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Chapter 1

 


Quietly opening the front door,
thirteen-year-old William Yared Castro-Chavez Stone hurried
upstairs. Before opening the door he made sure, by looking through
the small pane glass in the door, his stepmother, Lydia Stone
wasn't near the doorway. As he came to each corner in the house, he
checked to see if she was there.

Finally arriving in his room, he took off his
sweaty black jogging suit and the rest of the clothing that he had
been wearing for the last two days. William had been at the YMCA
for two days because he had felt ashamed of letting his
step-cousin, Enid Stone find him touching himself. He often
disappeared from home for days at a time and Edward Stone, his
uncle and guardian, never questioned his whereabouts. Edward
allowed his nephew a great degree of independence because Edward
did not care; as long as William never disgraced the family or
caused any trouble in public.

Edward Stone was a widely known man in
Davenport, Ohio. This year he was running for city council chairman
and was believed to have the election in the bag with only six
months until the November election.

Yet. Edward Stone was not the all-American
man with the all-American family like everyone in the city of
Davenport believed he was. Edward Stone had enough bones in his
closet to fill a graveyard the size of New York. Most of the bones
represented his past life; then came his mysterious second wife,
and third was his stepdaughter, Enid, from a previous marriage.
William’s father was an integral part of Edward's past.

In New York, about thirty years ago, when
Edward was ten, the police found Edward hanging upside down in a
closet. He had three fractured ribs and internal bleeding in his
stomach from a beating his father, Yared Chavez had administered to
him because Edward refused to tell his father where his 15-year old
brother, Javier Chavez, had run away to. The police had also found
the remains of a woman's body parts, amputated and nailed to the
closet walls around Edward. It was later discovered that the woman
was Edward and Javier's mother.

Animal blood was found in the basement; along
with human and animal body parts inside the freezer. Yared Chavez
was arrested and brought up on over twenty charges. He died in an
asylum four years ago, as far as William knew.

Javier was never found and Edward, after
years of state psychiatric treatment, was given to a foster family
in the state of New York. He ran away after a year; before he
turned seventeen, and received his GED at Albany Community College.
He then went on to earn an associate degree in Criminal
Justice/Political Science. He met his first wife, Cleo Allen, at
Albany.

Cleo already had a two-year-old daughter
named Enid. They married and Edward adopted her child as his own.
Three years after their marriage, for no reason at all, Edward and
family moved to Davenport, Ohio, a small town about the size of
Tampa, Florida. At the time of the move, the city had a serial
killer on the loose for the past two years. It was not a big thing
in the beginning and it took little notice in the papers. Bodies
were being found in dark alleys, abandoned buildings and junked
cars, with the stomach missing, the neck slashed, and bones broken
in places that would not have exactly killed the person. Yet had
the victim been alive during the time the bones were being broken
it would have been tortuously painful.

As the years passed, the police picked up
clues. Most often, the victim tended to be male most times, with
children, had a minor criminal record (usually suspected of child
abuse) and was generally middle class in income. There was no
evidence of the killer on the victims’ bodies and there were never
any witnesses. The killer moved like a thief in the night; never
leaving anyone the wiser as to whom he or she was.

Ramsey McPherson, Chief of Police at the time
of the killings, was obsessed about the case. He swore to every
citizen he would put this killer behind bars and he meant it.

One year ago, the killer had been caught in
the act of gutting out the stomach of his victim, a top city
prosecuting attorney, who had been accused of abusing his five and
eight year old daughters. It was too late for the lawyer, but not
too late to put the killer behind bars, just as McPherson had
promised.

William was the most in shock when the
newspapers announced who the killer was..

It was Javier Chavez, William's father.

***

One year after Javier had run away, he ended
up in jail at the age of sixteen for stealing cars in Los Angeles.
Giving the false identity of a homeless teen, he received a six
months sentence and when he got out he remained on probation for
two years. During those years he stayed out of trouble with the law
and even graduated from school on time. As soon as he graduated, he
was off probation and got out of California; going from one end of
the country to the other doing odd jobs under his new name, but his
specialty was automobiles. He had a knack for fixing cars and was
extremely good at it. He finally ended up in Cincinnati, Ohio a
thirty-mile drive from Davenport, working at a fix-it shop where he
met Marie Perez and unfortunately got her pregnant.

