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Dear Reader:

Lee Hayes has done a remarkable job, once again, of bringing vivid, powerful characters to life in The Bad Seed. Two powerful novellas will take you, the reader, on a roller-coaster ride that is too invigorating to walk away from until the final line. In “I Guess That’s Why They Call It The Blues,” a young, handsome gold digger is married to a man that he would much rather bury than engage in intimacy with. Ultimately, he discovers that money cannot define happiness in the face of evil. In “Crazy in Love,” a male student becomes infatuated with a teacher and will stop at nothing, even violence, to gain his love in return. The Bad Seed serves as a wakeup call for those who get involved and fall in love too quickly with people that they really do not even know. The storylines are so real that the characters jump off the pages.

Lee Hayes is a wonderful novelist. His previous titles (Passion Marks, A Deeper Blue: Passion Marks 2, The Messiah, and Flesh to Flesh) have established his prolific voice in an industry that tends to be plagued with redundancy. Each work is significant and compelling within itself.

Thanks for giving The Bad Seed support and I am confident that you will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed editing it. Thanks also for supporting the dozens of other authors that I publish under Strebor Books. We truly appreciate the love. For more information on our titles, please visit www.zanestore.com and you can find me on my personal website: www.eroticanoir.com. You can also join my online social network at www.planetzane.org.
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To my father, John Andrew Hayes,
October 18, 1936 – September 30, 2010.
You are missed each day. Rest in Peace.


Dedicated to anyone who has ever been…misunderstood.
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I GUESS THAT’S WHY THEY CALL IT THE BLUES
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CHAPTER 1


East Texas
April 2002

I gritted my teeth and with all the force I could command, I hurled my body into the solid frame of my adolescent lover and sent his body flying off the rooftop. Jabari’s body plunged seven stories and crashed into the jagged rocks that jutted up from the ground like the fangs of an enormous primordial beast.

I heard his body crack on the rough stones below.

Crack.

Crack.

Crack. Crack.

The unmistakable sound of death spun swiftly around my ears, causing me to become disoriented. I was dizzied and dismayed by what I had done. I stumbled clumsily backwards as a flood of emotions swelled within me. I tripped over a rusted pipe that lay diagonally across the commercial rooftop, but regained my balance by anchoring myself against the air conditioning unit that rose from the rooftop.

I shook my head from side to side in wild disbelief and screamed silently into the night; horror stole my voice, but I could not free myself from the sound of his screams and the cracking sound of his body splitting the rocks below. The chilling sound of death would echo in my ears long after this night had passed.

Crack.

Crack.

Crack. Crack.

The breaking sound of Jabari’s body felt sharp and cut into my skin like a scalpel. I doubled over in pain and expelled a hot puff of breath when I felt a splinter of pain in my heart; it was as if my body had been deeply penetrated by one of the pointed stones below. Jabari’s pain was my pain, too, as if we were the Corsican brothers.

I swallowed hard and steeled my disposition. With carefully measured steps, I moved closer to the edge of the building and stopped several feet from the ledge. I tried to propel myself farther, but my feet were held in place by a thousand pounds of guilt… and shame.

Crack.

Crack.

Crack. Crack.

I covered my ears with my hands.

Crack.

Crack.

Crack. Crack.

I could not free myself from the sound. It reminded me of the snapping sound the branches made when a strong summer storm violently tore them from the tree in my front yard and sent them crashing through my bedroom window. This cracking sound was not made by breaking branches, but breaking bones; yet, the sounds of both events were eerily similar.

I stepped closer.

I had to see, even as my heartbeat pounded ferociously in my chest.

I wasn’t sure how I would react to the sight of my dead lover. My mind raced and a litany of unpleasant thoughts threatened to topple me. What would I see when I looked down?

Oh my God! What have I done? Please God, let him be alive.

In spite of my anemic pleading, I already knew the truth. No one could survive that fall. Not even Jabari.

Crack.

Crack.

Crack. Crack.

I teetered and tottered slowly to the edge of the building. My breathing was labored and dug deeply into my chest. In the distance, a thousand points of light punctuated the peaceful sky, in severe contrast to the night’s discord.

When I mustered up the nerve, I peered downward, toward the ground in search of Jabari. Despite the darkness, I could see far better than I had expected. My senses were acute, sharpened by the adrenaline racing through my veins. From atop the building, I could clearly see the labels of broken beer bottles that were strewn across the landscape; an old tire, whose tread was worn and abused, was halfway buried near an old stump. Cigarette butts were so common they looked as if they were sprouting from the ground. The landscape itself was dotted with nappy patches of dry grass, tangled, coarse and uneven.

