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ONE



Slam!

Jason’s and Sasha’s heads turn toward the door in time to see that it virtually bounces off the wall. The forceful impact leaves a perfect imprinted circle of the doorknob. Julie enters the room wearing her customary full-length mink coat. This time its arrogance is being overshadowed by the fury in her eyes. Smeared mascara blackens her drowning enraged eyes, and streams of tears flowing down her face leave a troublesome trail before falling from her chin. Her body trembles with rage as she studies Sasha—the competition, the foe—with all the intensity that her piercing eyes will allow.

“You can’t get away with it,” Julie cries uncontrollably.

“Jason, who is she?” Sasha questions concerned with the appearance of the distraught woman. “What is she talking about?”

“I’ll tell you,” Julie jumps in, abruptly dismissing Jason’s chance to reply. “Your beloved Jason made love to me, fucked me, used me, all in one single night. I am,” Julie states with a long pause, “Julie Jerrard and I’ll be his wife forever. I will not be replaced by some slanted-eyed bitch that he’s using to get over me!”

A bewildered Sasha directs her attention to the panic-stricken Jason, who is too shocked at Julie’s words to do anything more than look at her with his mouth open. Julie reaches into her coat pocket, pulls out a small-caliber handgun that ironically, Jason taught her to use. In a quick lapse of time, she empties the six-shooter. Three rounds enter Sasha before Jason can respond or cry out. He watches terrified as Sasha’s life-force seems to leak out of her, dissipating into nothingness as it fails to wrap itself around him. The tension inside of him accelerates. He feels as though his ears are escape valves for the unwanted pressure that rapidly sweeps his being, but that wouldn’t suffice. It couldn’t. His pain needs to be released from its main source before he explodes from within.

“Saaaa…shaaaa!”

His cry echoes vibrantly throughout the room and halls, sending shock waves reminiscent of an atomic blast raging throughout the corridors, disintegrating all in its violent path. Jason panics as his happiness is ripped from his insides, boiling over like an overcooked pot, contaminating the very happiness he has just recently rediscovered. Looking above him, Sasha’s heart-monitor display screen has flatlined coinciding with the sour tone echoing between his ears.

“Please don’t die; don’t leave me,” he begs.

Jason’s eyes widen with fear. He shuts off the alarm on Sasha’s monitor and performs every form of CPR his knowledge allows but the desperate attempts to save her fail to bring her rhythm back to the room. He flops down in his chair, grabs her hand and cries heavily, tormented with grief. He sits and weeps for what feels like hours but in reality is only a small moment in time. He feels his heart harden with each breath of air he exhales.

“I just wanted you to feel the pain you’ve caused me,” Julie utters. “The humiliation of what I feel for you seems like an all-too-familiar game. You of all people, you toyed with me!” Julie yells with the gun pointed at Jason.

Jason looks at her blankly, evidence of pain showing on his face. Julie has succeeded. The gun releases two more rounds.

“No!” Jason screams.

“Mr. Jerrard…Mr. Jerrard,” Dr. Bodou says while shaking Jason’s leg. “Wake up.”

Jason Jerrard is a six-foot, medium-build, moderately toned man in his early forties with graying hair that all but consumes the remaining blackness. He is Virginia City’s finest, Sixteenth Precinct’s shining example of what a detective should be. However, a matter of a shattered heart has afforded him an undesired stay in the hospital where he awakens feeling groggy, unaware of his surroundings with a nagging headache and sore shoulder. He tries focusing his eyes on the person who rescued him from the worst part of his dream. Immediately, thoughts of Sasha invade his mind and bring on a mild case of depression while making him wonder why he couldn’t subconsciously recall the joyous part of the events that occurred. But now, conscious, his heartfelt words vividly splash through his mind as if they were just spoken.

“I’ve made all kinds of excuses, lying to myself while concealing my true feelings for you. Before I wouldn’t let myself tell you that I loved you, but the greater truth is, I’d be lost without you. Now, I want all of my tomorrows to be shared with you. I do love you more than words can explain and I’m going to tell you repeatedly until my spoken words transform themselves to something tangible and wrap around you, concealing you, securing all of what we have.”

Jason smiles as his sudden recollection reveals a vision of Sasha’s happiness before Julie took it all away.

Dr. Bodou is a tall foreigner with silver gray hair; he has a mustache of matching color, a distinctive voice and big round eyes. Standing beside Jason in his smock, he readies his stethoscope to listen to Jason’s racing heart.

“I’m happy to see your body move after so long, but, the way you were tossing and tearing at the sheets, I imagined you were having some sort of uncomfortable dream.”

“I was…Dr. Bodou?”

“Yes…it’s me.”

“Damn, I was dreaming about my last night with Sasha. But, it was different in that it kept repeating itself over and over again in one continuous loop. I kept seeing the terror in Sasha’s eyes just before she was shot…what a nightmare.”

“That dream might haunt you forever.”

“Somehow, that statement holds more merit than you know.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Drained, sore and I’ve a terrible headache.”

“Considering the fact that both bullets entered and exited your body without any serious harm or disfigurement, the blood you lost should be the cause of your discomfort.”

“I suppose that’s something to be grateful for. I’ve been blessed. How long have I been here?”

“Three…actually you’re working on your fourth day.”

“Four days!” Jason responds astoundedly. “Why is this thing sticking in my arm?” Jason questions with his eyes focusing on the IV.

