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This is for all of the freaks and degenerates who make this world an interesting place… 
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CHAPTER 1 







Emma sits in the comfort of her warm room as the rain comes down outside. The smell of black cherry incense surrounds her as the sounds of Depeche Mode bleed from the stereo speakers. Reading her book, she is lost in the story about a character that she deeply wishes were her. In this tale, a beautiful teenage girl named Sarah falls in love with a masculine vampire named Leland. Together, the two fight for their love in a fantastic world of the romantic macabre. With every page, Emma attempts to escape the tragically mundane life that she has come to know so well in her short sixteen With   

year tenor. 

a knock on the door, Emma's older sister Kelly walks in, "Hey, are you ready to go?" 

Emma snaps out of her book, with a shake of her head. 

"Yeah", she replies, standing up to turn her radio off. 
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Kelly looks her up and down in confusion, "Is that how you're going for a job interview?" 

"Sure. I mean, it's only a fuckin' book shop." 

Emma is wearing a long, black skirt that cuts off at her knees with a pair of 24 eye-hole combat boots strapped to her feet. For a top, she is wrapped in a sexy corset that keeps her breasts perked up. Over her shoulders, Emma dons a lacy, see-through slip. Taking in how her sister is dressed, Kelly knows driving her to the interview would just be a waste of time. 

Shaking her head, Kelly replies, "I'm not taking you, unless you change." 

"Jesus!" Emma screams with a stomp of her boot, "I'm gonna be late!" 

Kelly fires back, "You should have thought about that before you confused a job interview for a costume audition at Rocky Horror!" 

Slamming the bedroom door behind her, Kelly walks out to the back porch and lights a cigarette. Inhaling the first taste, she exhales as she shakes her head in irritation, wondering when she is ever going to grow up. Emma and Kelly have very few things in common. Aside from liking similar music, the two are polar opposites mentally and physically. 

Kelly is a tall, thin brunette with blue eyes and slightly tanned skin; many would refer to her as "model pretty". 

Emma has a thick hour glass figure and is pretty as well, but she covers her face in dark make up that doesn't quite match her tan skin tones and dyes her hair blue-black. While Kelly dresses conservatively, wearing her rebellion on the inside; Emma constantly looks like she is going to a gothic night club. Instead of reading sappy teen romance novels, Kelly reads non-fiction, mostly books about politics. Holding down a part-time job at a local pizzeria, Kelly wants to start college next semester while Emma seemingly has no plans to do anything. 
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As Kelly takes pulls from her cigarette out of frustration, Emma steps out on to the porch wearing something more appropriate for the occasion. Her hair is pulled back and the over the top make up is scrubbed off. She is wearing a conservative skirt and blouse while baring an expression of embarrassment. 

Kelly peers at her from the corner of her eye, "That's much better… now you look like you are interested in working." 

Shrugging at Kelly's response, Emma asks, "Has mom been out of her room yet?" 

Taking another drag from her smoke, Kelly answers in a smug tone, "Of course not… it's only eight in the morning." 

Ophelia has her share of problems, much like anyone else, but she does not slave the eight hour grind like so many do. Her working hours take her well into four or five in the morning. She is a closet drug addict and prostitute, and has been since after Emma was born. Her daughters sit patiently, waiting as a slew of men make their way through her life, each one taking another piece of her soul. They wait as she goes from fix to fix, barely making enough to pay the rent, let alone enough to put food on the table. The girls know what she does and there is nothing they can do, but hope for the day that she wakes up from her self induced nightmare. 

Emma simply shuts herself off from these sad realities while Kelly works to keep the family a float. Being a young woman with so much responsibility is hard on Kelly, but she knows that it has to be done. She knows that if it wasn't for her, Ophelia would be someone's property and Emma would be homeless; this why Kelly smokes. Every cigarette is a release of the nerves that conjugate into a knot at the pit of her stomach as she ages rapidly passed her years. All she can do is shake her head at her two loved ones and keep pushing forward, carrying the hopes that someday things will be better. 
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Kelly drives Emma to her job interview and drops her off around the corner from the book store. This way Emma can give the illusion that she has a reliable mode of transportation to get her to and from the store at anytime. Giving Emma a smile as a show of pride, she wishes her luck before driving off, happy that she is finally working towards pitching in. 

However, when Emma walks in, she wanders over to the Young Adult section and starts looking through the Paranormal Romance novels. 

After looking through the books, she chooses two paperbacks and walks over to the café in the center of the store. She orders her usual beverage for whenever she is there, a caramel-mocha latte topped whip cream. Waiting for her drink, she over hears a manager ask one of her employees, "Has my nine o'clock interview arrived yet?" Her eyes open wide and shift side to side as she lowers head. 

Taking a deep breath, she exhales and turns her face towards the opposite direction. 

The employee responds, "No Ma’am, no one has come in asking for you yet." 

With a scoff the manager replies, "Well, she is fifteen minutes late… if she comes in tell her the position has been filled." 

Paying for her coffee, Emma takes a seat and sighs to herself. She questions why she could not just go to the interview and take the job if they offered it to her. Asking herself in deep breaths, "What's wrong with me, why can't I just grow the fuck up?!" Exhaling with a shake of her head, she lets her hair down and takes a sip from her latte. For hours she sits in the bookstore, reading and drinking over sweetened coffees, leaving behind the real world. 

After her third coffee, she walks back over to the Young Adult section to return her books. Emma cautiously looks around her, seeing that no one was around; she stuffs the books in her bulky purse. Acting as if nothing has transpired, she casually makes her way towards the exit doors. She 9 





moves swiftly yet non-saliently through the store, trying to not to draw any attention to herself. Pushing through the doors, she exits and makes her away around the corner of the book store. 

Having done this before, she knows that there are no security cameras or alarms. It is all a matter of getting away without an employee catching her red handed. Feeling she did nothing wrong, Emma looks at as she was taking from people who could afford to cover her theft. This was her way of sticking to the privileged with the motto, "Why should I go without while so many are able to get by in their quest for wants?" 

With ten dollars in her pocket, Emma walks across the street to the restaurant on the corner, a place called the Italian Garden. It is a sub-par eatery chain that offers all you can eat salad and bread sticks for five dollars, not a bad deal if you are hungry and broke. When she walks through the doors, she stands around waiting to be seated. The entrance doors open behind her and in walks a man who immediately catches her eye. He is a tall, pale fellow with sunken blue eyes and medium build, carrying himself in a quiet cool. Emma does all but drools at the sight of him; her first thought is, "He looks like Leland!" 

When his eyes catch her gaze, Emma looks the other way out of scared angst. Standing next to her, the two trade glances like high school kids. Making his move he asks her, 

"Hey, what's your name?" 

Clearing her voice, she plays coy, "Excuse me?" 

"Your name, what is it?" 

"Emma…" 

Digging in to his treasure chest of cliché responses, he pulls out, "You look really familiar…" 

Looking on and off at him with wandering eyes, she replies, "Well, I live around here so you’ve probably seen me around town." 

"Maybe…" 
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An awkward silence comes on, rippling through Emma, quivering next to this stranger. She fights coming off as desperate as she tries to play the role of a self assured woman. 

In reality, she is far from the being that she wishes to encompass and she is afraid that he can see through her act. 

Breaking the silence, the stranger whispers by Emma's ear, "I'm Matt, by the way." 

Stepping off to the side, she looks up at him and gives a grin, "Nice to meet you Matt." 

"Like-wise, are you here for the salad and bread sticks?" 

With a smile, she nods, "Yeah… you?" 

"No, I wanted some pasta. Are you meeting anyone here?" 

Shaking her head, Emma answers, "Nah." 

"You want to get a table together?" 

Emma grins bashfully at the invitation, "Sure." 
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CHAPTER 2 

















Back at the house, Kelly watches television and relaxes before she has to go into work. As she flips through the stations, Ophelia creeps out of her bed room, looking as if she had just crawled back from the dead. She slowly shuffles down the hall, in a tattered, tan bathrobe and faded pink slippers. Running her fingers through her mangled dark hair, she reaches into her robe for her cigarettes and lighter. Kelly watches her from the corner of her eye, holding nothing but disdain for her mother. Even though she knows that Ophelia has been through hell and back, Kelly cannot justify her mother's constant need for withdrawal. 

When Kelly was two years old, her father left her mother, who was six months pregnant with her sister at the time. James was a drunk, a gambler, and a womanizer who 12 





considered himself "suckered into the life of a family man". 

The two met at a party and from there on had dated off on and on. She knew that there were other women in his life, but she had this certain affection for him that let it slide. After a year of being together, Ophelia became pregnant with Kelly and there was no doubt that it was James' daughter. 

Doing what he felt was right; James married Ophelia and set out on his path to be a father. For a year, James held down a job in construction and gave up his attendance at all night poker games. After Kelly was born tensions started building between the couple, James would get home from work and then disappear for most of the night. Slipping back into his old ways, he would come home late reeking of booze and cheap perfume. Ophelia knew that he was being unfaithful, but she remained silent with the hopes that it was just a meaningless rut. Learning she was pregnant with Emma, she told James with tears in her eyes. Upon James hearing this news, he disappeared for three days on drunken, drug addled bender. 

Stressed from her constant worries, Ophelia called everyone who knew James, but no one could tell her where he was. After calling his brother, he was able to find him and make him go home to his family. With no other options, Ophelia applied for food stamps and government assistance. 

When James came back, he was broke, jobless, and confessed several infidelities. Despite all of this, Ophelia had faith that he would change when Emma was born. After fighting for weeks over no money and lack of food, James agreed to go out and find a job. However when he left, James never came back. 

Days turned to weeks and weeks turned to months, Ophelia finally gave up waiting for him. She received no help from James' family and they all but said they wanted nothing to do with her or the children. Living in Panama City, Ophelia really had no family to help her, with a two year old and new born on the way, she was all alone. Kelly does not 13 





remember her father; she only knows his face from pictures. 

She often finds herself wondering that if she was never born, if her mother would have had a better life. 

As Ophelia drags herself into the kitchen to pour a cup of coffee, Kelly remarks snidely, "Long night?" 

Ignoring her daughter's comment, she asks, "Where's your sister?" 

"She had a job interview Loffington Books, so I dropped her off." 

"That's good. We could use some more money around here." 

Kelly tries to bite her tongue as her mother's words strike a tender nerve. Though she tries to fight the urge, she cannot help but want to explode. Staring at the television in a cold gaze, she grits her teeth as she balls up her fists. As she attempts to stifle the urge to say something, Ophelia comments, "About time she starts pulling her weight around here instead of readin' books all day and listentin' to that depressing fuckin' music." 

Jumping up off of the couch, Kelly shouts, "What the fuck do you do all day?!" 

"Excuse me?" 

"You heard me… how dare you drink your coffee at goddamn noon and pass judgment on Emma!" 

Ophelia yells back, "I've been fuckin' workin' all night to pay the rent!" 

"Bullshit! You spread your legs so you can keep tapping your veins!" 

Glaring at Kelly, Ophelia puts down her cup of liquid breakfast and asks in a menacing tone, "Just who in the fuck do you think you're talkin’ too, young lady?" 

Caught in a loss of words, Kelly's eyes wander around the room, unable to look at the daggers her mother is shooting at her. She knows that she took her venom a step too far and she knows that the fight is useless. They have been down this 14 





road too many times, only to find the same outcome; wasted energy on a wasted argument. 

Taking a deep breath, Ophelia continues, "I never want to hear you talk to me like that again, ya got me? I'm your mother and I deserve respect, you are to honor me… just like it says in the bible." 

Without saying a word, Kelly storms out of the living room and into her bedroom. All she can think about screaming is, "The bible was written before the discovery of black tar heroin!" Keeping her thoughts to herself, she grabs her purse from the top of her bed and walks out of the house; blowing passed her mother without a word. As Ophelia stares into her coffee cup, the fronts slams behind Kelly. Shaking her head, she listens as Kelly starts her car and squeals out of the driveway. Looking up passed the ceiling and to the sky, Ophelia begs the heavens, "Oh, lord, please give me the strength." 

What Kelly does not see and Emma chooses to ignore is, their mother has tried to kick the habit several times. 

However, when that dirty yellow rush hits her bloodstream every negative vibe is turned down in her miserable life. She forgets about all of the men that bed her and she does not think about the ones who have rejected her. The drug consumes her in a world of infinite beauty, where nothing can harm and everything is warm. In the throes of euphoria, she feels the love of being alive whenever a dose is coursing through her veins. 

The come down is always the same for her; dragged back to her true existence of dismayed negligence, kicking and screaming. Surrounded by shadows that resemble every bad decision that she has ever made, she cannot cope without her crutch. As she fades back into this grim scene, she waits to for the next time she will be carried away on the wings of a million poppies. On the surface it would seem that she could care less what her daughters think of her, but that is a just a façade. Ophelia's problem is that she feels too much and all 15 





those feelings drag her back forcing her to constantly relive her past mistakes. 



Emma sits across from Matt, nervously fidgeting around with her napkin and silverware as he smiles at her with a confident cool. His eyes wander, looking her up and down, noticing every curve of her body. She feels his gaze but she does not know how to react, Emma becomes choked up with a nervous energy that forces her to talk. 

"So, umm how old are you?" 

Matt looks her in the eyes and playfully asks, "How old do you think I am?" 

"If I had to guess, I'd say 23?" 

"Is that your final answer?" 

"Am I right?" 

As Matt moves to answer, he is interrupted by their waitress. Emma puts in her order for salad, bread sticks, and a glass of ice water while Matt just orders a draft beer. When the waitress walks away, Matt asks, "So, how long have you lived here in Vero Beach?" 

"We've been her about a month." 

"What d'ya think so far?" 

Emma sighs, "Well, I'm not used to the laid back town vibe. We came from Fort Lauderdale and it's much more of a fast paced city feel there." 

"I know what ya mean; I've lived here since my family moved here in the early 80's. It's really a good place to stay under the radar." 

With a shake of her head, Emma asks, "How can you like it here? It's so damn boring!" 

Matt grins, "Don't judge it just yet, let me show ya around a bit." 

Looking deep into her eyes, Emma blushes and her cheeks rose with various levels of reddish hues. With an awkward smile, she looks away as the sensation of butterflies fills her stomach. The anxious feeling is broken as the 16 





waitress brings them their orders and Emma quickly takes a sip from her water. Snapping out of her bashful bout, Emma wonders why she is acting like she is thirteen again. Nervous and giddy like a school girl palling around with her first crush. Then it hits her, "Matt must have some special connection with me… he must be the one I've been waiting for." 

It has been a long time since Emma has had a boyfriend, let alone anyone she could truly connect with. For the most part, the males in her life have been little boys trying desperately to fill the shoes of grown men. They knew nothing of how to treat a woman nor did they really know what they wanted from one. These kinds of quirks were a big turn off for Emma, even though she was far from being a grown-up herself. She attracted these types of man-children who would crawl within themselves to find a scope of the big picture of life. They remain inwardly focused while lashing out upon the outside without the foggiest clue as to what they were actually rebelling against. 

The "getting to know you" small talk ensues between the two at the Italian Garden. Emma nibbles on her bread sticks and salad while Matt slams through his beers in confidence. 

Not only is she taken back by his looks and the way he carries himself, Emma can see that there is a certain darkness to Matt. Behind his eyes lies a cold that is echoed through his razor blade smile, a chill that some would caution. 

For Emma, Matt is the type of man who she has been looking for. Lost in her tales page after page all she could ever hope for is to be whisked away by a dangerous stranger into the mystery of the night. A madman of sorts, who lets fate decide his existence while careening on the great divide of acceptance. Living as he feels is right, without concern for how others view him; as a man of his own accord. 

Matt picks up the tab at the restaurant and takes Emma out to his car, a fire engine red 1972 Pontiac Firebird. As the rain comes to a slower drizzle her eyes glimmer in awe at the 17 





sight of the muscled machinery. Not only is she thrilled that he has a car, but it is a magnificent one at that. Playing the role of the gentleman, he opens the door for her and with a glowing smile she takes her seat. Closing the door behind her, Matt casually lights a little cigar while making his way to the driver's side. 

Emma watches him as her heart palpitates in beats that remind her of poems, vague verses that rhyme what she thinks she feels in this moment. A smile is burned upon her face, one which she cannot wipe away; she tells herself "I found my one." Matt slides into the driver's seat, firing up the engine; the sound of the throaty V-8 rumbles beneath the floor board. Looking over at a stargazing Emma, he asks, 

"Where to now?" 

Sliding down in the passenger seat, she replies, "Where ever you want." 
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CHAPTER 3 

















Sitting in her car outside of the Lots-O-Crust pizzeria, Kelly smokes a cigarette before she has to clock in. Still reeling over the argument with her mother, she tries to find her calm center. Listening to music at a low volume, she stares at the clock in her car, wishing she was someplace else. 

Placing her cigarette in the car's ash-tray she sighs as she grabs her work shirt from the back seat. Giving a quick look around, she slips out of her t-shirt and slides into her Lots-O-Crust wear. Clashes of red and green stitched together around a white collar forming a cheap, haphazard polo shirt. Pulling her hair back into a pony tail, she puts her company issued ball cap on over her curls. 

Taking her last few drags, she closes her eyes and releases a sigh. Kelly tells herself that for six hours she will 19 





not have to deal with anything but pizza and it is a relief. As she walks through the doors of the small delivery station, she is greeted by her Manager, Donnie, "Hey Kel, how’s it goin'?" 

With a nod and a slight smile, Kelly responds, "I'm alive, Donnie." 

"That's the spirit!" He touts as he works through various order forms. 

Donnie is a tall and slightly chubby man who stands with a slumped posture. Cursed with a dwindling hair line at the young age of 19, he keeps his head shaved and always wears a hat. He carries himself in a manner that is slightly above a slob while believing that he is a looker. Disillusioned by the awkward character that he is; he still reserves his lusts to girls like Kelly. There is a fire that boils within him towards her, but he is so timid that he will never do anything that will let her know. Deep down inside he knows they are merely friends and no matter what he does, it will always be that way. 

Kelly punches the time clock with a sigh, leaving her personal life behind. While these hours mount, she knows that she is away from her home life, distant from the troubles that keep building. She looks within her shell, knowing that this is what she has to do to keep her home life as humble as possible. Making her way to the counter where she answers phones and takes orders, she tells herself it could be much worse. 

As she leans against the counter, Donnie asks, "So, how's your day goin', Hun?" 

With a shrug, Kelly answers, "Eh, it could be better but, it could be worse, you?" 

"I can't complain… same old shit, different day. It's been pretty slow here, though." 

"My sister had a job interview today…" 

"Oh, so where did Elvira finally get an interview at?" 
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Kelly chuckles with a shake of her head, "Over at Loffington Books, I'm really hoping she gets it… we need the money." 

“Yeah, I hope so, too.” Looking over at Kelly, Donnie notices her glum expression. He stops what he's doing and asks, "After we get outta here tonight, wanna go to a party?" 

Kelly looks up at him with a smile and replies, "Sure, where at?" 

"It's at my friend's house around the corner. There'll be good tunes, herb, and plenty of booze." 

With a wide grin, Kelly says, "Sure… I need it." 



As the hours roll by Kelly's shift, Matt and Emma hang around the Vero Beach mall. The two bounce from store to store until finally ending up at the food court. They are passing the time by as they are getting to know one another. 

Splitting an order of chili-cheese fries, Emma opens herself to Matt. 

Emma confesses, "I live with my sister and my mom, though sometimes it feels like I live alone." 

Matt asks, "Why's that?" 

"I don't know" she says, "It's just the way they act, ya know? It’s like they wish that I wasn't there?" 

Shaking his head, Matt replies, "I don't believe that for a second…" 

Emma looks at him in confusion as Matt gauges her reaction before he continues, "How can anyone ignore such a beauty?" 

Blushing, she retorts, "Well, apparently you see me differently." 

Matt wipes his hands free of chili cheese and says 

"Outsiders tend see people and things differently… it's refreshing to break away from the mold of the family circles." 

"Do you live with your parents?" 

"No, I live on my own… my parents moved away a long time ago." 
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Taking a sip from her soda, Emma inquires, "Where did they move to?" 

Turning his head away, Matt replies, "That really isn't important." 

Taken back, Emma gives him a strange glare and asks, 

"Do you not like talking about them or…" 

Matt cuts her off and sternly tells her, "Look, it just isn't important. They made their choice and I have to deal with it, alright?" 

Startled by his tone; Emma looks down in shame as if she had just been scolded. Matt glares at her as he takes another cheese fry, "If I act like I don't want to talk about something, I don't think it's too much to ask that my wishes are granted." 

Looking everywhere but at him, Matt leans into Emma to get her attention, "Is that too much to ask from you?" 

She cannot look him in the eyes, something inside of her screams that he should not be talking to her this way. 

However, Emma quiets this voice of reason by telling herself that she was being too pushy. Her head starts to fill with negative tones as her body tightens, she is reminded of everything that she hates about herself. An inwardly focused beating ensues and Matt can read it all over her distraught face. 

Glancing up at Matt's harsh expression, she gives herself the third degree, "Dumb girl, you shouldn't expect so much openness from a stranger; some people need more time to be honest. Do you want to be alone again?! Stupid! Stupid!" 

Watching as Emma's bottom lip starts to tremble, Matt changes the subject, "Emma, what are you doing later tonight?" 

Hanging her head, she sullenly answers with a whisper, 

"Nothin'…" 

"Do you want to go somewhere with me?" 

"Sure… where are we goin'?" 
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"A little party some people I know are throwin'… we'll have fun, I promise." 

Emma perks up with a smile and runs her fingers through her hair, "Alright, sure." 

A tone of reluctance laces her words, but she does not want to say "no" to him. She is held by a fear that if she declines, she will probably never see him again. Emma tells herself that she doesn't want to be alone anymore. She tells herself that she will do anything to stay in the throes of another. Behind her smile, she argues with herself over whether or not Matt can be trusted with her heart. No matter how much she wants him, her conscience voices it's dissent. 
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CHAPTER 4 















A cigarette burns away in the ashtray that rests on the night stand as Ophelia lies back for one of her sutures. In heat of the moment, he thrusts away at her while she just stares at the ceiling. This isn't a matter of pleasure for her, she isn’t even fazed. Her role is nothing more than supplying a temporary fix. Rolling her eyes back, she thinks about the needle that will soon enter her vein. The murky blends of opiate joy that will make her feel whole again. 

With a loud moan, her client climaxes and slides off of her. Pulling the soiled prophylactic off, he tosses it into her garbage can off to the side. Ophelia slides up in the bed and take her cigarette from the ashtray. Pulling a drag from her smoke, she says, "That'll be fifty." 

Catching his breath, he zips up in satisfaction and then tosses fifty dollars on the bed, "There ya go… maybe I'll be back next week for another slice." 
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Counting the green backs, she replies, "You know where to find me, hot stuff." 

"You know it," he says as he walks out of the bedroom and out the front door. 

Naked and smoking, Ophelia stares off passed the walls of her bedroom, waiting for her next client to call. Every Friday tends to be busy for her, for most it's payday and it's time to cut loose. Most of her clients are older men who have either lost the passion for their wives or never bothered to get married. She has played the victim before, having her heart smashed to pieces while her lovers ran around behind her back. This doesn't concern her anymore; all that she cares about is getting her fix. 

For being a heroin addicted prostitute in her late 30's, Ophelia is a beautiful woman. She is a spitting image of her oldest daughter, only slightly aged. The two look so much alike that they are often confused for sisters when they are out together. Ophelia knows she's beautiful and she knows that she can get men to do whatever she wants. Her only interest is taking their money by any means that she can. There is nothing that she feels for these men that come and go, it is just business. In every sense of her wounded soul, she is dead inside. 

Snuffing her cigarette out, she slides off of her bed and walks into the bathroom. She turns the knobs on in her shower and waits for the water to warm. As the water runs, she looks at herself in the mirror; staring deep into her own eyes. Looking deep into her face, she sees that the once youthful glow that she possessed is gone. For a moment she wonders how long she can keep doing this to her daughters, asking herself, "Why do I do this myself?" 

As she sighs, her cell phone rings; interrupting her would-be moment of clarity. She walks back into her bedroom and answers the call, crawling back inside of herself. 

"Hello?" 
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"Yeah… alright, I'll see you in fifteen." 

She hangs up the phone and makes her way back into the bathroom. Ophelia puts her hair up with one last glance into the mirror. Stepping into the shower; she begins to rinse the other man off of her body. In this cleansing process, she rids herself of one man's filth in preparation for another. Every Friday night it is the same cycle, five to six men that end in cash and six or seven showers. The soap and water temporarily make her feel clean from the world that she has let herself become a part of. There are times when she thinks about walking away from it, but these are fleeting thoughts. 

As nice as it would be to return to normalcy, she knows that she wouldn't be able to make the money she does doing anything legit. 



Around 10:30 pm Kelly and Donnie lock the doors to the pizza shop and take separate cars to the party. She follows him with a few turns into a neighborhood off of US-1. The neighborhood is mostly made up of lower-middle class people, it is quiet and somewhat clean; despite the houses that have fallen victim to bank foreclosures. Cars are lined all around the party house as well as being scattered up and down the street, leaving no parking. Donnie and Kelly park their cars in the driveway of an abandoned house across the street and make their way towards the noisy house. 

Loud rock music is heard pouring from the windows with laughs and cheers overriding the muffled notes. As Kelly and Donnie get closer, they can hear that it is a song by  Queens of the Stone Age. Stepping on to the property, they see splinters of party goers lingering on the porch and in the front yard, drinking and smoking as they carry on. Making their way past these people, they enter house where the music hits them like a brick wall. Crossing the threshold, they see some people dancing and other huddled up in close string groups, blocking several paths through the house. 
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Donnie takes a quick look around for his friends in the living room, but he does not see them in the oceans of strangers. He yells, "Let's get some beers!" and starts inching towards the back of the house. Pushing through the crowd, they enter the kitchen where they grab a beer from a cooler on the tile floor. The kitchen ends with short hallway that leads to the back door which leads out to the back porch. Donnie takes Kelly by the hand and walks her through the back door where he assumes his friends will be found. 

The two step out back, leaving the loud tunes behind them. Kelly takes a sip of her beer and lights a cigarette as Donnie looks around for his friends. Taking a drag from her smoke, Kelly says, "Thanks for inviting me." 

Donnie scoffs, "You don't have to thank me… you know you're always welcomed company." 

While the two stand on the porch over-looking the back yard; lovers copulate in the sanctity of the darkness. One couple in particular smothers one another in heated passion on a reclined lawn chair a mere few feet away. 

Matt kisses Emma, running his hands sensually all over her body, grasping and groping. The two have been at the party since it started and Emma is heavily intoxicated. Six heavy handed screw-drivers are more than enough to put a light weight like her over the edge. 

As the music screams in the background, she moans from Matt’s every touch as he lightly gnaws on her neck. He carries a slight buzz from several beers and whiskey shots, but Matt has been here many of times before. His caress sends chills through Emma's body, keeping her on the edge of craving more. Her mental state keeps her from wanting him to stop, but she doesn't want to give so much of herself so soon. She does not want to be his one thing, where he only wants one thing from her. 

Suddenly, Matt runs his hands down her inner thigh and towards her panty line. As she feels his fingers inch towards her crotch, she stops him with a gasp, "Wait!" 
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"What's wrong?" 

Emma quivers, "Don't." 

"  Don't what?" 

"I just wanna take it slow, okay?" 

Matt takes a deep breath, exhaling, "We're just making out, what's the problem?" 

"Nothin'… I just want it to take it, um, a little slower than this." 

Looking into her eyes, he says nothing as he moves back in for a kiss. Emma knows that she needs to stop this make out session from proceeding, but she cannot resist his advances. Reluctantly, she accepts his lips closing into hers then pressing against one another's. Matt attempts to run his hands up her dress again and Emma pushes him away. As he sits up in anger, Emma slips from beneath him. She slides off of the lawn chair and says, "Look, I need to get some water... 

I feel kinna funny." 

Matt looks at her and shakes his head, "Whatever, I'm getting' another beer." 

Emma knows he's annoyed, but she knows that this is for the best. She walks out of the darkness, making her way to light of the porch. Looking down at the ground, she doesn't see her sister, who is staring at her in confusion. 

"Emma? What are you doin' here?" 

Startled; Emma looks at her in shock as she slowly walks up the steps swaying in her movements, "Uh, hey Kelly, what's up?!" 

Kelly looks at her oddly, "Are you drunk?!" 

Emma takes a deep breath, "Nah, I'm just…" 

"You're fucking drunk!" 

Hanging her head with a smirk, Emma answers, "Yeah, a little, I guess." 

Matt comes up from behind Emma, putting his arm around her, "Are you okay, Hun?" 

"Who the hell are you?" Kelly asks in a tone of tempered concern. 
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Glaring at Kelly, Matt responds, "I'm Emma's boyfriend, who are you?" 

"I'm Kelly… Emma's sister." 

Donnie hides in the back, keeping his mouth shut and shooting dirty looks at Matt. His expressions speak volumes, but none of the other three notices this because of the mounting tension. Matt is speechless, continuing his nasty glare at Kelly, tightening his arms around Emma. Looking up at her sister, Emma responds, "This is Matt, he's my new boyfriend." 

Kelly looks past her sister and asks Matt, "Do you know how old she is, Matt?" 

"She’s old enough to make her own decisions…" 

Not amused, Kelly rolls her eyes and replies, "She's too young for you to be takin' advantage of her!" 

Emma becomes fed up with Kelly's pseudo motherly treatment, "I think I am able to make my own choices here, Kelly. Matt's a good guy, why don't you just talk with him instead of giving him shit?!" 

As the argument persists, Donnie sneaks back into the house where he finds Parker getting a beer from the kitchen, one of the owner's of the house. He is a tall, handsome man in his mid 20's, living the bachelor life with two of his friends. 

Parker is in mid sip of his beer when Donnie approaches him, 

"Hey Parker…" 

"Donnie, when did you get here?!" 

"A little bit ago, I had to close tonight… did you invite Matt here?" 

Parker looks at Donnie as the happy features of his face change to anger, "No… is he here?" 

"Yeah, he's out back…" 

Placing his beer on the kitchen counter, Parker storms passed Donnie, rushing towards the back door. Pushing the door open, Parker stomps by Kelly and stares down at Matt, 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" 

29 





Matt looks up at Parker with a grin and asks, "How ya been, Parker?" 

"I want you out of here… now!" 

"Sure thing…" Taking Emma by the arm, Matt says, 

"Let's get going… there are better places to be." 

Emma glares at her sister as she is lead away by Matt towards the gate on side of the house. Knowing that her words will fall on deaf ears, Kelly can only shake her head in disappointment. She has no clue who this guy is, but she knows that she does not like him. There is something about him that is off putting, her instincts tell her that there is something wrong with him. 

Parker watches them leave through the back gate as he exhales a deep breath, "That guy is a piece of shit." 

Kelly asks, "Who is he?" 

Shaking his head, Parker replies, "He's one of those people, who doesn't work yet he always has money and he's always on the prowl for really young girls. I don't like the motherfucker; there is something off with him." 

"How old is he?" 

Donnie answers, "I think he's 26, but I don't know for a fact. You should probably tell your sister that the guy is missing some screws. A girl I used to know told me that he thinks he's a vampire." 

Giving Donnie a strange look, Kelly inquires, "What the hell are you talkin' about?" 

Taking a swig from his beer, Donnie replies, "She said he tried to bite her neck with these metal fuckin' teeth when they were makin' out." 

Parker adds, "Shit, there's so many weird things floating around about Matt you never know what to fuckin' believe." 

"I believed her when she told me." 

Rolling his eyes, Parker remarks, "Yeah and you’re such a gullible bastard, you'd believe anything some poo-bah squirts from her air hole." 

Donnie shakes his head, "Whatever man…" 
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Kelly sips her beer, hoping that her sister hasn't fallen for the charms of a psychopath. She knows that her sister has a weakness for supposed men and the problems that these boys have caused her. Trusting them far too easily and giving them way too much control—Emma always finds herself with a broken heart. They abuse her kindness and exploit her weakness to get their way—leaving her in the cold when they are done. Casting her inhibitions to fate, Emma plays the role of the victim all too well. Far too often, Kelly is left to question Emma and wonder if she secretly likes the pain. 
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CHAPTER 5 

















The head lights from Matt's car cut through the darkness as he exits Parker's neighborhood. He grips the steering wheel tight while quiet waves of anger wash over him. Emma looks at him nervously, working up the courage to ask him why they were asked to leave. She sees the burning look in his eyes and she is afraid that he will take it out on her. Keeping her peace, she desperately wants to break the awkward silence. As the seconds count down, they feel more like minutes and Emma cannot hold her peace any longer. 

"Why did we have to leave?" She asks cautiously. 

"Because they're judgmental cocksuckers…" 

"What do you mean?" 

Matt takes a deep breath and sighs, "They don't like people who don't fit into their neat little boxes. I’m something 32 





more than they can ever be, and they know it. They are just jealous of who I am." 

Confusion mounts in Emma's mind and she tries to subtlety probe further, "I'm not really understanding what you're going on about. I mean, I’m just clueless right now." 

"Yeah, it happens." 

"What do you mean by that? If you weren't being so goddamn vague, I'd probably get where the fuck you’re comin’ from." 

Shaking his head, Matt answers, "Look, I am not going to sit here and spill myself out to you… we haven't even fucked yet." 

Angered by Matt's comment, Emma tries to hide her offense and her urge to go off on him. Taking a deep breath, she closes her eyes for a moment of thought before she responds. Try as she might, she can only fire back, "So, basically, I won't understand you until I am sucking your dick?! Is that what you’re sayin’?!" 

Matt casually replies, "No what I mean is, we just met… 

don't think that I am going to be your open book so fucking quickly. I'm not like you, I keep certain things too myself and I do it for a reason." 

Looking out the window as she hides her hurt, Emma looks up at the crescent moon and asks, "Can you just take me home now?" 

"Whatever you want to do…" 

Other than Emma giving directions on how to get to her house, the rest of the car ride is quiet between the two. The once awkward silence is replaced by a heavy cloud of mutual hostility and emotional repression. Emma keeps her eyes focused outside of her window, torn between keeping her anger in place and patching things up. She does not want to repeat her mistakes from the past by just jumping in bed with Matt, but something tells her that this might be different. A little voice cuts through her fears and tells her, "Let go of the past and live for now". 
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Pulling up to the front of her house, Matt slides the car into park, "Here you are..." 

Emma runs her fingers through her hair. Looking away from him as she blushes, she asks, "You want to come inside?" 

Reading her body language, Matt knows what this can lead too. Judging her subtle twitches and how she is playing with her hair, he answers, "I'm not sure if that's a good idea tonight." 

"Why? Are you mad at me?" 

"No… you've been drinking and we both know what's going to happen if I go inside." 

"So, what's wrong with that?" 

Matt shakes his head, "Look, just call me tomorrow, okay?" 

Baring a look of disappointment, Emma hangs her head in confused rejection. Matt leans into her and kisses her on the cheek, "Trust me, alright?" 

Emma gives him a smile as she opens her door, "Sure, I'll talk to you tomorrow." 

He nods with a grin as she steps out and closes the door behind her. Matt watches as she walks up the driveway to her house. Once she walks inside he slowly drives away and goes on to make other plans. Taking his cell phone from the middle console, he looks through his numbers and dials a girl named Amber. After a few rings, she answers his call. 

"Hey, are you workin' tonight? Cool, I'll be there soon to see ya." 

Pressing his foot on the gas, the car accelerates out of Emma's neighborhood. Matt did not go inside because some higher voice of morality that told him otherwise; he knew that he could get a quick fix from someone else. Someone who could care less if he was there for just one thing. No questions, no strings attached, and no emotional swamps to wade through; something cheap and easy. Turning on to US-1 the 34 





wheels of Matt’s muscle car burn towards a sleazy strip club in Fort Pierce, the next town over. 

The city of Vero Beach has always stood against having strip clubs in their area; the city views them as indecent. Vero Beach caters to money, mostly old money, and they have no use for anything that would make the elders uneasy. With the old money, they also call themselves a family friendly area, even though the homeless rate is forever climbing. These strict measures do not keep trash from settling in the area and it does nothing from keeping drug rings from expanding. 

Anyone who wants erotic entertainment only needs to drive twenty minutes south to Fort Pierce or thirty minutes north to Melbourne. All Vero Beach is missing out on is valuable tax dollars while their town’s folk travel to spend their money in other areas. 



Emma looks down the hall to her mother's room, listening to the sound of classic rock softly drizzling from the thin walls. Without a second thought, she continues towards the sanctity of her bedroom. Tossing her purse onto the bed, she turns on her stereo and skips to her Coil cd in the player. 

She kicks off her shoes and digs through her purse for her recently acquired books. Laying her tired body across the bed; she flips to chapter one of her latest vampire romance to become lost again. As hard as she tries to fight it, Matt dances on her brain, taking over her every thought. 

Meanwhile, Ophelia is locked inside of her room. Sitting on the edge of her bed in her underwear, she holds her flip-top's flame under a spoon, boiling the opiate powder into a liquid. She tries to keep a steady hand as she looks forward to her high, soaking the fluid into a cotton ball. Carefully she uses her trusty syringe to drain the drug from the saturated softness. Once the shot is where she wants it, she makes herself comfortable and ties her left arm off; forcing a battered vein to protrude from her worn flesh. Lying back, 35 





she sticks the needle into her vein and slowly presses down, main lining her thirst into her worn shell. 

As Ophelia's eyes roll back in relaxation, she hears the front door open. She bats her eyes for a split second, but the drug consumes her reasons to be concerned. Kelly walks into the house, heavily intoxicated from the party. After Emma left, Kelly drank six beers on top of four Jagermister and energy drink shots; putting her over her limits. 

Hearing the music coming from Emma's room, Kelly stomps through the house and storms through her bedroom door. When the door flings open, Emma is suddenly forced out of her comfort zone. Looking at her sister in shock, she yells, “Don’t you fuckin’ knock anymore?!” 

"What the fuck is goin’ on with you and this Matt guy?!" 

Kelly asks in a slurred tone. 

Emma looks at her in disgust, "Holy fuck, you're drunk!" 

Sliding off her bed, Emma puts her cd on pause and answers, 

"He's someone I met earlier today and he's a really cool person to hang out with." 

"Well… where'd ya meet him, huh?" 

"…at the Italian Garden. Why?" 

Kelly rolls her eyes, "Well, I don't think he's good for you!" 

"Isn't that just fucking spectacular of you to make that judgment call for me?!" 

Just as Kelly is starting to explain herself, Emma cuts her off and says, "You don't know him and just because your asshole friends don't like him, doesn't mean I shouldn't, okay?!" 

"Emma, the things I've heard about him are pretty fucked up! I'm your sister and I don't want you to find yourself in another situation where you end up gettin’ hurt!" 

Emma rolls her eyes and shoots back, "Oh please! You close yourself off so much that you don't even fuck anyone or run the risk of anything emotionally. All you do is get drunk and bitch about the government!" 
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Taken back, Kelly slurs, "Uh, excuse me?!" 

"Don't act like you don't know what I am talking about. 

You're an emotional recluse, fighting in that never ending fight because it gives you something to fuckin’ do, something to fill your empty soul!" 

Drunk and angered by Emma's view of her, Kelly is left speechless as she stands awkwardly in the doorway. Like siblings tend to do, the two have had their bouts in the past but Kelly cannot help but feel that there is something different going on now. Despite her jaded mental state, she is aware enough to know that her sister is falling for this stranger. As much as she would like to make her see, she knows that her efforts are useless. 

Emma sees the rattled expression on Kelly's face and wants to apologize, but she cannot stifle her anger enough to actually do so. She cannot understand why her sister is always trying to change her and fight off any happiness that she might find in the arms of another. The way Emma sees her sister's protection is that of a prison, constant surveillance and visitors never seem to be truly welcome. Though she tries, escape is unsuccessful and she always finds herself in a soulful revolt. 

With a sigh of defeat, Kelly says, "Whatever…" and walks away, closing the door behind her. 

Standing in the remains of what she sees as sibling rivalry, Emma exhales a breath of angst. Telling herself that Kelly doesn't know what she is talking about, she attempts to shrug off the argument. She takes a seat on her bed and sighs heavily, wondering why everyone was so hard on Matt earlier. Questions begin to mount in her moment of being alone, she knows that there is something that he is not telling her, but what could it be? What could be the reason behind these people's collective objection towards him? Hitting the play button on her stereo, she lies back on her bed and stares at the ceiling as confusion swarms her thoughts. 
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While Emma wonders about her new found friend, he is in Fort Pierce, sitting front row and center watching Amber grind upon a gold pole on the stage. Drinking cheap draft beers with whiskey chasers, Matt lusts over Amber as she does her nightly dance to  White Zombie's Black Sunshine. 

With a twisted grin, he shoots her slanted looks of deviance while she smiles back, blowing kisses just for him. This is the place where Matt goes to get away from Vero Beach and its tight regulations, Dirty Talk. 

Amber is one of the more attractive girls who work there, the owner always schedules her for the nights they are busy the most. Standing at 5'10 she has the perfect figure in the eyes of most men, 34D-25-34. She has long red hair that tickles her lower back, dangling beside the soft, pale cheeks upon the face of an angel. Her thrill is cocaine, alcohol, and making men drool over her every move. Exotic dancing is what she does by choice because of the easy money, the drinks the men supply her with, and the free blow saps feed up her nose. 

Her set comes to a close and Matt slams his shot as he waits for her to join him at his table. Fog machines exhale over the laser lights that beam from wall to wall in the dark club. Amber makes her way to Matt in a skimpy gown, shooting him a never ending smile. Matt casually takes sips from his beer, watching her step her way to him. Once she reaches him, she kisses him on the cheek and takes a seat next to him. 

"Hey, stranger… where've you been?" 

"Around… what are ya drinkin'?" 

"Rum and soda…" 

Matt summons a scantily clad waitress and orders his dancer a drink. Amber lights a cigarette and asks, "So, what brings you her tonight?" 

With a sigh Matt leans into her and whispers, "I got some blow and a dick… gonna keep askin' me questions or do you wanna party when you're done teasin' these assholes?" 
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Amber laughs, "Always to the point, huh?" 

With a shrug, Matt replies, "Bullshit is a waste of time." 

Taking a puff from her smoke, Amber replies, "Sure, my place when I get off." 

Pulling the cigarette from Amber's fingers, Matt takes a drag and exhales, "I want something special from you tonight." 

"Oh, yeah… and what's that?" 

Looking her deep in the eyes, Matt whispers, "You'll find out later." 

Placing the cigarette in her lips, Amber takes a pull as she stares at Matt's disturbing grin. A subtle worry is spawned by his glare, but it is quickly clamed because she knows Matt and she has been with him a few of times. She reminds herself that even though he can be a little kinky, she has always walked away unscathed. Out of all of the men she has found herself with, Matt is one of the few that she would return to without question. Her trust in him is uneasy, then again, a smart working girl never fully trusts any of their clients. 

Gazing into his wide smile, Amber takes another drag from her smoke and replies with a sensual smirk, "Whatever you want, baby." 
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CHAPTER 6 















As the sun burns in the mid morning sky, Emma tries to call Matt, but the result is a single ring that goes straight to his voicemail. She fries herself some eggs as her sister staggers into the living room, obviously suffering from the night before. Dragging her feet to the couch, she plops down as Emma looks at her with a grin. 

"Want some eggs?" 

"Ugh, Christ no… I don't even want to think about food right now." 

Emma chuckles, "Yeah, you were pretty tore up last night." 

"Yeah, about last night, I…" 

"Don't worry about it. We both said some things that we didn't mean." 

