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Carter Lloyd sat in the garage underneath the high-rise where he lived with his wife Georgia. He knew she was upstairs fixing dinner, and he sat in his car wondering exactly how he was going to say that he was leaving her for another woman.

A few months ago his company assigned him to recruit at a job fair at Northeastern University. Sarah walked up to his booth with her long, shiny black hair and eyes that were almost violet, like Elizabeth Taylor’s.

He told Sarah he was separated, though back then he had no intention of leaving his wife. It wasn’t until he spent time with Sarah that the idea of marrying a younger woman began to appeal to him. Her biological clock wouldn’t tick for a few years, and lately Georgia would only have sex with him when she was ovulating.

Carter sighed and glanced at his watch, a birthday gift from his wealthy mother-in-law. If he hadn’t already made a fortune in pharmaceuticals, he would stay with Georgia for her family money. But he felt more independent and free lately, and Sarah had a lot to do with that. She reminded him of how Georgia was when they first met. Fun, sexy, full of laughter and filled him with hope for the future.

Over the years, Georgia changed into someone he didn’t recognize. He thought about how she followed him around with a sponge whenever he ate a cookie. The way she ironed everything, including his boxer shorts. How she scolded him every time he cursed. 

He couldn’t understand how the sassy, free-spirited girl he’d fallen for in college had morphed into someone so conservative and delicate. Part of him had an overwhelming sense of resentment toward her for turning into someone different. He wanted her to stay the same, and he’d found in Sarah what Georgia used to be. 

Carter stepped out of the car and locked it with a beep from the key fob. He walked to the elevator and rode it to the fifteenth floor.

He pictured the different reactions from Georgia as he stood in the elevator. Crying, or possibly hyperventilating. Though she wasn’t the type to get violent, she could easily get hysterical over something like this. He hoped she would just want a divorce, but he doubted that reaction.

If she wouldn’t agree to a divorce, and got too hysterical to the point of threatening her life or his, Carter had a backup plan. He fingered the revolver inside the pocket of his jacket.

As he approached the door, he heard Georgia humming. He thought she had an annoyingly loud hum, and it was something she always did while doing household chores. It sounded like she was humming the tune of “Oh! Susanna” but it was hard to hear clearly through the door. He took a deep breath and walked inside.

“Carter?” Georgia called from the kitchen.

“Hi, sweetie!”

He was worried his voice sounded overly cheerful. Sweat poured down the back of his neck. He slipped out of his jacket when he reached the coat rack and felt the weight of the gun. He patted it as he hung the jacket and told himself it was a last resort.

Carter clenched and unclenched his hands during the walk to the kitchen. He passed Georgia’s potted plants, and a picture of them on the log ride at some amusement park years ago. He couldn’t recall which park.

He took several deep breaths as he watched his wife chop carrots on the cutting board. He looked at Georgia’s ginger hair that was curled at the bottom and held back by a blindingly white headband. Her lavender blouse was buttoned almost to the top, the lace on the collar matching the lace that trimmed her apron. The pearls that his mother gave her on their wedding day, that Georgia took pride in wearing as often as possible. To Carter, she looked like the type of woman labeled “The Perfect Housewife” in some 1950s edition of House & Garden.

“Dinner will be ready soon. I’m just working on the salad.” Georgia smiled at him.

“Sounds good.” Carter grabbed a napkin and wiped the back of his neck.

“Are you feeling hot? Want me to turn on the air conditioning?”

“No, I’m ok. I was actually hoping we could talk.”

Georgia looked at him with her eyebrows raised and gave him a faint smile. She tossed the carrots into the salad bowl and picked up a large cucumber.

“What would you like to talk about, sweetie?”

She grasped the cucumber in one hand, peeler in the other, and in a matter of seconds had peeled it completely. She placed the cucumber on the cutting board and picked up the knife. She chopped with her eyes on Carter.

He eyed the way she chopped and diced and realized he never noticed before how deftly she used the knife.