“We had to feed you somehow. Your strength was very low.”

“Sasha?” Jason questioned, already knowing the answer but a glimmer of hope forced the question.

“We tried everything humanly possible to save her,” Dr. Bodou recites somberly. “But…” he continues with his head bowed. “Maybe if her strength were one hundred percent, she would’ve been able to pull through. Miss Fong was in the morgue for two days while we tried to locate a family member.”

“And Julie?”

“Apparently, after she shot you, she turned the gun on herself, taking her own life.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“Sadly, it’s the truth. Her family came and made arrangements to have her cremated the next day.”

“Where is Sasha’s body now?”

“I believe she’s being buried today.”

“Today? Where…what time?” Jason questions with much anxiety.

Dr. Bodou glances at his watch and replies, “In about three hours.”

“Who arranged this?”

“Your department. They figured you’d want her properly taken care of.”

“They were right,” Jason responds firmly. Ignoring his physical condition, he picks up the telephone and dials his precinct.

“I’ll leave you now,” says Dr. Bodou.

Jason nods.

“Sixteenth Precinct, Sgt. Austin.”

“Kevin, where is the burial?”

“Burial? Jason, Jas you’re all right. How are you?”

“Where’s she being buried?” Jason demands without entertaining any form of small talk.

“So that’s why…”

“Where?” Jason interrupts forcefully.

“Memorial Cemetery.”

“Thanks,” he says and hangs up the telephone without a return reply.

Jason sits on the side of the bed, gathers himself before snatching the IV from his arm. The tiny puncture bleeds. He attempts to stand but his weakened knees wobble, forcing him to sit back on the bed to regain his composure. Dr. Bodou reenters the room just in time to watch Jason’s dilemma; he places a hand on Jason’s good shoulder.

“You can’t even stand; how can you possibly make it to her funeral?”

“I can. I will make it,” a determined Jason recites. “I just need a moment to get my act together.”

“More like a few days,” Dr. Bodou counters.

“I’m beyond that decision. I can’t let her be buried without me being there.”

“Detective,” Dr. Bodou says firmly, “my professional opinion suggests that you stay hospitalized for a few more days.”

Jason’s stubbornness shows. “No further discussion required. I’m attending the funeral.”

“But…”

“The only but that I’m concerned with this very moment is…where are my clothes?”

“In the small closet next to the bathroom.”

Jason stumbles over to the closet and the all-too-familiar hospital gown reveals his rear-end. In a weakened state, he grabs his clothes and slowly continues the stumble toward the bathroom. He then splashes some water on his vital parts and dries himself with a face cloth before using the door for support while sliding his pants underneath the gown. He is barely able to balance himself during the act of putting on his pants. He removes the gown exposing his hairy chest, slides one arm through a sleeve, and a sharp pain quickly reacquaints itself, reminding him of his injured shoulder. Jason pauses to examine the bullet holes in his shirt before carefully sliding the other arm through the sleeve to minimize the pain. He stares at himself in the mirror and realizes that by his own high standards, he looks terrible. But, the multi-day facial hair, the scrambled hair on top of his head nor the wise words for rest by his physician are not justifiable reasons to ignore the calling of his beloved Sasha. Back in the room Dr. Bodou watches his every move with care and a high degree of concern about Jason ignoring the obvious physical pain. He reaches into his smock pocket, pulls out a tiny bottle of pills and a written prescription.

“Here, I didn’t think I’d convince you to stay so you may want to take these,” Dr. Bodou responds while handing Jason both items. “They will help ease your pain.”

“Pain pills…I can use these now.”

“Please be careful; they’re very strong. You should be cautious of your shoulder. Too much activity will reactivate its bleeding and hamper the healing process.”

“Advice taken.”

Jason opens the door; his pride takes over his demeanor. It forces him to camouflage the pain he feels by straightening his posture and pulling his shoulders back before beginning proud steps. He turns for his final words to Dr. Bodou.

“Did my department do anything with my car?”

“Sorry, can’t help you there.”

“Thanks, take care.”

“You must sign out to be discharged and procedure dictates that you leave in a wheelchair.”

“I don’t have time for all of the formalities, but I will come back to sign out after the funeral. Is this acceptable?”

“That will suffice,” Dr. Bodou replies, realizing that more rebuttal is fruitless.

“Once again, take care,” Jason states as he opens the door.

“You too, Detective…oh, let’s not meet under these circumstances again.”

“Don’t worry, we won’t. Goodbye.”

The closing door drowns out Dr. Bodou’s remaining words of caution. Jason walks down the corridor greeting and thanking anyone who may have taken care of him during his brief residency. Winded from the short walk, aided by an energy level well below normal, Jason rests his weary body against a wall. He uses the water fountain next to the elevator to take the medicine. He waits in serious discomfort for the elevator to arrive.

Jason enters the cemetery groggy, but mildly pain-free from the medicine he’d taken earlier. A small crowd consisting of mostly police officers surrounds Sasha’s gravesite. The minister dressed in a long black robe is concluding a passage from the Bible. He closes the Bible, and he positions his hands crossed in front of him and allows the gathering to recognize his queue. All heads bow.