Kelly sits back and keeps the peace as her head pounds with the vengeance of poor choices. Even though she was 40 





intoxicated, she remembers what she said and meant every word of it. She knows it's better to keep things quiet for today, holding on to the hope that she is wrong about her sister's new beau. Emma watches her egg fry as she tries not to get into another battle with her hung over sister. Her thoughts are split between maintaining civility and wondering if she will hear from Matt. Flipping her egg, she tries not to let the negatives flood into her mind. 

Emma's toast pops up from the toaster as Ophelia's bedroom door cracks open. The two sisters take a gander at the clock and then suddenly look at one another. They shrug as Ophelia sluggishly makes her way down the hall and out to her daughters. Looking as if hell had ran through her the night before, she asks Emma, "Did you make any coffee?" 

"Not yet,” Emma says as she turns off the stove. 

Ophelia sighs, "I'll make some, don’t worry about it." 

Walking into the kitchen, Ophelia opens the cupboard to find a very small amount of coffee grounds left. Shaking her head, she says, "We gotta go shopping today, Kelly." 

Kelly replies with a tinge of aggravation in her voice, 

"Yeah, we have needed too for a while now." 

"We'll go as soon as I have a cup of coffee..." 

Looking over at Kelly, she quips, "Looks like you need a cup, too… long night?" 

With a sarcastic sigh, Kelly breathes, "Probably not as long as yours." 

Shooting her daughter a nasty glare, Ophelia retorts, 

"Excuse me?" 

"Nothing… never mind." 

Ophelia changes the subject to keep herself from flying off of the handle, "So, Emma, how did your interview go yesterday?" 

Caught off guard, Emma stutters, "It um, it went, uh pretty good, I think." 

"When are they supposed to call you?" 
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"Uh, they were still interviewing people after me, so uh, I guess in a couple of days I'll hear something… I hope." 

Ophelia can tell that her daughter is hiding something, but she knows what would happen if she said anything. The end result will be fits of screaming and slamming doors. She does not have that kind of fight in her anymore—the men who have come and gone in her life have drained her. Even before the move to Vero Beach, Ophelia has had little care for anything other than herself. She carries herself as if she is burned out with the exhaustion of concern written upon her strained face. 

After their cups of coffee, Kelly takes Ophelia to the grocery store down the street. As Kelly drives, Ophelia asks, 

"Do ya think your sister went to that interview?" 

Kelly shrugs, "Didn't really talk to her about it and I really don't care… she's gonna do what she wants, like we're gonna do what we want." 

"I just want her to grow up more than what she has..." 

"Yeah, well, she has some boy friend now so that’s what she is concerned with." 

Doing a double take, Ophelia asks, "What?" 

"Yeah, she's met this older guy… they were at the party I was at." 

"How much older is he?" 

"Late 20's…" 

Ophelia shakes her head and lights cigarette, "I hope she knows what she's doin'." 

"That's all you have to say?" 

"What the hell else can I say? If I tell 'er not to see 'em, she'll just do it anyway. So what am I supposed to fuckin’ do here?!" 

"I don’t know. There's somethin' about this guy that isn't right, Mom." 

With a sigh, Ophelia says, "All men are fucked up, sweetie… it’s just in their nature to be man-children with erections." 
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"Mom, I'm being serious…" 

"So am I." 

Ignoring her mother’s light-hearted candor, Kelly stresses, "Really, I think this guy is some kind of a weirdo." 

"Do you actually know anything about this guy?" 

"Yeah, I've heard things from a few of my friends who've known him for awhile." 

Ophelia scoffs, "Come on, we live in a small town… 

everyone knows everyone and gossip runs like toilet water, Hun. This aint like livin' in Lauderdale, people in smaller towns have nothin' better to do than talk shit and watch the grass grow." 

Taking a drag from her cigarette, Ophelia continues, 

"Besides, Emma's always bringing home strange creatures... 

this is nothin' new." 

Kelly keeps her attention on the road as she wonders if she is just over reacting about her sister's new boy friend. She tells herself that she needs to worry about her own problems and let Emma live her life. However, Kelly cannot shake the gut feeling that Matt could be dangerous. As much as she wants to tell her mother more, she chooses to leave it alone. 

After all, no matter what she says, Ophelia will just shrug it off. Most of what Emma does is brushed off by her mother as she focuses on Kelly. The way Kelly sees it; it is as if Emma is given a free pass while she is expected to go above and beyond. This is viewed with a mix of disdain and confusion by Kelly, because she does not understand why her mother treats her sister like a helpless infant. 



Sitting against the head board of her bed, Emma reads one of her books while she wonders when she is going to see Matt again. She does not care to see that this stranger's essence infiltrates her every thought. Falling fast, she ignores the warning signs that have always led her on the road to heart break. Without concern, she becomes warm with her yearn to kiss his lips again. Reading a part in her book where 43 





the main character is in the throes of loving embrace in the arms her Vampyric lover. Emma imagines herself in the same scenario with Matt as he pulls her close and kisses her passionately—cradling her in his arms. 

Taken in by this scene, her right hand caresses the soft flesh of her inner thigh beneath her dress. Continuing to kiss her, Matt's hands savagely run up her body to her full breasts. 

Her fingers inch towards her lusting crotch as she closes her eyes; slipping into a deep fantasy. Slipping her hand through the side of her panties, she enters herself slowly and sensually. In her mind, she imagines her body grinding against the bulge in his pants as she explores his body through her finger tips. Dropping the book on the floor, her left hand runs up her baggy t-shirt. Grabbing her soft breast, she massages her nipple as she fingers her wet, gapping warmth. 

Lost in her self-satisfying state, she dreams of Matt laying her down upon an ocean of romantic motions. He is her god; penetrating every ounce of her being with physical and soulful gratification. Thoughts of the stranger entering her with ease and experience turns Emma orgasmic. In her mind, he knows her every point of satisfaction and exploits them to her pleasure. As she moans and pants heavily in her heated moment, she visions her dark lover doing everything right. At the brink of her release, she makes her movements faster. Passing the threshold of pleasure, she lets out a scream that fills the empty house. 

Catching her breath as she basks in the afterglow, she sees Matt in a different light. She tells herself that in their first sacred moment, he will be dream-like in his perfor-mance. As Emma lies down in the comfort of her bed, she coos to the thought of being in his arms. Shivering on top of her sheets, she smiles in tender excitement. With a sigh, she holds herself in the warmth of her projection of Matt's soft side. Though, it is only fantasy, she convinces herself that this 44 





part of him exists. This is child-like mindset suspends her in the most beautiful delusions of hope. 



Perusing the meat section of the grocery store, Kelly idles with the shopping cart while Ophelia sifts through the hamburger meat. 

"Jesus!" Ophelia yells out, "Is it me or has this shit gone up in price?!" 

Kelly looks around at the startled glares as she answers, 

"Yeah, Mom, the cost of food has been going up… 

drastically. It’s called inflation." 

"It'd be cheaper to buy a fuckin' cow and slaughter it ourselves!" 

As the words leave her mouth, a passing customer gives the two a look of offense. With Ophelia digging through the packaged meats, Kelly is left to shrug at the persons glare. 

Frustrated, Ophelia grabs three packages of beef and tosses them in the cart. Moving through the store they pick out goods that they can fix for quick meals. Things like microwavable pressed chicken patties, frozen veggies, and mini pizzas line the cart. 

Going through one of the check-out lanes, Kelly unloads the cart as Ophelia looks through her purse for her food stamp card. During these harsh economic times, they are a part of 41.1million Americans who need these cards to put food in their home. With an unemployment rate teetering on twenty percent, this assistance is a safety net for many of the unemployed or under employed. Ophelia pulls the card out, giving a quick glance around her. This is something that she never wanted; to be stuck in a situation where she needed assistance from the state or government to feed herself and her children. 

Looking down in embarrassment, she hides the card in the palm of her hand as the clerk scans her items. The clerk looks at Ophelia wearing her dark sunglasses in the store, her eyes focus down towards her arms. She spots the road map of 45 





needle pricks in her flesh. Starring at her arms, she continues to scan the items. Feeling the clerk's eyes on her, Ophelia folds her arms uncomfortably. Knowing that she is caught staring, the clerk quickly looks away with a shake of her head. Ophelia wants to say something about the clerk's rude stares, but she keeps it inside. 

The goods pile up at the end of the scanner because the store cannot afford to keep bag boys on staff, so the customers usually bag their own groceries. Oblivious to what just transpired, Kelly slides passed her mother to start bagging up the groceries. Looking over at her mother, she notices that she is hanging her head. Confused, she looks over at the clerk who is busy punching in their total. 

"That'll be $65.70…" 

Ophelia slides the EBT card as Kelly quickly finishes bagging everything up. In hard times like these, six bags of groceries equals to almost seventy dollars. After the clerk hands her the receipt, Ophelia starts to walk out of the store, saying nothing as she passes Kelly. Pushing the cart, Kelly tries to catch up with her mother, confused as what has upset her so suddenly. 

"Mom, what's wrong?" 

Ophelia's bottom lip trembles as she holds herself back on the verge of tears, "Nothin'…everything's fine." 

She keeps the situation to herself, trying to fight the urge to scream out with a stream of tears. The embarrassment that she feels is the pain that tells her she is doing wrong by her daughters and herself. Ophelia slumps with shame in the passenger side of the car as Kelly loads the bags into the trunk. Looking off towards the distance, she reflects on why she cares so much about what some stranger thinks. As she questions her hurt, all she can think about is going home and losing herself to the needle again. 

Ophelia comes through the front door of the house, waking Emma from her short nap. She jumps out of bed and steps out into the living room to see her mother heading down 46 





the hall towards her bedroom. Emma immediately knows something is wrong. As Ophelia slams her bedroom door closed, Kelly comes inside carrying the groceries. 

"What's wrong with mom?" 

Kelly sighs heavily as she sets the bags down on the kitchen counter, "I don't know… she was fine when we were shopping then as we were leaving, she started acting weird... 

I'll ask her when she calms down a bit." 

Emma moves to speak but is interrupted by her cell phone ringing in her room. She runs to answer it as Kelly shakes her head and mutters, "Nah, I'll put away the food… 

you go ahead." 

Without looking at the caller ID Emma answers the call, 

"Hello?!" 

"What's up gorgeous?" 

"Hey Matt… what's up?!" 

"Nothin'… you wanna go do somethin'?" 

With a blushing smile Emma answers, "Sure… what?" 

"Whatever you want... I'll be over in an hour to pick you up, a'ight?" 

"Yeah… I'll see ya soon!" 

Hanging up the phone, Emma runs to her closet in search for something to wear. She pulls out a lacy top and a miniskirt, then tears through her under wear drawer for something sexy. Laying her alluring wears on her bed, she makes her way to the bathroom where she is suddenly stopped by Kelly. 

"What's goin' on?" 

"Oh, I'm goin' out." 

"Are you goin’ out with Matt?" 

"Yeah, why are you askin’?" 

Kelly shrugs, "No reason, I just thought that since I was off today we could do something." 

"Well, maybe your next day off we can hang out?" 

"Yeah, maybe…" 
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Emma walks in the bathroom and starts the bath water, as Kelly peers around the corner, "I really hope you aren't falling for this guy to fast." 

"Jesus! We aren't gonna start this shit again, are we?!" 

"No, I don't want to debate. I mean, I'm just looking out for you, ya know?" 

With a sigh, Emma says, "Look, I understand where you're comin' from but everything's gonna be fine, alright? 

You don't need to worry about me." 

She puts her arms around Kelly and gives her a quick squeeze, "If I have any problems with this one, you'll be the first person I come too." 

Kelly gives her a smile, "You better…" 

"I promise…" 

Stepping out of the bathroom, Emma closes the door to take her bath. Kelly laughs to herself as she overhears her sister singing Depeche Mode's "sweetest perfection". Out of tune and off beat, she can be heard from the bathroom over the running water. Cracking a grin at Emma's expense, Kelly pulls cigarette from her pack. Lighting her cancer stick, she dials a number on her phone as she takes a drag. 

"Donnie, are you workin' today? Cool, I'm comin' over… 

I need a drink." 
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CHAPTER 7 















When Matt arrives to pick up Emma, she is waiting outside the front of her house for him. Her heart jumps giddily as her nerves form an awkward smile upon her face. 

He pulls into the driveway and reaches over to open the door for her. Emma slides in and gives Matt a quick kiss on the cheek. 

"You look amazing…" 

"Thanks…" She says, unable to wipe the grin from her face. 

"Eh, who says chivalry is dead?" 

Emma shrugs, "So, where're we goin'?" 

"I want a burger…" 

"Sounds good…" 

Matt backs out of the drive way swiftly, making a sudden turn onto the street. He leaves a nasty burn out on the road before accelerating away from Emma's house. There is never a point in this kind of maneuver other than to irritate someone 49 





or to tickle the easily impressed. For Matt it is simply the ladder. 

Driving Emma across town, he takes her to a sports bar just off of highway US-1called the Beef & Beer Grill. A fun hole in the wall with televisions to watch sports on and a menu full of food that is destined to ruin your diet plan. The restaurant is set up with wall to wall booths and a few loose tables set up in between with just enough room for their waitresses uniformed in short-shorts to squeeze by. 

The couple walks in and takes a seat at a booth off to the side. With the place being almost empty minus two old men sitting at the bar, a waitress scurries over to take their drink order. Matt orders a draft beer and Emma orders an iced tea with a lemon wedge. 

"How was your night last night?" Matt asks leaning back. 

Emma looks through the menu and replies, "Not bad… 

just read one of my books, you?" 

"Eh, I went home and went to sleep." 

"Jesus, is there anything on here that won't give me a fatter ass?!" 

Matt shrugs, "There's nothin' wrong with a big rump… 

most men like 'em big and round whether they want to admit it or not." 

Rolling her eyes, Emma scoffs, "Oh please… men like skinny girls, like in swim suit magazines." 

"Not all men…" Matt remarks with a sensual echo as he looks Emma in the eyes, "Not me." 

Blushing, she grins, "Knock it off…" 

She catches herself acting like, what she refers to as "a geek" and tires to stop. Emma is not used to hearing compliments such as these, especially so frequent. The man-children she has surrounded herself with could only criticize her about her looks and compare her to models that they fancied. So caught up with what others thought while they would pretend that they did not care, left Emma as an innocent victim. These were not her short comings; these 50 





issues belong to those who projected them. Regardless, the more you are told something, the more likely you are to believe it. 

As the waitress brings them their drinks, another couple walks into the restaurant, "Hello, just have a seat wherever you'd like, I'll be with ya in a minute." The two walk past Emma and Matt's booth, sitting in one catty-corner from them. 

Sipping from his cold draft, Matt tells Emma, "You need to stop being so hard yourself. You're a beautiful girl and you need to start believing that." 

Rolling her eyes again, she pretends to focus her attention back to the menu. 

"No, I'm serious, Emma… you shouldn't have any doubts about how you look." 

Dropping the menu, she looks at Matt with a smirk and replies with a sigh, "I'll work on it, okay?" 

"There ya go." 

As the two are smiling at one another, a voice is heard from the other booth, "Matt?" 

In mid sip, Matt casually shifts his eyes in the direction of the female voice. His eyes shift back to Emma as he finishes taking his sip. Emma asks, "Are you going to reply to her? I mean, she's obviously talking to you." 

"Nah… I don't wanna talk to her." 

Confused, Emma asks, "So, you're just gonna ignore her?" 

With a shrug, Matt replies, "Sure, why wouldn't I? I don’t know her." 

Annoyed with being ignored in such an obvious manner, the strange girl gets up and pulls away from her boyfriend who tries to stop her. Now standing less than two feet away from him, Matt continues to disregard her as she burns holes into him with her eyes. 

"What the fuck is up with you, Matt? Don't wanna talk to me?" 
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Staring at the wall across from him, he takes a gulp from his beer. Emma watches in confusion, hoping that she is not dragged into this strange situation. The girl glares at Matt as her boyfriend comes up from behind her, "You can't deny what you did to me… you just can't you fucking piece of shit!" 

As the boyfriend tries to pull her away, the waitress walks over to the troubled booth with the manager. The Manager looks at the raving girl and says, "I'm gonna have ta ask ya to leave." 

"Fuck that! I aint goin' anywhere!" 

"Yeah ya are, Darlin'… now you move out now or I'm callin' the cops." 

She pauses for a moment to assess the situation and says, 

"Okay, we're leavin'…" 

Before walking by Matt, she stops and remarks, "You can't run away from your past adventures forever, asshole." 

After a short glare at Matt, she turns to Emma and remarks, 

"And you…" 

Emma looks at her with a dose of confusion in her eyes as the strange girl tells her, "Be careful with this one… he'll break your heart and leave you in pieces." 

The angry girl then grabs her boy friend by the hand and storms out of the restaurant. Matt takes another gulp from his beer and comments with a slight nod of his head, "There are crazy people everywhere… especially in a small town." 

Emma shakes her head, "What was that all about?" 

Matt shrugs, "Just some girl…" 

After a long pause, she gives Matt a puzzled look and asks, "That's it? She's just some girl?!" 

"Yeah… she's just some girl who I'd seen a few times a long while back. She wanted more from me, I didn't and that's that." 

Judging Matt's demeanor she could tell that there was something more to the story, possibly much more. There was something that Matt was hiding from her and by the way he is 52 





acting, she only thinks of the worst. He just stares outside of the color stained window, saying nothing, just taking quick sips from his beer. As much as she wants to pry, she does not want to upset him again. Mustering everything in her power to ignore the obvious again, she wonders how many times she will have to go through this with him. With a couple sips through her straw, she reluctantly changes the subject to keep Matt happy. 



On the other side of town, Kelly is at Donnie's single bedroom apartment. She sits on the couch drinking a screwdriver as he rolls a joint. Donnie's place is a straight up bachelor pad, posters cover the walls and the furniture looks as if it was picked up off of a curb. The food he has in the cupboards ranges from quick-fix flavored noodles to potato chips and peanut butter. His fridge is almost barren minus the few condiments, some sodas, and stale pizza. Within his freezer sits half empty ice cube trays and ninety-nine cent frozen dinners. 

Where he skimps on his finances, he makes up for it with what he sinks into his entertainment needs. The center piece of his home is a $2500 flat screen television and a $2000 

stereo system that he uses for movie theater-like surround sound. A rack rests against the wall, lined with various DVDs. Upon his television stand sits spindles of bootlegged and burned DVDs, mostly pirated from the internet. Donnie does not watch a lot of TV, he mostly watches movies. Some of these movies, such as underground horror, are hard to find or have not been released in the current media formats, so he downloads them from various torrent sites. He also downloads the big Hollywood movies with bloated budgets and big stars. Finding that they fall flat all too often, he refuses to spend money on them. 

Kelly takes big sips from her vodka spiked orange juice as she watches the news. Donnie carefully puts the finishing 53 





touches on his joint and remarks, "I don't know how you can sit here and watch this shit." 

"I don't know how you can't." 

With chuckle, Donnie explains, "Well, it's simple my dear… I like to maintain a somewhat positive frame of mind and this shit interrupts that." 

Exhaling a sigh, Kelly replies, "Negative or not, you gotta stay informed." 

Donnie laughs, "This shit aint information… five stories running in a loop in between commercials isn’t fuckin' 

informative." 

"I agree. That's why I see what they have to say and then I look it up for myself." 

"I don't know… that seems like a huge waste of time ta me, Kel." 

"Yeah, you'd think that, wouldn't you?" 

"Ha, ha… well look, they're full of shit spinnin' you their bullshit while you give them the ratings to keep them going… 

all you're doin' is giving them the power." 

Kelly looks at Donnie with a smile, "Aw, look at you, all growed up!" 

Donnie grins, "That's it… patronize me, but ya know I'm right." 

Standing up, Kelly digs her cigarettes out of her pocket. 

Drawing a smoke from her pack, she lights it and says, "I'm getting bored hanging around here." 

"Let me finish rolling this and we'll go out somewhere." 

Taking a swig from her drink, Kelly replies, "Nah, I mean living in this state… I really wanna get the hell outta here. I've been here all of my life and I want to see what's outside." 

Donnie scoffs, "It's the same shit everywhere, Kel. 

Different temperature, different neighbors, but it's still the same bullshit routine. I moved from Vero out to New York, to Texas and then to Atlanta… I found that Vero is my only home." 
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"Too bad for you…" 

"Hey, home is what you make it." 

Taking a gulp from her glass, Kelly shakes her head, 

"Nah, I don't buy that crap… your journey is what you make it." 

Donnie nods his head with a smirk, "Whatever you wanna believe, little sister." 

Exhaling the smoke from her lungs, Kelly replies, "How am I wrong?" 

"I didn't say you were…" Donnie says as he lights his finished master piece. Puffing a few times to get it burning, he takes two deep hits and exhales. With a strain in his voice that slowly eases with the release of smoke, he tells Kelly, 

"You keep dreamin'… I'm gonna smoke this and I wanna go do somethin'." 

"Sounds good… I'm gonna make another drink." 

Tossing fresh ice cubes into her glass, Kelly says, "You probably don't wanna get involved, but I need to know some things about Matt." 

Taking a hit from his joint, Donnie shakes his head while he rolls his eyes. Exhaling, he asks, "Why, is your sis doin' 

him?" 

"I don't fuckin' know! All I know is that she's becoming fucking infatuated with him and I just really want to know why you guys hate him… I want to know real shit, not rumors." 

"Yeah, but rumors are more entertaining." 

"Come on Donnie…" 

With a laugh, Donnie gives up, "A'ight, a'ight… the guy uses up chicks and tosses them away like their trash. He lies to 'em, sleeps with 'em a couple a times and dumps 'em; predator and prey shit, y'know? The fucker did it to Parker's little sister who was underage at the time." 

Kelly shakes her head in disgust and inquires, "How old was she?" 

"Fifteen…" 
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"Jesus…" 

"Yeah, that's why Parker loathes that fucker…" After taking another toke from his joint, Donnie ends his pause, 

"But, it's the rumors that really make us keep our distance from him." 

Taking a moment to think for herself, she does not want to believe what she is being told. Kelly scoffs, "Come on, Man… Rumors are 85% bullshit." 

Donnie replies, "Rumors have no percentage value… 

each one varies on its own merit, Kel." 

Sighing in defeat, Kelly says, "Alright… go ahead… tell me." 

Smoking half of his joint, he puts the remainder in an empty flip-top cigarette pack for later. Cutting the oxygen from the heat, it extinguishes itself without damaging the splif by snuffing it out. Standing up he tosses the pack on to his coffee table and walks towards the kitchen. 

"A couple years back there was this girl who used to hang out with us, her name was Charlie. She was a newbie in town and got herself a job working at the strip join in Fort Pierce. Beautiful girl, curves in all the right places, y'know? 

So, she meets Matt at one of Parker's keggers… the two were seen makin' out for a little bit outside and then she left with him. A few days go by and no one can get a hold of her, not long after that her body was found cut to shit in back in a ditch by the C-24 canal." 

Kelly quips, "Come on, that doesn't mean he did it, though. She was a stripper, they come into to contact with some fucked up people… maybe she went home with the wrong guy?" 

Giving Kelly a piercing gaze, Donnie continues, "They questioned three people, and one of them was Matt. There were bite marks all over her body so they took casts of all of their teeth… word is that they matched Matt's dente to a T." 

Kelly's eyes grew wide as the words left Donnie's mouth, 

"But, if he did it then why is still out?" 
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"They didn't get the signatures from the guys they were questioning so it couldn't be used in court and that was all the evidence they could find to link anyone to Charlie's murder." 

Taken back, Kelly takes a gulp from her drink. Donnie sees that she is disturbed by what he just told her, so he takes a step closer to her and calmly says, "Then again… those are just rumors anyway, right?" 

The last thing that Kelly wants to believe is that her sister had fallen for the advances of a suspected murderer. 

Slamming down her drink, she makes herself another as if the alcohol will somehow erase what Donnie had just told her. 

Not knowing how to deal with the information, Kelly begins to inch herself towards denial. She knows how much Donnie and his friends hate Matt, but she does not know how far they will go to make him out to be a villain. 

Midway through her next cocktail she convinces herself that Donnie is simply putting her on. If there is any validity to his story, then she will surely find it on her own. Almost everyone in her age bracket is a computer geek out of daily necessity. Kelly knows that all she has to do is search through the news sites in regards to Matt. Through search engines she can turn up old news articles and in theory, dispose these things as convoluted tales. While Donnie walks off into his bedroom, she keeps her disbelief to herself, hoping for a positive outcome for her sister. 

Donnie's cell phone rings, shaking Kelly from her thoughts. On the third ring Donnie answers the call, "Hey man, what's up? Sure, sure… I'll meet ya there. A'ight, see ya." 

Hanging up his phone, he looks at Kelly, "Hey, I'm meetin' Parker over at the bowling alley in a half hour, wanna come?" 

"Nah, I think I'm gonna get goin'… there some stuff I wanna catch up on." 

Donnie shrugs, "Cool, if you change your mind, call me." 

"Yeah, yeah I'll do that." 

57 





Finishing off her drink, Kelly realizes that she has completely lost her buzz. Grabbing her purse, she says her goodbyes to Donnie and heads back home. While she is driving home, the more she harps on what Donnie said, the more she needs to know the facts. She finds little room in believing Donnie and his friends, fearing that they have a vendetta against him. Her mind swims in theories as she smokes a cigarette, keeping her emotions at bay behind the wheel. Knowing that her sister is out with this man does not help her to calm her negative thoughts. 

"What could he be doing with her right now? Where could the two of them be?" she asks herself as she taps her steering wheel idling at a red light. The light turns green and she accelerates, making the next turn onto a back road for quicker ride home. Smoking in quick drags from her cigarette, she drives ten miles over the speed limit to get home in hope that she will ease her own fears. 
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Finishing their meal at the sports bar, Matt excuses himself from the booth and walks towards the bathroom. 

After the embarrassing ordeal, the two shifted into mindless small talk. Even though they were discussing the mundane such as music, Emma's mind never left the subject of the girl's accusations. While the two ate their lunch, the bar crowd grew by four more; two younger men and two older gentlemen. The two younger men have been watching Emma from the bar and making suggestive comments amongst themselves. With her attention completely fixated on Matt, she was unaware that she was lustful eye candy to the two lunch time drunks. They watched Matt walk to the bathroom and decided to make their move on Emma. 

The two men in their dirty work shirts walk over to Emma casually with liquored confidence. One of the men 59 





slides into the booth in front of her while the other stands at the foot of the table, leaning over her. 

"What’s your name, you purrty little thang?" the man sitting in front of her asks. 

Lifting her head up to see the men who are surrounding her, she whispers, "Emma…" 

"That's a lovely name… I'm Jasper." 

Nervously, Emma replies, "Well, uh, my boyfriend will um be back any second now and…" 

"Oh, so that's your, uh boyfriend, huh?" Jasper says with a grin. 

"Yeah… kind of…" 

"Well, sweet pea, how about you give me your phone number, that way you can talk to someone who looks like a man?" 

Looking at his greasy, brownish yellow grin, Emma's stomach starts to turn. Jasper’s friend reaches over and starts playing with her hair as Jasper chuckles in her face. 

"Come on, Girl… just gimmie dem digits!" 

Pulling away, Emma resists loudly, “No… just leave me the hell alone!” 

"How about this… what you say, when your man comes back and we take him out back and stomp the dog shit outta 

'em? Wha 'cha say? Would 'ya gimmie dem digits then?" 

With a shudder, Emma feels a chill ride throughout her body. She is hit with a feeling of total helplessness as she looks around for some kind of help. Then suddenly from behind Jasper's friend, Matt says, "How about I kick the ever lovin' shit outta the both of you right here?" 

Jasper's friend turns around and moves to throw a punch. 

Matt blocks his attempt, grabs him by the arm and slams his head off of the table next to the booth. Collecting himself, Jasper tries to slide out of the booth, but before he can get out Matt grabs his beer mug and smashes it over his head splashing beer on to Emma. Falling to the ground and holding his bloodied head, Jasper's painful screams fill the tiny 60 





restaurant. As Emma watches in shock, the manager comes over, waving a wooden baseball bat. The Manager yells, 

"That's it, you two pay your bill and get the fuck outta here or I'm callin' the fuckin' cops!" 

Matt pulls forty dollars out of his wallet and tosses on the table of the booth. As Emma shakes, Matt pulls her up by her arm and the two quickly leave the restaurant. The manager shouts, "…and I never wanna see you fucks in here ever again!" as the door closes behind them. 

Making their way to the car, Emma trembles in her steps as Matt calmly goes around to the driver's side. Emma does not know how to act about the brute force she had just witnessed. She has never had a man come to her aide in such an aggressive manner before. What she is used too is being pushed around and her lovers steering away from a fight. This display was something alien to her, leaving her shaken with confusion. Taking her seat beside Matt, all she can do is stare at him while wondering what kind of beast those two men awakened in him. 

Pulling out of the parking lot, Matt squeals his tires out on to the main road. Saying nothing, Emma relishes in the moment feeling turned on at Matt's display of violent power. 

Thinking to herself, she comes to terms with the fact that this man she is with will do anything to shelter her from those who seek to harm her in anyway. Her shock wears off and she finds comfort in Matt's brutal protection of her. 

Glancing over at Matt, she takes a deep breath and says, 

"Thank you…" 

With a nod, Matt replies, "Don't mention it… those guys were trailer trash and I wasn't about to let them do anything to you." 

Popping a cigarette into his mouth, he lights it and asks, 

"What do you wanna do now?" 

Emma smiles mischievously at Matt, "Can we go to your place?" 
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Glancing over at her, he grins at her expression, "Sure, baby… anything you want." 



Kelly walks into the quiet house and tip toes through kitchen, gathering a tall glass and filling it with ice. She quickly makes her way to her bedroom and locks the door behind her. Taking a seat at her computer desk, she reaches into the mini-fridge that sits beside it. Pulling out a half empty bottle of rum and fresh bottle of tropical punch fruit juice, she mixes herself a cocktail. With a few waves of her mouse, the screen saver turns off and she goes straight to her search engine of choice. After playing with various keyword combinations, she finally starts to get somewhere in her search. 

She starts with reading an archived report from a local newspaper dated from 10/23/2008. 

 Charlie Regal, a dancer from the local erotic club Dirty Talk was found in a drainage ditch by the C-24 canal. 

 Authorities have reported to us that foul play is most likely the cause of death. 

Making her way down the list of links, she finds a follow up dated on 10/30/2008. 

 Charlie Regal, the erotic dancer who was found dead by the C-24 canal last week, police say was in fact dumped there. An autopsy report confirms that she died from asphyxia, death by strangulation. The body was severely cut and bitten, by who they believe to be the suspect or suspects. 

Over the next few links the articles simply report the information from previous stories. No list of suspects to be found and no mention of Matt's involvement. Kelly hits a brick wall with a sigh of relief. Just to be sure, she runs a few more searches with different words, but she finds nothing. 

Part of her is angry that Donnie would lead her on in such a way. However, she is glad that she does not find validity to his claims. With a smile on her face, she sips her cocktail and reads through the latest blurbs from her favorite news sites. 
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Irritated, Kelly sends Donnie a text message, “You liar! 

He was never a suspect!” 

He replies, “That’s what I heard…” 

“Rumors, huh?” 

A minute later he replies with, “Maybe…” 

“You asshole…” 

Donnie sends her a text back, "Sometimes… why don’t you unplug and join us at Vero Lanes?" 

Kelly smiles and types her reply, "Sure ;)" 



Emma stands before the threshold of his apartment as Matt jiggles the key to unlock the dead bolt. It is a beaten down building of twenty units on a dirt road just off of a main road named Oslo. At one time Oslo was filled with various shops, working warehouse spaces, and gas stations. Now it is hollow reminder of what terrible economic times can bring. 

Most of the shops are dormant and the warehouse spaces await new tenets to clear away the cob webs. Some feel in due time this stretch will reclaim its rightful place again, while many stick to their doubts that are grounded in the hurtful reality that those days are gone. 

With a twist of the knob, Matt flings the door open and waves his arm by Emma, greeting her in. As Emma slowly steps inside, Matt reaches around the corner and flips the light switch on the wall. The one bed room cubby is suddenly lit up with the kitchen lights; four florescent bulbs from the ceiling fixture quickly flutter on. On the inside the scenery is much nicer and elegant than Emma had expected. He has beautiful surreal painting prints hanging from the walls and an entertainment center that is tastefully off to the corner. 

There is a covered couch and a love seat centered in the living room with antique glass end tables that sit beside them. 

Emma looks around with wide eyes and an approving grin, "You like Dali?" 

"Love 'em… I wish I could afford the actual paintings, but those go for millions." 
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Giving Matt a suggestive glance, Emma comments, "I like the sexual tones in his paintings." 

"Oh, really?" 

Batting her eyelids, she replies, "Yeah…" 

Looking over at the closed door, Emma asks, "So, is that your bed room?" 

"Yeah…" 

She begins to move towards the sealed entry when Matt asks, "Hey, do you want a drink or somethin'?" 

Stopping in her tracks, she wanders over to Matt and answers, "Sure…" 

"I have beer, vodka, rum, tequila, and bourbon… what'll you have?" 

"Surprise me!" 

As Matt prepares Emma a margarita, she watches him in lustful awe. He can feel her gaze and he knows that it will only be a matter of moments until he has her. Tossing some ice into a big plastic cup, he makes her a heavy handed mixture; four parts tequila, to two parts margarita mix. 

Sliding Emma the big cup, Matt pours himself a shot of bourbon. Rising his shot glass to Emma's cup, he says, 

"Cheers!" Emma takes a sip from her drink while Matt slams his shot. Taken back from the heavy tequila flavor, she shakes her head, "I think you made this too strong, Matt!" 

"Non-sense," he remarks as he lights a cigarette. "You just need to get used to it." 

Fighting passed her scrunching face; Emma tries to pretend to enjoy the drink. She takes in a little more each time that she attempts to sip the strong concoction. Matt grins at her as he pours himself another shot, "That's what they call a Texas Margarita… heavy handed." 

Swallowing the shot with a slight shake of his head, he exhales, "Want something else?" 

"No, no… I'm fine. I think I'm getting' used to it now, really." 
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Taking one last drag from his cigarette, Matt snuffs it out in the ashtray in front of him. Exhaling the smoke, he moves around to Emma, standing closely behind her. He runs his fingers through her hair, pulling it over to her right shoulder. 

Slowly, he moves in and starts kissing the back of her neck, soft pecks and light nibbles. Shivers tremor through Emma, she closes her eyes as she arches her back, breathing out in soft pants. Matt's hands wander sensually up and down her yearning body, from her thighs to her breasts. Grabbing her by her curvy hips, Matt pulls her into him as he bites her neck harder. 

He turns Emma around and kisses her deeply, wrapping his arms around her waist. Her hands run down his back, feeling every muscle as it tightens with sexual passion. Matt pulls his lips away from Emma's and picks her up into his arms. Swept off of her feet, Emma stares at Matt as he carries her to his bedroom with ease. Opening the door he takes her into the dark room and gently lays her on his soft bed. 

Reaching over to his night stand, he pulls the string on his antique lamp, shedding a soft light onto their surroundings. 

Standing back, Matt lets Emma take a look around his small sanctum. 

Looking around in awe, Emma is taken in by the room's lavish yet strange décor. A small shelf hangs from the wall in front of her with beautiful daggers resting upon the black top. 

Beneath the shelf is another level which holds five different chalices, all equally elegant in their own ways. Various paintings hang from the wall, all depicting ceremonies of cannibalism and blood feasting. Matt moves in front of Emma, taking her attention from his abode as he looms over her seductively. Running hands under her chin, he asks her suggestively, "Have you ever desired human blood?" 

Looking into her growing eyes, he stares longingly into her gaze. He watches the transition from lust to uncertainty before him. Kissing her upon the lips, he brings her back to comfort. Holding her close, his body tells her that there is 65 





nothing to worry about; she is safe within his arms. She falls limp to him, giving herself in every way. Sliding his hands to the front of her shirt, he slides it off of her, stripping her down to her black lacy bra. Licking his lips at the sight of her soft flesh, he feels up and down her arms, following her veins for her pulse. Finding it he smiles at her with a slight grin, 

"You have nothin' to worry about… I won't hurt you, I'd never hurt you, I promise." 

Emma nods and softly whispers to him, "I believe you…" 

Matt pulls off his shirt and stares at Emma with a seductive glare. Emma runs her hands upon his muscular chest as he reaches over to his shelf. She runs her fingers along the paths of scars that ripple over his tissue. While Emma traces over the marks, Matt takes a dagger, pulling it away from the sheath. The gleam from the wavy steel catches Emma's eye, forcing her to look up at Matt. Looking into her eyes intensely, he makes a small incision in his forearm without the slightest flinch. Speechless, Emma watches the blood trickle from the wound, suspended in strange awe. 

"My scars are my learning curve, and they will be yours as well." 

He extends his spilling limb towards her, "Taste of me and know what's like to truly be alive." 

She moves closer to his running crimson stream and cautiously places her lips over the wound. Reluctantly, she starts to lick the blood from his laceration, looking up at his lusting expression with wide eyes. Matt grabs her by the back of head and forces her mouth harder onto his torn flesh. In macabre ecstasy, Matt closes his eyes tilts his head back with sigh. Emma sucks the essence from his open vein harder as he moans in joyous tones. After his fill, he pulls Emma's head back and looks into her eyes. Blood trickles from her lips as she looks back at him with a wanting glare. 

Matt grabs her arm and tugs it closer to him, "Now it's my turn to taste you." 
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Emma does not resist psychically, but in her mind she questions why she is being turned on by these actions. Her inner most fantasies being with a vampire surge within and charge with bestial cravings. With Matt holding the dagger to her arm, she cannot look away as the blade draws nearer to her soft flesh. There is a slow puncture that pushes Emma to a slight flinch. Through squinting lids, she watches her blood bubble from the fresh opening. Matt licks the stream from her arm as she closes her eyes and tries to relax and give in to her inhibitions. He starts off with gentle sucking and slowly works his way to sinking his teeth into her, taking from her more aggressively with each taste. Lying back, Emma simply grits her teeth and lets Matt feast. No matter how painful it is, she uses this as a potential test of her love for him. 

Once he has his fill, he pulls away from her tender appendage, "This is the essence of life… of love." 

Licking his lips clean of Emma's blood, he crawls on top of her and starts kissing her passionately. She runs her fingers through his hair, gripping clumps in the heat of their moment as their copper laced tongues flicker upon one another. Matt runs his hands between her legs and slides her lacy panties off as she squirms out from behind the lacy barrier. Emma reaches between her legs and fights to unbutton Matt's pants. 

The button tears loose and the zipper slides down as she forces them down while deeply kissing him. Moving closer to her yearning body, he slips his temporary extension inside of her. 

Dragging her bleeding wound to his mouth, he resumes feasting. While he slides in and out of her, he places his cut in front of her face. Embroiled in their twisted passion play, Emma energetically sucks the blood from Matt. In the throes of limitless desire, two become one—entangled. The couple comes together in ways that would lead normal people to a series of therapy sessions. Drenched in sweat, blood, and cum—a sexual release so carnal it leaves the flavor of one another burning upon their tongues. These are the outskirts of 67 





the karma-sutra; this is the realm of the Marques De Sade. 

They bring to illuminate the things that very few of us fantasize in our darkest moments. 
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CHAPTER 9 















While Donnie and Parker face off in their bowling match, Kelly sits in the background as she sneaks shots of rum into her soda. Being the under aged cheap drunk that she is, she has mastered the skill of being invisible to employed prying eyes. A giant flask barely appears from her purse as she empties its contents for her leisure. With her trusty purse, she can smuggle anything into any place without being questioned. 

Parker looks over her in mid pour, "Someone's gonna catch you doin' that…" 

"Not if you keep your mouth shut and play with your balls." 

With a chuckle, Parker replies, "Fair enough." 
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The two meet eyes and give each other a playful smile. 

Parker has had little bit of a crush on Kelly since the first time he laid eyes on her. He has kept his distance because he knows Donnie likes her, but the more that she tags along, the more he can see that they will never be anything than just friends. In Parker's eyes, Kelly is his dream girl. She is smart, quick lipped, and she is sexy—the total package in a girl. At every turn, she challenges him to be quicker and more intelligent, and Parker is never one to back down from a challenge. 

For the men that have entered Kelly's life, they have felt that she was either too smart or too smart assed. Kelly's intelligence has acted like a deflective shield against those who cannot keep up with her mentally. Using alcohol as a lover and a friend, she tells herself that no one is good enough for her. Unlike her sister, sex for her really does not mean much. She finds mental stimulation to be far better than physical touch. Loneliness does not affect her like it does for others. Surrounded by history and recent politics, she hardly ever yearns for a human touch. 

Donnie rolls his bowling ball down the lane, the ball spins into gutter territory as Parker wares a grin, "Oh, nice… 

keep goin'… keep it goin'!" 

The ball swerves into the gutter and Parker jumps for joy, 

"Hell yeah!" he says with a howling cackle that echoes through building. Walking back in shame, Donnie attempts to play it off, "Yeah, Fuck you asshole… let's see what ya got for me?" 

Kelly sips from her spiked soda, taking glances at Parker any chance she can. The more she drinks, the more she feels her attraction for him growing. Every time he takes a peek at her she notices, becoming more aware of his interest in her. 

Guzzling her liquid courage, she tells herself that tonight is the night that she finds out if he is hers to have. Even with a blurred third eye, Kelly can see things clearer than she does usually. As she sees it, the alcohol aids her in making better 70 





choices, adding to her already cunning intuition. Driven by a deluded arrogance, she cannot think of a time where the hair of the dog has ever steered her wrong. 

Parker gives Kelly a quick glance, as his eyes meet hers he quickly jumps back into game mode. He grabs his ball and walks up to the line as Kelly grins at him the entire time. 

Donnie notices the look on her face and hangs his head. As much as he wants her he knows he will never have her in the way that he craves. Standing at a cross road between friendship and humiliation, Donnie takes her friendship over the risk of complications. As it would be, he is reminded with a jab from the knife of rejection whenever he sees the way Parker and Kelly look at one another. It is a painful reminder of something he can never have. 

As Donnie weeps at the scoreboard, Kelly attempts to pour more rum into her soda. Her glance around the bowling alley was not proficient enough; the minute she goes to pour she is stopped by an Assistant Manager. 

"Excuse me, young lady." 

Startled, Kelly looks up at the annoyed bald man's face as he continues, "I don't know what's in that flask, and I don't wanna know… you just get your things and you leave here now." 

Looking over at Donnie and Parker, he adds, "You two… 

you’re with her, you're gone too. Let's go." 

Parker nods, "Alright… we're leaving." 

Donnie is highly irritated, but he keeps his comments to himself as the three shamefully walk out of the establishment. 

The Assistant Manager does not say they can never come back, regardless, Donnie knows it will be quite awhile before he can show his face in there again. Walking through the parking lot, Kelly hangs her head while sipping from her spiked beverage, "Sorry guys, I…" 

"You know what, Kel?" Donnie snaps, "Just save it, a'ight?!" 
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Parker steps in, "Hey Donnie, chill out! It's just a fuckin' 

bowling alley. We'll go back next month and no one will be the wiser. What the fuck is the big deal?!" 

Shaking his head, Donnie tries to explain, "The girl's a fuckin' drunk and she needs…" 

Cutting him off, "And you're a fuckin' pot head!" Kelly fires back. "Who the fuck are you to judge anyone else? What makes you so high and mighty?!" 

While the two bicker, Parker notices a police car entering the parking lot. He quickly turns his attention to the argument and interjects, "You're a stoner and you're a lush… that's a police car and I'm not going to jail." Donnie and Kelly watch the nearing cruiser as Parker casually walks to his car with a subtle amount of speed in his steps. Kelly takes a queue and follows Parker with Donnie not far behind. Unlocking the doors to his coupe, Kelly lets Donne in the back and quickly takes her seat in the front. Parker fires up the engine and backs out of the parking space unsuspectingly. 