By this time the murders had started, with
one occurring every six months. When William (named after Yared's
father) was born, they increased more and more. While her son was
in school, Marie worked as a waitress in a deli shop to bring in
extra income for the family.

Marie got tired of the beatings and abuse
Javier's explosive temper evoked and left Javier and William, to
marry a Cincinnati policeman, Harrison Douglas. His father raised
William the first seven years of his life, and every once in a
while he would see his mother. Marie got full custody of William
when she saw the cuts on her son's thighs and back. To William, he
went from bad to worse. At least when his father knocked him around
he apologized and bought William an ice cream or two to make up;
even though William knew it would not be the last beating. Harrison
would knock him around all the time and not say a thing, except for
William to get up and take the beating “like a man.” Harrison was
so good at abuse that he did not leave the brutal marks Javier was
prone to do. William was never one to bruise easily, like his
mother, who received abuse from Harrison as well.

Javier had started the killings in California
-- usually neighborhood pets and other animals. He killed his first
human victim in a Cincinnati Park scuffle. Javier lost his temper
and broke the man's hands, arms, and shoulders; then gutted him out
with a twelve-inch double edge blade that he always kept strapped
to his ankle.

He became obsessive with this form of
killing, but then he became specific with his victims and decided
to make Davenport the designated town where all the bodies were
found.

William had never known his father was like
this. He knew him to be a brutal man, but not the type who would
actually kill. Javier had hate in him and often William remembered
his father snarling, “No stomach. Hurt a child and you have no
guts, but I got to teach you a lesson, boy. A lesson you will never
forget.”

William's lessons were what nightmares were
made of and in the darkness of the closet where his father often
locked him in, William swore to become big and strong so he could
beat the crap out of his father along with any other person who
tried to hurt him. He promised himself that he would never let
anyone ride roughshod over him without getting some type of
revenge.

He had lived his next four years with his
mother until Harrison knocked William across the shoulder with the
butt of his gun and William got up and punched Harrison in the
groin.

William had always been strong for his age.
Even now in the eighth grade he towered at five feet eight inches
with a broadness about him that made him seem huge. With his
constant working out at the YMCA to relieve a lot of stress and
untamed anger inside of him, he looked like a full-grown man with a
boyish face.

All William knew was that he had busted a
vein in Harrison’s groin and Harrison had made Marie choose between
her son and her husband. She chose Harrison and sent William to
live with his Uncle Edward in Davenport, since his father was
serving a lifetime sentence in a high security psychiatric
prison.

At the time William moved in, Edward had been
married to his second wife, Lydia for a year. Enid's mother had
died in an “accidental” fall down the steps and had broken her
neck. Lydia was rather absent-minded and quiet. What was strange
about her was that if William asked Lydia what her past was like,
she couldn't tell him. Edward explained it as a handicap in her
brain, but William believed it was much more than just that.

Lydia would sometimes, all of a sudden, speak
a strange Spanish when she became angry. Once when William
disappeared for a longer period than usual, Lydia told him
off-handedly she was worried not because he had been gone a long
time, but because she missed her dead brother, yet Edward assured
William that Lydia had no other family.

Standing in the middle of his room, William
stared in the mirror cutting his dark gold speckled hazel brown
eyes to observe the hardness of his body still present from his
strenuous workout. His short crew cut, jet-black hair went
extremely close to his scalp - almost looking bald - so he looked
cold and distant. His father, who William was an exact image of,
had always worn his hair shoulder length and wild. Edward would not
let William grow his hair past his ears so that William could not
get the cold and ruthless look his father always had. With his
strong definite facial trait, William knew without the long hair,
he looked gruff and fearsome like a Spanish gringo looking for
trouble. Whenever he had a bad day and his light hazel brown eyes
lit up to a golden-bronze, people gave him wide berth wherever he
went with that look in his eyes.

“So you finally decided to come home,” Enid
sang at the doorway of his room. “I saw you hiding from me at
school today.”

