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Was Kim Having Second Thoughts?
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KIM WAS REALLY STARTING to wonder whether or not this whole relationship thing she had going on with Ryan Savage, would ever amount to anything other than a roll in the hay for him. While it was great to get some attention from him, she was beginning to see just how one-sided it was.

She was also finding him to be getting more radical with his ideas. It was almost like he was losing touch with reality. The way he was talking about war on people who preferred being with the same sex and even going as far as saying if taking up arms against them was the way to go, then they would have to do it. They were Christian soldiers after all.

While Kim believed in fighting back, she didn't believe in shedding blood. She had a feeling Ryan did, that he took it literally. As a nurse, she was trained to save lives, not take them. Yet, at the same time, Ryan had quite a Svengali-like grip on her. After all, he was good looking and he paid at least some attention to her.

She was sitting at her kitchen table making posters to picket in front of The Lavender Light. They planned on doing it the Friday before the Fourth of July. Ryan said he had managed to get half a dozen more people to come out and do it with her. She was taking a page straight from the Reverend Phelps playbook of messaging from the Westboro Baptist Church. She would throw together a stack of signs that said the following and anything else she could come up with on the spur of the moment:

God Hates Gays!

Lesbians Learn and Repent Now!

You Weren't Born Gay-Now Get With God's Program!

Set Foot in the Den of Sin-You’ll Burn In Hell!

"Yes, these should do nicely. I think Ryan will be pleased." She smiled as she finished stacking her 'art' work.

Ryan had phoned to tell her he wouldn't be able to be there in person for the protest, but he wished her well. He told her the rest of the protesters would be out there right along with her. He assured her that he would thank her in person later that evening. She smiled, knowing that he probably meant they would be having sex together. It had been a few days since he stopped by the apartment. She would be sure to pick up a fresh bottle of Jack Daniels for him at the liquor store on the way home. He never brought his own and she only had a corner left in the bottle on the kitchen counter.

She knew her friend, Marilyn would freak if she found out she was going to be protesting outside The Lavender Light. She prayed her friend wasn't becoming one of 'them'. How could they be right about their 'quote'—lifestyle? It wasn't natural, was it? Though she, herself, didn't want a family, besides, she was out of the childbearing range, wasn't that what God made sex for—procreation? How could there be a human race without it? She felt a headache coming on. God! She just hoped Marilyn didn't show up when she was carrying a picket sign. She would try and talk her out of it for sure. She was beginning to feel Marilyn was beyond hope, that she would surely be gnashing her teeth in some sulphur pit for eternity.

She pulled her car up in the far parking lot, the one across the street from The Lavender Light. She took the signs out of her car trunk. None of the other protesters had arrived yet. She glanced at her watch. I am a bit early. I’d better not be the only fucking person out here, for God’s sake! She wanted to make sure they saw her when they got there. She waited about ten more minutes when a minivan pulled up with six people in it who piled out onto the gravel parking lot. After a few short introductions, she handed them each a sign to carry. She had never met any of these people before. None of them belonged to the Son Risers. Oh, well, it didn't matter. They all supported the same cause. They were on the same page. They would picket for about four hours before calling it a day. A few bar patrons arrived, giving them strange looks. Then she saw Cece Myers and her ‘girlfriend in sin’, Shannon Storm pull up on their Harley's. God, how she hated those two! Especially Cece. How dare she have called her out in a meeting in front of the other members? They looked her way and she gave them a smug look.
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"WHAT'S WITH THE PROTESTOR's out there, Cookie?" Cece asked, stepping up to the bar. She put her arm around Shannon's waist.

Cookie looked dumbfounded. "Protesters?"

"Yeah," Shannon said.

"And you'll never guess who's out there with them?" Cece said.

Cookie looked between the two of them. "Who?"

"Kim Hall, that's who," Shannon said.

"You gotta be kidding me! What the hell...?"

"They have some nasty signs, too."

Cookie slapped her bar cloth down and headed for the door. She opened it and looked outside. "Un-fucking-believable! I wonder if they had anything to do with that graffiti on the building."

"I wouldn't put it past those freaks," Cece said.

"I'm sorry." Cookie shook her head. "What can I get you two ladies to drink?"

"Just the usual, Cook," Cece said. 

Cookie sat two ice cold bottles of Coors in front of them.

"Is there anything you can do about it, Cookie?" Shannon asked.

"No. I'm afraid they're within the law. That is, unless they start harassing my customers, physically accosting them, that type of thing."

"I don't think any of your customers would put up with that, Cookie. I know I wouldn't." Cece took a gulp of her beer.

"We've never had issues here before. First the graffiti—now this shit. I run a peaceful club here. I don't need this kinda crap."

