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Chapter 1
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(New Haven Connecticut 1969)

Looking out yonder towards the street, her sandy blonde hair blew in the wind. She sat with her legs crossed and a book on her lap. She was waiting for the sound of screaming children to make its way into her presence. A school bus arrived, coming to a stop to let off the last load of children. She stood from her seat and headed down off the porch to greet her child. She took two steps closer to the school bus, and the bus driver did not waste any time telling her to back away as she closed the door and drove off. Kristen shouted, “What the hell! Did you see that?” Her next-door neighbor Katherine replied, “Yeah, what a complete asshole; that old bitch has received many complaints about her this whole school year; soon she will be jobless.” Kristen sighed, “Hopefully so, because I am tired of the disrespect.” Katherine laughed, “Don’t worry, if they don’t get rid of her, I will.” Kristen said to Katherine while walking up to the porch from her yard, “Slit her throat and dump her in a garbage bag.” 

Katherine burst out with a big laugh at her comment. Kristen made it up the steps from her porch, cut her conversation short with Katherine, waved goodbye, and said to have a nice summer. Kristen made it into the home and checked on her little man. In a cheerful voice, she squatted down in front of him and asked, “So, Charley, it was your last day; how was it?” Charley shrugged his shoulders. “Nah, it was okay except for when we were spitting our gums out trying to see who could land it the farthest; that was cool.” Kristen poured juice for both while telling him that spitting gum the farthest is nasty and to never do it again. “You are your father’s child; he used to do the same thing,” said Kristen. Charley grinned. “Still, that doesn’t mean that it’s okay,” demanded Kristen. Kristen cut her eyes at Charley and insisted that he stop grinning, or she would tell his father. Charley threw up his hands and ran to the couch, shaking his head, refusing to get in trouble.

Kristen picked up her drink and her book, then headed back out to the porch to do some more reading. Charley asked her about his grandmother and wanted to know if they could visit her for the summer break. Kristen rubbed her fingers through her hair and said, “I don’t know, grandma is probably going to be busy fishing or out playing bingo with her girls maybe next summer or for the holidays.” When Kristen turned back around to head towards the front door, Charley told her, “You always say that I talked to grandma, and she said she would love to see us.” Kristen paused. “Okay, Mr., when did you supposedly talk to Grandma?” Charley said, “last month, I told her that you were off from work and that you weren’t doing anything except reading books.” Kristen raised her voice and said, “Oh my gosh, Charley, why would you tell her that? And you really need to stop answering the phone, please.” Charley pushed his elbow into his knees and folded his fists against his face.

Kristen became aware of the sorrow on his face and sighed, “Sorry, baby, I didn’t mean it like that. Mommy is sorry. Mommy is just being a bad mommy. You want to see Grandma, then let’s see Grandma.” Charley became ecstatic. “Really?” Kristen nodded. When Kristen decided to take Charley to visit her mother, she insisted that they tell Randy. Night fell, and they gathered around the table with a slice of pepperoni pizza that Randy had brought home after a long day of work. Kristen and Charley stared at Randy with smiles on their faces. Randy became curious, wondering why they were just smiling at him. “Ok guys, what is it? Is it some type of prank? Is an egg about to fall on my head?” Kristen quickly replied with a giggle, “No.” “Then what is it?” asked Randy.

Kristen looked at Charley and insisted that he tell her the good news. Charley shouted, “We're going to Grandma’s.” Randy laughed, “Oh really, and whose idea was this, and on whose money?” Kristen snapped at him, “Stop, we are going together off the money we make.” Randy looked around, then smiled. “Baby, I’m joking. I think it’s a fantastic idea that we go see your mother; it’s been a while since you have seen her, and I think Charley can keep her company while we spend some alone time,” said Randy. Charley bounced up and down in his seat full of excitement, “So when are we going?” Randy smiled at both and said, “Well how about tomorrow? We can make it a road trip.” Randy agreed to visit Kristen’s mother, and Charley and Kristen wasted no time heading to pack, while Randy made a call to his boss to let him know that he could not make his scheduled appointments for the week.