“Could you stop for a minute, please?”

“Is something wrong?” She tossed the cucumber pieces into the salad.

“I, well I, Georgia...there’s something I need to talk to you about.”

“Yes, you said that already. And now I’m worried. What’s the matter?”

Carter sighed and pulled out one of the stools stored underneath the kitchen island. He sat down and placed his chin into his cupped hands and closed his eyes.

“I’m not sure how to tell you this. I guess I’ll just come out and say it.”

Georgia narrowed her eyes. Though she had ceased preparing the salad, she still held onto the knife.

“I fell in love with another woman.”

Georgia’s grip on the knife tightened, and she sucked in a deep breath. Carter opened his eyes, and saw a reaction he hadn’t even considered.

The corners of her mouth turned up slightly in a smile. Then she set down the knife, chuckled and tossed the salad with large wooden tongs.

“When we first met, I knew you were a womanizer. Everyone warned me, they said ‘Carter will never settle down with one woman,’ and I laughed it off. I was just a girl then.”

“Georgia, you were the woman I wanted as my wife...you were the perfect wife! Almost a bit too perfect.”

He started to relax. He picked up a piece of cucumber that had remained on the cutting board and tossed it into his mouth.

“I started to suspect things about a year after our honeymoon,” Georgia continued. “But I didn’t start following you until I saw the text message from Clementine.”

Carter froze and his already pale skin whitened. Clementine was a girl he’d met a few years ago. She worked at Victoria’s Secret and flirted with him when he came in to buy a camisole for Georgia, who never did wear it. They had an affair that lasted six months, and then Clementine stopped returning his calls and messages. He went to the mall looking for her, and her manager told him she’d quit and moved back home to Phoenix.

“Clementine? I don’t know what you’re talking about...”

“Don’t lie to me!”

Georgia shrieked so loudly that Carter flinched. She picked the knife back up and threw it at him. He ducked and the blade stuck into the wall.

“There was Clementine, and then Susanna...you seemed to have a thing for women named after old country songs. This latest one at least has a classy name, Sarah Morella. Is that Italian?”

“You...you knew about Susanna? And Sarah?”

Carter inched away from the knife in the wall and his stomach churned. He wondered if she poisoned the cucumber. Georgia smirked as she took another knife from the drawer.

“Do you remember what happened with Clementine and Susanna?”

“They both got sick of me and took off,” he said and threw his hands up in the air.

“Well, that’s not exactly what happened.” Georgia laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“You see Carter, I had something to do with their...disappearances.”

Carter’s eyes widened as he gripped the edge of the counter.

“What did you do?”

“After I saw your text to Clementine about meeting at the café, I kept you from going there and went to meet her myself.”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you remember when I asked you to pick up my mother at the doctor’s, but when you got there my brother had already picked her up?”

Carter nodded.

“I sent you on that fake errand to buy some time so I could go and meet Clementine that night. I went to the café, and saw her sitting at a table waiting for you, looking just as trampy as the photos I found on your phone. I sat across from her and introduced myself. She tried to get up but I grabbed her hand, and in my other hand I had a small knife. Luckily for me that café where you always met your mistresses was so dim inside, no one could tell what was going on.”

“What did you do?”

“I pressed the knife against her chin and told her that she was to leave town that night, and never come back. And if I caught her with you again, I would stab a knife into every part of her body where I could see a vein through that fair skin.”

Carter’s breathing quickened. His wife knowing about his affairs was hard enough to stomach. But learning that she’d meddled in them like this was making his pulse race so hard it felt like his blood was boiling. His face grew hot and he desperately wanted a drink. He swallowed down a lump in his throat, burped and tasted cucumber.

“What about Susanna?” He asked although he wasn’t quite sure he wanted to know the answer.

“Oh! Susanna,” she said with a laugh. “She was a tough one. I knew she wouldn’t go away easily. Clementine was a typical mistress, just in it for the gifts and free meals. Susanna was a bona fide homewrecker. She wanted to see our marriage end, I could tell by the tone of her text messages.”

