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Los Angeles, 4:29 a.m.

Smog ridden air begins to infuse my nose as I
awaken. Even in my mansion in the Beverly Hills you can’t escape
the throat tearing sensation of polluted air. I open an eye to the
red blink of my alarm clock. Terrified.

My fogged mind begins to converge into the
memory of my past. My stomach churns, my back starts to ignite. Skin tears, flesh opens. Pain.
I begin to remember.

4:30 a.m.

I jolt.

I’m up.

I’m in Los Angeles, not in that place...

My first reaction is to raise my shoulders,
holding my arms out in front of me. I move my hands back behind me
to stretch, hear my brittle bones clicking and crunching, I note
the lack of sensation in my scarred skin. The keloid that developed in them
disfigured my back. It looks like a permanent barcode, reflected in
the bedroom mirror.

Those bastards died
for what they did to me… But they’re the ones with the last laugh
for this is my mental anguish, every morning at 4:30
a.m.

I shake the shoulder of the woman I had for
the night. She moans, and then drifts off to sleep again. Shit, I
can’t even remember her name. I only remember seducing this older
woman outside the bar on Rodeo drive. Taking her back to my bed to
fuck her senseless.

I run my
hand over her large ridiculously shaped breasts. Augmented and
fake, I even felt the hardness of the silicone when she was riding
on top of my cock.

Her kisses last night were tasteless.

Her affection was null and void.

Was her name Vivian?

I touch her chin, brush her lips before I
trace a finger on her laugh lines.

Fast asleep. Unresponsive to my touch.

I wish I could sleep like that. I haven’t
slept like that ever since...

I take my phone to see the messages from
women I had before, asking how I am. What I’m up to? What are you
doing tonight? I sit on the side of my bed, I take a quick glance
to my pistol gleaming at me from
the open bedside drawer. Some nights I wake to clutch it, pointing
to the demons that mess with my mind. Shooting rounds into thin
air.

Swiping
through the messages. I tap the button, the repetition of purging
them all. Delete. Delete. Delete.
I text the taxi company to take the woman in my bed back to
whatever hole she came from.

The woman moans. “Cade?”

“Hey, you
gotta go now…”

I hear the ruffling of the duvet as she moves
up closer. “Oh my god! What happened to your back?”

I inhale.

She touches my back with her fingertips.

The vivid memory flashes. The sound echoes in
my broken mind.

The blade…

Screams…

Agony. ..

She whispers, “Cade?”

My jaw clenches, my hunched over body straightens. I inhale
again to reset. Then she touches my back with full palms.

I spring up like a man who sat on hot coals.
The tingles surge up my spine to
end at the back of my neck. “Don’t fucking touch me!”

I turn to see her frightened. Leaning back
into the headboard of the bed. I growl, “The taxi arrives in ten
minutes to take you home. I’m sorry, but I got called to an important meeting in New
York.”

You’re such a bullshit cunt, Cade…

Fuck them and leave huh?

You should have rotted like the ones
who scarred
you.

That’s why we cut you…

I massage my temples to get the voices out
and I turn to see her naked in front of me. Breasts drooping, her
brown hair tousled and messed up from the way I pulled on it when I
took her from behind. She was a great fuck none the less, but I’m an asshole, not remembering her name.

Was it Vivian?

Who Cares…

“Sweetheart…” I say. “I enjoyed last
night.”

“Will I see you again?” she said
cautiously.

I shrug.

She blinks and holds her duvet up against
her breasts. I reach down to the floor to grab her red panties, bra, and dress. I stand dropping them to the bed.

Seeming puzzled by my abrupt behavior, she
begins to get dressed.

The hunt is over and I’ve feasted. Still
unsatisfied.

I turn to her before heading to the shower.
“The taxi is outside, can you find yourself out?”

I stand under the jets of water trying to
wash away the sins, but I’m too far gone. I flick the lever to the
scalding heat of water to feel the pain. Steam engulfs the shower
box, I breathe in deep. I flick the lever to the cold to soothe.
Devil to Angel.

I’m broken and I do what I do, because it’s
all I know…

***

Los Angeles Rodeo Drive 10:30am

Let’s go hunting… The three words
murmured in that mind of mine when I spotted the lovely lady in her
early 40’s at the coffee shop. I’ve always had an infatuation with
women older than me. Guys my age with this kind of wealth usually
opt for the string of flawless, youthful 20-something-year-old
models. But their beauty never appealed, for I had other
tastes…

I wanted wine when there were grapes all
around me. That’s a way to describe it. My fucked up analogy. The
taste grapes gave were short, sweet, forgettable. But the wine ah…
There was something that the grape goes through. The crushing. The
pressure. The fermentation and time… the total vinification that
makes wine like the forty year old
lady I was hunting right now.

I watched carefully while she waited in line to pay for her coffee.
Then she sensed my inquisitive stares. Women’s intuition. Her face
turned to me. Got you…

I smiled.

She smiled back.

I want her… Mine to feast on.

I adjusted my black tie and loosened the
buttons to my grey suit. My
waistcoat, exposed, I preened myself like a peacock, leaned against
my red Ferrari, and watched her approach me, my head angled
slightly to note her details. She had a svelte figure, the most
gorgeous legs, and she wore white heels and a one-piece dress with
black and white vertical stripes. Intelligent choice of attire,
like a zebra, that inhabits the
savannahs of Africa.

But your camouflage can’t hide you from
me…

My eyes shifted to her white Mercedes sedan
when the indicator lights flashed to unlock. I heard the locks
flick. Her car was parked next to mine.