Leaving Vero Lanes behind, Parker asks, "So, where to now?" 

Kelly looks over at him and says with a shrug, "Can we chill at your house?" 

“Sure.” 

Donnie sits forward and asks, "Hey, can ya just drop me off at home? I think I've had enough excitement for one night." 

Parker looks at Donnie through his review mirror and taunts him, “Pussy…” 



As the sun descends making was for the coming of night, Ophelia leaves the comfort of her bedroom. Sliding down from her high, she reaches in the fridge for a cold bottle of beer. With a yawn, she twists the cap off and tosses it into the garbage can. As she takes her first swig, her cell phone starts ringing from the pocket of her bathrobe. Pulling it out, she 72 





looks at the caller ID to read "unknown number" across the screen. 

Stumped to who it could be, she answers, "Hello?" and a voice from the other end asks, "Ophelia?" 

A look of horror morphs upon her face as the tone sends chills up her spine. Her mouth hangs open as she turns to place her bottle on the counter. 

"How did you get this number?" 

"Never mind that… I want to see my daughters." 

Collecting herself, Ophelia answers with a stern voice, 

"They're not your daughters." 

Angered, the man replies, "The hell they aren't! I took care of them when that no good fuck of husband of yours left you cold! I'm as much of a father to them than the other saps you've conned into her sheets!" 

"You no good piece of shit… if they knew what you did, you…" 

Interrupting her, the man calmly tells her, "Ophelia, I know where you are…" 

Ophelia is left speechless, her body tights as fear grips her from the inside out. She looks around in worry and quickly makes her way back to her bedroom. The silence carries on both ends of the phone as the man lets her stew in what he just told her. Shaking, Ophelia tries to light one of her cigarettes. 

"I know what city you're in, I know your address. Now, you can either make this easy on yourself or I can come down there. If I have to come down there to fight with you… then it's not gonna be pleasant. You know me, Ophelia… you know what I can do." 

Hanging on every potent word, her eyes fill with tears as she begs, "Please, just leave us be… you are the past for us and…" 

"So, this is the way it's gonna play out?" 

"Please," she pleads. "Just leave me and my girls alone!" 
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After a short pause of Ophelia trying to keep her nerve, the man says, "See ya soon…" and hangs up. 

Dropping the phone, her emotional levy gives way and Ophelia breaks out into a river of tears. She drops her cigarette into the ashtray and falls into her bed. Grabbing a pillow, she releases her pain into the soft object. Crying loudly, she begs and prays to god for some kind of divine assistance. She screams for this deity to protect her and her babies. 

For so long Ophelia has been running from her past demons, constantly moving along so that nothing could catch up with her. The longest she has stayed in one place is when she moved her daughters to Fort Lauderdale. Unbeknownst to Emma and Kelly, they suddenly had to move away again for no apparent reason. Ophelia promised them that they would have it better in a smaller area due to the recession, but that was just a lie. Keeping her daughters in the dark, she has been on the run from this man for ten years. 

This man is Dillon Mitchell, a violent drug dealer and a sleazy pimp. The two met when Kelly was five years old, and they were only together for two years. Their relationship was volatile due to Dillon's savage ways and chosen trades. 

Ophelia did not want to raise her daughters around him, but the sex was good and he showed to be some kind of provider. 

Struggling with her bouts of guilt, it all finally came to a head when she tried to break it off and Dillon reacted by beating her to a bloody pulp. Blackening her eyes and swelling her face, Dillon had her right where he wanted her. He convinced her the next day that she needed to provide for her children herself and gave her an outlet—prostitution. 

At first, the battered Ophelia was reluctant but after Dillon gave her that first taste of heroin, she agreed. As Dillon's niece watched the girls, he would drive her around to his clients in need. Ophelia would be so doped up that she would not know what was going on. She would simply give her body to these men while her mind was suspended in a 74 





tranquil state. When those nights would come to close—she had enough money to pay her bills, rent, and feed her daughters. Taking his cut and giving her free heroin, Dillon was more than pleased with their relationship. 

As time went on, Ophelia became more aware of her situation and came to the conclusion that Dillon was just using her. She caught him playing around with other women, sometimes before he would come to see her. Finally having enough, she attempted to end the relationship for a second time. Confronting him, Dillon put a .375 handgun to her head and threatened to kill her and her daughters if she thought about leaving him. In fear for her life, Ophelia packed up what she could and moved from Panama City to Tampa Bay. 

They would settle in a trailer park outside of the city where Ophelia quickly developed a client list and several connections for her addiction. 

After two years of living in Tampa, Dillon found her, forcing Ophelia to move her and her daughters again. This time they would relocate to a small town outside of Orlando named Gibsonton. For a short period of time they had lived Gibsonton with hardly any issues. When Dillon contacted her again, Ophelia was tired of running. She contacted the police and told them about Dillon but to no avail. The police told her that there was nothing they could do unless he tried to harm her in some way. Knowing what Dillon was capable of, Ophelia moved her and her daughters to Greenacres, a town in West Palm Beach. 

Continuing with her destructive ways, Ophelia opened up shop in Greenacres immediately. Within a year she had someone else looking for her—the West Palm Beach Police department. As it would turn out, one of her clients was a neighbor who was married to a secretary at the police department. Her drug connection warned her from someone he knew on the inside and Ophelia had to leave town. Thanks to her connection, she was able to move to Fort Lauderdale in hurry without any problems. 
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For six months Ophelia kept her habit under control and worked a normal job as a cashier at a grocery store. Sadly the store cut back her hours and she was unable to find anything else. Being denied welfare and sufficient funds in food stamps, it wasn't long until she fell back into her weekend trade. In Fort Lauderdale she was able to serve her clients while staying under the radar. Everything seemed to be going better for her and her daughters. Ophelia was not using as excessively and she was able to have few boyfriends. Kelly and Emma went to school and they both received good marks while having separate social lives. As far as Ophelia could see, this was the place that they would be for quite a long time. Five years would pass before Dillon would call again. 

After serving a four and a half year stretch in the state prison, Dillon relocated to West Palm Beach where he went back to his old ways. He called Ophelia and told her that he loved her and that he had changed. She did not believe him and told him never to call again. His response was a threat to her and her daughters. Dillon told her that if he had to come looking for her then he would cut them up and feed them to sharks. The next day Ophelia told her daughters they were moving again, much to their disappointment, she rented and moving truck and started packing. Ophelia picked Vero Beach because it was three hours south and thought it was a small enough place that could she hide without being tracked. 

Now she finds herself in the same position as she cries into her pillow. Flashbacks of the hell that she put her and her daughters through flood her mind. Those times when she knew that she should just walk away from it all. Times when she knew better and questioned her motives. Drying her eyes, she knows that she cannot move again without telling her girls the truth. For so long she has kept so many things to herself, digging a one way hole into a bottomless pit. Alone she battles with the knowledge that she put her daughters in the sights of this mad man. Lighting another cigarette, she 76 





swears that no matter what happens, she will not move again because of Dillon. 
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CHAPTER 10 















Emma rests in Matt's arms, naked—the two bask in the warm afterglow of one another. Looking up at Matt, Emma asks, "Was that good?" 

"It was enjoyable." 

She cannot help but admire his quiet cool as she burns with excitement inside. After taking her beyond the limits of raw sexuality, she sees him as everything that she could have ever wanted. Only in fantastical dreams has she been this taken by a man. Before Matt, she would read her stories and become consumed by the male characters; yearning for someone like them. To Emma, these creatures possess the strength to carry the woes of their love with a lustful exuberance. Fighting for what they know is right, risking themselves without caution. In Emma's mind, her wishes of a perfect lover have been answered. 
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Matt slowly picks himself up from the comfort of his bed and steps down on to the floor. Emma bites her lip at his naked body, lusting over his chiseled physique. He confidently walks over and picks up a chalice from his shelf. 

Grabbing his dagger from the night stand, he takes Emma's left arm into his hand. She looks at him longingly as he holds her wrist over the cup. Gently running the edge of the blade up and down Emma's forearm, Matt can feel her muscles quiver in his grasp. Without warning her, he quickly inserts the blade into her flesh, puncturing a small hole in her vein. 

Emma slightly jerks at the feeling of the cut while Matt stares into her eyes. Holding her bleeding arm over the chalice, he slightly squeezes around the wound; forcing blood to drip into the elaborate cup. She watches her life's essence as it drains from her. Letting go of her arm, Matt grabs the cup and guzzles the blood from it. Like a beast, he flexes as he gulps the fluid down his throat. The copper flavor ferments upon his tongue as he looks into Emma's eyes. 

"You taste so sweet…" 

Cradling her wound, she smiles at him and replies, "You can have anything from me." 

Placing the chalice on his nightstand, he crawls on top of her. He kisses her deeply as he pins her arms to his bed. 

Pulling his lips from hers, he looks into her eyes and says, 

"Whatever I want, I'll take…" 

She kisses him back with heat as she wraps her legs around his waist. Pressing her down, he kisses her harder, pulling away with a bite on her bottom lip. Matt slides off of her and says, "I need a drink…" 

He exits from the bedroom and heads into the kitchen as Emma sits up. She wraps the bed sheet around her naked body and quickly follows Matt. Though she yearns to be as strong as Matt, her inhibitions constrain her. As much as she wants too, she cannot quiet those voices that sound in the back of her mind. They tell her she isn't pretty enough and that she does not have figure to be so open and honest. Words 79 





laced with self loathing ride her deepest thoughts with every movement she makes, screaming in different tones. No matter how much she tries to ascend from the negativity, her self-defeating worries drag her down time after time. 

Pouring himself some whiskey over ice, Matt asks, "You want somethin'?” 

"Nah, I just came out here to join you." 

Beneath the kitchen light, Emma fixes her eyes on Matt's blood caked flesh. Her jaw drops as she asks, "Is that my blood?" 

"Maybe," Matt says with a shrug. "You might want to dress your wounds." 

Emma looks at her bloodying wrist and her eyes go wide, 

"Jesus!" She gasps as she watches the thick crimson flow run down and drip off of her elbow. 

"Yeah, he had nothing to do with it." Matt takes a sip from his whiskey and continues, "… there are band aids in my bathroom, under the sink." 

Rushing off into the bathroom, Emma holds pressure to her bleeding arm. Matt lights himself another cigarette and shouts, "Playing with me can get a little messy sometimes… I don't mean too, it's just my nature to lust over carnal things." 

Coming out of the bathroom draped in a black bed sheet with white cloth bandages around her arms, Matt inhales her victimized look. Staring at her covered wounds, Matt sighs, 

"You're so fucking beautiful." 

A rush of red washes over Emma's face as she grins, 

"Thanks…" 

She does not think about why he said it, she is more content with the fact that he said it. Emma hears those words so little that when they grace her ears she does not think of their meaning. There are no questions that fill her mind, just the warm feeling that they bring. Matt knows that she harbors much weakness and that is what turns him on. He views his place in a girl's heart as the twisted pit that drives them to do what he wishes. As he cradles them in his arms, he can talk 80 





them into doing anything and he knows that he can get away with it. 

Most girls would not let Matt cut them, no matter how good he looks or how charismatic he is. For Matt, it takes a special breed of person, one that has been conditioned by society's rejection. These beaten souls will conform to be on the outskirts of normalcy at any cost. Girls like Emma who have been kicked and stepped on from so many men that they will put up with anything. They crave for acceptance while Matt craves something else—something much darker. 

Emma looks at her bandaged wrists, "Man, these hurt more now than they did before." 

Matt lights a little cigar and takes a sip from his whiskey glass. Exhaling a puff of smoke, he leans into her and asks, 

"Do you really know what hurt is?" 

Staring into his glaring eyes, Emma answers, "I think so…" 

"Let me see your arm…" 

Extending her wounded limb to Matt so trusting, Matt takes her arm and takes a deep drag from his cigar. Blowing out the smoke, he suddenly drives the burning end into her arm. Trying to pull away, Matt yells, "Don't fight it! Embrace it! When you learn to master your pain the possibilities become endless!" 

Whimpering deep breaths through her clinched teeth, she struggles to break away. Losing herself in the agony, tears fill her eyes as the pain shoots through her brain. The scent of burning flesh fills the air between them while Matt fights to keep her angelic wing still. When Matt pulls the cigar from Emma's arm, her eyes roll back and she falls to the floor, aching. Taking deep breaths, she tries to fight the excruciating sensation. Squirming on the carpet, she attempts to disembody herself from the burning as she breathes in the stench of her scorched flesh. 

Re-lighting the stogie, Matt exhales, "These are the lessons that hurt, but they're the lessons that teach the most… 
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learn from your hurt. Learn to love it and you’ll yearn to hold it in your arms." 

Matt slugs from his glass of whiskey and then peers around the kitchen counter at Emma. Taking another drag from his cigarette, he shakes his head at her, "To be with me, you have to be stronger than this Emma… this world can be ours but you have to want it." 

Weeping, she whispers, "I do want it, baby…" Matt says nothing in response to her. He simply blows a kiss of smoke in her direction. Closing her eyes, she tries to embrace that hurt that Matt has bestowed upon her. 



After dropping Donnie off at his apartment, Parker and Kelly make their way back to his house. The two share small talk about their likes as the stars shine bright above them. 

Escaping into the night, they are finally alone to share a peaceful moment. Kelly wares her nerves on the inside and her buzz allows her to play it cool. Parker wants to show her how deep he really is, but he is afraid how it will appear to Kelly. Her rough exterior always leaves him suspended in wondering if she really wants anyone in her life. This angle of hard candy that she plays is her defense to keep heart intact. It keeps men like the ones who hurt her mother and sister at bay, while unfortunately, fending off nice guys like Parker. 

For Kelly's sake, Parker is not easily strayed. There is something he sees in her, something most guys cannot—a soft side. 

Parking in his driveway, Parker steps out of the car and says, "Looks like my roommates are out again." 

Kelly closes the car door behind her and retorts with a raise of her eyebrows, "Does this mean we're alone?" 

Parker grins while trying to conceal the blush in his cheeks, "Well, yeah? Unless there is some deranged killer waiting for us inside?" 
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Walking up the driveway to the front door, Parker tries to play off his goofiness. All the while, Kelly follows behind him, finding his reactions to be, as she calls it "adorable". 

Entering the house, Parker walks into the kitchen, "You want something to drink?" 

"Sure, gimmie something fruity and something boozy." 

Giving a nod, Parker says, "You got it…" 

Taking a seat at one of the three bar stools lined along the counter on outside of the kitchen, she lights a cigarette. 

Catching herself, "Oh shit! I'm sorry can I smoke in here?" 

"Yeah, all of my room-mates smoke. My parents used to smoke when I was growin' up, so the smell really doesn't bother me." 

"Non-smokers constantly bitch about that shit. They're sittin' a grease pit eating shit that will kill you faster than anything else, and their bitchin' about a little smoke?" 

Parker shrugs, "No one complained until the government told them too." 

"Yeah, now those same people weigh like four-hundred pounds and ride around on those scooters because they can't pick out their nasty shit in the grocery store on foot." 

Laughing, Parker reaches into the refrigerator and grabs a beer. Twisting off the cap, he replies, "Yeah, you're right. In all honesty, the crap that's being dumped into our water and our air is worse than someone's little cigarette." 

Pausing to take a swig, he continues, "I just don't know how you smokers can afford it… almost six bucks a pack? 

Jesus, when my parents smoked it was a buck a pack!" 

Kelly shrugs, "I smoke the cheapies…" 

"Sure, but those are still like four bucks a pack, right?" 

"Yeah, they’re about that." 

Pulling out a cup from the cupboard, Parker fills it with ice from the feature on his refrigerator's door. "Joe, one of my room-mates, he rolls his own… he gets a pound of really good tobacco for like twenty bucks and box of filters and makes them up with a little slider." 
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"Really?" 

Filling the cup with some rum, he adds some fruit punch over it and answers, "Yeah… you should look into it… might save yourself some dough." 

With a nod, Kelly says, "I'll do that…" 

Giving the mixture a quick stir with a plastic straw, Parker hands the drink to Kelly. "Here you go, Madam… 

your drink." 

Kelly smiles, "Why, thank you sir." 

She takes a big sip and gives a thumb up. Parker chuckles before taking a sip from his beer and comments, 

"You love that liquor, don't ya?" 

Prying her lips from the straw, she answers, "It helps…" 

"It helps what?!" Parker asks with a laugh that emphasizes his question. 

Reserving her answer, Kelly thinks about her mother and all of the stress that she places on her. Her thoughts harp on her sister, and how much of her load she carries because she is viewed as the baby. She ponders on the sudden moves her family has made as well as Ophelia being a heroin addicted prostitute. Working a dead end job while she pines for some kind of education to lift the weight from her mother, she keeps it all inside. 

Not wanting to unload her problems on Parker, she simply sighs, "I'm kidding… I just like to drink." 

"Nothin' wrong with that… I like to drink, but I can't keep up with you." 

With a simple shrug, Kelly quips, "Few can…" 

Feeling lesser in masculinity, Parker asks, "Wanna do a shot?" 

Swallowing a sip from her drink, Kelly asks, "Of what?" 

"Well, I got this whiskey…" 

Reaching into his bottom cabinet, he pulls out a glass bottle with no label that contains a clear liquid. Placing it on the counter in front of Kelly, he says, "It's supposed to be moonshine, but I never tried it…" 
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Taking a gulp from her cup, Kelly says, "Fuck it, I'm game…" 

Parker takes two shot glasses from the cupboard and starts pouring. He fills the glasses with potent fluid to the penned lines below their tops. Smelling the fumes, Parker gasps, "Jesus… this shit is like racing fuel!" 

Passing the shot to Kelly, she takes a whiff and scrunches her nose, "Damn! Where did you get this shit from?!" 

"My uncle… he lives out in the swamps of Louisiana, out where the buses don't run, ya know? His friend makes this stuff in a bath tub inside of his house." 

Shaking her head from the scent, Kelly raises her shot glass as Parker raises his. Tapping the tips of one another's glasses, they down the potent liquid. Slamming down the ounces, they react with the same look of disgust to the burning taste. Kelly slams the small glass down on the counter and quickly gulps down the fruity concoction to mask the flavor of the shot. Parker gulps down his beer to chase the stagnant taste from his tongue. 

Lighting a cigarette, Kelly says, "Fuck, that burned! 

What the hell did he make that with, gasoline?" 

Coughing, Parker exclaims, "I don't fuckin' know… I'm not drinkin' that shit again!" 

Sliding off her stool, Kelly walks over to Parker as he drinks his beer. She looks into his eyes as he pulls the bottle from his lips. Taken back, he asks, "What? What are you looking at?" 

Taking him off guard, she kisses him. At first, Parker is stunned but he eases into her. Kissing her back, he wraps his arms around her, returning the passion that he has received. 

As she pushes herself in deeper, he pulls her in closer; welcoming he every advance. Gripping her body tightly, his hands caress Kelly's curves as she grinds her body against him. Losing themselves in their actions, the two cannot believe where they are right now. In sexual excitement, they embrace one another. Driving their kisses deeper; their bodies 85 





form a traction that molds them into one lusting energetic being. 

Tearing each other's layers of clothing off, Parker pushes Kelly towards his bedroom. His shirt fades to the floor as Kelly's top is pulled from over her. Kelly's hands unbutton his blue jeans as Parker kisses her breasts, covered by a tan silk bra. While she edges down his pants, Parker awkwardly unhooks her bra and it drips from her body on to the floor. 

Groping her naked breasts, Kelly gasps with sensual passion as she quivers. Stripping one another bare in the throes of sexual exploration, they conform to their deepest pleasures, ecstasy in its purest human form. 

Kelly massages her body against Parkers, kissing as she becomes lost in the idea of finally having him. As much as Parker has dreamed of having Kelly, Kelly has equally dreamt of having him. The silence of their secret crush is broken with a scream from their connection. Shredding the layers from one another, the two become one, eloping in the heat of passion. They join as one in the name of everything that they had ever yearned for. Taking their time, exploring one another; this is love making in its purest form. 



Lighting a cigarette, Ophelia takes her cell phone and goes down the list of people in her calling circle. Drunk and high, she hits one of the numbers hoping for the best. The phone dials out and the person answers, "Hello?' 

"Hey Mark, it's Ophelia." 

"What's up babe?" 

"I need somethin' and I was wonderin' if ya could get for me?" 

"Oh, yeah… what's that?" 

"A gun…" 

With a scoff, Mark asks, "What do ya need a fucking gun for, is someone bothering you?" 

"Never mind that, can ya get me one?" 
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After a short pause, he answers, "I can get anything… 

what are ya lookin' for?" 

"Somethin' powerful but somethin' I can use, ya know?" 

"Yeah, I got it… look… call me tomorrow and I'll see what I can get ya, okay? 

"Sure…" 

Hanging up the phone, Ophelia takes a drag from her cigarette as she wonders where she went wrong. Within herself she pines for another way out, but she finds no other way. The only thing she can think of is standing her ground and finally fighting back. She starts to adapt to the idea that she does not want to have to move again. Arming herself, she does not have to explain to her older daughters why they have to pack it up. Ophelia tells herself that if she puts Dillon down then the running away will end. With a single bullet she can lay her misery to rest forever. 

The way she sees it, this has been a long time coming in respect to Dillon. All of the times he has hit her and the hurt he has cast upon her; she dreams of the bullets that right her struggles. Though he sees himself as a father to her daughters, she views him as a parasite that will suck them dry. Begging her deity for justice, she hopes that she can get a gun on the cheap. In Ophelia's mind, she knows that she must do something. The more Dillon makes contact with her, the more she fears for safety of her and daughters. After years of running, this is what it has come to—backed into a corner to face the darkness head on. 

Thinking about holding that gun in the palm of her hand, Ophelia knows that she has to do what she can to keep him away. She thinks about the fleeting moments that will echo through her victims head, and she feels content in behind the veil of self defense. Questioning her fortitude, she wonders if she will have what it takes to squeeze the trigger. Exhaling a deep breath, she tells herself that she has to do this. For too long she has let the fear of this man's actions drive every moment in her life. As long as he is walking this planet he 87 





will continue to terrorize her and her daughters. Dillon has driven her to this moment of desperation. He has pushed her over the edge of rationale thought and into the realms of this survivor mentality. 
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CHAPTER 11 

















The hours push towards the early morning as Matt drops Emma off at home. She gives him a tired peck on the cheek and follows it with a grin that is dimmed from exhaustion. 

Sliding out of his car, she walks up the driveway, wearing one of his jackets to cover the bandages on her arms. Emma knows that her mother and her sister will question her relentlessly over her mysterious wounds. If she was forced to explain it to them, she knows that they would never understand. They would think she was losing it and that Matt was out to hurt her, or maybe worse. Her mother would forbid her to see him again and there would be a huge blowout between the three of them. Since Kelly was out to get Matt anyway, it was better to keep this new and exciting kind of play to herself. 
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Walking through the door, she gives a quick look around for signs of her mother and sister. Seeing that the coast is clear, she heads to her bedroom. Closing the door behind her, she starts going through her drawers in search of her long sleeve shirts. Finding a big, baggy long sleeve, she strips down to her panties and slips the shirt over her body. Just as she is ready to crawl into bed, there is a knock at her bedroom door. With a sigh, Emma makes her way to the door and opens it to find Ophelia standing in the doorway. 

"Hey, mom… what's up?" 

"Did you have a good night?" 

Emma's eyes wander as she stutters to answer, "Uh… 

um… yeah, sure." 

"So, are you going to tell me who he is?" 

Playing coy, Emma questions, "Who?" 

Giving her daughter a smirk and a raised eyebrow, Ophelia retorts, "The guy you have been seeing for week now… the one who just dropped you off at home at three in the morning?" 

Emma grins, "He's a guy I met at the Italian Garden… 

he's sweet and he's gorgeous." 

"Oh yeah, and does this magic man have a name?" 

"His name is Matt…" 

"… and what does this Matt do?" 

"Oh, um…" Stalling for to find a lie; she runs her fingers through her hair nervously and answers, "He uh, works in construction." 

Watching her daughter's fidgety movements and folded arms, Ophelia's intuition tells her that Emma is hiding something from her. She knows that Emma is not going to open up to her so quickly. Given the track record of men that Emma has taken into her life, she is always playing defense to her mother and sister. Her daughter is no longer a child and she cannot stop her from seeing someone she deems as "bad". 

Emma has her know-it-all attitude and she is going to do what she wants regardless of what anyone else tells her. All that 90 





Ophelia can hope for is that her little girl has learned from past mistakes. 

"Just take it slow, baby… alright?" 

"I am, mom… don't worry." 

Reluctantly giving up the questioning for the time being, Ophelia wishes Emma sweet dreams and retires to her room. 

Emma crawls into bed and stares at the wrapped marks that Matt had given her earlier. Now that the glow has faded she is left to wonder if this is what she has to look forward too. She asks herself if this what she really wants in a relationship. Her fears start to surface, questioning if she can handle this afflictive form of affection. Cradling herself within her comforter, she harps on Matt burning her with his cigarette. 

Pondering, she asks, "Did he do it to hurt me or too teach me something?" The doubts of whether or not she can keep up with his hazardous lifestyle takes over to the point of her clinching her pillow for comfort. 

Wanting to give him the benefit of the doubt, she brushes his odd infatuations off as simply "kinky". She finds herself strangely drawn to his mysterious vibe that he exudes. Even though she is plagued with questions about him, her attraction is drawn by his confidence and his style of intelligence. Matt is everything that she has read and had come to dream for. 

Her wishes to fall for a strong, shadowy figure whose motives are clouded by his actions. This is the darker side of romance that Emma has always been fascinated with. Never before did she think that this type of adventure could be real and now that she has it, she second guesses her strength to dabble in it with Matt. 

What Emma does not fully understand is that Matt finds release in physically hurting himself and others. He hates humanity and everything that the functioning world stands for. In his thoughts, he pines for some kind of Armageddon—

a global havoc that would send people in mass to their graves. 

His dreams are filled with destruction and chaos while he stalks the planet, smiling at any amount of destruction that 91 





takes place. For him, this is life is a tortured existence where he suffers day in and day out. He has no friends and can never hold on to anyone that grows to care for him. Genuine concern is a form of sympathy, a weakness that he cannot afford to have. Given his nature, Matt is a text book example of sociopath. 

Slipping into her slumber, Emma tells herself that she can be the driving force to change him. With so many questions lingering about him, she rests by convincing her conscious that she will know everything about him in due time. Ignoring the ample warnings, she finds solace in the throes of self-delusion. She can be the one of several to make a difference in his life and chip away his defensive shell. Her love will somehow break through his poisoned mold and make him feel accepted, prying him open like an oyster. 

Cradled in her ignorance, she closes her eyes with ease and drifts away. 



As morning breaks through the clouds, Kelly rolls away from Parkers arms and starts getting dressed. She tries to move softly to not wake him but to no avail. Cracking his lids open, he asks, "Where are you running off too?" 

Snapping her bra, "I gotta go…" 

"I was hoping to get breakfast…" 

Pulling her shirt over her messy hair, she replies, "I can't…not today." 

Parker questions her sudden brush off, "Why? Gotta work? Gotta another hot date?" 

Turning to him with a heavy sigh, Kelly says, "Look, I like you, but I can't handle a relationship right now." 

"Whoa, hey, I asked you to breakfast, not a quick trip to a Vegas altar." 

"I know… I mean, I just don't wanna get all caught up, ya know? One minute it's breakfast and then its lunch, and, boom! Then were havin' dinner..." 
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Laying his head back on to his pillow, Parker sighs, 

"Okay, call me whenever then, I guess?" 

Taking a seat on the edge of the bed, Kelly quickly slides her shoes on. "I'll call you, really… I promise." 

Rolling his eyes, Parker answers Kelly in a sarcastic tone, "Alright then… talk to ya then." 

Standing up, Kelly exclaims, "Don't be that way. Don't act like I owe you because you fucked me!" 

Sitting up, Parker quickly replies, "Hey, I didn't twist your arm… so quit tryin' to pawn your bullshit psycho fears on me." 

Hitting a nerve, Kelly grunts back in an angered tone, 

"You don't know who the hell I am! I'm almost a fuckin' 

stranger to you!" 

"A stranger? Oh please… it's obvious to anyone who meets you for ten seconds that you keep a guard up against anyone who tries to really get to know who you are as a person." 

Failing to find the right words in her defense, Kelly grabs her purse and makes her way to the door. Parker watches her, thinking that he should have reserved himself more. Before reaching for the handle, Kelly turns around and says, "I like you Parker, but I really don't need this shit in my life right now.” 

Before he can respond, Kelly twists the door knob and walks out, slamming the door closed to any reaction from him. Leaving the house, Kelly is hit with the first rays of light, adding to further regret to her hangover. Squinting her eyes, she pulls her sunglasses out of her purse and starts walking the twelve long blocks to her car that is parked back at the bowling alley. The harsh morning sun beats down upon her as she chokes on her fowl tasting morning breath. 

Yearning for coffee, she thinks about what transpired mere moments ago. She does not shift the blame to herself, but she moves it solely to Parker. Her way of seeing it is; who is he to make her into something that she cannot be? After all she has 93 





witnessed from her sister and her mother in the respect of relationships, why should she compromise like they have so many times? 

Kelly's angered thoughts carry her through the blocks that she walks, wanting to strangle Parker for calling her out. 

She does not know why his words struck such a chord within her to spawn such a reaction. Telling herself that he is off base, she marches the winding sidewalks to get to her abandoned vehicle. Her thoughts scream "he doesn't know shit!" as she stops to light a cigarette. Exhaling her rage with her first taste of nicotine of the day, Kelly shakes her head at the situation that she just left behind. Walking faster while taking deep drags, she tells herself that Parker is wrong about her. Dismissing his crass diagnosis, she uses the simple reasoning that he does not know a single thing about her. If he did know her, he would not have been pressuring her in the way he did. 

Turning the corner, Kelly wipes away the beads of sweat that are forming on her forehead. While her pores expel their toxins, she finds herself battling her own thoughts. Debating whether or not she should throw caution to the wind and give Parker an honest chance. She knows he is a good man with a steady job and a place to call his own. Donnie is forever bragging about how great of a guy Parker is and how he is one of the nicest people that he has ever known. Kelly knows this, and this is why she likes him so much. Part of her fear is finding out that the person in question is not the catch she thought he would be. This element of perfection is something that she ties others too; however she does not see her own flaws. 

Sweaty and thirsty, her head pounds as her feet throb beneath her aching knees. Flicking her finished butt, she says aloud, "Fuck, I'm never doing this again!" 

She sees the bowling alley from where she is and gets the sudden desire to run the rest of the way. Hit with the image of her running for no ungodly reason, she takes a deep breath 94 





and picks up her steps. In the midst of thinking about going home, taking a bath and going to bed she realizes that she has to be work in a few hours. The thought of having to go in her state makes her want to quit. Ever the trooper, she tells herself that her wounds are self inflicted and continues her journey towards her car. 



The clock strikes eleven in the sleepy beachside town as Donnie finishes prepping the pizzeria for opening. Whenever he is scheduled, Donnie opens the restaurant alone. Lots-O-Crust is a small scale pizza place with one location and one owner. They only serve pizza, garlic bread sticks, and chicken wings. Given the small space and the fact that they do not deliver, the business is solely based on carry-out orders. 

Donnie's job is to be there at 10 'O clock so he can start three different types of their pizzas for their11 'O clock opening time. 

Kelly is supposed to be at work at eleven; however she is running behind by fifteen minutes. Donnie watches the clock as his fresh pizzas cool. As a boss, he pretends to be angered that she is not on time, but the jealousy that he harbors tells a different story. In his mind, all he can do is guess what she and Parker did the night before. His attempts to call her cell phone fall short; it rings once and then goes straight to voice mail. Trying to call Parker, he just gets his voicemail, driving his rage even further. Graphically visioning them in the heat of sexual passion, Donnie paces behind the counter as if he wants to punch something. 

Suddenly Kelly pushes through the door, without looking at Donnie she says, "I know, I'm late… I'm sorry. My cell died and I couldn't call." 

Looking at her as she rushes by, he says nothing in response. Donnie takes a breath to calm his nerves and sits down upon his stool. As Kelly goes down her list of excuses, he tunes her out and thinks about what the girl of his dreams and his best friend did the prior evening. He convinces 95 





himself that she is late because she was in the throes of Parker's lusting grasp. Shaking his head at his thoughts, he asks with a heavy tone of sarcasm, "So, how was your night?" 

"It was alright… how was yours?" 

Shaking his head in shame, Donnie simply responds, 

"Fine…" 

Sensing the hostility in his voice, Kelly comes around the corner and asks, "What's the matter?" 

Looking towards the floor, he responds, "Nothin'…" 

Kelly does not register that Donnie is upset that she went home with Parker. In her mind, Donnie is completely off of her radar. She views him as a friend and nothing beyond that. 

As nice as he is, he does not challenge her in the ways that Parker does. The ways he carries himself also turns Kelly off, she is into a man who cares about his appearance, not one who is an outgoing slob. While she likes Donnie's personality and enjoys his company, she would never find herself in his bed. Unfortunately for Donnie, this leaves him in the position of consistently finding himself in the friend's box. 

Trying to be subtle in getting answers, Donnie asks, "So, do you like him?" 

"Parker? Yeah… he's alright." 

"Like a good friend… or what?" 

Kelly gives Donnie an odd look, "Yeah… why do you ask?" 

Playing it cool, Donnie shrugs, "No reason… I'm just curious." 

Picking up on where Donnie is going with his questioning, Kelly sighs, "I really don't want to date anyone right now. Sure, sex is cool sometimes, but I just can't commit anything to anyone. Hell, I can't even commit to myself!" 

He nods, holding back from asking the question that he already knows the answer to in, Donne stands up and says, 

"Look, I gotta go to the back for a few… watch the phones." 

Walking to the back, he steps into the walk in refrigerator and closes the door behind him. Taking a deep breath, he 96 





pulls out his one hitter and taps the tip with a spark from his lighter. Inhaling the herbal smoke, he closes his eyes as he slowly exhales. The creeping high fills him with warmth while he tells himself that everything is going to be fine. This is a temporary fix that helps in easing the anger he feels towards Parker. Hitting the pipe again, he momentarily is filled with confidence that he will one day meet the person who is perfect for him. As the negativity is forced out, his head surges with positive thinking. Tapping the ashes out into the corner, Donnie sprays some cologne to cover the scent and walks back to the front with a smile on his face. 
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CHAPTER 12 













The clock strikes high noon as Ophelia's phone starts to ring. Looking at the caller ID screen, the call is coming from a blocked number. Her heart races as she prepares herself for Dillon harassment. She answers the call with a sound of uncertainty in her voice, "Hello?" 

"Ophelia, it's Mark…" 

She sighs with relief, "Oh, hi Mark…" 

"I gotta guy I'm meetin' a little later, if you come with me you can get somethin' from him." 

"Sure, just call me before you leave." 

"Alright, I'll see ya later." 

Ophelia hangs up the phone and tosses it on her bed. She lights a cigarette as she continues to question if she is doing the right thing. Sleeping on and off the night before, she spent most of her time pacing around the house. Her exhaustion is held back by the fear that courses through her. Unable to relax, she spent most of her night chain smoking and 98 





drinking. Desperate to salvage her piece of mind; she hoped that these vices could somehow snub her nervous energy. 

Now she finds herself in the afternoon of the next day with a headache and her body ravaged from stress. Hurting for her drug of choice, she is debating what she needs more. 

As much as she wants to shoot up, she tells herself to wait. Between meeting the arms dealer and her lack of cash she puts herself in the corner of making a choice. With the little heroin that she has left and lack of money for her firearm, she wants to save her high for a better time. Having only a certain amount of money to spend, it boils down to her either continuing to get her fix or buying a gun. She knows that she must defend herself and her family so she fights to decide. Walking around her room, she smokes her cigarette as she fights her bodily urges. 

Once a drug like heroin takes control of you, it becomes physical—a hunger, much like your need for food. When the hurting begins, it pales in compassion to anything else. After this drug as adapted to your body's chemistry you are willing to sacrifice anything for the smallest taste. You tell yourself that all you need is a little but a little becomes more. Before you know it, the addiction becomes the most important thing in your life and everything else dwarfs into trivialities. Food, water; these things have no room for concern when you are yearning for your dose. No matter what you do, you are a slave to the drug and obey it's every wish. 

As much as Ophelia starts to hurt, she keeps telling herself that she is embedded in a life or death situation. The shaking builds, but she knows that she must fight it. Locking the door to her room, she lights another cigarette as she paces from wall to wall, waiting for the call from Mark. Taking deep drags from her smoke, she paces while she gazes at the drawer that holds her hit. She tells herself a tiny taste is all she needs; a tiny taste will set her straight from where she is now. However it is never a small taste for her. That small taste always grows from less than a gram to a full gram. From 99 





a full gram, she will cook two grams and shoot them with the greatest of ease. For Ophelia, enough is hardly ever enough to keep her satisfied. 

As she lies down on her bed, she stares at the ceiling, pulling hard drags from her cigarette. Sadly, no matter how much she tries to fight it, she finds herself sitting up and preparing to cook up what she has left for a quick ingestion. 

Trying to convince herself, she says, "All I need is a little to calm myself, I'll save the res for later…" There is no truth in this kind of speak. What she tries to save for later becomes her next dose in less than an hour. This is how it goes for her, the ever moving bullet train that she finds herself chasing—

never fulfilling by a thirst ever-lasting. 



Matt parks in the driveway of a different house on the same street where Emma lives. It is a house that is no longer occupied with a foreclosure sign in the front yard. He walks down the street and cuts around to the side of Emma’s house. 

Coming up to the screened in back porch, he opens the tin door slowly and walks inside. Taking his time, Matt walks over to the sliding glass door and eases it open. Wearily, he creeps inside and steps into the living room, sliding the door shut behind him with care. Peering around his surroundings, he spots the hallway and makes his way towards it. His instincts tell him that Emma's room is somewhere close as he sneaks through the quiet house, moving through the dark hallway. 

Coming to the bathroom, he nudges the semi-closed door open. Moving on to the other rooms, he comes to Kelly's closed door. Giving the knob a twist, he applies the slightest amount of pressure and pushes it open. With a quick look around, he knows that it is not Emma's room. Closing the door behind him softly, he moves to the next room across the hall. Turning the door knob, he pushes his way through the entrance with caution. Stepping into her room, he sees her 100 





sleeping in her bed; resting in content. Matt closes the door behind him softly without taking his eyes away from her. 

The door latches into its hinges as Matt walks over to her desk chair and takes seat. He watches her sleep as the sun light attempts to penetrate her thick, dark curtains. Reclining in her chair, he runs his finger through the top of his scalp as she slightly tosses and turns in her slumber. Matt looks on, lusting over her vulnerable beauty, knowing he could do anything to her in this moment and get away with it. Glaring into her sealed eyes, he imagines himself cutting a hole into her and having his way with it. Morbid visions dance within his mind as he fantasizes his would-be actions with her helpless body. 

Suddenly her eyes open to see him sitting before her, forcing her to sit up in her bed. "Matt, what are you doing here?!" she asks with startled concern. 

"I missed you," he responds as he lights a cigar. 

Rubbing her eyes, Emma retorts, "But you can't be here…" 

"Why not?" Matt exhales with the smoke. 

Emma answers, "You just can't… my mom's in her room and my sister is…" 

"Not here." he says, cutting her off with his tone of arrogance. 

"But…" 

"Don't worry about it." 

As Emma tries to catch up to her racing thoughts, Matt continues, "We're damn near alone here and I just wanted to check on you… is that so wrong?" 

Taken by his seemingly caring candor, Emma drops her guard, "No," she replies with a smile. 

Taking a puff from his stogie, he says, "Get dressed… I'll take you out for somethin' to eat." 

Sighing she says, "I'm tired… can you come by later without breaking into my house?" 
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"First off, I didn't break in… and no, come with me now or I'm goin' by myself." 

Emma falls back into her bed and sighs, "Alright… let me get dressed!" 

Sitting back in her chair, he watches her slide out of bed and get dressed. Matt gets off knowing that he can talk Emma into doing anything that he wishes. With a grin, he watches her get dressed at his will. He takes great pride in barging in on her and bending her to his bidding. Bearing a sick smile across his face he knows that he has her right where he wants her. She will do anything that he asks, whenever he asks her to do so. The games that rest in his mind are endless and she is there merely as a piece of meat to be toyed with. 

Most girls would wonder how he got into their sanctuary, while Emma grins and morphs herself to what he wants. 

Without question, she does as she is told and follows his every command. No matter how tired she is, she does as he says and slips on her boots with sleep deprived actions. The need of sleep rides her every movement as she gets herself together for him. Her need to be whisked away by her prince overrides any fears that she should have in this moment. 

Emma finds a twisted form of romance in Matt's barging in on her to take her to breakfast. She does not pose the questions that she should. Taken by the spontaneity of the situation, she plays along with an ignorant smile. 

The two leave by way of the front door while Ophelia is laid up in her room. Focused on her high, she does not hear the commotion going on in the front of her house. Matt and Emma slip out of the front door without detection while Ophelia momentarily slips away. As Matt makes his way to his car, Emma shuts and locks the door behind her. Getting into his car as Emma tries to catch up, he turns the key as the Foo Fighter's "Everlong" kicks in on his stereo. 

Matt turns up his radio with a grin as he backs out of the abandoned drive way. Backing out to the street, Emma hustles to the car. Pressing on the breaks, she jumps in and 102 





Matt accelerates, blowing by her house. The two make their way out to the main drag for a diner that serves greasy food at a cheap price. Emma slides on her big black sunglasses and lies back in the seat of Matt's high octane vehicle. Listening to the song blaring through the car speakers, she is lost in the moment of being with her love. 

The wheels twist with turns off of the neighborhood blocks as Matt steers them towards the main drag. Emma becomes lost in the song's meaning as she smiles at the sun being joined with her lover. She does not stop to think about the stalker like manner in which he arrived earlier. All she can harp on is that she is with him now no matter how he came to her. Brushing every question off with acceptance, Emma does not allow the sickness of Matt's behavior to register. Falling even further for him, she loses herself in the idea of her total escape. As the radio explodes with the familiar song, the car races to a place of Matt's choice. 

Without the care of concern, Emma relaxes in the breeze that flows through the rolled down widows. Smiling with closed eyes to the wind; it caresses her face as it blows through her hair. 



The day has moved slowly for Donnie, it has been just he and Kelly as the orders have been few. Staring at the phones and constantly staring at the clock, Donne cannot wait to be at home. His high has long since worn off, leaving him back to where he was earlier; battling with his jealousy. He keeps his cool and says nothing to Kelly while he wears a fake smile and pretends everything is fine. Kelly knows that there is something wrong with him; she sees glimpses of this cracking through phony facade. She notices his nervous twitch, looking to the clock and fiddling with his cell phone. 

Once the time comes for Donnie to leave, he simply says 

"bye" to Kelly on his way out of the door. She watches him walk to his car, wondering what she might have done to upset him. As he stomps away, she tells herself that he is probably 103 





in one of his famous moods. There are times when Donnie is laughing and with a sudden shift, he becomes morose. With the drop of a dime, he goes from being content to being distraught. Situations such as these are not so few and far between regarding Donnie. This shift happens so often, that it is almost natural to expect it from him. Shrugging off her puzzlement, she answers the pizzeria's ringing phone. 

