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To Sam, my beautiful, fluffy baby. I know some day you will find me again.

Necromancer

By
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“Sheep’s clothing doesn’t come in my size.” The words jumped off the page of the magazine Jane Masters was reading. It was featuring an article about an overweight female werewolf.

“Here,” she said, turning to her coworker, Josie. “You can read it now if you like. I’ve had my fill of overweight werewolves and psychotic psychics for one day.”

“Anything interesting?” Josie asked, taking the latest copy of Paranormal Times from Jane.

Jane shrugged. “Bite and Run accidents are on the rise.”

“Burning Desire,” Josie read the next headline out loud.

“Yeah, it’s about some pyromancer who accidentally set fire to his whole neighborhood.” Jane turned toward the door. “I’m going to take a break,” she added.

In the past month she had been demoted, kicked out of her office, and forced into taking over the duties of not only the secretary, but the receptionist, as well. If this was how life at the university was always going to be, Jane had begun to seriously consider that this job wasn’t worth it.

What was the point? She had yet to have in her twenty-seven years, one positive work experience. Everyone it seemed was ruthless, lacking in basic compassion and human kindness. Human, that had become such a strange word. Funny, how no one seemed to treat her as even that.

“Do you want anything?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Josie answered with a laugh, “a million bucks and a hot vampire.”

Josie wasn’t so bad when she wasn’t too busy flinging herself at all the male students who came into their office, having hot flashes, or actually showed up sober. The way she’d swaggered into the office early that morning let Jane know that today was not one of those days.

Jane had two true friends in the university where she worked and met one of them on her way downstairs. Keri Underwood worked as a secretary on the third floor. She was petite and blond and much too bright to work in a place like this.

“How’s it going?” Keri asked. “Did you find anything in the classifieds worth looking into?”

“Let’s face facts,” Jane said. “We live in the South, and if you’re not a good ol’ boy, you don’t go far. I don’t have a high enough education or the right equipment between my legs to get a better job. So, I’m stuck working for barely above minimum wage for a bunch of jerks who think they know it all.”

She thought about the “bite and run” article and tried to control her smile as she wondered if anyone would be willing to bite her boss and run. The thought gave her much unexpected pleasure while she fished some change out of her pocket.

“I’ll take that as a no,” Keri said.

“Same shit, different day,” Jane answered miserably.

“You get another nasty note from Jason?”

Jason Walters was Jane’s boss. He taught English and was good at what he did, but should never have been given a management position. She still remembered their conversation about “management.”

“I treat them all like kindergarteners,” Jason had said.

“What?” Jane asked. “You can’t be serious.”

“Have you ever tried to manage thirty college professors?” he asked. “I’m telling you, Jane, the only way to get them to cooperate is to treat them all like children.”

When she’d told Keri about this she laughed until she realized there was no punch-line. That was just Jason’s warped way of thinking. If any of the other faculty knew how he thought of them, she doubted whether or not he’d be able to keep his head, let alone his job.

Jane had spent the last three and a half years of her life trying to live up to his standards, and she was at the end of her rope. If it wasn’t one stupid thing with him it was another. He simply could not be pleased. Jason was in his early fifties and considered himself well acquainted with the education system.

“What was it you said he did before Jason was hired as the dean of Arts and Sciences?” Keri asked.

“He was a high school principal for, I forget how many years,” Jane answered.

“And he still refuses to take meds for his OCD?”

“He doesn’t think he has it!” Jane replied angrily. “He thinks everyone else has a problem. During the last week of registration I caught him picking lint out of the carpet!”

“No way.” Keri laughed.

Jane recalled vividly having to walk down the hall past the line of students waiting to be registered.

“He was on his hands and knees with a comb ‘grooming’ the carpet,” she said. “I told him to get up that he didn’t need to be seen that way. I was trying to save what was left of his dignity, but he wouldn’t let me.”

“Why? What did he do?” Keri asked.

“He told me the place was a mess and kept trying to comb the carpet.” Jane laughed, wondering once more why she bothered trying to help someone like Jason. “I finally took him by the arm and told him he was embarrassing himself and took him back in the office.”

“Good grief.”

“Yeah, it took a full month for people to stop laughing to his face. Now they just do it behind his back,” Jane said.

Jane had been hired as Jason’s personal assistant only because she’d made no errors on the “test” she was given as part of her interview, which consisted of producing several graphs and charts as well as a three page letter in less than thirty minutes. Now due to budget cuts the other secretary, Lindsay, had been let go.

“So, have you heard from Lindsay?” Keri asked.

“Yeah, last I heard she was working at a strip club on the other side of town.”

“Really?” Keri seemed stunned.

Lindsay hadn’t finished her education either and was kind of screwed when it came to the job market. She was nearly six feet tall, blond, and magnificently tanned. She looked great, every bought and paid for inch of her.

“I have to admit she does look the part.” When Jane laughed Keri added quickly, “I’m not insulting her. It’s got to be hard to get anyone to take you seriously when you look like that. So, why do you suppose Josie wasn’t laid off?”