“I wasn't hiding,” he angrily denied. “I was
avoiding you.”

She sauntered in the room leaving the door
cracked. She switched her teenage hips in a sort of sexy manner,
clearly trying to excite him. Disgusted, William was not attracted
to Enid no matter that she was voted by every guy at school the
best looking cheerleader and female in the school with her deep
brown, wheat-colored colored hair contrasting against her light
caramel skin. Both her parents were African-American and Enid
looked like her mother; very skinny and very well endowed features.
No doubt Enid was beautiful, not a seductive beauty like William's
mother, who William found attractive; but Enid had comeliness that
was just nice to look at.

“Billy, I've been waiting a whole year to get
my hands on you and now I've got you.” She pressed her five foot
seven lean body against his. “You'll do as I say or I'll tell Lydia
and Edward what I saw you doing to yourself.”

His eye twitched at the annoying name she
called him. Even though “Billy” was a nickname for “William,” he
couldn't stand the name “Billy” and didn't like it when anyone
called him that name. “You wouldn't,” he challenged her scowling
darkly.

Enid stepped away, losing her courage from
the way his bright cat-like yellow eyes menacingly glowered at her;
but then she became brave again, her lust winning out over common
survival sense. “I most definitely would,” she haughtily challenged
back.

His eyes narrowed in hatred and just to show
how much he really feared her threat, he snatched up his towel and
walked into the bathroom slamming the door behind him. William got
into the shower without giving Enid Stone another thought, until he
felt something warm pressing against the back of his body.

He bolted out of the shower bellowing. “What
the hell's wrong with you?!”

“What's wrong with YOU?” She stood naked in
the shower.

William turned off the water, grabbed his
towel and wrapped it around his lean waist. “If you think I would
even consider doing something so gross with my own cousin you're
sick as hell, Enid.”

“I'm your step-cousin, Billy,” she snipped
smartly. “You Stone men aren’t only crazy, but you're also stupid.
We aren't even blood related.” She stepped out of the shower and
stood brazenly in front of him in her birthday suit.

William didn't especially like being referred
to as crazy and he especially didn't like being compared to any
other male member in his family. “Even if we weren't related this
way,” he growled. “I still wouldn't have sex with you. Now get the
hell out of here, while you can still walk on your own, Enid.”

She ignored his threat. “Liar,” she said,
pressing her body against his and putting her arms around his neck.
They stood almost the same height, so it was easy for her to reach
him, but he was stronger and he was getting sick to his stomach at
the thought that she was forcing herself onto him. “I know you want
me, Billy.”

“I want you to get the hell out of my face!”
He pushed her away, stormed in his room and took out a clean
jogging suit set along with some underwear, but just as he was
about to slip into his boxers, she snatched the towel from around
his waist. He turned to her to see the wicked smile on her face and
then her body again pressed against his. This time her arms locked
around his waist.

“Your mind says no, but your body says yes,
Billy. I can feel your hardness pressing against my stomach. You
can't deny that it would feel good.” She dared and looked up in
those cold golden eyes. “Make love to me, Billy,” she whispered
seductively.

His eye twitched again in anger. He tried to
unlock her hands without hurting her. It wasn't that he cared, but
he didn't want any bruises on her or her screaming, because Lydia
had good eyes and good hearing. “Enid, you've fucking lost it.” He
tried to back out, but he was too close to the bed. The back of his
knee hit the bed and William lost his balance. He fell on his back
on the bed, while she fell on top of him.

His manhood was right near her woman's
softness and he could feel the wetness and instantly stiffened -
all over.

“I knew you wanted me, Billy. You were just
trying to deny what you felt.” She moved her fingers through his
hair. “I'll teach you everything, so you won't have to use your
hands anymore.” Her other hand reached down and grasped his thick
swollen man root. He had not built up a body control as much as he
had mind control. He had learned at an early age that if he blocked
his mind to pain, he wouldn't feel it, but Enid's fondling him was
nothing painful at all.

Now if only he could have body control, he
wished, as his teenager’s body began to respond to Enid's
ministrations. He forced his hands to stay at his side and did not
move, too scared of what he might do.

