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Hostages at the Kitchen Table


By Corie L. Calcutt




Chapter 1


“Hey, how do you like your eggs?”


Kyle Jamison blinked a little, not daring to move much in his seat.


“Kid, the man asked you a simple question,” a sharp voice barked. “How do you like your eggs?”


Brown eyes flashed across the table, taking in the sight of his girlfriend Austin’s slack expression and pleading gaze. “Um…over easy?”


“What about you?” a kind voice queried as its owner looked over at the raven-haired woman sitting about three feet from the stove.


Austin’s voice hitched a bit, trying to stay calm. “S-scrambled.”


The tall, stocky man in the kitchen then turned and went to work. Kyle’s stare flickered on either side of the table, where two more men began to devour thick strips of bacon and dunked fresh toast into their egg yolks. “Not bad, Sam,” one of the men called into the small kitchen, complimenting the chef.


“I try,” Sam replied. Soon two more plates appeared on the table, and it was all Kyle and Austin could do to look at them. Whatever appetite the pair had had, it was long gone.


“Go on, eat,” a slender, wiry man said. “He worked hard to make that.”


“I-I’m not very hungry,” Austin stammered, her voice low.


“I said,eat.” The wiry man’s sharp tone left no room for argument.


Unwillingly, Kyle picked up his fork and broke off a section of egg white. He methodically put it in his mouth and chewed, tasting nothing but anger and worry as the bite slipped over his tongue and down his esophagus.


“Well?” Sam asked.


“It’s…it’s good,” Kyle replied, failing to keep the bitterness completely out of his response. His eyes danced over the sight of his late grandfather’s Sig Sauer resting comfortably on the waistband of the man sitting to his right—a short, slightly balding man who calmly ate his meal as though nothing was out of the ordinary.


“Hear that, Al?” Sam chortled. “Still haven’t lost it!”


“Never thought you would, Sam,” the short man said stiffly. “These are pretty decent.”


“Would’ve liked to make waffles, but there’s no iron here….”


The slender man quickly scanned the table. “Eat,” he barked, startling Austin almost out of her seat. Slowly, she speared a bite of egg on her fork, her hands trembling as she did so.


“There. That’s better.” Two more strips of bacon disappeared off the towel-covered platter that Sam had set on top of the kitchen table. “Can’t be letting good food go to waste.”


Kyle nibbled at a section of toast, his mind racing. Food was the last thing he wanted to think about right then. “What…what are you going to do now?” he asked, hoping to get something he could work with out of the men who had taken over his home.


“Settle in a bit. Make ourselves comfortable. Why? There’s nowhere you really need to be, is there?” Al replied.


The young man sank back in his chair. Of all the weeks to take vacation time, he mused, mentally kicking himself as his hands started to comb through his sandy-blond hair. Then again, I didn’t exactly plan for thisto happen…I was planning on a couple of weeks at home with Austin coming in from Bay City for a visit...


Suddenly something clattered onto the table, and all eyes instantly traveled to the source—Austin’s fork, which had slipped out of her trembling hand and onto the porcelain plate. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, her eyes fixed down at her plate. “I-I’m sorry….”


“No need to be scared,” Sam said kindly. “Long as you be good, ain’t nothing gonna happen to you.” Bright eyes then flickered up towards the slender man that appeared to Kyle to be the leader of the three. “Ain’t that right?”


The man merely nodded his head, a single tip. Austin meekly set the fork down, still shaking. Kyle stood up, wanting to go over to her, but both Al and the slender man rose with him, their expressions almost daring him to take a step.


“Sit down,” the group’s leader ordered.


“Look, she’s scared,” Kyle argued. “If I could just…”


“She’ll be fine. Sit down.”


Across the table, Austin tried fiercely not to cry.


“Hey, shh,” Sam said, placing a hand on the woman’s shoulder. “It’s all right…”


Austin flinched at the touch, shrinking back into her chair as though the man was beating her. “Hey, now, I’m not hurting you,” Sam snapped, his eyes twinkling in anger.


“Please, don’t touch me.”


“You’re gonna have to get used to us being here, girlie,” the group’s leader said briskly. “Cause we’re not leaving for a while.”