“Oh, I’ve got my suspicions,” Jane said darkly. “And it’s got something to do with carpet burns and the need for proper dry cleaning.”

Keri laughed and nearly snorted her soda.

But Jane was right about Josie. The woman was a moron whose thoughts ranged between “duh” and “vodka.” Jane knew this because she’d read her mind. Of course she didn’t spread around the fact that she could read minds, but it sometimes came in handy. Jane was a strong enough telepath that she blocked out the world in general and only tuned in to what she wanted to know. Unless she was really sick or drunk, this normally wasn’t a problem.

Every now and then she used her powers to search for a hot vampire, just for fun. So far she hadn’t had any luck. She wasn’t even sure what it would feel like if she did make contact with a vamp. She imagined it would be something like the warm, tingling sensation she felt when she was close to a werewolf. Jane didn’t even know if there were vampires in the area, but it gave her something to think about besides how miserable she was at work, and that was a blessing.

Lately, she had developed two fantasies. One was about a tall, dark, and handsome vamp. The other was about a vampire with wavy, brown hair and intense green eyes. She felt as if they’d met before, but chalked that up to her powerful imagination.

“Are you listening to me?” Keri asked, shaking Jane’s shoulder gently.

Jane hadn’t even realized Keri was speaking. She had been lost remembering those green eyes and was very disappointed to realize she was still at work.

“No, I’m sorry. I got another stupid note from Jason this morning.”

“That’s what I was asking about. What did it say?”

“He’s writing me up this time for excessive errors. You know the drill. At least once a week he finds another excuse to write me up.”

“Excessive errors?” Keri looked confused. “Where does he come up with this shit?”

“I think he pulls it out of his ass,” Jane said. “I made one typo when I was working on my evaluation yesterday.” She practically growled while beating on the snack machine. “Fucking piece of shit.”

This time Jane kicked the machine and it delivered her candy bar. Then she looked at the snack and wondered if “sheep’s clothing” would continue to fit her if she ate many more of these.

Keri looked alarmed and she explained, “I need some chocolate if I’m going to make it through the day without killing somebody.” She was kidding, but Keri gave her a cunning look.

“Somebody needs to kill that prick,” Keri said. “I’m surprised you haven’t done it by now.”

“Don’t think I haven’t thought about it.”

Jane was being honest but would never seriously consider such a thing. She’d had the sort of thoughts that most overworked, underpaid people have. Thoughts like if their boss had an “unfortunate accident” they wouldn’t mind. But, Jane didn’t belong to the mob and wouldn’t have the faintest clue of how to go about causing such an accident.

Keri shrugged. “Yeah, well if we all went around killing the people we didn’t like ... Hell, everybody doesn’t like somebody.”

“This is true,” Jane said as they made their way back up the stairs together. She’d worn heels and was seriously regretting it after making it to the third floor.

“He made you type your own evaluation?” Keri asked incredulously, opening the door for Jane.

“Yeah, after he called me into his office and took thirty minutes to tell me all the reasons I suck.”

This was how Jason Walters conducted evaluations with everyone in his department. He felt it was better to let them know the reasons he was not recommending them for a raise, because he rarely recommended anybody for a raise. Jane had never had a raise, and her friend Michael, who taught astronomy, hadn’t had a raise in four years.

“Shit, I’m so glad Dr. Merick is my boss instead of Jason Walters. Dr. Merick isn’t perfect, but she’s not that bad.”

Keri worked in a different world just one floor down, and she was glad of it. Jane walked Keri to her office, and once Keri looked around to be sure they were alone she asked, “Do you have class tonight?”

“Yeah, biology.”

“You seeing Shawn?”

Jane almost cringed at the sound of his name. Every time she thought of him, she knew that being involved with Shawn was a mistake. But it was one she wasn’t aware of in time to stop herself. Shawn Bradley was the married security guard she had been dating for the past two years. Well, you couldn’t really call it dating. Whatever sort of relationship they had it wasn’t normal. She hadn’t even known he was married for over a year. Now they were sort of off again, on again. He kept telling Jane that he’d left his wife, and she kept being foolish enough to believe him. After a week or so, she’d break down and read his mind and find out he was lying again.

Jane kept hoping he would leave his wife and Shawn kept hoping his wife didn’t find out about Jane. They’d started out as friends and as far as she knew he was single. Once she’d begun to trust him Shawn started putting the moves on her. Jane wasn’t stupid, but she was a romantic at heart and desperately wanted to believe his lies. He knew enough about her to really play up the romantic part until he had Jane where he wanted her.

“I might,” she said. “But I’ve already decided that something has to give and it’s got to give soon or we’re through. I’ve already made up my mind. I can’t keep seeing a married man. He keeps swearing he’s separated from his wife but that’s bullshit. It just isn’t right. I’m ashamed of myself for being with him in the first place.”

“So are you going to tell him this tonight?” Keri asked.