Carter inwardly chided himself for being so careless with leaving his phone lying around.

“She was in it for keeps, saying how much she loved you and that you two were soul mates. A threat would’ve done more harm than good since she would just cry about it to you, making me the bad guy.

“I sent a text from your phone saying you were suspicious that I knew about the two of you. You wanted to meet at the cliff around the corner from the café, because you were worried I was following you. I waited for her and watched her step out of the car. She walked over to the edge, admiring the view. Then, I came up behind and...I pushed her over!”

She finished with a sick little smile and hummed the tune of “Oh! Susanna.”

Carter backed up slowly, keeping his eyes on Georgia. He thought about the gun in his coat pocket, and tried to think of a reason for going to the hallway to retrieve it without her getting suspicious. She’d killed Susanna, and for all he knew she was planning to kill him.

“Looking back on it, I wish I’d taken care of Clementine the way I did Susanna.”

Carter took another step backward.

“Or Sarah...”

“Sarah?” He stopped moving.

“Oh, she’s out on the balcony, did I forget to mention that?”

Georgia flipped on the patio lights. Carter stared through the French doors that opened onto the balcony, his mouth agape. There was his girlfriend Sarah, with a black eye and a bloodied rag wrapped over her mouth. She was tied to a chair and teetering very close to the edge of the balcony.

“What the hell did you do to her?” He ran toward the doors.

“I wouldn’t open them if I were you!”

Georgia shook her head. He stopped at the doors and his fingers grazed the handles.

“She’s tied to the doors,” Georgia said, “and I removed the glass panel so she’s hovering just over the edge. If you open them, the tautness of the sheets will give and she’ll go right over!”

Georgia hummed and tossed the salad with the wooden tongs. Carter looked outside. One of their 500-count Egyptian cotton flat sheets was knotted into a rope and tied to the French doors. The sheet was attached to the chair that held Sarah, and the back legs of the chair were teetering over the edge of the balcony.

“You sick bitch!”

Carter screamed and made a move to open the doors but stopped. He had no idea how long that sheet would hold if Sarah went over. He kept placing his hands on the door handles, and then tearing them away.

“Why are you doing this? Can’t you just give me a divorce and we’ll all move on? Why do you have to hurt Sarah, none of this is her fault!”

“She’s a homewrecker! She slept with a married man, and accepted his engagement ring!” Georgia shook her head. “Good thing I got it off her gold-digging fingers already.”

She reached into the pocket of her apron and tossed the ring onto the counter. Sparkling against the granite was a five-carat diamond ring.

“That’s Sarah’s!” Carter shouted.

“And it’s ten times nicer than the one you gave me!”

“I was broke then, you know that!”

“And never upgraded my diamond ring like you said you would! No, instead you buy one for this slut!”

Carter released a growl as he grabbed Georgia by the shoulders and shoved her against the wall. A framed photo of the two of them kissing on their wedding day fell to the carpet. He shoved her again, hitting her head against the wall. Her body grew slack in his grip, and he let go of her.

Georgia sank to the carpet next to the wedding photo. He ran to the balcony, still unsure of how to release Sarah. He looked around the doors. There was a window on the left that overlooked the balcony. It was barely big enough to fit Carter.

He grabbed a pewter plant stand and hit it against the window until it broke through the glass. With his elbow he knocked out the jagged pieces that remained in the pane and stepped through. He made his way over to Sarah and gripped the knotted sheet that held her.

“It’s going to be okay baby, just hang on!”

The trembling in his voice didn’t soothe Sarah. She held her breath and closed her eyes. Carter had one hand around the sheet and gripped her shoulder with his other hand. He pulled her to the middle of the balcony and untied her from the chair. He pulled off the rag covering her mouth and kissed her.

“Thank God you’re okay!” Carter said through tears.

“What kind of crazy psycho did you marry? And you said you were separated!”