Austin stared at Kyle. Kyle looked at Austin. Both were trying bravely not to start anything that might set these men off.


“Take her in the other room, Sam,” Butch said finally. “Al and me need a chat with lover boy here.”


As soon as the words had escaped his lips, Austin panicked.  She bolted up from the long oak table and started towards the front door, but only got about halfway across the small living room before a pair of thick hands grabbed her firmly. “Let goof me!” she screamed, fighting against the man who held her. “Leave me…” Austin’s sentence was lost as Sam’s giant hand planted itself firmly against her mouth, muffling it.


“Woman, don’t make me resort to drastic measures,” the slender man barked, his voice icier than the Arctic in January as he drew close to Austin’s heaving frame. “Now, behave!


Frightened cobalt-blue eyes looked pleadingly at Kyle, who stood mute. Because he was flanked by both Al and the head of the trio, he was powerless to stop Sam from carrying Austin into the bedroom and closing the door behind him. “What’s he going to do to her?” Kyle asked.


“Nothing, if she behaves,” Al said. “Sam’s not that type.”


And that’s supposed to make me feel better, Kyle thought grimly. “What do you want?”


“Right now we’re going to lay low here for a little while,” the slender man said. “So here’s how it goes: if you or your little girlfriend in there does anything—and I mean anything—to tip someone off about us being here, the other one’ll regret it.”


“Hey,” Kyle said, holding his hands away from his chest. “There’s no need to…” The sight of his own pistol wriggling in Al’s hand made him fall instantly silent.


“Kid, I’ve seen enough in life to know someone like you doesn’t usually own a gun. Hell, I bet you can’t shoot the broad side of a barn.”


“Rough neighborhood.”


“Yeah, real rough,” Al chortled. “I saw the size of some of those palaces across the street. How’d you end up with an apartment in this fancy spot?”


“Dumb luck,” Kyle spat. Then he decided to switch tactics. “Look,” the younger man said, trying to stay calm. “Eventually someone’s gonna miss me. I…I have to work…”


“I heard you talkin’ before,” Al said. “Vacation for two weeks. Plenty of time to kill.”


Shit,Kyle thought. Then, swallowing hard, he pointed out, “Why keep us? You know we’re only going to try and escape, or at least try and tell someone….”


“You want your cute little girlfriend to keep breathing, you won’t,” the slender man warned. “A few days, and we’ll be out of your hair. Relax.” To that end, the man settled himself on Kyle’s battered emerald-green couch and flipped on the television, making sure to set the volume at a decent level.


“As for the door, son, I wouldn’t,” Al added. “If I have to, I’ll wire it to blow.”


“Might want to think about doing that, Al,” the leader said. “I dunno…maybe our Valentino here fancies himself a superhero.” Cold, dark eyes glared at Kyle, almost daring him to make a move.


The twenty-five-year-old took stock of his situation. He and Austin were outnumbered, and there wasn’t much hope of overtaking their captors. The young man stared at the phone cradle, his eyes traveling down the stripped and splintered cord that abruptly ended in frayed wire. Kyle leaned against the far wall of the living room, watching helplessly as these unwanted intruders made themselves at home in hishome. Turning abruptly, Kyle headed back towards the bedroom and knocked on the door.


“Yeah?” Sam’s voice called out. In the background, he could hear Austin crying.


“I’m, um, I’m coming in.”


“Butch say you could?”


The sandy-haired man darted a furrowed glance at the man in question, who was busy flipping through the channels in the living room. “Y-yes,” he lied, his voice catching a little. Silence reigned a few seconds before the bedroom door finally opened to admit him.


“Tell her it’s gonna be okay,” Sam said as Kyle entered. “Tell her she doesn’t have to worry.”


Kyle sat down on the bed next to his best girl. “Austin?” he asked gently, trying not to upset her further. “It…it’ll be okay, Austin. I promise.”


“They’re gonna hurt us,” the woman sobbed. “One wrong look, one misstep, and…”


“Shh, shh,” Kyle said, rubbing his hand in circles across Austin’s back. “They can’t gain anything by hurting us, Austin.” He was silently grateful when Sam pulled the bedroom door closed behind him, even though it was cracked slightly. “We’ll figure a way out of this.”


