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A Special Treat

The knock on the door was sharp, filled with authority.

Charlie Rosen started at the sound, but kept his attention riveted to the television. 

He flicked his gaze to the clock on the DVD player just below the TV. It was 9:13. 

He glanced at the couch. Where Cynthia usually nestled on one end with her crossword puzzle book was vacant.

He frowned as he returned his attention to the screen. Who’s out at this time of night? 

Well, according to the news a few hours ago, whoever it is must be miserable. 

It was 102° at news time. And the humidity was 83%. Probably the temp was still in the mid to high 90s. And probably the humidity was about the same. Probably still 80-something at least.

Good. Whoever it is, it serves them right for disturbing people at this time of night. 

He hoped it was one of those religious types. 

And even if it wasn’t a religious type, he hoped whoever it was they were clad in a heavy suit. 

Religious types always thought they made a better impression when they were dressed in a suit. The heavier the better. The darker the better. Seemed to be their way.

He grinned. They dressed in suits like Men in Black or something. Well, the suits were dark, but they were also drab. Like off the rack at— well, somewhere. Sears? Penney’s? Anyway, suits that were weak shadows of the one the Men in Black wore. 

If it was a religious type, he could probably run the guy. He’d just explain he was pinched for time at the moment. Like maybe he was sacrificing a goat in the back yard to the dark lord. Oh, and it was crucial that he cut the heart out at just the right moment.

That’d do it. He grinned again.

The second knock was almost as sharp as the first. Not quite, yet it seemed insistent.

Without looking around, he mumbled, “Okay, okay.” 

Probably it was some idiot salesman. 

Did they still do that? Go door to door?

It was the worst possible time.

This was the part of the show where the guy on the screen—the host, they called him—explained what the episode was really about. Up to this point it was just a lot of lead-in. Just stuff to keep you watching. Like anything short of a fire in the next room would drive Charlie away.
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