Leaving the pizza place behind, Donnie races as fast he can towards his apartment. However, the more he thinks about Parker and Kelly, the more he wants to lash out at Parker. Gripping the steering wheel, he continues to revel in his emotions, feeding his rage. Donnie makes a sudden right turn, squealing his tries on to Parker's street. Not caring that he is going ten miles over the speed limit in a residential area, he combs over what he is going to do when he gets there. 

Looking over to his speedometer, his eyes grow at how fast he is going. Applying pressure to the brakes, he tries to regain his cool as the needle lowers in the gauge. 

Coming up to Parker's house, Donnie slows his car to a stop. He looks out at the house, wondering what he should do. 

Temptation arises in him with a fire in his stomach, the urge to storm in and start pounding on Parker. Fantasies of reasonless violence against his friend run wild through his head. As if he can heal himself by punching away the pain of his rejection. Sliding the car into park, Donnie sits back and breathes heavily through his nose. Holding back from his brash actions, he second guesses himself. Losing himself in breaths, he questions whether or not he could go through with beating up his best friend. 

As he stares at the house, he reminded himself of a time when Parker had come to his rescue. It was quite some time back at one of Parker’s parties. Donnie had too much drink and smoke, finding himself hitting on the wrong girl at the wrong time while Parker was conversing with some guys in the kitchen. The girl in question had been hitting on Donnie 104 





most of the night, drunk and shooting him the kind of blatant signals that any warm blooded man could read. 

Out of nowhere, this girl's ogre-like boyfriend appeared at the house looking for his woman. He was high on coke, fueled by testosterone, and ready to hand Donnie a merciless beating. Catching a glimpse of this guy pushing on Donnie, Parker ran out of the kitchen and intervened. Stepping between the two, Parker explained to the jilted lover that Donnie had no idea that she was taken and that she had arrived with some of her girl friends. Parker talked the guy down and made him leave the party without a touch of violence. In the end, he saved Donnie from a potentially gruesome beating at the hands of raging coke head. 

Donnie thinks about these moments of the past, reminding himself what kind of friend he really has. These two have been through too much together for him to wade through his home like a gorilla and try to tear him apart. They have had their ups and downs, but they have always had each other's backs. Thinking about what he wanted to do, a cold feeling curdles in his stomach. He thinks about how he was about to sacrifice this friendship for a girl he does not have the guts to tell how he really feels. 

Sliding the car out of park, Donnie pulls away from Parker’s house and gives up what he now sees as a meaningless fight. Sighing to the realization of a sound thought, he decides to leave the situation alone. This moment of clarity leaves him feeling weakened as he was on the verge of destroying his friendship with Parker. Lighting a half smoked joint, Donnie presses down on the gas and makes his way back home. 
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CHAPTER 13 















Leaving the road side diner, Matt takes Emma to a place where they can be alone—an abandoned graveyard. The old grave yard just off of US-1 is rumored to be a lot of things by the area residents. Some say it was once a burial site for slaves and others claim is was a resting place for confederate soldiers. For Matt, the history does not matter so much to him—this is just a place where he comes to clear his head and to be alone. This area is hidden off of the main road and shrouded by brush. Passers-by cannot see in and you can barely see their headlights through the unkempt foliage that surrounds the area. 

There is not much left of the cheap grave markers, the concrete has all but crumbled and turned into dust. Unread-able last names faded into the withered remains of the head stones. In a total of thirty spots, there are only fifteen makers that left. Emma walks around inspecting the macabre scene as 106 





Matt relaxes and gives her the run down from the rumor mill. 

He tells her about the stories that people spun when he was kid, how if you went in you would never walk out. Every town has their urban legends, you hear these tales when you are young—when everything seems to be so plausible. This is before you grow up to walk in the shoes of the disappointed idealist. 

Emma laughs, "Well, every place has their stories, don't they?" 

"Yeah, pretty much…" Matt takes a drag from his smoke and continues, "Really, I was never scared of this place… it's like I knew better, you know?" 

"I would have been scared to death." 

"I was never scared in that way because I knew that none of that hocus pocus is true." 

Looking at him with a smirk, Emma comments, "This is coming from a guy who gets off on blood play?" 

Matt shrugs, "Blood is of the earth. Like flesh, it's something you can touch. Ghosts and goblins are all bullshit. 

They’re just fantastic tales to tantalize the minds of young kids by scarin’ the shit out of them." 

Emma shakes her head at Matt's statement, "I believe in ghosts… I've seen them with my own eyes." 

"Yeah, sure you have…" Matt says in a condescending tone. 

"Hey, don't patronize me. I have seen ghosts. I saw them when I was a kid." 

Matt leans over on to a head stone and says, "Alright… 

so tell me about it?" 

Knowing that Matt is just going to make fun of her, Emma declines to open up, "No. Fuck you. You're just gonna laugh at me and give me shit." 

Matt sighs with a smile, "Oh, the plight of being a believer." 

"See? You're being a dick…" 

"Come on, I'm just playing around.” 107 





Dropping her guard, Emma caves and tells him her story, 

"Well, when I was a little, I grew up in Panama City. We lived like two blocks away from the inlet, so that was where we used to hang out. One night Kelly left me there by myself and this man came up to me, wearing a fedora and a trench coat." 

Pausing for a moment, Kelly sits on the ground and continues, "The closer he got, the more scared I was. I mean, I was so young then and I just wanted to go home. When he came up to me, he asked in a deep voice, 'what's wrong little girl?' For some reason my fears were pushed away and I felt this warmth as he spoke to me. He held his out to mine and I put my hand in his. He told me 'come with me, I'll walk you home…' I felt safe with him, like he would protect me from anything, y'know?" 

Getting caught up in her story Emma pauses again and takes a deep breath. Breathing out, she goes on, "Walking closer to the trailer park, I see my sister, who is running up to me. Seeing this, the man says nothing… we just kept walking. I tell him who she is, that she is nice and she will like him. Finally, my sister reaches us; she tells me mom is worried, dad isn't home yet and so on. Once she finishes, I try to introduce her to my new friend. She looked at me so weird and said 'there's no one there, dummy!' When I looked up I suddenly felt his hand leave from mine and no one was there… he was gone." 

Matt tries to be nice and not laugh, but he cannot help but come off as facetious, "Wow, that's a great story Em, but…" 

He starts laughing without control. 

Emma lowers her eyes and shakes her head in disappointment, "See, this is why I keep things to myself…" 

"Oh, Em, exploit that wonderful sense of humor that you have?!" 

Seeing that she is upset, Matt collects himself and wanders over to her, "Look babe, I'm sorry, but I just don't believe in that sort of stuff… ya know?" 
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Looking up at Matt with a smirk, she replies, "Well, I suppose I can forgive your barbaric ways just this once." 

Moving in, he kisses her lips and draws back with slight nibble on her bottom lip. She puts her arms around Matt and places her heavy head on his chest. Closing her eyes, Matt asks, "Do you wanna stay the night here?" 

Emma wants to say that she would like to spend the night amongst the spooky scenery, but her inhibitions refuse to allow her to do so. Her stuttering kicks in as she fights past her mental wall, "Well, uh, wh, wha, what if someone sees us?" 

Matt says, "Don't be silly, no one comes around here… 

this place is as dead as people that are buried here." 

"… then where will we sleep?" 

With confidence, Matt answers, "I have a tent in the trunk…" 

Emma looks at him with raised eye brows, "You drive around with a tent in your trunk?" 

"You never know when you might need it. I need to get some other things like a cooler and beer… so we should get goin'." 

Holding herself back from questioning her lover further, Emma agrees with a nervous smile. As big of a horror fan that she is, she shivers at the thought of spending the night in an abandoned cemetery. Being a staunch believer in the spirit world, Emma feels that this could be viewed as disrespect by the souls who wander those hallowed grounds. Knowing Matt's views on the subject, she knows that if she tells him how she really feels he would most likely just laugh at her again. Avoiding being his little punch line, she keeps her opinions to herself and plays along. Following Matt's lead, she gets in the car to go shopping for their special night together. 

She wants to be everything that Matt wants her to be, outgoing and as daring as he is. Her will to mold herself into being Matt's soul mate over rides any fear or moral that she 109 





holds on to. Emma does not see the outline that makes her stand-out and independent is fading, nor does she act like it matters. Everything she does and her every thought is about Matt, this man who she barely knows anything about. Casting caution aside she bends herself to his every whim and his every wish—a slave-like lover that follows his commands without question. No matter what he does or what he says, she will be there for him—forever and ever after. 



Ophelia wears her dark sunglasses as shields over her heavy hanging eyes. Black bags act like gutters, collecting her stress laced exhaustion for all to see. She rides passenger in Mark's pick-up truck as he takes her to see his friend. Too tried to care about how she looks, her hair is pulled back and she is covered up in a faded jogging suit. With the window rolled down in the beat up truck with no air conditioning while Ophelia chain smokes to ease her angst. Mark looks over at her as she stares blankly outside. He knows something is going on but she is not going to tell him. It is not in Ophelia's nature to dump her problems onto other people. 

Choosing the ladder, she would rather hold it in until it slowly poisons her. 

Mark is the only man that Ophelia sleeps with for no charge. He knows how she makes her money and what she does with it, but he keeps his opinions on her personal life to himself. Knowing enough about what Ophelia has been through, he knows better than to try and change her. They are merely friends who have sex and it is not his place to advise her on anything. As friends, Mark is aware of his limitations and keeps himself behind the line that Ophelia has drawn out of respect. After all, there would be a certain level of hypocrisy if Mark ever did confront Ophelia about her lifestyle. 

Before the economy took a turn for the worst, Mark was a licensed construction contractor who dealt in illegal gambling on the side. He started off small by taking bets on 110 





sports games for kicks, but after seeing how much money he could actually make, he turned to running underground poker houses. When the housing market collapsed and left all new construction grounded, Mark turned to his racket as a fulltime gig. Though he is making more money than he ever did as a contractor, he wishes he could have the legal front back. 

Mark is constantly looking over his shoulder and dealing with the bottom of the barrel of society. Watching others fall because of their slip ups, Mark keeps his focus and thinks twice before making a move. Driving around in a beat up pick-up truck and toning down his clothes, he keeps a low profile to not draw attention. His scruffy exterior throws most people off, leading them to believe that he is a lowly construction worker. 

Mark tells Ophelia, "This guy's name is De-Lo... he specializes in drugs but he just happens to have a few hand guns that he's lookin' to unload." 

She nods and asks, "Have they been used before?" 

"For the price he's sellin' these pieces for, I'm sure they have bodies on 'em." 

Ophelia shakes her head, "Is it too much to ask for a clean gun?" 

"No, but those pieces aren't in your price range, Doll. 

And for a new gun in a store there is a thirty day wait. Now, I called around and these are the best prices that I could find in such a sort amount of time." 

Pulling up to the house, Mark looks over at Ophelia and sees the look of dissatisfaction on her face. "Calm down, alright? This guy is cool and he's not going to fuck me over." 

With a sigh, Ophelia nods and replies, "A'ight, I'll see what he's got." 

"That's all I'm askin'… go in with an open mind and just be honest." 

Mark and Ophelia are in the middle of an up-scale neighborhood located off the beach. This is an area where the wealth lives, mostly people from generations of riches. De-111 





Lo's house sits with five others, located in a large cul-de-sac just off of highway A1A, where each house was built to the specifics of the owners. De-Lo's house sits at the end of a long drive way that is surrounded by shrubs and tasteful brush. 

Ophelia looks around at the houses and big and beautiful they are. A woman walking her dog across the street is caught off guard by the rustic bucket of bolts and the sketchy characters who are standing by it. 

Noticing the dog lady glaring at him, Marks asks, "What the fuck are you lookin' at lady? You want to take a picture?" 

She quickly turns her head and scurries up the sidewalk, not saying a word. Ophelia looks over at Mark, irritated, 

"While you're at it, ya wanna draw any more attention to us?" 

"Fuck her. It’s bad enough we're out past A1A in a heap of shit I have for a truck…" 

"Hey, don't talk shit about the ride that fuckin' got ya here." 

Ophelia scoffs, "You have a brand new Lexus SUV!" 

Mark replies in a loud whisper, "Yeah and I'm driving that POS to keep myself off of the radar." 

Getting to the front door, Mark rings the door bell as Ophelia lights another cigarette. De-Lo comes to the door as Ophelia is in mid drag. He opens the door and greets Mark with a smile and a hand shake, "How ya been, man?" 

Mark grins, "I've been good… this is Ophelia." 

De-Lo steps back, "Nice ta meet ya, but you gotta put that stink-stick out before you enter me casa." 

Ophelia looks around, "Where should I put it out at?" 

Pointing over towards the side, De-Lo answers, "Out in the dirt over there. Fuck, who comes up to people's homes smokin' in this day and age?" 

Mark shrugs and shakes his head as Ophelia holds her tongue. Putting the butt out in the dirt, she leaves it and walks back to the front door quickly. When she returns, De-Lo shoots her a smile and says, "There we go… you look so 112 





much prettier without that little white dick hanging out of your mouth." 

Trying not to laugh, Ophelia replies, "That's nice… such a gentlemen you are." 

De-Lo leads the two into his giant house and he walks them through slowly towards back. Taken in by the vaulted ceilings and the plush décor, Ophelia looks on in awe while wishing that she could live like this. This sight reminds her of every trailer home that she was ever confined too and every time she has had to slide her food stamp card—a subtle jealousy courses through her. Her eyes are opened wide under her dark sunglasses at the tasteful beach scene painting on the wall. Robbing quick glances outside from the giant clean widows out to the beach. She carries a secret hatred for anyone who lives this well, especially people who have acquired these well off means by working outside the constrictions of the law. 

Walking down the long hallway, De-Lo leads them into his bedroom. De-lo pulls a duffle bag from under bed and empties the contents on to his mattress. He separates the guns into a line from biggest to small; two nine millimeters, one 

.357, and two snub nose .38's. Stepping aside, De-Lo says, 

"The nine's are 400 a pop, the .357 is 350, and the subs are 300 and 250 bucks." 

Ophelia steps closer with her eyes held open wide behind her sun glasses. She picks up the .38 on the end and grips in her hands awkwardly. Trying to get the feel of the gun, she wraps her skinny fingers around it, holding the handle with both hands. De-Lo watches her getting comfortable with gun and says, "The snubby is probably your best shot, really… it easy to fire, compact, and the perfect gun for a first time shooter." 

Looking down the sights and growing at ease with the weapon, Ophelia makes an offer, "I'll give you 200 for it." 
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Thinking about it for a moment, De-Lo looks over at Mark. Mark shrugs with a nod, giving him a gesture that says, 

"why not?" 

"A'ight… you gotta deal. I don't have any shells so you're on your own there, Sweetie." 

Lost in her own world, De-Lo tells her how to cock and fire the piece, but she does not respond. Mark and De-Lo look at one another in confusion over her stature as she points the gun at nothing. Embracing the pistol, Ophelia is lost in the moment; she imagines herself taking aim at Dillon. Lining him up in her sights, she finally feels the element of control that she has always yearned for. In her momentary dream she feeds from his fears like a rabid parasite. This is the power that she has long since craved, total domination over another living soul. 
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CHAPTER 14 















Kelly punches the time clock and makes her way out of Lots-O-Crust. After making up a lie about her monthly cycle, the assistant manager let her go home early. She was not in the mood to be there, especially after the way Parker was acting towards her earlier. The situation with Parker has been grating on her nerves all day and dumb customers with asinine complaints did not help matters either. A complete stranger in a bad mood going off on her because they were shorted a breadstick more than a month ago was enough to drive her to the point of wanting to quit. 

Leaving behind the pizza place, she calls Parker and asks if she can come over to talk. He tells her is alright, like she knew that he would. As much as Kelly steers away from becoming emotionally attached, at this point she finds herself diving blindly into the arms of another. She cannot help but bite her lip nervously as she drives slowly to Parker's house. 
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There are no doubts that he can make her happy, but what lingers is the fear of what comes afterwards. What if he loves her for a few weeks and then drops her like a stone? Maybe it will last longer, just long enough to make her think that it is a love everlasting before leaving her to wallow in heartache? 

Or worse, what if she is incapable of returning those emotions to him? 

These are the things that she thinks about when confront-ed with the happiness that any potential lover could bring to her. Every positive is countered by a negativity that dwarfs any of the good in comparison. Within moments of meeting someone who tickles her interest, these bad vibes race through her. No matter how much she tells herself that it is all in her head, she falls prey to her own vicious fears. This is her psychosis, and any man who wants to win her affection must overcome these barriers with truth and patience. 

Arriving at Parker's house, Parker takes her to his back porch for quiet as his roommates play video games in the living room. Kelly lights a cigarette and says, "I really want to apologize about this morning… hang over, ya know? It wasn't your fault and it was wrong for me to take it out on you." 

Parker nods, "Don't worry about it… I'm sorry for going off on you the way I did." 

Looking away, Kelly takes a drag from her smoke and says, "Donnie's been acting like prick damn near all day today." 

"What's his problem?" 

"I don't know. He pissed me off yesterday when he told me that Matt guy killed some stripper and got away with it." 

"'Matt guy', you mean the asshole I kicked out of my party the other night?" 

"Yeah, the guy who is dating my sister…" 

Leaning back in his chair with a sigh, Parker says, 

"Donnie needs to keep his fuckin' mouth shut about things he doesn't know about." 
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"So, what  really happened?" 

Shaking his head, Parker answers, "No one knows, really. At this point what happened to her is speculation… 

just rumors and gossip. All I can tell you is that he frequented that strip club and used to do some pretty fucked up things to the dancer who was found dead." 

"Like what?" 

"Matt's into blood play…" 

Kelly gives him a confused look and he explains, "He likes to cut girls and drink their blood…" 

"What the fuck kind of weirdo shit is that?!" 

Shrugging his shoulders, Parker answers, "I don't know… the girl that died had a lot of problems with drug dealers who she owed money too so police suspected it was drug related." 

"Donnie told me that they took Matt in for questioning and…" 

"He's full of shit. As far as anyone knows he wasn't even questioned over the phone let alone brought in. Donnie hears something, forgets about it and then gets it messed up when he goes to repeat it to someone." 

Taking a moment to breathe, Parker looks off into the trees and says, "I think he got this stripper story confused with the story about Matt's parents." 

Snuffing out her cigarette, Kelly inquires, "What happened to his parents?" 

"He killed them." 

"Bullshit…" 

"I'm serious… he was eighteen and they were threatening to place him in some kind of institution. That night when the two were asleep he cut the break lines to their sedan. The next morning his parents left for church and were met by an oncoming truck when they couldn't stop at a red light." 

"Wait… how was he not caught? Couldn't the cops tell that the lines were cut? I mean, I watch a lot of CSI and they can always tell." 
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"They couldn't prove it. The damage was too extensive. 

There was a fuel leak somewhere in the car and when the truck hit them the car burst into flames… his parents were burned alive." 

A look of horror is frozen upon Kelly’s face as she thinks about this person who is with her sister. Looking into Parker's eyes, his serious expression tells her that he is not pulling her leg. Uneasiness fills the pit of her stomach and travels upwards, sending cold chills though her body. Confusion collides with reason in her head as she tries to figure out what to do. Wild scenarios play in her head about what this potential mad man could be doing with her sister. Like a patron in a twisted theater, she visions he sweet little sister subjected to the sickest of perversions. 

With her darkest thoughts streaming relentlessly, Kelly closes her eyes and takes a deep breath while counting to ten. 

By the time she reaches to nine, her head is clearer and her heart rate slows, leaving room for her rationale to take over. 

Reaching into her purse, she pulls out her cell phone. She flips it open and immediately calls Emma to check on her. 

One ring is heard before going to her voice mail. Kelly hangs up takes a deep breath and tries again, but still she does not get through. 

When the beep sounds, she leaves her sister a message, 

"Emma, you need to call me back as soon as you get this… 

it's really important… I love you, please call me." 



Emma's cell phone sits in her purse turned off to save the battery life. She forgot to charge it the night before and there is only one bar left on the power meter. Sitting passenger in Matt's car, the two are returning to their morbid camp ground from the store. Drinking a beer, she eases her fears of spending a night filled with lust in a graveyard. The buzz helps her cope and loosens up her from her concerns. Matt loses himself in the harsh tones pouring from his stereo as Emma argues with herself over what is right and wrong. Her 118 





guilt comes back to haunt to her, whispering scare tactics about sacrilege. 

She was raised as a Catholic and though she does not show it, she still holds close to those beliefs inside. 

Conditioned to walk a spiritual line, Ophelia made sure that her daughters knew hell awaited them. That is how Ophelia was raised and that is how she brought up her children. 

Whenever Kelly or Emma committed a "sin" they were forced to read certain passages out of the bible that dealt with that said "sin". As the girls became teenagers, the preaching of Holy Ghost diminished due to the fact that their mother had found a new god to bow to. Though Kelly has left these things far behind, Emma secretly clings to them, out of fear more than anything else. After all, Emma was always the most impressionable. 

Matt parks the car and takes his tent from the trunk. 

While he starts setting up the tent, Emma drinks another beer. 

She takes the beverage down by gulps at a time, barely taking breaths in-between. Her head begins to swim, working her way through three within a half hour period. Finishing off another, she pitches the can on the ground and makes her way to a fresh beer. Walking loosely and dragging her feet on the ground, she makes her state obvious. 

Watching Emma stagger in her steps towards the cooler, Matt comments, “Hey, maybe you should slow down?” Taking in a deep breath, she swallows and starts hiccupping, “Oh… I’m fine… just… a little thirsty… that’s all.” 

Shaking his head, Matt rolls his eyes, “Then get me one too before you drink them all.” 

“Yeah, yeah…” 

Emma takes two beers from the cooler and swaggers over to Matt. Handing him one, she says, “Here you go… 

your majesty…” 

Taking the beer from her, Matt replies, “That’s right… 

and don’t you fuckin’ forget it.” 
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“Oh… you got it, baby,” she says sarcastically, cracking open her fresh brew. 

Looking her deep in the eyes with a serious gaze, Matt stands up. Emma quivers as she become lost in his glare. 

Walking over to her, he pulls her into him and kisses her deeply. Suddenly he pushes her away and opens his beer. 

Taking a swig, Matt says, “When I finish setting up this tent you and I are going in it…” 

A drunken grin comes across her face, “Mmm, Really?” 

“You better be wearing something sexy under those clothes…” Pulling a plastic bag from his pants pocket, he holds it up as it rolls to expose dried mushrooms. 

Wearing an expression of confusion, Emma asks, 

“What’s that?” 

Opening the bag, Matt reaches in and pulls out six mushroom caps. He holds them out to Emma and replies, 

“They’re magic…open your mouth.” 

She opens her mouth and Matt places a cap on her tongue, he demands, “Swallow it…” 

Doing as he says, she takes the mushroom top down her throat and starts to digest it. The taste of bitter soil forces her face to scrunch uncontrollably. Matt tells her to open her mouth again and places another piece in her mouth. This goes on until she has taken all six and chasing the nasty taste from her mouth with cheap beer. Dipping into the bag, Matt grabs a handful and pops them into his mouth. Emma watches in disgust as he chews them as if they were a sautéed steak. 

The day fades and the dark comes on, looming over the forgotten cemetery. A camping light shines like a beacon out of the black nothingness from within the tent. Inside the nylon structure, Matt hovers over a drunken Emma as he kisses her half naked body. He does not notice that she is only partially enjoying his advances. She tries as hard as she can to keep her demons at bay, attempting to lose herself in Matt’s throes. Images of angered souls run through her mind and the more she tries to silence them, the louder they become. 
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As Matt gropes her curves he nibbles on her stomach as tears surface in her eyes. His hands caress up her sides and grab her breasts as flashbacks swarm her head like bad movie clips spliced together in a constant reel. She remembers herself at her mother’s church as a child, looking up at a giant statue of Jesus crucified. The sorrow that she felt rushes back into her soul, aching throughout her body. Tears roll down Emma’s face, gasping to gain control over herself as the hallucinogens take hold over the alcohol. 

In the midst of her hellish reminiscing, she is bombarded with her mother’s taunts. She sees Ophelia as she did when she was little, slippers in a bathrobe with her pulled back. 

Ophelia screams at her, spouting off the Ten Commandments with a cigarette firmly planted in her fingers. In a smoky haze, Ophelia pierces through her defenses and tells her, 

“What you’re doin’ isn’t right, Em… and they’re watchin’ 

you… they’re all around you!” 

Reaching her break point, Emma pushes Matt off of her and screams, “I can’t do this!” 

Matt crawls back up on to her, “What the fuck are you talkin’ about?” 

“I can’t fuckin’ do this! Not here!” 

Putting his hand around her throat, he breathes through his clinched teeth, "You're gonna do whatever I wish or I'm gonna kill you." 

Emma pushes him off of her again and cries out at the top of her lungs, "I can't!" 

Sitting up in anger, he becomes disgusted by Emma's emotional display. Crying and whimpering, she exudes every negative vibe that rushes through her. Gritting his teeth, Matt finds no sympathy for broken girl. He is not concerned with why she is writhing; he only feels resentment for her not obeying him. The more he takes in the sight of her, the more his hostility begins to rise. Fed up with her morose candor, Matt storms out of the tent; leaving Emma in a pool of slobbering tears. 
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Matt disappears for a matter of moments as Emma balls her eyes out. Fighting through her bad trip, she cannot believe that her man has left her to fend for herself in her mental hell. 

Popping open his trunk, Matt swears to under his breath as shifts amongst the clutter. Listening to Emma going off, he shakes his head and starts slamming the contents of his trunk around. Spotting a small, almost empty gas can, he pulls it out and slams the trunk closed. Stomping over to the tent, he yells obscenities at her as he shakes the can all over the outside of the tent. 

"Alright you fuckin' bitch! You wanna fuckin' scream?! 

I'll give you somethin' to scream about, you goddamned cunt!" 

Shaking the container until it is empty, he tosses hollow can to the side. With a psychotic cool, he takes out his flip-top lighter and sparks a flame. Taking a few steps back, Matt throws his glowing lighter at the tent. Bouncing onto the gasoline doused fabric, the flame touches and starts to spread over the top of the tent. Drawing a cigar from his little cigar pack he loses himself in Emma's horrific cries for help. 

Placing the filter into his lips, he lights it off of the burning mass. Leaning back, he takes a drag with closed eyes as Emma begs him to help her. 

Frozen in terror as the flames dance around her, Emma fights the effects of the drug and scurries for her purse. 

Holding her breath as smoke clouds around her, she starts to crawl for the opening looking through distorted eyes. Matt sees her hand reach out from the collapsing tent and he quickly makes his move to his car. Jumping in, he fires up the engine and tears away from the scene, leaving kicked up dust in his wake. Emma leaps from the flames to see the tail lights of the Pontiac fade into the darkness. Coughing while trying to catch her breath, she finds herself lying in the dirt all alone. 

Emma's head swarms with warped visions as she pulls her cell phone out of her purse. By light of the fire, she turns on her phone and calls the only person who her instincts tell 122 





her can help; her sister. As the phone rings, Emma staggers to her feet and takes deep breaths. She tries to gain control over the dose that is picking her brain apart as she holds back her tears. The rings seem to last an eon as she wonders why Matt did what he did. When she comes to the harsh realization that her sister was right Kelly answers the call. 

Before Kelly can say "hello", Emma frantically bursts, 

"Kelly, I need your help! Kelly, you have to come get me!" 

Shaken by her sister's tone, Kelly nervously asks, "What the hell is going on? Are you okay?!" 

"No! Matt tried to fucking kill me! Fuck, you have to come get me, I’m so scared!" 

"Where are you?!" 

Struggling for words, Emma makes steps towards the main road from cemetery, "I…I… I'm at that abandoned graveyard… close to Fort Pierce!" 

Looking over to Parker, Kelly says with confusion, "She says she's at an abandoned graveyard, where the hell is that at?!" 

Parker stands up and takes his keys from his pocket, "I know where it's at… I'll drive." 
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The headlights of Matt's Pontiac pierce through the night as he tries to hold back the forces of his head trips. Muscling over the speed limit, he makes his way to Fort Pierce to see Amber. Lighting a cigar, he tells himself that she will bring the release that he so desperately needs. Sweat drips from his face as he tries to stay in his lane, griping the steering wheel with white knuckles—fighting to maintain his concentration. 

Images of Emma burning alive crash through his mind and spawn sick sensations to ripple through his body. These feelings tremor through him and turn his foot to lead; the energy pushes towards the gas pedal. Sixty turns to seventy and seventy kicks into eighty while the hallucinogen consumes him. 

As the seconds burn into minutes, Matt enters St. Lucie County and before he knows it he is parking at the strip club. 

The car idles as he reaches into his backseat for an old t-shirt 124 





and wipes the sweat from his face. Looking into the rearview mirror, he fixes his collar and works to make himself appear normal. Noticing the red glowing from his eyes, he pulls his eye drops from the glove compartment. Placing three drops in each eye, he blinks and lights another cigarette. He closes his eyes and breathes in and out in order to gain an appearance of normalcy over his state. 

Opening his eyes, he tells himself that he is in control and cuts off the engine. Stepping out of the car, he gives the outside scene a conscious scan. Moving his glances to the front door, Matt finds the door man is glaring at him. 

Catching this man's look, sudden suspicions arise in him. Too far gone, he does not see these thought to be paranoia fueled by the hallucinogens. Mashed voices tell him that this door man is an agent of light that is out to stop him from fulfilling his needs. These words echo through Matt's head as he repeats, "I have to eat them before they can eat me" to himself. 

Taking a deep drag from his smoke, Matt marches towards the entrance. Readying himself for anything, he shoots the door man a murderous stare. His feet trample heavy while his brain is clinched in the throes of irrational idea, subverting what reason he has. High strung by the effects, Matt is convinced that there is going to be a problem before he even sets foot in the club. The closer he gets to the entrance, the more he recognizes that the door man's glare is an expression of confusion. 

Stepping up to him, the door man stutters, "Uh, five to um get… in." 

Matt does not reel back his penetrating stare as he reaches into his back pocket for his wallet. The door man looks him up and down as his nerves twitch where he stands. 

Flipping open his wallet, Matt hands the frightened attendant a five dollar bill. Taking the bill, the door man opens the door and lets Matt inside. Walking in, Matt looks around with slow glance. Suddenly his eyes meet the healing Amber who is just 125 





leaving a table from the left side wall. Her face is covered in paled bruises, obviously covered with various forms of blush and foundations. When she sees Matt, she walks towards the back of the club, trying to avert an encounter. 

While Matt takes steps towards Amber, the manager watches the scene play out in front of him from behind the bar. The manager comes around from the counter and rushes towards Matt. 

"Hey asshole," he shouts as he grabs hold of Matt's arm and spins him around. Face to with Matt, the manager yells over the thumping music, "Look motherfucker, you aint gonna rough up anymore of my girls… so you either get the fuck out of here or I'm gonna have you bounced out on your fuckin' head!" 

Matt pulls his arm away from the manager's grip and looks around to find three big bouncers closing in on him. 

Giving the situation proper judgment, he takes the cigar from his mouth and tosses on the floor in front of him. Staring the enraged manager in the eyes, he steps on the butt and grinds it into the floor. Thoughts of choking him until his eyes pop out of his head run through his polluted mind. Taking a deep breath, he steps up to the manager and exhales, blowing smoke in his face. Pushing the manager out of his way, Matt storms out of the club and stomps back to his car. As Matt gets into his car, the manager and his bouncers race out to witness his next move. 

Firing up his engine, he slides the gears into reverse and pulls out at high speed. Slipping into drive, Matt presses down on the gas and peels out of the parking lot, leaving a cloud of dust in his wake. Drunk and torn on hallucinogens, he takes to the night like hell hath come home to roost. 

Visions of sexual violence rip through his psyche as he pines for Amber's giving warmth. Knowing that she can give him everything that Emma is too afraid to consider, he thinks of a way to get to her. Sinking into his lusts, he parts from his rationale; driven on his darkest of desires. 
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Mere miles away, Parker drives as fast as he can within the legal limits as Kelly nervously chain smokes. Wide eyed, she takes hits from her flask, silently blaming herself for what is happening. She burdens herself with ideas that she could have done more to protect her little sister. With every ounce of her being, Kelly crushes herself for Emma's situation. 

Pouring slugs of rum down her throat, she convinces herself that she could have so much more. Her mind is so clouded with the "what if's" that she does not see that Emma would have done whatever she wanted to do no matter what anyone had to say. 

From the opposite side of the divided road, Parker and Kelly see Emma limply pacing. Cutting across the grassy medium, Parker pulls up next to her. Seeing her sister in the car, Emma is overcome with relief. She shines a smile of comfort as tears roll down her face. Kelly jumps out of the car and hugs her crying sister. Cradling Emma in her caring arms, Kelly frantically asks, "Did he hurt you?! Are you hurt?! Do you need to go to the ER?!" 

Tears stream from Emma's face and seep into the shoulder of Kelly's shirt as she replies with a cowl, "He tried to kill me… he tried to burn me alive!" 

Kelly pushes her back, looking her up and down for any signs of serious injury. Finding nothing, she slides the front passenger seat forward and lets Emma into the back of the coup. Parker's eyes wander nervously as she climbs into the car, worried that Matt will return to the scene of the crime. 

Once Emma is inside, Kelly slides the seat forward and jumps in. Before she can shut the door, Parker floors the acceleration pedal and speeds away from the scene. Giving Parker a cock-eyed glare, Kelly says, "What the fuck was that?!" 

Parker shrugs, "Nothin'… I want the hell out of here, Kel." 
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Kelly turns to face Emma and asks, "Do you want to call the cops?" 

Drying her tears, Emma says, "No… we can't call the cops." 

"She's right," Parker adds, "They'll just talk to him, piss him off and he'll probably try to hurt her." 

Turning back in her seat, Kelly sighs, "What are we gonna do then? I mean, we can't just let this fucker get away with trying to kill my sister!" 

Keeping his eyes on the road, Parker shakes his head in aggravation. He does not want to be involved in this problem but he sees that he is being drawn in. As much as he wants to hurt Matt, he knows that Matt could kill him. In his mind, he thinks Matt is a murderer and someone who can take a life without regret is a person who can do anything. This is a man who killed his parents and collected their life insurance and inheritance which he lives on to this day. Before they were buried he put their house on the market and bought himself a sports car. The last place Parker wants to be in the sights of a crazed madman. 

Driving as fast as can down the dark, stretch of road; Parker's insides clinch tight. His palms clam over the steering wheel as he thinks about what Matt would do to him if he gets in his way. Parker is not a fighter by any means, all of his life he has done everything in his power to avoid physical violence by using logic and common sense. Whereas Matt can do anything to anyone and walk away with a grin; Parker is inhibited. The kind of brutish mentality that it takes to inflict pain upon another person is simply not in Parker’s nature. 

Parker exits his inner thoughts and speaks honestly, "I really don't want to get involved with this…" 

Kelly gives him an angered look, "What do you mean?" 

"I just don't want anything to do with this… I mean, I've got my own problems." 
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"Well, no one asked you to beat the shit out of him, did we?" 

"No, but…" 

"Fuck it… you do whatever you have too. Tomorrow we're going down to put a restraining order against this psycho…" Turning to face Emma, Kelly seeks backup, 

"Right?" 

Emma ignores her sister, staring out of the window as if Kelly said nothing. She glares at the crescent moon, wondering what she did so wrong. Taken by the drug; she cannot help but space out as her vision blurs to the radiance of the night sky. While her sister is thinking of ways to get back at him, Emma is searching in her heart to forgive him. 

Her emotions are torn between not wanting to be alone and not wanting to be in the arms of a deranged man. Finding herself at these strange crossroads, she desperately wants to blame the drugs and not Matt for his actions. 

Kelly sees the look on her sister's face, noticing the subtle quivers that she exudes. She has witnessed these expressions many times before; they appear on Emma's face whenever she moves to backtrack. A wave of disappointment comes over Kelly as she shakes her head at her sister. Sitting back into her seat, she says, "Just take us to my car and we'll let you get on with your life, okay?" 

Parker caves into his masculinity with a heavy sigh, 

"Alright, look… I'll do what I can to help. You can't take your sister home like this. Look at her… she's blasted into the stars!" 

"What are we gonna do?" 

"Let's just get back to my place and we'll take it from there." 

When the three arrive at Parker's house, Kelly makes Emma some Sleepy Time tea to bring her down as Parker pours himself a whiskey. As Parker takes a swig from his relaxation, Kelly asks him, "Should we call the police?" 
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"I don't know… can she even talk to an officer right now?" Looking over at Emma as her eyes wander around his kitchen, he continues, "I mean, just look at her… she is really fucked up. What if they take her in?" 

Kelly shrugs, "She's just drunk… we can sober her up before they get here." 

"Bullshit," Parker spouts, "She's high on something and it isn't cheap vodka!" 

Taking a closer look at her sister under good lighting, she notices her pupils are completely dilated. Taken back, she asks, "Jesus Emma, what did he give you?!" 

Emma runs her fingers through her hair and simply answers, "Oh, he gave me some mushrooms…" 

"What?!" 

"Yeah… I think, like six… maybe seven… I don't know… can't remember." 

"My god, you're fuckin' tripping!" 

Pouring himself another shot, Parker downs it and tries to think on his feet. With Kelly pacing around in his kitchen, he stops her by putting his hands on her shoulders. He looks into her eyes and tells her, "You need calm down, this isn't helping at all. If you keep acting like this, she's gonna freak out." 

Kelly nods and takes a deep breath, calming herself for the sake of sister. Parker gives her a hug and tells her to sit down at the table. Taking a seat, Kelly lights a cigarette as Parker finishes fixing Emma's tea. Squeezing the tea bag against a spoon into a coffee cup, Parker says, "If we call the cops they are going to take a report and tell you file for a restraining order… I've been here with my sister and this goon." 

Pulling from her cigarette, Kelly exhales, "We just can't sit here and do nothing…" 

"I agree, but I'm just telling how this going to play out. 
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question him and tell you they won't be able to anything unless he does something drastic." 

"But I thought this stuff changed with that actress who got shot in the eighties?" 

"Emma's not an actress… things are different for us common people." 

Feeling helpless, Kelly stands up and grabs Parker's bottle of rum from his bottom cabinet. Twisting off the cap, she slugs down some of her loyal medication. Pulling the bottle from her lips, she exhales the rage that is boiling inside of her. Parker watches this in sad awe while trying to hide his immediate reaction. Saving his opinions for a better time, he shifts into the comforts of denial. He tells himself that she is not an alcoholic and that she is just under a lot of stress. 

Taking another sip of rum, Kelly returns to her chair and puffs on her cigarette. 

Giving Emma her Tea, Parker says, "Here, Just sip on this… it will make you feel better." 

She softly blows into the cup and takes small sips. Kelly and Parker watch her closely as if she is some kind of wounded weakling they are nursing back to health. Kelly feels cornered, powerless in taking down Matt for what he has done. As much as she wants to call the police, she knows that Parker is right. The involvement of local authorities would just complicate matters and could mostly likely do more harm than good. They could not finger him before and they will most likely do nothing this time around. Emma's only chance is a clean break away from Matt—holding on to the hope that he will leave her willingly. 

Snuffing out the butt of her cigarette, Kelly stands up and takes another swig of rum before capping the bottle. Walking passed Parker she places the bottle on the counter and heads for the bathroom. Now alone with Emma, Parker asks her, 

"How are you doing? Do you want something to eat or anything?" 
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Emma shakes her head, "No… the tea is just fine for now." 

Taking Kelly's seat, Parker says, "You know? You're sis really cares about you… you have to do something about this, and it’s all really it's up to you." 

Sipping from her tea, Emma just listens as Parker tries to get through to her in his own way, "I know you don't know me for shit, but I know Matt and he's no good. He's used and abused many girls, one of them was my sister and I can tell by your ordeal that he hasn't changed." 

She tries to listen but the effects from the mushrooms and the alcohol distort her attention span. Swarmed by the opinions of Kelly and Parker, all she can think about is Matt. 

Emma wants to blame the drugs on his behavior, but she holds herself back from screaming this opinion. Reserving the need to voice her thoughts, she fears that she will make her matters worse by spawning an argument. Taking deep breaths, she takes more sips from her tea as Parker continues to throw her lover under the bus. Before Emma can brace herself, Kelly comes back into the kitchen, walking in on Parker's one on one session. 

Finishing up, Parker closes by saying, "You really need to move on without Matt, but you do what you want, Emma." 

Grabbing the bottle of rum from the counter, Kelly adds with ferocity, "After this shit, she better leave that motherfucker!" 

Parker turns to Kelly and says calmly, “Hey, all you are going to do is make her sick, just calm down and let her ride this shit out.” 

Kelly steps back and asks, “How do you know?” With a shrug, Parker says, “Well, I’ve had my share of experimentation with uh, certain  things and I read a lot of Hunter S. Thompson.” 

Taking a swig of rum, Kelly shakes her head, “I don’t care, she needs to get rid of that motherfucker and go on with her life…” 
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Emma's insides churn to the negative energy from her sister, impacted from the tea. Before she can stop herself, she feels everything that she ingested earlier start to raise. 

Suddenly she vomits across the table, splattering fragments of brownish bile on to Parker. Kelly and Parker look on in horror as Emma attempts to collect herself, apologizing as she gasps for air. Parker stands up wearing a look of shock and disgust; dripping with vomit. He looks at Kelly as he tries to keep his composure and says, "You're cleaning this up." 
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CHAPTER 16 















Ophelia looks into Mark's eyes from across her kitchen table as he sips his beer. She hangs on to his question, seeking for a lie to answer with. This question rings through her head as if she has to ask herself for the true answer, "Is there someone after you?" 

After he long gaze, Ophelia takes a sip from her gin and replies, "We're all runnin' from somethin', right?" 

Mark shrugs, "Not me…" Taking another swig from his beer he continues, "It almost seems like you want to convince yourself that you're not alone." 

She gives Mark a smirk, "Oh fuck you, Mark… you failed psychology, remember?" 

"Hey, I didn't fail! I dropped out for a short time. I had other obligations to deal with." 

Taking the opportunity, Ophelia shifts the subject to Mark by asking, "So, why did you drop out?" 
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"I had to help my father with his construction business, he was sick and I was young n’ able. I went back later and studied to become a contractor. Either way, what I learned in those psychology classes stuck with me in my everyday affairs." 

"Like now?" 

"Yeah, like now… so what's the piece for?" 

With a sigh, Ophelia shakes her head, "You're not gonna drop it, are you?" 

"No, I want to know what's going on. I mean, if I can help, you know I'll be there for you." 

Pushing herself away from the table, Ophelia stands up and drinks the rest of her cocktail. Sucking the gin clean from the glass, she leaves only the ice. She lights a cigarette as she contemplates telling Mark anything about Dillon and her past with him. There is a part of her that yearns to tell Mark everything, if for no other reason than to feel less of the weight that she has been carrying. As much as she wants to tell Mark everything, she fights the urge to cave. 

Smoking her cigarette and quenching herself with more gin, she simply replies, "Protection". 

Mark watches her close, taking her actions into account as he reads her every movement. He sits quiet with a piercing gaze, staring through her façade. Without question, he knows that she is hiding something solely from her body language. 

Flipping her pages like a book, these are the lessons he has learned from his days in college—psychology 101. Seeing her fragile state, he does not push her for a suitable answer; he allows the uncomfortable silence to edge her towards him. 

Sitting back in his seat, he takes a swig from his beer as she pulls from her smoke nervously. 

The quiet rips Ophelia apart, pushing her to drink more from her iced gin. She takes a deep breath and says, "Look Mark, I've made a lot of mistakes in my life and they have all come to this." 

"What are you so afraid of?" 
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"I want to tell you, but I can't." Taking gulp from her drink, she puts out her cigarette and starts to cry. 

