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Chapter 1

“Macavoy, James!”

Jimmy looked up from the barbell he was about to lift. One of the guards was waiting for him. “Do another set for me!” he told his workout buddies.

Jimmy jogged over to the guard. Hard work and the Arizona sun made sweat stain his shirt and guarantee he wouldn’t be mistaken for a rose garden. He figured it served the guard right for interrupting the brief rec time the inmates received. Rather than petition to have the weights moved inside the air conditioned prison, Jimmy and his fellow inmates figured it made them stronger.

“Parole board meeting,” Guard Bolton said.

Jimmy chuckled, he’d forgotten all about it.

“Something funny about that, Macavoy?”

“No!” Jimmy said. Bolton was a straight shooter most of the time. He usually wasn’t a dick but he didn’t go out of his way to make life easier for anyone either. “I just forgot is all.”

Bolton’s eyes swept over Jimmy’s sweat soaked shirt. He grunted and motioned the prisoner to go ahead of him. Jimmy walked out of the small fenced in lot back into the medium security wing of the Phoenix Prison. He knew where to go, he’d been through one parole board meeting before, after only six years in. Not that this would be any different, he’d only served ten of his twenty five year sentence, this was just a formality some paper-pusher demanded because the prison was overcrowded.

The steel door to the conference room shut behind him, clanging with a sense of finality. It wasn’t like he didn’t relive what he’d done every day of his life already, now he had to share it and be scrutinized by a bunch of assholes wearing suits. He sighed. That wasn’t fair, he realized. They weren’t assholes, at least not yet. He just didn’t want to deal with wasting his time.

Jimmy almost laughed at himself. Wasting his time? He had nothing but time. Another fifteen years worth of it. And after that? After that he had no idea. He’d finished getting his high school diploma in prison, his only career prospects were in doing laundry or giving tattoos with sharpened paperclips and ink made from toilet paper ash.

“James Macavoy, you’ve been at the Lost Dutchman since April 13th, 2048?”

Jimmy’s head perked up, surprised to hear one of the suits refer to the prison as the Lost Dutchman. He thought only the inmates and guards called it that. “Yes sir,” Jimmy said, straightening a little.

“You were convicted of first degree murder, would you please tell us what happened?”

Jimmy sighed. Just like that, he had to go there again. Some guys prepared for these meetings. Jimmy wasn’t one of those guys. He still couldn’t believe what he’d done, ten years later. He’d come to terms with it, but that didn’t make it any easier. He nodded and opened his mouth without knowing what to say. 

* * * *

“Oh hell no! Not in my house!” Jimmy heard his father’s words through the walls of his bedroom. He’d never heard his dad use that tone before, even when he was pissed off...and his dad was pissed off a lot.

In spite of the shock, Jimmy wasn’t too worried. He’d had a late night watching his favorite team, the Phoenix Coyotes, go into triple overtime to win the first round of the Stanley Cup playoffs against the San Jose Sharks. He settled back in to catch a few more winks when he heard the slap and then a girl screaming. Jimmy flew out of bed and was out the door.

His sister’s bedroom door was open. Kacey was younger than him by four years and the apple of his parents eyes. He didn’t mind, they did all right by him. He’d been more than just a brother to Kacey too, he was her protector and best friend. None of his friends had sisters like he did. They gave him crap about it all the time, but he didn’t care, she was worth it.

Maybe that made what happened his dad’s fault. He’d even told Jimmy that it was his job to keep Kacey safe, no matter what happened. He remembered that they’d been cutting jobs at the cattle yard his dad worked at and his dad had been worried. He’d kept his job, gotten a promotion even, but that didn’t stop him from worrying.

Now his dad was standing at the foot of Kacey’s bed, his face red and his teeth bared. His hands were balled up into fists and Sabrina, Kacey’s friend that had stayed the night, was laying on the floor and clutching her face.

“No good savages! I told you that’s what they were!” Jeremy Macavoy shouted, spittle flying from his face. “Never should have let you spend time with her! I’ll fix this. Don’t you worry Kacey, I’ll fix her good! She won’t lay her filthy savage hands on you again!”