(Baton Rouge, LA)

The car ride felt like it was never-ending. Randy and Kristen finally made it back home deep south of Louisiana. They stopped to fill up on gas, and Randy sat on the hood of the car and lit a cigarette. Once Kristen saw him take four puffs, she quickly told Charley to close his eyes. Kristen stepped out of the car, walked over to him, and gave him and his cigarette a look. Randy took one more puff and tossed the cigarette on the ground. He headed back to get in the car, quickly placed the fuel pump back on the hook, and said, “What’s next, sheriff?” Randy started up the car, and they headed to the Hatchers' house. They made it to a backroad and came to a four-way stop with a rugged old convenience store. “I guess Tom is still bringing in business,” said Kristen. “I’m still trying to figure out how it looks like a dump,” said Randy. Kristen smirked at Randy. “I just drove,” and they both began to laugh. “You know you are right about this place looking like a dump; it doesn’t seem to be well-kept, almost like a ghost town,” said Kristen. 

(St. Francisville, LA)

They arrived at the home, and the stunned look on their faces was priceless. “It seems like your mother hasn’t done anything with the house; it still looks the same,” said Randy. Kristen agreed as she glanced at the home, “Which is a complete surprise because she loves to renovate,” said Kristen. They sat in the car for a minute, gazing at the home while commenting on its run-down appearance, when an older woman in a blue floral dress and an apron wrapped around her waist came out. Charley became excited, shouting “grandma, grandma” while jumping out of the car and running to her. The woman smiled and hugged Charley as tight as she could. While Charley was busy holding on to his grandmother, he said how much he missed her. Randy and Kristen sat back in the car watching. Kristen sighed. Randy turned to her, grabbed her left hand, and replied, “I know this is hard for you because of the passing of your father; I promise you everything is going to be ok; we're here now, so let’s make the best of it.” 

Randy delivered a kiss on her hand, and she took a deep breath and stepped out of the vehicle. Claire yelled in excitement, “Oh, look who it is, my precious daughter and her knight in shining armor. I’m so glad to see you guys.” “I bet,” said Kristen. Claire came down from the porch, gave both a hug, and spoke about how it’s been so long since she had seen or heard from Kristen that they would need to catch up. Kristen rolled her eyes and commented, “Well, I’m here for a few days, so if you want, let’s do it.” Claire smiled at Randy and said, “Gosh, how do you put up with her? Isn’t she a handful?” Randy laughed and was about to reply until Kristen stepped into the conversation and said, “Maybe we should head inside.” Claire politely ended the conversation and escorted them inside the home. Kristen looked around the inside of the home and realized that nothing had changed. Everything looked the same since she left for college. Kristen took her first steps into the living room while saying, “Well, I see that something hasn’t changed.” Claire replied, “Well, you know, I figured I’d just keep everything the way it is. I don’t believe I need anything new at the moment; I’m sure your father would be turning in his grave if I ordered another piece of furniture.”

Kristen smirked at her mother and said, “How thoughtful,” while rubbing her fingers against the back of the sofa, collecting dust on her fingertips. She and Randy stood and took a glance around the home, and Claire insisted that they should find their resting spots. “How about you two run off and find your bedrooms? I’ll take Charley to his, and then he can help me pick some tomatoes out in the garden while you two rest up,” said Claire. “Woohoo, I’m helping grandma,” shouted Charley. “Wow, that sounds fine with us. Thank you,” said Randy. Claire responded, “My pleasure, thanks for bringing her home. Welcome home, Bobbie.” While Kristen and Randy were off to find their bedroom, Charley and Claire were off to have a little fun in the garden. Kristen made it to a room at the end of the hall, opened the door, and realized that nothing had changed. “My bedroom, wow; it still looks the same except for the bed. I’m starting to believe that this is the only thing new around here,” said Kristen. Randy rubbed his fingers against the edges of a vanity mirror and joked with her, “What about the dust? Was that always a part of the way you kept your room, or is this new too?” Kristen slapped Randy’s arm while she giggled, finding his joke humorous: “Shut up, my room was always up to par, as my mother would say.” 