Then, my eyes locked onto the twisted and mangled body of Jabari. His body was broken in ways I never realized a body could be broken.

Blood flowed from his body, as if he had an endless reservoir of it. I had never seen so much blood; it seeped from the corners of his mouth and flowed from his chest, aided by a crooked piece of wood that shot up through his sternum like a jagged monument to our failed love affair.

In my heightened state of awareness, I could even smell the blood.

A frightening thought assaulted me even more than the sight of the body below—the animals. Out here in the country, they would come to claim what lay beneath me. The creatures that lived in the night would smell the blood and would soon search for its source. I shuddered. It pained me to imagine Jabari’s body being ravaged by some wild thing, torn to pieces in a ravenous display of savagery.

In my heart, I knew that Jabari’s body had already been ravaged by a wild thing.

I continued to eye my dead lover. This was no proper end for our love, with Jabari lying twisted below me. I thought, albeit briefly, about moving the body, but my inclination to do so diminished the more I looked at him. I wouldn’t be able to stomach the stench of death so up close. Even if my thoughts were more sincere, I certainly would fail in my quest to carry the body to hallowed ground; I barely remained in command of my own limbs.

Still, I longed for a final touch from him.

I longed to feel his warmth once more, before his body went cold.

Only days ago, we had been locked in a passionate embrace on this very rooftop, making love like it was our first time. Only days ago, our lips had locked in a fiery kiss that set every cell in my body ablaze. I remembered how my skin sizzled when Jabari grazed his fingers across the arch in my back. Even now, with Jabari splayed unnaturally across the earth below me, I could feel the weight of his body on top of mine, pressing down with perfect force. We panted in a unified rhythm, as our bodies sang together in harmony; that night, I thought our union had been blessed by heaven, instead of cursed by tonight’s hell.

Now, Jabari was dead at my hands.

Crack.

Crack.

Crack. Crack.

I cocked my head to the side and eyed the lifeless body, almost expecting him to rise before my eyes, but Jabari was no Lazarus.

Even from my distance, I could see the pleading in Jabari’s eyes; his eyes were wide, held open by shock. His mouth was agape, as if terror had been ripped from this throat. One of his arms was folded artificially behind his back and his left leg seemed to point in multiple directions at the same time.

Dear God. What have I done?

I wanted to scream, but I could not find my voice; it was lost in the madness of the moment. In the still of the night, I would have settled for any sound, regardless of how infinitesimal. I would have settled for the flutter of insect wings or the annoying blaring of a car horn in the distance; instead, a haunting silence suffocated all sound, locking it inside this awful dread. The silence taunted me, reminding me of death’s finality. As I stood motionless, awash in my worst nightmare, the irony of it all was not lost: I had always known, even from our first kiss, that he and I were destined to say goodbye.

The breathtaking silence stood in measured contradiction to the chorus of chaotic thoughts that powered through my mind.

Flee.

Scream.

Cry.

Call 9-1-1.

Hide any evidence.

Run. Run. Run.

Instead of taking action, I remained motionless, almost catatonic.

My mind wildly spun, replaying the moments leading to this terrible turn of events.
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“Thanks for meeting me,” Jabari said in a voice that struck my ears as unusually rough.

“Hey, baby.” In spite of his lackluster greeting, I was more than happy to see him, even though something was off; I could feel it in the air. An uneasy breeze chilled the air, not enough to cause alarm, but enough to make me take notice of the goosebumps that speckled my bare arms. I was wearing a thin pullover shirt—something I could easily slip in and out of in case things got heated. In spite of the trepidation in my spirit, I had come prepared to light up the night in our usual carnal way.

Earlier, when Jabari phoned and asked me to meet him in our special place, I recognized the uneasiness in his tone, but I didn’t press the issue with him over the phone. Instead, I agreed to meet him and prayed that tonight was not the night I’d been dreading for months.

We named our special meeting place “heaven” because there was no place in the city that we could claim as ours. The isolated and dilapidated building that sat atop Mount Royale, a very large hill overlooking the city, kept a watchful eye over the town below. The building, an old schoolhouse, had been condemned years ago and had been cut off from the world by an intimidating barbed wire fence, but we were able to sneak through a narrow opening near the back. From the rooftop, Jabari had crowned himself emperor and claimed the world below as his kingdom; a kingdom he would lay at my feet.

Looking out, the colorful city lights decorated the horizon and the sound and fury of a world furiously spinning beneath our feet did not register at our height. This was the one place Jabari could be himself without fear of rejection or reprisal. Here, he didn’t have to worry about being an athlete or a favored son; here, he didn’t have to entertain thoughts of going to Harvard or Yale or wherever his father would send him; here, he was a lover—my lover—and that was all that mattered.

