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Billy wiped one hand, the one with the wound, on the worn thigh of his jeans with increasing intensity. The itch was nearly driving Billy insane, but the rest of his body didn’t show it. He tried to convince himself there was nothing there, yet he worked it across his faded Levi’s in a futile attempt to make the maddening itching stop. 

Yet he continued to show no outward sign of his discomfort aside from the rubbing that was.

Lady McBeth would’ve understood.

Billy tried to remain still as he sat on the hard, rickety wooden chair at an equally hard and rickety old table. His wounded hand was cuffed to an oversized i-bolt secured to the surface of the table. The chain’s length allowed him to run his hand without being seen.

His free hand sat impotent on the table.

Billy knew he was trapped there, and the idea threatened to fill him with terror and panic. Panic, he was quickly losing the ability to fend off.

Was that the sound of tires screeching and a siren outside?

No, it was too soon for that.

Too soon.

It had to be too soon.

Billy wiped his hand with increased intensity. The maddening itch only grew worse as his hand slid roughly back and forth. But he couldn’t stop. The pain gave him a clarity he was desperately trying to hold onto.

He stared at the door on the far wall. 

The buzzing of the overhead fluorescent lights and the faint smell of ammonia assaulted his senses. But he remained still. After what he’d been through, the buzzing and the smell were irrelevant.
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