
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I Am Kimberly Cole.

A Journey Into Terror[image: ]



    
        
          I Am Kimberly Cole

        

        
        
          R.G. Miller

        

        
          Published by R.G.Miller, 2018.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Also by R.G. Miller

	    

      
	    
          
	      Book 1

          
        
          
	          The Twins: A Psychological Thriller

          
        
          
	          No Man

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book 3

          
        
          
	          I.Williams

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Iris Williams an Annette Toni Novel.

          
        
          
	          The Patient: An Iris Williams

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          I Am Kimberly Cole

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For Flossie M. Thomas

 

 

 

Aknowledgement: Special thanks to

Kerry Hynds for a fabluous book cover

 

 

 

Visit my website: www.rgthriller.com/

      

    


Kimberly Cole sat in the first pew at the Most Holy Trinity Church in East Hampton, New York, attending her family’s funerals, except for her brother, who sat at her immediate right. Kimberly Cole’s mother, father, and two sisters died in a horrific fire. The fire inspector ruled the fire an accident because of faulty wiring.

Kimberly and her brother escaped with their lives. Her brother, Timothy Cole, had received third-degree burns on the upper part of his body. He was trying to save his sisters from flesh-eating flames. But his efforts fell short. Timothy could not pull his baby sisters from the small basement window. The flames licked at his head, face, and chest before one of the maintenance men who worked on his parents’ property pulled him out.

Kimberly glanced at her brother. She reached over and gently touched him on the back; he flinched. Kimberly pulled her hand away. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered. Kimberly stared at the four coffins. She dabbed her eyes with a white, embroidered handkerchief. She glanced at her brother again. He was inconsolable.

Timothy Cole was escorted by his male nurse to a waiting limousine; his chauffeur held the door open. The bodies of his family were placed into two separate hearses: his mother and father in one, his two sisters in another. Kimberly tried to help her brother into the limousine. “Get your hands off me,” he said in a harsh whisper. “It was you. I know what you did.”
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SEVEN YEARS LATER...

June 24th

Kimberly Cole ambled into a homeless shelter for women and children on Randall’s Island. She took the elevator to the basement to pick up her seven-year-old daughter, Terri. 

Kimberly Cole has been to three separate job interviews today. She desperately needed a job. She’d lived at the shelter for the last eighteen months and wanted a better life for herself and her daughter. But first things first, get the hell out of the shelter.

Seven years ago, Kimberly worked as a receptionist for Time Warner. It was her first real job, and she loved her work. Her supervisor had said Kimberly was the best receptionist the company had hired in years. She lived in a lovely basement apartment in Queens and had good friends. Her parents were proud of their only child. Then she met Marcus, Terri’s father, and her life spiraled out of control. 

Marcus had introduced Kimberly to cocaine. At first, Kimberly only used the drug on weekends, but soon, she developed a habit. Kimberly’s mother knew her daughter was in trouble when she had asked for five hundred dollars. Her parents tried to get Kimberly the help she needed, but Kimberly rebelled. A year after meeting Marcus, Kimberly lost her apartment and job. She’d moved in with her boyfriend and spent her days and nights snorting cocaine.

One night, after the couple had sniffed up the last of their cocaine, Marcus told Kimberly she would have to return to work or hit the streets if they wanted to keep up their drug habit. Kimberly did not like the idea of having sex with a stranger.

She hated herself and the life she’d lived. Marcus didn’t believe the unborn child was his when she became pregnant. He’d called her a whore and kicked her out of his rat-infested apartment. That night, another woman had taken Kimberly’s place.

Kimberly had given birth to her daughter, Terri, on the rooftop of an abandoned building in Brooklyn. She’d hidden this fact from her parents. After living on the streets with her baby for five years, going from homeless shelter to homeless shelter, Kimberly finally reached out to her parents. She’d poured her soul out to them and thrown her life into their hands.

Kimberly’s mother, the assistant director of a shelter for battered women in Queens, had sent her daughter to the shelter on Wards Island.