Kristen started to unpack her clothing out of her suitcase, and Randy made his way behind her, wrapped his hands around her waist, and began kissing her neck. Kristen smiled while grabbing his hand, explaining that she is not sure about making love in her mother’s house. “I never did it back then, and I don’t believe that I would do it now,” said Kristen. Randy replied, “That was then; this is now; we're both adults; it’s not like we haven’t already been doing it; look how Charley got here.” Kristen burst out into laughter. “Were we not teenagers anymore? What do we have to hide?” said Randy. Kristen turned to Randy, wrapped her arms around his head, and said, “So you believe that we should try and christen the place?” Randy delivered a kiss to her lips and replied, “That’s exactly what I mean; weren’t you the one complaining about how this place looked so ghostly and run down? Let's light it up a little bit; we could always try for another one.”

Kristen took a minute to think about it, turned her head towards the window, and saw that Charley was in good hands with Claire picking tomatoes in the garden. When she let go of Randy, she walked over to the window, smiled, and closed the curtains. Soon as she turned back around, she unbuttoned her blouse and told him to fuck her. As he walked up to her, he picked her up, placed her on the bed, and began to kiss all over her body. They stripped themselves of their clothes, showing their bare assets. He climbed between her legs, and she covered his back with the sheet and allowed him to do his thing. Gripping his shoulders, she gasped heavily as he went further into finding her spot. She was fascinated by his performance, as he managed to please her faster with loads of kissing and even nipple play. 

She began to feel that it was something about being discreet that made sex more enjoyable. Randy found the time to be with her in her mother’s house pleasant and satisfying to the sexual beast inside him. Kristen flipped him over and began to cowgirl him. “Oh baby, you’re really getting into this,” said Randy. Kristen swung her hair while she pleased him, “Just shut up and do me.” Randy sat up, grabbed onto her waist, and began to stroke her. While Randy placed his face between her breasts, he caught a glimpse of something standing in the far-right corner of the bedroom. When he ignored the figure and continued to suck on Kristen’s breasts, he caught another glimpse of the figure and threw Kristen off him. “Oh shit, bae!” shouted Randy. Kristen panicked while pushing her hair out of her face. “What, what!” shouted Kristen. Kristen looked over in the right corner of the bedroom. She noticed a woman in a red gown holding a tray with a tea kettle and two teacups. She screamed while covering her breasts. “Oh my gosh, mom!” screamed Kristen. Claire responded, “Would you guys like some tea?” while standing at the foot of the bed. Kristen yelled for her to leave, “No, get out,” as Claire headed out of the bedroom. Kristen rushed to shut and lock the door. As she grabbed a towel from the dresser, she looked at Randy and said, “Next time, can we remember to lock the door?” Randy replied, “Are you blaming me, or does this go for both of us?” As she grabbed her soap and her hairbrush, she headed to the bathroom to freshen up. Randy decided to lay back down in bed to grasp what had happened: “What the hell?”
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Kristen finished bathing and headed out to the side porch to find Claire knitting a quilt and Charley swinging from the swings. “Look, mommy, look what I can do,” said Charley when he jumped from the swings. Kristen told Charley to take it easy and have fun while she looked over at her mother. She inhaled a deep breath and took a seat by her on the bench. When she sat down, she admired her passion for knitting. She thought the quilt was beautiful, and the orange really brought out its beauty. While Claire kept knitting, she sat patiently waiting for Kristen to say what she had to say. “Sunny day outside, huh?” said Kristen. Claire smirked and said, “Spit it out; just say what you have to say, Bobbie.” Kristen bit her lip and sighed while replying, “Kristen, I go by Kristen.” Claire shrugged her shoulders and asked what she wanted to talk about. Kristen pulled her hair back in a ponytail and replied, “Mom, what you did was unnecessary; you caught me and Randy in the middle of having sex, standing in the corner offering tea. Who does that?”

Claire put down her crochet needle and replied, “And what daughter finds it okay to fuck in her mother’s house? What a perfect welcome home gift.” Kristen raised her voice, then brought it down. “I apologize; it just hasn’t been that easy for me. We were trying for another baby, and Randy really wants another son,” said Kristen. Claire burst into tears of joy, saying, “He reminds me of your father, just willing to keep trying; Bobbie has never performed like a sexy wild animal, though.” Kristen gagged as she processed what she just said. “Trust me, you have some kind of man,” said Claire. Kristen stopped Claire while giggling, “Mom, stop, that is my husband; you little freaky devil.” Claire responded, “Hey, who says mommas can’t have fun?” Kristen and Claire continued to chat when Randy stepped onto the porch dressed in cowboy boots and denim jeans. Kristen and Claire focused their eyes on him; he waved his hands at them to wake them up, and Kristen shook her wild thoughts out of her head. Randy replied, “What are you guys doing daydreaming?” “Well, you do have your t-shirt off, showing your body, which makes it easy for any young gal to stare,” said Claire.