Jason approaches from behind and takes a place next to the minister. His mind blackens with dark clouds at the sight of Sasha’s coffin. He falls to his knees in silent prayer and diverts the attention of the small congregation to him. Captain North attempts to bring him to his feet, but Jason refuses without uttering a single word or taking his eyes away from the coffin. Instantly, as Captain North’s hand touches Jason’s back he knows it is a wasted effort. Jason continues praying until his emotions transform into a silent weeping. Tears fall from his chin for several minutes before he mumbles something vaguely heard by Captain North’s ears.

“No more,” Jason says sorrowfully.

“What was that?” Captain North questions.

“I said, no more.”

“No more what?”

“Love, never again.”

“You’re upset, your pain and grief makes you say this. Take some…”

“Yes, I am,” Jason interrupts. “That’s why I mean what I say.”

“You are trained to handle death.”

“True, but no training in the world can prepare you for a tragic incident when it hits this close to home. I happened to love this woman. She exposed feelings that were concealed in me for a long time. I never thought I’d love this way again.”

“You will, again, in time.”

“No…never like this.”

Jason finally stands and the coffin is lowered.

Simultaneously as the coffin descends, Jason feels his inner being changing. His heart was opened by love but now is hardened by life, closing with every breath he takes. It hires a mason; soon he feels little people inside of him building walls many feet high around all organs that allow him to care. The process places his feelings in hibernation, confined in their own solitude…afraid, afraid to mend and give love another try.

That’s twice, his mind thinks. Activating signals that change his mental structure in ways he never thought possible. He stares at the dirt as it is shoveled into the grave. The sound of the loose gravel dancing across the structure of the coffin somehow triggers his memories.

Each time a shovel full of dirt hits the coffin, a shared moment with Sasha dances across his blank eyes, losing him to thoughts of her.

“Jason,” Captain North says. “Jason,” he says while shaking his shoulder. “When this is over, I order you to go home and get plenty of rest. Take some time to pull your emotions together.”

“I don’t need time. I need to keep myself occupied. Therefore, I’ll see you tomorrow at the station.”

“That’s too soon and you know it.”

“I know me so much better than you…working tomorrow will be good for me.”

“How are your wounds?”

“My heart will mend.”

“No, your gunshot wounds.”

“Nothing I can’t handle.”

“Do yourself a great favor and come down off of your high horse. Accept that you’re human. A body needs time to heal. Your body, believe it or not, is included in that.”

“I don’t need to be idle. I can’t have a devil’s work place. Not now, especially now,” a saddened Jason continues.

“Okay, okay,” Captain North says in frustration, “you don’t have to take a forced absence, but I don’t want to see you before Thursday.”

“But…”

“Not before Thursday and that’s an order,” Captain North states firmly.

“What’s special about Thursday?”

“Thursday is when you’ll be recognized for your outstanding efforts.”

“I don’t need an award ceremony for doing my job.”

“It’s settled already. The Mayor is making a big commotion over you ridding the city of the serial rapist.”

“It’s a good thing I’m out of the hospital,” Jason replies in a tone that is nearly disrespectful to his superior.

“I know, knowing him, it would happen anyway. It’s political, good for his image since he’s thrown his hat in the upcoming gubernatorial race.”

“I don’t want a ceremony or to be used like a pawn.”

“Enough talk, just be at the fairgrounds Thursday afternoon at three-thirty p.m. sharp.”

“Maybe,” Jason replies while shaking his head.

“Be there and be on time,” Captain North directs.

“Jason,” an officer replies, “I’m very sorry for your loss. I truly know that this is a bad time to mention this but…here are Sasha’s things from the hospital. If you don’t want them, I will have them put in the evidence room.”

“No,” Jason replies as he takes the small box, “I’ll take them.”

The minister delivers his closing remarks over Sasha’s grave. Afterwards, they all join in a silent prayer. Jason receives several condolences from the attendees and is soon left standing alone over Sasha’s grave. He sits in the grass and talks to her for hours, reminiscing on the wonderful times they shared. Smiling, laughing loudly occasionally, and knowing that she’s sharing the same special moment with him. He recalls the knock-knock jokes she favored, how her wit and charm warmed him.

The setting sunrays bathe the clouds, tainting them the customary shades of orange before darkness approaches. Without an additional thought, Jason stands quickly, brushes himself off and sets his sights for home. However, that feeling really doesn’t reach his feet. They become stationary, stuck and embedded in the ground. Jason’s only recourse is to shower himself in the oncoming darkness and let his mind take him where it deems necessary.

Thinking back to the many adventures they shared, he clearly remembers a gorgeous day some time ago when he picked Sasha up from her home late one afternoon. Their encounter destined for the seclusion of a place called Three Pond Park.

It is a huge park containing acres of trees and wildlife of all sorts. It derives its name from the three manmade ponds developed within its boundaries. Jason parks his car a few yards from the water’s edge of one of the massive ponds. They step out onto thick, plush, freshly cut grass. Its aroma cleanses the air. Sasha lays down a queen-sized quilt for their use. On one end she empties the picnic basket containing two crystal glasses, a bottle of moderately priced red wine, cold cuts with all the trimmings, and dessert. On the other end, Jason places cheese, grapes, and a portable CD player with soft romantic music leaving its speaker. He sits, Sasha joins him and they both watch nature in its usual state. A pleasant breeze warms their bodies while sounds of jumping fish invade their ears.

