from the window while hearing what they were saying. I wanted to listen if they were to discuss me or something related.
“That’s correct, Detective,” Sam said cautiously. “Talk to your Chief about it. It was his idea.”
“Was it also his idea to keep Detective Perri and me out of the loop?” Miller asked in accusation.
Sam cleared his throat. “No, sir. That decision was the family’s call.”
“Whom you counseled,” Perri said. “I understand they had the final say in that decision.”
“They did,” Sam said in agreement. “With my recommendation to withhold.”
“Indeed!” Miller snapped. “You mind explaining why?”
I peeked across the door and out the tiny top window to see Sam drop his crossed arm and place his hands defensively on his hips. “The fewer people who knew, the better.”
“God damn it, Gardner! Do you have any idea the time we wasted—”
“Norm,” Perri said, interrupting.
“No! He needs to know, Ian! This is bullshit! If we were talking about the omission of facts to weed out the whack jobs, that’s one thing, but to not disclose an entire fucking body? Unforgivable!”
Body?
Sam sighed. “He was a John Doe when they brought him to County General. As you know, protocol requires the attending doctor to contact the police if the patient is the victim of a gunshot wound. I believe the attending doctor, Dr. Marshall Meyer, made the call. The police showed up, took the report and the photos, and turned it all over to your Lieutenant,” Sam paused. “Bart Farrell, if memory serves. County General couldn’t do anything but stabilize Doe. They flew him to Shock Trauma, where they did everything they could for him. He was too far gone. Some days later, Lieutenant Farrell visited the Shock Trauma Center to see Doe and identified him. They had, um, a personal relationship—”
Miller interrupted, “You care to elaborate on that?”
“You’ll need to take that up with Lieutenant Farrell, Detective.”
I could imagine Miller’s face turning red with anger. “Why can’t you tell me, Doctor?”
“Unfortunately, that information’s protected under doctor/patient confidentiality, Detective Mil—”
“To hell with that shit!” Miller snapped. “Are you Farrell’s shrink?”
“No, but—”
“Then privilege doesn’t apply!” Miller said harshly,
“Excuse me, Detective. If you’d stop interrupting me, I’d explain.” There was a brief pause. “I was one of the Maryland Crime Victims Resource counselors then. I discovered the nature of Lieutenant Farrell’s relationship with Doe through grief counseling sessions with Doe’s family, hence the privilege. Since it’s impossible for you to question Doe, you’ll have to ask his family or Lieutenant Farrell. I have to follow the law as well, gentlemen.”
“How did you end up here?” Miller demanded.
“Better money,” Sam said apologetically. “Anyways, Lieutenant Farrell, because of his relationship with Doe, asked your Chief of Detectives to handle an obviously delicate matter. The Chief recommended letting the public believe both my patient and your victim had disappeared, leaving him as a missing person case. Doe’s family ultimately agreed. The reason was two-fold—”
“To draw the killer out,” Perri said.
“Yes. Exactly, Detective.”
“Explain,” Miller said.
Perri answered Miller’s question. “Here, the killer believed his victim to be dead. A study of similar criminal behavior has shown that the perpetrator will probably return to the crime scene and/or the victim’s grave.”
“And that’s what happened,” Sam said. “It took a year, but it happened. Your official report, Detective Perri, suggested one of the two men killed the other and fled. It was also your theory the one who fled would return at some point, which he did. Seems to me it all worked out. As for the second reason, there were aspects of the victim’s lifestyle his family didn’t want the police to investigate or reveal, as they were irrelevant to the case.”
Miller scoffed. “With all due respect, Doc, that should have been our call. We decide what’s relevant and what isn’t. If our victim was gay or bi, or whatever the hell he was, and maintained some kind of relationship with our Lieutenant, we could have easily left those aspects out of the paperwork.”
“You say that in hindsight, Detective Miller,” Sam said. “But at the time, the sensitive information you’re hypothesizing – and I’m neither confirming nor denying it, thank you – could have easily been overheard or read by someone who doesn’t understand the importance of keeping certain aspects of cases between the investigating personnel. We both know the press pays less than ethical individuals within the police department very well for the information Doe’s family didn’t want released. His family made it quite clear the lifestyle aspect stay buried. In fact, gentlemen, that aspect had nothing to do with your investigation. It was all over a girl and her disturbed boyfriend.”
I’ll show you disturbed, asshole!
Miller belted out a hearty laugh. “Stop pissing in my ear and telling me it’s raining, Gardner. Your recommendation had absolutely nothing to do with protecting some sexually confused kid’s reputation, which I recall during our initial interviews with his friends and acquaintances was no big secret. Many of the kids who knew him told us he preferred being hit in the heinie over sex with a woman. No, sir. You helped Farrell cover up his ‘extra-curricular’ activities. We know he’s a flaming homo, but the governor handpicked him for his job, and he’s all but untouchable.” Miller paused. “I find it interesting how your career has elevated over the last year, Doctor. From a victim rights counselor for the state to head of psychology here at Sheppard Pratt with the increased salary and perks to boot? And, for that matter, isn’t Farrell’s wife on the hospital’s board of directors? I guess the good Lieutenant repays favors after all.”
I could see Sam’s face. He was an angry shade of beet red. His eyebrows furrowed, creating a V at the bridge of his nose.
“This conversation is over, Detective Miller,” Sam snapped. “I find your insinuations insulting and offensive. If there’s anything else you wish to know regarding my patient or your victim, take it up with Lieutenant Farrell.”
“Did I hit a nerve, Doctor?” Miller asked. I could hear the shit-eating grin on his face.
“Norm, drop it,” Perri said.
“Fine, Ian. Have it your way.”
“Gentlemen, you can see yourselves out,” Sam said, walking away.
Perri sighed. “By and large, that wasn’t very helpful, Norm.”
Miller scoffed. “Fuck that little punk. He’s just as bent as Farrell is. We’d have closed this case months ago if either of those pansies had shared this information with us instead of covering each other’s asses!”
“I think we need to pay Farrell a visit,” Perri said.
“I think so, too.”
The pair walked away and out of earshot range.
I stood there dumbfounded by what I’d heard. They found The Rapist! How? Sam would have those answers, and he would give them to me. Before the Apocalypse, he’d tell me everything I wanted to know.
I sat back down on my bed and waited. Sam showed up a few minutes later. I barely heard him go through the motions of unlocking my door and walking inside.
“Did you want to speak to me about something?” he asked, looking flustered.
I looked up at him. “Busy day, Doc?”
Sam scoffed with a faint grin. “Johns Hopkins transferred over several of their long-term coma patients while they make renovations to their care ward. This facility’s the only one in the state capable of handling those patients, so I’ve been dealing with the paperwork of that nightmare most of the day.”
I found this amusing. “So you’re keeping coma patients in locked-down rooms like this one? Seems like a waste, considering they’re not going anyplace.”
Sam smiled. “They’re on the fifth floor where our catatonic patients live and those close to the end of life.” Sam paused as we looked at each other. “What is it you wanted to speak to me about?”