He closed his mind, partially listening to
her seducing words of how she had promised herself to have William,
but had to settle with Edward instead; until she had caught William
in his “act.”

His mind was like a tape recorder and he went
to rewind. “...to have Edward until I finally caught you in your
act.” She smiled triumphantly as if she had won a gold medal.

“You put up with Edward?” he forced out.

Enid’s smile widened, thinking she had his
acquiesce. “He's old, but he's a good teacher. Or is it that all
Stone men are like this, just naturally?” She sat up and fully
straddled his hips. “We can be together William and no one will
ever know.” She started to guide him into her.

He snatched both her wrists, held them high
in the air and rolled her on her back with him on top. His actions
were so quick she shrieked in fear. “I'm not like any of the Stone
men, Enid. I'm not even a Stone man. My last name is Chavez and
Edward made me chang it because everyone knows my father and
grandfather.”

“You're hurting me, Billy,” she snapped.

“You wouldn't know pain if it slapped you in
the face, Enid, and I want to show you real hurt; but Lydia
wouldn't forgive me if I hurt you. But if you ever...EVER come near
me again, I'll hurt you so bad you'll be in trauma for the rest of
your fucking life.” He painfully tightened his grip on her wrists.
“Do you understand, slut?!”

At first she seemed confused, but then she
glanced past his broad shoulder to the doorway and suddenly she
began to writhe and cry hysterically. “Please stop! Don't, please.
You're hurting me!”

“William!” Lydia screamed at the doorway.

He turned in shock, but didn't release
Enid.

“Get off of her!” Lydia ordered, coming into
the room.

William obeyed immediately and wrapped his
towel around himself. Lydia stood two inches over him; yet even if
she did not, she represented the only real authority and respect
for a person in his life. . Her usual earthly light brown skin
suffused with red in her upset over what she was seeing. Her unique
olive green eyes flashed in anger, which went along beautifully
with her pony-tailed, chestnut hair.

She had a sort of motherly beauty that was
unforgettable. Lydia had been like a real mother to William in the
short year he had known her and William felt she was the only
person, let alone a woman, he could really feel close to.

Enid rushed to Lydia, bawling extravagantly
loud, “H-he raped me, M-mother.”

William knew whenever Enid called Lydia,
“mother,” it was usually in sarcasm or Enid was trying to get her
way. Right now it was the latter and to his disbelief, Lydia looked
ready to believe Enid. “You aren't going to believe that lying
slut!” he boomed

Enid stood behind Lydia, her black eyes
slanted with deviousness, but occasionally she let out a whimper
for Lydia to hear and William could see this was a losing battle
with Enid clutching to Lydia's arm for dear life.

“I suggest you put on your clothes and get
out and don't come back until Edward comes home,” Lydia
ordered.

“She's lying! She's lying and you're
believing her, Lydia!” It took a lot not to curse, since it was his
nature, but he never liked getting slapped either and he knew Lydia
would if he did curse. He could stand a beating until he went
unconscious, but something rubbed him raw when a female slapped
him.

“The matter will be solved when Edward comes
home. Now get out!” she screamed, as Enid began to wail again.

He stood fists tight, feet apart, fighting
for control. He wanted to throttle the living shit out of Enid. He
wanted to just knock Lydia out the way and choke the lying breath
from Enid’s body, but he respected Lydia too much to do what he
felt was right.

Grabbing his clothes, he went in the
bathroom; hurriedly dressed and then came out. Enid was not in the
room anymore, but Lydia was still there. He got his wallet and book
bag, then headed for the door.

“William,” Lydia called out softly in an
almost pleading manner.

He stopped, but didn't turn around.

She was calm as she explained, “I don't know
whom to believe, but I'm sure Edward will clear the matter up. It's
just a couple of hours and you need to cool down.”

William knew Edward would not believe him
either -- not after what he had just heard Enid say. He knew he
could not come back because Edward would probably use this as an
opportunity to put him in a youth home. William always had a
feeling Edward was looking for a reason to send him away from the
world. Although Edward did not express it out loud, William felt
his uncle thought William would turn out like his father.