Jabari stood on the edge of the building, with his hands in his pockets. He smiled uncomfortably and shifted his weight as I approached.

“What’s wrong?” I moved closer to him and kissed him, but Jabari didn’t kiss me back. His lips were cold and void of passion.

Then, I hugged him.

Jabari’s embrace was empty.

Have I done something wrong? Is he mad at me?

A sick feeling grew in my stomach as Jabari turned away from me.

“It’s a lovely night, isn’t it?” Jabari spoke, but his voice was low.

“Yeah, it is, but what’s going on? Are you okay?” I felt panicked, like I couldn’t catch my breath, but Jabari didn’t respond. I looked at him and his eyes confirmed my greatest fear—this was the end. Our love affair had run its course. Jabari needn’t speak the words for me to know. I realized that when we started this affair that we had an expiration date—Jabari was clear in stating that in the beginning. There would be no happy ending for us, no warm Christmas days with the family or moving into an off-campus apartment together for college. Jabari told me that he could never fall in love with a man and what we had couldn’t last. He said he was experimenting, and despite the fact that he had a girlfriend, he allowed himself this experience to get it out of his system.

But, the last year had been magical. He couldn’t deny that. We loved in ways that resisted definition; in ways that made it difficult for him to shake off. Even as our love grew, I carried worry in my heart; worry, that on a night very much like this night, he’d break my heart.

Jabari turned to face me. “I can’t do this anymore.”

His words felt like hot bullets.

“What are you talking about, baby? Can’t do what?” I knew what he was talking about.

“I’m talking about us—this thing we’re doing. I can’t…anymore.”

“Why? Has something happened?” I stepped closer and he backed away. “I love you. You love me. What’s the problem?”

“The problem is I’m not a fag.” The careless and hateful word leapt from his mouth, but it had undoubtedly been placed there by someone else, probably his father; the same father who demanded perfection, and the same father that I was certain Jabari would spend a lifetime trying to please.

“I’m not a fag either,” I said with some irritation. “I just happen to love you.”

“I’m not like you. I…I don’t want this life. I want a normal life.”

“Normal? What’s normal? Look around you, Jabari. Think about all the people we know who are divorced or alone or miserable and you tell me what normal is. What we have is as normal as anything else.”

“If it was normal, we wouldn’t be sneaking around, meeting on the rooftop of some raggedy-ass building. If it was normal, I’d take you to the prom or home to meet my father, but I can’t, now can I? What we’re doin’ ain’t normal. My family would never accept this in me.”

“Stop worrying about your family and think about us.” The growing desperation in my spirit shook my voice. “We could move…we could run away and be together.”

“And do what, Blues? We’re in high school. We don’t have any money. How would we live?”

“We can get money.”

“How? You gonna rob a bank?” Jabari exhaled in frustration. “Don’t be so fuckin’ naïve.”

I gritted my teeth. I hated when Jabari cussed at me.

“Jabari—”

“Stop saying my fuckin’ name!” For some reason that remained a mystery to me, Jabari started to get angry, as if he was placing the blame of his homosexuality at my feet. Jabari’s face twisted and his voice sounded final, as if there could be no compromise, but I was not ready to let him go. I had to convince him to stay.

“Baby,” I said in a pleading whisper, “please don’t do this. Okay, so we won’t run away. We can keep seeing each other. I don’t care about Nia—you can keep seeing her and I won’t give you shit about it anymore.”

“You don’t get it, do you? This will never work. I don’t want to be like you!” Jabari screamed.

I felt Jabari’s thunder in my chest.

“You don’t want to be like me?”

“You know what I mean.”

“You’re more like me than you want to admit.”

“Fuck you, Blues!”

We stood in silence as seconds stretched into minutes. The empty space between us grew and I struggled to find words to close the gap. The wounded sky, although speckled with flickers of starlight, seemed to feel my pain. I felt small and insignificant, crushed by the weight of Jabari’s pronouncement. The air was still and the night silent; all that could be heard was the breaking of my heart.

Jabari’s decision had stolen my voice. There were so many things I wanted to say, so many things I had rehearsed in case this day ever came, but I couldn’t find the words that I had practiced over and over again. All I could think was don’t leave me, don’t leave me, don’t leave me, don’t leave me…

Suddenly, it became hard to breathe and the world started spinning around me. I doubled over as if I had been hit in the stomach. Such pain was dealt to me by five small words: ‘I can’t do this anymore.’ Everything collapsed around me. My head hurt. My chest hurt. Hell, even my feet hurt. As I looked up into the sky, I saw the stars tilting out of orbit. Any second, one would hit the earth and destroy everything I knew and loved.