“I overheard your conversation with Miller and Perri.”
Sam heaved a sigh as his shoulders drooped in resignation. He closed the door and took a chair next to the bed. “I’m sorry. I should’ve taken them into my office. I was planning to tell you everything when I thought you were ready. I must say, though, that your demeanor is surprisingly calm. How do you feel now?”
“I don’t know. Shocked, more than anything.”
“I can certainly appreciate that.”
“Does she know? My girl…ex-girlfriend?”
“No. Only his family and a select few involved with the case. And now the investigating detectives, apparently.” Sam paused and looked away. “I need to find out how that came to be.”
“Is it really a cover-up? To protect Lieutenant Farrell?” Sam shook his head and threw up his hands. He wouldn’t tell me, of course. I didn’t expect him to. “It’s okay, Dr. Gardner. I was well aware of his deviant lifestyle. So was she. When he raped her, diseases were a concern, especially HIV or, God forbid, AIDS. He didn’t use protection.”
Sam flinched. “I can’t imagine what that must have been like for either of you.”
“It sucked, to be frank.” I laid back on the bed. “Would you be honest with me now, Dr. Gardner? Do you know how they rescued The Rapist?”
Sam eyed me up carefully. “You still refuse to use his name, don’t you?”
I pressed my lips together and shook my head. “I understood you’re here – you have me here – to help me, Dr. Gardner. But to be honest with you, I don’t know if his name will ever pass my lips again.”
“Fair enough. Perhaps in time. To answer your question, yes, I’m familiar with the circumstances of his rescue from the Marlowe property. I suppose you want to know what those are.”
I found the prospect of knowing the truth, to have those blanks filled in for me, tempting. Simultaneously, I felt an abnormal amount of stress. In my mind, I’d pulled off the perfect crime. That perception shattered upon hearing he survived long enough to receive help. From the conversation between Sam and Miller, it seems The Rapist didn’t survive and live long enough to name names, specifically mine.
I relayed these feelings to Sam, who said they were healthy.
“The problem would be your reaction,” he said. “I’m still unsure how to gauge your reactions to this kind of information. For example, will you blow up and swear to kill everyone who assisted him because they weren’t ‘playing the game’?”
“No,” I said. “I’ve committed to working through my ability, or inability, to separate reality from my base desires.”
Sam seemed impressed. He nodded in approval. He didn’t know that it was a complete and utter fabrication. None of these bastards were playing the game. I was biding my time until the pending Apocalypse and only telling Sam what he wanted to hear so I could get my way.
I placed my hand on the stack of sloppily stacked papers. The story Sam encouraged me to finish. “Also, I want to work in what happened…to this.” I knew this excuse, using the story, would seal the deal. “I’m very close to being finished, Dr. Gardner. And that’s what I wanted to tell you originally. I was ready for you to read it. But now, I want it to be truly complete. Therefore, I propose the following: Tell me what happened to The Rapist the night I thought I murdered him. I’ll document it in my manuscript, and then I want you to read it. Does that sound fair? Do we have a deal?”
Sam sat up and grinned. He extended his hand. “Yes. We have a deal.”
We shook. Sam’s handshake was not equal to Perri’s. It was a fine handshake, nonetheless.
The following is the tale Dr. Sam Gardner spun for me, the story of how The Rapist lived long enough to make Lieutenant Bart Farrell shake in his boots.
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Old Man Marlowe and his two sons were doing a little night hunting on their property the same night The Rapist pleaded for his life while tied to a tree on the southernmost border of the massive field.
Marlowe owned most of the land in and around the township, its fields and forests extending for miles.
As fate would have it, Marlowe and his sons were drinking around a campfire less than a mile from what I believed was the most isolated part of Marlowe field. On any given day, it should’ve been.
In reports given to Law Enforcement, Everett Marlowe, his eldest son Ephraim, and youngest son Ernest were hunting buck. Ephraim heard rumors of a big eight-point buck taking up residence on the southernmost point of the property. Other farmers claimed to have witnessed the massive buck crossing the route in and out of town on the county’s southern border, where it met the Marlowe property. For weeks, Ephraim and Ernest scouted the property around the highway, hoping to track the massive beast to its home range. The week before The Rapist met his fate, the two followed the buck to the forest area separating Marlowe field and Silver Run Valley, supposedly six square miles of undeveloped woodsy area.
Around the time I put a bullet into The Rapist’s head, Everett and Sons were drinking around their campfire, discussing plans for the meat they’d take from the buck’s carcass. Assuming they ever found it to make the kill. From not too far off, they heard three shots in succession.
“Wait,” I say. “I only fired one shot. Not three. Although I found three shells.”
Sam places his hands on his legs with authority. “Please let me finish the story, and then you may ask questions.”
I raise my hands, letting Sam know it was his world, and that I’d keep my minor part in it clean.
Sam continues:
Seconds later, Ernest claimed he heard a bullet connect with a nearby tree. However, Law Enforcement never found out which tree and consequently recovered no slug.
The three immediately donned florescent orange vests, believing another hunter trespassing on their property. They began searching in the easterly direction where the gunshots originated.
Most local farmers respected the unspoken rule of hunting on one another’s property. With the rumor of an eight-point buck roaming about, the potential for breaking said rule and engaging in trespass rose significantly. It incensed Everett another farmer would be on his property, probably looking for the buck, which had become the talk of the farming community. Everett wanted to know ‘which one of them sumbitches dared to hunt on my land.’  The three made haste in their effort to catch the individual.
What they found was no rogue hunter.
What they found was one of the town kids slumped at the base of one of the larger trees on the edge of the forest in a pool of blood. His penis had been removed (and missing). He also had a bullet wound on the left side of his head. None of them knew who he was, although Ernest remembered seeing the kid walking around Main Street with other kids, most of them still in high school.
Miraculously, this kid was still alive. Everett told Ernest to make the nearly four-mile run back to the house, call an ambulance, then the police, and meet them on the south-most highway. Since Ernest was the youngest, he could make the run faster. Ephraim and Everett would carry the dying kid to the road approximately two miles away. Before they moved him, Everett stopped the penile bleeding by cauterizing the wound with the flat striker end of a used shotgun shell and a lighter.
The ambulance from County General and a team of local Law Enforcement officers were scouting the highway along the south end of Marlowe field, waiting for the appearance of Ephraim, Everett, and the dying kid. EMS took the kid, now a John Doe, to County General after they appeared.
The doctor on duty, Dr. Marshall Meyers, worked to stabilize John Doe for transport to Shock Trauma in Baltimore. Doe required immediate brain surgery if there was any hope of saving his life. The Shock Trauma unit immediately dispatched a Med-Evac Helicopter.