Keri was her confidant and the only person who knew about Shawn besides her friend Michael, the astronomy professor. They had both been as surprised as her when she found out Shawn was married. After her initial anger, Keri had suggested Jane start dating her hot mailman instead. Yes, Burt was hot, but he wasn’t really her type, and that had nothing to do with him howling at the moon. Rather than explain this to Keri, she’d just smiled and said, “I might.”

Now she gave the same response when Keri asked about Shawn again.

“I might. I’m really getting sick of his shit. Speaking of shit, I’ve got to get back to work.”

Jane made her way back up to the fourth floor and met Michael as she came into the office.

“Hey, Michael,” she said as he walked past her.

“Hi,” he said softly and kept walking.

When he didn’t make eye contact Jane knew something was wrong. She paused behind the file room door and took a look in the full-length mirror. Jane winced at her own appearance. She ran a hand through her shoulder length black hair and wiped some of the smeared mascara from underneath her eyes. She felt like hammered shit and it showed.

“Everything all right?” she asked.

“Mmhmm.”

Josie was sitting quietly at her desk typing. What the fuck? Josie never did any real work. Something must be bad wrong. Then she saw it and she nearly had a panic attack. Her heart fluttered miserably then seemed to sink into her stomach. There was an envelope on her desk with the university’s logo in the top left corner. In Jason’s handwriting the word “confidential” was written clearly in all caps.

“Two notes in one day? He is really getting on it,” she said.

She shot a look toward Josie, but the older woman was deliberately not making any sort of eye contact. If Josie opened her mouth things had a tendency to come out and Jane was certain she had been told to keep it shut.

“Damn, I didn’t even get to eat my candy bar. I’m going to the restroom,” she said, snatching the letter off her desk.

Both women were accustomed to the routine. Neither of them could stand to open Jason’s letters where someone else might see them. They were never good news and he never had the courage to say it to their faces.

Jane walked numbly down the hall into the women’s bathroom and locked the stall door. She slid to the floor and sat for several minutes with her forehead resting against her knees. This was the position she sat in to prevent herself from hyperventilating. Every day had become a living hell and there seemed to be no end in sight. Tears slid down her cheeks and she knew her mascara was running again. Until a few months ago, she hadn’t cried in years, but now it was an almost daily occurrence.

“I can’t do anything right,” she whispered as she broke the seal on the envelope.

“Dr. Charlie McBride and I request to meet with you at five fifteen this afternoon in my office,” she read out loud.

Jane got off at five thirty, so that meant he didn’t plan to be long winded about whatever she’d done this time. As usual, the letter didn’t state the nature of the meeting. It involved her. Jane figured the least he could do was tell her what it was about, but she’d made the mistake of asking that question before. The answer was always no.

He was more than willing to talk about anyone behind their back, but when it came to a face to face meeting, you never knew what to expect.

She had little choice except to suck it up and try to make it through the rest of the day. When she looked in the mirror Jane opened the collar of her blouse to find she was already breaking out in hives. Jason had that effect on her. The blotches would be gone within an hour if she could ever manage to calm down. The last time he’d called one of these little meetings she’d thrown up twice and broken out in hives.

What griped her the most was that there was nothing she could do about it. Jane was more than capable of taking care of herself, but she couldn’t beat him up, and she couldn’t afford to get fired. While she wiped at her smeared mascara she wondered if Lindsay needed any help at the club, then quickly pushed the thought from her mind.

She wasn’t judging anyone. It just wasn’t something she wanted to do. Jane wasn’t comfortable enough in her own skin to flash it to everyone else. Secretly though, stripping was another fantasy of hers.

“You okay, honey?” Harriet asked from the doorway. Harriet was the maid assigned to the fourth floor.

“I’m fine,” Jane said. She wiped at her makeup a little faster.

“Girly you’re about as far from fine as I’ve ever seen, but if you don’t want to talk about it that’s all right by me,” Harriet said.

“I’ll be all right,” Jane assured her.

Harriet gave her a skeptical look while she replaced the paper towels.

Jane washed her hands, sprinkled some cold water on her face and took three deep breaths. She went through the motions of smoothing down her black slacks and blouse just to make herself feel better. She’d been around Jason long enough that having things in order calmed her nerves and it made her angry that his OCD had rubbed off on her. Jane steeled her courage and walked back to the office.

When she walked back in she didn’t say a word to Josie who was clearly ready to talk now. She had also adjusted the temperature while Jane was in the bathroom. Josie was in her early forties and in denial that she needed hormone replacement therapy. Then again, just plain therapy would have been helpful. Josie had so many issues she should have just bought a subscription. She fidgeted in her seat and fluffed her spiky brown hair before turning to Jane.

“Everything all right?” she asked.

“As if you care, bitch,” Jane thought.

She knew the only reason Josie asked was so she could find some sort of way to use it against her. For someone with the IQ of an amoeba Josie sure was conniving.

“Fine,” Jane answered curtly and turned back to the test she was supposed to be typing.

*****
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At five fifteen Jane marched into Jason’s office and sat down like she owned the place. She would be damned if he got the best of her. They had to wait five minutes for Dr. McBride to join them and it was torture. Both of them sat there quietly, trying not to make eye contact with the other, but she got sick of that.