“I’m sorry, I wasn’t totally honest with you.”

“Totally honest? You weren’t even a tad bit honest!”

“Yes, I was! Our marriage has been deteriorating for years.”

“Really? Carter, come on! Obviously that’s been one-sided if this is your wife’s reaction.”

“But I do love you, that wasn’t a lie!”

Sarah sighed and touched the area near her black eye with a wince. She felt pain all over, although Georgia had only punched her in the face. 

Carter put his hand on her shoulder as they stepped inside through the French doors.

“Are you okay?”

“I’ll be fine.” Sarah shrugged off his hand.

“We should put something cold on that shiner. Wait, what the hell?”

“What?”

“Where is she?” Carter pointed at the wedding photo on the carpet, and Georgia was no longer lying next to it. He bit his lip and glanced over his shoulder.

“Can we please just get out of here?” Sarah walked away from him and into the kitchen.

“Wait a minute! I don’t know where she is. She’s flipped out Sarah. Look what she did to you!”

“Which is exactly why we should leave!”

Sarah took another step and saw her ring on the counter glinting underneath the tracked lighting. She reached for it, and then heard the sound of breaking glass.

Georgia had thrown a vase at the wall and charged at Carter with a knife. He ran toward the hallway, thinking of the gun in his coat, when Georgia tackled him.

Sarah crouched by the kitchen island and tried to decide if she should step in and stop the fight, or just leave. Carter got the knife out of Georgia’s hand and flung it to the floor, then Georgia pushed him and he stumbled toward the French doors, which were still open.

Georgia picked up the knife from the floor and went after him, but she slipped and grabbed his necktie for balance. He tried to shake her off and they struggled as they stumbled toward the part of the balcony missing the glass panel.

Sarah saw what was going to happen and made her way toward the balcony, but they fell over before she could get there. She continued trotting to the balcony, but didn’t look over when she heard the horrible splattering sound. 

She held back the bile that approached her throat and took several deep breaths. She was trembling, and noticed a Northeastern Huskies sweatshirt hanging over a chair and pulled it on. 

Then she caught the glint of her diamond ring under the lights. She walked into the kitchen and picked it up. She chewed on her lip as she mulled over what she should do.

Sarah heard sirens approaching and rushed to the front door, slipping the ring into her pocket. She kept her hands tucked into the sleeves of the sweatshirt so as not to leave any fingerprints on the doorknob.

She left the building as the paramedics were pulling up, fingering the ring as she held back her tears. The ring could help pay for her tuition. She figured it was the least Carter could do.   ​​
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I walked down Teluna Lane. The ice shavings pelted right through my jacket, and the wind felt more like ice than the ice did, but I didn’t care. I liked the numbness it brought.

I shouldn’t have left Liz in the car, but I just couldn’t take it anymore. She was holding Mallory, rocking her back and forth, singing to her and pretending she was still alive. Pretending that her face wasn’t blue, that her eyes weren’t huge bulges, that her mouth was laughing instead of gaping open like a fish....that her....fuck it. I can’t take this.

It was only a couple of months ago that I brought Liz to the hospital, and after six hours of labor, our daughter was born. That was the greatest day of my life, next to the day Liz said “Yes, I’ll marry you Harry Watts!” and made me feel like the luckiest guy alive.

It was a running gag with her, to rhyme “I’m gonna marry Harry!” She giggled every time she said that. When she got pregnant last year, after we’d been trying for two years, I thought everything was working out for us.

Then I got laid off, and Liz got a letter in the mail saying there was no need to return to work after her maternity leave because the company was shutting down. Can you fucking believe that? And she worked up ‘til two weeks before her due date.

I can thank good ole Bob Newburne for this. That piece of shit would rather close the doors than give up his swank house in the hills. Liz and I worked for Berkshire Communications for nearly ten years, and this is the thanks we get.