Sabrina looked Native American but she was something else entirely. She was from Dark Earth, or at least her parents were. Dark Earth was an almost identical twin sister planet to the Earth Jimmy had been born on. Scientists still hadn’t reported where or how it was possible, though speculation led to it being a separate dimension no one had ever discovered. The people on Dark Earth had known all along though. Rumor had it Earth had been settled by people that had fled from Dark Earth thousands of years ago.

As early as 2014 a portal had been opened between the two worlds. It wasn’t a portal that made sense either, but something created by powers that nobody on Jimmy’s Earth knew anything about. Or at least nobody was admitting to it. It wasn’t technology, it was something else, something that people insisted was magic.

The people on the Dark Earth side of the portal, a great nation called the Mayan Empire, hadn’t expected technology to have advanced so far on Earth. Other portals had opened throughout North America, each controlled by whatever realm or kingdom created them. And with almost every portal opening, a small war erupted as the United States military had to fight off an attack by the aliens. The thing was, these aliens had DNA that made them just as human as Jimmy and his sister were.

The Phoenix portal had opened in 2022, before Jimmy was born. The fighting had ended three years later and the survivors from Mayan empire threw themselves on the mercy of the United States. They were interrogated and eventually allowed to return to their home world or become legal residents. Most chose to remain, but their resemblance to Native Americans and the harm they’d brought to the area left hard feelings for many. Jimmy’s dad and his grandparents were outspoken members about their distrust and animosity towards the Mayans.

Jimmy never knew his uncle Sean. Sean had been the textbook star athlete, according to his grandparents. Jeremy never talk about him much, even though Jimmy knew his dad carried a picture of Uncle Sean in his wallet. Sean was Jeremy’s older brother and he’d been Jeremy’s hero as a kid. He’d joined the Marines and risen to the rank of Sergeant inside of his first two years. Sean Macavoy was being fast tracked for a career...until a Mayan arrow beat the odds and killed him.

“Daddy, stop! Nothing happened!” Kacey sobbed. “We were sleeping!”

“I saw her filthy hands on you. Maybe for her kind that’s all right but not my daughter!” Jeremy walked over to where Sabrina was curled up on the ground and picked her up. He shook the small girl, hard, and yelled at her, “Do you hear me? Not my daughter!”

He slapped her again, dropping her back to the floor. Then he kicked her in the stomach or the side, Jimmy wasn’t sure but he heard the air burst out of her mouth and, a second later, the sound of her vomiting.

“Now you’re going to puke on my fucking carpet?”

“Dad, stop!” Jimmy found his voice and called out from the door. 

“Watch this, Jimmy, this is how you protect your family! Bad enough the problems we got, then they let these fucking savages live here too? They got their own world, let them live in their own filth over there, I say!”

Jeremy kicked the dark skinned girl again, sending her rolling. Jimmy thought he heard something snap in her body. He couldn’t watch any more. He liked Sabrina, she was nice and kind of cute, even if she was a little thick. He stared at her and caught her looking at him. He saw something in her eyes, something then reached out and touched him. She was pleading for help. Help that no one was giving her.

Jimmy turned and ran back to his room. He looked around, desperate, then grabbed the first thing he could find, his prized hockey stick that the Coyotes goalie, Jason Kleaveua, had signed. Jimmy dreamed of one day playing for the Phoenix Coyotes and Kleaveau had been his idol.

Jimmy returned and saw his dad had taken his belt off and was whipping Sabrina with it. Her night shirt had been pulled up in her struggles, revealing blue panties that nearly stopped Jimmy in his tracks. He’d never seen a real girl in her underwear before. Even though he couldn’t see anything other than the curve of her hip and the fabric on it, it burned itself into his memory forever.

The belt cracked against her back and side, drawing a scream from her. She had other marks already, some red and bleeding. Why hadn’t Jimmy heard her scream from those? He rushed forward and grabbed his dad’s arm to stop him. Jeremy snarled and threw his son back, then turned to glare at him.

“You want to take a swing at her too, or is that for me?” Jeremy growled.

Jimmy stood there, terrified. His dad was crazy, he could see it in his eyes. He shook his head slowly and felt his chin trembling.

“I’ll deal with you when I’m done here. You stand there and watch what it means to be a real man!” Jeremy turned back and raised the belt to strike again. Sabrina held her hand up to protect herself but that only caused the leather to wrap around her wrist and the metal shod tip to lick her cheek and split it open.