Going to his closet, he grabbed a large dark
green duffel bag and shoved all his clothes (which was not much)
and possessions in. “Lydia,” his voice was grave and filled with
disappointment. “I respect you. You're the only person I ever did
really care about in my whole life.”

“Where are you going?” she seemed a bit
paranoid and very worried.

He zipped up the bag and faced her. “Edward's
not going to believe me, Lydia and I'm not coming back to take any
more abuse from him. I've fully decided that no one is going to
hurt me without getting just revenge for it; which I will extract
personally, and since I know Edward is the only family you have,
then I can't hurt him, because I would be hurting you.” He stepped
to her, wanting to hug her, but being affectionate, emotional, and
showing his true feelings had always been difficult for him.

She threw her arms around his neck, but his
arms never moved from his side. “Good-bye, William. Be careful.”
She kissed his cheek. “Don't be a stranger.”

He did not say a word. He only gathered his
things and walked out.

 



Chapter 2

 


He took Lydia's advice and walked his anger
off. Letting his mind travel, he could vividly remember his
father's words, “Damn women! They're nothing but a bunch of
bitches. You may meet a nice one someday, but deep down, they're
bitches.” William could only refer to Lydia being one because she
threw him out instead of Enid. He continued to walk until he found
himself on the other side of town. The neighborhoods were the
surrounds of a picturistic Rockwell painting, with trees on every
front lawn, a nice car in every driveway and children playing in
front of one of the houses near the corner.

William looked at his watch and was surprised
to see it was nearing five o'clock in the evening. With it being a
May evening, the sun wasn't ready to set yet, but dusk was
reluctantly approaching. He was surprised to see children out
playing this late, but it wasn't an abundance of them, not even a
crowd, only three to be exact. They played beside the house in a
yard the size of where a house used to be, but was now used as a
play area. In the front was all grass, but nearing the back where
the alley was, there were different types of trees. He saw that the
property didn't have a gate around it to close it off to others. It
was a big orange, brown and white brick house, like most of the
houses in Davenport, and it had a wide porch with a patio.

The three children ranged between his age to
the youngest of about ten years old based on her small frame. He
stood six houses away from the corner house, where they played
across the street from him. They were playing monkey in the middle
and the smallest one was the monkey; which William thought was
quite a disadvantage, seeing that the other two were much older and
taller than the small child. He moved a house closer to get a
better view of them. Why he was interested in these particular
children was beyond him. He wanted to see what was going to happen.
His legs slowly moved him closer to hear their voices.

The smallest tried her best to get the ball,
but couldn't, and finally became frustrated, stomping her foot in
anger and yelling at the top of her lungs, “I QUIT! I don't want to
play anymore. Give me my ball, NOW!”

The only boy in the trio, who looked about a
year younger than the oldest one that looked thirteen, caught the
ball. The oldest girl had just thrown him, and tucked the ball
under his right side. “Abigail, you can't just give up when you're
losing!”

“I'm tired!” she whined. “I don't want to
play anymore, Robby.” She dropped to her knees staining her old
coveralls with grass, but not caring. She looked so drained and
exhausted.

“Abby is a sore loser!” the oldest girl
taunted. “Abby is a sore loser!”

Energy seemed to shoot through Abigail like a
bolt of lightning. Jumping to her feet she faced the girl as if she
were a warrior preparing to attack the enemy. “I am NOT!” she
screamed. Turning around to face her brother, she demanded, “Give
me my ball.” She charged for the ball, but Robby tossed it to the
other girl.

Abigail calmed herself and saw the game they
were playing. With a supreme air, she crossed her arms over her
chest. “I'm not playing anymore and I'm going to tell Daddy.”

“I'm really scared now,” the girl saucily
feigned. “You wouldn't dare.”

“I would too, Angie!” Abigail challenged.
“Just like I'm going to tell Daddy you were sucking face with Ethan
Crosby.”

Robby laughed, but the older girl found
nothing funny and hurled the ball at Abigail's chest as hard as she
could. It knocked Abigail off her feet and knocked the breath out
of her small body. Angie pinned Abigail to the ground with her knee
in the little girl's stomach and her arms above her head. Abigail
struggled, but it was futile. “You tell anybody about that and I'll
rip your eyes out Abigail.”