Ducks, geese, and other birds float in the pond. Some venture closer with hopes of finding food. All is perfect.

Jason glances toward the other end of the blanket and snickers at the birds waddling.

“What’s that thing down there with the long neck?” Jason asks.

“Which one? They’re all ducks of some sort.”

“With a cork?”

“Oh that.” She smiles. “I remembered your story about the champagne, so I brought something alcoholic.”

“It is fine of you to remember that alcohol makes me horny.”

“Will you join me in a glass?”

“Okay, you get in first,” Jason jokes.

“Would you like a glass of wine? Fool.”

“You’re asking for trouble.”

“I’ll take any trouble you dish out,” she says before leaning him back and giving him a passionate kiss.

Jason submits to her dominance, enjoying her actions.

“We’d better stop,” Jason urges, “before the birds eat our food.”

They quickly prepare and devour their mini-meal while the multicolored sunset adds more ambiance to their romantic picnic. Sasha lies with her head in his lap, gazing into his dark brown eyes while Jason gently strokes her face. His fingertips are awed by her softness.

“I think you’re feeling the effects of the wine now,” Sasha says, smiling.

“No, I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.” Jason pauses. “Why?”

“Your friend is poking me in the back of my head.”

“Really, I hadn’t noticed.”

“I guess I’m lucky we’re not at home.”

“Wrong.”

Jason excuses himself, opens the car’s trunk and pulls out something reminiscent of a huge umbrella with Sasha watching his every move. He stands in the middle of the quilt and opens the oversized contraption into a huge dome with dimensions of approximately six feet long in diameter and four feet in height. Parachute material covers the aluminum supports and a zipper runs from the center of the dome down to an edge. Sasha watches Jason conceal himself inside of the dome followed by the sight of the zipper going up and Jason crawls out.

“Ta ta!” Jason boasts. “Instant shelter.”

“This is not your home.”

“It’s my tent, right?”

“Yep.”

“Then it’s my home.”

“What if someone comes?”

“You mean…before you do?” Jason jokes.

“No, Jason!” Sasha glances in awe. “You know what I mean.”

“The thrill of getting caught doesn’t excite you?”

“Yes, most definitely.”

“Ah, the freak in you is coming out, isn’t it?”

Sasha splashes a devilish smile.

“That’s good enough…let’s party,” Jason suggests.

Jason grabs her hand, falls to his knees and crawls into the instant sanctuary. Sasha crawls inside leery of making a spectacle of herself, but the eagerness for a little romance quickly devours those feelings. The zipper comes down; moments later heavy breathing escapes from inside. The heavy breathing transforms into more passionate moans causing their temperature to rise to the point where tiny sweat lines roll off them wetting the quilt. She moans louder while Jason’s eyes roll back into his head as they both near their climax.

Many birds leave the water to investigate the sensuous sounds from within the tent. Some devour food scraps; others circle the tent like an Indian tribe about to attack a wagon train. Sasha’s moans become uncontrollable; her body trembles, recklessly responding to Jason’s movements. Her passionate cry is exerted loudly, seemingly triggering a more subdued moan from Jason. His tense muscles indicate to Sasha that he followed immediately behind her. The birds, frightened by the loud scream of passion, fly away and unknowingly provide their own form of approval as their flapping wings create an unusual method of applause. Soon the only sound they hear is the clap of human hands given by a park policeman.

Jason and Sasha scramble to get their clothes back on. In a short time, Jason’s head peeks from inside; his hair is massaged all over his head.

“Hi, officer,” Jason says, smiling.

“Jason,” he says. “I should’ve known it was you when I saw the BMER. Get your butt out of here before someone comes along that doesn’t know you.”

“I knew that this was your day for this area.”

“Just leave before you cause me trouble,” the officer responds while shaking his head in disbelief.

“You got it, Cliff.”

Jason leaves the tent proud of their experience while Sasha looks around embarrassed that they are caught. They pack their belongings and depart with silly grins plastered across their faces.

Jason returns from the dream state wearing the same silly grin. He searches for the proper words to end his stay but only finds the ones that were important to her when she was living. His heart flutters with every passing beat, filling his eyes with tears as he turns to walk away seemingly ashamed to let her see him in his emotional state.

“I love you,” his heart pours. “I really do. My actions from this point may not prove that to you or anyone else but, hopefully, you will understand that they are being done because…I love you.”

As Jason returns to his car, thoughts of Sasha seem to blanket him, diverting his mind to the thing that helped him solve the murderer-rapist case: Sasha’s journals. He wants all of them, not just the one that contains information that helped him because he knows they were Sasha’s prized possessions. He is fully aware that she wrote intimately, passionately, and that she poured her soul into each letter, each syllable, every written word that the pages contained. Somehow, having them in his possession will keep her near and have her remain forever close to him. After all, something is telling him that Sasha wanted him to have them. It pains him to think that they would be discarded like common trash by whoever cleaned her condo.

Without consciously being aware of his driving activities, Jason finds himself sitting in Sasha’s condo’s parking lot, hoping he’s not too late. He uses Sasha’s key from her belongings to enter the condo and a welcoming feeling warms him. Jason takes a moment to bathe in the sensation before retrieving the journals from the bedroom, then exits her place with an eerie feeling that this will not be the last time he feels her presence.