Kimberly entered a room filled with children. They were all playing and laughing. She spotted Terri by a chalkboard. Little Terri had the attention of six other children, and she was showing them how to write.

“Terri!” Terri turned her head in her mother’s direction, said something to her friends, and then ran into her mother’s arms. “Hi, Mommy,”

“Hi, baby. How was your day?”

“It was good. I was showing some of the kids how to write their names. They write sloppy, Mommy.” Terri giggled.

Kimberly escorted her daughter to their room on the third floor.

“Did you get the job, Mommy?” Terri Cole was a sweet, happy child despite living in a homeless shelter —the only life she’d ever known. The counselors all loved her sunny disposition. She wore her black hair in a ponytail, and her brown eyes twinkled when she smiled, which was all the time.

“Well, I don’t know. But I should know soon.” Little Terri Cole was curious to a fault at seven years old, and her scanning eyes didn’t miss a beat. Last year, Terri took an IQ test and scored 122, well above average. She looked up at her mother. “Don’t worry, Mommy, you’ll get a job, then you can move us out of this place....” A lady dragged her screaming child toward the elevator, interrupting Terri. “I pray you return to the building with good news every night. And one day, it will happen, Mommy, I know it.” Terri kissed the top of her mother’s hand.

Kimberly undressed and showered. When she returned to her room, her counselor was waiting for her. “Hi, Kimberly, and how was your day?”

“It was productive....” Kimberly sat down on her bed and rubbed a towel over her head. “... I went to all three interviews, Ms. Clark.”

Ms. Clark was a large woman with short, black hair. “Well, that’s good, Kimberly. But you know, finding a job is critical at this stage in your treatment, Kimberly. You’ve been here for almost two years now. I need you to find a job—”

“Ms. Clark,” Terri said, coming to her mother’s aid, “why do you smoke? I saw you and Miss Jamerson smoking outside behind the green dumpster so no one could see you. Don’t you know that smoking is bad for your health? It can cause fatal diseases like pneumonia, emphysema, and lung cancer. Eighty-three percent of the people who smoke will develop obstructive pulmonary disease. Is that what you want?” Terri took Ms. Clark by the hand. “I think you should concentrate more on your health, Ms. Clark. My Mother will find a job real soon.” Ms. Clark stared at the child, then at Kimberly. “Don’t worry about her,” Terri said as she led Ms. Clark towards the door. “Promise me that you’ll take better care of yourself, Ms. Clark.”

“I... I promise, Ms. Clark said as she walked out of the room. Terri winked at her mother as she trotted back toward the bed.
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KIMBERLY COLE STROLLED out of her apartment building on the Upper East Side of Manhattan and into her Jaguar XE SV Project 8. It was her birthday, and she was going to party like it was 1999. Kimberly, who’d turned 27, was five feet three. She had blue eyes and a perfect little nose. Her long black hair flowed down her back. Kimberly was a walking beauty queen, which brought jealousy from her female associates. Associates were all she had, as Kimberly had no real girlfriends. She turned the key, and her Jaguar came to life. Kimberly checked her image in the rearview mirror and kissed herself.

Kimberly Cole grew up in East Hampton, Long Island. Her mother had been a stay-at-home mom slash socialite. Kimberly grew up being catered to by house servants. Her mother had spoiled her eldest daughter. Mrs. Cole wanted her daughter to follow her example and marry into money. Kimberly had other plans for her life. When she graduated from high school, her father insisted she get a job. Kimberly had been appalled at the thought of working. She fought with her father tooth and nail, but ultimately, her father won. Kimberly swore that when she got older, she would never work again.