“I'm telling!” Abigail choked out.

Robby pushed the older sister off of Abigail.
“Wha'da ya want to do to her Angie, kill her?”

Angie stood up and boxed Robby's ears. “You
push me again and I'll beat you up too.”

Abigail came to her feet and started for the
ball, but Angie saw her intentions and kicked the ball away. “Get
the ball, Robby,” Angie ordered.

The older ones began a game of keep away from
the younger one.

William saw that the older ones were red
heads, which were unusual for African-American children, while the
youngest had deep coppery-brown hair, with auburn strands that
caught in the dimming sunlight, making it an extraordinary color.
From the way they spoke to each other, he could see they were all
siblings and Abigail was the unfortunate odd ball. Unlike the other
two, who were rather frumpy, Abigail was skinny, appearing
malnourished, yet William knew this was a before-puberty stage. He
seemed drawn to the youngest one, who had her beautiful hair pulled
back in a messy ponytail that was mid-back length. Her facial
features were strong, unlike the others pudgy and thick
features.

She was close to tears now and getting even
angrier than before. “I want my ball!” she demanded, stopping the
chase of her sister who presently had the ball.

“Abby, you're a sore loser and a tattle
teller. If you tell Daddy, I'll tell Momma you were adopted and
she'll give you away, just like all the others. Won't she
Robby?”

Robby snickered wickedly, seeing Abigail's
terrified expression. “Yep. And they'll take you to an
orphanage.”

Angie's tone was malicious and vengeful.
“They'll rape you and beat you every night, just because you are
weird looking and you're a Daddy's girl. Orphanages hate Daddy's
girls.”

William knew they were giving her a load of
bullshit, but he could tell Abigail believed her siblings, because
she burst out crying. “Please don't tell. Please don't tell
Momma.”

William was sicken at the mental abuse the
older sibling were putting upon the younger one. He was glad he
never had any siblings; but regretfully he had a father who dealt
his share of physical abuse. William then had to question, which
was worse: physical or mental abuse?

Angie slapped Abigail. “Shut up crybaby! Or
I'll really tell Momma.”

Abigail stifled her sobs, shuddering every
few moments for her efforts. “C-can I have m-my ball now?”

“No, crybaby.” Angie tossed the ball to Robby
who held it too high for Abigail to reach. The older ones laughed
at the efforts of the youngest one.

Abigail, very sick and tired of these games,
stopped jumping and kicked Robby in his leg with all of her might.
Robby angrily shoved Abigail to the ground and hurled the ball
carelessly, just to get it out of his hands. William watched the
ball as it sailed high in the sky right towards...him. He caught
the ball with ease, holding it with one hand, despite the fact that
the bouncing ball was about the size of a basketball. He saw the
name: ABIGAIL MCPHERSON written on it in thick black marker. The
trio approached him warily as he tucked the ball under his arm in a
very possessive manner.

Angie, being the oldest, came forward, giving
her brother a “stay back” look. Robby held Abigail back across the
street from the man with the ball and both younger siblings watched
as their older sister approached the huge stranger, whom they had
not noticed standing across the street in black sweat pants and
black sweater. As Angie got close, her steps faltered as he noted
she recognized his face. He recognized her as well because she went
to his school. She most definitely knew he was in the smart class,
but a lot of people stayed away from him. William assumed she
didn't know his name, but she had probably heard rumors that he was
dangerous, by the way of her wary expression. Most people thought
the same of him wherever he went.

Gathering all her courage, she spoke quietly,
“Give me the ball.”

From all the way across the street on the
curb, Abigail heard this. “It's my ball!” she protested, trying to
wrestle from Robby's grip. She snatched from his grip and made it
across the street before Robby caught up with her, grabbing her
arm. She screamed high to the heavens her frustration at being
caught.

“Shut-up!” Robby sneered, pinching Abigail in
the arm. Abigail sobbed in pain until she fell to her knees. Robby
stopped pinching her, not because he wanted to, but because the
stranger took a step towards them.