TWO



A couple of days pass. Jason has hibernated in his home since the funeral. As a result, dishes are piled in the sink and clothes are laying all over the house. This neat, organized person has temporarily abandoned his daily principles and become what many would consider a slob. The only thing he’s done constructively, despite medical advice is work on his body with a weight set in his basement. He has concentrated mostly on his legs and stomach and used lighter weights to tone his damaged chest.

Jason’s psyche seems to tell him that his mourning period has ended. Therefore, in an effort to get back to the norm, Jason shaves, showers, and sports one of his finest suits before venturing into the city for a change of scenery. Riding down the main thoroughfare, the growl of his stomach taints the soothing jazz playing on the radio.

Not willing to relive the last week or so with his friends at his usual restaurant, he makes an unexpected turn away from breakfast food. He finds himself at the valet parking of La Magnifique, a French restaurant known for its crepes, wines, and other fine authentic foods.

You enter the restaurant through etched-glass doors. The walls are painted baby blue with navy-blue, hand-carved chair railings. The woodwork and window frames are of matching color. A flowery mixture of baby and navy blue along with beige separate the walls from the cathedral ceiling. The table settings are romantic. A long stick candle with a dim flame burns on each table, not to be overshadowed by the huge crystal chandelier that hangs from the ceiling. Carmen, a charming young woman with dark brown eyes, seats Jason. She has thick black eyebrows and a head of matching hair color pulled back into a long braid hanging down her back.

“What do you suggest?” asks Jason.

“Depends, what you are in the mood for…seafood?”

“Tempt me.”

“The chef’s specialty is a seafood crepe topped with a creamy cheese sauce hiding a hint of burgundy wine.”

“That sounds delicious.”

“Would you like a cocktail before dinner?”

“Yes, make it leaded.”

“Huh?” she says while raising an eyebrow. “Make what leaded?”

“Coffee, caffeinated.”

“And the decaffeinated is unleaded?” she asks, trying to follow the strange dialogue.

“Correct.”

“I’ll admit that it is an unusual way to refer to coffee,” Carmen confesses. “I’ll return in a moment.”

“Which way is the restroom?”

“Follow me and you will walk right past it.”

Jason follows a couple of strides behind her. When he returns to his table, a hot steaming cup of coffee awaits him; its aroma can be enjoyed from a distance. Oddly enough, across from his coffee sits a woman of more than average height on a small frame. Her hair is pinned on top of her head with the front pulled down and teased covering most of her forehead. Her features are strong: a squared chin, high cheekbones, pointy nose and a long neck of tanned color. As Jason gets closer, he notices her most outstanding feature: her seemingly black eyes.

“Excuse me,” Jason says, “I’ve not dined here before so I may have lost my bearing, but, isn’t this my coffee?”

“Yes.”

After sitting, he asks, “Do you come with the meal?”

“Not exactly…I’ll leave if you’d prefer.”

“No, you’re here now. However, I’m curious as to why?”

“I came in after you; you look gentlemanly and quite frankly, I can use some company.”

“Deja vu, this type of thing seems to follow me wherever I go.”

“So, this has happened to you before?”

“Sometime ago.”

“Forgive me, I’ll leave. Sorry to intrude.”

“Your intrusion is welcomed. Even your boldness.”

“You like bold women?”

“At times, and you?”

“Bold women do nothing for me,” she jokes.

“A sense of humor, good.”

“However, bold men ruffle my feathers.”

“That can be taken as a positive or negative.”

“Positive…definitely positive.”

“What’s your name?”

“Is that important?”

“It can be; I don’t want to be addressing a lunatic.”

“You can tell this from a name?”

“Okay, what do you do?”

“Occupation, hmm…next is what do I drive?”

“Are you normally this evasive?”

“Normally, I don’t greet men I don’t know; besides, those questions aren’t necessary. We can enjoy each other’s company without the privilege of a history lesson. So,” she ponders, “what do we talk about next?”

“Let’s talk about that wedding ring you’re wearing.”

“If it meant anything, I wouldn’t be sitting here so pay it no attention.”

“It means enough for you to wear it.”

“It’s all about imagery. On paper, I’m married. My emotions are not. My husband has no time for me.”

“I’ve heard that a time or two.”

“You married?”

“Divorced,” Jason pauses, “Widowed…something like that.”

“Which one is it?”

“With the recentness of it, it’s too emotional to get into right now.”

“Sorry, I’m not trying to pry.”

“Don’t be; I’ve recently regained my mental and I would like to keep it that way for a while.”

“I’ve a feeling I’ll be divorced soon. I’m not going to put up with his…why are you staring at me?”

Jason says nothing while staring deeply into her dark mysterious eyes, silenced by the ache for passion they reveal.

“Talk to me,” she states, intrigued by Jason’s glaring.

“You’re beautiful.”

“You’re staring at me because you think I’m beautiful?”

“Precisely.”

“That’s the first compliment I’ve had in years; too bad it didn’t come from my husband.”

“Is that any relation to, behind every successful man is a woman; far too often, it isn’t his wife?”

“There’s a lot of truth to that.” She nods. “You’re quite handsome yourself.”

“Thanks.”

“Stop it,” she demands, “you’re making me nervous.”

“I’m just trying to discover the true reason you’re sitting here.”

“Must there be an ulterior motive?”

“There must be. Simply by the way you’re dressed, I can tell that you are no ordinary person.”