“Baby…” I said as I wiped tears away from my face. Jabari looked away again, avoiding eye contact. “Whatever you’re looking for out there, you won’t find. Everything you need, everything you want, and everything that you are is right here with me.” I spoke with outstretched arms as tears streamed down my face. I laid it all on the line.

Finally, Jabari looked at me. I expected some emotional response to my emotional plea, but the expression on Jabari’s face wasn’t love—it was mockery. He looked at me with such disdain, as if I was some rabid stranger on the street begging him for loose change.

That was the moment that everything in me changed.

My tears stopped falling. My heart stopped beating. I stopped breathing.

I looked at Jabari through newly formed eyes. This wasn’t a man that loved me; this was a man that despised me and used me for months to satisfy his temporary pleasure.

His vacant eyes taunted me.

His callous words mocked me.

Five words eviscerated the love we shared and left me a cold, empty shell.

I felt many things in that horrifying moment, but the most pronounced thing I felt was rage. Something inside me broke and the popping sound of whatever it was rang so loudly in my ears that I heard nothing else. I could see Jabari’s lips moving, but the words remained indecipherable through it all. In a quick-fire blind impulse, I lunged at him. I lunged at him with a strength I didn’t realized that I possessed. I sent his body reeling over the edge of the building to the rocky earth below.

As Jabari plummeted to the ground, I heard his screams. I would always hear those screams and the sound of breaking bones.

Crack.

Crack.

Crack. Crack.

That wasn’t the first time I had killed.

I had been born a killer. My father had told me so.

I burst into the world on a sweltering July afternoon, with the merciless force of a pounding sledgehammer.

I tore my mother apart.

I violently pushed my way out of my mother’s belly, using my head like a battering ram. I would not be stopped, but when I was free of her womb, I struggled to breathe on my own. My mother panicked, but before any proactive measure could be taken to save my life, she gasped, stretched out her arms, and drew in her last breath. The moment she drew in her last breath, I drew in my first—a circle of life in the truest sense. She died, never having seen my face.

When she drifted into that eternal night, she released her secret shame; the secret she kept tucked away into the recesses of her mind died with her. No one would ever know that she had been raped and I was the result of that unholy union. My father would never know that his son belonged to another man, a nameless and faceless being who forced himself into his wife on a very ordinary October afternoon.

She had been jogging along a familiar trail when she was snatched and forced deeper into the woods. When it was over, she steeled her disposition, went home, showered and pretended that it had never happened. She pretended that she didn’t wince with pain with each step she took; she pretended that she could no longer feel the stranger’s coarse hands rubbing against her inner thigh or the smell of beer on his hot breath.

Later that night, she cooked her husband’s favorite meal, set the table and stuffed herself into the pantry and cried while the meatloaf baked; her tears were not pretentious. When it was time to eat, she fixed his plate and served it to him, as she usually did. Then, she pretended that she wasn’t feeling well, excused herself, and went to bed early. The pillows muted her sobs and drew in her tears, but the horror did not diminish—even in her dreams.

She pretended for nine months, but she could never forget. Her pregnancy was difficult, full of highs and lows. She alternated between mania and moods so sullen it appeared that someone had stolen her life force. The fire in her belly was constant, never relenting or dulling. When she died, a part of my father died, too. When I was placed in his arms and my father held me for the first time, he looked at the immutable blackness of my sublime skin and my exquisite features. He thought about all the misery this beautiful child had already caused, even before his first breath. He thought about the constant morning sickness and the severe mood swings my mother had faced; he remembered how this child had transformed her into something he hardly recognized. He remembered her constant tears.

This child had given her the blues.

He tried to feel love toward me but, he couldn’t. He simply didn’t feel it. Deep inside his heart, he blamed me for her death.

And so I was aptly named.



CHAPTER 2


Washington, D.C.
Summer 2011

I’m going to kill you, I thought with all the seriousness I could muster as I peered across the table into the aging face of my curmudgeonly husband. I had never had a more sincere thought. I wanted him dead, like yesterday. His beady black eyes, razor-thin mustache, and shiny bald head gave him a macabre appearance, as if he was an over-the-top clichéd villain from some ancient black-and-white movie.

Die, you miserable old bag of bones.

I smiled lovingly at him and sipped champagne while pretending to actually enjoy his company. I had become an expert at pretending and hiding my true intentions in plain sight.

I’m going to bury you and salt the earth so that nothing will ever grow from your wretched remains.