Past Teluna was Crescent Hill, where Bob Newburne and his family lived. My feet brought me closer to his house. Liz and I were there two summers ago for a barbeque in his backyard. His wife...hell is her name? Beth? Betty? That’s it, Betty. Bob and Betty Newburne, the golden couple from college parties and crew matches. They both went to Harvard, both came from money, blond hair and blue eyes, WASP-y types if I ever saw them.

Betty took us on a tour of their house to show off the artwork, antiques displayed in cases, custom-made furniture and a kitchen that was bigger than our bedroom. We planned on getting a bigger place after Mallory was born, but we got evicted instead.

Thought I’d get a job soon enough, no big deal. I’d get a steady paycheck again, we could find a new apartment. But there’s nothing out there. Nothing. Everywhere I go, boards up on shop windows. Overgrown lawns on foreclosed homes.

All we had left was the car, luckily it was paid for years ago so no one could take that away. Not exactly the best place to live in, but at least it’s some kind of shelter. But it wasn’t enough to keep Mallory alive. Not with this winter.

Got to the Newburne house. Their lights were on and the window shades up, so I could see inside. It looked so warm, everything looked golden. Then I saw him.

Bob stood by the picture window wearing a fuzzy-looking robe and drinking out of a mug. I wanted to pick up a rock and throw it through the window. Wipe that smug look off his face and drop the mug onto the floor. That sonofabitch. Not sure how long I stood there staring at the house, just stood there until I was numb all over. The lights went out, and I couldn’t see inside anymore. Then I thought about Liz, how I’d left her in the backseat rocking Mallory. My heart pumped, feeling came back and I ran to the car.

Liz was so still in the backseat. I was scared. I yanked open the door and sat next to her. She didn’t move. She was so cold. I put my arm around her, and placed my palm under her nose. I felt air. Her shoulders heaved, slightly. I relaxed, but just for a second. I had to do something with Mallory.

I tried to pry her out of Liz’s arms, and that’s when she woke up. She screamed and slapped me, and gripped Mallory.

“We have to bury her, honey.” I kept my voice as soft as possible. “We can’t keep her here.”

“No! I have to keep her warm, she’s too cold!” She went back to rocking.

I figured what harm could it do? Let her rock the baby back and forth. She started singing again.

“Hush little Mallory, don’t say a word, Mama’s gonna buy you a mockingbird.”

That was her go-to song whenever the baby couldn’t get to sleep. There was no harm in singing, really, or pretending Mallory’s still alive. We’re both going down the same path. Pretty soon we’ll die of exposure too. Nothing wrong with her living in this fantasy for a bit longer.

I turned on the car to let the heat run, and noticed the gas was running low. We had nothing left to pawn, no money for gas, and just a few packages of cheese crackers in the glove box. I figured it wouldn’t be much longer.

I stayed awake all night, and kept my arm around Liz who finally drifted off. I kept checking her breathing, half expecting her to drift off in that final way at some point during the night. But I didn’t want that. I knew what our fate was, and I wanted us to go through it together.

Maybe I should use the last of the gas in the tank to drive us off that hairpin turn in the mountains. I’ve often wondered what it would be like, if I made that turn too quickly one day and lost control over the car, and over the edge we went. What a way to go, right? Hell of a lot better than starving and freezing to death out here.

When morning came, the sun reflected off the snow and made everything around the car a blinding whiteness. Liz was asleep and her arms loosened their grip on Mallory. I saw my chance and carefully scooped her up, and covered Liz with a blanket. I stepped out of the car with Mallory in my arms.

I wanted to bury her properly, but the ground was too frozen to dig through with my bare hands. I had to make do with the snow. I brought her over to the big elm tree near the park. There was a crystal-clean bank of snow that looked perfect. I knew when the snow melted she’d still be there, and would freak out whoever ended up finding her in the spring, probably start a police investigation. But I also knew that Liz and I would be long gone before then.

I kissed her forehead, and set her down in the snow. She looked so weird, all blue and her face scrunched up, but she still looked as beautiful as she did when she was born. I prayed to God to bring her to a good place, and to bring Liz and me to the same place. I found some comfort in the thought that we’d all be together again soon, and walked back to the car.

