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Part 1

The Emptiness Of It All
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1: Private Life
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My private life was not allowed on screen. The women in my life, at least at home, were never paraded in front of the camera.  They did not need the scrutiny.

What we did, when alone, was our business. Even the paparazzi could not pry into that part of my life. And with no one complaining or trying to make million dollar deals to betray, there was no information leaving the house where we enjoyed each other’s sensuality.

No one saw the women enter my home. None saw them if they left. Not even if they attempted to watch and find out.

We had a system. A way of getting around the nosy tabloids and press. As well as the holy rollers that seemed to condemn everyone for sins when their sin was far greater and more damning than any other sin.

It was humorous watching as these entities became enraged when they could not get ‘the goods’ on me. Or on the young ladies now nowhere to be found. They could not find even a dribble of rumor, nothing they could twist and write as a lie. Or that they could protest.

Of course, the ladies did not disappear. Instead, many of them became employees. A handful became my personal medical team. The rest went on to become part of my research crew.

Others joined my umbrella company, True Dat Business Solutions, as board members to help me keep an eye on the growing list of businesses I had built. Microchip/microprocessor manufacturing. Computer components manufacturing. Tech companies. Solar panel manufacturing. Alternative energy agrimachinery. Alternative fuel vehicle manufacturing. 

Everything remained off the stock markets. Top salaries remained between $100,000 and $400,000 per year. Salaries for the main labor force remained just 10% less than the top salaries.  And I remained unpaid as owner/CEO. 

These, along with the new food processing company, the paper and plastic mills, and other businesses I had started made billions and breathed new life into the community and the county. Tax revenue rose 2000%.

The county, it seemed, was now one of the richest in Iowa. our school, once one of the lowest scoring districts, now had one of the highest scores in the nation. All because the district had decided to follow my suggested reforms.

At the same time, many of the ladies I had invited into my life were architectural engineers. They were helping me design the subterranean complex I wanted to build to house the labs intended for researching, building, and testing new technologies. 

A beautiful young Colombian social worker became head of my liaison team and many of the young ladies who had no experience in any field were hired by her to be trained as her team. Others would remain hidden in plain sight. All would continue to live within a couple miles of me.

The community, now benefiting from my reform ideas, became extremely protective of me. After all, they were growing wealthy off my vision. Off my businesses. 

***
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“WHERE’S THE MONEY YOU owe me?” Loretta stood before me with a frown.

“I don’t owe you a goddamn thing, Loretta,” I responded, “if anything, you owe me.”

“But mom paid that off,” she objected.

“No she didn’t,” I corrected, “because it was not her responsibility. She owed me nothing. You do. You made all those promises and when it came time to pay up, you shirked your duty.”

“Whaddabout my part in your stories?” She demanded, desperate,

“No,” I shook my head, “no, I don’t owe you for that. You did not write it. You did nothing to make it successful. You literally earned nothing.”

“You’re a fucking asshole,” she spewed, “you use people, then leave them.”

“I was not the one who left, Loretta,” I corrected again, “nor am I the one running around trying to vilify the person I left behind to clean up my mess.” I glared at her. 

“Well,” she huffed, “I’m gonna sue for what is mine.”

“You can try to sue,” I smiled coldly, “but I will make sure to prove that you are owed nothing whatsoever. And then, I will force you to publicly apologize for all defamation you have spewed where I am concerned. Or I could counter sue for damages. Or you can just drop the subject and go find someone else to try to buffalo. Your choice.”

“You don’t play fair,” she sulked.

“Life is never fair, missy,” I retorted, “get used to it.” I looked away. “Oh, and go back to your two lovers. I don’t want anything more to do with you.”

“Then,” she fumed, “stop talking to my daughter.”

“She considers me her father,” I sat back, “and calls me daily. I never turn her away because she needs a positive influence in her life and God knows, you ain’t it.”

“And you are?” she attempted to turn it around on me.