Even though local Law Enforcement was present, Dr. Meyers notified them at the state level because of the apparent gunshot wound. Trooper Connor MacKenzie, the nearest state Law Enforcement officer, responded to the call. He took multiple photos of John Doe and his injuries minutes before Doe’s departure to Shock Trauma.
As the Med-Evac flew Doe to Shock Trauma, Trooper MacKenzie processed the photos and prepared the reports for Lieutenant Bartholomew Farrell, the boss of the state police Barrack G in Westminster, Maryland. MacKenzie requested dispatch awake Farrell because of the crime’s highly unusual and violent nature. MacKenzie handed all the case materials to Farrell, who’d then assign the case to Detectives Ian Perri and Norman Miller. Before that happened, Farrell met with the Division Captain behind closed doors. No one knows precisely what the two discussed, except Farrell knew the victim and his family.
Rumors regarding Bart Farrell’s sexuality were flying when Farrell gave the case to Perri and Miller. He divorced his wife the year prior. They kept the details of his divorce hush-hush, but those in ‘the know’ let it slip. Farrell wouldn’t give his wife the child she badly desired. Farrell had also been seen – unconfirmed, of course – frequenting a bar in Virginia that catered to gays and lesbians. The public believed it was a smear campaign to keep Farrell from promotion to Division Captain.
The truth is Farrell’s gay and is still in the closet. John Doe played on both sides of the fence but preferred men. Farrell and Doe met and began a relationship. No one knows how long and intense except Farrell and the Division Captain. Farrell traveled to the Shock Trauma unit to identify the victim off the record so he could notify Doe’s family. Doe had already slipped into a class one coma by that time. The bullet fired into his head penetrated the cerebral cortex, the gray matter covering the brain’s outer layer. Farrell assigned Dr. Sam Gardner to Doe’s family for grief and victim counseling. With the Division Captain’s blessing and Doe’s family’s permission, Farrell announced the Maryland State Police rescued an unnamed victim who remained in a persistent vegetative state from a gunshot wound, which became the truth after a few weeks. The family would ‘pull the plug’ and cremate the body through the victim’s living will.
Along with Dr. Gardner, the family agreed upon Farrell’s plan of action, hoping to draw out the killer and spare Doe’s family embarrassment from their son’s hedonist lifestyle.  The media would never use Doe’s actual name. Perri and Miller’s orders involved a homicide, minus the victim’s already cremated body and the ‘sensitive information’ Bart Farrell would take to his grave.
As for John Doe, he remained a John Doe on the record to keep the Shock Trauma unit staff ignorant of Farrell’s plan. Eventually, Doe slipped into a permanent vegetative state. His injury was so severe that even if he came out of the coma - which was unlikely – he’d remain unresponsive to any stimuli.
Sam finished his tale. “As I told you earlier, he was so far gone. There was no hope of saving his life, even if he came out of his coma.”
“So there really wasn’t a living will?” I asked.
Sam shook his head. “None. They moved him to a long-term care facility when Shock Trauma could no longer do anything for him. After some months, his family couldn’t afford to keep him in long-term care. They wanted the hospital to pull the plug. The hospital wouldn’t, which threatened to blow the cover Farrell put into place should the family decide to sue the hospital for the right to end his life. Farrell and his close friend, the State Governor, granted the request and ordered the hospital to do it. Doe’s family got to say their goodbyes but couldn’t be in the room when the doctors pulled the plug because of insurance purposes. They watched through a window. Doe was dead, and the family had closure.”
I couldn’t help but scoff. “And Farrell started sleeping better at night, I’m sure.” I needed to play Sam’s game since mine was coming together nicely. This comment would be the only suggestive one I’d make. Then, I’d be a model patient once again.
Sam smiled. “All of us involved could move on. Is that enough information for your manuscript?”
“It’ll do just fine. Thank you, Dr. Gardner.”
He nodded and excused himself. It was late, and he wanted to go home. That was fine. I had some serious writing to do before the end comes.
And it was coming, The Apocalypse.
Nothing would stop it now.
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Writing out the story of The Rapist’s temporary survival didn’t take long.
It took less than a day. If it proves the one thing I’ve known all along, Law Enforcement - even at the highest levels - is corrupt. There are two sets of laws: one for us peons and another for those with power and money. I fall into the former, Farrell the latter. He should be in a jail cell, too. His wealth and powerful friends will protect him, though. If there’s any karma in this world, they’ll get theirs.
I asked the nurse’s station if Sam would join me in the evening, as I was ready to share my work with him per our handshake-sealed deal. After several minutes, they notified me Sam would be there at five p.m. precisely. Sometime later, Sam left another message indicating we’d also have a bite to eat together. He planned to bring a deep-dish pepperoni pizza to celebrate, a rare treat in these parts.
Upon reflection, I suppose I feel a touch guilty about Sam going to such lengths. He believes I’m doing all this work to better myself. The truth is, it’s nothing more than preparation for The Apocalypse. I quickly dismissed the unnecessary emotion. In the end, it won’t matter, anyway.
I have a new retractable pen. I keep it hidden inside the upper mattress through a small tear on the lower end, where the side meets the bottom. It isn’t the same pen I carried with me during my travels. Law Enforcement kept that as part of their evidence against me. I’ll never see that pen again. The new pen affords me the trigger I’ve been longing for, the stimulus I need.
CLICK-click.
Sam and I discussed the reason for the pen a few days back, specifically the rhythmic clicking sound and its calming effect on me. He believes the sound of the pen’s mechanical innards triggers a psychosis hypnotizing the subconscious superego. The Id takes over while the hypnotic sound of the pen puts the Superego to sleep. In short, Sam believes it’s a bad thing, and I shouldn’t do it.
CLICK-click.
There’s pleasure in my smile now. I feel my eyes half-closed at the soothing sound. Fuck Sam! It’s been too long since I felt this good, even with the different tone and timbre of the pen’s sound.
CLICK-click.
My mind let go with the sound of it. The endorphin rush brings me relaxation. It soothes my entire body like fresh sunlight on the skin after a cold winter’s hibernation.
I feel that strange calm now. Everything’s going to be all right.
CLICK-click.
Sam doesn’t know I have this pen. I took it off one of the many medication carts that come through here. I’m supposed to take a series of pills three times a day. Valium to calm me, Clozapine - an antipsychotic medication, and Lithium as a mood stabilizer. I don’t take any of them. The improvement Sam brags about is my Oscar-winning acting. When the pills come, I pocket them in my cheek so they remain hidden when I’m required to open my mouth and stick out my tongue. I hide the pills in the same place I hide the pen. I’ve accumulated quite the stash. It’s all part of The Apocalypse.
Today, I’ll make no effort to hide the pen.
Sam will be sorely disappointed.
Five o’clock is almost here.
Chapter XV.VI
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I must write fast.
The Apocalypse had begun.
Here’s what happened:
Five o’clock finally came. Sam, who was usually on time, arrived a few minutes late. He entered the room with a Pizza Hut box, appearing pleased with himself. I sat on the right side of my bed, my typed manuscript sat to my left, and my new pen wedged underneath my right leg.
“How’s it going this evening?” Sam asked. He set the pizza on the table next to the bed and opened the box’s cardboard lid. Steam lifted outward as it swung open. I could smell the rich, greasy aroma of pepperoni and cheese. My stomach grumbled.
“Same shit, different day,” I replied. “Lots of writing. Not much else to do.”
“Still, it’s a constructive use of your time. Wouldn’t you agree?”
“Indeed.”
Sam eyed the pile of papers sitting on the bed. “That’s a respectable stack. How many pages?”
“Fifty, maybe sixty? I don’t know if you’ll be able to finish it in one sitting.”
“Oh, don’t worry about that,” Sam said. He grinned as he helped himself to a slice of the deep-dish pizza. “I’ve been patiently waiting for you to finish. I’m eager to see how the tale ends.”
I reached for the pen.
CLICK-click.
Sam immediately made eye contact with me. He stopped chewing and frowned with his mouth still full of pizza.
I smiled. My eyes were half-closed with pleasure. “You mean The Apocalypse? That ending?”
CLICK-click.
I brought the hand with the pen up to my lap. I wanted Sam to see his bane.
“Um,” Sam said, attempting to swallow the pizza. “Where did you get that?”
“I found it.”
Sam wiped his mouth on the edge of his shirt sleeve. Fear radiated from his eyes as they shifted toward the panic button next to the door. Perhaps twenty feet separated him from an emergency system that would lock down the third floor of this building and alert reinforcements.
He’d never make it. The element of surprise was on my side.
Sam shifted his glance back to me. “I thought we discussed the pen,” he said, pitifully attempting authority.
CLICK-click.
“Yes. We did,” I said, calm and collected. “And I disagree with your assessment, Sam.” My mention of his name versus the ‘Dr. Gardner’ he came to expect caused the fear in Sam’s eyes to spread to his face. He understood the level of trouble he now faced. Sam knew I’d bested him at his game. I even believe now, at the end of all things, he knew I’d manipulated him into playing the game. My game.
“Don’t do this,” Sam said, pleading. “There are still things you don’t know, things I haven’t told you, important things—”
CLICK-click.
“I don’t care!”
Sam glanced at the panic button again, never moving his head.
He twitched. I believe it was an unconscious effort to bolt for that panic button.
With a faster speed than the human eye could process, I raised my right arm and planted the pen in Sam’s left ear. The force of my arm pushed it over three-quarters into his head. Sam’s eyes rolled up into his skull. His jaw clenched. He fell to the floor and began convulsing violently. Blood poured from the broken ear, leaving fragmented streaks across the floor as it mixed with what little hair he had on his shaking head.
I looked up toward the small window on the locked door.
No witnesses.
Good.
I closed my eyes. “I warned you, Sam. You were told what would happen if you didn’t play the game.”
I dragged Sam’s twitching body to the closed door, where no one could see it. The flow of blood died down, as did the spasms. He was dying and taking longer to do so than I’d hoped.
I yanked the pen out of his ear and wiped the clumps of dark red blood on my white pants. It left grotesque lines of blood and bits across the side of my leg.
CLICK-click
It still worked, although the sound was duller, with blood clogging the path of the pen cartridge.
I retrieved a tall glass of water from the sink at the opposite end of the room. My living space had no adjoining lavatory. The toilet and the sink were a part of the room, leaving me responsible for cleaning them. I did so for no other purpose than to keep the smell to a minimum.
I fished a handful of white pills from the rip on the bed mattress side and set them on the table next to the pizza box. Sam had stopped convulsing. I don’t know if he’s dead yet, not that it matters.
Now I sit at the table writing these words. The plastic cup of water is on one side of the typewriter, and enough pills to take down a horse on the other.
Where I’m going, no one can follow.
The Apocalypse is here.
*
A minute has passed since I swallowed the small mountain of pills. It took three drinks to get them all down in three equal handfuls. I’m chewing on pizza as I write, waiting.
I feel funny now. Not quite real. I see sparkles peripherally. It’s weird, like pixie dust falling off Tinkerbell’s magic wand.
I see Anna’s baby face. She’ll now be free of the evil that otherwise might have consumed her as my love.
Our Father, who art in Heaven, hallowed be thy name, thy Kingdom Come, thy will be done on Earth as it is in Heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us. Lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil. For thine, is the kingdom and the power and the glory, forever and ever. Amen.
I feel no pain now. Physically and emotionally. It’s euphoric.
Mom, I’m coming home.
There’s no place to run; there’s no place to hide.
The stiff hand of death beckons.
PUBLISHER’S EPILOGUE
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The government of the State of Maryland released the following documents via a Public Information Act request. They tell what happened to Carter Frye following his suicide attempt. The state made all redactions.
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Stabilized from his suicide attempt, the Maryland State Police supervised Carter Frye’s move to a long-term care facility.
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Carter Frye escapes two days after his transfer to Sheppard Pratt. The following is a transcript between Lieutenant Bart Farrell, Detective Ian Perri, and Detective Norman Miller from Interrogation Room Five at the Maryland State Police barrack in Westminster, Maryland, G Barrack. 
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The following is an audio-visual transcript from the Sheppard Pratt CCTV system, Room 503, where Carter Frye escaped the facility. Before he escapes, he realizes ‘The Rapist’ is, in fact, still alive. 
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Officer Matthew Clemens becomes Carter Frye’s last known victim. 
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AFTERWARD 
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Carter Frye remains at large as of this 2013 writing. It’s unknown if he’s still alive. Retired FBI profiler Special Agent Roy Douglas suggests Frye’s silence revolves around possible incarceration on an unrelated matter.
Maryland State Police Detectives cleared Dr. Priya Rai of any wrongdoing in Carter Frye’s escape. They initially suspected Dr. Rai of hybristophilia, a.k.a ‘Bonnie and Clyde syndrome.’  Agent Douglas described the phenomenon as one in which the subject, in this case, Dr. Rai, becomes Frye’s ‘prison groupie,’ an attraction to those who display dark personality traits. The MSP believed that because of her alleged attraction to Frye, she assisted in his escape through a coma misdiagnosis and intentionally left Frye’s restraints loosened. The AMA took a different view. They revoked her license to practice medicine in the United States. Rai returned to India the following year. The AMA sealed the details of her dispute.
Lieutenant Bart Farrell passed away in 2008 from HIV-related complications. Detective Norman Miller passed away in 1995, killed in the line of duty during the Scarecrow serial killer investigation. Officer Connor MacKenzie - promoted to detective in 1995 - no longer works for the Maryland State Police and couldn’t be located.
Detective Ian Perri politely declined an interview. “Some old wounds never truly heal and bleed again at the slightest poke,” is all he would say.