Jane began to stare him down, daring Jason to look her in the eye. She wanted him to see the hatred there. The eyes truly are windows of the soul and Jane’s had fogged up a long time ago. She’d never felt this way about anyone else, and it frightened her. Then again, no one had ever treated her so badly. If Jason knew how close he was to his own death he would have backed down before now. It wasn’t that Jane was a bad person. On the contrary, it was like she’d explained to Keri recently. “I’ve spent most of my life trying to do the right thing.”

Since that had gotten her so far in life she’d decided to do something purely selfish, thus the affair with the security guard. Recently, though, she’d become fond of another fantasy, killing Jason.

When Jane worked out it was his face she envisioned in front of her punching bag. Her years of martial arts training had taught Jane to see through the target. So, she didn’t visualize her foot hitting Jason in the head, she envisioned going through it. Her workouts had never been so intense. She was getting into great shape but possibly at the cost of her sanity, and that was a price she wasn’t willing to pay.

“Would you like a glass of water?” Jason offered.

“No thanks.”

He could be so nice sometimes it was amazing. Maybe he was bi-polar, and obsessive compulsive.

Since they had a moment to themselves Jane sat back, crossed her arms and legs and took a good look at the source of her anxiety. Jason Walters was around six feet tall, average build that bordered on thin, thick glasses, an artificial smile, and he was bald on top. What was left of his hair was brown and what was left of his soul was black. He knew the effect he had on Jane and somewhere in his twisted mind Jason thought he was doing her a favor. He thought that by showing her all the things she did wrong it would motivate her to be more efficient, like him.

Jane only thought she was the only one who caught hell. As it turned out, “hell” was handed out randomly. He liked Josie, but he’d told her the week before that if she took one more day off within the next three months she was fired. Naturally she wouldn’t say anything to Jane about it, because Josie got a break for spying on Jane at his request. He chose to overlook the fact that she balled most of the faculty as long as she gave him some good inside information from time to time.

Once everyone had taken a seat Jason said in a very calm, patronizing voice, “Now, Jane, exactly what time did you arrive this morning?”

“I was here at seven-forty-five, just like we’re supposed to be,” she said without hesitation.

“Okay,” he said. He nodded humoring her. “Now you may have ‘arrived’ at seven-forty-five, but you weren’t at your desk at seven-forty-five.”

She sat staring at him unblinkingly. Jane was afraid that if she opened her mouth she might actually snarl at him. She could feel her cheeks flushing and knew her face was turning redder by the second.

“Because I saw you walk in here at seven-forty-nine this morning,” he pointed out.

“Fucking bastard,” she wanted to yell but bit her lip in order to keep quiet.

He deliberately set his clock faster than anyone else so that no matter what time she arrived she was “late.” Jane took a deep breath and dug her nails into the leather upholstery on her chair. She always took the same chair in Jason’s office. It probably had permanent dents from her nails by now.

“Now, you need to be at your desk by seven-forty-five,” he continued in that same patronizingly mild voice. “I’m gonna need you to sign out for those four minutes.”

If looks could kill, Jason would have been dead right then. It might have been a cliché, but killing Jason with a look was very appealing to Jane. As he droned on in his mild-tempered voice she began to fantasize about looking at him and watching him choke, like something out of a science fiction movie. The thought kept her entertained enough to stomach the rest of his little speech.

When the meeting was over and she was filling out her leave slip for four minutes Dr. McBride approached her desk. Dr. Charlie McBride was a tall woman with short white hair and bright blue eyes. Her kind smile did Jane good.

“Are you all right, dear?” she asked, patting Jane’s shoulder.

“I’ll be fine,” she lied.

Jane had every intention of going home and having a glass of wine to settle her nerves. She looked back down at the form, still unable to sign her name for four stupid minutes. Glass, hell, she might just have the bottle.

Charlie knew Jason was harder on Jane than Josie, but she didn’t know why. She had only a few years before retirement and though she hated to see Jane get screwed over, Charlie didn’t want to risk her pension by getting involved. Jane read these thoughts just as clearly as if she’d spoken them out loud. She couldn’t really blame Charlie for not wanting to get involved but part of her hated the older woman for being such a coward.
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Chapter Two
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As soon as her form was filled out, Jane threw it in Jason’s mailbox and hurried out to the parking lot to meet Michael. She had always gotten along with the shy professor but lately they had developed a very close friendship. He was like the brother she never had.

Michael Jameson was a slender man about five-foot-eight with brown hair. His blue eyes lit up as he waved at Jane from beside her car.

“You ready to get out of here?” he called.

She drove an older model sedan that badly needed to be washed, but it still ran fine. She tossed him the keys.

“After the day I’ve had, I’m afraid to drive,” she explained.

“Come on then,” Michael said with a smile, “you can tell me about it over dinner.”