I watched his wrinkled, peanut-colored hand reach for his champagne flute. I hated Robert’s hands because those hands pawed at me daily like he was a wild animal in heat.

Maybe I’ll hack them off with an axe and then slap him across the face with them.

With an almost choking disgust, I watched Robert grab the glass with exaggerated effort. He sometimes feigned feebleness for effect or to make light of our significant age difference, much to my chagrin. I didn’t need a constant reminder that Robert was old. All I had to do was look at his weathered face to see that he was aged.

Robert raised his glass and smiled the way only an old fool would.

A fool and his money would soon part.

“Here’s to you, my love,” Robert said in that sappy tone that I despised. “You are everything an old man could want and more.”

There’s that word again—old.

I offered a tepid smile and raised my glass in mock celebration. While Robert was toasting our relationship, I secretly prayed for death. When the time was right, like a thief in the night, I would strike; or, at least Marquis would.

“Here’s to us, baby,” he said. I tried not to choke on my words. “We need to start thinking about a vacation. Where should we go? Paris? Monaco? Milan? Durban?”

“Robert,” a wispy voice called out from behind us. Before I could fully turn around, the figure had moved closer to the table and was facing Robert with outstretched arms and a wide grin plastered across his plastic face. It was Bernard, one of my least favorite people in the world. “Robert, I’m so happy that you stopped by on a day when we are all celebrating your generosity to our community.”

Robert stood slowly and was pulled into the embrace of this sloppy giant, and they kissed on both cheeks. Bernard’s thick French accent made his sentences choppy and almost unintelligible, not that he was saying anything of any importance. I hated most of Robert’s gay-faced, pompous friends, but I especially loathed this piece of Euro trash. Every time we dined here, Bernard fawned over Robert like he was royalty.

As much as I hated Bernard, I hated this terrible little canteen more. Bernard was the owner and proprietor and it was supposed to be the trendy it spot, but this quaint little cafeteria was nothing more than a cramped box with a few garish velvet curtains strewn about; it looked like it had been decorated by a one-eyed gypsy. For me, the food didn’t fare any better. The overpriced faux French food tasted more like it was out of Paris, Texas, rather than Paris, France; yet, for some reason that remained incomprehensible to me, Robert insisted on coming here and it remained one of his favorite places in the Georgetown area of D.C., in spite of its myriad of shortcomings.

We were celebrating because Robert was featured on the cover of Washington Metro, a local magazine, and had been honored earlier in the day by the mayor at a ceremony because he had donated a million dollars to some shelter for gay homeless teens. Big deal, I thought as the award was being presented. Now, the whole city was acting like Robert’s shit didn’t stink, but I knew better—I knew the real Robert Douglas. It annoyed me that the city was treating him like royalty.

It annoyed me more that Robert spent all that—money that would’ve been mine—for a local headline.

“Where else would I be besides my favorite place in the city? We had to stop by for one of your decadent desserts. Bernard, you remember my husband, Blues.”

“Oh yes,” he said with a hint of shade in his voice, “so nice to see you again.”

“Likewise.” I smiled, picked up my glass and turned so that I could mumble bitch under my breath.

“I am so happy for you. You looked so handsome and debonair on the magazine cover. You are a treasure to the community.”

He’s a treasure alright and I’m ready to bury him.

“I do want I can. There is so much need out there.” Robert’s false modesty sent a wave of nausea to my stomach. He may have had the whole city eating out of the palm of his hands right then, but Robert didn’t give a damn about those kids. What he cared about was money, fame, and his reputation. Every good deed he did was done with a self-serving purpose. I seriously doubted that he had ever done a good deed in his whole life without expecting something in return.

“Well, I’ll let you get back to your dessert,” Bernard said with his back turned toward me. “Order whatever you like. I’ll take care of the bill.”

“Bernard, I couldn’t let you do that.”

“I insist. You’ve done so much, the least I can do is pick up your check,” he replied.

“Well, if you insist,” I inserted. Robert had spent enough money already, and I was not about to let him pay for anything in this place. Bernard smiled delicately at him and flitted away.

“Now, back to us.” Robert picked up his glass again and started babbling about love and happiness, but I tuned most of it out; I simply sipped.

As the cool, bubbly champagne coated my throat, I watched him closely. I prayed that the next bite of food Robert stuffed into his mouth would lodge in his throat and choke him to death—that would at least spare me the process of murdering him. Plus, if he choked to death now, that would remove me from the godawful position of having to sex him when we got back to the mansion. If I had to look at Robert’s flabby, naked ass one more time, I might have vomited.

I watched with keen interest as Robert picked up a chocolate-covered strawberry from the silver serving tray and took a bite.