Act I
March 1992
Eldersburg, Maryland
Act II
April 1993
Westminster, Maryland
Act III
May 1994
Sarasota, Florida
AUTHOR’S NOTE


I
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This novel began as a short story I wrote in 1992 called “Murder.” It’s not based on real-life events but on a real-life situation. The first Act, Retribution, was that effort.
It breaks down like this: I was twenty and holding onto a lot of anger. I’d been dating the same gal for close to nine months. Girlfriend, we’ll call her. She was ‘best friends’ with this bisexual piece of shit who was so in love with her he could taste it. Gay Friend and I disliked each other immensely. He’d constantly fabricate lies about me. If this sounds familiar, it’s because the situation catalyzes the conflict in this story. Consider Carter Frye’s rant in Act III, where he details how The Rapist lied about seeing him at a church dance with another girl. This was the actual story Gay Friend fed to Girlfriend that summer. She bought it lock, stock, and barrel. The conflict between Gay Friend and me constantly divided her loyalties. He usually won. Girlfriend had other deeper issues with sexuality (and her father) that contributed to her fascination with Gay Friend.
He was always around, especially when I was with her. They lived in the same neighborhood, while I lived a town away. I could only visit her on the weekends during the school year, while he could show up whenever he wanted. He’d send her mix tapes and love letters while she and I dated. Worse, she encouraged it. I kept telling her how inappropriate and disrespectful his actions were. She’d dismiss me, claiming she wanted him to express how he felt. I hated that son of a bitch. I always suspected she wanted to fuck him and couldn’t bring herself to do so. There was a considerable age difference. If she was sixteen, he was at least twenty-two.  Regardless, she put me through the fucking wringer with all her fickleness.
Girlfriend broke up with me after Gay Friend spun his “Kev was at a church dance, making out with another girl” lie. In the weeks prior, my father and I had recently come to blows after years of his abuse. It ended with him ramming a Beretta into my mouth and dry-firing it. He thought that was his way of coercing me into respecting him. It didn’t work. I contacted law enforcement. There were accusations and counter-accusations. Then I made the mistake of telling my therapist I wanted to kill him over what he did to me, that doing so was the only way I’d ever be free. What I didn’t know is that, by law, he had to report that threat, which ultimately made its way back to my father. He threw me out after that with some happy horseshit about ‘fearing for his life.’
The truth is, he wanted me out of the house anyway so his new wife and her children could move in. I ended up moving in with my mother after that until I could wrap my head around what he did to me with that fucking gun.
All this put together, I was ready to kill Gay Friend after Girlfriend handed me The Walking Papers over The Church Dance Lie. The real world being what it is, and since I had no desire to go to jail and be another man’s bitch, I decided writing about it would be a more healthy outlet. And so, the short story “Murder” was born on an old manual ribbon typewriter, although Gay Friend never raped her, and he was never murdered. Not too long after, Girlfriend got the truth from him, at which time she wanted to get back together. Foolishly, I did, but even after all his lies, she wouldn’t tell him to fuck off. They were still besties, and he still wanted to be with her. We’d still argue over her sad devotion to that loser, break up, and eventually get back together. In short, it was all status quo.
I don’t know why I put up with that shit for as long as I did. The moments of joy with Girlfriend didn’t outweigh the long stretches of misery. If we’re being honest, she was far prettier than I deserved, and I didn’t think I could do, or was worthy of, better. One could say I had some low self-esteem issues.
Since the entire story revolved around a real-life situation, I didn’t want to use real names and didn’t feel like making up new ones. I always thought it lent to the air of mystery and Frye’s psychosis with his inability to use proper names. Striping people of their identity and reducing them to objects made what he did easier for him, or so I imagine.
II
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Over the summer of 1992, I shared “Murder” with several people. Most wanted to know what happened next. Use your imagination, I’d say. I didn’t know how I’d write a sequel to “Murder”…until I did.
I took a job at a coffee kiosk at the local mall during the holiday season of 1992. The owner didn’t pick an ideal location to offer warm beverages, half the mall's length away from the food court. Consequently, there wasn’t much business or traffic, leaving me plenty of time to sit and people-watch. One morning, I brought a spiral notebook and began writing what would become Act II: Reversion.
The mall placed the coffee kiosk beside a haircut chain. The gal who worked there stopped by every morning for coffee. She was this adorable blonde gal a few years older than me, often inquiring about my writing. During a lunch break, I explained the story to her. Her follow-up amounted to asking if she could be a character.
Would you like to take a guess at what her name was? If you said “Paula,” you’d be correct. However, I’m happy to report that her character's fate was purely fictional. Paula never got to read it. Christmas was over long before I finished Act II.
I figured the only way to continue the story would involve Frye suffering from PTSD, believing The Rapist was alive, and stalking him during his quest to make Paula into ‘her,’ the girl he left behind. The goal of Act II was to make Frye the most hateful, despicable piece of shit alive, and I feel like I accomplished that. It’s difficult to refer to Frye as a protagonist because, in my mind, he’s the villain, and when I say I went all in personifying him as evil, I make no exaggeration. I wasn’t as angry as I was when I wrote Act I, although there were a few weeks during December when Girlfriend and I weren’t together. I don’t remember why; probably over the same shit. I do remember that, by that time, I’d stopped caring as much as I once did. We eventually got back together one more time and broke up again until I moved away from Maryland in August 1993.
The second act typically ends when the story is at its lowest point. That’s when I walked away from the story, mostly because I didn’t know how Frye would get out of the mess where he put himself. I had so many other things going on. I worked as a driver at a well-known pizza chain and was fast-tracking to become a shift manager. I believed I was finally moving on from the disaster that was the showdown with my father and moving away from Girlfriend, even though we were loosely dating. You know what that means; ‘dating’ but seeing other people. She was so fickle. I don’t know why I ended up marrying her later in life. Desperation, I imagine.
III
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By early 1994, I’d moved to Florida and solidified my position as a shift manager at that pizza chain. Carter Frye’s ultimate fate plagued my subconscious, so I took some time to finish his tale. I finished it within a month. I swear, the novella that became Act III wrote itself. My challenge was thus: Redeem Carter Frye, if possible. Or at least feel sorry for him. Did I succeed? I don’t know. You tell me.
I’d always planned for ‘her’ to be pregnant by Frye before he ran, and she’d walk out on him the same way he walked out on her. But what if, somehow, The Rapist survived, and that everything Frye went through and the damage he did was for nothing? Wouldn’t that be an ending worthy of an M. Night Shyamalan movie?
The original ending sucked. It wasn’t well thought out. Frye, now in an institution, inadvertently passes a disfigured man who turns out to be the Rapist and kills himself out of the shock of it all, realizing his life was for nothing. That’s it. Game over. I didn’t count myself as an overly exceptional writer then (I still don’t). I wasn’t fond of the ending and didn’t think I could develop anything more creative.
A few months later, I began writing Scarecrow. The original ending to that book wasn’t exactly what I wanted, either.
I stopped writing after that and began doing other things, such as accidentally starting my own business writing shareware. That venture went on for years. In 1997, I moved back to Maryland and married Girlfriend. A huge mistake there, by the way. Massive. The biggest mistake of my life. I was still suffering from self-esteem issues and anger from what happened with my father (there was more correspondence later on and some nasty things said on both sides). I thought Girlfriend was as good as it got.
We moved back to Florida in 1999 and eventually split up in early 2003. She stole my original manuscript of the “Murder Trilogy,” as I called it, and gave it to her lawyer as evidence she needed a retraining order to kick me out of my house. She claimed she feared I’d kill her the way I portrayed it in the novel, even though the character loosely based on her never dies or was in danger. Before a judge, her lawyer pondered how anyone could write such sick stuff. My lawyer countered he must not have ever read any Stephen King, who’d written far worse. Personally, I don’t think that’s true, but I digress.
When all was said and done, I got my manuscript back and began revising the entire novel, giving it a new ending. The original drafts contained no flashbacks or suggestions about the sexual abuse Frye suffered as a child. All that came about after researching serial killers for Scarecrow. Frye needed a childhood trauma to explain his psychosis.
I also had an excuse to create a universe where these stories occur, thus allowing for character crossovers. Enter the Scarecrow detectives Ian Perri and Norman Miller. The case of Carter Frye became theirs.
Finally, I needed a better ending. How do we get from Frye languishing away in a psychiatric facility to the discovery of The Rapist surviving Frye’s murder attempt? An unfortunate series of events is how. Police politics to protect a high-ranking lieutenant who was having a homosexual affair with The Rapist, the Marlowes discovering The Rapist’s dying body after hearing gunshots on their property, and the help of one career-minded psychiatrist specifically chosen to diagnose Frye and keep the coverup in place.
It also seemed the easiest way to tell the story of Frye surviving his suicide attempt, the discovery that The Rapist lived, and how he ultimately escaped custody was through police reports obtained through a FOIA request, published as an epilogue. Seemed pretty clever to me.
Eventually, when I rewrote Scarecrow’s ending, I added the case of Frye to fill out the characters of Perri and Miller. All three will ultimately end up in the Displaced novels, too.
And there we are.
IV
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Sometimes, if I can’t sleep and lay awake at night, I wonder where Carter Frye might be now. Where did he go? Is he still alive? And if so, how did he survive all these years without drawing attention to himself? Those who don’t play his game pay a penalty, after all, and Frye isn’t the type to quit and walk away.
Or perhaps he’s been biding his time, waiting.
V
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In 2015, I wrote a treatment (not an outline; I fucking hate those) detailing Frye’s life twenty years later. I was super pissed off about some shit going on then. Instead of acting on it, I wrote what was to be the fourth act. Things turned violent quickly, forcing Frye to flee his isolation and track down Anna…and her mother. Anna may have turned out more like her dear old dad than her mother wanted. Her mother may not even be alive anymore. I don’t know. I never got that far. All I had was the ending. I always have an end in mind. None of this making it as I go along shit…like Cuse and Lindelof, the writers for Lost. A textbook example of fucking up a perfectly good story. Said ending would involve a showdown with Detective Ian Perri, and that’s all I’ll say in case I ever finish it.
Writing for Carter Frye is a mindset. The first few chapters were so violent, I had to stop. It scared me a little. I’d not gone to such dark places in my mind since 1992. My son was fourteen then, and I didn’t need him to see me in that mindset. When I go there, I stay there. Better to wait until I’m alone again.
Like…now. Hmm.
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Kevin Provance was born and raised in Carroll County, Maryland. He writes science fiction, the paranormal, the metaphysical, good old-fashioned suspense, and the occasional controversial rant on social media, all designed to catch your interest and keep you turning the page for more. His approach to writing is to hit hard and fast with as few spelling errors as possible. Also, don’t let the headshot fool you – he’s actually full color (on most days).
His books combine mystery, action, and humor with plausible science fiction and mythology mixed in. His work is recommended for those who enjoy fast-paced writing with many twists and turns.
Kevin currently lives in Summerville, South Carolina.
For up-to-date promotions and release dates of upcoming books, sign up for the latest news here: www.kevinprovance.com
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MARYLAND STATE POLICE
INTEROFFICE MEMORANDUM