“No!” Jimmy shouted. The goalie stick was already in motion. It was the perfect placement, speed, and angle. Something even the most skilled of players might only manage once or twice in their lives. It wasn’t a puck Jimmy was aiming for though, it was the back of his dad’s head.

Jeremy Macavoy crumpled to the ground. His arms and legs twitched and a dark spot spread from the groin of his jeans. Another woman started screaming, this time from behind him. Jimmy turned, startled, and raised his bloody stick.

Monica Macavoy, Jimmy’s mother, turned and ran. Jimmy watched her go, not understanding. He turned back around and saw his dad lying on the floor. He was still now. So still it didn’t look right. And the blood. Did the blood come from where Jimmy had hit him?

“Oh shit,” Jimmy whispered. He dropped the stick and stumbled forward to fall at his dad’s side. “Dad? Dad! Wake up dad, come on, I just wanted you to stop! Brina’s not like that, she’s a good kid, dad. She’s a good girl. She doesn’t deserve what you did! Please dad. Please wake up!”

Jeremy Macavoy didn’t wake up. He couldn’t wake up. He was dead. Dead as instantly as the human body can die from blunt force trauma to the brain stem. It didn’t stop Jimmy from pleading and crying with him, but all he prayers in the world couldn’t return the man from where he’d gone.

Officer Katalina Wimple found Jimmy sitting on the floor, rocking back and forth with his arms hugging his knees to his chest. She pointed to his dad, sending her partner over to check on him.

“He’s dead,” the man confirmed. He stood up to check on the bleeding girl still lying in her own vomit but Katalina stopped him.

“Don’t touch her,” she snapped. “Call it in and wait outside.”

“Six months on the beat and you think you can handle a scene like this on your own? Kat, I can’t.”

“Just fucking do it!” She yelled at him.

He muttered something Jimmy didn’t understand before he moved towards the door and grabbed his radio.

Officer Wimple went to Sabrina and knelt down next to her. “Sweety, I know it hurts, but we’re going to get you better, okay?”

Sabrina whimpered. She tried to move but it hurt. Blood speckled her lips and red tinged spittle dripped from her lips. Katalina let out a moan and reached down to give her a brief examination. Finished with only a few more whimpers of pain, she pulled Sabrina’s shirt down to cover her  then she very gently lifted her up so she could give her a hug.

Jimmy saw the petite cop’s shoulders and back shaking a little. He could hear her whispering, but he didn’t know what she said. She got up a few minutes later, blood and vomit staining her face, hands, and uniform. Her eyes were red and, before Jimmy’s eyes, she wiped tears out of them. Jimmy stared up at her, terrified. He’d just killed his dad and she was a cop. Was she going to shoot him? Was he going to jail?

“If it were up to me, I’d give you a fucking medal,” she said.

Jimmy gasped. A medal? For killing his dad?

“It’s not up to me though. I’ve got to put these on you,” she took out a pair of handcuffs and motioned for him to stand up. “Are you hurt at all?”

Jimmy shook his head and rose. At sixteen he was already taller than she was, but he had no doubt who’d win if she decided things needed to get physical. “I didn’t mean to kill him,” he whispered, then had to grind his teeth together to keep from crying. He was a man, he wouldn’t cry. His dad would’ve been disappointed if he cried.

The police officer nodded, but she didn’t smile. “I know kid. I hear that a lot. This time I believe it, but that doesn’t matter right now. Now stop talking? I have to read you your rights and I don’t want you saying anything that might hurt your case. Okay”

Jimmy nodded. He sniffed and found himself looking at his father’s body.

“What? I didn’t hear you? Once I read you your rights I don’t want you to say anything, you got it? That means once I tell you about having the choice to keep your mouth shut, I really don’t want you saying anything to these girls or anyone until you’ve got a lawyer.”

Jimmy stared at her, comprehension slowly dawning. He looked over at Kacey. She was staring at their dad, her eyes unfocused. “I’m sorry Kace,” Jimmy whispered. He cleared his throat but saw she didn’t respond. “I love you, okay?” Still nothing.

Her turned to Sabrina. She was looking at him, tears now joining the mix of fluids. “I’m so sorry,” he managed before his throat locked up on him and he couldn’t speak anymore.

Katalina sniffed before saying, “All right, you have the right to remain silent...”