She checked the contents of her Hermes handbag before she pulled out into traffic. Kimberly parked in front of a bar on the Westside. She trotted inside. Ten minutes later, Kimberly emerged with an ounce of cocaine stuffed into her handbag. She then drove to 155th Street. Kimberly parked her car, unwrapped her drugs, and took a hit. Then she reached into her bag and removed a mini-cassette tape that her brother had sent her. Kimberly had contacted her older brother a week prior, asking for a loan for a business venture she was pursuing. She smiled as she held the cassette in her hand. Afterward, Kimberly checked her nose in the rearview mirror for any leftover coke.  She pulled away from the curb and headed for her favorite club, Plunge, in the Meatpacking District.

***
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TIMOTHY COLE SAT ON a porch at his Baton Rouge, Louisiana, home. As the summer breeze washed over him, he tapped his cane against the wooden floor. He reached over and picked up a glass of lemonade that had been placed on a table by his male home care aide, a West Indian man named Toby. Since the fire over seven years ago, Timothy had hired two other helpers from the West Indies, but none suited his needs. Toby had been with him for three years.

Timothy Cole took a sip of his lemonade and thought about his life before the fire, something he did every day. He’d been a ladies’ man like his father. The young ladies called him Babyface because of his smooth, unblemished features. Timothy Cole’s ambition was to become a surgeon like his old man. His father had told him that he had the hands of a surgeon.

After high school, Timothy Cole enrolled at the University of Pennsylvania (Perelman). His professors had all agreed that the young Timothy Cole was a natural. His grade average was 4.0.  His internship at Perelman Medical and Research Facilities went smoothly. Timothy Cole’s whole life changed on the night of his residency. His parents’ home had caught fire. Timothy knew his two little sisters were playing with their dollhouse in the basement. He’d run toward the house. Timothy Cole had kicked in the small window of the basement. He tried his best to save his sisters. He almost lost his life in the process. His sisters had perished in the fire, and Timothy had received third-degree burns to his body’s upper half, resulting in his blindness.

Timothy removed the Fedora from his head and blotted his forehead with a handkerchief. He took another sip of his lemonade and then rang the bell for Toby. “Guide me to the lake. I want to sit under the oak.” Timothy sat under the giant oak tree, removed his hat, exposing his badly burnt scalp, and thought about his parents. Timothy loved his mom and dad, and the thought of them brought tears to his eyes. Their bodies were burnt beyond recognition. Timothy wiped his face with a handkerchief. He thought about his sister; a frown grew on his face. “Your day of reckoning is only a few days away, my murderous little sister. Do you think you could kill our family with impunity? I sentence you to the hellish region of your mind for what you did....”
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KIMBERLY COLE TOOK her daughter for a walk on Wards Island. The island was once a potter’s field; now, it’s home to the most prominent mental institutions in the world. It’s also where the FDNY has its training. Wards Island also has many soccer fields sponsored by major corporations. Its pristine picnic grounds attract thousands of New Yorkers each summer.

Kimberly and her daughter stood by the rocks, staring across the East River. “That’s the UN building, Mommy!” Terri said, pointing excitedly.

“Yes, I see it.”

“I’m glad you don’t have to go job hunting today, Mommy. We need our time together.” Kimberly looked down at her daughter and smiled. Kimberly thought that Terri deserved the best, and that would take money. As Kimberly stared at the buildings on the other side of the river, she thought about how hard it was to find a job. She shook her head and ran her hands down her face.

Kimberly looked around. People were setting up picnic tables all around her. A young woman laid out a blanket on the grass twenty yards away. Kimberly watched her daughter. Terri had never been to a cookout. The woman’s husband set up a grill as his daughter watched in delight. Kimberly’s heart ached. She couldn’t even provide her daughter with the simple things in life, like a trip to Coney Island, a movie, or a cookout.

“Hi, Kimberly,” a friend of hers from the shelter said, pulling Kimberly out of her thoughts. She pushed a stroller towards Kimberly.

“Hey, Crystal,” Crystal was Kimberly’s best friend. She’d been at the shelter for nine months.

“Whatcha doin’?”

“I was just thinking....”

“About what?”

“Hi, Miss Crystal. Can I play with Tommy?” Terri asked.
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