“Beforeor afterthey decide we’re no longer useful?” she cried, pulling her lover into a giant hug.


Kyle kept trying to soothe her while letting his eyes take stock of the bedroom. There was a tiny window that opened on the sides, but it wasn’t large enough to crawl through without disabling the window itself—and that effort was noisy at best. Kyle’s clothes hung limply in the oversized closet, and there were no loose papers of any kind lying around to write on. His computer desk was in the living room, along with the nearly empty ream of printer paper—not that it mattered, considering the men who had invaded his home had smashed the wireless router into a hundred pieces and cut the DSL line. As Kyle absently reached for his cell phone, he remembered that it had shared the same fate as the router had.


Just then the door flew open, startling the couple as they took in the sight of a seething Butch. “You leave this door open, you hear me?!”


“Yes,” Kyle said, his eyes wide, just as Austin managed to choke out an “okay.” The sight of the Glock waving in the man’s hand kept their attention. “Don’t need you two tryin’ to get cute,” the man spat, storming back into the living room.


“What are we going to do?” Austin wondered.


“I don’t know,” Kyle admitted, staring out at the formidable problem that lay in front of them.


The inane blare of the television droned on in the background as Austin finally picked her head up from Kyle’s shoulder. Her face was tear-stained and red, swelled from her crying bout earlier. “What are we going to do?” she whispered again, her eyes belying the fright she tried to smother inside.


Kyle swallowed thickly, shrugging his thin shoulders. “I’m working on it.” He toyed briefly with the idea of grabbing a carving knife from the thick wooden block his brother David had bought for him the Christmas before, when Kyle had moved into the newly renovated eight-unit building that had quickly become home. Though the idea made his heart rise for a second, it sank just as quickly when he realized the futility of it. “They’re armed with pistols, and we’ve only got slingshots.”


“Huh?”


“It’s a figure of speech. Basically, unless we get them away from their guns, we’re screwed.”


“Yeah,” Austin scoffed, brushing away a tear. “Good luck with that.”


“I know.”


“Hey, get out here,” Butch called down the narrow hallway. “I wanna see what you’re up to.”


The couple looked at each other a long second, then rose from the bed. Unwilling feet shuffled down the hall and brought the pair towards the kitchen table, which stood just inches from the start of the living room carpet.


“Have a seat,” the scruffy man said flatly, waving a weathered hand at the wooden chairs as though it were a cross between an order and an invitation. “I don’t want you two alone where no one can see you.”


“We can’t run away,” Kyle tried to point out. “The window in there’s too small to fit through without breaking it into pieces.”


“I don’t care,” Butch snapped, his dark blue eyes sparkling fiercely. “Sit.”


Austin slumped back into the chair she’d occupied at breakfast earlier. Her mass of dark black hair fell over her head as she laid it on the tabletop, trying to hold it together. Kyle’s eyes danced briefly over the doorframe nearby, the only exit into the small semi-private hallway that led to freedom.


“Ah, ah,” Al clucked, watching the younger man’s expression. “Already wired it. That door opens without my permission, and boom!” Al’s calloused hands spread widely out from his balding head, as if to illustrate his point. One of three black bags the men had brought with them lay open, its contents littered in front of the door. Kyle just barely noticed the thin colored wires that ran along the top and left side of the doorframe.


Brilliant, he thought. Now we really are trapped. Kyle then sank into a kitchen chair; the one Al had occupied earlier. Behind them, the television droned on. He combed his thin fingers through Austin’s hair, absently thinking of ways that they could slip a message out through one of the unguarded windows. Soft snores wafted in from the living room, and Kyle glanced over to see Sam sprawled out onto the badly worn plaid-print loveseat near the window, fast asleep.


“I’m hungry,” Austin mumbled. Memories of the half-eaten breakfast flashed vividly before her, and she got up and started rifling through the cupboards.


“The hell are you doin’ in there?” Butch snapped.


“Getting a snack,” Austin called back, her voice timid. “I’m hungry.”


“Had plenty of food at breakfast. Not my fault you didn’t eat it. Sit down.”


Desperate, Austin hastily grabbed the first thing she saw—a chocolate chip granola bar—and devoured half of it in one bite. As footsteps approached the tiny kitchen, she quickly swallowed the other half and tossed the wrapper in the corner over by the scuffed metal toaster.