A AR et N LI T AL R T U A W SR

DETECTIVE IAN PERRI

LIEUTENANT BART

POLICE REPCRT FROM BARRACK R (BALTIMCRE)
09/15/199%2

DETECTIVE NORMAN MILLER

Here are your copies of Corporal Lamont's report on Carter Frye.
I've blacked out Frye's real name in concordance with the request
of the victim's family for privacy.

We should find out sometime today if Frye will make the transfer
back to Sheppard Pratt for long-term coma care.

The R Barrack will continue to copy us on their paperwork
regarding Frye, as the case is still under your purview. If you
need to speak to any of the detectives or officers involved with
the incident at Sheppard Pratt, please let me know in advance so I
can inform the Barrack’s Lieutenant. Any information obtained
from any investigation pertaining to the Sheppard Pratt incident,
please copy their Lieutenant so he may share with the detectives
assigned to the case.

Thanks, gentlemen. and good work.
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MARYLAND STATE POLICE DEPARTMENT

OFFICIAL POLICE REPORT

Date: _03/21/199%2 Case =

L ral S Smith/1701 . knowing that false statements on this form are pumshable by law, state
the following:

s 5 I have probable cause that a.k.a. Carter Frye,
Male/wWhite, DOB: 06/23/1971, SSN: committed the following criminal

offenses.

The following crime(s) happened on 09/21/1%32 C2:00 to 02:3C hours at the
Sheppard Pratt Hospital. 5th floor. The address is 6501 North Charles
Street in Baltimore, Baltimore County, Maryland.

The facts are as follows.

As the first responding officer, L Corporal 5. Smith/17C]. have determined the
following facts. Video surveillance of the fifth-floor documents my findings
(VHS tape attached..

On ©9/20/1992, _ a.ka. Carter Frye, awoke from his alleged "coma." He
quickly freed himself from the restraints on the bed and left the room. The
three other comatose patients in the vicinity were unharmed. The room has only
one door and one barred window. Frye went through the unlocked door. He
entered three additional rooms on the floor where other patients are housed.
looking for a window without bars. Those three rooms each have one barred
window. Frye entered the fourth room and discovered an unbarred window. Tnable
to open it, he quickly searched the room to find something to break the window.
Upon searching the bed of the only coma patient in the room, Frye visibly
recognized the comatose individual. We have identified him only as John Doe #L
a white male.

Frye became aggravated. violently removing the cover from Doe's bed. He removed
Doe's gown and inspected the remains of his mutilated genitals. Frye then
examined Doe's head, specifically a healed gunshot wound. He spent several
seconds staring at the wound. eventually stroking it as he spoke to Doe. Frye
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g on - performed by neurologist Dr.
may be in a structural coma because of an ¢
drugs, specifically the mix of Valium and Clozapine. Dr.
cerebral dysfunction via neuroimaging, a textbook case of com
thn next seventy-two hours, specialists will observe _ for brain
activity changes. If coma persists, and as the Johns Hopkins Unit that houses
long-term coma patients is under renovations, - will return to the

Sheppard Pratt Psychotic Disorders Unit, fifth floor, a temporary housing
facility for long-term coma patients.
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MARYLAND STATE POLICE
INTEROFFICE MEMORANDUM

DETECTIVE IAN PERRI
LIEUTENANT BART FARRELL
CARTER FRYE'S ESCAPE
09/22/19%2

DETECTIVE NORMAN MILLER

Included are copies of Corporal Smith of R Barrack's report on
Carter Frye's escape from Sheppard Pratt. As before, I've removed
references to Frye's real name in concordance with the request of
the victim's family for privacy.

To say this son of a bitch has more lives than a cat is
understating the matter. The overtime intended for additional
security at Sheppard Pratt has been reallocated to our Barrack

to monitor the victim's family, Frye's former girlfriend. and his
baby daughter. We have notified them of Frye's escape. Steve

the fiancee of victim Paula - has also been
informed, as has Julie Haskell. I've sent additional copies of the
following report to the lodesto section of the California State
Police. They will determine if _ or Haskell require
additional security.

The FBI profiler advising us on this case, Roy Douglas, believes
Frye will not return to California. He believes Frye will flee
the country. probably to Canada or Mexico. The Division Captain
posted Frye's data to Interpol if he attempts to cross either
border. When Douglas finishes his report, I will forward you
copies. In short, ne believes Frye will ultimately kill again, but
not in a serial aspect. He bases his opinion on Dr. Gardner’s
reports. Douglas goes on to say Frye kills out of his need to
punish those who do not ‘play the game. Anyone could be a victim.
He doesn't discriminate based on sex. skin color, class, etc. He
should continue to be labeled as armed and EXTREMELY dangerous.
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SUBJECT "CARTZR FRYE" ENTERS THE

FRYE APPROACKES THE 0¥,

FRYE ATTEMPTS TC OPEN THE WINDOS

THE WINDOW DOES NOT OPEN.

FRYE SEARCHES THE RCOM FOR UNKNOWN OBJECTS.
RYE SEARCHES COMA PATIENT BED FOR UNKNOWN OBJECTS.
RYE STOP THE SEARCH TC OBSERVE PATIENT JOEN DOE #L

hat the fuck?

RABS DOE'S BED COVER.