“At least I am successful,” I shrugged, “and I don’t believe that all you have to do is sit on your ass and allow a man to supply all the money. I don’t believe in trying to marry my way to riches like you do.” I sat forward. “What billionaire, in their right mind, would give you the time of day? You have the reputation of being a slut. And after being married to you and having you cheat on me, I can see why.”

I could tell that my words struck deep. She knew that I was right. There wasn’t a rich man who would ever look at her twice. Not unless they were slumming it. 

She was, after all, just two steps from being a hooker. Someone a john would pay for action. Why would anyone see her as serious relationship material?

Perhaps she was already there. I didn’t know. What I did know was that she had never been faithful. Not to me, not to Tom, not to anyone. Least of all, herself.

***
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THE GOOD THING WAS that Lori could no longer contact me via the home phone. Not that I believed she would. I had no idea whether she still remembered me.

She had been on a collision course with dementia. Or complete insanity. Perhaps both.

Then again, the loss of one’s mind to insanity is close to dementia. One tends to forget those who love them. Those who matter.
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2: Visions
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The dreams had returned. This time, Macha was back. In all her splendor.

The feathered robes were replaced by a set of form fitting black feather-shaped scale mail armor. Over this, she wore a black velvet cloak. 

In her fight hand, she swung a Cloidem-Mor. In her left, a sgian Dubh. On her left arm, she bore a sciath, a shield.  

On the ground lay her spear, her ga. Each time, she would look, pleadingly, over at where I could only assume I was standing taking in the view.

“Come, chosen warrior,” she would state, “and take your place at my side. Be my lover and my defender.”

In the dream, I would reach down and pluck the spear from the ground where it lay and run an unseen enemy through with it. Screams would fill the air as we pressed forward. Dying black masses lay on a battlefield awash with blood. 

“Your time draws near,” she would say, “the time is at hand.”

I would bow to her and she would place a charm around my neck that was her symbol. I would stand and feel her power course through me. I felt invincible.

“You are the white raven,” she would begin, “messenger of the gods. A sign that the old gods have returned. The one charged with the union of all mankind. The one who will purify the soul of humanity by banishing those who keep it from evolving to its rightful place in the universe.”

“I shall not fail you,” I heard myself promise each time, “I shall be victor in the battle to save the soul of humanity. This world shall not fall as the others did.” 

“I will come and visit you, oh lover,” she would smile, “and you will know that I am coming when my Cloiden and Scian appear in your possession.”

“I shall watch for them,” I would bow, “and any other sign you may send. May all omens foretell your arrival.”

“Watch for my ravens,” she would warn, “and the Bean Sidhe. She will not be heralding death, but rather your transformation.”

“As you will,” I would nod, “so shall it be.”

“It is not as I will, alone,” she would correct, “but as the gods will. All of them. Even those more ancient than I.”

“Then,” I would smile, “as the gods will, so shall it be.”

“Indeed,” she would answer, then kiss me, “until then.”

I would awaken and find myself alone. And yet, I was not alone. She was there somewhere. I could feel her presence.

***
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MANNAN MAC LYR STOOD beside me. His red hair seemed to move with the stormwinds. Winds I could not feel.

“The time nears, warrior,” He stated, “when we shall test you. Make you strong. Become a part of you.”

“As you will it,” I answered, “so shall it be.”

“You are such a willing servant,” he mused, “you will do well.”

“I am yours to train,” I offered, “and to hone into the servant you desire.”

“You already have all that you need to defeat those we seek to cast out,” he continued, “ and all you need to claim victory in the trials that are to come.”

“And when I succeed?” I tested.

“You will have our powers,” he shrugged, “over the sea. Over fate. Over death. And life. You will, in essence, be a god.”

“If that be my fate,” I smiled, “then, so be it.”

“You care not about the responsibilities that come with godhood?” He demanded.

“Of course I do,” I admitted, “and the humility to not let on that I am what I am.”

“Then,” he sighed, “we chose well when we chose you.”

“Perhaps,” I nodded, “but, then, you have never been known to make mistakes when choosing a hero to carry out your wishes.”

“You are very astute,” he mused, “and see the truth of it all. You have far-sight. You see the outcome, not the immediate.”

