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Act Eight: Darkness Rising
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The last-minute meeting with Shawna, the bartender, proved less than successful, having knocked out her ex-husband, then later after attempting to perform a good deed by fixing the sink, bending her over the kitchen table in the back room of the bar and pumping her full of my seed. Once again I succumbed to the darkness, allowing the devious demon to control my actions. At least I was able to speak with Shawna about her problems and also open up about the darkness dwelling within me. I learned a great deal about Shawna, although considerably more than I should have, but getting the opportunity to open up about the demon within, utter those devious desires, gave me some release, momentary freedom from my dark urges. I was relieved Derek never caught us having sex; I truly believe Shawna and he would be a great couple, if I could just keep my dick in my pants. 

****
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All the lights were out in our duplex as my truck turned the wrong way down the one-way street to my driveway, pulling up beside Keri's Jeep. I thought for a moment Keri might be home, but swiftly remembered she had ridden with her friend Kim to The Chalet Bar and Grill. Instead of entering the kitchen door, as we always do, I decided to circle around to the front to see if any lights were on in the living room. Who knows what treachery I might perceive, I pondered. The front windows reflected a deep black within, a tranquility foreign to us as of late. Fumbling through my keys, I dropped them on the mat.

––––––––
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“Shit.” I muttered, shaking my head. “A sure sign.” I laughed.

"Ready for that drink?" Jack’s voice broke the night’s warm air through the bushes separating the two front doors.

––––––––
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Large round plants shielded the front windows from the street, placed far enough away from the structure so someone standing at the front door could see their neighbor’s porch. Bent over, fingers fumbling for the keys, I peered up between the bushes and house at Jack, standing on Kyle’s porch, a bottle in one hand and two glasses in the other, fingertips pressing the short glasses together. Tight shorts hugged his hips, and a lack of shirt exposed his muscular chest and arms; Jack’s lean muscles bulged like mine do after a workout, only smaller and less pronounced. 

––––––––
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I understood the source of my wife’s physical attraction to the older man; Jack was handsome and strong with a cool, laid back and relaxed personality which allowed us to play these dangerous games; Jack’s confidence projected as high extraversion, assertive and cheerful, a social person who enjoyed discussing ideas, even being the center of attention; Keri was attracted to those gregarious traits; she possessed those traits. Jack fit perfectly into our subconscious mold, playing the part required for our dark game; I don’t believe my wife would have allowed herself to act on my dark desires with any other personality type. Our dark stranger appeared in our lives at a most auspicious time. 

––––––––
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I promptly realized a dark side to Jack beneath that outgoing exterior, a borderline sociopathic behavior. His manipulative ways, complete disregard for others, deceit, and lack of empathy quietly emerged, and I wondered if Keri picked up on his true nature as well. My wife was quite intelligent. She often played the part of the ditzy blonde, giggling and coming off as less clever; because of her stunning beauty, people believed and accepted this quirky disguise as truth. Keri once admitted to me while we dated, and after I called her out about this dumb blonde act, she learned early in life that people underestimate her because of this behavior, and their poor judgment gave her an evolutionary advantage, especially around men. Men were simple, Keri explained; they believed whatever suited their narrative, and being a dumb blonde always suited their narrative. Her words sounded pretty fucking smart to me.  

––––––––
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"Sure Jack. All finished with your work?" I straightened up, clutching the keys with white knuckles. “I don’t really need another drink, but what the hell.”

"Great, follow me." Jack headed toward the opposite side of the house.

––––––––
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I followed Jack around the side of the house, Kyle’s side, between his apartment and the neighbor’s house. The deck, at ground level, passed by the dining room and kitchen windows, same as our side, then rose higher as the ground fell away beneath the flooring. From the front, the duplex appeared as a single-level house; however, the structure was built on a small hill, so from the back, the basement could be viewed. The lower level had no doors, just a couple of large windows on each side providing light for the rooms on the basement floor. The deck, which had been built years after the house, an add-on, wrapped around the upper level and overlooked the large backyard and two driveways. Jack had positioned two wooden chairs and a small wooden table, which Kyle probably built, near the center of the deck, separated by a wooden partition for each apartment in the duplex. The confined deck space forced chair placement snug against the house. This would have been a great place to sit in the morning, as the chairs faced east, toward the rising sun.

––––––––
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"Great idea.” I expressed, accepting the whisky-filled glass. Sitting down on the chair, raising my feet up to the middle wooden slat on the deck railing, I slurped down a swallow of whisky. “This is nice.” I pointed out at the dark blue sky, spotted with a billion tiny lights and a large round, yellow moon illuminating the backyard.

"Yes.” Jack responded. "Very romantic." He laughed, sitting with his legs crossed, one draped over the other, as he usually did. 