Choke! Just die, you miserable old bastard! Just die!

I thought that if I prayed hard enough, my wish might come true.

I watched as Robert chewed the strawberry and reached for another without hesitation. Clearly, I wouldn’t get my wish—at least not yet. He was going to die; of that, I was sure.

I took another sip of champagne and tried to mask my disappointment. It was all I could do to prevent myself from grabbing the knife from the tray, jumping across the table, and plunging the cold, hard steel into Robert’s chest. The thought of thrusting the knife into his chest repeatedly made me smile. I reveled at the thought of hearing the gasping sound Robert would make when the blade first dug into his chest. I imagined the look of shock that would consume Robert’s vacant eyes when he saw me above him, bloody knife in my hand. I imagined Robert’s limp body falling to the floor with a great thud. Robert would struggle for his last breath as blood filled his lungs and I would smile.

Reality crept in as I took a deep breath and looked around the restaurant at the perfectly poised patrons. I decided that stabbing Robert in front of a room full of tightly wound, upscale society types wouldn’t be prudent. I wanted him dead, but I certainly wasn’t going to prison for his murder.

“What are you smiling at?” Robert asked in his usual rasping voice that snatched me out of my daydream. Robert leaned in closer and continued speaking before I had a chance to respond. “You ready for tonight? I bought some new toys for us,” he said in a wicked whisper that sent a wave of nausea to my stomach. The grating sound of Robert’s voice felt like sandpaper on my skin. I downed the rest of my champagne like it was a shot of tequila.

I didn’t know how much longer I’d be able to put up with Robert’s clammy hands clawing my body; nor, did I know how much longer I’d be able to indulge Robert’s silly fantasies of school boys and priests. If I had to wear one more costume, thong, pair of ass-out pants, or leather straps with protruding metal parts across my chest, I was likely to suffocate him in his sleep. In spite of his seemingly frail demeanor, for an old man, Robert was cockstrong and his penchant for the perverse bordered on pornographic.

“Baby, you will excuse me, won’t you?” I pushed away from the table. I had to get away; get some air.

“Where are you going?”

Why is this fool questioning me?

“I have to pee. Is that alright with you?” My tone was stronger than I intended. For a brief second, I could see shock brush across Robert’s face—he wasn’t used to people speaking to him like that. Then, his shock gave way to something else.

“Can I watch?” he asked with a licentious smile. He then started laughing, which morphed into a hacking smoker’s cough that almost sent him hurling to the floor. I dropped my napkin into my chair and walked away in a huff. I didn’t even wait for Robert’s cough to dissipate. I dashed away without looking back, even as I heard his cough digging deeply into his chest.

Just die.

As I walked down the hallway and turned the corner, I slipped outside of the restaurant instead of going to the restroom. I walked a few steps and took a turn around the building to the side parking lot. The lot was full of parked expensive foreign vehicles, and a few cars were lined up waiting for the owners to give their keys to the valet attendant.

I pulled my cell phone out of my pocket, scrolled through to find the entries, and dialed Nigel’s number, which I stored under the name Jill, in case Robert felt the need to peruse the contacts in my phone. It rang a few times before he answered.

“Wassup, sexy?” he said in a voice so rich and deep that I felt it in my bones. With the sound of his voice, I forgot all about Robert sitting at the table, hacking himself into a coma; I forgot about having to go home and fuck him for the next few hours.

“You okay, baby?”

“Yeah…no. Not really.”

“What’s the matter?”

I paused. “I can’t do this anymore. That old fucker is driving me crazy, and I’m about to lose it.”

“Now, baby, I’m working on a way to get you out of this marriage with some money. Give me a couple more months.”

“Months? Are you fucking kidding me? I’m not sure I’ll last the next couple of days.” I reached into my pocket and pulled out my pack of cigarettes.

“You know as well as I do that if you leave him, you’ll walk away with exactly what you came into the marriage with…nothing. Your pre-nup is airtight.”

“Yeah, thanks to you,” I said sarcastically.

“I was only doing my job. As Robert’s attorney, I had to protect my client. I can’t help that I’m good at my job.” Nigel chuckled, but I didn’t find anything funny.

“Eh, huh.”

“You can’t leave him or you’ll end up waiting tables at some greasy diner, and I don’t want that for you. Living with Robert can’t be that bad.”

“Excuse me? You ain’t the one that’s gotta fuck his old ass every day. You ain’t the one that’s gotta listen to that voice of his. You ain’t the one he’s constantly grabbing. You ain’t the one that got to suck—”

“Okay, okay. I get it. You’re right,” Nigel interjected. “All I’m asking is that you hang in there a little longer and trust me. I’m working on it.” I rolled my eyes and looked up into the night sky. Little dots of light blinged out the sky like diamonds. “I don’t wanna lie to you. This pre-nup is tight, but I’ll find a way to get you what you need and then we can be together.”