“I saw what the Christian community would become,” I looked away, “before they became the monster they are now. But, then, they have always been a monstrosity masquerading as angels. It was no surprise when they turned completely into the Antichrist they had always feared would rise. And yet, they could not see that it would be them, not some other religion.”

“Ah,” he grinned, “you are a prophet as well. Good. one should always see the future, or what it may be, in order to prevent the rise of the ultimate evil.”

I sat up in bed. It had all been a dream. Or had it?

***
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A THUNDERBIRD SAT ON the back of a wolf. Or was it a coyote? At the moment, it didn’t matter. 

What mattered was that they were motioning to me to join them in the light that they were currently standing in. And I was obeying their command. Their wish.

Yet, I felt at peace. I knew that they wanted to show me something. What, I didn’t know.

I only knew that I would know only if I followed them. Even if it meant my end. Even if my life was in danger.

Still, I knew that coyotes and wolves did not attack humans without reason. Illness. Hunger due to starvation. Side effects of rabies.

And this one showed no signs of any of those. Nor did it seem to be afraid of me. Instead, it seemed tame.

And sentient. I could sense its thoughts. Its emotions.

Though I felt this to be strange, I still felt very at ease. 

With every step, I began to understand what was taking place. Early in life, I had chosen the wolf as my spirit guide and the thunderbird as my signet, my totem. They were symbols of my link to the Native American “first nations”. They were part of my heritage.

They had also appeared to me in my earliest dreams and visions. Beckoning to me. Calling to me. Desiring my company.

And now, they guided me, in dreams, to something they wanted me to see. Something they wanted to come to pass. Something that was supposed to be.

This time, they did not lead me to Morrghan’s grove. Or to any other place I had been. This time, they led me to where the Native gods hid in waiting.

“Greetings, son of two worlds,” one of the gods greeted me, “soon, you shall take up the mantle we will give you.”

My vision cleared to a darkened room. My eyes had been open, not shut. I had not been asleep. I had been awake!

This had been a vision, not a dream. I was being shown the way. It was now up to me to accept what I was being given to do.  
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3: Hole In My Life
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Mariah had initially contacted me through Facebook, then through Google Hangouts and on my cell. She was refined. We quickly hit it off.

We quickly made plans to meet. She knew that, due to my work schedule, I could not travel far from home. She also knew that I did not intend to have a serious relationship.

She knew that I had risen above health issues, poverty, and all other odds to become a highly successful man. I had it all. But I really didn’t want to marry again.

And it was all OK with her. Besides. She was just as wealthy. But hers had been inherited. Her father had recently died, leaving it all to her.

Still, it had not changed her. She had not obsessed over getting it. Or what it might do for her. 

Instead, she wanted to get rid of it all. She wanted to invest it all. And return to obscurity.

She hated the spotlight. She hated high society. She felt that she didn’t belong. That she didn’t fit.

We met over the weekend. She made the trek from Council Bluffs-Omaha just to meet me. We had a whole weekend alone ahead of us. 

She called me to make arrangements to come over. She needed a man, she said. But just the touch, the feel, of one. And she needed sex. 

I agreed to the meeting. I needed sex as much as she did. Besides. I would never turn a woman in need away.

A knock came upon my door. I rose, struggling, from the couch and made my way to the door. Opening the door, I was surprised with what met my gaze. Before me stood a beautiful, richly dressed young woman.

“Can I help you?” I managed.

“James?” She returned. “I am Mariah.”

“Please do come in,” I offered her access, “please forgive the mess. And the cats.”

“So,” she began, “tell me what you see for us.”

“I am not really looking for a deep relationship,” I began hesitantly, “nothing leading to marriage. Just a friendship with possible benefits.” I watched her to see her reaction. She gave no negative signs. “What are you looking for?”

“Basically the same,” she smiled encouragingly, “someone to share time with. Someone who’ll make love to me without expectations. And who will be there if I need to call someone for comfort and encouragement.”

“Fair enough,” I took her hand, “and I do try to listen without speaking. I don’t always succeed, but I do try.”