"I'd go out there and slap Kim silly if I could get away with it, but I know I'd only end up in jail," Cece said.

"Arlene will be here in a bit, so if anybody makes trouble, she'll be on it."

"I doubt if they would enter ‘The den of sin’," Shannon said, making air quotes.

They all laughed. Cece secretly hoped this stuff wouldn't escalate. Not just for Cookie's sake, but for all of them. It was a place they could go and feel free to be the women they were. They all needed this place. A lot of great women hung out here. She clenched her fists. It really made her angry that Kim and her group could threaten it for them.
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CECE WAS THINKING OF all that had transpired with the graffiti incident when she turned on the TV that Monday morning following the Fourth of July. Her jaw dropped when she watched a local reporter, microphone in hand, standing in front of what appeared to be The Lavender Light. She quickly punched up the volume on the remote.

"From the shards of glass at my feet, it appears that someone may have thrown some type of Molotov cocktail against the building. As you can see, the doorway is blackened from the fire that evidently started here," the reporter pointed to the framework surrounding the door. "It appears to be fortunate that the door is made of metal and the rest of the building is some type of concrete with what looks like slate shingles. Many businesses and homeowners changed their building materials after the devastating wildfires we've had here in Colorado. It appears fortunate for this business owner that this may be the case. This is Jacqueline Upson, KMGH Channel-7, Denver."

Cece immediately called Shannon. "Did you see the news this morning, babe?"

"No. Why?" Shannon was back at work. Cece had taken an extra day off.

"Somebody firebombed The Lavender Light."

"Wha...?"

"Exactly what I was thinking—What the fuck? You know, I’ve had an awful feeling off and on all weekend that I couldn't shake after that graffiti on the building."

"Jesus! I wish I was there with you, hon. I'll see if I can finish up early and head over to your place. Maybe you should call Cookie. I bet she could use a friend or two today."

"I'll do that babe. I'll see if there's any way we can help out. Love you."

"Love you, too," Shannon said.

Cece disconnected the call with Shannon, and looked up Cookie's personal phone number in the directory. The phone rang and rang. Cece left a message letting Cookie know she had the day off if she needed her. "I would bet anything that Kim knows something about this." Cece was seething with anger. "Why the fuck can't people just leave us the hell alone?"

Cookie finally called her back. Cece could tell she was extremely upset by the way her voice sounded. She had planned on relaxing today by working on the Triumph, but her friend needed her today. She told Cookie she would meet her at The Lavender Light in about an hour. She left a message for Shannon to let her know where she could find her in case she got off work early.

Cece pulled her Sportster up onto the front parking lot of the bar. When she saw the front door to the club, she thought how much worse it could have been. The rancid smell and the burn marks turned her stomach. She opened the door. Cookie was sitting on a stool sipping a beer. It was something you didn't normally see her do. She jumped down off the stool and Cece gave her a big hug. "So sorry this shit happened to you, Cook. That door's a fucking mess. I'm just glad you're okay."

"Yeah, me too. I'm glad it didn't happen when customers were here. Somebody could have got inside and..."

"Yeah, I know. Just what I was thinking. Close. So what did the cops say? Anything?"

"Oh, yeah. They took down their report. They're going over security footage. At least I have a better system now. They're sending over someone from the FBI. This appears to be a hate crime, according to the police."

"Appears to be? I'd say it most definitely is."

Arlene walked through the front door. "Cookie, I'm so sorry, sweetie." She gave her a bear hug. "I'd really like to get my hands on the creeps who did this. How ya doin' Cece?"

"Better than our girl Cookie, here, that's for sure."

Cece kept trying to think of a way to help the situation. There just had to be a way. Shannon walked in a minute or two after Arlene.

"Do you think Kim Hall might have had something to do with this?" Shannon asked. "After all, she was with those protestors that gathered the other day."

"You could be on to something, Shannon. I was thinking the same thing, myself," Cookie said.

"It does seem damned coincidental." Cece scratched her chin. "If only there was a way to find out."

"Find out what?" Teri Lane was standing next to Cece. She hadn't even noticed her walk in. "What happened, Cookie?"

"Some asshole—or assholes, busted a Molotov cocktail across Cookie’s front door—that's what," Cece said.

"Kinky Pink, Teri?" Cookie asked.

"Yes, please. Who would want to do that to this place?"

"Someone who doesn't like lesbians," Shannon said.

"When I walked in, I thought I heard you saying you might know who did it?"

"Yeah. A woman who used to ride with the club. Somebody that's gone all religious extremist wacko on us. Kim Hall is her name," Cece said.

"Sounds as though you have strong suspicions." Teri put a five dollar bill on the bar and took a sip of her
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