Getting up from his seat, Mark walks over and puts his arms around Ophelia. He pulls her close and whispers into her ear, "You can tell me anything… I just want to help, that's all." 

Ophelia pushes him away with tears running down her face and screams, "You think it's so fuckin' easy to cope with this shit… walk a mile in my shoes and then come talk to me!" 

"I didn't say that… I just…" 

"Fuck you! Fuck you and you're psycho-babble bullshit! 

There's someone who's been stalking me since god fuckin' 

knows, you tell me how to deal with that?!" 

In an emotional fit, she spills herself out to Mark without holding back. All he can do is listen as she goes on, "This mother fucker has been calling me and threatenin' me for so long that this fuckin' gun is the best thing that I can think of! 

I'm gonna shoot the son of a bitch and then I'll finally have peace in my life!" 

Stunned by what he is being told, Mark searches carefully for the right words to reason with her, "Jesus, Ophelia… I mean, you just can't shoot someone, you have to think about your girls." 

"I am… this prick has it in for me and my family. Mark, this is the only way that I can free myself." 

Looking Ophelia in the eyes, he can see the desperation that seethes. Cautiously, he moves in closer to her and carefully puts his arms around her again. She wraps her arms around his waist and cries into his chest, "I didn't want things to be like this, dear god, I’ve tried!" 

Keeping his silence, Mark holds her close and lets her cry out her pain into his t-shirt. He wants to tell her so many things, but he knows it is not the right time. With all that she has had to drink and as emotional as she is, he knows that his words would fall on deaf ears. Holding her as she explodes 136 





into him, he hopes that he can ease her into a calm so that she can make a better choice. This is the role that he must play in this moment; the concerned guy who seeks only the best for her. 

While Ophelia bellows her sorrows into him, he is not sure where to go from here. As he clinches on to her, he is left to wonder why he is there. He asks himself if he really wants to complicate his life with problems that do not affect him. 

She coughs up her tears on to his shirt as he rolls his eyes, asking whatever being that is listening, why he cannot meet someone who is sexually appealing that does not have ten tons of baggage. His blood boils on the inside, irritated that he has to once again pick up the broken pieces of someone else's doing. 

For Mark it is the same old story; he meets a woman that he is attracted too and he has to somehow fix them, mostly because they dated the wrong man. He is left to prop them up from the human garbage that kicked them up and down the stairs of life for their own gain. As far as Mark can see, this is the story of his life; always playing the savior. Sacrificing himself to a woman who did not know enough to keep herself away from a burning fire. Regardless, with a roll of his eyes and a heavy sigh, there he is for her. Cradling Ophelia in her most compromising of moments, Mark struggles within to find a way to help her. 



After parking his car in a lonely spot in the plaza next door, Matt stands in the shadows and waits. Smoking a cigar and glancing at his watch, he waits for the strip club to close. 

Out of sight, he watches the front door and pines for Amber to exit. Exhaling, his smoke brushes upon the humidity of the evening, sticking to the heavy air. Suddenly the door pushes open and out comes Amber. With a tired strut, she says her goodbyes and walks towards the back of the lot. Matt drops his cigar and stomps it out as he watches this pale beauty walk into the darkness. 
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Making his way around the opposite side of the club, he tramples through the uncut grass, passing by the bushes. Matt gets to the end of the building and lurks around the corner to see her car, a beat up Japanese sports coup. He watches as she pops the trunk and places her duffle bag inside. Thinking fast, he cuts through the side brush and quickly makes his way back to his car. Looking over his shoulder, he sees Amber get into the driver's seat of her coup. Matt gets to his car and jumps inside, watching Amber as she takes her time. She slowly backs out of her parking spot as Matt inches towards the exit in the next parking lot over. 

In idle, Matt glares at Amber as her car pulls out on to the main road. As she passes in front of Matt's headlights, he slowly turns out behind her on to the empty stretch. He follows behind her, not too close to make it obvious. 

Listening to the music in her car, she is just happy to be going home. Failing to notice that she is being followed; she simply minds her driving and listens to her favorite mix cd. Matt keeps her in his sights as she turns on to the street to her apartment, mere blocks away from the club. Trying not to come off as suspicious, he hangs back as she enters the complex. Watching her every move, he knows where she is headed and where to find her. 

Matt tries to drive as slow as he can while morbid fantasies play out in his head. Filled with the stain of rejection, he lusts to take what she will not give of herself. 

His foot eases on and off the gas pedal; he tries to contain himself as he tails her to her apartment. Amber parks in front of her door, making her way inside with a hustle. Licking his lips, Matt parks his car in the empty place beside her car. 

Looking on as the door closes behind her, Matt steps out of his car and makes his way to her front door. Jiggling the knob as he stands on the doorstep, Matt feels it is unlocked. 

Placing his ear to the door, he opens it softly to hear Amber starting her shower water. Peering through the cracked opening, he sees Amber strip down to her naked flesh 138 





and walk into the bathroom. Taking his chance, Matt slips inside and makes his way into the shadows of the dimly lit apartment. While Amber showers, Matt locks the front door and disconnects her land line phone. After stealing her cigarettes, he takes her cell phone from her purse. He pulls out the battery and tosses it into the garbage can in the kitchen. Looming over the garbage can as he cleans his prints from the cell phone, Matt hears a door close. Looking around the corner, he sees that the bathroom door is closed. 

Taking a seat in her living room, he draws a large hunting knife and plays with it while he waits for her. Reclining in her chair, he twists the tip of the blade into his right pointer finger slowly. He works it in slow, deep, and hard until he draws blood. Licking his wound, he waits and listens as unsuspecting Amber cleanses herself from that night. 

When the water comes to halt, Matt sits up and clears his head. Focusing himself on what he must do, he turns off the light over him and waits in the dark. Gripping his dagger in hand, he glares at the light that pours from the bathroom. 

Locking his sights on to her shadow, his insides fill with lusting hatred that drives his need to watch her breathe her last breath. 

Wrapped in a towel, Amber steps out of the bathroom and into the hands of her fate. Unknowing what waits for her, she puts her hair up in a towel as Matt slips away from her recliner. Whipping her head back, Matt creeps into her and places his blade to her throat. She gasps from the sudden shock of the cold steel as Matt whispers in a sickly rasp, 

"Don't move… do exactly what I say and I'll make this as quick as I can, I promise!" 

Stripping the towel away from Amber's body, Matt moves his knife slowly down her front. He softly runs the blade amongst her inner thigh, tickling her flesh with the sharp edge. She shivers with the coldest chill; trembling from the sensations that drag upon her skin. With every movement, Matt exhales his hot breath onto the back of her neck. Feeling 139 





his cold warmth, Amber closes her eyes and wishes she was someplace else; somewhere far from the horror that she is facing right now. 

Pulling the knife away from her crotch, Matt shoves Amber on to her sofa. Pummeled with his strength, she limply falls into the cushions of her couch. Matt closes in as Amber tries to catch her breath, fighting to roll over. Facing him, she begs, "Don't kill me… please, Matt… I'm so fuckin' sorry." 

A grin warps Matt's mouth into a sardonic bow and he replies, "This isn't you, Dear… It's me. I have some personal problems to work out. I just really need some me time right now." 

She looks at him with a terrified glare of confusion while Matt's smile curves upwards as his eyes glaze over in madness. Amber bites her lip as her nerves spread out like spider webs, sending sick tremors through her. Matt grips the knife in his hand, clinching it in his palm as he fantasizes his next move. Taking in her surroundings, looks to the lamp on the end table beside her. In a ditch effort, she grabs the light and throws it at Matt. Dodging her attack, Matt rushes towards her and sticks the blade into her sternum. Basking in her expression of shock, Matt smiles as he slowly cuts her down the middle. As Amber's eyes roll into the back of her head, Matt nibbles on her bottom lip. Inching the blade towards her crotch; Matt bites her neck while she chokes out her dying breaths. 

Amber stares up at the ceiling as her pupils dilate. Matt's teeth puncture the skin on her neck, seething with raw emotion. Drawing the saturated knife from her abdomen, Matt thrusts the blade into the upper area of her chest and proceeds to twist the blade viciously into heart. Blood pools around the two, feverously pouring from the freshly inflicted wounds. Pulling back the wet steel, Matt eases away from his victim. Looking at her stained body in satisfied awe, his hands drip with her essence—crimson drops pattering upon the off-white carpet. 
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Lifting the dagger to his mouth, Matt runs the blade across his tongue—licking the blood from the weapon. He closes his eyes as he takes in her life's flavor and slides the blade back into its sheath on his side. Slowly backing away from his work, he takes in an eyeful of what remains of Amber. Matt feels nothing in the form of regret for what he has done. However, he feels her life force branch out within him—making him feel as if he is more alive. Pulling a rag from his pocket, he twists the door knob and walks out. Using the same rag, Matt pulls the door closed and makes his way to his car while looking over his shoulder the whole time. 

Matt gets into his car and cautiously drives away, keeping that cool that he has mastered so well over time. 

Leaving his victim a gouged and splattered mess, Matt accelerates back to his home. With blood caked on his hands, Matt lights one of Amber’s cigarettes. Taking a drag, he closes his eyes and exhales with relaxation. His nerves come to an ease, touched with temporary fulfillment. 
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CHAPTER 17 















Kelly wakes to the sensation of the sun cascading upon her face. The warmth radiates through the thin flesh of her eye lids, forcing them to open. With a soft yawn, she looks over at Parker as he snores away in a deep sleep. Sliding off from his bed, she quietly gets dressed and slips out through the bed room door. Stepping into the living room, Kelly closes the door carefully behind her. Turning her head, she sees Emma on the couch along the wall beside her. Emma's curly hair frizzes out from under the blanket that covers her body as Kelly shakes her head. 

Tip toeing towards the kitchen, Kelly thirsts for water to cleanse her alcohol induced dry mouth. Rubbing her tongue along her teeth, she can taste the residue of the rum from the night before. Every night of heavy drinking ends like this; the sour taste of wasted regret. Her head throbs as she searches the cupboards for a glass, blinking as if she can so simply 142 





shut out the symptoms of her hangover. Filling her glass with tap water, she glares at her sister as she starts to toss and turn. 

Harping on the moment that she had to clean up her throw up mere hours ago, Kelly cannot wait until the moment she can rip into her sister. 

As Kelly sips from her water, Emma raises her head from the couch and with a scratchy voice she asks, "What time is it?" 

"It's time to get goin'." 

Emma falls limp, "I think I'm still high…" 

"I don't care, we gotta go now… I have to go to work later." 

With heavy sigh, Emma asks, "Are you gonna tell mom?" 

Kelly leaves her lingering without an answer as she sips her water. She knows that she is not going to say a word, but holds her tongue to push her sister into a deserving suspense. 

Swishing the water around in her mouth, Kelly leans against the counter. Knowing that their mother is no better, Kelly is more angered that Emma would ask something like that. 

Emma raises her head higher from the barrowed pillow to see the look on her sister's face. 

With an annoyed expression, Kelly answers, "No… just get ready." 

Rolling off of the couch and onto her feet, Emma sluggishly looks for her shoes. In the grips of the dreadful mushroom hangover, her head pounds with a severe headache while nausea completely takes her over. The urge to vomit comes and goes as she tries to keep her focus on what she is doing. Finding her shoes in the corner, she plops back down on the couch and drags herself to tie up her boots. Sighing and taking deep breaths, she tries to get her head straight. All she wants to do is lie down and rest comfortably in a cool, dark place. 

Kelly sees this and asks smugly, "So, was it worth it?" 
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Without skipping a beat, Emma shoots back, "I don't know… you tell me?" 

The two slip out of Parker's house on their toes and make their way to Kelly's car. Pulling away from his drive way, Emma asks, "Did you sleep with him?" 

"I’ve been sleeping with him…" 

Emma smiles at Kelly, "Well, it's about time you got laid." 

"That's real nice, Em." 

"Jus' sayin…" 

Changing the subject, Kelly asks, "So, what are you gonna do about Matt?" 

Her eyes shift down towards her lap before looking out of the window. She watches the passing scenery through her dark sunglasses, contemplating. Emma's head throbs as her nausea builds in the midst of having to face the kind of man she is in love with. The night before, she was certain that she could go through with removing him from her life. Unfortunately for Emma, she was under the influence and running high on emotion; these two things hardly ever mix well. 

Today her view is different, facing the fear of being alone; she wants to blame Matt's actions with the combination of the drug and alcohol. 

Not knowing how to answer, Emma shrugs and replies softly, "I don't know." 

"I knew it." 

"What?!" 

"I knew that you would fuckin' cave in and not do shit…" 

"I'm not caving…" 

Kelly lights a cigarette and asks with puff of smoke, "Oh really, so are you gonna call the police when we get home? 

Are you going to break it off with that asshole?!" 

With her eyes wandering around the car, Emma's expressions of silence tell Kelly everything. Disappointed, Kelly takes another pull from her cigarette and shakes her head. In her head she wants to scream with rage at her sister, 144 





but she has to keep her cool. She knows if she starts a fight, Emma will just dismiss her every word and defend Matt out of spite. As childish as it may seem, Emma has done this time and time again. Whenever Kelly or Ophelia would give their negative opinions on one of Emma's boyfriends, she would become closer with them just to get back at them. 

What Kelly fears is the difference in the current situation from the others. Matt is unlike any other that Emma has been with. While the others in her past simply used her, Matt is a danger to her physically and mentally. Taking heavy drags from her smoke, Kelly wishes that she could just break down and beat some sense into her sister. Instead, Kelly is left to walk a tight rope between protecting Emma and pushing Emma closer to him. If Kelly could get away with it, she would hunt Matt down and kill him for what he did to her little sister. 

Pulling into the driveway of their home, Emma breaks the tension by asking, "Can you please not bring mom into this?" 

Snuffing out her cigarette, Kelly snaps at her, "What the fuck do you want me to do, Em?!" 

Emma answers back with an attitude, "I don't know… let me handle it myself, maybe?" 

"This guy is dangerous, he could've killed you and you don't seem to give a shit!" 

Grabbing her purse, Emma flings open the car door and fires back, "Do whatever the fuck ya want!" 

Leaving Kelly annoyed, Emma slams the car door and stomps towards the house. Kelly watches her walk away as she falls into another tough place because of Emma. Sitting alone in her car, she contemplates what she should do. Once again she finds herself in the compromising position of respecting Emma's wishes or helping her against her will. 

With a sigh, she steps out of her car and walks to the house while her head rings in debate. Looking at the time on her cell phone, she sees that she only as a couple of hours before she 145 





has to be at work. As much as she wants to go to sleep, she will just have to settle for a cup of coffee. 

Walking into the house, Kelly is greeted by Ophelia as she makes her way to the kitchen. She notices the shaken look on her mother's face and asks, "What's wrong?" 

Taking a sip from her coffee, Ophelia unconvincingly answers, "Nothing." 

"Mom, you look like you've been up all night…" 

Ophelia shrugs, "Well, so do you." 

Kelly shakes her head as she sets her purse down on the counter. Taking a cup from the kitchen cabinet, she starts filling it with coffee. Ophelia leans against the counter and asks, "How was your night last night?" 

Shoveling spoonfuls of sugar into her cup, Kelly answers, "It was um, good…" 

"Well, your sister stormed through here and into her room like a bat out of hell." 

Kelly rolls her eyes as she takes a sip of coffee, "She'll get over it…" 

"You girls should be more friendly to each other… 

you're sisters and you're all each have, ya know?" 

Rolling her eyes again, Kelly shrugs off Ophelia, "Mom, you're being overly dramatic now… we get along just like sisters do." 

Before Ophelia can retort, her cell phone rings from her bedroom. Kelly watches her mother jog to her room to answer her phone as she wonders if she should say anything to her about the predicament she has found herself in. With her mind set on Emma's woes, Kelly takes a seat on the couch and lights a cigarette; paying no attention to anything going on in the next room. Ophelia is frozen with her cell glued to her ear as Dillon taunts her on the other end. He listens to her breathe after catching her off guard, assured in the assumption that he has her right where he wants her. 

She fights the urge to reply as he goes on in a rancid tone, "I know where you are… do you know where I am? I 146 





know you're there, Ophelia… I can hear you breathin' say somethin' to me." 

Thinking about her daughter in the next room, Ophelia hangs up the phone and turns it off. Taking a deep breath, she walks over to her night stand and slides the top drawer open. 

She peeks in at her gun that rests beside her personal bible, finding a strange comfort. The sight of the pistol brings a heating glow that chases away the cold touch of her fears. 

This warmth replaces the chill that her ex-lover's call had left to linger. Shutting the drawer, Ophelia closes her eyes as she comes to the conclusion that she needs to be open with her daughters. Exhaling a deep breath, she tells herself that she needs to her motherly duty and take away the tarp of relief in the form of honesty. 

Walking into the living room, she sits down next to Kelly and says, "We need to talk. I'm gonna tell you some things and you just need to hear me out, okay?" 

Kelly gives her a confused gaze and nods, "Yeah, alright…" 

Ophelia gets comfortable in her seat on the couch as her daughter's eyes fixate on her, waiting to be told what is going on. She sees that her mother is on edge, leaving Kelly to think the worst. Her initial thoughts in this moment of pending information are that some close is dying or dead. Folding her hands over her knees, Ophelia looks down upon the carpet as she searches for the right words. Kelly takes a sip of coffee and Ophelia comes out with, "Do you remember when we lived in Panama City? You were really young, but…" 

With a nod, Kelly replies, "Yeah… why?" 

Finding her words, Ophelia takes a deep breath and asks, 

"Do you remember Dillon? The man I was with shortly after your father left me?" 

As the name leaves her mother's lips, Kelly's head shakes with disgust, "Yeah… I remember that piece of shit.” Confused, Ophelia questions Kelly, "How do you remember him? I mean, you were so young." 
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Giving her mother a cold gaze, Kelly answers, "I remember a lot of things." 

Unable to argue with her daughter, Ophelia nervously lights a cigarette as she tries to keep her thoughts straight. 

There is a long pause as Ophelia stares off into the corner taking strong pulls from her smoke. A tear rolls down her cheek and she says without subtlety, "The reason why we left is because Dillon was molesting Emma." 

Kelly's jaw drops as she turns to look to her mother, 

"What?!" 

Ophelia bites her bottom lip while squeezing her eyelids shut in an attempt to hold back her tears. Kelly sets down her coffee cup while she glares at her mother, "How do you know this?!" 

Taking a deep breath, Ophelia dries her face on the sleeve of her raggedy bathrobe. Collecting herself, she tells Kelly, "I walked in on him with her in the bathroom… he didn't even act shocked, he told me exactly what he was doing and he'd done it before." 

"Jesus fuckin' Christ, mom, how could you keep something like this to yourself?!" 

"I did the best thing I could think to do, Kel… I packed you girls up and got the hell away from him!" 

Running her hands through her hair, Kelly tries to take in everything that she is being told. She wants to explode, but she knows that it will be a waste of energy. Taking several deep breaths she just listens to her mother explain. 

"Every time we'd move, it was because of him. Somehow, he'd find where we were at and we would be on the road to another town, another city." 

Trying to keep herself from screaming, Kelly stands up and starts pacing around the living room. As the words leave Ophelia's mouth, she watches her daughter's reaction and wonders if she should keep talking. The more she confesses to her, the angrier Kelly becomes. While Kelly's demeanor becomes heavier, Ophelia starts to stutter, "This, uh, was 148 





somethin' that I uh, never wanted to you girls to know… I um, felt it was best to uh, just handle it myself, y'know?" 

Unable to hold her tongue any longer, Kelly emotions boil over, "So, every fuckin' time we had to pack our shit and haul ass, it was because of this rodent pederast?!" 

Ophelia snaps in response, "Keep your voice down… Em doesn't know about this and I'm not sure if I want her too." 

Taken back by her mother's words, Kelly asks, "You don't think she needs to know? Don't ya think that maybe this might account for the fuck up's she is always bedding or why she has no interest in being a grown up?" 

Sitting forward, Ophelia thinks about what Kelly is telling her. Watching the smoke drift from her cigarette, she quietly ponders how much damage she has caused to her daughter's lives by her secrets. She thinks back on all of those times when she could have done the responsible thing, but found herself being selfish. Feeling Kelly's eyes burn through her, tears surface in Ophelia's eyes once again. A voice in the back of her mind tells her that she has let her girls down for too long. At a loss for words, all she can do is close her eyes to stop herself from crying. 

Fed up with seeing her mother's display of self pity, Kelly demands, "You need to go in Em's room right now and tell her everything that you just told me… you can't keep this from her. And if you don't do it, then I'm gonna. So, you make the choice." 

Kelly waits impatiently for her mother's answer with her arms folded tight. She sees the shame exude from Ophelia, but Kelly's anger suffocates any sympathy. Harping on all the friends that she had lost and all of the times they started over; Kelly wants to strangle Ophelia. Suddenly Kelly gets her answer; Ophelia shakes her head as she looks down to the ground, "I can't… not today… I have to think…" 

"Fuck this!" 

Turning her back on her mother, Kelly walks towards Emma's room. All Ophelia can do is watch her daughter 149 





disregard her through blurred pupils. As much as she wants to stop her, there is a small part of her that would rather she know through Kelly telling her. Taking the last drag from her smoke, she lights another through a cherry bomb as Kelly knocks on Emma's bedroom door. Snuffing out the butt, she prepares for the worst as Kelly just enters the room. 

"Goddamn it!" 

Kelly's scream comes from inside of Emma's room. 

Ophelia jumps up and jogs over to her daughter, fearing the worst like any mother would. Turning the corner and into the bedroom, Ophelia finds Kelly standing by herself. She is facing an open window in Emma's room as the breeze blows through silk curtains. Through the quickness of the quiet, Emma managed to sneak out. As Ophelia wears an expression of confused shock, Kelly has a feeling of who she is with. 
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CHAPTER 18 













Emma nervously sits on Matt's couch as he brews a pot of coffee. She questions herself and why she answered his call. Her eyes wander around his dark living room while wonders why she left with him. The car ride to his apartment was unnervingly quiet between the two. Their small talk served as a tiny blanket to cover the eight hundred pound elephant in the room. Matt's actions the night before reveled many things to Emma about him, but she refuses to see him for what he really is. 

Matt leans against his counter and says, "I'm sorry I went so crazy last night…" 

Looking down at her feet, Emma replies, "You could have killed me." 

"I shouldn't have drunk all that beer on top of those shrooms. I knew better than that but…" 

Raising her eyes to Matt, "Do you care about me at all? 
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a graveyard… do you understand how fucked up that sounds?!" 

Hanging his head, Emma pulls back thinking that his demeanor out of shame. In reality, Matt is holding himself back from screaming at her. His mind flashes with scenes of him picking up a coffee cup and smashing it off of Emma's head. A smile that Emma cannot see curves along his lips for a moment at the violent thought. Wiping the grin away before lifting his head, Matt looks into Emma's eyes and says, "I love you… I never meant to hurt you. It was the drugs, baby… I promise you." 

The fake sincerity in his words lulls Emma back to him. 

He assures her want to believe that it was the drugs that made him hurt her. She falls for his lines out of some kind of twisted desperation and makes her way around the counter. 

Putting her arms around him, she kisses Matt deeply with relieved passion. Matt places his hands on her hips and pulls her in closer to him. Within moments the two start to undress one another. Emma peels off Matt's t-shirt as Matt lifts off her dress. Stepping back, Matt puts his fingers over Emma's lips and walks to his bathroom. Emma turns her head to the sudden sound of water coming from the bathroom. 

Matt steps out from around the corner and asks, "I need a shower… wanna join me?" 

Unhooking her bra, Emma answers, "Sure… I need one too." 

Sliding her panties off, Emma struts towards Matt with lust lacing her movements. As Matt watches her come to him seductively, he thinks about that timid girl that he met at the Italian Garden who could barely make eye contact. He smiles at the thought of what she has become, opening up herself enough to be his perfect sexual counterpart. Even though she is more open with her desires, she still holds tight to her low self esteem on the inside. Seeing through her sensual exterior, Matt thrives on her weakness. His twisted grin reflects the fact that he has her right where he wants her. Emma is his 152 





fantasy that has come to life, his own Raggedy Ann doll that he can abuse in any way that he wishes. 

When she gets closer, Matt grabs her by her hair and pulls her into him. He stares into her eyes as she quivers in his grasp, softly panting. Matt forcefully kisses her and then he suddenly yanks her away. Sidestepping, he drags passed the threshold into of his bedroom and turns her around. 

Pushing her against the wall, Matt reaches for a pocket knife on his dresser. Holding her steady, he runs the blade softly along the small of her back. Closing her eyes, she shudders as she feels the sensations of the cold steel prickle on her soft skin. Feeding off of her nervous energy, Matt runs the knife up the middle of her back as he clinches her hair into a ball within his fist. 

Taking the blade away from her body, Matt moves into her and bites her on the back of her neck. At first he starts with a nibble and slowly works his teeth into a vicious gnaw. 

Emma gasps as she her body tightens, fighting the awful pain to impress her assailant. Releasing his jaws, blood slowly puddles within the incisor wound. Pulling her by her hair, Matt turns her around and pushes her back against the wall. 

Letting go of her hair, he puts his hand around her throat and starts to caress her stomach with the small knife. Wanting to ease the ache of the fresh wound on her neck, she holds back the urge with her eyes closed tight. 

It is said that a human bite can be more dangerous than that of an animal. The types of bacteria and viruses contained in the human mouth out number most species; Periodonitis, gingivitis, leukoplakia, lichen planus. In this moment, Emma remembers these teachings from grade school as she tries to pretend to be intoxicated by the rush. Listening to the shower run in the background, Emma loses herself in the throbbing aftermath. This infliction numbs every other sensation as it takes over her being. No matter how much she tries to take her mind away from it, the wound seems to over bear all else. 
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Matt's grip tightens around her throat as he brushes her cheek with edge of his blade. In a soft yet demanding tone, Matt says, "Look at me…" 

Emma's eyes slowly crack open, peering into Matt's pupils. Giving her another squeeze, he gets louder, "Look at me!" 

Her eyes open wider as he grins at her mischievously. 

Moving in closer to her ear, he whispers, "If I wanted too, I could end you right now. You know that, right?" 

Gasping for air, Emma nods in compliance and Matt continues, "Don't you ever run from me… there's no place that you can hide where I won't find you." 

Pausing, Matt relishes in the fear that surfaces in Emma's twitches. He takes the knife and slowly runs the blade jaggedly down her side. Cutting her softly, the steel makes a slight trail of red. Suddenly, he draws the knife away from her flesh and stabs it into the wall less mere inches from head. 

Emma's nerves react, sending startling vibrations through her. 

When she tries to move away from the wall, Matt strengthens his grasp and slams her backwards. Starting into her eyes, he tells her, "I love you more than all of the pain that this world has to offer and I will not live without you." 



As the hours pass by, Kelly is well into her second pack of cigarettes while she comes down from pulling her hair out. 

She has driven all over town as well as called everyone she knows who has any kind knowledge of about Matt. Calling off of work, Kelly has spent the better part of her day desperately looking for her sister. In the serenity of her bed room, she pours herself a shot of rum and downs it. Exhaling with the burn, she chases the flavor with a long drag from her smoke. Her nerves start to relax as she sits back in her desk chair. Pouring another shot, she hopes this is the one that does the job as she gulps it. Waiting for the feeling that she craves to kick in, she wonders if she should tell her mother about Emma and Matt's twisted relationship. 

154 





While Ophelia hordes her own problems in the next room, Kelly feels guilty about hiding her sister's situation from her. Since they were children, Emma and Kelly have always had a special bond—a bond that they kept from their mother. The two would keep the secret of one another and always look each other without Ophelia's intervention. No matter what kind of trouble the other was in, it was always dealt with between the two. As silly as it seems when we get older, these are things that draw siblings closer when they are growing up. These are the childhood rituals that seem to mean so much when we are young, crossed fingers and pinky swears over crossed hearts. 

When Ophelia and Kelly stood in front of Emma's open window, Kelly came up with every excuse to cover for her sister. Even though Ophelia could read her as easy as a cheap novel, Kelly persisted that she did not know where her sister had gone in such secrecy. A pinky swear over a crossed heart are the kinds of habits that die the hardest. As much as she knows that she should break her bond, Kelly wrestles with herself. Despite the fact that her sister is in a volatile relationship with a sociopath, she cannot help but feel that she would be betraying Emma's trust, even if it means potentially saving her life. 

Catching her off guard, Ophelia walks into her room without knocking. She flings the door open and stands at the threshold, "I know ya know something and I want ya to tell me what it is." 

"Jesus Mom!" 

"Don't you Jesus me… your sister ran off through her bedroom fucking window and I want to know why." 

Without a care, Kelly sighs and pours a glass of rum in front of her mother. Speechless, Ophelia watches her and shakes her head in disappointment. Taking a sip of her liquid courage in front of her mother, Kelly decides to let the cat out of the bag regardless of her promise. She tells her mother all about Matt and the rumors that circle around town about him. 

155 





Kelly then spills her guts about the night before, about how he tried to set Emma ablaze and she had to come to her rescue. After everything was laid out to Ophelia, she had to sit down to let it all sink in. 

Thoughts rush through Ophelia's head in rapid bursts, posing the question if she was a failure to her youngest. So many men that were no good had come and gone from Ophelia's life that she wonders if Emma's situation is somehow her fault. In silence, she ponders if she was a staple of example that her daughter followed into various pitfalls. 

Kelly sips from her warm rum and she lights another cigarette; waiting awkwardly for her mother to say something in response. Ophelia stares blindly at the wall, her body limp in the cogs of deep thought. 

Finally she says, "This is my fault…" 

Confused, Kelly asks, "What d'ya mean?" 

Ophelia explains, "All those years of pigs that I'd bring home set into her… they set into you too, but where you stayed away from men, Em just fell for every loser that would give her the time." 

"That's bullshit. Em is the way she is because she thinks she'll find love in the arms of a tall dark stranger, like in those books she reads. She's weak because of herself, not the guys that you've dated." 

"But what Dillon did was…" 

"Mom, fuck what Dillon did! She doesn't even remember that shit! Em wants to live in a fantasy world and this Matt guy is the closest that she thinks she'll ever come to it!" 

Running her fingers through her hair, Ophelia sighs, "I can't help but blame myself for all of this." 

Kelly puffs on her smoke as she tries to choose her words carefully and keep calm. With all of the stress that is going on, the last thing she wants to do is further upset her mother. 

It is hard for her to hold her tongue because there is so much that she wants to say; things that could cause Ophelia further worries. Before Kelly can say anything else, Ophelia stands 156 





up from the edge of her bed and walks out of the room, saying nothing. Looking at her strangely, Kelly watches her mother leave with a ghostly expression on her face, closing the door behind her. 

Walking back into her room, Ophelia sits on her bed and lights a cigarette. In this moment alone she takes subtle drags as she reflects on what kind of role model she has been to her daughters. Thinking back on the slew degenerates that she had in and out of her life, the blame rests heavy on her shoulders. She tells herself that if it was not for her, Emma would have been so much better off. Taking the actions of others to claim her own, she holds the guilt of what Dillon had done to her daughter. While she beats herself up, she pines for an answer to how she can fix what has been damaged for so long—her relationship with her daughters. 

Suddenly her cell phone rings, tearing her away from her thoughts. Ophelia looks at the caller ID and it reads "Private Number". She knows who is calling her and because of that she is reluctant to answer. Listening to the droning ring, she is hit with an epiphany. Glowing with this fresh idea, she answers the phone, "Hello?" 

It sounds as if Dillon is speaking from a teetering pay phone on the other side. His soft rasp mixes with static, "Hi Ophelia…" 

Taking a deep breath, Ophelia answers, "Hello Dillon…" 

"Ah, so you do answer?  Well, I'm in your area and I'd like to see you… and the girls." 

Shuddering on the inside, Ophelia keeps a rough exterior, 

"Sure, but I want to meet you alone first... we have some things to talk about." 

A soft cackle spews from Dillon's mouth before he says, 

"Sounds good, where do you want to meet?" 

Taken off guard, Ophelia pauses as her brain freezes in its tracks. Thinking on her feet, she stutters, "Uh, um how about Jay Cee Park… the one by the beach?" 
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"Sounds good, baby… you gonna be lookin' sexy for me?" 

"Look, just meet me there at 9pm sharp, okay?" 

Dillon laughs, "You really need to ease up… I just want to be close, ya know?" 

Rolling her eyes, Ophelia replies, "Yeah, I know what ya mean be close." 

"Hey, I'm a different man now…" 

"Really… so, that's why you called me with threats and curses?!" 

Laughing at Ophelia again, Dillon retorts, "Come on, baby… you know I was only tryin' to get your attention, right?" 

"Look Dillon, just meet me at Jay Cee and we'll talk there… now's not the time." 

Before Dillon can reply, Ophelia hangs up the phone and tosses on to her night stand. Breathing herself into a serene mind set, she attempts to find her center without taking the chemical horse for a ride. As much as she wants to shoot up, she has been two days sober and wants to see how far she can go without relying on the crutch. Fighting the urge, she lights another cigarette and lies on her bed. Staring up at the ceiling, she comes to grips with the fact that she is about to come face to face with her real life nightmare. 
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CHAPTER 19 











The clock hits 8pm and Donnie is alone at the pizzeria. 

He has sat for hours by himself, preparing only five orders all day. With Kelly calling out, he could not get anyone else to fill in for her. For Donnie, the day has been long and hellish ordeal. Lost in the slow drain of time, Donnie decides to give the finger and close up shop early. As he cuts the lights and exits, the phone starts ringing—stopping him in his tracks. 

Saying, "Fuck it" he slams the door and locks it on the annoying tone of the phone. Donnie stomps off towards his car as he tries to put his horrible day far behind him. 

Getting into his car, he has the idea that Kelly is over at Parker's house. Snarling at the thought of sticking him to shack up with his friend, he starts his car and speeds out of the parking lot of the empty shopping plaza. He peels out, 159 





cutting off an oncoming car as he jumps on the main road. 

Donnie's blood begins to boil as he makes his way to Parker's house. In his mind, the scene of him unleashing his rage plays out rightfully. Blasting angry music that suits his mood, he grips his steering wheel as he prepares himself for tearing down Kelly in front of Parker. Gritting his teeth, he tells himself, "If Parker steps in then I'm gonna beat the ever lovin' 

shit out of him!" 

Even though he was going to leave the situation alone, it has boiled within him to the point that he needs to do something. Donnie parks his car on the side of Parker's house and walks up to the front door. Taking a few breaths, he rings the door bell to be courteous as he whispers himself, "Don't do shit, keep calm and take it as it comes… maintain your cool, man." Parker opens the door, catching Donnie breathing heavily and asks, "Donnie? Are you alright?" 

Shrugging it off, Donnie answers, "I'm fine… can I come in?" 

"Sure, sure… come on in." Parker steps aside and let's Donnie in as he wonders what he is doing there. Walking in, Donnie asks, "Have you seen Kel?" 

Shutting the door, Parker answers, "Nah, I haven't talked to her since last night, why?" 

"Well, she didn't come into work today." 

"Okay, so you're hunting people down who call out now? 

Is this some new company policy?" 

Donnie snaps, "Don't get fuckin' cute with me!" 

"Hey, don't come into my home and start fuckin' yellin' at me… you wanna start that shit, you can hit the fucking bricks." 

"Are you fuckin' her?!" 

Stepping back, Parker glares at Donnie, "Excuse me?!" 

"I said, 'are you fuckin' her?!'" 

Taken back, Parker shouts, “… and if I am, what the hell is it too you?!” 
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Stepping up into Parker's face, Donnie huffs with, "You knew I wanted her…" 

"What the hell are you talking about?! I didn't know that!" 

"Bullshit!" 

As Donnie backs away to take a couple of breaths, Parker asks him, "If this was the case, then why didn't you say anything to me?" 

While Donnie's back is turned to him, Parker tells him, "I can't stop seeing her… I love her." 

Without warning, Donnie spins around and grabs Parker. 

He slams him against the wall and yells, "You can't lover her! 

I fuckin' love her!" 

Thinking fast, Parker head butt's Donnie and his forehead makes contact with the edge of his nose—breaking it on impact. Donnie grabs his face in shock, blood spurts to floor as he backs away. Parker dodges away with his guard up as Donnie howls in pain. Holding his nose, Donnie screams, 

"You broke my nose! You broke my fuckin' nose, you asshole!" 

Parker inches away, saying nothing as he looks on at his writhing friend in shock. Grabbing paper towels from the kitchen counter, he fills them with ice from the front of his fridge. Balling up the tissue around the cubes, he hands it to Donnie. Ripping the cold wrap from Parker's giving hand, Donnie places it on the butt of his nose. Backing into the kitchen, Parker pours a whiskey shot and slams it down as Donnie takes a seat at the table. Taking out another glass, he pours a shot for Donnie. He walks it over and sets it down in front of his wounded friend. Watching Donnie take the shot, Parker asks, "What the hell are we doin' here?" 

Shaking off the burn from the whiskey, Donnie shrugs, "I don't know… women make us men do weird shit." 

Taking the seat across from Donnie, Parker sets the bottle down in front of him and confesses, "I think I'm falling for her…" 
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With a sigh, Donnie moves the ice pack from his face and grabs the bottle from in front of Parker. Pouring another round into both of their glasses, he downs his shot and replies, "So be it… just treat her right, she deserves it after all she's been through." 

"I'm gonna do my best for her. I'm not gonna bullshit you… she is someone special to me." 

Lifting the rim of his shot glass to his lips, Parker can tell that Donnie gave his blessing reluctantly. Before this escapade, he had a hunch that Donnie liked Kelly. Sadly, it took a scuffle for him to truly see that Donnie is in love with her. One thing that Donnie does not know is, Parker kept his distance as long as he could before taking his chance. In back of his mind, Parker knows that this is going to be a damper on their relationship as whole. Sipping his whiskey, Parker comes to grips with the harsh reality that this is not the end of this situation. He is left to face the fact that he may have choose between his love for Kelly or his friendship with Donnie. 



Kelly walks around the house alone, drinking and listening to The Kinks on full blast. Ophelia left without saying a word and Emma has been gone since her covert escape through the window. She is sloppily drunk and haphazardly singing along to the words of their song  I'm not like everybody else. Going from rum shots over ice, to mixers, she is now simply gulping from the bottle as she chain smokes cigarettes and drunkenly dances. Trying to forget the problems that surround her for a single moment, she loses herself in the music. 

In the midst of slugging another shot from her bottle, Emma walks into the house. Pulling he lips from the flow of rum, Kelly gets an eye full of her sister. Wrapped in many layers of clothing, she has a cut on her cheek and she staggers as if she has been up for days. Kelly slams her bottle down on the coffee table, runs into her room and turns off her music. 

162 





Rushing back out to her sister, she takes a closer look at her. 

Pulling the jacket off of her in the middle of the kitchen, she sees that she has cuts up and down her arms. 

Emma hangs her head as Kelly looks on in awe, "What the fuck happened to you?!" 

"Nothin', I'm fine!" 

"You look like you fell into a paper shredder!" 

Pulling away from Kelly, Emma yells, "You wouldn't understand!" 

Looking at her sister as if she does not know her, Kelly takes a step back and asks, "What the hell is happening to you?" 

Frantically stripping down to her bra and panties, Emma exposes the marks that Matt has left on her. There are cuts on her stomach and her arms with bite marks on her neck and shoulders. Kelly's body goes limp in horror as she looks at the mess her little sister has been transformed into. A scarred palate for someone else's gruesome design, Emma bares her wounds with a sickly pride. Remembering her sister as the pale skinned angel at the age of six, Kelly can do nothing more than show a stunned expression at the slashed monument she has become. 

Getting closer to her sister, Kelly runs her fingers along the scars on her arms. Wide eyed and with her mouth agape in awe, Kelly gasps while Emma grins at her posturing. 

Emma says, "This is just flesh and we are exploring so much that is beyond this.” 

Kelly steps back and replies, "He scarring you… nothing more than that. The guy's a fucked up freak who is trying to control you with pseudo bullshit!" 

Pushing passed Kelly; Emma grabs the bottle from the coffee table and takes a swig from it. Watching her sister in disgust, Kelly ponders what she can say to wake her up from the strange trance she is in. Taking a seat on couch in comfort, Emma swallows another swig of rum. Shaking her head, Kelly asks, "What is going on with you?" 
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Playing coy, Emma responds innocently, "What d'ya mean?" 

"You know what I mean… you jump out of your window, then stroll in here looking like someone used you for a fucking voodoo doll. You act as if it's nothing and that I'm the one with issue." 

Emma sighs, "Oh, you just need to relax. I’m just having fun exploring my sexuality." 

Fed up with her little sister's demeanor, Kelly steps up and yanks her bottle from Emma's hand, "You need to get some rest, because obviously you think you are something you're not." 

Standing up from the couch, Emma looks Kelly in eyes and retorts, "Oh yeah? And what am I not? Tell me… give me a spoonful of your infinite fucking wisdom… tell me what your experience has brought you! 

Snapping back, Kelly says, "Well, it's taught me not to let myself be controlled by a psycho!" 

Emma just stands still in the moment, reflecting on Matt's use of his knives on her. She harps on every cut that he put into her as she convinces herself that their relationship is different from others. Thinking about the pain that Matt makes her feel, she tells herself that these are the means that they must explore to become better people. This pain that he bestows upon her forces her to grow towards an understanding that few can comprehend. This poisoned love is influenced by a poisoned world that is drunk on its own insanity. Matt and Emma are two souls that scream outwards, rebelling against the norm in their deviance against the sanctity of the flesh. 

Lighting a cigarette, Kelly exhales and calmly asks, 

"What about this asshole almost killing you? Did you just write that off?" 

"He was high…" 

"Yeah, I hang out with a lot of people who are high and they've never tried to torch me." 
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Stopped in her tracks of thought, Emma stutters to come up with excuses before exploding, "Well, they, uh, um… it's fucking different!" 

Disappointed, Kelly shakes her and says, "He's brainwashed you… " 

"What?!" 

"Yeah, this sick fuck has you right where he wants you…" 

"No… you just don't know what it’s like to be me… to feel so alive." 

Kelly casually lights a cigarette and responds, "If being alive is being someone's cutting board, then you can count me out." 

Taking a swig from her bottle of rum, she walks into her room leaving Emma to hang on her last words. Emma stands silent and flops down onto the couch. She brushes he sister off as if she has no idea of what she talking about. Deep inside, Emma knows she is right but she does not want to believe it. She wants to hold on to the thought that she has her perfect man. His sexual perversions do not matter to her as long as he shows his affection; his love is all Emma needs in this cruel world. As her sister closes her bedroom door, Emma battles her every word in her mind, convincing herself that no will understand their kind of love life. 

As much as she wants to further explain her and Matt's connection, Emma knows it's best to let it rest. She knows that Kelly would never understand their way of lust. Emma could talk until she is blue in the face and in the end, Kelly would refuse to accept it. Plopping back on the couch, she examines her wounds. From her stomach to her arms, Emma traces every sealing wound as she herself wonders if this kind of love is normal. Closing her eyes, she re-visions Matt's hands around her throat. Choking up with that fear, Emma lay back and exhales as her hands caress her inner thigh, working towards her crotch. 
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Emma's fingers inch closer to pleasure herself as she fanta-sizes Matt holding a blade to her throat. She is aware of the morbidity that lies in these thoughts, but she is turned on regardless. Her conscience screams for her to stop, however she views these warnings as mere suggestions. This passion rules over everything else as she loses herself—undoing control. Slipping within herself, she dreams of the most volatile romps with Matt. Gleaming blades against soft flesh, tickling in sweet caress—she yearns in the most orgasmic fashion. As Kelly further pollutes herself in her bedroom, Emma is alone to explore the most taboo ways of self gratification. 