* * * *

“Mr. Macavoy, do you feel regretful for what you did?”

Jimmy stared at the man that had spoken. “Regretful? That’s tricky. I’ve had a lot of time to think about it. A lot of time to think about what I done and what else I could have done. My mother—I haven’t called her that since the trial—thought I was crazy and going to hurt her too. That’s what she said, anyhow. I haven’t heard shit from her since that day. Some mother. None of them have visited or anything, just a letter I got from the girl I saved that day.”

Jimmy stopped and took a breath, letting some tension out. “I’m sorry. You guys don’t want to hear my sob story, you just want to know if I learned my lesson or if I’ll ever kill again. You don’t know what it’s like, living with that memory and having that same nightmare every night. You don’t know what life’s like in here, with nothing but time and no hope for anything except maybe getting some crackers that ain’t stale with the lousy chilly they feed us on Thursdays.”

Jimmy saw one of the men smirk. He stared at the suit before finishing. “Do I regret killing my dad? You bet your ass I do. But if I knew then what I know now and walked into the same thing, I’d do it all over again. Maybe he wasn’t going to kill that girl. Maybe he was just going to hurt her so bad she’d wish she was dead. Maybe even crippled. Maybe...I don’t know. I’d still do it and if I ever get out of here and run across someone doing that I’ll do the same thing if that’s what it takes to stop them. Nobody deserves being hurt like that.”

“And you think your father deserved what you did?”

“That ain’t for me to say,” Jimmy said. “But that’s what he got and yeah, I done it. I tell myself it ain’t no different than a soldier shooting an enemy soldier to protect his country and people, but it sure don’t feel that way to me.”

“You sound like a very troubled young man, Mr. Macavoy.”

Jimmy laughed. “Troubled? That’s a good word for it.” His laughter died away. “Look, I got no education, no skills, and no family or friends. If it’s all the same to you guys we might as well finish this. I think I can still get a few minutes of rec time in to finish my workout. At least in here I know where I stand and I get regular meals.”

“Lousy chili?”

“Yeah, on Thursdays. Come on in and try some. Maybe you’ll see doing time’s a lot worse than you thought.”

Jimmy was led back out with recreation time to spare and some jeering from the other inmates. He got back to lifting and even made an appointment for later to do a cover up tattoo over the name of another inmate’s ex-girlfriend.

Two days later Jimmy got the word that his parole had been approved.


Chapter 2

James Macavoy stood wearing clothes that were three sizes too small. He’d been tried as an adult at the age of sixteen and sentenced to the Lost Dutchman. Three squares a day for ten years and all the weights he could handle had turned his scrawny frame into something big enough to keep the predators in prison away. That and his skill with a paper clip and ink earned him a hands-off policy. When his crime made its way around the rumor mill he was even looked at with respect in the eyes of the hardened criminals. None of that helped Jimmy sleep at night, but now it was all behind him.

“Shit,” he muttered. He’d been processed and waited in the lobby of the jail. They’d offered to call somebody for him but Jimmy didn’t have anybody. His mom and sister had abandoned him and he didn’t even know the numbers to any grandparents or extended family.

“What’s the matter?”

Jimmy turned to the clerk behind the bulletproof glass. He shrugged and admitted, “I don’t know what to do.”

“Nobody to call?”

Jimmy shook his head.

“No home?”

Same answer.

The clerk frowned. “You can’t stay here. Don’t do anything stupid out there just to come back. Maybe it’s stable but it’s not a life.”

Jimmy nodded. “Not coming back,” he promised.

“I’ll call you a cab.”

“Thanks.”

Jimmy turned back to the glass doors at the entrance of the lobby. He stared out, almost afraid to open them. What was life without fences and bars like? The door opened, startling him out of his musing and in walked a girl out of one of his cellmates smuggled porno mags.

He stared at her, his mouth hanging open until he realized it. She was beautiful. Long wavy brunette hair hanging in a loose braid almost to her hips over skin kissed by the sun. Her tank top clung to her curves and sent an all too familiar tingling down south. Going to prison at the age of sixteen meant he was still a virgin and the woman that walked towards him was the kind of thing that could end that problem without her even touching him.

“Jimmy?”