Randy smirked at Claire and thanked her for admiring his muscles. He put on his shirt and combed back his hair. He told Kristen that he would like to take her somewhere special for the night if Claire had any ideas. Claire shook her head “no” and told them that she would rather spend alone time with Charley and that after dinner they could bake cookies together. Kristen thought that spending time with Charley was a great idea. Randy ran down from the porch to play with Charley, and Kristen excused herself to find something formal to wear for the night. When she headed back into the house, she turned to her mother and said, “This time, please remember to knock.” Claire smiled at her, “Of course,” while Kristen thanked her. Night fell, and Kristen and Randy were out in town getting their groove on, and the joy and excitement about getting out of the house were written all over their faces. They headed back to their table to sit, and Randy ordered two bottles of beer and a bottle of wine for Kristen. Kristen showed that she was surprised by his gift. “So, this was your plan to take me dancing?” said Kristen. Randy grabbed her hand and said, “Not to just take you dancing but to take you to one of the best spots in town.” Kristen smiled hard at him as he planted a kiss on her hand. When Kristen looked around, she could not believe how many people were in attendance. “We haven’t been to Retro Station since we finished high school; look at the crowd,” said Kristen.

Randy looked at the dance floor and said, “Yeah, pretty impressive; it seems this is the only place that’s still alive here.” When the waiter walked over to serve them their drinks, a familiar song began playing, making Randy want to get up and dance. “I know that look in your eye,” said Kristen. “What look?” said Randy. “You would like to dance, wouldn’t you?” Kristen said, while nodding his head and tapping his feet, it became hard for him to resist. He told her that who would not dance to a marvelously talented girl group like the Ronettes? When the music played and he found it hard to stay still, Kristen took his hand and headed out to the dance floor. “Let’s go.” When they hit the floor, Randy brought her close into his arms and began dancing while kissing her every step of the way. When he spun her around and brought her close into his arms again, they were interrupted by a couple that knew them from town. The couple walked over to them, called out both of their names, and introduced themselves. They admired how it was such a pleasure to see them again. “Oh, how wonderful it is to finally see you guys again; this time you are all grown up,” said Georgianna. Randy and Kristen looked stunned to know that others existed that knew them. When Paul took a closer look at Randy, he said, “I couldn’t help but wonder if that was you; I was telling my wife that kid looks familiar; I bet that’s Steven’s son.”

Randy replied, “Yep, that’s me. Good old Steven, son.” “I’m sorry that he’s drunk; it must have really bothered you,” said Georgianna. Randy tried to hold himself together as he replied, “No, it’s okay, you don’t have to apologize to me for his bad habits.” Georgianna quickly turned to Kristen. “And you, I am so sorry to hear about your mother; she was such a giver to the community,” said Georgianna. Kristen responded, “Oh yeah, my mother, she’s holding up pretty well; my dad’s death seemed to have done a number on her, but she’s coming along slowly; we were actually staying with her for the week.” While Kristen told the elderly couple that they were staying at Claire Hatcher's place, the looks on their faces looked like they had seen a ghost. Georgianna said, “Wait, you're staying with her, isn’t she?” Paul interrupted, “Ah, okay, how about we leave these two lovebirds alone and get a head start back home? You two have a good night.” Paul whispered, “She’s a little drunk.” When the Phil family walked away, Kristen turned to Randy and said, “That was weird.” Randy agreed as he told her to forget about what just happened and to keep dancing. When Kristen placed her arms around his neck, they began to slow dance to the music.

When Kristen looked up into his eyes, she mentioned how she loved him. “I love you.” While Randy was about to tell her that he loved her back, he could not help but notice that Claire was watching them through the outside window of the diner. He suddenly paused and gazed at her through the window. He tried to get a clear understanding of why she would be there as he continued to watch. Claire decided to give him a show by pushing up her breasts and rubbing her fingers through her hair. While Randy continued to watch, looking past Kristen, Kristen began to tap him and call out his name. While Randy continued to focus on Claire, he noticed that she had pulled something out of her pocket. Standing and gazing through the window at him, Claire pulled out a tube of red lipstick. When she twisted the cap off the tube, she began to write on the window of the Retro Station. Writing the words "Hi There" with a bloody handprint beside it while she stood staring deep into his soul, Kristen finally caught his attention. “Randy!” Kristen yelled.