“And sexually?” She licked her lips in anticipation.

“I cannot guarantee you that I am all that great,” I warned, “I was only able to satisfy my late third wife. The other two would tell me that I was no good at it.”

“Well,” she winked, “I guess I will have to judge for myself.”

She bought a new bed and tons of new sheets and blankets. It was nothing extravagant, but it was amazingly comfortable. And we broke it in that Friday.

She was amazing. And for the first time, I satisfied a woman in bed. I felt accomplished.

She lay there naked, an invitation to paradise, beside me. Looking over at me she smiled.

“That was amazing!” She exclaimed. 

“Yes it was,” I agreed, “makes me want more.”

“Well, then, She smiled as she climbed on top of me, “more you shall have. I want you so satisfied that you will get through your week without want.”

“I never thanked you for the bed,” I smiled crookedly.

“Oh yes you did,” she sighed as she positioned herself and began the motions, “and you are.”

***
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“I WANT TO HELP YOU build the newspaper,” Mariah began, “and your new office.”

“Babe,” I smiled, surprised by her sudden statement, “I can afford to do that. Why would you want to?”

“Because I have the connections, silly,” she giggled, “and I want to help you with the renovation of your house.”

“OK,” I accepted, “you make the phone calls, I will do the rest.”

“Except pay for the crew,” she corrected, “I will do that as well. I mean, you can pay for the materials and technology, but I will pay for the labor.”

“Do your connections also deal with solar panel installation?” I asked.

“They will build however you want,” she nodded, “installing whatever you want.”

“Then call them,” I relaxed, “I would like to get the renovations done as soon as possible.”

“Then,” she kissed me, “I will call my friends Thom and Markus. Thom will go over the plans you have for construction, Markus will landscape however you want it done.”

***
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MARIAH MADE HER PHONE calls. First to Thom. Then to Markus.

Both promised to come down the next day. It was imperative that they got to work on the project as soon as possible, they said. In order to have the house renovated before the end of summer. They wanted to have the place habitable before winter.

When she finished with them, she hung up the phone and picked up her cell phone, dialing one friend after the other, promoting all of my books and requesting that they buy from the site I recommended. 

Within a couple hours, I was alerted to a deposit from the parent company. I had made my first million. But the rise was not over. Not by a long shot.

As she talked to them, I attempted once more to draw a rough idea of what I wanted where the house was concerned. Then, I made a rough sketch of the proposed front and back yards. I wanted them to have a rough idea of what I saw in my mind as the end result. 

Of course, I included the resculpting of the east and west banks, complete with retaining walls and added soil to elevate our property lines. And the removal of the trees and shrubs that had grown on the banks. As well as the resulting flower beds that would line the property’s edge.the west wall was to be tall enough to keep the neighbor’s bushes from shedding on our flower beds and would go deep enough to keep the runners from invading.

The plans for the house had both levels. The upper level would be my private living space and have an outside access so that there would be no disturbing mom’s sleep should I return home late. The two levels would be sound proofed so that mom would not have to hear my sinful way of living. But meals would all take place downstairs. As a family.

The idea was that mom could have friends over any time she liked without my presence and I could have my women over without her having to see and hear all that was going on. Of course, my level had a library, recording studio, small art studio (an attic room/conservatory/loft above the entertainment room) an entertainment room complete with small bar and snack fridge, as well as my bedroom, bath, and washer/dryer cubby. To make the house more feline friendly, I included a catwalk/path up near the ceilings of both levels with an extended play-yard that stretched behind the rows of raised beds.

Though I wanted some beehives at the back of the property, I couldn’t due to mom’s allergy to them.  Thus, I would have to find a bit of farmland for sale and place greenhouses/raised beds there as well so I could have my bees.
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4: Peanuts
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I spent Sunday talking to Thom about my plans for the house.  He listened quietly while I told him what I wanted to do. How I wanted the rooms. The stairs. The basement stairs.

“We will eventually have to tear down the original house,” he warned, “in order to arrange the house as you desire it. I hope you realise that.”

“Yes,” I admitted, “I figured as much.”

