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UNLUCKY ROGER


LIVE YOUR LIFE, DIE YOUR DEATH

A Horror Short


By Martha Henley



The cool touch of the tile on the balls of my feet reminded me instantly that I’d forgotten to turn on the radiant heating in the bathroom. “Brr.” I shivered, stepping out of the shower enclosure. I wrapped a white towel around my pale torso, wiped the fog off the mirror, and surveyed my neck. No bruises. I hated bruises. I used another towel to wring any water from my long black hair, then twirled it up in the towel.

“Hum dee dum dum dum,” I sang a little tune in my head, strolling out to the bedroom.

“There you are,” Roger said. The man in my room, wearing only a pair of boxers broke my good mood. I’d forgotten he still existed in my world.

“Thought you’d have left when I got up.” I waved him off and sat on the edge of the bed to lather lotion on my legs. If I didn’t moisturize I’d regret it in the morning.

“Couldn’t resist holding out for another round. Come on, Eileen. I swear what I mean” 

His corny line, referencing the eighties song I loathed grated at my subconscious. Why did men like him have to cross my path?

What little hair he had left was silver to white. He had more confidence than firm muscles, and wielded a bad sense of humor to cover up his insecurities. I saw through him. Still, I was strangely attracted to that kind of man. If only I could find one that wasn’t with me to ruin his life by cheating on his wife. I was done with those kinds of relationships.

“Are you feeling naughty again?” He traveled a hand up my thigh, attempting to gain access to the prize hidden beneath the towel. “Cause I could get it started again.”

“Go on. I’m done with you.” I’d had my fun. Or at least tried to. Roger was a wimpy lover. He huffed and puffed after blundering his way in. At the first hint that I’d take control, he rolled over and laid on his back for me to finish up. I sorta hated to take out men that were too easy. I’d give him one last chance to receive a pardon. “I’m tired. Go home to your wife.”

I pushed him back with just a jab of my toes on his chest. He fell on his ass. The donkey crawled back toward me. On his hands and knees, he stopped at the edge of the bed. “What’s this?” he asked, examining a dark stain on the hardwood floors.

“It’s nothing.” I knew exactly what it was. The stain was a lesson I learned from an encounter with an over exuberant admirer.

“Looks like blood.” He rubbed it with his thumb as if I needed a man to try and clean it up. “You should have the landlord bleach it out.”

“I’m sure it’s just hair dye.” I took his hand, pulled him up into an embrace, and drew his attention away from the damning evidence. “Are you that concerned with my floors?” Letting the towel drop, I inched him back, watched him soak in every curve of my naked form. I was on display for him. To distract him. It was working.

“You’re right. It’s not that important.” Leaning his elbow on the mattress he got himself up off the floor. Creeping his rough hands up my torso, he eagerly landed them on my waist. “You smell good, baby,” he moaned, nibbling on my collar bone.

“It’s my shampoo. Scented from the Baobab tree, from Africa. You like it?”

“Uh-huh.” He took in a big whiff, nuzzling his nose in the crook of my neck. He smashed against me, and ground his pelvis into mine.

It was starting again and I got that lump in the back of my throat. The one that when I felt it, I knew I’d be tasting blood soon.

He didn’t know who he was tempting.

I’d hoped he wouldn’t find out.


“Tell me more about yourself, Roger?” I ducked out of his tight hold and sauntered to the other side of the bedroom. “We didn’t talk much last night. Where did you grow up? Do you have kids? Pets?” I had to get to get to know him. Had to know if I was a one time weakness or a patterned behavior.

“You women ask too many questions.” He wouldn’t allow me any distance and chased me around to the other side of the bed.

“So I’m not your first affair?” I held my hand at my chest and gave him my best shocked face. I fluttered my eyelashes, so he’d know I was teasing. “I’m hurt.” I pouted, looking away. If he answered wrong, I wouldn’t be able to stop myself. I could see his death clearly. It’d be as swift as his stamina.

“Baby, you’re the one I’m with right now.” He groped up from my knee, shoving his fat fingers between my thighs.

“And your wife?” He’d sensually stimulated me. I tensed, knocking my head back. “Oh, Roger. Please. Stop,” I begged.

“Or what? You’ll feel good again?” He teased harder. “She’s no concern of yours. She doesn’t exist,” he growled in my ear. “A thorn in my side. You’re the fire burning my candle tonight, Eileen.”

“Roger, why?” I groaned. I tried to resist him, but it was too late. The urge, too strong. He’d asked for it.

Sucking in a breath, my lungs filled with his air. His tongue entangled with mine, ravaging me with a hungered kiss. We dropped to the bed, his cumbersome body landing on top of my small frame. I felt a moment of trapped panic. Pressed my palms against his chest. He poked his pecker out of the slit in his boxers and spiked at me with much determination if not the best aim.

Hoping it would delay the inevitable, I gave in to the lusts of the flesh. Success came quick, he dropped to catch his breath. During a high of pure bliss that followed our carnal satisfaction, I nuzzled my head on the graying hairs of his chest.

His heart still beating.

The restless hour ticked closer.