––––––––
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Silence in the valley at night was the sound of crickets chirping. They were noisy until you became accustomed to them, then you hardly noticed the scissored songs. Our silence, however, was quite awkward, more so than I anticipated. I suppose I didn't know what to expect, given the circumstances. I sipped my drink, rummaging through my blank mind for the right words, or just any words, for that matter.

––––––––
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"Did you finish your taxes?" Jack asked, finally doing what I could not, starting a conversation. 

"For the most part." I replied. I hated small talk, but I had no large ideas.

"You have an apple tree in your backyard." Jack motioned toward the tree, partially covering an old, dilapidated shed. "How nice."

"Yeah, not really." I disagreed, shaking my head.

"Why is that?" Jack’s eyes narrowed.

––––––––
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As the words left Jack’s mouth, a sharp crack and a soft thud followed. An apple fell onto the grass below. Our heads both turned toward each other, smiles now etched on our faces, laughter replacing our once solemn demeanor.

––––––––
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"Oh." Jack realized, nodding his head. "Clean-up, I get it." 

"Yes." I muttered. "Clean-up. No one really eats those crab apples, anyway. I think they use them for cooking or something." My tone revealed the lack of knowledge I had on the subject.

“Apple pie, then.” Jack laughed. 

"Autumn is the perfect time in the valley." I declared, continuing the conversation. "In the evening, when it cools down a bit; we get a gentle breeze."

"I agree." Jack added as he sipped his whisky.

––––––––
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An annoying bug began bumping against the back of my neck, which I slapped at, missing. I considered Jack a decent guy, just with bad intentions, if that makes any sense; a narcissist who never intended to hurt anyone, yet always appeared to leave a wake of casualties in his path. Yes, Jack’s involvement in our dark game made him a puppet of our making, but never was there a more willing puppet. I thought about revealing to Jack my knowledge of his lecherous actions, disclosing to him the details of his cunning seduction, leading to the eventual capitulation of my wife’s body. Just the thought of admitting to the unscrupulous stranger how I used him to satisfy my demon perked me up, empowering me. The revelation played out in my imagination, as Jack sat next to me, pale and clammy, listening to me detail his salacious seduction of my wife, right down to him slipping his fat cock into her swollen folds and breaking Kyle’s dining room table during their lascivious exchange.

––––––––
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I needed answers. The darkness inside, shrouded in mystery, eluded me, and I had not the faintest idea why I possessed those emotions. What drove me to push myself and Keri over this lecherous ledge, performing prurient acts to satisfy the demon I carried within? Then, an idea struck me like a thunderbolt. Maybe Jack, being older and more experienced, would possess those elusive explanations I searched for. The bug, still fluttering on my neck, felt ticklish, prompting another swat. I would end our use of Jack and his cunning sexual prowess by divulging my secret, but maybe my confession would eventually lead to freedom from this darkness. My wife revealed to me her doubt concerning our dark game at the end of our last passionate exchange involving her submission to Jack; maybe I should be the one to finish this.

––––––––
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"Jack?" I opened, ready to confess my involvement and knowledge of him and my wife. I sat up, pressing my back and neck against the chair so the bug couldn't irritate me any longer. 

"Yes, Max?" Jack responded, eyes narrowed, sensing my tone change and responding accordingly.

––––––––
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A car crept down the alleyway behind our property, separating our backyard from the house behind us, passing Kyle's driveway and stopping at the one-way street. The small vehicle’s right turn blinker flashed, signaling an illegal turn down the one-way road toward Sixteenth Ave, the main street one block down. Glancing around, the driver thought about going the wrong way down the street, then changed their mind, turning the correct way, past my driveway, disappearing beyond our house. That nagging bug began bouncing off me again, this time on the top of my head. My hand struck the bothersome creature, pinning the nuisance to my scalp. Rolling the bug around under my fingers, trying to capture the small body, I froze.

––––––––
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Pulling a light, transparent cloth from my head, I discovered the irritating insect was not a bug at all; the tiny culprit merely a curtain attached inside Kyle's bedroom window. The wind had sucked the material out, fluttering the cloth about, behind me. My neck cranked around; eyes focused on the half-open window into Kyle's master bedroom. An open window. Holy shit. The darkness inside, that insidious demon, peeked out, trying to gain traction and take over. There was a plan to be hatched here. 

––––––––
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"Yes, Max?" Jack responded a second time, eyes dark and brows furrowed as they peered toward me. 

––––––––
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Deep down inside, I feared Jack realized my intention; maybe even desired me to confess the knowledge I possessed of him seducing my wife. Jack remained calm throughout the week, never providing even a hint of remorse or regret for his actions, until now. His mottled face showed a momentary flash of fear. No doubt his gut feeling expected me to reveal my knowledge of his sinister deeds. Jack’s nervous appearance may have finally betrayed him, but I was not done with my puppet just yet.

––––––––
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"Jack, are you staying in Kyle’s bedroom?" The words came to me immediately.

"No." He replied, with a sigh. "I’m staying in the spare room. I never go into their room."
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