“How can you be so sure or,” she ponders, “are you sure of yourself?”

“Both.”

“Is this where you become bold?”

“You call it boldness; I call it being a realist. Before I’d sit here and wonder how it would be to take you to bed, but a few days ago I changed.”

“Something to do with being divorced and widowed at the same time?”

“Yes.”

“And now?”

“I’m sure you are aware that I’ve already compromised my position.”

“Meaning?”

“By the simple nature of entertaining thoughts of having you physically.”

“Surely, you can be more direct,” she states, willing to see how far Jason will go.

“Cut to the chase.”

“Please.”

“Now, I simply ask, would you like to be fucked crazy?”

Her eyes widen as she stumbles for a response. “Is this a question or part of your sentence?”

“You answer that.”

The waitress places Jason’s food on the table and asks, “Miss, would you like anything?”

“Yes, I’ll have what he’s having.”

“Leaded also?”

“What?” she asks, not understanding the question.

“Coffee, too? I assumed that since you’re sitting here, that you were versed in his dialect.”

She flashes Jason a puzzled look before replying, “No, bring me a rye and ginger, please.”

“Right away, Ma’am,” she replies before leaving.

“What was that all about?”

Jason shrugs his shoulders. “It’s not important at all. Shall I wait for your food?”

“No, by all means, eat before it gets cold.”

“Excuse me while I dance,” he states before bowing his head to recite a silent prayer.

As Jason consumes his food, she thinks back to his question and a horny feeling overwhelms her. Her nipples become erect and broadcast through her blouse, sending tingles wildly down her spine as she begins to gaze at him.

“Now, who’s staring?”

“Uncomfortable?” she says while biting her finger, very much turned on by her new acquaintance.

“Is that seductive gesture a yes to my question?”

Her food is placed on the table; very few words are spoken while they watch one another with anticipation—intrigued with what the evening might bring.

“Where and when?” she states unexpectedly.

“Now,” Jason replies. “There are a number of places within walking distance from here.”

“You choose, but before we go, may I ask you a question?”

“Shoot.”

“Is there anything I should know?”

“Be prepared for the ride of your life.”

“No, the word nowadays is safe sex. That’s what we’d be having, correct?”

“Correct.”

“You feel that the question is unwarranted?”

“Kinda, how do you know I’m not lying?”

“The windows of your soul…” As an afterthought, she replies, “I think it’s best if we leave the city. The outskirts will be more relaxing for me.”

“There’s a Kings Inn at the city limits.”

“I’ve seen it.”

“Meet me there.”

“I’ll be right behind you.”

After a small debate that Jason wins, he pays for their meals. They hurriedly retrieve their cars from the valet and depart in separate directions. She rides to the destination eager, longing to be touched again but unsure of the consequences that may follow.

Jason rides to their destination in awe. He is surprised that the recent change within himself allows him to pick up a perfect stranger. He’s unsure of the outcome of their encounter. Nevertheless, he quickly gets a room and stands inside leaning against the door waiting for sounds of the mysterious woman. Seconds later, he opens the door to the cry of the woman’s knock.

“Well, here we are,” she responds after entering the room.

“We’re here.”

“Look at this room…”

“Suite,” Jason corrects.

“Suite, it’s large, plush and expensive-looking.”

“Don’t worry about the cost.”

“What now?”

“A little conversation.”

“Talking? Will that set us in the proper mood?”

“It will relax me.”

“Your actions don’t fit your boldness at the restaurant.”

“I’ve never done this before.”

“It’s beginning to show.”

They engage in meaningless talk for several minutes before she smoothly attempts to unbutton Jason’s shirt.

“Wait a minute,” he says.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I just want to see you do what you’re trying to do to me.”

“Undress myself?”

“Yes.”

“Let’s do it together.”

“Agreed.”

They stand on opposite sides of the bed and have a silent count-off. The woman unfastens a button. Jason duplicates her action. They follow this routine until their tops hang open, revealing part of her bra and Jason’s hairy chest.

“Muscles,” she replies. “Impressive.”

“Thanks, but my upper body has been ruined.”

“How so?”

“You’ll see when I completely remove my shirt. I’ve a permanent wound, a result of being a victim of revenge.”

“What?”

“Let’s save that conversation for a time when we are not about to get our freak on,” Jason suggests, smiling.

“That’s fine by me.”

She removes her blouse, and Jason stares at her nicely shaped breasts covered by a lace bra. She reaches behind her back and unfastens the hooks. Slowly she removes the bra, teasing and tantalizing him with every action. As the bra hits the floor, the light from her high beams is blinding to Jason, indicating that she is already aroused or very cold. The sound of her skirt’s zipper overtakes the room’s silence. In one motion, she lowers her skirt and pantyhose to her ankles. She sits on the bed long enough to remove her pumps and free her ankles of the hindering clothing. Quickly, she crawls between the sheets and rests her back against the headboard.

“Now,” she says. “I get to watch you.”

“You slick devil.”

“I can be at times.”

Jason crawls across the bed in search of the miniature radio located on the nightstand and flips to a station whose musical format is slow romantic songs.

“That will do it,” he says.

“Do what?”

Without saying a word, he crawls back across the bed, deliberately brushing her breast as he stands.

“Clever,” she says.

“At times,” he returns with a devilish grin.

She only smiles.

“Come here, closer…about this close,” she directs while placing her index finger on her lips.