CLENTLY YANKS THE COVER OFF OF DOE'S BODY

FRYE CLOSEL
GENITALS ARE MUTILATZD.
FRYE: (whispers) Oh, my God.
SLC: LKS Al ND THE BED TO OTHER SIDE.
CLOSELY CBSERVE: ULD ON THE RIGHT SIDE OF DOE'S KEAD.
E STARES AT CLOSED HEAD WOULD FOR 74 SECONDS.
SLOY REACHES CUT TO SOFTLY X IND CN DOE'S KEAD.
E SLOWLY STROKES THE LINES OF DOE'S HEAD WOUND.
sardner fucking lied.
CLIMBS INTC BED NEXT TO DOE.
tou fucking faggot, this is all your fault. None of this
would've happened if you had just left my girlfriend alone. (pauses) I
can't let you live. You understand this, don't you? Everyone thinks youre

dead anyway. No one will miss you. (pauses) I1l never see my daughter

again because of you. (chuckles) Zverything comes back to you. you
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MARYLAND STATE POLICE
INTEROFFICE MEMORANDUM
LIEUTENANT BART FARRELL
DETECTIVE IAN PERRI
RE: STATUS OF SUBJECT CARTER FRIE
0971871992

DETECTIVE NORMAN MILLER

Detective Miller and I discussed the matter. We would appreciate
the opportunity to be included with the unit transferring Carter
¥rye to Sheppard Pratt from Shock Trauma. Please notify the R
Barrack Lieutenant to expect us.
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MARYLAND STATE POLICE
INTEROFFICE MEMORANDUM

LIEUTENANT BART FARRELL

DETECTIVE IAN PERR

RE: DEATH OF OFFICER MATTHEW CLEMENS
09/254/1992

DETECTIVE NORMAN MILLER

I've had the opportunity to read the manuscript Frye left behind.
He writes of several confrontations between him and Officer
Clemens. I am most concerned with the instance in which Clemens
allowed Steve - the fiancee of Paula - into Frye's
cell unsupervised. No doubt this is where the injuries Frye
sustained originated before his transfer to Sheppard Pratt.

I also point you to a statement Frye writes in his manuscript

regarding Clemens: "I wanted to rip his head off. use it for a
football, and then shit down the hole in his neck” The
description of Clemens's crime scene suggests Frye did precisely
as he threatened.
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OFFICIAL POLICE REPORT

1, Corporal J. Lamont/1021 _ knowing that false statements on this form are punishable by law, state
the following

1  Ihave prouaule cause to believe
M: 3 o tted

The following crime(s) happened on 09/12/19%2 at 1700 to 17:50 hours at 6501
North Charles Street in Baltimore, Baltimore County, Maryland.

The facts supporting this belief are as follows.

L. Corporal J. Lamont/1021, am the follow-up investigator for this case and have

learned the following during my investigation. I allege that on 09/12/1%92,
I - - corter Frye committed the crime of Nurder in the First

Degree when he stabbed Dr. Samuel cardner in the right ear with a retractable
ballpoint pen. Secause of the assault, the ballpoint pen penetrated Dr.
cardner's brain via the inner ear. resulting in death.

on 09/12/1% personnel and officers were dispatched to Sheppard Pratt
Hospital at 6501 North Charles Street in response to a 3-1-1 call where a male
patient had stabbed a male doctor. Upon my arrival. I contacted Head Nurse
Iorraine Donar and ZM.T. technician Seth Roberts on the third floor of the
Psychotic Disorders Unit. They described the events as thus:

Hurse Donar said Dr. cardner met with the patient || N NENNN .-

Garter Frye. in room 313 at approximately 500 pa. Nurse Donar routinely
checked the status of [l during the 500 pa. nour through the video
monitoring systen. He appeared to be talking with Dr. cardner. who was off-
camera. ¥hen &00 pa. passed. Dr. cardner did not return to the 3rd-floor nurses
station. per protocol. Donar observed [l 2s1eep in his ved tarough the
wideo monitor. Donar then attempted to enter room 313 to locate Dr. Gardner. The
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Pratt, Roon

finish what I started, don't you? I think a little air in your blood

ought to take care of..
NOISES OUT OF CAMERA VIEW DISTRACT FRYZE.
FRYE QUICKLY LEAVES THE BED.
FRYE PICKS UP A WOODEN CHAIR NEXT TO THE BZD.
FRYE THRUSTS THE CHAIR INTC THE WINDOW.
THE WINDOW BREAKS, SHATTERING GLASS.
HATR TO CLEAR GLASS FROM THE BOTTOM CF THE WINDOW.
CEAIR TO THE FLOCR.
E CROUCHES INTO THE OPEN WINDOW.

UT THE WINDOW.
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= Interrogation Room #5. 09/20/19%9%2
‘ ‘attanytedtomudertheirson.‘:ouknavuwennlvo L
e it until Frye broke his silence and gave us the chance to take him
into custody. Now we have his confession.
DET. MILLER: You should've brought us into the loop. sir. ¥e could've

kept all that out of our paperwork.

IT. FARRELL: I had to respect the family's wishes, Detective. I'll be
forwarding you the report from R Barrack. Im telling you off the record
now that Frye saw - before escaping.

DET. PERR: Oh, my sod. Is [ stix alive:

LT. FARRZELL: Yes. The CCTV cameras in the hospital recorded
everything with audio. From the looks of it, Frye meant to finish -
off, but security distracted him. He broke the window and jumped out,
somehow surviving a five-story drop. We will regard all references to
srye’s interaction with [Jij 25 part of rryes psychosis. [ i
remain a John Doe.

DET. MILIER: Why? It's over now. What does it matter if -s
condition is revealed?

LT. PARRELL: I don't want to deal with any fallout from the media
over our choices and methods in this case, and not to put too fine a point
on it, Detective. because I can.

DET. MILLER: (pause) There are other angles at play here.

(pause) Is there something you'd like to say to me,
Detective Miller?
DET. MILLER: (Pause) No. Sir.
LT. PFARRZLL: The case is now closed. gentlemen. R Barrack is opening

a new cause to investigate Frye's escape and only his escape. The case

involving - the actual victim here, is closed. There will be no more

investigation into it. Do I make myself clear?
DET. PERRL: Yes, sir.
DET. MILLER: Yes, sir.
LT. PARRELL: Thank you.
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MARYLAND STATE POLICE
INTEROFFICE MEMORANDUM|

DETECTIVE IAN PERRI
LIEUTENANT BART FARRELL
STATUS OF SUBJECT CARTER

0971871992

DETECTIVE NORMAN MILLER

The Division Captain has notified R Barrack Lieutenant of Frye's
vending move to Sheppard Pratt from Shock Trauma. He will be
moved to the temporary long-term care facility on the fifth floor
of Sheppard Pratt's Psychotic Disorders Unit tomorrow morning at
%00AM. Dr. Pryia Rai will oversee the transfer and monitor Frye
for changing brain activity. If Frye should come out of his coma
and attempt to ‘fake it we want to know immediately.

Frye will remain secured to his bed with wrist and ankle straps.
He will receive physiotherapy (where they move and massage the
limbs) regularly. per protocol. Only one restraint shall be
released at a time for therapy, and only under close and armed
supervision from one of Sheppard Pratt's security team. Dr. Rai's
report claimed the longer *rye is comatose, the longer it will
take for him to recover physically should he ever wake up. He
will have stiffness and atrophy even with physiotherapy. It will
limit his ability to move, fight, or run.

The Division Captain has authorized CT for up to two weeks of
backup security at Sheppard Pratt, specifically the fifth floor.
Due to budget concerns, any backup security will be off the clock
after that time. Dr. Rai advised the Division Captain that Frye
could come out of his coma at any time. Statistically. his chances
become lesser after the first month. The Division Captain
considered Dr. Rai's report when budgeting the OT. This is why
only two weeks were permitted.

Shpppard Pratt Head of Security, Hank Ba.lla.m. informed me
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building, walking another section of the fifth floor. Upon hearing
p call for backup. I reported to his location in Doe’s private room.
and I immediately ran to the spot where Frye fell. No body was recovered. Frye
seemed to survive a five-story drop onto a concrete surface. I immediately
contacted dispatch for backup and put an APB on — and his alias,
Carter Frye. We set a five-block perimeter around the hospital. We could not
recapture Frye. He remains at large.