“You’re basically taking this wall right here,” he pointed at the wall between my bedroom and the living room, “to be the outer wall of the hallway. You’re also creating an inner wall where your bed is at the moment. That takes half of the room away from you.

“Plus, we’ll have to remove the outer walls to add ‘shop area’ to both rooms on this side. And to add the new space on the west side to those rooms as well. And the new back space.

“And when we have to build the upper level, we’ll need to remove the roof.”

“Would it work to tear down the old once you had the outer shell of the new built?” I asked.

“Of course,” he nodded, “doing so will help facilitate the redigging of the basement and the new shell will shelter the dig in case of rain.”

“And the excavated dirt from the basement?” I inquired.

“The landscapers can use it to reshape the yard,” he stated, “and get rid of the unevenness of the grounds.”

“Good, good,” I nodded, “that will solve some of the problems.”

“We will dig up the septic and install a sewage pump that will allow you to use the sewer that you have to pay for despite your not being on it,” he smiled, “since Mar has also bought the empty lot down the street. She is also in talks where that old bar is concerned.  Perhaps...”

“One thing at a time,” I remarked, “but that would be the perfect spot for the sewage pump, yes.”

“Darrin will be overseeing the crew building your newspaper and offices,” he looked over at me, “and perhaps a small parking garage in between the offices and the  post office. Something that the two can share.”

“Don’t worry,” Mariah chimed in, “all costs for sewer hookup for both are taken care of. There aren’t any obstacles to worry about during construction. We even have all the permits. Even for here.

“And while we’re waiting for this house to be finished, I will take you to get your dental implants. I want to hear what you sound like with teeth. I bet there’s a marked difference.”

“Now,” Markus interrupted, “if you’ll take me around and tell me what you want done with the yard and banks, I can start to make the plans.”

“Sure!” I agreed. “Come. I will explain.” We headed for the west bank. “I will talk to the neighbor and see if he will allow us to dig up these ungodly bushes, at least in this area. If he says yes, we’ll replace them with some other less invasive bush. Like an evergreen.

“They don’t really serve any purpose. They do not hide his windows. And they simply become too overgrown to manage.

“At the property line, I want a wall to hold up his side and make it easier for him to know where to mow. You’ll have to be careful around the old cistern. Be sure not to cave it in. if you have to, find a way to recap and strengthen it.”

“Exactly where is the property line?” He interjected.

“The east edge of the cistern,” I answered, “or also the little box on the electric pole, which is supposedly even with the edge of the cistern.”

“Alright, then,” he nodded, “we can take the retaining wall just this side of the cistern and go all the way across to where the bank ends. You want the resulting beds for flowers?”

“Yes,” I averred, “you will have to dig up the tulips and other bulbs my mother planted there before you begin working. Once you are done rebuilding the bank into a bed, replant the bulbs.”

“Good enough,” he responded, “and the backyard?”

“Once the yard is level,” I began, “I would like six covered raised beds, small greenhouse table style raised beds with gated enclosures, nearest the house and one heated greenhouse for potted trees further back. There should be one or two longer raised beds similar to the ones closer to the house out where the garden currently is.”

“I would suggest that the heated greenhouse be near to the house and your small raised beds further away,” he suggested, “simply because you will want a hydrant line to come from the house separately for the greenhouse and you will find it easier to tie in the heating system with your solar generator. Besides. We can possibly have a door leading from the house into the greenhouse.

“Between Thom and I, we can design the play ring for your cats so that it is aesthetically pleasing and an almost natural part of your yard and garden arrangement.”

“The east bank,” I continued, taking note of his suggestions and agreeing on that recourse, “should be done like the west bank, but in a way where our portion of the bank forms a wall separating us from the neighbors below. Not sure what we’ll put in the new flower beds there yet.

“The sidewalk in front should have a gutter groove on one side to allow drainage during storms and a set of small steps on the east end. The drive should be a roundabout, allowing for our ease of access and exit without having to turn our cars around. On one side, a little space should be placed for the trash can so that it is easier for the garbage man to get to. From the west edge of the drive, a small gravel or paver path should lead to the back so that potting and topsoil can be delivered to the back.”

