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Wilcox

After taking a deep pull, he slowly put down
the cigarette. He let the smoke fill up his lungs and winced as it
burned its way down. He drank quickly to suppress a cough that was
creeping up. Personally, he hated smoking and everything associated
with it, but he felt more sophisticated every time he lit one up.
It made him feel like he knew everything in the world and everyone
else was microscopic in comparison. Never mind the fact that over
half the people in the bar were smoking and doing it with much more
ease then he. Tonight was different though, he had another reason
for lighting up; a simple experiment. While at work he had
accidently stumbled upon an article that said 60% of women were
more attracted to men who smoked.

He had not really read much into the article
but he did want to test out this theory considering he had not
screwed a woman in two weeks, and his loins kept reminding him of
this fact. It turned out that the study might have been on to
something. He had only lit up one cigarette in an hour, managing to
take two full hits without coughing, when out of the corner of his
eye, he noticed a woman staring at him from a stool nearby.

She was not smoking herself but had five
empty shot glasses in front of her; the bartender was bringing her
a sixth shot of what appeared to be tequila. ‘Must have been a
tough day at work,’ he thought to himself. He could tell she was
not used to the heavy drinking, because she was leaning heavily
against the counter. Casually, he turned his head to the side to
show that he had also noticed her. She smiled at him, and turned
around on her stool to face him. She was pretty, seemed to be in
her early thirties, and was wearing a half unbuttoned white collar
shirt with a black skirt. He soon noticed that she was facing him,
with her legs propped up by the seat’s crisscrossing pegs. By doing
this, she made it abundantly clear that she wanted him to look
under her skirt, and he noticed with wonderful delight that she was
wearing no panties. In the back of his mind he knew he had hit the
jackpot. He took one last drag from the cigarette, being quite
pleased when a cough did not erupt, and strode over to sit by the
woman. She seemed to have a hard time focusing on him or staying
still for that matter, but was smiling all the same. He hoped she
didn’t decide to puke on him since he was wearing his favorite
suit.

“M...My name’s Kylah,” she said lazily.

“Wilcox, but you can call me Wil.”

“Wil,” she said, while pronouncing the L so
that her tongue ran over her lips. “Well Wil, I’m not really one
for the boring for…formal…”

“Formalities,” Wil said softly.

“Yea that. So how about we skip to the fun
part?”

Wil shifted in his chair, rested his head on
his hand, and stared at her for a moment before saying “I think the
formalities went out the window the moment you opened up your
skirt.”

“Oh. Silly me, did I forget to wear my
panties again?” she giggled. “Well, now that it’s out there, did
you happen to see anything you liked?”

“Maybe," Wil answered slowly.

He had learned that the easiest way to tease
and arouse a girl was to give a short, quick and often provocative
answer.

“How about we go to my place and get more
acquainted,” she said, while slightly leaning over as if she were
about to kiss him.

Unfortunately, Wil could tell she was
slipping away into unconsciousness and he couldn’t let her do that-
she would be completely useless then.

He straightened himself up, leaned forward to
whisper in her ear and said, “You can barely walk, let alone drive,
how about we go to my place instead?"

She looked at him with a silly smile on her
face, swallowed the last shot of tequila, and said, "As long as I
get to drive stick."

He had to stop himself from rolling his eyes
at the crude attempt at a sexual joke. Instead, he simply drew up a
sly smile and whispered, "Have it your way."

He paid for her drinks and helped her walk
out to his new Porsche Hybrid waiting in the bar’s parking lot. The
car, like so many other things in his life, was just a means to
obtain women. He helped her into the passenger side seat as she
mumbled incoherent phrases. Shutting the door, he took his time
walking around to the driver’s side, taking notice of the brisk
cool evening. ‘It was going to be a wonderful night.’