Angie stepped forward to draw attention from
her siblings, now very scared as she looked into his weird eyes as
they began to almost glow a deep golden yellow. “We didn't do
anything to you. Look I know you go to my school. I can tell the
principal on you. Just give us the ball.”

William could smell her fear. He could always
smell fear and the fear he provoked in people always gave him a
weird sense of delectation. He knew he was born with this sense to
evoke the fear in people and cursed himself sometimes for using it
wrongly, but then could not help himself when it felt so good to do
so.

Abigail slowly got to her feet and looked at
William with her eyes slit in anger. Obviously Robby had warned her
quietly not to go over there and she was responding to his
statement. “I don't' care how big he is or how mean he looks, I
want my ball now. I'm not going to let Angie get it away from him.”
She stepped towards the stranger, and then Robby grabbed her
shoulders. With all her might, she pushed him away and ran to
Angie's side. Robby followed, standing on the other side of Abigail
facing William, but didn't try to hold her, knowing she would
create another scene.

William had not said a word, but his eyes
were staring directly at Abigail. She met his eyes without a
blink.

Angie decided to ask again for the ball,
which the boy had tucked under his arm. “Are you going to give us
the ball-”

“-MY BALL!” Abigail angrily spat cutting her
sister off.

William's eyes went down to the ball as if he
didn't know he held it. He read the name out loud on the ball,
“Abigail McPherson.”

“That's me!” the little one said proudly
taking a step forward.

William pierced her with his yellow glare,
but her eyes didn't falter. Her eyes met his with no backing down,
meeting his anger. “Come here,” he ordered.

Angie held Abigail's arm. William knew the
oldest could feel the danger emanating from him. He should not be
trusted and Angie was a smart older sister, but Abigail was
stubborn in her effort to get her ball. William also noted how
protective Angie seemed to be now as if Abigail's worth was far
greater than the danger they were in. He remembered the oldest one
calling Abigail “Daddy's girl.” Yes, it was said in jealousy, but
what did Abigail and “all the other ones,” have to do with how
precious Abigail really was to her father.

“Abigail,” Angie said, not taking her eyes
off William, “Dad told us not to speak to strangers.”

“He's got my ball!” Abigail protested.

“Abby, he's a stranger,” Angie reiterated.
“We'll talk to Daddy when he gets home. He'll get the ball-”

“My BALL! And I can get my own ball.” Abigail
looked at the stranger. “Do you know who my Daddy is, you stupid
bully?!”

William stiffened at her childish
name-calling. She talked as if she were ten feet tall and ate
bullets for breakfast. “Do you think I fucking care?” he
snarled.

She snatched away from Angie and faced the
stranger in full fury. “My Daddy's Ramsey McPherson and he puts
punks like you in jail all day long.”

Either this chit was stupid or very brave
because when William took a step towards her - now within arms
reach of her - she didn't back away. Her siblings stepped back
three to his one, but the littlest one didn't move an inch,
although this meant she had to strain her neck up to see him. She
even had the audacity to place her hands on her hips, but his
thoughts went into rewind of what she had just said. The name she
had spoken had sounded very familiar...

Ramsey McPherson? He was responsible for
putting William's father, Javier Chavez, away for life! Talk about
a small world.

He knelt to her eye level. “If you want the
ball, come and get it,” he ordered, holding the ball just inches
from her body, but when she made an attempt to grab at it, he
jerked it back out of her reach. She stepped forward, following the
ball.

Angie was about to yank Abigail back, but the
cold piercing look he gave the older sister made her not do it. He
knew she was terrified at this point, but there was nothing Angie
could do about the fear. He was enjoying the power he evoked in
her, and this gave him even more drive to unleash even more
disquietude in the trio. Yet the youngest child showed no fear at
all, and this was a first for William in his life to not be able to
awaken alarm in someone.

When the fearless child stepped forward,
William met her eyes and was surprised by the color - A strange
cyan camel with a touch of gray. Mystical, beautiful, breathtaking.
He was captivated upon sight, along with the girl's beauty, he'd
have no doubt she would be drop dead gorgeous within a decade.

“Ask nicely,” he ordered.

“No!” she said stubbornly. “You give me my
ball and I won't tell my father on you, you bully. He'll find you
and hurt you.”