Randy quickly grabbed her by her shoulders and centered his eyes back to the window, saying, “Your mother was just watching us.” Kristen turned and looked all around the room, saying, “What, where? Where did you see her?” Randy quickly responded, “The window, she was staring at us through the window, then wrote in some sort of red lipstick; with the words, hi there, look, it’s written on the window.” Kristen looked out the window, then turned back to him, laughing and saying, “There’s nothing there, silly.” When Randy inhaled a deep breath, he sighed and said, “I swore I saw your mother and the words that she wrote. I guess I’m losing my mind just a little now that I see there is nothing there.” Kristen replied, “You know what I guess?” Randy replied, “What would that be?” “That you are a little drunk and trying to fool me,” said Kristen as she chuckled. Randy brushed his fingers through his hair as he laughed and replied, “Maybe so.” When Kristen looked up at him and placed her right hand on the left side of his face, she told him that they should start heading home.

When they made it back to the house, both were tipsy as they stumbled through the yard to get to the door. When Kristen walked up to the front porch, Randy quickly grabbed her and twirled her around. While planting his lips on hers, he told her that he loved her very much and that he wished the night were not over yet. While Randy put her back on her two feet, she leaned in closer for another kiss. When Randy gave her that kiss, she grabbed his tie and told him to follow her to the back of the house. When they made it to the back of the house, they entered the home through a hall off the kitchen. When Randy followed behind Kristen, she pulled him into the mudroom and began stripping him down. While both stripped each other down, they tried their best to keep quiet so they would not wake Charley or Claire. When she began to suck on his nipples, he spun her around and pushed her into a wall. He lifted her dress and pulled off her panties to insert himself into her. When he did just that, Kristen showed that she loved every moment of it as she moaned face down, planted against the wall, feeling every inch of him as his body thrust against her.

When Kristen whispered to him that she was about to scream, he removed her from the wall and bent her over a work desk. Holding his hand over her mouth, he huffed and puffed, warning her that he was coming close to ejaculation. While Randy did not hold back, he let loose and stuffed her panties into his mouth to block out his loud groaning. When Randy looked at himself in a small mirror placed in the mudroom, he wiped the sweat from his face. “Now that was incredible; I know you can agree on that,” said Randy. Kristen agreed with him as she whispered, “So amazing.” When Randy turned back to the mirror, he began tucking in his shirt while Kristen stuffed her panties in her bra. When Randy saw himself in the mirror, he became frightened, thinking he had seen a black figure running past and someone watching them from inside the kitchen. When asked if he was okay, he quickly responded that he was okay and that he just needed a little rest. When they left the mudroom, they tiptoed up to their bedroom and headed off to sleep.

When the next morning arrived, the smell of waffles and bacon filled the air as Randy stayed in bed. Kristen was up and ready to start the day when she figured that today she would get out and get a little fresh air. When she headed downstairs to grab a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice, she found Charley and Claire in the kitchen making waffles. When she poured a glass of orange juice for herself, all she could do was smile at the bond Charley was developing with his grandmother. While she looked at the beautiful scene, she could not help but shed a tear while sharing with her mother how happy she was that she was doing this for her. “Mother, thank you. I’m sure Charley greatly appreciates you,” said Kristen. Claire responded, “He’s my grandbaby, and I love him. We were having so much fun; thank you for bringing him home.” Kristen replied, “I pretty much didn’t have a choice; the little rascal has a mind of his own and was not going to let me say no.” Claire turned her head to Charley and smiled, saying, “That’s my grandson,” while Kristen stood looking at her mother in the awkward silence, thinking about last night. Randy had claimed that he had seen her down at the Retro Station, and although she wanted to ask her about her appearance, she decided not to.