Cooing to herself, Emma thinks of earlier that day when Matt had her up against the shower wall. Forcing himself deep inside of her, he held a straight razor to her throat while promising to drain her of blood if she did not scream his name. The threat keeps her moist as she works herself towards her solitary release. Shoving her fingers deeper and harder into herself, she pines for the cutting sensations that Matt has introduced her to. Her body tightens as she nears her orgasm, fantasizing as she remembers the blade tickling her skin. With loud moans and heavy pants, she excretes her passion all over her fingers. 

After climaxing to her jagged fantasies of sensual pain, Emma catches her breath and quickly comes back down to reality. She now faces the reality that her mother, her sister, and her sister’s friends are trying to force her out of her relationship with Matt. Something inside of her agrees with the dissent from her loved ones, but she fights with the crutch that she does not want to be alone again. Along with that emotional hampering, Emma loves Matt and that danger that he brings to her. This dose of chaos that he offers her is the kind that she has always pined for. For better or for worse, Matt is her prince of darkness—the hellish ruler of her inner most desires. 
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CHAPTER 20 















The clock strikes 9 pm as Ophelia paces by a bench at Jay Cee Park. Warm winds blow in from the beach and ride down the slopes to surround her. Keeping her eyes peeled, she nervously waits for Dillon as she listens to the waves crash in the distance. She thinks about the last time she saw Dillon so many years ago. That intoxicating gleam in his eye and how it sucked her in every time she wanted to escape him. In the darkness of the park, she questions if she can just walk away from him again. It has not been easy for Ophelia having to live without him. At the same time, it was hell having to co-exist with Dillon. 

Taking a seat on the bench, she looks across the way and sees a shadow moving in her direction. Her stomach tickles with butterflies because she knows right away that it is Dillon. In sudden wave, Ophelia is reminded of the familiar feelings that she once felt for him. Attempting to breathe out 167 





the past, she pushes back with the reasons why she ran away from him. Thinking of her daughter and what he had done to her, the butterflies are burned away by a fire of rage. She tells herself that he is the bane of their existence and the source of her family's misery. 

As he gets closer, she sees his face appear from the shadows. Taking in his aged appearance, she grits her teeth knowing that he still has not changed. Merely feet away, he looks at Ophelia with that same arrogant smile that he used to shine to her. Trying as she may, she works her facial muscles enough to return his gesture with a phony grin. Behind her smile Ophelia's contempt for Dillon builds. Standing up from the bench, she puts herself on guard for anything that he might try. Knowing what he is capable of, she does not put it past him to assault her in some way in reaction. His fuse is short and leads to a temperament that leaves bodies in its wake. Dillon may come to her with a smile but that is his way of deception. 

Now he stands before Ophelia, less than three feet away as her heart palpitates with fear and misgivings. Looking her up and down, Dillon says, "Jeez Ophelia, you really look good… just like I remember you." 

Holding back from her yearning to scream at him, she forces out a generic reply, "Thanks… you uh, look good, too." 

"Well, there isn't much to do in jail than workout and read books." 

With a nervous chuckle, Ophelia comments, "I bet." 

Dillon casually moves by her and she turns to follow his movements, taking no chances. Sitting down on the bench, Dillon reaches into his shirt pocket. Ophelia watches him closely expecting anything as he takes out his cigarettes. 

Relief washes over her, staring at him as he flickers his lighter. Taking a puff, Dillon sits back and asks, "So, how ya been?" 
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Even though she is disgusted by Dillon's attempt at small talk, Ophelia plays along, "Fine… everything is going fine." 

Dillon shrugs, "That's good to hear… really, it is. I just wish I could say the same…" 

Ophelia hangs on his pause, noticing that he is waiting for her to show an interest. Wearing her irritation for his sheer audacity on the inside, she quips, "Oh?" 

Not missing another beat, Dillon comes out with his queued response, "Yeah, y'know, prison really gives a man a lot of time to think… to reflect. You start thinkin' 'bout all the people you've hurt on your way to that two by two cell that you're rottin' in." 

Rolling her eyes at his act, Ophelia pulls her smokes from her purse and lights a cigarette. Watching her reactions, Dillon continues, "I spent a lot of time thinkin' of you…" 

Hearing those words, Ophelia sighs, "Dillon…" 

"No, wait… I have to tell you this. So, just hear me out, okay?" 

Taking a drag from her smoke, she gives him a reluctant nod to go on. Waving her over to him, Dillon asks, "Can you at least sit down? Jesus, you're makin' me a fuckin' nervous wreck over here." 

Against her better judgment, Ophelia sits down on the bench towards the outer edge. Uncomfortable; she takes drags from her cigarette as chills ride through her body. She tells herself that she is in remote place close to the last person that she ever wanted to see again. On edge, she listens to him dribble his nonsense about how he has changed so much. 

Ophelia nods and pretends to care while she cringes at his nauseating stature. 

Fed up with hearing him drone on, she tells him honestly, 

"I really don't believe that you've change at all, Dillon." 

"Why's that?" 

"You call me… harassin' me at all hours of the night and threatenin' me and my kids… that's not really showing me that you've changed." 
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Dillon shrugs with a smile upon his face and replies, 

"That's just what you do to me, baby… you make me crazy… 

you always have." 

"That's not me anymore… my life is different now, better in fact." 

"Better without me?" 

"Yes…" 

With a condescending laugh, Dillon argues, "Nah, I don't believe that… not for one second." 

"I'm sorry if ya don't wanna believe it, but it's true… you brought out the worst in me, Dillon." 

Sliding closer to Ophelia, Dillon flicks his cigarette and says, "Let's just cut the shit, okay? You're nothin' without me. 

You need me and that's why you always answer my calls." 

Extending his arm around her shoulders, he tries to pull her closer to him. Ophelia shrugs his arm away from her and moves from the bench. As she turns to face him, Dillon stands up and grabs her. He drags her into him by her arms and asks, "Why do you have to be difficult, why can't you just admit that you want me back?!" 

Ophelia struggles to break from his clutches as she shouts, "I don't fuckin' want you… just let me go!" 

She finally squirms free and pushes him as hard as she can. Backing away, Dillon draws back and punches Ophelia in the stomach. Falling to the ground, Ophelia fights for air as Dillon laughs at her and mocks her, "Aw, what's wrong, baby?" 

Stepping back, Dillon takes a cigarette from his pack and lights it. Taking a drag, he watches Ophelia cough and heave on the ground. With a shake of his head, Dillon says, "Quit being so dramatic, I didn't hit ya that hard." 

Picking herself up from the ground, Ophelia draws her 

.38 and carefully cocks it. Holding it close to her chest, she tries to keep it hidden from Dillon. Standing up she turns around to Dillon looking up at the clear night sky. Taken in by sight of the moon, Dillon says, "I don't know why things 170 





always seem to go so wrong for us… maybe we were just damned to be in conflict?" 

She takes a step back and raises the barrel; putting the side of Dillon's head in her crosshairs. As he turns to face her, Dillon asks, "What do you think?" Seeing Ophelia staring him down with a pistol in her hands, Dillon lets go a nervous chuckle, "Uh, what the hell is this?" 

"This is a gun…" 

"I thought you hated guns?" 

"There's a lot of things that I used to hate, even more, that I used to love… some people actually change." 

Approaching her with caution, Dillon tries to ease her down, "Look, just put the gun away… you don't wanna do somethin' that ya might regret." 

"The only thing I regret is not getting away from you sooner. You destroyed my life!" 

"I destroyed your life?! You fucked your own life up, Hun! I didn't force you to sell your pussy and I didn't force you to love heroin!" 

Glaring into Dillon's eyes, Ophelia retorts, "What about Emma, my daughter that you defiled? Was that her fault as well?" 

Dillon raises his hands up slowly as an expression of fear molds his features. Taking a deep breath, Dillon says, "Just put the gun away, baby… we can talk about this…" 

Gripping the pistol tighter, Ophelia snarls, "Don't call me baby… I'm not your fuckin' baby!" 

Enraged, Dillon taunts her as he walks closer, "You aren't gonna shoot me… you don't have it in you to hurt anyone." 

"Don't come any closer… I mean it!" 

Suddenly, Dillon lunges at her and tries to take the gun from her hands. In reaction, Ophelia’s nerves recoil forces her muscles to squeeze the trigger. The loud pop of the gun going off forces Ophelia's eyes to close. When she opens them, she sees Dillon staggering back and forth, holding his chest as he 171 





gasps for air. Falling to his knees with two hands griping the wound, he tries to say something but he just slumps to the ground. Seeing what she has done; Ophelia steps back in shock and drops the gun. Her mind aches in horror and she does the only thing that her instincts allow her to do—she runs. 

Moving as fast as she can, she cuts through the park and speeds towards her car. Surrounded by darkness, she exhausts the breath from her caving chest. Her feet throb as her knees go numb while she prays with a burning in her lungs that no one witnessed what she had done. Getting to her car in the dimly lit parking lot, she gasps as she frantically looks around for any unwanted eyes. Scanning the scene through blurred eyes, she jerks open her car door and jumps inside. Fighting to catch her breath, she slams the door and dumps out her purse on passenger seat. Ophelia sifts through the emptied contents for her keys as tears stream down her face. 

Finding her keys, she fumbles as she tries to shove them into the ignition. Frustrated and boiling with emotions, she pauses to take a deep breath. Exhaling, she sticks the key in and starts her car. Shifting into reverse, she slams her foot on the gas and backs out frantically. Peeling her tires upon the asphalt, she spins the wheels and slides the car into drive. 

Fleeing the scene of her crime, she does so at the top speed her old coupe can reach. 

Exiting the parking lot, Ophelia gets to the main road and starts to cry. She does not cry out of guilt, but because she is finally free from Dillon. All those years have been turned into a distant memory in a matter of seconds. With a simple slip of the trigger she wiped Dillon off of the planet and out of her life. Ophelia had removed a stain from her existence, a stain that ran so deep that its essence would invade her dreams. In this moment of release, Ophelia feels as if she has been reborn. So taken with what she had done in the act itself, Ophelia does not care that she left the smoking gun at the scene. 
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Once she gets home, relief washes over her in a wave of protection as if nothing can touch her. Like a teenage trying to get passed her parents, she sneaks into her quiet home and heads to her bedroom. Walking down the hall she can hear the sounds of her daughters secluded in their rooms, their music haphazardly jelled into muffled waves of conflict. 

Slipping into her bed room, she closes the door behind her as she flips the light switch and twists the lock. Ophelia slowly strips down to her comfort zone, her bra and underwear before plopping down on her bed. Lighting a cigarette, she exhales her stress with the smoke of her relaxing drag. 

Halfway through her smoke, she remembers that dose that she has been saving for a special moment. With a shrug, she tells herself that there is no better time than now to dive in. She digs into her drawer like a kid in a candy jar and pulls out the little baggie. The bag holds more than a usual fix, but she cooks up the whole bag on her trusty burnt spoon in both celebration and escape. Her cigarette burns in the ashtray as she sucks her joy into her syringe. Tying off her arm above her elbow with a belt, she slaps her forearm to raise the abused vein. Taking one last drag from her smoke, she preps the needle and sticks it into her arm. Slowly pressing down on the plunger, the drug rushes into her veins. 

Feeling as if heaven is taking her body over, this dose ends her period of sobriety. Emptying the contents into her body, she slips the needle out and unties her arm. She feels as if she is floating on clouds of divine comfort, over taken by the warmth it brings. Her eyes roll into white as she lies down on her bed and temporarily leaves this plain. Stretching out as she scoots into comfort, Ophelia finally feels alive. Every nerve of her body is cradled as her senses are smoothed over with soft waves of calmness. Lost in her high, she leaves behind all of her woes; carried by this moment and this moment alone. 

It has been so long since she has felt this free, always on edge; waiting for Dillon to find her. Now that he is gone she 173 





can finally rest at ease. She has saved herself, her daughters and countless others from being enslaved by his existence. 

Ophelia knows she did the right thing because he would have never stopped stalking her. Running from him time and time again for so long proved this to her. Her motives may have been out of desperation, but desperation is all that she was left with in the end. He would have kept coming, always lurking in the shadows for the opportune moment to shake her from whatever peace she had found. 

With a grin upon her face, she curls up to hold her pillow, knowing that her personal horror movie is over. A single round from a .38 caliber pistol was the means to an end for all of her sorrows. Suspended in loving arms of her high, she tells herself that she is going to turn it all around. Now she can move on and become the person that her daughters can be proud of. Basking in the glow of freedom, she tells herself that this is her last fix. No more hooking and no more heroine; after this night she will move forward into a life of normalcy. 
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Kelly awakens to the sound of her alarm that summons her to prepare for work. After drinking half of a bottle of rum the night before, her head is dominated by a hangover and a damaged sense of pride. Sliding out of her bed, she wanders into the kitchen for a glass of water to cleanse her dry mouth. 

With her eyes barely cracked, she takes a glass from the cabinet and fills it from the faucet. She slowly sips from her water as she debates whether or not to make a cup of instant coffee or a full pot. Wondering if her mother would have some, she walks over and knocks on her bedroom door. 

Standing in silence, Kelly knocks the door again and says, "Hey mom!" 
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Waiting a few seconds, she knocks harder and speaks louder, "Hey mom, you want some coffee? If not, I'm not making a pot!" 

Shaking her head, Kelly jiggles the door knob and gives it a twist. Opening Ophelia's bedroom door, she walks in saying, "Look Mom, I'm gonna…" 

Stopped in her tracks, Kelly is startled by the sight of her mother. With eyes wide open and her mouth agape, she lays frozen in her bed, stiff and staring lifeless at the ceiling. Kelly simply stares at her mother, unable to move or say a word as her jaw drops in shock. As much as she would like to attempt CPR or call 911 for help, Kelly knows that it would be useless—her mother is dead. Sitting down next to her on the bed, tears stream from Kelly's eyes as a rush of anger and hurt collide into a selfish pain. Knowing that this was inevitable, Kelly always held out hope that her mother would someday wake up and get clean. Laying her head on her mother's corpse, Kelly cries onto her bloated belly—wishing that she was still alive. 

Kelly picks herself and calls 911 from her cell phone, when the operator picks up she gives her the address and tells the operator that she thinks her mother is dead. Hanging up the phone, she walks into Emma's room and wakes her. She softly shakes her by the shoulder and whispers, "Mom is dead..." 

Emma's eyes stretch open as she rolls over to face her sister. Rubbing her lids to wake up, she notices that Kelly is in tears. Sitting up, Emma puts her arms around Kelly as her eyes begin to water at the loss of their loving mother. The last thing she expected to hear so early in the morning is that her mom was dead. Both of them had briefly discussed what they would do if this situation were to ever take place. Although they hoped that it would never happen, they are left to deal with the painful reality. Now they are faced with the hell of moving on so young without the woman who brought them into the world. 
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Within moments, the police show up with the paramedics. After giving their statements to the police, the girls stand outside of Ophelia's former bedroom as the paramedics check her vitals and attempt giver her CPR. Kelly holds Emma close as they watch the display through blurred vision. 

Knowing fully that the efforts of the EMT's are useless, they wish that they could just cut the red tape take her away. 

Finally, the two EMT's load Ophelia's body on to a stretcher and cart her to the ambulance. 

One of the EMT's looks at Kelly and says, "We have to get her to the ER and we'll most likely announce her as dead on arrival there of an acute cardiac arrest. A coroner will do autopsy and we'll give you the death certificate when it is ready. I'm sorry." 

Holding back her tears, she gives the EMT a sullen nod. 

She puts her arm around Emma for comfort while Emma stares at the floor in shock. Emma raises her eyes and watches them cart her mother out of the front door. Kelly holds Emma close and tells her, "Don't worry, Em… we're gonna get through this." 

The two load up in Kelly’s car and follow behind the ambulance, sharing a heavy silence. Lighting two cigarettes, she passes one to Emma. While Kelly wonders how she is going to take care of the house and the bills without her mother, Emma stares at her scarred wrists. For the first time since she was twelve, she questions her maturity and what she will have to do to stand up on her own. With Ophelia gone, it is just the two of them now and they only have each other to rely on. As sad as Emma is, she is hit with the reality that she has to grow up and get a job. Her ride of youthful freedom is now over. 

When they get to the hospital the girls are seated in the waiting area as Ophelia's body is taken to the back. Kelly and Emma sit in the waiting room for a half an hour before a doctor comes out to talk to them. Pulling them aside discreetly, the doctor tells them that their mother is dead. The 177 





doctor looks at the two of them and softly asks, "How long as your mother been using heroin?" 

Taken back, Kelly answers as Emma looks away, "I don't know…" 

Shaking his head, the doctor replies, "She has track marks that you can run a train on… so I'm guessing she's been using for quite a few years." 

Kelly and Emma look at one another before their eyes start to wander in separate directions out of a guilty embarrassment. The doctor pauses while he gauges their reactions to his statement. He can tell be their expressions that they knew their mother was an addict, but like in so many cases, they were helpless to do anything about it. 

"I'm ruling her death as an overdose but there will be an autopsy and you'll get the death certificate within the next two weeks… I'm sorry for your loss." 

Giving a sullen nod, the doctor walks away, leaving the girls to be alone in their grief. As bad as they feel, Kelly and Emma know that there was nothing they could do. Time and time again they tried to get their mother to seek help and kick her habit, but their efforts were useless. You can do everything in the world for a person with an addiction, however unless they are willing to help themselves you are traveling a dead end road. They have to be willing to get help because you cannot save anyone from themselves. Ophelia was content and denied that she had problem. To her, the issue was her being an on call prostitute for mostly married men. 

Returning home, Kelly and Emma raid their mother's liquor and marijuana stash. They smoke her bud and drink her whiskey as they reminisce about her. High and drunk, they remember the good times that they had with their mother. 

Intoxicated laughs hold back their anguish as they reflect on the joy that they had with Ophelia. Emma recalls her mother giving her hell at the age of ten for getting her new Easter dress caked with mud when she slipped out the back door of their old trailer home when they lived in Gibsonton. The 178 





therapeutic laughs roll on as they intake the highs to cover the sadness that they feel. 

As the hours press on, Kelly decides to retire for the evening, leaving Emma to smoke a cigarette on the back porch alone as she finishes her drink. After a kiss on the forehead, Kelly walks in and slides the back door closed behind her. Taking soft drags from her smoke, Emma wonders what she can do to help out around the house now financially. Thinking of the places that are hiring, she comes up with nothing. Due to the shape of the economy, even menial jobs are few and far between. Shaking her head at the thought, she tells herself that she should have taken that job at the book store when she had the opportunity. 

Her eyes weigh heavy with her thoughts and then she takes on last drag and snuffs out the cigarette. Staggering back into the house, Emma walks into her mother's former room and lies down on the bed. She curls up into her blanket and takes in her scent as she rests her head on a pillow. Forming into a ball, she closes here eyes and remembers a better time when she was her mother's baby girl. Drifting away with a grin upon her lips, she sees herself cradled in her mother's arms as she sings lullabies to lure her asleep. In a drunken high, she falls into the sweet dreams of what used to be, finding comfort in the joys that have passed her by. At least tonight, she can hold on to her innocence for a few more hours. 



Matt paces around his apartment in a strange fit. Nothing can keep him stable as his restless nerves tighten into rage. 

He yearns to hold his power over someone and his calls to Emma's cell phone have simply gone to voicemail. Frustrated, he stares at himself in his mirror and is horrified by his longing gaze. Disgusted with his yearning, he punches the glass and shatters the reflective door to his medicine cabinet. 

The sparkles rain down into his sink in jagged pieces that tink and tingle with every drop. Picking up a shard, he cuts 179 





himself across his chest. Pushing the jagged piece into his flesh, he pulls it down slowly opening a new wound. With a twisted grin, he mutters, "This is for you, Emma…" 

Bleeding from his chest, he smears the blood all over his front and he harshly pinches his crimson covered nipples. 

Squinting out of painful pleasure, Matt picks up the broken piece of mirror and slowly drives the sharpest angle into his nipple. Cutting into the tender area on his body, tears bubble in his eyes. With a gleeful panting, the edge breaks through the other side. Touching his finger on upon the saturated tip, Matt smiles wide mouthed, rubbing his tongue along his teeth as the lonely tears roll off of his cheek. Biting his lip bottom lip, Matt twists the piece and slowly retracts it from his right breast. He coos with a sigh, something of sexual in nature in afterglow of his self mutilated deviance. 

Bloodied and moaning, he reaches his down into his boxer shorts and proceeds to fondle himself. Twisting his wounded nipple, Matt masturbates to the thoughts of cutting Emma. With his eyes rolled into the back of his head, he fantasizes about the confused anguish on his lover's face. The pain that he feels is nothing more than a simple pleasure for him. When he feels most alive is when he is able to inflict his hurt upon others. Matt especially gets turned on by those who are timid and weak to his prowess. Girls like Emma who let him do whatever he wants without question. 

Stroking his erection, Matt thinks about drinking Emma's blood as he gropes his wounded chest. Blood squeezes out around his hand as he twists his nipple harder and harder. The pain he feels brings an overflow of pleasure to his mind and body. With a loud moan, Matt reaches his climax. In the afterglow he smears his seaman across his chest, mixing in his ejaculation with crimson mess. Catching breath, he comes to his feet and walks over to his tall mirror that hangs behind his bedroom door. Pushing the door closed, he stares at the spectacle that he has made of himself. 
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Standing with his chest puffed out, he balls his fists by his sides. Matt still feels his yearn to inflict some kind hurt upon someone else. Caked in his own blood and cum, he runs his fingers into through the goopy mess. Pulling his hand away, he smears his fingers on the mirror in front of him. He slowly writes "never ending" in large letter finger smears on the cheap reflective surface. Backing away, he takes in his work with a sullen smirk. Turning around, Matt takes a small bottle of whiskey out of his dresser and starts chugging. 

Taking his lips away with a gasp, he walks back over to the mirror. Filling his mouth full of whiskey, he spits it all over the mirror. 

Watching the rejected alcohol running through the smears on his mirror, he thinks about Emma and why she will not answer his calls. Looking at his gruesome state, he blames Emma. In his mind, if Emma was there than he wouldn't have done this to himself. Matt becomes enraged as he is over come with the feeling of rejection. Glaring at himself in the mirror, he takes sips from his whiskey and thinks about going over to Emma's house. He visions cutting her throat was her forcefully takes her in sexual rage. His emotions boil with volatile hate, mentally readying himself for a fresh kill. 

There is no more thinking clearly for Matt. His madness has completely taken him over. Basking in the darkness of his sickest thoughts, he yearns to cause physical and mental harm to another human being. He feeds off of the terror in their eyes and the fear that palpitates in their hearts. Facing his rejection by Emma, he convinces himself that has to have her. 

If he cannot have her willingly, then he will take her through violence. Matt would rather kill her rather than have her walking around knowing that she successfully rid herself of him. 
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The morning comes and Emma is wide awake to face the day. She starts brewing a strong pot of coffee and is making egg and cheese sandwiches for her and her sister. Fried eggs with American cheese and ham, bedded between two toasted slabs of cheap white bread. It is 8 am sharp and she is ready to go out into the world and find a job. With the loss of their mother, she is now ready to grow up and pull her weight for the household. Emma has been up since 7:30—she has had a shower and is already wide awake. For Emma, it is a monu-mental foot to be out of bed and motivated before noon. 

Kelly walks out from her bedroom, "What the hell are you doing up so early?" 

"I need a ride…" 

"Where do you need be this early morning, your boy friend's place?" 
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"No, I need to find a job…" 

Taken back, Kelly is rendered speechless by Emma's sudden enthusiasm to join the work force. Wide eyed at her sister's retort, Kelly does not how to respond. For so long Emma has been the sheltered one and she never knew why. 

She was not forced to find work while Kelly worked the fast food chains for a measly pay check. While she slaved over hot fryers so some obese middle class family could throw back grease pit burgers and fries from a dollar menu. Emma would be relaxing in bed reading books that no one knew where they came from. She would always turn up with new clothes and jewelry that no one had bought for her. Kelly always had a hunch that they were stolen, but she kept it to herself. 

Secretly Kelly knows now that it was most likely because of Ophelia's guilt of what happened to Emma. Kelly struggles with whether or not she should tell Emma what Ophelia had confessed mere hours before her death. Wanting to be open, she does not know how her sister will deal with the information. At this time when Emma is ready to commit herself to getting a job and pitching in; how will she deal with it? 

Taking a seat at the kitchen table, Kelly pulls a cigarette from pack and lights it. Inhaling her first drag of the day, Kelly's thoughts crawl through the groggy mess in her head. Fighting back the voice of her conscience, she blows her smoke as she eye balls the slowly brewing coffee pot. 

While a slight hangover lingers due to the night before, Kelly hangs her head as she smells the eggs frying in the pan. 

She tries to drive away the nausea with puffs from her smoke, but it is useless. There is too much on her plate at that moment and the last thing she needs is a piecing headache. Alcoholics are in constant recovery mode from their binge the night before. No matter what they tell you, they are drinking to keep those inevitable pains at bay. It is always one more beer, followed with another shot of their favorite poison. 
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Before they know it, the time drains into wee the hours of the morning and they are repeating the same ritual as before. 

Kelly is too stubborn too admit that she has a problem to anyone else. However like many addicts, she questions herself in silence while concealing her pain from everyone else. 

She knows what she is doing to herself is damaging and that the consequence is not worth ride she is on. Every morning she feels this hell reigning down upon her, but every night she is back to the bottle. Like a slave to her own undoing, Kelly yearns for those few hours when everything is turned down and that light headed feeling takes her over. Smoking her cigarette, she frets that those times may be coming to an end. 

With her sister stepping up to the role of the responsible adult, Kelly reflects on her own ways and how she needs to be. 

After their fried egg sandwiches, Kelly drives Emma where ever she wants to go. With her to-go cup of coffee, Kelly sits in the car and chain smokes. She keeps her fingers crossed for her sister as she listens to the radio and tries to shake her headache. This drags on for two hours and with every other place she stops she is told they are not hiring. 

Feeling dejected, Emma wishes that she just took that job at the bookstore. There is only so much self pity Emma can hold for herself at this point. At the time she knew what she was doing, though the times have changed; she has no one to blame but herself. Taking it in as much stride that she can muster, she attempts to learn from her past mistakes. 

Dropping her off at home, Kelly gets dressed and makes her way off to work. As her sister closes the front door behind her; Emma's cell phone starts ringing. Hoping it is one of the few places she put her application in, she takes it out and looks at the caller ID. The name and number are listed as 

"unknown". Her first thought is that it is a business number so she quickly answers the call. 

"Hello?" She says in excitement. 
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"So, now you answer your phone when you don't know who it is?" 

Taken off guard by the sound of Matt's voice, Emma stutters, "M, m, Matt, what's, uh goin' on?" 

"Why haven't you called me back?" 

"I was going to, but…" 

Matt snaps at her, "Don't lie to me.” Sighing, she says, "Matt, my mother died yesterday…" 

A short pause comes over from Matt's side of the phone before he says, "Well, my condolences…" 

Emma says nothing as she wonders what she is doing with such a selfish person. Questioning her judgment, she looks back to the short time ago that they met. When she first met Matt she was turned on by his seemingly natural cool. He exuded a certain kind of charisma that Emma had only ever read about in her books. The confidence that he showed was more than enough to win her over at first glance. Everything that Emma ever wanted in a man seemed to radiate from Matt at first. Now that light seems to be dimming in Emma's mind. 

Instead of seeing the dark stranger that she lusted for, she starting to view him for the person that he really is. Slowly she is coming to the realization that Matt is just as immature and thoughtless as the others she had been with. 

Wanting to be alone with her thoughts, she asks Matt, 

"Can I call you back later?" 

Matt questions her, "Will you call me back later?" 

"Yeah, definitely…" 

He can sense in her tone that she has no interest in calling him back. Trying to keep his cool, he simply replies, 

"Well, I'm just gonna have to hold you to that, aren't I?" 

"I'm just really tired… I just need to take a nap, ya know?" 

"Sure", he says, "I'll just talk to you later." 

By the time the two hang up with one another, Emma is convinced that she needs to end their relationship. She cannot help but blame herself for falling for Matt's charade. Feeling 185 





the weight of her world, she walks into her bedroom and falls into bed. Kicking off her shoes, she tosses her conflicting thoughts aside with a shrug. Covering herself with her blanket, she cuddles up to her pillow and stares off. Resting her head, she wishes that she could be someplace else. Somewhere far away from her problems, for the most part, she has created for herself. Trying to put her mind at ease, she tells herself that one day things will get better. 



It is a slow day at Lots-O-Crust while Kelly sits around chatting with a battered Donnie. When she asked Donnie why he had bandage over his nose, he told her something had fallen from his shelf and hit him in the face. Donnie did not see much of a point in talking about the fight he had with his best friend over sheer stupidity. Everything was patched up over some drinks and few laughs over their battle scars. As emotional as he was at the time, Donnie is just happy that his jealousy did not cost him his friendship with Parker. This is the same old story, something from the pages of a Shakespearian romance. Throughout history, the love of the same woman has been the death knell to many of friendships. Further proof that the more things change, the more they seem to stay the same. 

After a few hours have passed and as much as Kelly has tried to keep it to herself, she breaks down, "Donnie, my mom died yesterday…" 

"Jesus, what the hell are you doing here today?" 

Kelly holds back her tears and replies, "I had to come in… I had to get away from the house. Not to mention, I've missed enough work." 

Shocked by the news, Donnie asks, "How did she go?" 

Pausing to think of her answer, she simply says, "A heart attack…" 

"But she looked so young!" 

Nodding with an expression of gloom, she looks down at the ground. Kelly convinces herself that Donnie does not 186 





need to know the truth about her mother. He has only met her a few times and never held back in his sexual references towards her. Being the sexual males that he is, he was forever reminding Kelly how "hot" he thought her mother was. As creepy as the thought of Donnie and her mother was, she un-derstood that it came with the territory of having an attract-tive mom. She had dealt with things like this most of her life and somehow found herself getting used to it. 

Donnie notices the look on her face and says, "You need a night of being loose, we should throw a party." 

"I can't. I have to work tomorrow…" 

"I'm off tomorrow. I'll just fix the schedule and switch ya with Pete… he's been bitchin' about more hours anyway." 

"Well…" 

"Well, shit… we're doing this." 

Thinking about Emma for a moment, Kelly says, 

"Alright, but we're doin' it at my house…" 

Donnie nods, "You got it… let me work out this out with Pete." 

As Donnie walks into the back Kelly smiles and calls her sister. It rings and goes straight to voice mail because Emma turned it off so she could rest. Kelly leaves her a message, 

"Don't make any plans tonight, Em… we’re having a much needed party." 
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The hours burn faster towards the night as Emma paces around her house, waiting for the guests to arrive. As inward as she is, she has never hosted a party before. She has had friends over, but far from what her sister has been experience too. When Emma was in sixth grade, she and Ophelia traveled across the state in participation in a spelling bee. 

While they were gone, Kelly and her friends threw a huge house party with cases of beer and the equivalent to a full liquor bar. Kelly had everything cleaned up by the time they came home, but it was three neighbors who snitched her out. 

Ophelia grounded Kelly for a month—no friends, no phone, and no television. After witnessing what her sister went through for her one night of fun, Emma towed the line when it came to her partying at her house. 
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All day long, Emma's phone has been ringing non-stop with calls from Matt. After the first two calls, she switched her phone on vibrate. By the time the last couple of calls were received, Emma's confidence was built to point of an arrogant smirk. As irritated as she became at certain points, she finally found satisfaction in having control over a man. It had always been Emma's place to play the role of the desperately dejected, but now she is learning what it is like to be on the other side of the coin. Unlike the times when she was the one left on hold, now it is her turn to feel that same kind of power over someone else. 

Emma's pacing and constant questioning annoys Kelly to the point that she shakes her head while exhaling a sigh. She pokes her head around the corner of the bathroom and shouts over her blow dryer, "Hey calm the fuck down! It's only going to be Parker and Donnie… I'm not cleaning up after twenty assholes!" 

With a cringed face, Emma says, "Donnie… that fuckin' 

slob who always googled at mom when he came over?! Oh god, that's just gross!" 

Kelly shrugs off Emma's remarks and replies, 

"Whatever… that's just the way Donnie is! He's really a nice guy when you get to know him… better than the sick fucker you’ve been pallin’ around with lately." 

Emma grabs a bottle of beer from the refrigerator and rolls her eyes as she twists off the cap. Taking a sip she listens to her sister go on about Donnie over the loud buzz of her hair dryer. Where Emma stands, she thinks of Donnie as a simple slob who does not even try to fake his maturity. As a t-shirt and jeans guy, Donnie does not appear much to Emma in the first place—she only concerns herself with men that she would want to sleep with. Not that Emma cares, but this is one of the reasons why she has a hard time making and keeping friends, so quick to dismiss those who are not like her. She only befriends men who she is attracted to and 189 





hardly ever befriends other girls because she has always viewed them as needless competition. 

As Kelly cuts off her hair dryer, there is a loud knock on the door. Emma is in mid gulp from her beer as Kelly jolts from the bathroom towards the front door. Before Emma can turn around, Kelly opens the door where Parker and Donnie stand, each holding two bottles with a wide grin. Parker steps in and places his offerings on the kitchen counter, a bottle of cheap vodka and a bottle of Jagermister. Donnie walks in and his eyes hit Emma as she is in mid sip, his eyes scan her curves as she catches him looking. The second his eyes meets hers, he turns his head quickly to divert eye contact. Playing it cool, he raises up his bottles of Goldschlager and black rum. 

Setting the bottles down next to Parker's, Donnie pulls a quarter bag of marijuana from his pocket. Emma's eyes grow at the sight of Donnie's greens and she asks with a smirk, 

"What's that you have there, Donnie?" 

Smiling, he answers, "Well, this is sweetest bud I have had in the longest time. This stuff is primo, high grade hydroponics. One hit from this shit had me blazed. No fuckin’ 

shit!" 

While Emma and Donnie chat about his bag of goodies, Kelly and Parker hug each other tight. Emma and Donnie try to ignore the two lovers as they come together and kiss one another passionately. Donnie walks over to Emma and opens the bag of marijuana in her face, where she takes a long whiff of the herbal scent. Taking in the heavy pine scent, her eyes roll into the back of her head as she is knocked off of her feet. 

Catching her breath, Emma says, "Goddamn! That smells fuckin’ amazing!" 

Donnie shoots Emma a grin, "Well, let's smoke some of this shit!" 

The party rolls on between the four; drinking copious amounts of alcohol and smoking just as much marijuana. 
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to dancing too loud music of various styles. Somehow through the good times, Emma starts looking at Donnie differently. She no longer sees him as a slob, but as a down to earth guy with a great sense of humor. By the time the clock hits midnight, Kelly and Parker are starting to move closer to her bedroom as Donnie and Emma find themselves on the back porch. 

Sipping his rum and cola, Donnie passes a freshly rolled joint to Emma. Drunk, Emma carefully lights the tip as she involuntary sways back and forth. Donnie looks at her with grin and asks, "You a'ight?" 

Emma chuckles as she takes in her hit with closed eyes. 

Exhaling the smoke, she replies, "I'm pretty drunk, but yeah… I'm good." 

Passing the joint back to Donnie, he takes a puff and inquires, "So… are you still dating Matt?" 

Taking a gulp from her drink, Emma looks away and says, "I don't know… " 

"What d’ya mean, ya don't know? You either are or ya aren't…" 

"It's not that simple, Donnie." 

"Sure it is… do ya love him?" 

Rolling her eyes, Emma takes another sip from her cup and remarks, "It must be easy for you to generalize these kinds of things..." 

Blowing smoke, Donnie shakes his head, "Nah… but if I was with a piece of shit it probably would be." 

Playing ignorant, Emma asks, "Oh, and what makes Matt a piece of shit, as you eloquently put it?" 

"Come on… don't act like I don't know that he tried to set you on fire. What kind of person does somethin' like that?" 

At loss for words, Emma just stares blankly through her screened in porch and into the night sky. Knowing that she cannot muster a defense for Matt, she harps on what she was thinking in her head. She takes an awkward sip from her drink as she feels Donnie's eyes on her. He waits for her to 191 





retort, but Emma has nothing to say in response. There is no argument that she can pose because she knows Donnie is right—Matt is sick and she can do much better than him. 

Sitting in silence, she wonders why she stood for his twisted ways for as long as she did. Donnie takes another puff and tries to find a way to ease out of the subject. 

He passes her the joint and says, "I didn't mean to upset you or anythin', I just think you deserve better than someone like Matt." 

Accepting Donnie's token, Emma takes a deep drag and replies, "Yeah, well… a good man is hard to find." 

"Good people are hard to find period in this fucked up world… doesn't mean ya gotta settle for the waste at the bottom of the barrel, ya know?" 

As she exhales, Emma remarks, "Everything is just shit… apathetic, soul less people who could really give a shit about anyone else. It's such a goddamn drain to live in these times." 

"That's just an excuse to be miserable, Emma… nothin' 

more. You make the world what is for yourself. If you wallow in self pity, then you're no better than the people who add to the problem. No one ever wants to take blame from themselves… it's always somebody else." 

Saying nothing, Emma thinks about what Donnie is telling her. As much as she would like to argue, she knows that he is right. A light shines upon the darkness that she has been lingering in—bringing her to an awakening. Finally, Emma comes to terms that she is the problem and only she can fix it. In a stunning moment of clarity, Emma comes to grips with the reality that she has been cause of all of her woes. Every man that entered her life and every stumble along her path had been due to her lack of confidence. Emma feels refreshed as the weight she has carried around for so long is lifted. 

Reclining back in her seat with a grin, she simply tells Donnie, "You're right." 
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"I know I'm right… it's the weed." 

Emma chuckles as she shakes her head. Taking a sip from her drink, she leaves behind her thoughts of Matt and enjoys her present company. Looking over at Donnie, Emma takes in his relaxed nature in admiration. There is a glow that feels bubbling inside of her, a strange attraction towards Donnie. At one point she thought he was a know-nothing low life, but now she sees him in much brighter light. Slamming the rest of her drink, Emma runs with the courage to make her move. 

Peeling herself away from her chair, Emma walks over to Donnie and stands in front of him. Donnie looks up at her with confused eyes as he takes a hit from his joint. As the end touches his lips, Emma reaches out and takes it from him. She takes a drag and gives Donnie a seductive glare. Squirming in his chair; a sudden feeling of discomfort rides through Donnie's body. He gets the gist of where she is heading with her actions, but he is not sure if he should act on his baser instincts. 

Exhaling her smoke, she asks, "Do you think I'm hot, Donnie?" 

Taking a deep breath, Donnie answers, "Look, Emma, your sister is…" 

"Is getting nailed by Parker… what do you want to do?" 

"Emma, you're a beautiful girl, but your sister is a great a friend and I don't want to ruin that." 

Pushing Donnie back in his chair, Emma climbs on to his lap and straddles him. Taken by surprise, Donnie holds his arms out away from her. As much as he lusts to grab hold and give her what she wants, he holds back with every amount of strength that he can summon. Sensing his resistance, Emma grabs Donnie and forces his face in her cleavage.  She presses her breasts around his head as she grinds her hips into his crotch. Collapsing into her desire, Donnie wraps his arms around her and pulls her in closer to him. Pulling Donnie's 193 





head back, Emma forces her lips into his and kisses him deeply. 

Donnie Kisses her back as his hands clutch on to her hips and work their way up her back. He wants to stop himself because she has been drinking all night and he does not want to be that drunken mistake. One of those regrettable moments that follows the brutality of the morning sun. The wonder-ment of what you were thinking resting on top of a headache and a drained feeling as you pine for the strength to brew a pot of coffee. This is not how Donnie wants to be remembered, but it has been a long time since he has been with a woman that he is willing to risk the likely blowback. 

As Emma's hands run down Donnie's chest to undo his belt, he is hit with the fear of ruining his friendship with Kelly. In sudden a movement, his hands grip her wrists as she attempts to work down his zipper. He pulls her hands away as turns his head away from her kisses. Emma leans back and asks, "What's wrong?!" 

Unable to look her in the eyes, Donnie turns away and says, "I can't do this…" 

"Why, why can't you?!" 

Donnie softly edges her off of his lap, "You're drunk, I'm stoned, and I don't want any kinda wired shit between us." 

Emma slides to her feet, takes his snuffed joint and storms off back into the house without saying a word. As Donnie wonders if he did the right thing, he startled by the back door slamming shut. Walking into the house, Emma grabs the half bottle of vanilla vodka from counter and goes into her bedroom. Frustrated, she closes the door behind her and starts slugging shots straight from the bottle. Far from rational thinking, Emma does not realize what Donnie was telling her. Instead of letting his words register, she is taking thwarts as blatant rejection. Sitting on her bed she slugs from the bottle and smokes her lifted joint while she fights the urge to scream in Donnie's face. 
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While Emma hides away in her room, Donnie sits on the back porch and thinks to himself with his erection. Part of him wants to go in and take her as she right now, while the other knows this is what is best for tonight. Not only does he not want to be treated like a fool the next day, but he is afraid that Kelly will kill him if he does anything with her sister. 

Donnie knows that Emma is in a vulnerable place right now and he does not want to be her rebound man. As tough as Donnie would like to show himself to be, on the inside he is an emotional person. He is looking for someone to be with, not loveless sex. 

The portrayal of men that is marketed towards women barely fits Donnie into its pigeon hole. His rough exterior has been created out of what he thinks women want, on the inside he is a caring person who wants more than sex. Bombarded by every form of media, he is under the belief that men must be strong and not wear their emotions on their sleeve. Certain books and movies tell men that they must look like sparkling, chiseled statues that carry the weight of women and their immature emotions. Not only are they painting men in a generalized spectrum, but they are also using that same polarizing view to set women back as well. 
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It's two in the morning and Matt has been pacing around his apartment since he last spoke to Emma. His emotions are poisoned with sensations of hate as he gets dressed and readies himself to go out. Wearing a black buttoned down shirt tucked into black dress pants, he tightens a black leather belt around his waist. Looking at himself in his fluid stained mirror, he slides an old Bowie knife nestled within its holster over his belt. Taking a step backwards, Matt fixes his hair as shoots a harsh gaze towards his reflection. As sharp as a freshly sharpened razor blade—Matt knows he looks good. 

"Tonight", he says, "I'm gonna steal someone’s heart." 

Stepping into his closet he pulls a jacket from a hanger and slides it on over his shoulders. He adjusts it as he walks out into the living room to get his car keys. Taking deep 196 





breaths, he centers himself to where he needs to be mentally and spiritually. Building his adrenaline, Matt leaves his apartment to head out on the town. Locking the door, he turns and faces the full moon that shines upon him. Standing still for a moment, Matt grins up at its radiant beauty and feels a calm come over his being. With this calm he feels a strength that builds within him—a strength that assures him that he can do anything. 

Making his way into town, he drives slowly through the downtown area—stalking. At this hour the streets are scarce, void of anyone not looking for trouble. The store fronts all close early; just after six, and anything left open afterwards are bars and restaurants. This is a family friendly area, and they city councils believe that most families should be at home by 6 pm, being together. After the restaurants close, all that is left open are the convenient stores and bars that sit on the outskirts. 

Matt cruises the area looking for a date, a date that he can rent by the hour. Even though the pickings are slim downtown, he never stoops low enough for the girls on the other side of the town. Spotting a girl a mere block away, he speeds up slightly to judge her actions. Getting closer to her, he can tell by the way she is looking around that she is waiting for someone or anyone. Telling himself in soft whispers that she is the girl, he keeps her in his sights as his wheels creep up behind her. Caught by the head lights, she looks over her shoulder with a quick glance to see the approaching car. 