Jason sits on the bed and leans toward her, gazing into her eyes, anticipating the closeness he’s craving. Their lips meet; the softness each of them feels sends warm rays through their bodies. He kisses her lips gently, teasing and caressing them with his tongue but not parting them.

“You shouldn’t do that,” she suggests.

“I know…I should do it like this.”

He brings his lips to hers and slowly part their lips. The kiss is hard, passionate…hungry.

“Uh,” Jason grunts, breaking their embrace.

“What’s wrong?”

“This is a good song.”

“Good song, what?” she replies baffled.

Jason stands and his feet begin to work. Smoothly, he glides in the limited space, dancing to the song. Imitating a male stripper, he makes an effortless transition of removing his shirt. His muscular chest conveys balance as he flexes, boasting his chiseled physique. Even with his injured shoulder, his build awes her. Jason begins by making slow seductive circles with his hips, gyrating in the open air while pretending to have an imaginary partner. He steps out of his shoes, dancing, alluring her more with every move. He runs his hands firmly down his chest with her eyes following the trail to his belt. The sexy facial expression Jason delivers is captivating, inviting, and warming to her sensual parts. He tackles his belt with an effortless movement making her mouth open, watering in anticipation. His pants are lowered simultaneously with a waving motion from his hips to his knees. Suavely he sits on the bed, winks and kisses her while he removes his pants from his ankles without her really noticing the action.

With each passing moment her body temperature rises, dictated by an ever-increasing desire for Jason. He stands; his nude frame has her caught in the moment of her private show. It doesn’t take long for her to realize her womanhood is soaked. Jason climbs between the sheets and softly caresses her breast. He wraps his strong arms around her and gently walks his fingers down her spine playing each vertebra like a piano key.

“I can’t wait any longer,” she cries desperately. “I want to feel you inside of me.”

Jason continues his foreplay as she submits freely to what seems like a thousand hands.

“I need you,” she pleads. “Please don’t make me wait.”

Listening to the woman’s woes, her cries for passion, it is all too obvious that her words lack an ingredient, which is important to Jason: conviction.

“I’ll give you what you need,” Jason replies before lying beside her.

He positions her head on his chest and gives her a tight securing hug. Seconds later, he feels his skin being moistened by her falling tears. He strokes her head gently. Soon the tears dry and her breathing thickens. They sleep.

Later in the wee hours of the morning, she wakes Jason by her soft lips kissing one of his nipples. Jason kisses the top of her head while giving her another strong hug.

“I adore your firm embraces,” she moans with approval.

“It’s the only way to do it.”

“Why?”

“Why do I hug this way or why didn’t I finish with you?”

“The second question.”

“Did I not give you what you needed?”

“Yes, but how could you have possibly known?”

“Just something I sensed.”

“You’re right, having sex wasn’t important as the affection I needed. Thank you.”

“No thanks necessary.”

“Really, it is. You showed me respect and at the same time made me feel whole…special…attractive, all of that. I feel like a woman again; that’s why I cried.”

“Truly, there is no need to explain.”

“And now?”

“Now, you should go home. It’s very late; your husband will be waiting.”

“What about the ride of my life?”

“It will happen when fate says so.”

“I feel awful. You saw right through me; that’s why you didn’t continue.”

“Don’t feel bad; I believe I helped you more this way.”

“What about this expensive room?”

“No biggie.”

“You’re a generous man.”

“Don’t get me wrong. If fate presents us a next time, you will most likely not be so lucky.”

“How can there be a next time? We don’t know each other’s name.”

“You’d be surprised how uncanny fate is. However, just in case, how often do you eat at La Magnifique?”

“Once a week.”

“That’s a possibility.”

“I’m feeling better now. You’re sure you don’t want to do what we came here for?”

“Tempting, but I’ll take my chances. You have nice curves; everything is proportional.”

“What is it then?”

“Timing, let’s wait. We both need clearer thoughts.”

“What’s bothering you?”

“My fiancée recently passed.”

“Fiancée, widowed and divorced. It must’ve been a mess.”

“Emotionally, I need more time to recover.”

“Sorry.”

“You didn’t know.”

“Enough said. I understand now.”

“Come here.”

Jason hugs her tightly.

“This is nice,” she says, moaning with approval.

“The moment feels good.”

“The moment?”

“Yes, we live many years but only one moment at a time.”

“Are you always analytical?”

“It is a habit.”

After putting her clothes back on, she reaches into her purse, grabs a comb and dashes into the bathroom. A short while later she reappears as luscious as she did when they met.

“I must get going now. I don’t want to be much later than it already is.”

“I know what you’re about to say,” Jason suggests, “nice meeting you.”

“Next time.”

“Wait,” Jason responds as she reaches for the doorknob.

It is expected, anticipated without a doubt. Jason’s last words, his eleventh-hour plea for her body is lingering in the air. She is ready, wanting, and hungering for him even as time is her enemy. She leans against the door expecting a few words from Jason. Instead he climbs out of bed toward her. His private part is swinging, inviting her, stimulating her already enhanced mood. She tries not to stare, but her eyes widen as she’s drawn into a trance of his nakedness.

“I forgot something,” he says before embracing her and gives her a deep passionate kiss that seems to entice them to lose all touch with reality.

She pushes him away. “I’m so wet.”