Two Hours Later

Sal, the bartender, was cleaning up the last
of his tables before closing up, when he noticed a purse left on an
empty seat. He didn’t recognize the bag but remembered who the last
two to sit there were. They had both been women he was sure. He
remembered that they were having a very loud argument that could
easily be heard over the music and bar room chatter. At some point
one of the ladies had gotten up and stormed out while the second
one came up to the bar and started downing tequila shots. She had
reached six shots and he was about to cut her off when the man in
the suit and glasses started talking to her. If he recalled
correctly, the first lady had her purse with her when she left, so
this purse had to belong to the one he had been serving. Strange,
it had been over two hours and she never came back for it. Then
again, she had been looking pretty wasted and he doubted if she
would remember her own name. Maybe he should have called a cab and
seen that she was safely taken home instead of letting her walk off
with the guy in the suit, especially with the string of missing
girls lately. However, it was none of his business what she did
with herself. He would put the purse up for now and she’d probably
come back for it tomorrow. He grabbed the purse, set it on a shelf,
turned off the lights and left the bar.

Cole

Another night without his dad, which meant no
bed time stories, no tucking into bed, and, of course no love. As
long as he could remember, his father had never shown him love. It
wasn't that his father was mean or even cruel. He had provided
food, clothes, and shelter and even helped with homework when he
was home; however, there was just no closeness. He could only
remember one time when he had experienced true happiness with his
father, and that was last year on his ninth birthday when his
father took him to the carnival.
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They had laughed, shared cotton candy, and
even for a brief moment held hands upon entering the Hall of
Mirrors. Everything was going great until his father saw the woman
working at the popcorn booth. Wilcox had handed him a twenty dollar
bill and told him to go have fun. Cole simply stared as his father
walked away and began to talk to the woman. He sat on the bench
next to the merry-go-round ride watching as other families walked
by. Mothers tickled their children while they sat perched on top of
their father’s shoulders. No one, not a single person, noticed the
little boy with a twenty dollar bill held in his hand and tears
falling into his lap. He could not understand how everyone could be
having so much fun on his birthday, while he could not even force a
fake smile.

Soon, the carnival began to close. The
lights, booths, rides, and shops began to shut down and still no
one noticed him. Finally, when he felt he would end up sleeping on
the bench for the night, a woman appeared and noticed him
instantly, almost as if she were searching for him.

She had knelt down and began talking to Cole,
eventually getting him to laugh. When all the lights had seemed to
completely turn off, she held out her hand and he took it. It was
warm and comforting. As they walked and looked for his father, she
continued talking to Cole and made him feel, for the first time in
a long time, like he had a mother. When they finally found his
father, Cole felt nothing but anger towards him-- not because he
had abandoned him, but because when they found him he was on top of
the woman from the booth. His hands were inside of her shirt. Cole
wanted to disappear with the lady holding his hand. He did not want
her to know that he was related to that man.

They stood there in silence as his father
stood up to take off his shirt. It wasn’t long before Wil realized
he had an audience. Cole thought his father would show surprise,
guilt, embarrassment, or, at least, a little remorse, but his life
wasn’t a fairy tale. Wil’s expression was blank and unreadable.
Cole doubted he cared. Wil was probably mad that they had
interrupted him. When the woman under Wil finally realized they
were being watched, she turned a deep red; she quickly wrote down
Wil’s number, kissed him and ran into the darkness.

At some point the lady had let go of Cole’s
hand and he was afraid she felt disgusted by him. Wil walked past
them, without saying a word, and simply motioned for Cole to
follow. Just as Cole started forward, the lady knelt down, hugged
him, and handed him a small piece of paper.

It was not until he had reached the safety of
his room at home, that he read the note. It contained her name,
address, number, and the word, anytime. Cole never called the woman
because he was afraid she would not remember him. Even so, he kept
the paper hidden under his clothes in his dresser.
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Cole suddenly found himself getting out of
bed, propelled by anger. He wanted to make his father mad just like
his father had made him mad. He knew what would enrage him more
than anything. He would see what his father didn't want him to see
and be where his father never wanted him to be: the basement room.
He slowly crept down the stairs and neared the landing when the
front door burst open. If it were not for his father carrying a
woman in his arms while ferociously kissing her, he would have been
seen. He stepped further back into the darkness of the stairs where
he knew he could not be seen. Cole watched as they stepped into the
house and for a second the two were bathed in the light of the
moon. Cole’s mouth dropped open as he saw who his father carried
into the house.