“I’m not asking for half of what he’s got; just a nice chunk of change. I won’t go back to being poor. Been there, done that.”

I listened to Nigel’s words, but they offered little solace. My haste in signing the pre-nup without an attorney was coming back to haunt me. I signed away any claims to any money upon divorce. At the time, I was under severe duress and Robert was not going to marry me without the pre-nup. Robert gave me an ultimatum. I had to marry him and sign the agreement or he’d end our relationship completely. I thought about walking away, starting over with someone else, but when I checked my bank account balance and my source of income, the numbers didn’t add up. So, I did what I had to. Now, a year later, I wanted out of this marriage, but I refused to walk away empty-handed—not after all Robert had put me through. So, I stayed.

His death was the only way I could inherit.

From the moment I said “I do,” I felt that Robert treated me as a possession, like something that existed only to please him and something that he could show off to his ridiculous friends. Robert never said it explicitly; he didn’t need to. He made it perfectly clear with his disapproving glares that cut with the sharpness of a blade. Robert’s heavy expectation that I become the perfect husband weighed heavily on me from the time I opened my eyes in the morning until I laid head to pillow at night. I had to maintain a certain weight, keep a certain appearance, speak with the proper words, smile when I didn’t feel like it, and laugh when nothing was funny. I had to organize little parties and be cordial to Robert’s annoying friends. I had to tend to his every need, be at his beck and call, and perform vulgar sexual acts that would make experienced hookers blush. Sex with Robert made me feel dirty, like a little whore with porn star aspirations.

“Shit, I’m beginning to think the only way for me to get out of this is for him to die.” I spoke with a light bounce in my voice, as if I were joking; even still, a heavy silence wedged its way into the conversation. I chose the words carefully to gauge Nigel’s reaction to the idea of Robert’s death.

“Well,” Nigel said after pause, “that is one way. As of now, you are his major benefactor.”

I chuckled. “Isn’t that interesting?”

“Blues,” he said with some concern rising in his voice, “what are you thinking?”

“Oh, nothing. Merely fantasizing.”

“If I’m reading your thoughts correctly, and I’m sure I am, I don’t want you to entertain those thoughts. Fantasies can be dangerous.”

I remained silent.

“Blues, do you hear me? Blues?”

“Yeah, baby. Don’t worry. I was only joking.”

“I don’t want you doing anything crazy,” he said.

Nigel’s loyalty to Robert was strong, even though we were fucking. Sex is a long way from murder, and I doubted that homicide ever figured into Nigel’s career advancement plans. He was ambitious, but not murderous. He wasn’t like me. So, I kept him in the dark. If things went according to my plan, Robert would be dead in a matter of weeks and I would be rich beyond my wildest imagination. Then, there would be no need to wiggle my way out of a tight pre-nup.

“Trust me, I won’t.” I took a long drag off the cigarette and expelled smoke into the night air. “I’ve started smoking again,” I said, trying to change the subject. I wanted him to know what the stress of living with my lawfully wedded husband, Mr. Robert P. Douglas, had done to me; it had driven me to a pack and a half a day of nicotine. I hoped my rising levels of stress would make Nigel work harder at finding a way out of this marriage. I wasn’t completely heartless and my ideal solution was not homicide. If Nigel could find a way for me to walk away with at least five million dollars, I’d consider letting Robert live, but Nigel had a small window of opportunity to make it happen. For Robert’s sake, Nigel needed to get me a divorce and a seven-figure settlement quick, fast, and in a hurry.

I inhaled deeply. My vice had once again found a place in my life; even my vanity couldn’t keep the cigarettes away from me. Robert smoked and now so did I, along with regular puffs of marijuana and an occasional bump of cocaine—anything to make living with Robert more tolerable.

I often thought about what smoking and other drugs would do to my looks if I kept up the habit. I imagined that my dark, smooth skin would begin to resemble worn leather, and lines would begin to snake across my face from the corners of my mouth when I smiled; lines would stretch out in all directions from the corner of my eyes like a spider’s web.

I was blessed with a strong bone structure, full lips, and deep, almond-shaped eyes. My looks were unique, like a proud African warrior. The immutable blackness of my perfect skin was sublime. People often mistook me for a model, but I always believed that most models would look ordinary standing next to me. I had always been envied and despised for being extraordinary. My looks wouldn’t last forever, and who would I be without my looks? For me, there was nothing sadder than the fading beauty of a fading fag still holding on to the glory of his faded youth. I could never live like that. I had a plan. Robert’s money would help ensure that would never be my fate. The moment anything on me began to sag, I was going somewhere to get it jacked up.