“Sit your ass back down,” the angry man barked, leveling the barrel of his Glock at her chest. “Now!”


Trembling at the sight of the weapon pointed at her, Austin carefully made her way over to the recently vacated chair and sat back down.


“Either of you get up again without permission and I’ll strap you to the chair myself. Understand?”


Both Kyle and Austin nodded. Staring helplessly at each other, the two settled in for a long wait.




Chapter 2


Seven hours later, Kyle dared to stretch out his limbs. He reached up for the ceiling, pulling his arms as far as they would extend, and then did the same with his legs. A cramp had started to form in his right calf, and he bent over to work out the sore muscle.


“Your legs all stiff?” a voice asked. It was Sam, who was now awake and making his way back into the kitchen. Butch and Al still occupied the living room; Al taking a quick nap and Butch still flipping through channels as though he were looking for something in particular.


“Yeah,” Kyle replied cautiously. Tipping his head toward Butch’s chair, he wondered, “Do you…do you think he’d mind if we just stood up to stretch?”


Sam stood there a moment, looking at the young couple as though they were five-year-old children seeking approval. “Hey,” he called out, “you think these kids could stretch out, Butch?”


A minute passed before the younger man heard, “I suppose. You’re standing right there anyway—just make sure they don’t try anything stupid.”


“Go ahead,” Sam said cordially, as though the apartment were his to offer the invitation. “I’m gonna see about dinner.”


Austin stretched out her toes, slipping off her rubber sandals and pulling a little on her feet to massage a charley horse that had worked up in one of them. “You like to cook?” she asked, hoping to make a little conversation.


“Yeah.Love to cook. Would’ve liked bein’ a real cook, with a white coat an’ all, but…”


“But?” Kyle pressed gently, realizing that if any information were to slip, this man was their best hope.


“But it didn’t work out,” Sam finished hastily, turning back to the refrigerator. It was after a run to the local supermarket that the couple had been intercepted by these men and then taken prisoner in Kyle’s own apartment. “Hmm,” he said. “Pot roast…now that I can work with. Few potatoes, couple a’ carrots, maybe some celery…”


“Sounds good,” Austin replied, her stomach having been growling for the last hour or so. A headache was beginning to form behind her temples, and the thought of food made it even worse. “Oooh,” she said, letting her head fall into her hands.


“What’s wrong, honey?” Sam asked, looking mildly concerned.


“It’s just a headache,” Austin said. “There’s some ibuprofen in the bathroom cabinet—I can just take that…”


“Stay there,” Sam said, his voice insistent. “I’ll get it. Wouldn’t want to have you causin’ trouble, no, we don’t.”


Kyle watched and listened intently as the man spoke. This guy’s a follower, not a leader. He’s always looking to the other two for direction, like…like maybe he’s used to doing what they say. Maybe it’s been like this for a while—a long while, maybe since he was a kid? Kyle studied Sam’s face a little, trying to get a better handle on the man. Jesus, he thought, he can’t be much older than me…can he? He acts a lot younger than about twenty-five or so…like there’s something just a little ‘off’ about him….


Moments later, Sam returned from the bathroom with three small brown pills and a paper cup of water. “Here,” he said quickly. “Can’t have her gettin’ sick.”


Austin took the medicine gratefully, swallowing the pills in one gulp. “M-maybe I could lie down, just for a little while?” she asked, her eyes pleading. “The sleep usually helps.”


“Hey, Butch…”


The lanky man shuffled lazily into the small kitchen, and Sam relayed Austin’s request. Butch thought hard a minute, his dark eyes darting pointed glances at the young woman as though she might try to slit his throat in his sleep.


“Fine,” he said after a minute. “But we’re taking some precautions. Don’t want you getting any ideas.” The man grabbed Austin by the arm, jerking her roughly out of her chair.


“Ow,” she cried, trying to both rub her arm and hold her head. “Please, not so rough.”


“Let’s get one thing straight, girlie,” Butch growled, pulling Austin close to his scruffy face. “I really don’t give a shit about what happens to you or your boyfriend over there, so the more trouble you cause me, the more inclined I am to see how well a new hole in your chest would look. Got me?”
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