Jimmy’s heart stopped. The clerk stopped talking into the phone in his hand and grinned. “Nevermind, sorry to bother you.” He hung up the phone and spoke louder for Jimmy’s benefit, “Looks like you found a ride. Good luck, kid!”

“You don’t remember me?” The woman asked.

Jimmy shook his head slowly. “I sure wish I did,” he admitted, blushing.

She laughed. “I look a lot different than the last time you saw me.”

Jimmy forced himself to really look at her and not just her boobs. Denim shorts that hugged her hips and everything else. He caught himself and stopped staring. He’d heard plenty of guys talk about cameltoe from tight shorts, did she have that? He dragged his eyes up her body. She smiled again and took off her sunglasses, revealing green eyes that startled him. They were so deep and, well, green. Something about them bothered him, something he couldn’t place. He dropped his eyes a little then focused on what had caught his eye.

She had a scar on her cheek.

“’Brina?” Jimmy whispered.

Tears welled up and fell from her eyes before he could remember to breathe. Sabrina rushed forward and threw herself at him, clutching him tightly and sobbing into his shoulder. Jimmy stood there completely overwhelmed. The smell of her shampoo, apples and oranges, and some perfume or body spray she’d put on was assaulting him. She smelled so good. So feminine and delicate and sexy. And there she was, rubbing her soft body against him and draining every last bit of blood from his brain. It went south, creating complications for both of them.

“I’m sorry,” Jimmy whispered when she gasped and backed away from him.

“It’s okay. It’s been a long time.” Her tan made her blush harder to see but Jimmy picked up on it anyhow.

“Yeah, a long time. So, uh...how are you?”

She laughed. “That’s a long story.”

Jimmy chuckled. “I don’t have anything to do except meet my probation officer in a couple of days.”

She bit her lip. “Okay, um... let’s go then.”

“Go? Where?”

“Where do you want to go?” She asked, refusing to look at him.

Jimmy found he was having a hard time looking at her too. And not just her breasts, but all of her. “I don’t know. I don’t...”

“Okay, come on,” she said. She grabbed his hand and pulled on him. Jimmy turned his head, looking back at the clerk. The clerk’s advice was offered with a thumbs up sign. Jimmy let the girl—no, she was a woman—drag him out.

He tossed his worldly possessions, a cheap laundry sack with the minimal souvenirs he’d kept, into her rusty pickup truck then followed it in. Sabrina jumped into the driver’s seat but just sat there.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” Jimmy said after the silence became awkward.

Sabrina nodded. “I know. You’d never hurt me.”

Jimmy raised his eyebrow. “That was ten years ago, a lot can happen to a guy doing hard time.”

She shook her head. “I saw you. I saw it in your eyes. I knew. I know.”

“Okay, whatever.”

“Did you get my letter?”

The letter. Jimmy’s forgotten all about the letter. He’d gotten it a few months after he’d been imprisoned. He’d read it and put it away, forcing himself to forget about it. “Yeah,” he said.

“I told you I’d be here. I told you.”

“That was a long time ago. I thought...you know, we were kids!”

“Kids don’t do what you did.”

Jimmy flinched. That’d been the argument the DA had used to get him tried as an adult.

“I’m sorry, I meant—”

“I know,” Jimmy cut her off. “Look, I’m sorry I forgot. I’m sorry I’m not what you wanted me to be. You can just drop me off anywhere. I’ll be fine.”

Sabrina stared at him, fresh tears running down her cheeks. “Jimmy,” she breathed. “I don’t...I can’t! You don’t know what it’s been like! You don’t know what I’ve been through! Please...please just let me help you.”

“I don’t know what it’s been like?” Jimmy’s voice raised. He took a breath and forced himself to calm down. His dad used to do that. He’d never be like him. Even if he was face to face with the reason he’d ruined his life and spent the last ten years of it trying not to become somebody’s bitch. “Fine, you can help. Take me somewhere. Wherever you want.”

He could feel Sabrina staring at him but he refused to return the gaze. “I can do this,” she whispered. Louder, she said to Jimmy, “Trust me,  Jimmy, just trust me.”

Jimmy nodded. He didn’t really have a choice.

The truck pulled away from the prison parking lot and headed out, driving until they made it to Tempe, one of the many subdivisions of Phoenix. She pulled into the parking lot of an apartment building, one that looked like it should have been condemned. “We’re here, come on.”
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