At twenty-seven years young, I still had it going on; in fact, I had never been in better shape, but smoking had become a habit born out of necessity. It was the only thing keeping me from setting Robert on fire while he slept.

Nigel was speaking again, but his words didn’t register; instead, I listened to the velvety voice of my paramour. His calming voice ushered in a wave of peace and quieted my discordant thoughts.

“Can we fuck tomorrow?” I interrupted. “I need you to meet me at our spot tomorrow during lunch. After tonight, I’ll need the touch and feel of a real man.”

“We can fuck whenever you like. I got you, baby.” The rich baritone of his voice spun deeply into my ears and burned its way down to my loins like fire. I felt his heat, and the anticipation of his touch made my dick jump. “I love you. I really do.”

“I love you, too.” I said it, but I wasn’t even sure I understood what love was. I just knew the words sounded nice. “Baby, one last thing. Is Robert planning on giving away any more money that I need to know about? This donation spree he’s been on lately is going to send us to the homeless shelter.”

“He hasn’t mentioned anything to me. Why?”

“I wanna make sure he has something left to give me when you get me my settlement.”

“Trust me; there’s more than enough to go around.”

“If you say so. Aight, baby. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I took a last drag off my cigarette, let it fall to the asphalt, and crushed the bud underneath my foot.

When I was preparing to put the phone in my pocket, it made a sound to alert me that I had received a text message. I looked down at the screen and saw the message was from “Mama,” the code name I had given Marquis. Truth be told, I hadn’t spoken to my real “Mama” in years. I looked at the message on the screen.

WHEN CAN WE HOOK UP?

Marquis and I usually fucked a few times a month and it had been almost two months since I had seen him. I tried to keep the business of killing Robert separate from the business of fucking Marquis, but sometimes, we’d lie in bed and talk about Robert’s death as casually as we talked about a television program.

I liked Marquis; probably a little more than I should. He was a little thug, but he wasn’t a killer without a conscience. He agreed to be the trigger man in this plot because, in part, he had fallen for me and I often told him about the many abuses I suffered at Robert’s hands, including physical violence, which I made up to convince Marquis. Robert had never laid a hand on me, though I’m sure there were times he wanted to slap the shit out of me. My chicanery worked like a charm on Marquis—he believed every word I told him and his hatred for Robert built up in his system. He’d used that hatred, one day, to kill him.

I sent a reply text.

SOON. I’LL CALL YOU.

I took a deep breath, puffed out my chest, and walked back into the restaurant with my head held high.

I couldn’t wait for Robert to die.

My day wasn’t just coming—it had arrived.



CHAPTER 3


After Robert and I left the restaurant and arrived at our Georgetown mansion, he didn’t waste any time trying to ravage my body. The coarse skin on his hands—hardened from years of cigar smoking—felt like sandpaper against my smooth skin. We barely made it to the staircase before Robert forced his forked tongue into my mouth. He pawed my ass and tried to force me down onto the staircase so that he could continue his gritty sexual assault.

“Baby, baby, calm down. We have all night.” I pushed him away gently as he continued kissing me sloppily, his wet tongue darting across my face like a lizard. Uggghhh. I wanted to kick him in the nuts and toss him out of a window. “Tell you what, why don’t you go upstairs while I make us a couple of drinks? I’ll meet you in the bedroom and then we can do whatever you like,” I said in a sing-song voice with a seductive wink and smile. He paused momentarily in contemplation, his thin top lip curling up in the corner.

Ugggghhh, just die.

“Just don’t be too long. Daddy needs some attention,” he said as he grabbed his puny penis through his pants. “While you’re down here, put some food in Bailey’s dish. I don’t want her whining all night.”

I watched him maneuver himself up the winding staircase. Wouldn’t it be a blessing if he lost his footing, tumbled down the stairs, and cracked his head open on the cold, marble floor?

I made my way into the kitchen so that I could feed Robert’s pussy. The only thing I hated more than Robert was that damned cat of his. She never liked me. The first time I came home with Robert, she arched her back and stared at me with those cold green eyes; she hissed as if she sensed real danger. I wanted to hiss back, but Robert would’ve thought I was crazy. Since then, she’d become slightly more cordial toward me; I guess she recognized I was there to stay. Now when she walked into the room where I was, she’d pause, glance at me for a second in a haughty manner, and keep it moving. She’d learned who was runnin’ shit around there.
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