Taking in the sight of her pale, beauty, Matt slightly accelerates. 

Pulling up along side of her, she pretends that he is not slowing up to her. He sees that she is dressed like a call girl— 

shot tight skirt with a tube top and a lacy top. Looking at her closely beneath the street lights, he can see that she is wearing a dark red wig and a lot of makeup, the common hoof prints of a pro. Matt rolls down the window as she tries to keep her head straight. He shouts, "Hey, where ya headed?" 
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She keeps walking without answering him as if he is not there riding beside her. Matt shifts his eyes to the road and then back to her, "I know you can hear me, girl… what's up?!" 

Stopping with a heavy sigh, she looks to Matt and replies, "Look, I've had one hell of a night… if you're just gonna bust my chops, I." 

In the middle of her sentence, Matt flashes the girl a handful of hundreds—forcing her into a stutter. She is caught off guard and feeling uncomfortable, yet at the same time she cannot forget her desperation. Something inside of her tells her not to get in the car with him, but she knows that she needs the money. Looking around nervously she inches towards the car. A grin forms across Matt's face as he leans over and opens the door for her. The paranoid girl throws caution to the wind and rushes towards the car. 

Getting inside, she slams the door and says, "Alright, but I don't do no kinky stuff." 

Matt looks into her shimmering blue eyes with a smile and drives away. He makes a few turns, heading towards a place where he knows the two will not be bothered. An empty stretch of beach that lies desolate between condos and expensive houses. Having no idea where he is taking her, she tries to insinuate small talk to calm her nerves. Not responding to her, Matt keeps his cold eyes focused on the road. Keeping her hands folded in her lap, she tries not to shake. In her mind this is playing out like the scene from a horror film—a stranger taking her away into the dark of night where no one can see them. 

Pulling into a small parking lot, Matt cuts off his headlights as his wheels coast into a spot. The parking lot looks over the beach, surrounded by thick groups of saw grass. 

Turning off the engine, Matt looks to his rental and asks, 

"D'ya wanna go for a roll in the sand?" 

Nervously she shrugs as she looks out into the dark parking lot. Turning her head back to Matt, she fights a shiver 198 





by flashing a forced smile. Opening the car door, she slowly steps out as Matt slides out from his seat. Closing the door behind her, Matt meets her around the car and escorts her through the dark setting. The street girl's eyes wander around the parking lot, seeking any sign of life other than the two of them. As Matt tugs her by the arm towards the steps that lead down to the beach, she tries to tell herself that she is going to be fine. Reminding herself that she often gets these vibes with her strange callers, she takes a deep breath and hopes the money will pay her rent for the month. 

Passing by the large foliage, they walk down the stairs and step down into the sands. Reaching down, she pulls off her cheap high heels and carries them in her hand. The waves crash into the shore as she peers around her surroundings. 

Seeing that he beach is completely empty, she begins to panic. Trying to keep her calm, she watches as the waves crash into the shore. Matt drags her towards an empty lifeguard post and says, "Let's go over to that tower, I don't think we'll be bothered by anyone under there." 

Saying nothing, she takes a few breaths as she closes her eyes; taking in the relaxing sound of ocean. Pulling her beneath the structure, Matt runs his fingers through her hair as he looks into her eyes. Her eyes stray from meeting with his and he can tell she scared of him. Matt smiles sadistically as he tightens his grip on hair. Letting him take control of her, Matt forces her to her knees. Kneeling in front of him, she raises her hands to his belt line and Matt brushes them away. Looking up at him in confusion, Matt says, "I'll tell you when I want you to touch me… understand?" 

Matt steps around her and looms over her from behind. 

In a whisper, he tells her to close her eyes. Taking a deep breath, she fights back her body's tremble and does as he says. With one hand he softly caresses her hair as his other carefully draws his blade. The steel slips out of its sheath with the softest scrape while Matt exhales in excitement. Bringing the knife closer to her neck, he moves his hands down to her 199 





shoulder and massages her sensually. Closing her eyes, she sighs as her body begins to loosen from the grip of stress. 

Feeling her muscles unwind under his fingers, he moves under her jaw and runs the cold steel along her jugular. 

He holds her steady as she suddenly convulses, grabbing at her bleeding wound. Matt licks her blood from the blade as she gasps for air. As much as she fights to breathe, she starts to black out from the sudden loss of blood. Griping her shoulder tighter, Matt holsters his knife and quickly starts sucking the blood from her neck. The woman's eyes roll back in her head as she becomes weaker, fading as Matt drains her of her life's essence. Feeding from her severed vein, Matt can feel as her life drips away. Her pulse slowly fades to nothing while his beats with the thirst of life. As he squeezes every drop he can from her fatal wound, Matt feels reborn. 

Getting his fill, Matt comes to his feet and pushes the hooker's body into the sand. She falls over face-down as Matt starts to collect himself. He pulls out a black handkerchief from his back pocket and casually wipes her remnants from his mouth. Staring down at the lifeless shell before him, he stuffs the rag back into his pocket. Stepping from under the lifeguard tower, Matt walks the beach beneath the moonlight. 

Basking in the life he just took, he feels her being course through him as he strolls along the waves. Satisfied for now, but he harps on his next kill. His insanity has taken him over, convincing his body that he needs blood to live. 

Much like a heroin addict, the need has grown so strong in Matt that it has become physical. He has felt the slight pains in the pit of his stomach that tremor into harsh cramps; this is his body echoing its strange hunger. Knowing that this is a necessity, he feels no remorse for his victims. Like an animal abiding to the food chain, this is the circle of life to Matt. Without this cannibalistic sustenance, he tells himself that he cannot survive. Each move from here on out must be in step with his hunger. A slave to his sickening thirsts, only time will tell how many will fall prey to his viciousness. 
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As morning comes over the coastal town of Vero Beach, Donnie peels himself off of the couch in his friend's living room. Getting a glass of water to freshen his mouth, he is faced with giving his friend a ride home or fleeing before dealing with any kind of awkwardness with Emma. Guzzling down his water he debates whether or not Parker will be pissed off at him. His back is sore from the cheap couch and all he wants to do is go home a get a few winks in his own bed. Walking back into the living room of the quiet house, he looks over at Kelly's bedroom door. Thinking of his friend in the arms of the girl he wants, he grabs his keys and slips out of the front door. 

Donnie fights the wrath of the bright sun from his eyes as he makes his way to the car. Squinting, he gets in and starts the engine. As he backs out, another car pulls into the driveway. His senses tell him to keep going and stick to his path towards his home. He eye balls the strangers as they step out of their car. Donned in suits, Donnie tells himself that they are cops and he wants nothing to do with what might take place. He presses on the gas and screeches away from the house as the two detectives take in his driving abilities with the shake of their heads. 

Laughing at Donnie, the two make their up to the front door and knock loudly. With a car in the driveway, they know someone is home, so they wait as patiently as their moods allow them to. After a second series of loud knocks, Emma comes to the door wearing the night before haggardly upon her face. With squinting eyes, she says, "Look we’re not interested in becoming Jehovah’s witnesses, so don’t…" 

Flashing Emma his badge, Thompson cuts her off and says, "I'm Detective Ralph Thompson and this is Detective Harris Mills… we have a few questions to ask about your mother, Ophelia Swanson?" 

Emma steps back and lets them inside of her home; not thinking about the booze bottles littered everywhere. After 201 





she introduces herself, Emma starts playing the role of the good host. She closes the door behind them and tells them to have a seat at the dining room table. She wonders what they want and what they are doing in her house as she nervously sifts through the kitchen for coffee. 

They take their seats and Thompson says while looking around the party ravaged house, "It must be hard losing your mother and having to live alone." 

Preparing three cups of instant espresso, Emma says, 

"Well, yeah, but I have my sister so it makes it a lil easier." 

Thompson asks, "Where's she at?" 

"Oh, she's sleeping in… she works a lot of hours, ya know?" 

Thompson stands up and says, "Look I'm gonna cut to the chase, Emma... we found one your mother's ex lovers shot to death at Jay-Cee Park and her finger prints all over the murder weapon... a snub nose .38 caliber pistol." 

Emma looks at the two detectives in confusion—

speechless. Suddenly, Kelly walks out and asks, "Who was it?" taking the three off guard. 

Thompson looks over at her and answers, "His name was Dillon…" 

Before Dillon's last name could leave his lips, Kelly cuts him off, "Dillon was a piece of shit and he deserved whatever the hell he got." 

The two Detectives look at one another as if they are speaking to each other with their eyes. Thompson shoots his attention back to Kelly and says, "After viewing his rap sheet, I'm not gonna disagree, but we are just trying to solve a murder investigation… we need to know where she was on the night of the shooting." 

Detective Mills asks, "Do you think it's possible that your mother shot him on the night of March 14th?" 

Looking to Kelly and then to Emma, Mills waits for an answer as the two sisters look at one another. The Detectives clock the sisters as their look eyes meet with odd expressions. 

202 





Silence takes over the room as body language screams in noticeable volumes. 

Breaking her eye contact with Emma, Kelly walks into the kitchen and answers, "I don't know, but my mother didn’t own a gun.” 

"Look…" Thomson says, "We have your mother's prints on file and they're a perfect match to the weapon… this weapon's ballistics also matched up to murder that occurred in Miami in 2001… so, it's probable that she bought this gun illegally on the streets." 

Kelly and Emma look at one another before Kelly asks, 

"What the hell do you want from us? This guy had been stalking our family for years and you guys weren't there to help us… no matter how many times she called the cops, it you couldn't do shit until she was harmed in some way. Now there's a possibility that she finally took the fucker out and you're questioning us before she is even buried?!" 

Seeing that they are not going to get any answers, the Detectives give one another an understanding glance and stand up from their seats. Thompson pulls out his wallet from his back pocket. He takes out one of his cards and places it on the dining room table and says, "If either of you can tell us anything helpful… just call the number on the card. Our condolences and we’re sorry to have bothered you today." 

Letting themselves out, Kelly and Emma hug one another seeking some sort of comfort in each other's arms. They know in their hearts that their mother killed Dillon, but they do not blame her. This act had been a long time coming. It was the only way that Ophelia could truly free herself from Dillon. 

No matter how many times she would call the police for help, she was always left hung out to dry. If someone threatens you and you call the police, within the law, the police can only act if you have been physically harmed by your assailant. Given these circumstances, what is left to do for anyone who finds themselves in this kind of vulnerability? 





203 






















CHAPTER 25 

















Emma sits in her room reading as she tries to get over the hangover that looms over her being. Even though she has her stereo on, she can hear Kelly and Parker in the throes of their sexual ecstasy. With a heavy sigh, she turns up the volume and drowns them out with her Type O Negative mix cd. 

Shaking her head, she thinks about Donnie's rejection of her and hates him for turning her down. Though she sees him as a sweet guy, she thought that he was oafish enough that she could get him in her bed without a problem. No matter how much she tries not to think about it, her head swims over the fact that Donnie did not take her like a goddess as she had hoped he would. 

Trying to focus on her chapter, Emma's cell phone starts ringing and breaks her already distorted attention. Picking up 204 





her phone from her night stand, she looks at the caller ID and sees that it is Matt. She stares at his name flashing across the screen as she debates on whether or not to answer. If she takes his call she knows that he will just be belligerent towards her like he was the last time they had spoken. As the debate in her head wages on, her headache grows larger while the phone continues to ring. Before she can make her choice, the phone suddenly quiets in mid ring. 

Turning the phone off, she tosses it on the bed and leaves her bedroom for a cup of coffee. Stepping out into the hallway, her right ear is filled with her sister's moans as her left his is tickled with the symphonic doom of Type O Negative’s song  Bloody Kisses. Shaking her head, she hopes their session of lust will end soon so she can finally have some peace. 

Walking into the kitchen, she blocks out the sounds of their joy, convincing herself that her disdain has nothing to do with jealousy. Pouring herself another cup of coffee, she draws a smoke from her sister's pack and uses her lighter to light it. 

Taking a drag, Emma exhales with a chuckle. 

She pictures Matt acting like a jilted lover, pacing from wall to wall in his apartment as his fantasies run wild about what she could be doing behind his back. Smoking a cigarette and sipping from her sugar sweetened coffee, Emma grins at the thought of him flipping out over her. Consumed with her new found strength through another's weakness, she imagines that he is stressing himself out over her ignoring him. Emma has convinced herself that Matt has never been denied access like this by a woman. Sadly, Emma does not realize that she might be playing with fire when it comes to Matt. 

Emma's imagination placates her ego as Matt sits on his bed naked. He is running his Bowie knife along the center of his chest. The blade is speckled with dried blood from his victim from the night before. Thinking about their last conversation, Matt senses that she is trying to distance herself from him. Pressing the knife harder into his chest, he cracks a grin while thinking about Emma's sudden rejection. As this 205 





emotional hurt sinks into his mind, Matt slowly drags the blade his front, opening a fresh wound. The incision runs with red from his chest to just above his navel. Pulling the knife away, Matt closes his eyes and runs his free hand over his laceration. 

Leaning back against his head board, Matt softly caresses and smears his blood all over his front. Letting go of his knife, he picks up his cell phone and calls Emma again. Placing the phone to his ear, he listens to it ring while he digs his fingernails into his cut. Exhaling with a heavy breath, the call goes to her voice mail. A song plays in static noise as he digs his fingers deeper into his wound. Once the beep sounds, Matt sighs in sick pleasure through the receiver, "Hey baby, I was just thinking about you… wanting you, needing you. Just give me a call, alright? Maybe later we can get together?" 

Setting her phone down, Emma fills her coffee cup with a slight smile. Pouring creamer in, she hears her phone mel-odically beep, telling her there is a voice mail. Dumping four spoonfuls of sugar in, she walks back to her phone and listens to the message. Emma laughs at the tone of Matt's message. 

With a chuckle, she gets more kicks by leaving him hanging on. She mistakes the sound of hurtful perversion in his voice for an innocent yearning. With a shake of her head, she deletes his message and smiles. 

Taking a seat on the couch, Kelly walks out and asks, 

"Did you make coffee?" 

Emma nods and comments, "Yeah, with your latest work out, I figured you might need some." 

Kelly rolls her eyes and retorts, "Jealous, much?" 

Making her way into the kitchen, Kelly adds, "Don't think I didn't hear your cell blasting out here… who's been tryin' to get in your pants?" 

"It's Matt… he's been blowin' up my phone constantly for the last couple of days." 

Pouring herself a cup of coffee, Kelly asks, "did you break it off with him?" 
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"Nah, I'm lettin' him twitch for now." 

Parker walks out of Kelly's bedroom as he pulls his shirt over his head, "Are you sure that's wise?" 

With a shrug Emma replies, "Yeah, why not?" 

"Well, because he's a twisted fuck." 

"Oh please, he's not some fuckin' serial killer. He's just some asshole who thinks he can do crazy shit to intimidate people… mostly women." 

"Whatever you say, Emma, but I think he's dangerous and you probably shouldn't toy with him." 

Taking a sip from her coffee, Emma shakes her head and replies, "He's got you all fooled, no shit! I've been with his type before… he's a wanna-be hard ass with the soul of a fuckin' puppy." 

Shaking his head at Emma's ignorance, Parker walks into the kitchen and holds back from going off on her. He has a feeling about what kind of person Matt is and it would not shock him in the slightest to hear that he was being charged with several murders. The rumors going around town about Matt are indefensible. Most believe every word of the supposed gossip. Parker also knows that there is no arguing with ignorance. With a hangover and a drained body, Parker just moves on with his day, letting Emma believe what she wants while hoping she is smart enough to know when to quit. 

Changing the subject, Kelly asks Emma, "So, how did things go with Donnie last night?" 

Emma simply responds, "Everything was cool… we just chilled and talked." 

Kelly gives her sister a smirk and taunts, "Oh really, just talked, huh?" 

Looking down, Emma blushes and struggles for a reply on the spot, "Yeah… we uh just talked…um y'know?" 

Seeing through Emma's fumbling charade, Kelly says, 

"Cut the shit… what happened?" 

Giving Kelly a smug look, she asks Parker, "Did you sleep well?" 
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Snapping at Emma, Kelly says, "Yeah and after he's done, you can tell us how things  really went between you and Donnie last night!" 

Confused by the demeanor of the two sisters as they glare at each other; Parker shrugs and answers, "I slept fine, thanks." 

Not wanting her sister to know what happened with Donnie, she is irritated that Kelly is trying so hard to drag it out of her. Emma is embarrassed and just wants to forget that Donnie rejected her drunken advances. She feels like she acted like such an arrogant fool by thinking that she could have another person so easily. Crawling inside of herself, she backs away from taunting Parker and Kelly. As she lowers her eyes towards her cup of coffee, Parker kisses Kelly on the lips. They make inside jokes to one another about their night together. Feeling a bit awkward, there is a small stab from jealousy that cuts into her. 

Suddenly, Kelly's phone rings, interrupting the two love birds in their throes. Under her breath, Emma sighs, "Thank you, God." 

Answering the phone, Kelly says, "Hello? Uh, sure…" 

Handing the phone to Emma, Kelly says with a grin, "It's for you…" 

Taking the phone from her sister's hand, Emma is taken by a moment of confusion as she puts the phone to her ear. 

Moving her eyes from Kelly's goofy smile, she says, “Hello?" 

"It's Donnie…" 

Taken back, Emma replies, "Oh, uh, what's up?" 

Donnie slowly says, "I just wanted to apologize about last night…" 

"You don't have to do that." 

"But I want to. I was pretty fucked up and I just didn't wanna rush into anything…no offense to you." 

Emma ignores the stares from Parker and Kelly, telling Donnie, "Look, it's alright… I overreacted because I was drunk. I shouldn't have done that." 
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Donnie replies, "It's okay, really… don't worry about it." 

After a short pause that felt so long in their state of awkwardness, Donnie asks, "Do you wanna do somethin' 

today?" 

Caught off guard, Emma looks at Kelly's smirk and reluctantly answers, "Uh, sure…" 

"Cool, how about I pick you up for lunch?" 

With the awkward attention of the room focused on her, Emma says, "Uh, sounds good…I’ll be here." 

Donnie musters up a time, "How about 12:30, 1 o'clock?" 

"Um, sure…" 

"A'ight! See ya then!" 

"Cool, bye." 

Hanging up the phone, she passes it back to Kelly as Kelly grins at her like a giddy school girl. Emma rolls her eyes and says, "It's nothing, we're just going out for a burger." 

"I didn't say anything…" 

Emma rolls her eyes, "Yeah, your look said enough." 

Sipping from her coffee, Emma ignores Parker and Kelly's dopey expressions. She thinks about going out with Donnie and wonders if maybe he is too nice for her. The kind of relationships she is has been in—Emma is used to being dominated. For her to play any kind of role dominance would almost be an out of body experience. As many times as she has been hurt, she has become comfortable with the urge to torment someone else in the same way. While keeping Matt on her hook of uncertainty boosts her ego, she ponders on having physical control over a seemingly weaker man that will bow to every whim. 

As Emma leaves the Kitchen, Kelly asks, "So when are you going?" 

Emma turns and remarks, "Is this fun for you? Are you getting a kick out of this?" 

"No, Donnie is a really sweet guy and I think you should go out and have fun." 
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Feeling the glares from Kelly and Parker, Emma is left with nothing to say. Shaking her head, Emma turns around and walks into her bedroom. Closing the door behind her, she is hit with a sudden thought. If she gets into any kind of relationship with Donnie there is a strong possibility that her sister will involve herself in some way because he is her friend. She has heard the horror stories from others in regards to dating friends of their family members. This is something that Emma has never had the misfortune of dealing with. Thinking about what will happen if she breaks Donnie's heart, what would Kelly think of her? How would Kelly view her if she just dominated over her best friend? With a sigh, she exhales the stress of her hyperactive thoughts and tells herself, "This just going to be lunch… that's all." 

As young as she is, there has never been a shortage of older male callers who have come knocking on her door. 

Since she turned fourteen, Emma appeared to be a fully developed young lady. She never found much in common with the boys at her school, so she would set her sights on older men, even though they would mostly use her for sexual favors. Most of these men were breaking the law by being with her, but they were not concerned with the potential repercussions. These kinds of relationships have left Emma with a sour opinion about most men, thinking that they will do anything for piece of action from a young girl. 
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CHAPTER 26 



















It is slightly after 12:30 when Donnie arrives to pick up Emma. He wears his nerves on his shirt, breathing off beat and shaky. Since the night before, Donnie is aware that Emma is a take no non-sense kind of girl and showed herself to be fearless. These qualities intimidate Donnie and his sweetness is fortified by weakness. Donnie allows women to walk all over him because he often mistakes being a gentleman for his lack of assertiveness. The one thing that Donnie does not grasp is that most women do not want a man-dog who rolls over whenever they say when. Most women want a man who will stand on his own two feet and challenge her with purpose. 
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Donnie walks up to the front door with sweaty palms and a swelter across his brow. Trying his best, he tried to dress himself nicely, yet keep his youthful edge. He is dressed conservatively, in a button down short sleeve shirt and new pair of cargo shorts. His nerves run on edge, hoping that Emma finds him to be as attractive as he was to her last night. 

In slow steps, he attempts to get his body to catch up with his breathing. Taking a deep breath, he knocks on the door and exhales, telling himself, "be cool and collect". 

Emma looks at the clock in the kitchen as Kelly and Parker watch television in the living room. She shuffles around nervously and takes a glance at her phone. As she flips the top, Donnie knocks on the door. Closing her phone, Emma tosses her cell on the counter and runs towards the front door. She opens the door to find Donnie, catching him in his attempt to act cool. As he moves to step in, Emma pushes him back and yells, "Alright! You guys have fun, we'll be back later!" Closing the door behind her, she shuffles Donnie towards his car. 

Inside the house, Kelly snuggles up to Parker as they watch a re-run of a mind numbing sit com. Just as the two relax, they are interrupted by Emma's cell phone. It vibrates upon the kitchen counter as it rings with an obnoxious custom tone. Kelly sighs and tries to ignore it—waiting for the phone to go too voicemail. A few seconds after the phone cuts off, it starts ringing again. Annoyed, Kelly gets off the couch and stomps over to her sister's phone while swearing under her breath. Grabbing the phone from the counter, it vibrates in her hand as she glares at the caller ID screen. She sees that it is Matt calling Emma once again and she hangs up him. 

Tossing the phone back down on the counter, Kelly turns and starts to walk back to the couch. Halfway back to her seat, the phones starts ringing again. "Fuck!" she yells, turning around and walking back to the kitchen. Highly irritated, she answers the phone, "What?!" 

Matt asks, "Who’s this?" 
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"This is Kelly, Emma's sister…" 

Matt questions her, "Well, where's Emma?" 

Kelly quips, "She's on a date..." 

"Bullshit! I know she's there so, put her on the fuckin' 

phone!" 

Irritated by Matt's tone, Kelly snaps back at him, "She's on a date with a  good man and she forgot her phone. So, don't call back ever, Asshole!" 

Kelly hangs up the phone and turns off the power, leaving Matt on the other end with a loud click, Matt hangs up and calls back again. On his end he hears the phone ring once and it transfers straight to voicemail. Angered, Matt hits the off button on his phone and throws it across his living room. 

The phone hits the wall and the force sends it into pieces, scattering fragments in every direction. Watching his phone go to pieces on the floor, Matt draws back and punches a hole into his living room wall. His fist smashes through the flimsy drywall creating a small cloud of dust in its wake. Grinding his knuckles into the smashed rock powder, he grunts as the rush of courses through his body. 

Pulling back, Matt paces around his living room, breathing heavy and feeding off of his raging emotions. 

Leaving behind the conciseness of self control, his first reaction is to lash out with violence. His head floods with visions of horrid inflictions on Emma and her sister. He imagines himself slashing through the soft flesh of their throats with a large hunting knife. With blood splattering upon his naked chest, he feeds off of their last gasps with a razor blade smile etched upon his lips. Closing his eyes, he cannot differ from the reality of being in his apartment and the scene that he is painting in his head. This is Matt's drop off point and there is no coming back for him. 



Donnie sits across from Emma as they wait for their waitress to come back to take their food order. They are sitting in a booth across from one another at a local sports bar 213 





named Brady's Burgers. The place is you run of the mill sports bars that serve food and have games playing on televisions in all corners of the restaurant. Emma's eyes wander around the various Florida sports team décor and plays with her straw in her iced tea. Looking at an old Dan Marino jersey, she waits for Donnie to initiate in conversation. 

Its happy hour at Brady's so when Donnie ordered a beer, they brought him out two 16oz glasses of draft. Fidgeting with the napkin wrapped silver wear in front of him; he takes quick gulps from his beer. It has been ages since he has been on a date, so he attempts to inject liquid courage into his gut for assistance. Their eyes do everything but meet while Donnie awkwardly tries to think of something interesting to talk about. 

Wishing he had smoked to calm himself earlier, Donnie says, "So, uh… you know, this place serves some pretty good burgers?" 

Emma looks at him and asks, "Is that really what you wanted to say?" 

Confused, Donnie looks at Emma like a deer trapped in headlights and stutters, "Wha, wha, what do ya mean by that?" 

Sitting up in her seat, she looks Donnie in the eyes and explains, "We're sitting here acting as if we're fucking teenagers, jittering and fidgeting around all while there really is no need for this." 

"There isn't?" 

"No. I mean, we already know that we wanna fuck each other so why are we acting like we are in the dark?" 

Struggling to find a response, Donnie just raises his hands as his eyes stray from Emma's. Seeing that she made him slightly uncomfortable, Emma tells him, "Look, just take a couple of deep breaths and just be natural… we'll both just be ourselves." 
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Lowering his arms, Donnie takes a deep breath and sits back in his seat. Exhaling he says, "I see you reading all the time, what do you usually read?" 

With a smile, Emma answers, "Fiction, mostly… I really dig vampires so paranormal fiction, mostly the young adult style." 

"Oh, alright… I don't read that much. I like watching comedies." 

"So, you don't read?" 

"Here and there, but I mostly watch movies." 

Shaking her head, Emma asks, "How can you not read any books?" 

With a smirk, Donnie fires back, "Don't give me any shit… you read shitty vampire books for teenagers and I'm watchin' movies… we're both wasting our time." 

"Wasting our time, huh?" 

"Yeah, it's just more people can relate to my way of dumbing down." 

Taken back, Emma grins and shakes her head in shock. 

She is in disbelief that Donnie could insult her while throwing himself under a bus in such a rightful yet humorous way. 

Laughing it off, she says, "Nice… who would have thought that a stoner could be so quick?" 

"Hey now, that's not fair… some of the greatest entertainers are or have been stoned during some of their best works." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, and Stephanie Meyer is a sober Mormon, so what does that tell ya?" 

"Hey, I really like her books!" 

With a chuckle Donnie remarks, "Oh yeah, I'm sure you do…" 

Emma sighs and asks, "Well, have you ever read any of her work?" 

"I tried… one of Parker's roommates is a big fan and he sent one of her ebooks. I couldn’t get past how superficial it 215 





all was. The characters were shallow… I found nothing likable about any of them. Not to mention how bad the writing was. Sparkling vampires? Jesus, give me a fuckin' 

break. " 

Giving Donnie a snide facial expression, she says, "Well then, maybe I should just go out with Parker's roommate instead of you?" 

Donnie grins at her mischievously, "Doubtful…" 

Emma grins at him mischievously, "What, you don't think that I could snag him?" 

With a grin, Donnie answers, "Nope…" 

"Why, does he have a long term girlfriend or somethin'?" 

"No…" 

Fed up, Emma breaks down and whimpers, "Well, what is it then?!" 

"He's gay." 

Emma’s confidence drops as she says, "Oh…" 

Leaning back, Donnie takes a sip from his beer and replies, "Yep." 

In the midst of their quiet, the waitress finally comes back to take their order. Donnie almost hits bottom of his first beer with a big smile as Emma stirs her straw around her iced tea sheepishly. The waitress, who does not seem like she wants to be at work, takes their order and rushes away from their booth. Looking at Emma, Donnie wonders where this sudden burst of egotism has come from in her. He remembers being around her before and how she was always burying her face in a book. Now she comes off as a sexually charged woman equipped with the arrogance that she can get any man she wants. As much as Donnie wants her, Emma's new found way of being is a turn off for him. 

Wanting to say something to her, Donnie sips from his glass as he thinks of a diplomatic way to approach the subject. He watches her as she stares at herself in a Florida Panther's mirror on the wall across from their booth. His aggravation for the way Emma is acting has drowned out his 216 





nervousness. Telling himself to leave it alone, he tries to find something else to talk about. Moving on becomes impossible as he keeps following her eyes back to her own reflection. 

Slamming down the remainder of his glass, Donnie grabs his second beer and takes gulp. 

He feels his head start to float on the ocean of his building buzz and becomes disgusted with his date. Unable to hold his tongue as she plays with her hair while admiring her figure, he asks, "Why do you keep looking at yourself in that silly mirror?" 

Startled by his question, Emma replies, "Uh, um, I wasn't looking at myself." 

"Yes you were. For the past two fuckin' minutes I've been sitting here watchin' you staring at your reflection in that shitty Florida Panther's mirror." 

"You're nuts!" 

"Calm down, a'ight? I just want to know what made you take this radical change. You used to be easy goin' and now you're actin' like your cunt is made of gold." 

Feeling her nasty glare, Donnie takes a long sip from his beer, waiting for her to say something in response. In the back of his mind a voice tells him that he should not have started this argument. However his fresh testosterone levels from his cheap drafts tell him otherwise. Looking into her angry eyes, he knows that he could not have continued through lunch without commenting on her attitude. Donnie does not drink often, so every sip of his sudsy alcohol goes straight to his head. Beer number one set him up and now halfway through beer number two, he is ready to keep speaking his mind. 

Throwing a fit, Emma grabs her purse and slides out from the booth. Standing in front of Donnie, she gives him a long dirty look and storms off towards the front door. Donnie sips his beer and debates whether or not he should chase after her. He turns to look out the window next to him to see how far Emma is willing to walk off in anger. Taking another gulp 217 





of his beer, he tells himself to stay put and let her come back to him. With his buzz, comes his need to put his foot down and take his stance as an alpha male. If Emma is going to act like she deserves to be praised, then Donnie will act like she needs to respect him. 

Staring out the sports bar window, he watches Emma as she makes her way out of the parking lot. Thinking of Kelly and how she would inflict serious pain on him if anything were to happen to her sister, Donnie bursts out of the front door after her. She hears him making tracks for her, but Emma keeps showing her anger towards him. Coming up behind her, Donnie grabs her by the arm and spins her around to face him. Resisting at first, she turns and looks him in the eyes. Having her attention, she glares at Donnie as he breathes heavily. 

Catching his breath, Donnie says, "I didn't mean to piss you off… I… just… I just liked you the way you were before… and I… don't think… you should let anyone ruin that for you… as a person." 

Emma drops her angered façade and thinks about what Donnie just said to her. Unable to look him in the eyes, she looks down at the ground. She asks herself in wonder at what point that she took a turn towards becoming the kind of person that she once despised. Raising her head, she looks into Donnie's eyes and is suddenly taken over by the wholesomeness of his honesty. Knowing that she has strayed from the person who she used to be, Emma can only hold herself back from the verge of tears. Donnie sees her in her weakened demeanor and puts his arms around her. Holding her close, Emma apologizes to him as Donnie runs his fingers through her hair. Closing her eyes, she sighs with a heavy breath into his chest. After she calms down, she slides her hand into his and the two walk back towards the restaurant. 
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CHAPTER 27 















Parker and Kelly softly nap on the couch under a large blanket as the day runs down. The television screams with a run of the mill sit com as the couple is held in the arms of relaxation. With the lights turned off, they are radiated by the glow of TV screen. They have drawn the shades to shut out the heavy rays of daylight. With the doors to every bedroom closed, a soft darkness fills the house. Lulled in by comfort, Kelly and Parker begin to fade away from their consciousness. Their eyes tightly close and they slip into a momentary slumber. 

Standing outside of Emma's bedroom window, Matt pops out the screen and slowly lifts open the sill. Emma keeps a series of holes in the screen for an easy exit. From the time they moved into the house, the lock never worked on the window. She never asked to have it fixed, so many of nights 219 





she could get in and out without a problem. Exploiting the house’s known weakness, Matt gains easy access. Matt opens the window and peers in through her blinds. Seeing no one inside the room, he reaches around and pulls the drawstring down. The blinds slowly raise and then he locks them in place. Taking another quick look, Matt picks himself up and slides in through the window. 

Inside of Emma's bedroom, Matt closes the window and drops the shades. He tip toes around the room as he listens to the loud television screaming from the living room. Wondering if anyone is in the living room, he stands perfectly still in the darkness. Hanging on the edge of his steps, he listens for anything that sounds remotely human. Hearing nothing but the loud television, Matt looks around Emma's room for a small mirror. Finding a handheld flip mirror on her dresser by her bed, Matt makes his way across the room and carefully opens the door. Slipping his hand out through a small crack, he holds the mirror out towards the living room couch. Seeing Kelly and Parker sleeping in the reflection, he mauls over his next move. 

Looking across the hall, he sees the bathroom door is wide open. Stuffing the mirror into his pocket, he readies himself to dash from the bedroom and into the bathroom. 

Matt opens the bedroom door slowly as he takes a deep breath. Peering around the corner, he makes sure the couple is still asleep. Keeping his eyes on them, Matt creeps across the hall and slips into the bathroom. Once he is in the bathroom, he looks around the corner again. He watches as Parker's eyes slowly crack open with a yawn. Ducking back into the dark bathroom, he hears Parker yawn loudly as he lumbers down the hallway. Thinking fast, Matt gently steps inside the bathtub and pulls the curtain closed. 

With his eyes barely open, Parker walks into the bathroom and turns on the lights. Matt breathes softly to not give away his hiding—lurking patiently as Parker closes the door. Staying completely still, Matt glares through the murky 220 





plastic curtain while Parker urinates. When Parker finishes, he flushes the toilet and walks over to the sink. With the rushing water, Matt quietly slides open the shower curtain. 

He finds Parker washing his face with soap and water. Taking his steps carefully, Matt takes advantage of Parker's compromising position. 

Matt draws his Bowie knife from his sheath as Parker reaches for a towel. Bringing the towel to his dripping face, Matt quickly grabs him by the head and drives the blade through the left side of his throat. Feeling his muscles convulse, Matt twists the blade and pushes it outwards; severing Parker's vocal chords. The blade tears through the arteries and severs the tendons—cutting through the souring flesh like wet paper. Blood rushes like a river from his from the gaping, shredded hole as he tries to cry out with a gargled gasp for air. Holding him steady, Matt looks at him in the bathroom mirror—viciously staring into his dying eyes. 

Coughing up chunks and clots, Parker's eyes slowly shudder closed. Matt grins manically, feeding off of his energy as it drains out from Parker's body. 

Coming to by the sound of running water, Kelly awakens to find Parker is gone. She looks down the hall and sees the bathroom door closed with light glowing from the threshold. 

Figuring the obvious, she stretches and sits ups from her lazy position. Looking at her watch, she sees that it is only two o'clock and she lies back down. Pulling the blanket over her, Kelly snuggles up in the corner of the couch to get comfortable. Closing her eyes, Kelly starts to doze off again—still trying to sleep off the night before. Cushioned by the soft couch, she quickly falls back to sleep. 

Suddenly she feels soft tickles caressing her face. With her eyes still closed, she smiles and reaches up to find Parker's hand. She pulls his pointer finger towards her mouth and starts to gently nibble on the side. Letting out a coo, she starts to seductively suck on his finger. Mouthing over the joint, she tongues the tip as she moans. Pulling back, she 221 





drags her teeth along the length. Kelly slowly opens her eyes and moves to give her lover a passionate gaze. As her eyes wander upwards, she finds that she has been sucking on Parker's severed hand that is being held in a stranger's grasp. 

Barring a look of terror, she looks up to find a figure who is wearing Parker's face like mask. 

Kelly's bottom lip quivers as she her body is taken over total shock. Tremors of panic rush through her at the sight of her lover's face dripping around this stranger's face. Her eyes cannot help but wander to the view of Parker's bleeding limb dripping upon her hardwood floor. Matt grins at her demeanor through his gruesome cover, waiting for her to make a move. He looms over her as she curls up on the couch in fright. Kelly's eyes grow with horror as her lower jaw slowly shudders downwards. Judging that she is working towards a scream, Matt draws back and hits her in the temple with Parker's bloody stump. The force to her head suddenly knocks her out and he body falls limp on the couch. 



Emma and Donnie are finishing their meal at the sports bar and grill. After becoming honest with one another, they have cleared the way for pleasant conver-sation and cheap laughs. They have spent their time mocking their waitress behind her back while Donnie as slipped Emma two for one margaritas. The waitress never bothered to ID Emma or Donnie in the hopes that she will snag a healthy tip. Emma has downed one glass and is now halfway through her second. With the two of them buzzed, they tell each other things without a single shred of regret. 

Pulling her lips away from her straw, Emma randomly says, "I wanna tattoo." 

"Really?" Donnie asks as he takes a sip from his beer. 

"Yeah, I don't know what I want but I know where I wanna get it…" 

"Where do ya want it?" 

"On my lower back…" 
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"That's sexy, but it's kind of cliché…" 

"Eh, I know it's a trendy spot, but I'm a fem." 

Donnie shrugs, "Hey, it's your body…" Pausing to take a sip from his beer, Donnie continues, "I can probably get ya one done for free." 

Pricking up, Emma asks, "Really, how so?" 

"Well, I know the guy who owns Wicked Marks, the tat shop off of 12th street. He owes me a hundred bucks for a bag of herb." 

"You're shittin' me?" 

"Nah, you can get a cool tat for a hundred bucks nowadays… I mean, so many people are getting 'em and every area is crammed with shops so they're all in competition with one another and pricing as low as they can go." 

Taken back by Donnie's offer, Emma asks, "You would do this for me?" 

"Sure… I'm not getting inked." 

"Shit, why not?" 

"Honestly, I just can't think of anything I want permanently etched on my body." 

While Donnie guzzles another swig from his brew, Emma touts, "It's not about that… it's about living in the moment." 

"Living for the moment? Nah, fucking a girl just to blow a load is living for the moment… getting a permanent imprint on your flesh is a lifelong choice. It's like nailing a girl with AIDs and contracting it… something you'll live to regret for the rest of your days." 

With a laugh, Emma replies, "That's a hell of a comparison that you're drawin' there!" 

Donnie shrugs, "I don't think it's so far-fetched… when ya think of the risk of hepatitis." 

Emma rolls her eyes and changes the subject, "So, when can I get my ink?" 

"It's early… so, probably after we're done here." 
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"We don't have to call for an appointment?" 

"Nah, he'll hook us up." 

They finish their drinks and Donnie takes Emma straight to the tattoo parlor. Emma squirms in the passenger seat as her nerves twitch. She is filled with the kind of angst that she has not felt since before her first day of High School. Not only is she awaiting the sensation of the needle, but she is left with hoping that she will get the chance to finally know what it feels like. Biting on the inside of her bottom lip, Emma fights the urge to explode with excitement. In this situation she views her tattoo as a potential life changing experience. 

Reeling over her drinks, she thinks that this artwork upon her flesh will somehow push her into the realms of being an actual adult. 

Parking his car in the front of the tattoo parlor, the two walk to the front door. Stepping inside the shop, Donnie's friend, Greg, greets them with a stunned smile. 

"Holy hell, Donnie! What's goin' on, man?!" 

Donnie nods, shaking Greg's hand, "Not much… you?" 

"Eh, I'm doin' alight… business is slow but we're making it, ya know?" 

"Yeah, well… this girl here wants some lower back work done." 

Greg looks her up and down with a grin, "Oh really? 

Well, I think I can hook her up." 

"That's what I was hopin' for… y'know that hundred you owe me? Just knock it off of that." 

With a sigh, Greg up-beat attitude deflates, "Yeah, no problem." 

He walks them over to a wall that displays three giant frames that hold the models in Emma's price range, "Anything here you can have for a hundred bucks or less… take a look and let me know what ya want." 

Donnie steps back as Emma looks over the sketches carefully. She sees nice specimens of beautiful art, but she wants something personal. Shifting her eyes to the second 224 





batch, she finds the one she wants. It is a withering rose bud with bat wings protruding from the sides. Taking in the image, Emma translates its meaning into her own life. The fading rose bud symbolizes her old ways and the wings represent her lifting herself up from the cycle of sadness that she was lost in. 

Satisfied, she calls over Donnie to look at her chosen piece. Without telling Donnie the meaning that she found behind it, she lets him form his own opinion. He looks at it with an unmoved expression and asks, "This is what you want?" 

"Yeah, I love it… it really speaks to me." 

Looking at it again, Donnie shrugs and replies, "Well, it's your body." 
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Kelly's head is filled with a mist that is carried by soft hues and peaceful music. She walks through a quiet forest barefoot in a white gown while The Everly Brother's  Dream, Dream, Dream  plays with a strange, soothing echo. The forest is unlike anything she has ever witnessed, plush with deep green brush and soft grass beneath her feet. Making her way through this mysterious beauty, she is intoxicated by the surroundings. Peering through the haze she sees a shirtless Parker in the distance. With a joyous smile upon her lips, Kelly rushes towards him. Seeing Kelly, Parker grins and makes his way in her direction. Running towards one another, they jump over rocks and divert around the tall, thick trees. 

Just as they are about to come together, the scene fades to flush white and Kelly's eyes open. 
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Coming to, Kelly finds herself tied to a dining room chair in her kitchen. She is bound with bungee cords around her chest and around her legs with thick layers of duct tape covering her mouth, pulled around to the nape of her neck. 

Her arms are tied separately, wrapped along the arms of the wooden chair. Kelly blinks her eyes awake while a piecing headache screams through her cranium. Looking down to her left, she sees Parker's butchered corpse strewn on the floor. 

Suspended in shock by the sick display, Kelly cannot take her eyes away. 

Stripped down to his boxer shorts, Parker's hacked remains drain out onto the kitchen tile. Parker's right hand has been severed, leaving only a chunky dressed stump with a piece of broken bone protruding. The skin of his face has been removed, haphazardly cut from his lower jaw to his hairline at his forehead. All she can do is stare at what used to be a handsome face, now exposing nerves and tendons, caked with drying gobs of blood. Taking in the horrid sight of her dissected boy friend, Kelly tries to scream through her muzzle of duct tape. Struggling in her seat, she fights to break free from her bounds. 

Hearing that Kelly has revived, Matt steps out from the hallway. Dripping with Parker's blood—he waves his knife as he taunts Kelly with twisted grin, "Mornin', sweetie… do ya feel better after your little nap?!" 

Kelly shakes with fear as she tries her hardest to squirm out of her constraints. Wiggling frantically, she rocks the chair side to side with tears filling in her eyes in panic. Matt laughs at her sadistically and says, "You can fight it all you want, but you aren't goin' anywhere until I set you free." 

She sighs against the tape around her mouth and goes limp with weakness. Matt leans down and comes face to face with her. Looking her in the eyes, he tells her, "You're in my world now little girl…" 

Staring into Matt's cold gaze, tears roll down Kelly's face. The salty fluid streams through the blood that has dried 227 





upon her cheeks. She uncontrollably trembles as she tries to keep her composure, breathing heavily through her nose. 

Flashing his sick smile, Matt pulls himself away and starts rummaging through the kitchen cabinets. Finding a plate, he pulls it down and starts going through the lower shelves. He pulls out a large frying pan and places it on the front left burner of the stove. 

Pouring some olive oil in the pan, Matt shakes some minced garlic and shakes black pepper on top of it. Turning the burner down on low, he starts to heat the pan and says, 

"Things didn't have to be this way, y'know? All you had to do was give me the respect that I deserve." 