His father proceeded downstairs, to the
basement room, with the woman in his arms. The appearance of the
woman had stunned Cole; he had trusted her and she had betrayed
him. True, he hadn’t seen her since she had helped him at the
carnival but never in a million years would he have expected her to
fall for his father’s charms. There was nothing he could do but
head back upstairs and try to get some sleep.

The oatmeal was getting dry and starting to
form clumps in his bowl, but it didn’t matter because he hadn’t
planned on eating it anyway. He couldn’t remember why he had fixed
it in the first place. His head was still spinning from the
encounter with the woman and his father, together. It made his
empty stomach feel nauseatingly full. He stood up, grabbed the bowl
of oatmeal, and started pushing the contents into the trashcan. He
would have to take the trash out because his father hated it when
he wasted food. Fortunately, he did not have to worry about it at
the moment, his father had always left for work before he got up
and on a normal night did not return until after Cole was in bed.
So for the most part, he had the house to himself. Some children
would have found the freedom inviting, even exciting, but he hated
the emptiness. The house was a large two story and a ten year old
boy, constantly alone, could develop a vivid imagination. However,
today he welcomed the isolation. Ever since last night, his hatred
towards his father had doubled and he knew if he saw Wil’s face he,
might say or do something he would regret.

After he had rinsed the bowl and loaded it
into the dishwasher, he grabbed the blue backpack that had been
hanging on the chair he had previously occupied. He glanced around
the house once to make sure everything was in its proper place and
soon found his gaze focusing on the black door that led to the
basement. He slowly mulled over the thought of finally knowing what
secrets his father hid down in that room. He was sorely tempted to
drop his bag and find out. Unfortunately He knew that he could not
risk it at the moment. He would be late to school and they would
call Wil. That would undoubtedly lead to some questions he would
probably not want to answer. With that thought in mind he
shouldered his bag, and walked out the front door. He found himself
immediately assaulted by heavy droplets of rain, and before long
his brown hair was completely plastered to his head. He quickly ran
down the driveway, on to the sidewalk, and checked the streets for
any signs of headlights. After double-checking and then
triple-checking that there were no telltale signs of an approaching
vehicle, he darted across to the opposite sidewalk and began to
make slow progress towards Brighton Elementary school.

He had no one to talk to on the way to school
because he had no friends. It wasn’t because he was shy or that he
had an abnormal deformity. It was simply because he shunned any
form of friendship offered by others. He didn’t want or need
companions and would willingly fight anyone just to let them know
he was serious. The teachers knew about his attitude towards the
other students, and after a while of trying to get him to be
social, they simply gave up and left him to himself. He remembered
his third grade teacher, Mrs. Willis, whispering under her breath
as she walked away,

"The kid must be retarded or something,"
after her attempt at trying to force him to make friends with Eliza
Strumhold, resulted in Cole cutting off one of Eliza’s pony tails
with a pair of scissors.

You would think that at that age he would
have broken down into tears, after hearing his teacher call him
retarded, but he simply refused to let the words faze him.

Of course, they probably would have been more
sympathetic if they knew he only behaved this way because he was
afraid people would hurt or leave him just like his mother had.

He didn't talk much about his mother, nor did
his father, not that his father said much anyway. So the teachers
never made the connection between his actions and the disappearance
of his mother. But from the day Cole began to understand that his
mother was not coming home, he started to formulate the idea that
she had left because of him.

And so he stayed friendless to avoid going
through the pain again.

He was nearly halfway to school when he saw a
white sheet of paper blow off a pole and come to lie in a puddle in
front of him. He picked up the paper and tried to decipher it, but
the rain had caused it to be unreadable. He could tell that it was
a missing person’s paper though, because there were many more of
them scattered throughout the town, posted on store fronts, gas
stations, and of course, telephone poles. Last time Cole had
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