When Charley and Claire finished taking the waffles off the griddle, Kristen decided that she would volunteer to help them with whatever needed to be done. “How about I set the table for you guys?” said Kristen as she walked towards the cabinets. Claire quickly shouted, “No; I mean, that wouldn’t be necessary; Charley and I can take care of it.” When Kristen backed off from the cabinets and the kitchen table, Claire responded, “The only thing you can do is sit and eat with us.” Kristen politely refused and told her that she was going out for a bit of fresh air on her bike. Before she left, she planted a kiss on Charley’s forehead and told him that she loved him and to behave. Charley replied, “I love you, mom.” When Kristen headed out of the house, she jumped on her bicycle and took off down the road. When she made it down the dirt pathway, she passed Tom's Mini Mart. When she passed by, she saw someone in the back of the market feeding chickens. When the person spotted her, they walked back into the minimart so they would not be seen.

When Kristen came to her stop, she parked her bicycle against the side of the building and made her way inside. When she entered the market, she noticed that the place was not what she thought it would be. With the cars sitting out in the parking lot, she thought it would be the only market still doing business. Kristen was deceived by the appearance of the exterior of the market. When she stood gazing around the market, she saw that there was no one in sight. The store was completely run down, and the shelves were torn through with food products and supplies knocked all over. When she took a couple of steps in, she picked up a bag of potato chips and read the end date. She could not believe a store could be so run down that it would have food that was not outdated. When she read the brand of chips, she grabbed a buggy and tossed it inside. While Kristen continued to shop, she wondered what else would not be out of date. So, she decided to browse around the market.

When she made it to the back of aisle eight, she picked up three boxes of cereal and oatmeal. When she was leaving the aisle and taking a right turn with the buggy, another buggy collided with hers. When she smashed into the other buggy, she screamed and gasped for air as she was frightened. The woman behind the buggy tried calming her down. “Shh, my gosh, I am so sorry that I frightened you,” said the woman. Kristen held her chest as she said, “I didn’t realize anybody else was in here.” “From the looks of it, I would have expected the same thing, but I see I was wrong,” said the woman. Kristen laughed as she tried to shake the fear off. “Where are my manners? I’m Holly, and your name is?” When Holly stuck her hand out for a friendly handshake, Kristen took one look at her and grinned while giving her name. “I am Kristen.” Holly smiled at her while saying how she loved her name, “So Kristen, are you from around here?” Kristen nodded and replied, “Well, yes, my husband and I were born here but relocated to New Haven.”

Holly took a bite out of her banana while twirling her fingers through her hair. “So, what about you? Are you from the area?” said Kristen. Holly burst into laughter while replying, “Oh no, really, look how I dress. I’m sure I would be the most talked-about person here in town due to my gothic appearance. Holly began to explain the reason why she was in town: “A few buddies and I decided to explore the town; we heard that this town was cursed by some wicked, twisted witch that took over an elderly woman’s soul. We found it to be cool, so we were here to check it out.” Kristen grabbed the buggy as she was ready to leave. “You are more than welcome to explore with us if you like,” said Holly. Kristen took a deep breath and replied, “No, no, thank you. I believe I’ve heard and seen enough for today. I think I will sit this one out, sorry.” When Holly let Kristen through to head out of the market, she shouted, “We will be on the lookout.” When Kristen quickly made it out of the market, she headed over to her bicycle to load the groceries into her basket. When she finished loading the groceries, she pedaled away on her way back to the house.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3
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Back at the house, Claire and Charley continued to spend time together. During their time, they decided to bake cookies. When Randy finally awoke, he made his way downstairs to see where Kristen had run off to. Upon entering the kitchen, he replied, “Still cooking, I see.” Claire responded, “Oh my, what a pleasant surprise! How did you sleep?” Randy looked at Charley, then back at Claire as she stood smiling. “I slept okay; it hasn’t been the best, but I guess I’ll try again,” said Randy. Claire replied, “You don’t have anything to worry about. I have tea and a remedy that can help you get some rest; if you just sit in the common room, I’ll fix you a cup.” Randy thanked her for her hospitality but refused to sit and drink tea. Claire encouraged him to have a cup and told him it was the least he could do; she would hate if he continued to keeping sleep. When Randy officially agreed to have a cup of tea, he asked, “Anyone seen Kristen?” Claire responded, “She went for a walk; she said she needed time to herself. Please go sit.”
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