Tick, tock. Tick, tock. I let the rhythm lull me. Deeper and deeper, I gave in and imagined his fate. As his chest rose and fell, I envisioned the sight of his last twitch. One hand rested on his exposed belly. The other fell behind me, dangling off the bed, eager to retrieve the knife stuck between the mattress and box springs.

Weak and distracted, I paused too long to strike. Roger foolishly asked again about the stain on the floor. “How long have you lived here? Cause seriously, I’d look into the previous tenants. What if there was a murder committed in this room?”

I laughed at his remark that was too close to the truth. “I think I know blood when I see it.” To further the charade I was giving him, I got up and slipped into a white robe. The silk tickled my thighs. I tied it tight and sat back down on the edge of the bed. “I’m a nurse. I’ve seen plenty of blood.” I wasn’t a nurse, but a botanist with a small floral shop in a dying shopping mall. Dates like Roger got a characterization of who I was. A copy of me, tailored to fulfill their needs. Only the worthy knew real details about my real life.

“I know blood too.” He piled pillows up behind his head and leaned back with his chest puffed out. “Seen plenty of it. I’m retired from the force.”

“Really A 007 in my bedroom?” Suddenly, I was amused that I hadn’t picked up on that fact. How could Roger have spent his days chasing down people with dangerous compulsions like mine and I hadn’t felt it? Did he half-ass both his career and marriage? “Wouldn’t have guessed you were a cop. Are you a secret agent, too?” I inched closer to my lover turned adversary. “You should lead with that. It’s interesting.”

“It’s a job.” He shrugged. “I saw a lot over the years. Most people can’t fathom murder happening in the place they sleep. It happens though. You should check it out.”

“I will.” I sat up and straddled his torso. The thought of his former occupation throbbed in my head. Retired or not, my body trembled to pin any kind of agent of the law down on the bed. If I hadn’t felt the restless stirring to kill yet, I sure as hell felt it surging through me at that moment.

“Do you have any regrets, Roger?” I squeezed him between my thighs, clenched my tingling muscles tight, and smiled at the thought of the rush to come. “Have you made amends with your demons?”

“I’ve lived my life.” He caressed up my thighs, rocking me, pushing me to inch my ass back to his softened rod. “It ain’t perfect. I made mistakes. Don’t we all. Get on there girl. Give me another ride.”

“And your wife? The thorn in your side?” I made a fist, jammed it at his side and sliced down. If I’d had my knife, I’d have gutted his torso. I’d never strike anywhere near the ribs. Too much of a chance to chip my blade. So I faked it and probed more at a verbal repentance. “How would she react if I snapped a picture of you right now and sent it to her from your phone?”

“Don’t play that game.”

“Is it a game?” I stroked his chest, scratching my fingernails up to his neck. Temptation called louder. I ran my fingertips in his hair and caressed his Adam’s apple with my thumbs. I knew I didn’t have the strength to crush it. It just felt nice to think about the rawness of choking the life out of a big strong man.

“I like where this is going.” He gave my bare ass a hard slap, dug his nails in and shook it. “The rougher, the better.”

“Til death do us part.” I stared deep into his eyes, searching for the part of him that needed to be there, trapped under my control. The part that loathed himself as much as I did. “Why’d you do it?” I asked without even hearing my voice ask the question. “Why’d you forsake her?”

“What are you muttering girl?” he asked, ripping his lips from my arm where he’d been slobbering kissing.

I raised, pinned his arms down to either side of his head. My robe fell open, leaving my long black hair and chest to hang over him.

“Come a little closer. Let me bite your perfect tits.” He puckered his lips, quivering with lust.

Was sex the only thing on his dirty mind? I searched for anything other than horny desire. Was I only a one night stand? He couldn’t be that oblivious? It had to be there. I arched my back, looked down, tried to will his eyes to look up into mine.

Unloved souls had the same look. They ached to be validated in their manhood. Emasculation at home, brought them to my door. They wanted excuses. They wanted out. To get caught. To be punished. All because they had an urge to feel like a man. I’d given him that, but he was still there wanting more. Why?

“No regrets, Roger?” Like the others, he wouldn’t see it coming until it was too late. Until I’d seen him take his last breath. My pulse raced to commit the act. My mouth got dry. I hungered to finish it for us both.

“None,” he answered, following me up as I stretched my arms high over my head, then slowly lowered them to my sides. He wrapped his arms around my waist, I slipped a hand down to the side of the mattress.

Tucked away, just inches from my grasp was my knife. The sharpened steel attached to a sturdy wooden handle was my prized possession. Ordinary to most, it’d blend nicely into any chopping block in any kitchen. It wasn’t special in any way, except to me. I desperately needed, but struggled to reach the weapon.

Allowing Roger to drag his kisses down my body, I folded myself backward in half to slide my fingertips along the edge of the mattress, searching for the knife I’d stashed too far down the bed. He moved to kiss lower. My thoughts consumed with seeing nothing but the blade puncturing his flesh.

“Hey.” He stretched my thighs wide open, giving me a jolt of pain and gaining my undivided attention. “You going to answer me?” His lips, high on my thigh, rubbed in one spot. “I asked where you got this scar?”

I’d inadvertently let my guard down. Hesitated, giving him an opening. “It’s none of your concern.” I rolled away from him. Away from the knife that was
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