“I’m sure you are.”

“You’re cocky, too.”

“He is, isn’t he?” Jason replies while pressing his hardened member against her.

“I’d better leave before I lose all control and attack you.”

“That would take some time.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Stay until morning. I have nothing better to do.”

“I see…well, enjoy yourself,” she states as she strokes his hardened member.

She leaves abruptly—seemingly unfitting for what they almost shared. Moments later, in the room’s solitude, all is quiet. He lies, content that he did the best thing for the mysterious woman, yet in the back of his mind, pictures of her naked body dance vividly in his thoughts. He ponders how a woman so gorgeous and seemingly educated, can be trapped in a relationship with no ending? Soon, he starts to fade as slumber relaxes him, drifting down a peaceful river until he hears the mating rituals of a couple in the next room.

“Oh boy,” he sighs before covering his head with a pillow.








THREE



“How much money do you think we’ll make tonight?” asks Reggie.

“Make, you sound as if we’re going to a job, but there’s no telling how much. If this works, we’ll round up our most trusted partners and venture citywide. We could be overnight sensations,” he boasts.

William “Sly” Butler, a street-educated scholar with a survival degree derived from the school of hard knocks, speaks these words. He is of average height and build with a smooth face. A fast-talker gifted with gab. When he talks, people follow. Persuasion comes easy for him. Public education failed him, however, judging from the amount of money concealed in his pocket, something big is working well for him.

Unlike Sly, Reggie is a spoiled upper-middle class tyrant. Twelve years of schooling and a taste of college hasn’t swayed his desire to obtain things without effort. Fast and easy—that’s the way he likes to get his money. His well-to-do parents hindered his quest for success by trying to make him happy and failing to instill the meaning of a hard-earned dollar.

“Are you ready for this?” asks Sly.

“I was born ready.”

“Packing?”

“Guns, you didn’t say anything about guns.”

“Be real, man. How do you expect to get our fucking point across?”

“But…”

“Oh I see, we’re supposed to politely ask for their money,” rages Sly. ‘Excuse me, may I pretty please have your money,’ Sly sarcastically remarks. “Remember, people are afraid of death; guns represent death.”

“Give it to me but I’m not doing any shooting.”

“Whatever. Take this one,” he says, tossing the revolver at Reggie.

“Is it loaded?”

“Yep, the safety’s on.”

“Let’s do this.”

“That’s the spirit.”

Moments later, they conceal themselves in the darkest shadows of a bank parking lot, waiting for their first victim of the night. The wait is tedious and Reggie grows impatient.

“Sly?” Reggie whispers. “Sly?”

“Why the fuck are you whispering? No one is here.”

“I gotta go.”

“Go where?”

“Piss…real bad.”

“Why didn’t you go before we left?”

“I didn’t have to go then.”

“Just make it fast.”

“Where?”

“For Christ’s sake, man,” Sly yells. “Must I tell you everything? You want me to hold the fucking thing for you, too?”

“The hell with you, I’ll be right back.”

Soon after Reggie relieves himself, a white Camaro pulls into the parking lot. The headlights darken and the driver’s side door swiftly opens. A pair of two-inch-heeled shoes, supporting luscious legs, sound on the pavement. Nice curves and other bodily dimensions complete a woman’s frame. With bankcard in hand, she dashes to the ATM, punches a secret code, followed by other numbers and like magic, crisp dollar bills appear. She removes the money, card, and receipt. Seconds later, she has the car door opened two inches when Sly’s body suddenly plunges into it. The handle is snatched out of her hand, slamming the door shut. She jumps back startled, very afraid as her heart starts its own marathon, pounding heavily inside of her chest.

“Boo!” Sly laughs.

The frightened woman is astounded, expressionless, with her heart winning the race.

“I’ll take this,” Reggie demands, as he grabs her things from behind.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she cries with a tremor in her voice.

“Don’t worry, Miss…Miss Clemens,” Reggie replies after reading her bankcard. “I don’t think causing you undue harm will be necessary.”

“We can do this calmly,” Sly says while flashing his gun, “or…simply put, your ass can die here and now. Your cooperation is all we need.”

“What more do you want?” she pleads.

“Money.”

“But…he has my money,” the woman states confused.

Sly cups her chin in one of his hands, turns her head toward him and conjures his next thought.

“Here’s an educated guess; you didn’t withdraw your maximum daily limit. Did you?” he questions while moving her head left to right, answering his own inquiry. “Give me her receipt…hum, you certainly have enough to cover that and more.”

Tears fall from the terrorized woman’s eyes.

“Don’t cry, Babe; I assure you all we want is money,” he says before snapping his fingers. “Card, please.”

Reggie hands him the bankcard and after a quick glance, he gets excited.

“What’s going on?” Reggie asks. “Why the sudden grin?”

“How much money did she get out of the machine?”

“Six fresh smelling twenties,” Reggie replies while literally sniffing the bills.

“Well then, luck has blessed us with a few hundred more dollars.”

“How so?”

“This is one of those Checkcards. A gold one…”

“I can withdraw a maximum of six hundred dollars a day,” the woman intrudes, trying to help her cause.

“Exactly,” Sly responds. “Now, let’s get the remaining five hundred, well, four hundred and eighty dollars to be exact so that everyone can leave on their own accord. Catch my drift?” He frowns his brows for more effect.
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