Her hands shook as she opened the door and Jane wished she’d had that prescription filled. A month ago she’d gone to see a doctor for her nerves but hadn’t taken his advice to seek less nerve wracking employment or take a mild tranquilizer.

She and Michael had decided to have dinner together since he taught a late night class and her biology class didn’t start until eight o’clock. Jane lived an hour away so it wasn’t feasible for her to go home and come back for class.

“I can’t stand one more minute inside this place,” she said shakily.

She’d tried to sit at her desk before and study between classes but everyone kept walking up and asking her for things. Other than Michael, everyone thought she was at their beck and call. Sure, Jane has no life, get her to do everything. Jason didn’t allow her any overtime, not even five minutes if the copier jammed. So, as soon as it was time to leave, she hit the door. She’d be damned if she “donated” any of her time to that hell hole.

It wasn’t even possible to sit downstairs in the cafeteria because the students bothered her almost as much as the faculty. They saw her sitting there and would walk over and start asking if this was in their file, or if that was in their file. How the hell was she supposed to know? With over three hundred student files there was no way to memorize everything in them, and she had no desire to do so. Jane had started wearing around a sign on her back that said “off duty.” She was written up for that, too.

He’d also strongly objected when she wanted to hang a sign above the door which read, “Abandon hope, all ye who enter here.” Her only argument was that they taught English in their department and it was a famous literary quote. It hadn’t gone over well.

“So, where do you want to eat?” Michael asked as he turned the car back toward town.

“What about that little Italian place just down the road?”

“Yeah that sounds good.”

When Jane stepped out of the car Michael noticed the slight tremor in her hands when she reached back for her purse.

“Maybe you should have a glass of wine,” he suggested.

“But I’ve got biology tonight.”

He smiled knowingly. “You’ve got Dr. Barnes, right?”

Jane nodded.

“Trust me it will make class more bearable. Come on,” Michael said, putting his arm around her, “It’s on me.”

Jane attempted to smile. “Dr. Barnes isn’t that boring.”

“Are you kidding me? My office is across the hall and she still manages to put me to sleep.”

Once they were inside, Jane ordered a light pasta dish and had two glasses of very strong red wine. The waitress brought out a large bowl of salad and two plates so they could serve themselves. Michael went through his usual routine of picking all of the onions out of the salad, because they made Jane sick. And picking out all of the tomatoes to give to her because he hated them. He sat patiently during dinner while Jane told him about her day. They shared a mutual frustration with their work environment and a mutual hatred for Jason Walters. Michael was almost more angry than Jane when she told him everything she’d had to endure during that day.

“I’ll get that bastard one of these days,” Jane promised grimly. “You just wait. When he’s least expecting it, too.” Afraid of how she must have sounded, Jane looked up and said, “I’m sorry, Michael. It’s just that I can only take so much. I swear I’ve never been a raving lunatic before in my life. I’ve always had a temper, but lately I scare myself.”

“What are you afraid of?” he asked gently.

“What I might do if I let myself.”

Michael worried about her, probably more than she did. He had watched a bright, intelligent, friendly young woman be turned into the downtrodden person sitting across from him. She was still intelligent, but her concentration wavered most of the time thanks to all the stress she was under. She was still attractive, but lately Jane felt so bad she didn’t even bother wearing makeup. He could take one look at her and tell how bad she felt, even without being able to read her mind.

“Have you tried reading his thoughts?” Michael asked. “Maybe it would help to have an insight into how Jason thinks.”

“Yeah, right and I hear Hell is nice and warm this time of year. I’d rather eat shit than spend one minute inside that man’s head. Besides that might be difficult to manage.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I’ve never tried to read the thoughts of someone who had their head so far up their ass before.”

While she continued to joke about all the benefits Jason might get from an appointment with a proctologist, Michael just laughed. He didn’t have the heart to tell her the nature of his meeting with Jason that afternoon. Now was not the time.

Jane’s mood seemed to have lightened considerably during their conversation. If she asked, he’d only tell her half the truth. It wasn’t that he wanted to keep secrets from one of his closest friends. Michael just didn’t think she could handle any more bad news at the moment. He was going to have a hard enough time telling his wife what had been said. He decided instead to change the subject.

“So, how’s the village bicycle these days?”

She didn’t even have to ask who he was talking about. That was one of their many nicknames for Josie.

“Still giving everybody a ride.”

Last week Jane had said that Josie was the welcome mat for new faculty members. They both laughed now remembering Michael’s response. “All I got was a stapler.”

*****
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Meanwhile back at the university Jason was planning what to say in lecture that evening. He had a Southern Writers class to teach at eight o’clock.

“My class will be over by ten,” he thought. Considering my class is just down the hall and Jane has biology across campus that should give me just enough time to get back in here and hide. Sometimes she comes back and makes phone calls. I know she’s talking to her boyfriend. If I could just prove who he is, I’d have them both right where I want them.”

He had heard her speak of a boyfriend, but she never mentioned a name and the vice president wouldn’t allow him to bug the phones.

“Oh, Jason,” the vice president had laughed when he asked about tapping the phones.