Our eyes locked and I nodded. “Hello… ma’am.”
In a low, husky voice.

“Hi.” She smiles as she puts the tray of
coffees on top of her car.

“Is one of those for me?” I lift my head,
eyeing the coffee. I could smell the double shot expresso, and her sweet perfume. I wanted to
nuzzle her neck with hot wet kisses, sucking in her scent.

“I think you’re in a better position to buy
your own, don’t you think?” She raised an eyebrow and glanced at my
red convertible Ferrari.

“Maybe…” I took my hands out of my pockets
and walked over to her.

I extended my arm to shake her hand. “My name
is Cade, I would love to take you to dinner, get to know you.

Her eyes fluttered. A smile.

I followed up. “There’s an excellent
restaurant I know where we could meet, or you could come to my
place and cook for me?”

She raised an eyebrow and paused, a scowl
seeping to the surface.

I smirk. “What? You can’t cook?”

“Of course I can.”

“Then tonight at 7pm?”

She hesitated, that moment when women’s eyes
start to evaluate the situation.

I held my gaze, confident and strong, I push out my chest. And went in for the
kill. One step forward, and I
lifted the tray of coffees off the roof
of her car. A gust of wind from behind her lifted silky
strands of her blonde hair that hit my face. I smelled the shampoo
she used.

I motioned her to get in, handed her the tray
and I crouched down beside her. I glanced at how high her skirt
was, the magnificent smooth skin tone. My mind flashed a fantasy of
my hands on her thighs, my cock penetrating her from a missionary
position while I watch the expressions of ecstasy on her face as
she rides me, in my bed.
I lifted my gaze.

She said, “I don’t know you.”

“That’s why I’m asking. To know you,
intimately… and have stimulating conversation. What’s your phone
number?”

A smile seemed to simmer to the surface of
her rosy lips. My eyes shifted down to her breasts, that were
bunched together. The deep valley
between screamed for my tongue to delve into it. To taste her. To
take her. She reached into her glove box and took out a pen. My
cock twitched from the
anticipation that later in the night, I would consume and devour
her body. I conjured thoughts on how I would take her, as she
scribbled on the piece of paper.

She folded it delicately, first fold in half
then half again. She reached over and put it in my jacket pocket.
When she closed the door
she wound the window down, licking her lips. She said, “It’s all in
the note, young man…” Then she
drove off.

I paused to watch her car disappear, the hot
L.A. weather distorting and twisting the image. I took out the note
and unfolded it once then twice. It read:

Here’s my number Hun, call me anytime.

911.

Sherry.

I scrunched up the paper and got back in the
car and started the engine. But all wasn’t lost since I had the
horse races at Hollywood Park to attend to tomorrow.

I won’t let the next one get away.

***

 


Let’s go hunting. My eyes spiraled to the number of women dressed to
the nines. Immaculate, stunning and elegant. A kaleidoscope of colors, like a Pacific lagoon
full of tropical fish. Young girls stood about wearing the latest
fashion trends, sipping and
laughing, in mindless conversation. On the balcony reserved for
VIP’s, I lifted my sunglasses to
look at this unappetizing spectacle. There were no older women I
wanted. I focused again with my binoculars. Scanning my verticals
and horizontals.

Where are you hiding?

I wondered how many knew that I owned this
racecourse. I wondered how many cared? My chin dropped momentarily,
then my mouth tightened. Something was swirling inside that I
couldn’t explain. My eyes scanning the crowd sensed something.

My cock throbbed with the need. I widened my eyes to separate the fish
from the coral, then I caught sight of a woman, dead still, in the
wave of people who walked past, her head tilted up. Her potent
gaze, her smoky eyes made me drop my flute of champagne, The sound of glass smashing was
followed by screams from the seats below.

She was a woman whose stare siphoned me
in.

Perched above, passion pounded my heart like
a blood lust. A shark, sensing
blood in the sea.

I waved.

She waved back.

I want her.

I had her in my sights, I raised my hand in a
come-hither gesture and then pointed to the elevator below. I
waited for her response.

Take the bait…

Come closer…

Let me ravish your body tonight with deep
kisses and me inside you.

She bit her lip and nodded, making her way. I
went down to meet her.

I sucked in a deep breath, seeing her
hovering at the back of the line that granted access to the VIP
section. I motioned to her to skip the queue.

 


She came up to the barrier, earning jealous
looks from the punters waiting in line when the staff member I’d
spoken to began to unhook the red velvet rope to let her
through.

I whispered, “Welcome to my world…” I took
her hand and we went into the elevator. My shoulders brushed
against hers, and I turned to face her. My eyes dropped to the
tender flesh of her throat that I could have kissed with every beat
of the subtle pulse of her heart.

The elevator doors parted and we were
presented with a tray of champagne carted around by the staff.

I lifted a glass and handed it to the woman.
“My name is Cade Hunter. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Likewise… I was intrigued by the lonely look
you sent from the balcony.”

The hell? Who do you think you are? I won’t be lonely
tonight, that’s for sure…

I smirked. “You're mistaken. I was deep in
thought.”

“You looked kind of desperate, it was sad
really.” She sipped at her champagne. Cool, Detached.

A feisty one… we’ll see who’s desperate when
you scream my name when I take you in the comfort of my bed.

We walked out to the balcony to see the view
below. I hit back. “So you decided to join me for a drink because
you felt sorry for me?”

“No. I actually wanted to check out the
view…” she paused, taking another sip, “And you.”

I shuddered at her
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