Pausing to look through the spice rack on the counter, he takes out some Cajun seasoning and some Cummins. "Soon you will come to realize the power of the flesh and you will know what makes me one with a higher conscience…" 

Leaning down, Matt starts cutting into Parker's carcass. 

He slices with sawing motions along the inside of the thigh, taking slabs that look like bloody chicken breasts. Kelly fights to close her eyes as she cries and whimpers. She hangs her head while snot and tears run down onto her lap. 

Listening to the sounds of her boy friend being carved, she tells herself that this is all a bad dream. 

Standing up, Matt walks over to her with a plate full of bloody meat and pulls her chair around to face him. Without warning, he rips duct tape away—snagging her hair and ripping the glue from her pores. After a grunt of sudden pain, Kelly breathes heavy, gasping for air. Holding the plate of disgust under her face, Kelly stares at it in horror as Matt tells her, "If you scream, I will cut your voice out your fucking throat." 

"You sick fuck… you killed him!" 

Matt chuckles, "Of course, I might be painted in a dark light to you now, but you'll see… after you're enlightened, you'll fully understand." 
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Sniffling to hold back her tears, Kelly asks, "Why are you doing this?!" 

Turning towards the stove, Matt lays the meat in the in pan and stirs it in with the oil and seasonings with a wooden spoon. Kelly watches him acting like some kind of deranged chef as he plays through the motions. Standing over Parker's gouged remains, Matt sprinkles the Cajun blend over the frying sickly entre. No matter how much she tries, Kelly cannot wrap her mind around the terror that is unfolding in front of her. Smelling the frying flesh, she closes her eyes and turns her head—shunning away from the ghastly sight in her kitchen. She gags when she is realizes that the scent of her boy friend's searing flesh is reminiscent of a good cut of fresh veal. 

Turning the meat over, Matt casually says, "Do you smell that? Smells great doesn't it?! I'm just wingin' it! This is my first time doing this, my recipe, you could say. There really are no cook books on this subject, y'know?" 

Kelly whimpers as she starts crying again, "You motherfucker… I hope you burn in hell!" 

Matt laughs, "Sweetheart, we are in hell, and everyone is in line guzzling down their placebos. You're mother was a junkie whore, you're an alchy cunt, and your sister lives in a fucking fantasyland that only exists in her own head. Everyone is trying to escape from their pain, but the only thing that is real is the flesh." 

Taking a deep breath, Kelly glares at Matt and replies, 

"We may have our problems, we're all human, but you're a murderer who has no soul.” 

With a smile, Matt nods and says, "Murder, killing, feeding… these are crucial links in the food chain. The only species on this planet that puts a bullshit stamp of moral sanctity on living are humans. Well, I'm above that… I'm above being human… I am the next step on the evolutionary ladder." 

"You're fuckin' crazy…" 

229 





Laughing at Kelly's response, he shakes his head and says, "You are entitled to your ignorant opinions… but you'll see in due time." 

Taking the cooked meat from the pan, Matt turns off the stove off. Moving to the counter, he begins to cut it into small pieces with his hunting knife and a fork. Kelly watches as he takes his time, delicately dividing her once lover into bite sizes pieces. She gags uncontrollably as she tries to hold herself back from vomiting. Gasping, she takes deep breathes; breathing in the aroma of Parker's fried flesh. Her eyes water as she breathes in and out, wiggling her arms beneath the wrappings of the bungee cord. 

Matt glances over at Kelly, continuing to saw through the seared meat, "What are you doing over there?" 

Setting down the knife, Matt sticks a piece of the cooked meat with a fork and walks over to Kelly. Staring at the fork in Matt's hand ran through the juicy meat, Kelly's eyes grow wide in terror. He grabs by the hair and forces her head back. 

With her mouth agape in pain, Matt stuffs the fork inside and slides the meat off with her top teeth. With the meat rolling on her tongue, she fights to spit it out. Before she can, Matt throws the fork across the kitchen and gets a hold of her lower jaw and her forehead. He forces her teeth to gnash the small piece of cooked Parker. 

"Chew it," he yells, grinding her jaws upon the meat. 

"Chew it and swallow it, you fuckin' cunt!" 

Trying to fight him with all of her strength, she feels her lower jaw pop within his hands. In fear of him breaking her jaw, she gasps, involuntarily swallowing the chunk. Matt eases off with a twisted grin and backs away while Kelly tries to cough up the vile substance. Kelly coughs and hacks but it is no use, the meat is already on its way to being broken down and digested. Backing away from Kelly, Matt grins as he watches her react. She cries at the top of her lungs with tears pouring from her eyes inciting cackling laughter from Matt. 
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Choking herself up, she coughs and slobbers to the point of almost vomiting. 

Picking up the plate full of cooked Parker, Matt taunts her, "Hey now, get a hold of yourself… you don't want to ruin the rest of this fine meal, do you?!" 

Catching her breath, Kelly raises her head and glares at Matt. With hate laced in her pupils she says, "No matter what you do to me you sick piece of shit, you'll always just be a little boy who'll never be a man." 

Matt snickers at her and replies, "It's a good thing your mouth isn't tired… I hate wasting good food." 

Sticking another fork full of meat, he walks back over to Kelly and forces another bite into her mouth. Getting a hold of her head, she grits her teeth even tighter than before. Stepping back from her, Matt draws back and punches her in the mouth. The force of his knuckles meets with clinched jaws, knocking two of her teeth out. Her freed central incisors fly out and slide across the kitchen tile. Taken back from the blow, Kelly wobbles back in forth as blood trickles from her lips. Matt grabs her by the hair again and forces the forkful into her mouth. He quickly grabs her and works her jaws into the meat once again. 

Making her swallow it, Matt says, "If you don't wanna do this the easy way, I can make you do it the hard way… and I can promise, it will much more painful for you." 

Dazed from the punch Kelly tries to shake off the pain of her busted teeth. Blinking her wits back, she tells herself that this is how she is going to die. Trapped in a terrifying nightmare that she cannot wake herself from; the fight that she once had inside of her is fading. Kelly is slowly giving in to Matt's reign of terror as he feeds her another mouthful of her former boyfriend. Slipping in and out of consciousness, her mind shuts itself down. Knowing that she is helpless, her mind recoils as she breaks down from the stress. 
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CHAPTER 29 

















Emma lies on her stomach, clinching the cushions by her head while the needle of the tattoo gun needle pierces through her soft skin. Slayer pours from the speakers of the stereo as Greg focuses on his craft. Biting her bottom lip, she finds a strange enjoyment in what feels like deep pinches upon her flesh. A small line of sweat breaks upon her brow as she fights a sexual quiver that tremors between her thighs. Reminded of her experiences with Matt, she finds herself even more turned on. No matter how horribly he treated her, those moments of pleasure had made her into the new woman that she is now. In many ways, if it was not for Matt she would not be getting tattooed. 
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With closed eyes, she basks in the sensation and coos, 

"Man, I wonder if it feels this good to get your nipples pieced?" 

Donnie sits next to her, thumbing through a nude tattoo magazine. Coming across a spread of woman tattooed from head to toe and riddled with piercings, he shows Emma, "You wanna be like her?" 

Glancing over, she shakes her head, "Nah… I'm thinking along the lines of moderation." 

Greg pulls the gun back, dabbing off the Emma's blood with a rag. "Try not to move around, alright Darlin'?" 

"Sorry, Greg…" 

Lying perfectly still, Greg goes back to work on her lower back, "We're almost done here… I'm not gonna color it today, you'll have to come back in a couple of weeks once this fully heals." 

"Do you do piercings here?" 

"Nah… but I know a guy in Fort Pierce who does great work… ya don't wanna get any ink work there, though." 

Emma innocently asks, "Why not?" 

"They use cheap ink… that shit'll fade in less than a week… I've had to touch up a lot of their work." 

"Oh…" 

"Yeah, lots of places are cheapin' out on the ink. Every asshole thinks they can open a shop with how popular body work has gotten and cheat their customers with fading tattoos that need several touch ups." 

Matt shakes his head while turning a page of the parlor's magazine, "…and you wonder why I don’t want anything to do with it?" 

"Nah, you're just a pussy…" 

"Ha, ha… well, I am what I eat, fuck-ass…" 

With a laugh Greg replies, "Yeah you keep tellin' 

yourself that shit, Brosif. You're afraid of being inked and ya know it." 

233 





"Yeah motherfucker, I don't wanna walk out of some shithole with the hep…" 

Greg scoffs, "Shit, you have a better chance being bitten by a shark…" 

"Yeah, spin that line to a shark attack victim…" 

Dabbing the rag on Emma's tender back, Greg rolls his eyes and says, "Whatever… pussy." 

Reverting his attention to the magazine, Donnie sighs, 

"Whatever you say… you painted weirdo." 

After Emma's tattoo is finished, Greg rubs it down with a gelled ointment and let's her look at it through a mirror. With an excited school girl smile, Emma give's Greg her approval. 

Greg then covers the fresh work with a special bandage, something that resembles plastic wrap in order to keep the air out. He gives her a small jar of the ointment and tells her to apply it every four hours. Leaving the tattoo shop, Emma feels as if she is complete. Before, fear had held her back from getting any kind of alteration to her body. Now, she cannot get enough. Getting into Donnie's car, she rests along the seat with ease. Her lower back is tender but it is a felling that she tells herself that she can get used too. 

Firing up his engine, Matt asks, "Where to now?" 

Emma shrugs, "Do ya wanna go to your place? I mean, we can give Parker and Kelly a little more alone time…" 

Trying to hide his excitement, Donnie says, "Sure, whatever you wanna do." 

Pulling out on to the main road, Donnie questions Emma, 

"So how did it feel?" 

Rolling her eyes with heavy sigh, Emma grins, "Oh god, it was fantastic… it felt like tiny pricks picking at my skin, but it was almost a turn on." 

"A turn on, really?" 

"Yeah, y'know, it's hard to explain… you just have to be there. Havin' it done was just a really mind opening experience." 

Donnie nods, "Right on… I'm glad you liked it." 
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Giving Donnie an admirable look; Emma smiles and says, "Thank you… I love it." 

Shrugging, Donnie modestly replies, "I do what I can, y'know?" 

The small talk continues as Donnie drives towards his apartment. As Emma rambles on, Donnie cannot help but wonder how clean his cruddy little one bedroom unit is. His hangover from the night before prevented him from doing any kind of cleaning. He was not expecting Emma to say yes to invitation to lunch, let alone her coming back to his place. 

Spending his timing focusing on his being, bolted from the house after his shower, before giving his place a once over. 

All he can do now is hope that she is not turned off by the way his apartment looks. 

Living as a bachelor, Donnie could careless on any normal day. He will let the dishes pile up in the sink until he cannot fit his coffee pot beneath the faucet. Donnie will sweep the floors and vacuum, but he will hardly ever mop. 

However, today is no normal day for Donnie and he pounds himself with the learned phrase that first impressions are everything. Flooring the gas, Emma rambles on as his nerves start to get the best of him. Having a second thought, Donnie takes a deep breath. Shaking from his self conscience blather, he assures himself that the fresh ink on her lower back will speak louder than a few dishes in the sink. 

Pulling into his parking spot at the apartment complex, Donnie tells Emma, "It isn't much, but its home." 

Emma shrugs as she steps out of the car, "Don't worry about it… I'm sure it's comfy." 

Leading her up the stairs to the second floor of the building, he gets to the second door on the left and unlocks it. 

Opening the door, Donnie lets Emma inside and quickly follows in behind her. Emma looks around as she sets her purse down on the kitchen counter. She turns to look at Donnie as her closes the door behind him. 

"This isn't bad at all…" she says. 
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With a shrug, Donnie replies, "Yeah, well, its home… for now." 

Stepping into the living room, Emma sees the giant flat screen TV and stack after stack of DVDs skewed upon various spindles. "Holy shit, how many movies do you have?!" 

"Hundreds, maybe thousands… I don't know. I download 

'em and I burn 'em." 

"Do you have the twilight movies?" 

"Uh, no, they looked like shit. I already told you… I have no use for glittering vampires." 

Emma shakes her head, "Well, how about Interview with a Vampire?" 

"Yeah, I have that one… have you ever seen Dracula?" 

Ruffling her nose, Emma asks, "The old black and white one?" 

"No, this came out in '92… Francis Ford Coppola directed it." 

Confused, Emma asks, "Who?" 

"The Godfather… Apocalypse Now…" 

Starring at him blankly, Emma shrugs, forcing Donnie to shake his head in disappointment. 

Shaking his head with disappointment, Donnie replies, 

"Let's just watch it." 

Cuddling up on Donnie's couch, Emma rests her head on Donnie's lap while they watch Dracula. Less than halfway through the movie, Donnie cannot help but want to make a move on Emma. Looking down at her, his awkwardness keeps his hand from running his fingers through her long locks of hair that are strewn across his lap. Constantly lifting his hand from the top of the sofa, he stutters in his movements that would make any kind of sensual advancement towards her. Despite knowing that she wants him, he does not want to ruin this relaxed moment. 

Emma's eyes are glued to the screen intently, watching the beautiful film unfold before her eyes. While keeping her 236 





eyes on the movie, she waits for Donnie to make his move. 

The way she sees it, she has thrown out plenty of signals for one day, and now it is his turn to step forward and do something. With knowing that he wants her, she does not want to run the risk of being rejected like she was the night before. 

Believing in fairness, Emma tells herself if Donnie truly wants her then he will make his move to win her over physically. As much as she wants Donnie, Emma refuses to make the first move again. 

As the movie plays on, Donnie inches his hand from Emma's shoulders to her hair. Emma responds his advances by rubbing on his knee, giving him a subtle green light to move forward in his sensual motives. She stares at the movie, hoping that he will give into his wants and cave in towards her needs. Caoutiously creeping towards her eroginous zone, Donnie runs his hand along her hips and to her right breast. A smile forms across her face, hoping that he takes his liberties much further than his simple groping. Closing her eyes in hopeful lust, Emma awaits Donnie's next step of their copul-ation. No matter how far a man is willing to go, women need him to step even further in the name of justification. 

Even though Emma is a woman who finds herself in the new age of being, she is still waiting for a man to elevate her needs of retribution. This is the way it will be until she fully exits her shell of comfort; becoming one with her faults as well as her strengths. It will take more than tattoo and a few piercings to bring her up to speed of where she wants to be in her life. She finds herself in constant confusion in the midst of her transition. Knowing what she wants and what is avai-lable for her are two different things that she is left to contend with. However, she finds herself wanting something more—a man who is not afraid to put her in her place and treat her like an object. Emma cannot help but secretly pine for someone who is like Matt in the regards of his willful need to take what he wants. 
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Feeling a burst of lust, Donnie picks her up from her around her arms and pulls her into his wanting lips. He kisses her deeply while cradling her awkwardly in his arms. Emma runs her fingers down his back, pulling him in closer into her. 

The two kiss passionately as their emotions run deep, filling their bodies with sensual yearn. This is everything Donnie wanted from the first night with Emma—a loving embrace that would not be cheapened by drunken lust. 

When they are through, they lie in the arms of one another in Donnie's bed. Donnie's eyes slowly close while he wears a satisfied smile. Emma stares up at the ceiling, wondering why she does not feel fulfilled. Physically, she was satisfied by Donnie, but mentally she cannot help but feel that something was missing from their first sexual experience. It was not the sex that is making her question the situation—it is how Donnie was during the act. He was sensual and caring to her needs, when what she really wanted from him was to be treated like a whore. 
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CHAPTER 30 









Once the morning comes, Donnie leaves Emma to sleep peacefully as he starts his day. Drinking an energy drink, he checks his email with a smile. He takes comfort in the fact that he finally has a girlfriend. For so long he has kept his loneliness to himself, not wanting to burden his friends with his woes. The last thing that he wanted to be was the whining friend who is always complaining about his personal problems. Every group has that one person, that one friend who no one really wants to invite but they do anyway because they feel bad for him or her. Donnie would just wear this pain on the inside—keeping the hope that one day he would meet the right person and make it all worth it. Never in a million years did he think that the one person would be his crush's little sister. 
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Emma lies awake in Donnie's bed, not wanting to face him. Her thoughts spun like wheels in her head the night before, keeping her wide awake as Donnie snored beside her. 

She finds herself in the morning the same as she did last night, staring at the ceiling in wonder of what she got herself into. Feeling fickle, she questions whether or not she wants to be in a relationship with Donnie. Knowing that she cannot stay hidden in Donnie's bedroom all day, she starts to prepare herself to go outside. With a heavy sigh, Emma slides off of the bed and starts getting dressed. Telling herself that she wants to go home and take some time to think things through. 

Leaving the bedroom, she comes out to see Donnie on the couch playing around his laptop. Donnie lifts his head, 

"Good mornin'… wanna get some breakfast?" 

Unable to look him in the eyes, Emma looks down and replies, "Nah… I just wanna go home." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah…" 

Donnie looks Emma up and down, then asks, "What's wrong?" 

With a shrug, Emma says, "Nothin'… I'm just tired and I want to get a hot shower." 

"You can take one here…" 

Emma sighs, “I want a shower at home." 

"Alright, I'll just take you home then." 

Disappointed, Donnie slips his sneakers on and grabs his keys from the coffee table. Emma watches Donnie get himself together as he stomps around like a child who is not getting his way. She does not want to upset him any further, so she just keeps her mouth shut and lets him continue in his infantile act. 

Drinking the last of his energy drink, he tosses the can into the garbage and asks with an attitude, "Are you ready to go?" 

Emma shakes her head and sighs in aggravation, "Yeah, I've been ready…" Storming past Donnie, Emma walks out of 240 





the front door. As he is locking the dead bolt, Emma makes her way down the stairs and out to the car. Donnie knows he made her mad, but he does not care. He can sense that she is trying to get away from and his defenses are on high. 

Knowing that subtle form of rejection, he knows that there is nothing he can do to make her stay. 

The drive back to Emma's house is quiet between the two irritated lovers. Donnie thinks to himself that he should probably explain his mood, but he finds that he would just rather leave it alone momentarily. Emma stares out of the window as she remembers similar car rides with Matt and her other ex-boyfriends. She asks herself "why are men such babies?" while just wanting to soak her bones in a hot bath. 

When the car turns on her street, Emma is washed with relief that she will be out of this awkward situation. 

Pulling up to the house, Donnie bares a look of confusion as he glances at the clock in his car. "What's Kelly doing here?" 

Emma says sarcastically, "Well, um, she lives here." 

Donnie rolls his eyes, "No shit… but she was supposed to open today and she didn't call me." 

Putting the car in park, Donnie pulls his keys from the ignition and steps out. 

"Sweet fuck, you're not gonna start a fight in my house, are you?!" 

"No, I just wanna find out what's going on… that's all." 

Following closely behind Emma, Donnie tries to stay calm. He knows that if she is in fact home, that she is a no call no show and that he will be forced to fire her. Despite the fact that Kelly is one of his best employees at Lots-O-Crust, the owners will make him fire her. Being a no-call-no-show is an immediate termination regardless of the reason. As much as he would hate to do it, Donnie would have no choice. It is a strict company policy that he has had to enforce. 

Emma unbolts the lock and opens the door, stepping through the threshold. Suddenly she is taken off guard, hit 241 





with the smell rotten meat. The odor makes her gag and her reflexes force her to back away from entering the house. 

Donnie gives her a strange look as he steps by her while she dry heaves. Before his foot can enter, Donnie is hit with the putrid stench. His eyes roll over white while he fights to pull his t-shirt over his nose and mouth. Gasping to hold his breath— his hand feels along the inside wall for the light switch. Finding it, he moves his hand upwards and casts a light within the darkened home. 

Flipping the switch, the lights come on, casting a glow from the entrance towards the living room. Donnie slowly steps inside of the odorous house, first glancing into the kitchen. Seeing nothing out of the ordinary, Donnie looks towards the living room. His eyes water from the foul stench that leaks through the cotton of his shirt. Emma follows behind him with her hand over her face, "Oh god, what the fuck is that smell?!" 

While Donnie stands in the kitchen fighting his gag reflexes from acting, Emma walks into the living room, calling her sister's name. Turning the corner into the hallway, the smell becomes stronger—forcing Emma to choke. She holds her breath as she makes her way to Kelly's bedroom. 

Opening the door she finds the remains of her beloved sister tied to the bed and carved up like a piece of meat. All she can do is stare at what is left of her, wondering what kind of monster would do this to her. 

Kelly's hands and feet are tied to the bed with bungee cord, spreading her arms and legs outwards. She is cut open from her vagina up to the start of her neck with the skin pulled back to expose her rib cage. Her entrails have been removed along with her sexual organs and the killer has also taken the outer folds of her vagina. In sickness of his twisted artwork, there is a smile carved upon her face, starting from the corners of her mouth and moving just barley to her ears. 

Taking a closer look, Emma sees that her sister's eye lids have also been removed. What is left is an empty shell of disgust. 
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Emma's eyes grow in terror as she takes in the gruesome sight of what is left her sister. She backs away slowly as she tried to ward off the first waves of shock that push through her. As much as she wants to scream, she cannot force herself to do so. Tears boil within her eye sockets as she backs away into the hallway, over taken with a cold touch. Letting go of the smell, she breathes deep breaths of the carrion that fills the small house. Going back towards the living room, tears roll down her face as she makes her way to the kitchen where she last saw Donnie. 

Walking into the kitchen, she finds that Donnie is no longer there. Feeling the weakness of the initial shock of her loss, she plops down in one of the chairs at the dining room table. Laying her head down, she cries out her pain into her folded arms. She lets it all out as she remembers the time her and her sister have had. Her childhood with her sister flashes through her mind like home movies painted upon a mental screen. In quick bursts is taken over by the things that Kelly has taught her, reflecting on how crucial she was in her life. 

Now that she is gone, Emma left with nothing in regards to family or anyone else who truly loves her. 

Taking deep breaths, Emma tries to collect herself so that she can find Donnie and call the police. Exhaling, she pushes herself away from the table and starts moving frantically through the house, calling out for Donnie. Walking past her mother's former bedroom, she does not realize that Donnie is in the bathroom across the hall, being held against his will. 

Matt holds him tight with a blade against his throat in the darkness of the lavatory. Taunting him with sadistic grazes against his neck, they listen in silence as Emma loses her mind outside. 

Thinking that Donnie went out to his car, Emma runs outside. Hearing the front door slam shut, Matt shoves the blade into Donnie's throat. He slowly twists it, severing his ties to this mortal coil. Donnie's eyes roll to white as his lids fold over. Unlike Kelly's demise, Donnie moves quickly onto 243 





his passing; bleeding out onto the cold bathroom floor. 

Unknowing where Emma is, Matt lets Donnie's body down easy upon the tile. Standing in a puddle of blood, Matt pushes Donnie's corpse off to the side. Exhaling his held breath, he cleans the blade on Donnie's shirt and readies himself for his next move. 

Emma walks back into the house and closes the door behind her. She stands in the kitchen and looks around the house from her position. A voice trembles in her head, telling her that something is closing in on her. This voice is incessant as it grows louder and louder, rippling waves through her body. Chills begin to ride down her spine, causing the tiny hairs to stand upon the back of her neck. Taking her steps with great caution, she draws a butcher's knife from the utensil drawer. Preparing herself for anything, she holds the knife with the blade pointing outward—on guard. 

Walking softly on the balls of her feet, Emma starts to scout out the rest of the house in search of Donnie. She tries her hardest to keep her fear at bay as she makes her way down the hall towards her mother's room. The voice that has been echoing in her head screams for her to leave the prem-ises immediately. It tells her to run as fast as she can to the nearest neighbor's to call the police. Shaking away all reason-able warnings, she moves forward as her heart beats in rapid movements. With every step she feels one thousand eyes upon her from every direction, not knowing what to expect to slither from the darkness. 

She opens to the door to her mother's bedroom and gives the space a careful scan. Seeing her cell phone on the night stand, Emma walks over and picks it up. There is one dwindling bar in the battery meter as she quickly dials 911. 

Holding the phone to her ear, she cautiously looks around her as she shakes. Every ring feels like an eternity as the phone dial through to the emergency line. Sweat drips from her hairline and her palms form small pools in dread, waiting for a helpful soul to answer her call for help. 
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Finally an operator answers, "911 emergency?" 

"My name is Emma and I live at 1105 Belmont, my sister has been murdered and I'm all alone in the house." 

"Do you think you are safe in the house?" 

“I don't know… I'm scared." 

Emma keeps her voice at a loud whisper as her nerves tie her stomach into knots. The operator keeps her on the phone, constantly asking unnecessary questions. This is a method that is supposed to keep the dialer calm while madness ensues around them. While their questions mostly irritate the caller, who is nine times of ten in distress—this is crucial to the arriving officers. The more information the operator can get out of the person on the phone, the better prepared they can prepare the officers for the situation. Depending upon the kind of neighborhood the call is coming from, the officers should arrive to scene within minutes. 

As Emma paces in the range of her five steps, Matt slides out from under her mother's bed. Caught up in the phone call, she turns and slowly walks out into the dark hallway. Matt stalks behind her slowly, taking his time and smiling manically with his trusty blade in hand. Taken off guard with a question from the operator, Emma stops in her tracks at the entrance of the living room. Matt sees his chance as Emma pulls the phone away from her ear to shake her head. In a quick action, he grabs the phone and throws it against the wall. Just as Emma turns around, the phone shatters into several pieces. 

Seeing Matt's grinning face in front of her, she lunges at him with the kitchen knife. Just before the tip of the blade hits his skin, he grabs her arm and twists it. Forcing her arm behind her back, she recoils and allows the knife to drop to the floor. Keeping his grip on her appendage, Matt pushes her up against the hallway wall. Emma hits the surface with whimpering gasp. Holding her tight in his grip, Matt places his blade to her temple. Pressing his body against hers, he 245 





says, "We're leaving this hellhole together… give me any problems and I will just fuckin' kill you right now." 
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When the officers arrive on the scene, they enter the unlocked house to investigate. Performing a search throughout the property, they find the remains of Donnie draining in the bathtub across from Ophelia's room. Stumbling upon what is left of Parker in the second bathroom bathtub, one of the officers vomited in the sink. There is not an officer that was not taken back upon finding what was left of poor Kelly. 

Finding her in such a manner, the investigators combed through with a heavy weight upon their shoulders. These young lives were taken so savagely and it caused a somber aura to course through the scene. Keeping the details from the news outlets, the Vero Beach police department put out an all points bulletin for Emma. 
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The saying, "it can't happen here" cannot be said for the small area of Vero Beach. David Gore, an orange grove worker by day and an auxiliary sheriff by night, hunted women for sexual sport through the early 1980's with his cousin. Offering his cousin, Fred Waterfield one thousand dollars for each girl he could find, the two embarked on a reign of horrific escapades that left several young women dead. These young women were brutally raped by the two and then murdered in various ways. Their bodies were found left to rot in orchards, the sides of highways, and ditched in canals. Gore also admitted in questioning to feeding one girl to alligators. 

In 1983 police responded to call in a residential neighborhood where a naked man was firing shots at a naked woman. When authorities arrived on the scene, they surrounded the suspect's house upon finding blood trickling from the trunk of a car in the front. Seeing that he was out gunned, Gore gave himself up willingly. Opening the trunk of his car, they found the remains of a seventeen year old girl who was shot in the head. Gore then pointed the officers to the way of his attic where they found a fourteen year old girl alive and tied to the rafters. Taken into custody, Gore confessed to the killing of six girls. Found guilty, his cousin was given a life term and Gore was sentenced to death. 

Twenty five years later, Gore is still sitting on death row for his crimes. 

The reports pour out from the local news outlets regarding Emma's disappearance. They inform the com-munity of the triple murder and tell their viewers that Emma is believed to have been kidnapped. Every half hour the story is re-told, wrapped in the marketing of breaking news. Television screens across the treasure coast and abroad are splashed with her recent picture, holding out the hope that someone has any kind of information. Struggling to come up with suspects, the authorities are slow to give out the details of the investigation. Despite the similarities in the recent 248 





unsolved murders in the area, the police hesitate to link the crime to a potential serial killer. 



Matt drives Donnie's car with Emma shivering in the passenger seat. His threat to her earlier spins inside of her head, repeating, "Keep quiet or I'll gut you and leave you for dead." Sitting quietly she tries to jeep her trembling on the inside. Her thoughts unfold for a means of escape as she copes with the fact that she is so close to the beast who murdered her sister and friends. No matter how hard she tries, Emma cannot shut out the image of her mangled sister from her mind. Fear holds her in its grip as she glances off and on at the madman beside her. With one hand on the steering wheel and his other clinching his knife, Matt stares blankly at the road ahead. 

Leaving Vero Beach far behind, Emma watches the mile markers count upwards as they move north on I-95. Emma wonders where Matt is taking her, but Matt has no clue where he is heading himself. He just keeps driving, trying to make it as far as he can from the place that he used to call home. With no plan in mind, Matt keeps his foot on the gas. Fearing the authorities are on his trial, he tells himself that he must keep moving. Having no friends and no family, he is left to figure out his next move on his own. Luckily he has the funds to hop from town, however he knows it will only be a matter of time until the police trace Donnie's stolen car. 

After being on the road for almost two hours, Emma sees a highway sign that reads "Now entering Volusia County". 

Her nervousness starts to fade upon the burden of being annoyed by her yearning to know. Taking a deep breath, she exhales with a heavy sigh and asks, "Where are you taking me?" 

Without taking his eyes off of the road, Matt smirks and answers, "Where ever I take us…" 

Emma inhales with a shiver and musters up the shaken strength to ask, "Why did you do it?" 
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"Do what?" 

Emma sighs, "You know what." 

Toying with her, Matt grins wider, "No I don't… what did I do?” 

Keeping her cool, Emma looks at Matt with a gaze laced with disgust, "Why did you kill my sister?" 

Matt looks at her and watches her bottom lip tremble as she fights back her tears. He grins as his eyes shift back to the road, "I have no reason left in what I do any more. My actions are merely survival at this point… I know that I won't be here on this earth much longer, so I'm just biding my time and collecting numbers." 

"Collecting numbers?" 

Matt emphasizes, "Kills, bodies, notches, numbers… " 

Giving him a nasty look, Emma asks, "So, my sister was just a number to you?" 

"What do you want to hear from me, huh? Do want to hear this grand reason for the things that I do, is that it? Well, I hate to tell ya this, sweets, not everything happens for a reason! In fact, hardly anything happens for a fuckin' reason! 

We're just a microcosm so fucking miniscule in the spectrum of anything that matters. We're just simple strains of bacteria that happens to be morphing and multiplying!" 

The louder he yells, the more Emma backs herself into the corner of the passenger side. It is in this moment that she knows that Matt is going to kill her. She tells herself that she will fight, but at the same time she begins to tell herself that she is going to die. Tears bubble in her eyes as she prays to herself, the first time since she was a small child. Closing her eyes and nibbling on her bottom lip, she attempts to combat her perpetual nervousness. 

He pauses to take a breather and lights one of Kelly’s cigarettes. Emma notices her lighter and her brand of smokes, bringing her eyes to water with tears. Matt exhales the smoke and says, “I don’t know why people like you fear death. After all, when you die your brain expels a chemical known as 250 





Dimethyltryptamine or DMT and it acts like a hallucinogen. 

When you die you are actually getting high… pretty fascinating stuff. So when you look at it in those terms, I’m bringing people to their ultimate trip… I am a god to these poor saps that I’m offing.” 

Listening to his psycho babble, Emma holds herself back from screaming at him. She breathes in and out, fighting to find her center where she can think clearly. Suddenly a voice tells her to try and reason with him, "Look if you let me go I'll the cops that it was some sicko trucker… I won’t even mention you, I swear!" 

Matt laughs at her with a howling cackle, "Do you really think I'm that fucking stupid?!" 

Speechless, Emma just stares at Matt as he holds the wheel steady with a sick smile on his face as he continues on his rant. "The minute I let you go you'll tell 'em everything and I'll be sitting on death row for the next twenty years… do you think I'm gonna let that happen?!" 

"I won't!" 

With a scoff, Matt replies, "Bullshit! I fuckin' know you, you cunt! You're a two faced back stabber… just like the rest of 'em! All of you deserve to fuckin' die a slow and blood soaked agonizing death!" 

Held hostage by the sound of his voice and his words, the loud tone is that of a thunder clap that ripples through her soul. Losing control of her emotions, Emma starts crying and slobbering in painful release. Emma feels herself collapse under the weight of Matt's rage. Even though she has tried her best to remain strong— channeling every ounce of her being for the strength to hold back her fear. Burying her face in her hands, she fights to gain back her mental ground. The last thing she wants to do is feed his twisted need to watch his victims suffer. In this darkened moment, Emma holds on to the hope that Matt will have mercy on her. 

Gripping the steering wheel, Matt stares out on to the open road. He takes a deep breath and tries to control his 251 





rage. Matt does not want to listen to Emma's weeps, her gasps and moans ride what is left of his nerves. Though he tries to keep his cool, his impulses tell him to pull over, kill her and bury her under a soft layer of brush. Clinching the handle of the dagger, he holds back his urges and exhales his useless deep breath. Blinking his eyes he slowly comes back to his calm frame of mind. 

Regaining his cool, he tells Emma, "We're going to a hotel room. I'm gonna rent a room and in the morning I will be leaving. It doesn't matter who you call… by the time you wake up, I'll be long gone." 

Catching her breath, Emma is washed with a feeling of relief. This warmth takes her over and cradles her wounded nerves, easing back to a temporary stability. Emma dries her tears and wipes away the scowl from her face. Breathing in and out brings her stressed repertory system back to its normal capacity. As much as she thought she was going to be killed, she is consoled by what Matt has told her. She is left with the happiness in believing that she will be a free woman by the first signs of morning. Thoughts of her living on so that she can somehow avenge her sister's death allow her to keep her composure. 

After allowing her the time to collect herself, Matt says, 

"I couldn't kill you, baby… I love you." 

Hiding her face from his by looking out of her window, she grits her teeth and closes her eyes shut tight. Forcing herself not think about the things he has done, Emma reserves the urge to punch him. She knows that he does not love her because he never did. As far as Emma is concerned, she was just easy prey for his psychotic lusts. 

"After all," he says, "I did this all because of you…" 

Turning her head from the passenger window, she looks at him with an expression of mixed shock and disgust. 

Emma's lower jaw hangs from its hinges as she is caught in awe at a loss for words. She cannot believe what he just said, his accusation that she was responsible for the deaths of her 252 





sister and her friends. It is the text book condition of madness to take blame from oneself and place it on others for their own actions. Emma could argue with him but it would do no good. Most likely he would just get upset and attempt to harm her. Keeping this in mind, she just plays along with his games, staying as docile as she can. 

Matt feels her eyes burning upon him. Giving her quick glance he replies, "Don't look at me like that… you know what you did… you made me do this.” 

Taking in every word that he breathes towards her, Emma looks down towards the floor board of her dead lover's car. Before she could not argue with him out of fear of his reaction, now she is rendered speechless because a small part of her believes what he is telling her. Guilt rushes through her like a damn that has been torn asunder, filling her with the sickness of unchangeable regret. Emma convinces herself that if it was not for her then Kelly would still be alive. Playing on her deepest emotions, Matt puts her right where he wants her with a simple string of words. 
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Pulling into the empty parking lot of a seedy motel off of I-95, Matt checks them into a room for the night. By his side, Emma temporarily played the role of the loving girlfriend. All the while, she spent the entire time hoping that the in-keeper would notice the beaten look of anguish on her face. If not noticing her, she had hoped that he would notice the face of her captor. As the miles counted down, she hoped that the authorities had put out a sketch and an APB on Matt for the surrounding area. Unfortunately for Emma, there is no APB 

as of yet. She is left to wait as law enforcement connects the puzzle pieces while she and the slayer of her friends take their rest in a seedy motel room. 

The room is small, has a bed and a television that barely gets reception. The TV sits on a banged up dresser that is 254 





pushed up against the wall. There are two rolling chairs sat across from one another at a small, round card table. Cheap art hangs from the wooden paneled walls, dimly illuminated by old lamps on chipped end tables. At sixty-five dollars a night, this is the kind of room that junkies pay to overdose in on a suicide binder. 

Locking the door and drawing the shades, Matt ties Emma to the bed with torn strips of the motel's sheets. After tying off her last limb, he whispered in her ear that this was for her own good and his. The television is tuned to a local news station as Matt takes swigs from a bottle of cheap whiskey. Watching as the screen ripples with static interface, the reporter reads of Matt's crimes from the teleprompter. Still no new information of suspects is given as they show pictures of Emma to their audience. Her eyes locked on to the screen, tears roll down Emma's face as she looks on at the young, happy girl that she used to be. Bound to the stiff motel room bed, she is left to wonder where she went wrong. 

As the news program cuts to a car commercial, Matt starts pacing in front of the television as he takes quick sips from his bottle. Now knowing that the authorities are looking for Emma, he tries to clear his head from exhaustion and find a plan within the chaos of his erratic thoughts. Waiting for some kind of clarity, he relies on the voices that have brought him to this place. With a few more slugs, the cobwebs begin to clear away for his demented purpose. The voices slowly raise in volume, telling him to kill the girl and bury her someplace far away. 

Watching him walk back and forth, Emma starts to worry about what her outcome will be. Her eyes shift from Matt to the large knife lying in the center of the slanted round table. 

She can see it in his edgy actions that he is not thinking straight. He is giving into his nervousness and allowing paranoia is steering his movements. His brain screams about the stolen car parked in front of the door while harping on Emma being tied to his motel room bed. Halted in his steps 255 





by a sudden thought, Matt starts to wonder if the in-keeper was watching the same broadcast. What if he recognized Emma and called the police? Piecing these scenarios together, he convinces himself that the police are most likely on their way to capture him. 

Matt sits back down at the table and glares at Emma as his mental gears slow to a grind. Feeling his gaze, she sinks her teeth into her gag. Fearful of what he could possibly be thinking in that moment, she puts nothing past his sick mind, quivering for the worst. Taking another swig from the bottle, Matt finds his center and directs his attention back to the television. He keeps his thoughts to himself as he caps the bottle and moves over to her. 

He looks her in eyes and says, "I am going to untie you because I think I can trust you… just don't make me regret this." 

Loosening the sheets from her hands and feet, he unties the gag from around her head. Unsure of how to react to this gesture, Emma slides off of the bed slow and timid. Matt backs away from her to get two plastic cups from the bathroom. Emma nervously fiddles with ends of her hair as Matt pours two shots of whiskey into each cup. Handing her the beverage, her arm trembles as she accepts it. 

Sipping it with shaky hands, Matt tries to put her at ease, 

"Hey, relax… I'm not gonna hurt you. Pointing at the Television he says, "Did you see what they were saying? It won't be long 'till they find us and if anything happens to you they'll know it was me. I want them to find you untouched… 

I need you to tell them that I didn't do it." 

With a stutter in her voice, Emma replies, "I'll tell them whatever you want." 

Swigging from his cup, Matt nods, "I know you will… I believe you." 

His cast iron nerves allow him to breeze through a conversation with the person whose sister he had just killed. 

Emma however is iced over with an awkwardness that 256 





borders on her want to vomit. Every second that she looks at his face, she wants to lunge at him and tear out his eyes. She restrains such maneuvers because she knows that he is insane and will do anything to overpower her. There is nothing that she wants more than to watch as Matt suffers in his last moments of lethal injection. 

While Matt sits at the table, Emma stays as far she can away from him, parked on the edge of the bed. The two watch television, hardly saying a word to one another. Matt keeps refilling Emma's cup and Emma drinks it to keep herself sane as she counts the hours towards dawn. Her eyes grow heavy as she fights the urge to fall asleep. It has been days since she has had a decent nights rest and the alcohol is not helping her stay awake. 

Matt takes simple glances at her, seeing that she is growing tired, he says, "Lie down and get some sleep… I'll take the floor." 

Unable to look at him, Emma takes a sip from her drink and replies, "I'm not really tired… 

"Bullshit" he scoffs, "You're damn near passing out where you are sittin'." 

"I'll be fine." 

Finishing her drink, she scoots back onto the bed and rests her back against the head board. Her eye lids want to so desperately close but she fights to keep them open. She tells herself that she must stay awake after Matt. If Matt is sleeping, it could be her one and only chance to make a break out through the motel door. Emma sees herself running out of the motel room, down the hallway, and to the front office where she would be safe to contact the police. As this scene vividly plays out within her head, Emma finds herself helplessly dozing off. 

Her eyes slowly close as her head slides down the back board and on to the pillow, drifting into her much needed slumber. Emma's lids flicker over the white of her eyes before they finally slam shut. Slipping away, she can no longer catch 257 





herself as she comes into a deep sleep. Fading in and out of conscience, she enters a sound slumber, uncaring of what may befall her in her most vulnerable of moments. Gone with undertow of her exhaustion, she starts to sleep the night away, leaving the horrors of what could be in its dust. 



Staring out of the motel window, Matt has been up all night and is now mentally preparing himself for the road ahead. Sober and thinking clearly, he knows it is time to go. 

He must ditch the barrowed wheels and move on as fast as he can out of the state. Whether or not the police are on his trial at the time does not matter. He tells himself that no matter what he does they will always be after him. This is his life now, the rouge hunter of the road, moving on with his instincts intact. Slipping in and out from town to city—trying to fit in the best that he can. 

After handing in the room key to the innkeeper with a smirk, he fires up Donnie's car and casually drives away from the motel. Exiting the parking lot, Matt turns on to the empty road and makes his way towards the turnpike. Tuning the car radio from station to station to find something that fits his mood, Matt continues on his trail, north bound with twisted sense of freedom in his mind. Wishing that he had a cigarette to smoke, Matt fights his sleep deprived hangover with a handful of painkillers. Chasing the pills with a gulp from a half empty water bottle, he waits for them to kick in as he makes his way over to the next town. 

Coming to an empty stretch of road, he pulls over to a wooded area where a line of trees surround a secluded ravine. 

Cutting off the engine, he steps out of the car and gives a quick look around for passers-by. He casually makes his way to the trunk while looking over both of his shoulders in a subtle fashion. With a deep breath he contains his nerves and stifles his shaken nature. Popping the trunk with the key, he reaches in and picks up the package wrapped in cheap bed 258 





sheets. Running from the car, he cuts through the brush and towards the bank of the canal. 

With all of his might, he tosses the saturated wrappings into the waters. While catching his breath, he watches the mummified remains sink into the disgusting canal. White fabric turns to a blackish green, submerging towards the depths of the forgotten sludge. Matt looks over the scene looming from the muddy banks, taking in every tiny fragment to make sure that no one will find this disposal too soon. 

Basking in the sight, Matt grins with a macabre cheer, satisfied with his doing. Rid of the final witness in the case against him, he is able to move on and continue his life elsewhere without being harassed by small time detectives or public pretending attorneys. 

Readying himself to leave the scene, Matt gets back into the boosted car and drives off. Content with his doings, he peels away from the scene with a twisted smile upon his face. 

Heading north on I-95, he is on his way to another town to start off fresh, to be a man without the bloodlust. He tells himself that a new scenery can quiet his demons, but it is all a lie—no matter where he goes his yearn to kill will cry aloud in his soul. 

This is the hell that Matt must combat. This craving for the freshest of flesh is a yearning that he will never be able to fully satisfy. Deep inside he knows this is true and it is only a matter of time before he is caught and judged for his crimes. 

Passing the mile markers, he does so with an arrogant smirk—a temporary grin to keep him moving along. Living moment to moment, Matt cruises towards the next place where he can move forward without being cornered by law enforcement. Every step he takes and every move he makes will be traced by the officials who are gaining on his trail. No matter where he goes or what he does, Matt will be looking over both shoulders in paranoia, fearful that his victims will ultimately have the last word over his life. 
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