By the way she’d reacted he could tell she thought he was joking. Some people just did not understand how management was supposed to work. If they’d just let him tap the phones, none of this would be necessary.

“If I could just convince her to see things my way. It would be so much easier to prove their affair if she would just listen to me. I know how this place needs to be run. I need to know who Jane is talking to and what they are talking about.”

By the time he finally pulled his thoughts away from Jane Masters it was time for him to go to class.

*****
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The biology class was just as boring as she and Michael had joked about and Jane was glad she’d had the wine. Even though the alcohol made it harder for her to stay awake, it significantly improved her mood. She found science fascinating but her instructor was not.

She remembered what Michael had said about her teacher over dinner. “The only reason this particular adjunct is even still a part of the faculty is because the chair of the biology department has the hots for her.”

“Are you serious?” She laughed. “I can’t even think of sex and Joe in the same sentence.” She shivered with revulsion at the mention of the department chair’s name.

“I’m telling you it’s true,” Michael said. “Of course Joe is too timid to ever act on it but everyone knows it’s true.”

When class was finally over Jane filed out of the room along with everyone else and hid in the ladies room down the hall. They had gotten out fifteen minutes early and Shawn wouldn’t be on duty until ten. She was exhausted, absolutely dead on her feet.

“So, why am I still here?” she asked herself.

Jane thought it would be rude to just leave without even speaking to Shawn, so she stayed and tried not to fall asleep in the quiet minutes alone in the bathroom.

“This is what I get for sneaking around with a married security guard,” she thought.

It wasn’t like he was even that good in bed. He was all right, but Shawn wasn’t half the man he thought he was. Half the time, he couldn’t even make her come. That wasn’t why Jane kept coming around, though.

Somewhere along the way, despite her better judgment, she’d started to fall for him. She scolded herself on an almost daily basis, but it didn’t do much good. By the time she realized he belonged to someone else, she’d already started to think of him as hers. Here she was again, eagerly anticipating a few moments alone with a man she couldn’t have.

“Why do you do this to yourself?” she asked her reflection as she walked toward the mirror. “Something’s gotta give. I can’t keep doing this anymore.”

*****
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Shawn Bradley was just up the street at the Southern Dixie buying something for lunch. At least that’s what he called it when he ate in the middle of his graveyard shift. He’d been forced to go to night shift when one of his supervisors caught him having sex with two female students in a locked classroom.

He’d told his wife they were shorthanded on the night shift and told Jane they’d said it would be better if someone younger watched the place at night. Of course Jane didn’t know about the students and neither did his wife, Tanya. And Shawn being the genius that he was, wasn’t about to tell them.

As a matter of fact he intended to keep things the way they were for as long as he could. As long as Jane didn’t seem interested in anything permanent and was willing to believe he hated Tanya, he would keep having sex with her. And as long as Tanya believed he was faithful, he would keep having sex with her, too.

“Haven’t seen you around before,” the cashier commented.

“Yeah, I don’t come here much,” Shawn answered. “I’ve only lived around here for a few years.”

This was the third time he’d talked Tanya into moving during their year and a half of marriage. Each time it was to escape a different woman who got too close. He knew which buttons to push to get his wife to believe him and had a fresh bag of tricks for every time she decided to check up on him.

He was seeing Jane now exclusively and that scared him. He’d never narrowed it down to just one extracurricular relationship before. As a matter of fact, Shawn hadn’t even dated just one woman since high school. He wasn’t ugly, but he wasn’t the best looking man in the world either. Shawn had just figured out his calling early in life—he should have been an actor.

He knew exactly what it took to get an uptight executive to let down her hair or convince the new secretary he needed her to take his dictation. The biggest problem with all of that was he’d been acting so long that Shawn wasn’t sure who he was anymore. Deep down he knew this but refused to admit he didn’t really know himself.

“Crap, I’m gonna be late,” he said, checking his watch.

As he got behind the wheel of his beaten up old car with its chipping blue paint he caught a movement to his right. Shawn was blind as a bat without his glasses and didn’t like to wear them. He thought they diminished his sex appeal. Most people didn’t even know he needed glasses. Sometimes he wondered if he had ended up with Tanya because he didn’t wear them often enough.

He fished the spectacles out of his pocket and perched them on the end of his nose.

“Oh, my God,” he said and dropped the glasses.

That couldn’t be what he thought it was! Could it? It was a cool night, and his windows were beginning to fog since he’d turned on the heat. Shawn wiped his hand across the window and leaned forward, adjusting his glasses again for a better look.

“Holy shit,” he whispered.

A few spaces down, directly underneath the light in the parking lot was one of the math professors and the head bobbing up and down in his lap looked very familiar.

“I’m really gonna be late,” he said, glancing at his watch before pressing his face back against the window. “But who is that?”

He couldn’t think of anything sleazier than having sex in a public place. He knew the professor was married and was eager to see who was giving him head in the Southern Dixie parking lot.