Sitting in the driver’s seat, I thought about driving us over the cliff while Liz was still asleep. That way she’d die peacefully, and might not even know what was going on until it was too late. 

I played it out a dozen times in my head, but never turned the key in the ignition. I ate a couple of cheese crackers and kept checking Liz to make sure she was still breathing, and sat there while it was warm in the sun.

When the sun started to fade, Liz stirred under the blanket. I panicked, not wanting to face her when she woke up and realized Mallory wasn’t there. I started up the car and drove down Teluna, and when I reached the turn near Crescent Hill something made my hands turn the car onto that road instead of the one that would lead us to the mountains.

I found myself driving near the Newburne house. Dusk was settling in, I could see inside. Bob and Betty were rushing around the house like they were in a hurry. I parked the car in front of the house next door, and a couple minutes later the Newburne’s garage door opened and a shiny gray Lexus rolled down the driveway. It passed us, and I glanced inside to see Bob behind the wheel, and Betty in the back as she fussed with a baby in a car seat.

When did they have a baby? Then I remembered. Betty had a baby just before Liz’s maternity leave. Bob was talking about it at the office, they had a baby girl... the hell is her name? Something with a C or a K. Bob was showing off newborn pictures, but I was too distracted since Liz could go into labor any minute. We had our own newborn on the way and I didn’t pay much attention.

I remembered Bob saying our families should get together for birthdays and trips to Chuck E. Cheese since our kids would be the same age. Then that bastard let all of us go, so he could keep this big house in the hills.

“Where’s Mallory?” Liz spoke from the backseat. I jumped, thought she was still asleep.

“Where’s Mallory? Where is she, Harry?” 

She started to rummage around the backseat, as if I had her hidden in the empty cooler.

“Um...” I looked at the Newburne house, and imagined how warm it must be inside. I bet they had lots of food, and coffee...can’t remember the last time we drank coffee. Hell, if we’re going to die we might as well get a decent last meal. Even the guys on death row get a meal first.

“She’s in there.” 

I said it before I thought about it, and pointed at the Newburne house. “I brought her in there so she could get warm. Let’s go in and get her, okay?”

Liz looked at me, and I knew she didn’t believe me. But she also knew that Mallory was dead, and was pretending otherwise. I just wanted inside that house.

“Okay, let’s go get her.” Liz stepped out of the car, and I followed her. She must still be up for playing pretend. Figured if they caught us and put us in jail, at least we’d be indoors.

I remembered Bob had bragged in the office one day about the house key he’d hidden in the backyard. He thought he was so clever hiding it underneath a fake plastic rock, and the rest of us rolled our eyes when he walked away. Thankfully he still had that hide-a-key contraption. The fake rock was so obvious sitting apart from the garden, right next to the backdoor.

The door opened so easily, that I half-expected an alarm to go off, but nothing happened. I brought Liz inside with me, and stopped her when she tried to turn the light switch.

“Let’s keep the lights off, okay?”

I grabbed her hand and we went down the hallway. Much of the house was familiar from the barbeque a couple years ago. The end table near the guest bathroom still jutted out and I successfully sideswiped it.

The next hall led to the dining room, and the kitchen beyond that. I pulled Liz behind me and we walked through the dining room and entered the kitchen. Seemed like they redecorated, since the table looked bigger and the cabinets now had glass fronts so you could see the plates and cups inside.

I went straight for the fridge, and the sight of chicken salad, pickles and a gallon of milk almost gave me an orgasm. There was a loaf of bread on the counter, and I grabbed it along with the chicken salad. Liz took some glasses from the cabinet and sat down with me. She munched on a pickle while I spread chicken salad on the bread so fast it tore, but I didn’t care. I stuffed my face with everything in front of me, and only took brief reprieves for swigs of milk.

“Slow down, Harry! You’ll make yourself sick.” She nibbled on a piece of bread and drank some milk.