“I will be sure to place paver paths between the raised beds and the house as well,” he noted, “that way, it will make it easier to traverse the space in between.”

We ended up back in the front. Thom met us.

“One more detail,” he began, “what kind of toilets, sinks, and showers do you want?”

“Automatic flushing toilets,” I replied, “a shower that has a seat in it, and a small unobtrusive bath sink.  As far as the kitchen, a small sink will suffice, but she wants a dishwasher. She also wants a water softener, tankless water heater, and a water purifying system. She also wants it all upstairs so she does not have to go down into the basement to take care of things.”

“Hence, the utility room.,” he nodded, “should be no problem. We could shift things so that both bedrooms have separate washer/dryer spots in their closets. It would be a bold experiment.”
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5: Bad Boys Get Spanked
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A tall dark haired woman entered my office. I took notice that she was dressed in what looked to be a dress or cloak made from the feathers of ravens.

“May I help you?” I inquired.

“You have grown so old, dear messenger,” she began in a deep Irish accent, “do you not recognise me?”

“Dark hair, raven cloak,” I mused, “you must be Macha. The Morrigan.”

“So you do remember,” she floated over to where I sat and kissed my forehead, “have you missed me?”

“I have missed our communication,” I averred, “but am perplexed.”

“At what?” She seemed surprised.

“Why did you take my wife?” I asked.

“I took no one, dear messenger,” she corrected, “nor did any of my comrades. We would never remove a servant so faithful.”

“Then,” I gazed into her eyes, “why did she die?”

“Her mother killed her,” she smiled sadly, “though it took forty years for her to do so. You see, her mother is mentally ill.”

“I could see that when I met her,” I confirmed, “I just didn’t know how bad it was.”

“I so looked forward to becoming one with your wife,” Macha affirmed, “as were my fellow goddesses. And, perhaps, we will get to still.”

“But how?” I inquired.

“Perhaps the way will be revealed as you are taught by the gods,” she suggested.

“Or through something I may do at a later date,” I added.

“Indeed, she grinned, “who knows what you might find in some other dimension?”

“Certainly not me,” I smiled suggestively, “though I have seen what has happened in some. Not that I could save anyone in them.”

“Perhaps you were shown their future,” she winked, “not their past or present.”

“Perhaps,” I agreed.

“Until then,” she smiled darkly, “we will have to be satisfied to be mere lovers, no?”

“If you do not have a problem sharing me with human lovers,” I smiled back, “there would be no problems with that.”

“If that is how it will be,” she gave me a pouty look, “then so be it.”

***
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I HAD KNOWN THAT MACHA was on her way. Her cloiden mor, scian, scratch, and ga had all appeared in a corner of my office the week before she appeared. Cuchulain’s spear and shield had also appeared. 

Strangely enough, I began to remember how to use these weapons as well. Even though it had been many incarnations and at least a millennium between those times and now. But then, I had been a warrior of great status. And Kelly had been my queen.

Macha’s ravens had taken up residence at my window as well. I had also spotted the white raven. My own symbol.

All these signs had let me know that the time was drawing close. Possibly closer than I believed. 

“Did you miss us, warrior?” A deep baritone voice inquired.

I looked up to find a wizened old man standing before me.

“El?” I inquired.

“Yes, yes,” he nodded, “the precursor of the pretender Ywh.”

“Forgive me, ancient one,” I lowered my gaze, “for ever doubting.”

“It wasn’t your fault,” he sighed, “it was what they believed to be right.”

“So,” I rose, walked to where he stood, then knelt at his feet, “where do I start?”

“You will start with the nameless primordial gods,” he announced, “those that came before even me.”

“And after?” I pressed.

“After,” he smiled and motioned for me to rise, “you face me and mine. Then Babylon’s great lords. And so on.”

“Then,” I rose as he desired, “it will be a long, drawn out affair?”

“Yes,” he nodded, “and no. It will only be as long as you allow it to be. Be quick and decisive and it will seem like it never took place.”