After a few minutes Shawn decided he’d better go or he was going to be very late, even though he still hadn’t seen who was with Dr. Lafayette. Just as he drove past them the woman sat up and he got a really good look at Josie Parker.

“Holy shit.” He shuddered and hoped they hadn’t seen him, too.

Shawn was twenty-nine years old and though he wasn’t opposed to the idea of older women, a drunken forty-three year old secretary was not his idea of a good time.

He pulled out his phone and dialed Michael’s number while he drove. Shawn was disappointed when Michael’s voice mail picked up.

“I just saw something that you’re not going to believe,” he said. “Just wait. You’ll never guess what I saw in the parking lot tonight.”

He and Dr. Jameson had become friends since they both worked such late hours.

The poor guy was really put upon in Shawn’s opinion. He just needed to grow the balls to tell management to kiss his ass. After all, that’s what Shawn had done at all his previous jobs and now he wasn’t taking shit off of anybody. But then again, he was just a security guard.

*****
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“Goodnight.”

Jane recognized the other guard’s voice. She had been waiting for him to leave so she could speak to Shawn.

“Goodnight,” Shawn replied.

Shawn’s small office was on the first floor and sat directly in front of one of the sets of back doors. By now everything else was locked and hopefully Kevin wouldn’t notice her car parked around the corner as he left. She heard the door close behind Kevin and started making her way quietly down the hall. She was damn sick of sneaking around and refused to do it anymore. Jane straightened her back and moved purposefully forward. If someone saw her here this late then so be it. She wasn’t lurking around any more corners for him.

Shawn turned toward her and gestured at the door Kevin had just left through.

“Bless his heart,” Shawn said about the other guard. “Kevin is nice, but sometimes he gets on my nerves. The poor guy has no life. He’s divorced, got two grown kids, and lives with his mother.”

Shawn was sitting bent over the desk and had obviously been about to start reading another science fiction novel before she walked up. He had shared with her that he’d always wanted to be a writer. At one point Jane had faith in him but faith without works is dead, and Shawn hadn’t done any real work in a long time.

He snatched off his glasses as if he’d just realized he was wearing them. “Guess what?” he asked.

“Shawn, I know you need glasses. You don’t have to hide them from me,” Jane said wearily.

Shawn blushed as he said, “Have a seat; I’ve got something to tell you.”

From the look on his face she knew this wouldn’t be a serious discussion, but Jane never liked to begin a conversation with “I’ve got something to tell you,” or “we need to talk.” Either phrase made her nervous. It felt too much like being called to the principal’s office.

Shawn was attractive enough to look good in spite of the uniform he had to wear, navy pants with a sky blue short sleeved shirt, both with a yellow stripe down the side. Jane liked a man in uniform, but normally security guards didn’t count. Shawn was six-foot-three with short dark hair and deep brown eyes. If there had been a soul behind his eyes then perhaps they could have been described as soulful, but he somehow fell short.

He had a nice smile and a confident personality. He also happened to look great naked, which made up for many of his other shortcomings.

“Guess who I saw in the Southern Dixie parking lot getting a blow job?”

“What?”

The question was so stupid it had caught her off guard. Of all the topics to bring up, she wasn’t expecting oral sex to be one of them.

“Dr. Lafayette,” he blurted out, his eyes shining with the excitement of fresh gossip.

“That somehow doesn’t surprise me.”

Dr. Lafayette and his wife had what they referred to as an “open” relationship. It grossed Jane out and had been the topic of more than one discussion with Shawn. She didn’t find it off-putting if people wanted to have consensual sex with other adults. What bothered her was that they talked about it so much. Their casual attitude made it obscene and made them seem like animals to Jane.

What he found most disgusting about the whole thing was the fact that Lafayette’s wife had a knockout body and a manly face.

“I just couldn’t go there,” he’d said.

“Me either,” Jane agreed.

It wasn’t the good doctor’s appearance she found offensive but the fact that he had sex with his wife, Teresa, whom she found extremely distasteful.

At the moment, Shawn seemed disappointed in her lack of surprise.

“Oh, but this will get you. Josie was the one going down on him. Can you believe that? I mean, I knew she was a slut, but come on.”

“That bitch. So, that’s how she’s been passing her math classes, because I knew she was too much of a dumbass to be taking algebra.”

Josie had suddenly decided to finish the education she started back in the day. Unfortunately for her the marijuana she finished back in the day had left her unable to meet many of the intellectual demands of college.
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Chapter Three
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After they got through making fun of Josie, Shawn turned to Jane and said, “You know, I didn’t get much sleep today. I’m actually really tired.”

Jane knew from experience that this translated to “I don’t have time for you tonight.”

“Fine,” Jane thought. “I didn’t feel like going through the motions anyway.”

Shawn had become predictable and Jane liked spontaneity. As she opened up to read his thoughts she knew the real reason for his disinterest. The truth was he’d had a fight with his wife and was too upset to get it up. He’d actually considered taking some pills for erectile dysfunction just to be able to keep up with Jane. But the only real dysfunction Shawn had was in his mind. There was nothing wrong with his body.