“I don’t care if I get sick, this tastes so damn good! I don’t even like chicken salad!”

I started laughing. I don’t know why, maybe just giddy from all the food, but I couldn’t stop laughing. Liz cracked a smile, and soon joined in with me. It felt so good to be sitting there with her, laughing and eating. It’d been so long since we felt that good. I never wanted it to end.

“Think we could make some coffee?” Liz pointed at a canister on the counter with a label on it that said “Coffee,” next to a similar one that said “Decaf.”

“Why not?” I thought about looking around to see if ole Bob kept any cigars in the house.

Liz found some filters and started up the coffeemaker. The scent of brewing coffee wafted through the kitchen, one of the greatest smells I could’ve imagined at that point. I couldn’t believe it when I felt myself getting hard, and wondered if Liz would be up for a little romp in Bob and Betty’s bed.

The second the coffee was ready we heard a rumbling noise that sounded a lot like a garage door opening. I rushed over to the window and peered out. The shiny gray Lexus was pulling into the driveway.

“Oh my God Harry, we have to get out of here!” Liz put the food back into the fridge and turned off the coffeemaker. But I didn’t want to leave. I wasn’t ready yet. I thought if we hid out somewhere, they’d go to bed and we could sneak into the kitchen and get that feeling back.

“Harry, come on!” 

She grabbed my arm, but I wouldn’t move. The garage door closed, and I heard footsteps. And the sound of a baby crying.

“Mallory?” Liz let go of my arm. “She’s here, Harry, she’s here!”

Liz ran out of the kitchen before I could stop her, so I ran after her. Bob and Betty with their baby walked through the door that connected up from the garage. For a few seconds, we all just stood there staring at each other. Then Betty screamed, and the baby’s cries grew louder.

“What in the name of God is going on here?” Bob placed his hands on his hips, the same way he did when he reprimanded someone at the office.

“Hi Bob, remember us?” I put my arm around Liz’s waist.

“Betty, get the baby upstairs, I’m calling the police!”

I considered letting him do it. At least in jail we’d be warm, have food, and could stretch out for sleep. Bob grabbed a cordless phone from the wall and started to dial. 

Without even thinking about it, my hand flew up and slapped the phone out of his hand.

“You don’t remember us, do you? But I guess that’s because an asshole like you doesn’t give two shits about the people he put out in the street.”

“What? I have no idea what you’re talking about!”

“Berkshire Comm, you moron. You sold it, you took away both our jobs.”

I could hear the baby screeching. Liz turned toward the sound. I grabbed her hand to keep her next to me.

“That doesn’t give you any right to break into my home!” Bob reached down to pick up the phone. I let go of Liz’s hand and shoved Bob against the wall.

“Unhand me! Unhand me!” Man, he always talked like a douchebag.

“Get out of here, Liz!” I shouted and kept my grip on Bob. Liz left the room.

“Where is she going? What are you doing?”

“This has been a long time coming, ole Bobby Newburne.”

I punched him square in his jaw, blood squirted out of his mouth and he doubled over. I never felt so alive. I don’t know if it was the food in my belly, the erection bursting through my pants, or doing something I’d wanted to do for years, punch out my boss.

While Bob was trying to catch his breath, I gripped his shoulders and my knee found its way to his face. It hit his nose, and I heard this awful yet satisfying crunching sound. Blood oozed out, and dripped down his face.

Bob fell to his knees clutching his shattered nose. There was a fireplace a few feet away, and resting next to it was an iron poker. I didn’t stop and ask myself what I was intending to do. I just did it.

I picked up the poker. Bob was still on his knees, sobbing and bleeding and probably couldn’t even see what was coming at him. I held that poker with both hands, and thought about the time my dad taught me how to chop wood, how to pick my mark and use the full force of my upper body.

I thought about Mallory, her frozen blue face, and that poker came down just like the axe had that day. My mark was the middle of Bob’s head
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