“And the time here and now?” I asked.

“Each test will be as a twinkling of an eye,” he assured me, “and you will not miss much here. It will seem as if it is happening in your mind even though it is not. No one will miss you while you are being tested.”

***
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I WOULD EARN A LINK in the infinite chain that would wrap around me with each test. Each link would be a mark of a deity.  Each would be written in the language of the peoples that that deity was worshiped by.

Many of the languages would be so ancient that they would be long forgotten.  But most would be more recent. Runes. Cuneiform. Hieroglyphs.

The chain would be hidden, of course, beneath an illusion. A mirage. I would seem to not have any tattoos. 

And yet, the chain would protect me from harm. I would be, for all intents and purposes, invulnerable. Unkillable.

I would also be extremely strong. Well versed in all dead languages. Have power over all of nature. And over all of the universe.

Not that I would readily use any of these. I would not. At least not that those who would witness their usage would ever notice.

In essence, I would be the most evolved, most advanced, human on earth. And all because I accepted a mission from ancient beings. Beings that had been deified.

I smiled to myself. I had not asked for this and yet it was my fate. I was to become something more. 

I had once believed myself to be a witness to the unfolding of prophecy. But I had long since come to understand that prophecy described what was supposed to happen within an individual, not what was going to happen around that person. It had never described a physical end to this world. 

No, prophecy had been a description of the end of our inner worlds. After all, that is where evil truly exists. Within us.

We see only what resides within us. That is where the evil we see comes from. Within.

No amount of trying to change what is around us will ever abolish evil. The more we try to control and bend to our will, the more evil the world will seem to be. But once we accept that we are viewing our own evil, and begin the inner journey to abolish what resides within, we accept that the only way to change what we see is to change what is within.
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6: On Any Other Day
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It was never easy for me to live out of a suitcase. Not even for a week or two. And yet, I had spent half of my adult life doing just that.

During both marriages, I spent more time in exile than I did in the home. It was a fact of life for twelve years that I would be shuffled between home and my parents’ home. But now, I was living out of a suitcase until my home was renovated. Rebuilt.

This was not a permanent thing. Just a temporary move. Unlike the nightmare that had been my early adult life. 

Mom was still on her trip. I was alone. Well, not really. I was just free to do as I felt necessary. 

I had borrowed money from her early on. I knew that I needed to pay it back with interest. Thus,

I transferred my second royalty check into her second account, repaying her investments in me tenfold. At the same time, it gave her money to travel on. Thus, she headed for Nevada to visit her stepdaughter. 

I could not travel due to my recent dental surgery, so she was forced to go alone. Well, almost. I found her a travel companion who could help her get to her destination at the last minute.

Mariah had decided to accompany mom west as a favor to me. She wanted to get to know mom. And mom had wanted to get to know her.

I also had to remain behind to oversee the construction going on. At the house. Uptown. Down at the old bar.

I began putting all the bills in my name. What bills were left after dropping gas. Water. Electricity. Landline. The cell phone.

I had finally become independent once more. I no longer needed to lean on her for anything. I had finally become a success.

I healed quickly. Quicker than the doctor had estimated. And as I healed, I strengthened my mouth. 

While Mariah was gone, Melanie appeared on the doorstep. Hailing from Des Moines, she was just as wealthy. Just as beautiful. 

“Can I help you?” I asked.

“Will you make love to me?” she returned.

“If that’s what you want,” I responded.

“Oh, yes,” she sighed seductively, “that is what I want.”

“I have to be careful, though,” I warned, “I recently had dental surgery so can’t do some of the things I normally would.”

“Just fuck me,” she demanded, “I am so hot for it. Need it bad.”

***
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MEL LAY NAKED BESIDE me. I looked her over. So sexy. So beautiful.

She had no expectations past a good fuck. No attachments. No strings.

And I had been her first. I was in awe that she had chosen me for that honor. And that she expected nothing more than the sex.

She looked over at me and smiled sweetly.

“Where have you been all my life?” She cooed.

“I could ask you the same,” I answered in a near whisper.
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