“That’s fine, Shawn. I’m really tired, too,” she admitted with a yawn, saving his pride.

On her way across the parking lot she saw Michael. He had a bizarre looking telescope aimed at the moon. He conducted most of his research at night and was often around when Jane left. That was how he’d found out about her and Shawn in the first place. Michael saw her leaving one night and assumed something must be wrong for her to be around so late.

They were already friends but not close at the time. She decided to go with her gut and trust him. Besides, she didn’t feel right about her involvement with Shawn and needed to talk to someone. Michael had accepted her confession with compassion and understanding. They’d been close ever since.

“You all right?” he asked.

Her feet crunched on the leaves as she walked toward him. Jane rarely walked across the paved portion of the parking lot. She preferred to take what she called “the shortcut” through the trees.

Michael didn’t turn around.

She answered, “I guess so.”

She relayed the story of Josie and Dr. Lafayette and Michael laughed. “I am amazed at what they put on blue light special these days. That must have been what Shawn’s message was about. You know how he loves to gossip.”

“Yeah, well at least somebody got laid tonight,” Jane griped, then couldn’t believe she’d said that out loud.

“Hey, don’t feel bad. Amanda is out of town until next week, so I’m in the same boat.”

“Well, don’t look at me,” she teased. “My ass is going home. Besides, what do I need him for? I’ve got a vibrator.”

As she got in the car Jane called back to Michael, “Tell Amanda I said hello.”

Once she was behind the wheel, Jane fought back tears. Why hadn’t she broken things off with Shawn tonight? Lack of courage, maybe? Then she remembered Jason’s note and the meeting and felt even worse.

“Christ,” she said, wiping at her face. “I spend most of my time in my head, lost in one fantasy or another to keep from facing my life.” She laughed. “And now I’m talking to myself. Something has got to change. If the vampire or vampires I’ve been imagining are out there somewhere, now would be a damn good time for them to show up.”

Jane was halfway home when she remembered she needed gas.

“Shit.”

Jane was also in the middle of nowhere by now and pulled in at an out of the way station she was surprised to find open at ten thirty. The lights were dim and flickered as she stepped out of the car, causing her to have flashbacks of every scary movie she’d ever watched. She could see the old man behind the counter. He waved at her and turned on the pump. It felt like they were the only ones around for miles, but the hairs on the back of her neck stood up and that was never a good sign.

“Shit,” she repeated

She rubbed her arms to fight off the chill she was getting. Jane wasn’t easily spooked, nor was she a damsel in distress. She was a black belt in Muay Thai kickboxing. She had even moonlighted as an instructor for a while in order to have enough money to renovate her house. As Jane crossed the parking lot to pay for her gas she gripped her keys so that one stuck out between her index and middle finger. If anyone approached her, she’d put out their eye.

The old man behind the counter was nice enough and Jane got a pleasant warm feeling from him. Since she was so spooked she opened up her mind and found he was thinking about his grandchildren and his wife who had passed away last year. He’d taken this job to keep from being alone at night, that’s when he missed her the most. Her name was Edna, and he’d loved her since they were children.

His bittersweet memories brought tears to her eyes and she tried to hide them. She was so distracted by the elderly gentleman that she didn’t hear the motorcycle pull up outside.

“You have a good night,” the old man said.

“You, too,” Jane said, fighting back the tears at his memories.

On her way out Jane nearly ran into the most devastatingly handsome man she’d ever seen. He was at least six-foot-three with shoulder length hair so dark it looked almost blue beneath the dim lights. His skin reminded her of porcelain, but this man looked anything but fragile. The night was cool and his long black coat reached to just below his knees, whipping about in the wind as he moved. He was wearing black leather pants, which left little to the imagination, and a button up black shirt. The stranger smiled down at her and Jane looked up into eyes of the deepest blue she’d ever seen.

“Excuse me,” she said breathlessly.

As she walked past him she never broke eye contact with the compelling stranger. Honestly, she didn’t want to turn her back on him. Something in his eyes called to her and made her heart jump so hard that it hurt. He simply continued to smile until Jane was forced to turn around. She heard the bell ring above the door and gave a sigh of relief.

He was in the store and she was almost to her car.

She tried to grip her keys again so that her house key was between her fingers in case she had to punch someone. But they slipped through her fingers when she walked past the gas pump. Jane was trembling, and as she turned around she found herself staring into those same blue eyes.

“Allow me,” he said.

As he bent down to retrieve her keys, Jane caught a whiff of his cologne. Something stirred within her and she gasped involuntarily as her pussy clenched in response. “It’s lust, pure and simple,” she tried to tell herself. She had never been so afraid and so aroused at the same time in her life. Although he looked more than capable of taking care of himself, she wasn’t afraid of him physically. She was more afraid of her reaction to him. Jane was no stranger to desire, but she had never experienced anything like this before. She was so wet she feared her pants would soon be soaked and her pussy ached she wanted him so badly. All he’d done was pick up her keys. Was this really just a reaction to the smell of his cologne? Who was this man?
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