Dr. Pryia Rai was the last person to have contact with Frye. I questioned Dr. Rai
about Frye's restraints. She states she double-checked them and that Frye was
secured correctly. I also asked about her coma diagnosis for Frye. She insists
it was accurate. Det. Roger Searcy, the Detective assigned to the case, suspects
Dr. Rai of colluding with Frye. He's taken her into custody for additional
gquestioning.

With the Detective on the scene, I joined in the search for Frye. My shift ended
at 300 AM. I asked Lt. Stanford if he needed me to work overtime. Ee declined my
request. I returned to R Barracks without locating Frye.
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& BARRACK DETECTIVES
LIEUTENANT BART FARRELL
DEATE OF CFFICER MATTHZEW CLEMENS

09/24/19%2

Officer Matthew Clemens was found dead this morning in his home
in Hampstead. Preliminary investigation suggests Officer Clemens
was killed during the night. Clemens didn't show up for his &00
AM shift. Repeated phone calls to his residence went unanswered.
Because of the high alert after Frye's escape, dispatch sent
deputies to Clemens's house to investigate. There, they discovered
his mutilated and decapitated body. Clemens's head was found in
his backyard. approximately thirty feet from the residence. In a
truly despicable act, the perpetrator defecated into the air hole
of Clemens's neck.

The perp also pinned a note to Clemens's bare chest that read. "I
am a prisoner of the game."

I believe this is the work of the recently escaped -
_ aka Carter Frye. in retaliation from a confrontation
between the two while Frye was in our custody. Clemens made no
official report of the altercation but informed me of what
happened off the record.

As usual. please do not speak or comment to the press. Th
Division Captain will make a statement later today.

Officer Clemens leaves behind his ex-wife, Arlene Clemens, and his
two grown children, MNatthew Clemens Jr. and Renee Clemens-Myers.
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£8 ~ Interrogation Room #5. 09/20/1992
LT PARRELL LEAVES THE ROOM

DET. PERRI: Have you noticed that the Lieutenant still refers to
B - corver ryet

DET. NILIER: He's a God damned fag, is what he is.

DET. PERRL: Norm! Jesus Christ! If anyone else ever heard you say
that.

DET. MILIER: As if I give a fuck. Ian. This whole case has been a
cluster fuck since day one. Farrell's too personally involved. His
obstruction could have saved lives. why do I give a fuck if he can say
-s name or not?

DET. PERRT He refuses to see [l =5 2 verson. calling nim rrye
instead makes it easier for him to keep his personal feelings out of it.
It's a denial of a sort.

DET. MILLER: (scoffs) First of all. - is no person. He's the
spawn of Satan. Second. I disagree with you about Farrell. His fucking
this case up was all about his personal feelings. He doesn't want anyone
to know he and - were poking each other in the heinie.

DET. PERRL I didn't hear you say that.

DET. MILLER: Who's in denial now, Ian?

DET. PERRL: Politics isn't your strong suit, partner. We both know
what the situation is. Openly talking about it is dangerous. If someone
other than me hears you and goes to Farrell? I'll be breaking in a new
partner the next day, and you'll get transferred to morgue duty if not
kicked off the job outright. Wwith my luck. they'll pair me up with that
rookie MacKenzie.

DET. MILLER: (laughs) He's a good kid, Ian. He could do worse for a

partner.
DET. PERRL: (pause) Bullshit, but I appreciate the sentiment.

DET. PERRI AND DET. MILLER LZAVE THE ROOM.

Haryland State Police
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will assign extra personnel to monitor security. I instructed him
and his staff to contact the R Barrack if Frye awakens or any
suspicious activity pertaining to Frye. R Barrack will notify
our Barrack. at which time dispatch will page you.

If you would prefer to be present for Frye's transfer to Sheppard
Pratt from Baltimore Shock Trauma. please let me know ASAP. I
will clear you for OT and exempt you from the catching order for
he day. You will need to arrive at R Barrack by 7:30AM.
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checked [ = vitals and determined them to be weak Ballard
discovered a note declaring [[J]lls intention to comnit suicide. Several

- unidentified white pills were scattered on the table and on the floor. Donar
called 9-1-1. requesting an ambulance and police. The EM.T. team arrived first.
They stabilized i and transported him to the Greater Baltimore Medical
Center (GBMC. Ballard accompanied them in his capacity as security chief. ENT.
requested a state police unit meet them at ZBNC in the event became
conscious.

I asked Donar. who was in charge of the nurse’s station during the five o'clock
hour. She replied she was, but admitted to not observing the video feeds
consistently. A review of the recorded video from room 313 shows

assaulting Gardner with the ballpoint pen, then pushing him out of camera
range. The entire incident happened in less than three seconds.

Roberts also checked Gardner for vitals for his official report.
declaring him officially deceased at &:24 pm. Roberts checked _s vitals
while being told ‘ had swallowed numerous drugs, which Donar said were
numerous 10 mg Valium pills. Clozapine pills, ranging from 125 mg to 20 mg and

ram Lithium pills (dosage is based on 15-20 mg per kg of body weight. In
hs case, 836 kilograms of 2 grams. ﬁ was given an IV of Naloxone

to stabilize him until transport to SBMNC.

Evidence recovered includes the ballpoint pen used to assault Gardner, the
videotape of the incident, the manuscript _ wrote, and -s suicide
note, which, upon further inspection. appears to be the last page of his
manuscript. Crime Scene will investigate the room and take additional evidence
as needed. Dr. Gardner’s body was transported to Barrack R for autopsy. Nurse
Donar and Head of Security Hank Ballard will make official statements later
this week at Barrack R.

FOLLOW UP:

Emergency Room doctor Dr. Milan Kuiper determined the pills - swallowed

as a combination of Valium Clozapine, and Lithium, all prescribed to the

patient at Sheppard Pratt. Kuiper had s stomach pumped to remove the

undigested pills. Kuiper also gave a combination of activated

charcoal (carbo activatus) and Naloxone to decontaminate _a body of

remains at GBMC. currently stable but unconscious &

ive. He also remains securely restrained. bound to a security

,acunty and land state police officers provide a const
et o oo N ;
,,
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terroga'vo‘ Room #3

ZLieutenant?
IT. FARRELL: That's not why I pulled you two in here. There's another
aspect of this case I've kept confidential out of respect for -s

family.

DET. NILLER: There’s more? How is it that we, the detectives on this
case, are the last to know anything about this case, sir?

DET. PERRL: Norm.

DET. MILLER: No, Ian. This is no way to work a case.

RELL: I don't disagree with you. Detective, however..

DET. MILILER: With all due respect, sir. Fuck that! You should've
brought us into your inner circle from the beginning.

DET. PERRL: What's the new information, Lieutenant?

LT. PARRELL: The kid Frye shot in Marlowe field..

DET. MILIER: The one you led Perri and me to believe was dead from
his wounds?

Yes, Detective. _ didn't die from his injuries.

DET. MILLER: (pauses’ Jesus H Christ, Lieutenant. How the hell does
that happen?

DET. PERRL: You told us the family pulled the plug on [Jj after
his doctor declared him brain dead. There was all that drama in the media
over the hospital's refusal to do so.

LT. FARRELL: That was real. We moved -s body to Sheppard Pratt
and staged the death for the media and the hospital. Gardner listed him
as a John Doe to keep his staff in the dark. Everyone except -s
family, Gardner, and I had to believe he was dead.

DET. MILLER: To draw out his killer?

LT. PARRZIL: T can do without your sarcasm. Detective Miller. This S‘g\ ‘

his family wanted it handled. Trey knew Frye was probably the