“You love your Daddy, little girl?”

Abigail smiled proudly. “Yes. And he loves me
and if anything happened to his little sweetheart you'll be
sorry.”

“Oh really? I'm really scared now,” he said
with sarcasm.

She stepped closer now, about his hand length
away. “You can't have it. It's my ball, mister!”

“And you want it?”

“Yes!” she screeched, upset.

He looked at the other siblings and licked
his lips like a lion going in for the prey. He then looked back at
Abigail. “If you want it, step closer.”

She frowned hesitantly for the first time.
She was suddenly becoming wary, he noticed, especially when he
looked at her as if he were going to eat her alive. William could
read this child's thoughts as if she spoke them out loud. She knew
this man with the haunting bright golden eyes wanted to do
something with her. Her eyes clearly asked him, could he hurt her
despite the threats she had made? “Why?” she questioned his request
with only a hint of wariness, but it was as if she were only asking
to prepare herself to attack first.

His voice was lowered, directed just at her,
and he could see the older siblings straining to hear and terrified
to react. “Because what I have to do, no one else can know, but
you.”

She stepped closer, their faces inches apart.
He was huge compared to her. “What?” she asked curiously.

“I want you to promise me something.”

She looked down at the bright neon ball and
placed her small hand on it next to his large one. “My Daddy says
not to make promises to strangers.”

“Am I really a stranger?” he questioned.

She met those strange eyes again and the
energy flowing between them was kismet. They were both aware there
was something was happening between them that was much bigger than
themselves or the world around them. Looking down because she felt
his hand take over hers, she saw the strange mark around his left
wrist. A permanent burn by an object. “Will I get my ball
back?”

“If you promise,” he said.

“Promise what?” Her ears pricked up to show
her curiosity.

“You'll first have to promise to do it.”

She bit her lip in thought. She looked at her
ball, then back up at him. “Okay, I promise.”

“No you have to really mean what you say.
Don't say it, if you don't mean it. Promise me you'll do it no
matter what happens.”

“I promise I'll do it no matter what
happens.” She swore honestly. “What do I have to do?”

He leaned closer and placed the ball between
them on the ground. His hands then moved up and cupped her cheeks
gently in his palms covering the whole side of her face. The power
behind his hand was evident and he realized with a swift movement,
he could just break her neck and not blink twice about killing her.
That she trusted him like this was very evident or maybe it was
trust misplaced over her eagerness to know what her promise was
for. This power he had over her at that moment in time, was the
most powerful and William languished in the omnipotence that
touching her produced in him.

Abigail stiffened, wanting to draw away, but
he could feel deep down inside her, she had a need for his touch
and her face leaned into his palm. His contact had made them one
and to both of them; nothing else existed.

“Promise you won't forget me.”

She frowned. “How could I forget you?”

“Through time.” He leaned closer to her. “But
if you promise to remember the name I tell you, you won't forget
me.”

“What is it?”

He moved his hand to her arm and pulled her
close. She came willingly. His lips were at her earlobe and his
breath did crazy things to her own breathing. “Yared,” he whispered
in her ear his lips fluttering against her earlobe.

He had given her his middle name he hardly
ever used from his grandfather. He even rolled the R, making it
sound foreign to her young ears.

Reluctantly he stood and moved away, finally
putting the other two siblings at ease. Passing Abigail the ball,
he winked at the other two, and then began to walk away.

“What did he say to you?” Angie demanded to
know.

“Nothing,” Abigail said evasively.

“Come on Abby, let's go in. Dad just pulled
up,” Robby said.

Abigail always greeted her father in the
living room. Always! Not today. Today she had to make sure she
remembered the stranger. He was almost to the end of the block when
she yelled, “Hey mister!”

William turned around to see the little girl
hurriedly hand the ball she had fought so hard for to her brother,
then run down to him in her dirty overalls and oversized T-shirt
with dirty shoes. If she had two pigtails he swore she would look
like a country girl, but he liked her hair down. He loved the color
and he loved the way it flowed around her.

“Did you forget already?” he questioned.

She blushed, shaking her head, very out of
breath.

He looked at her wild hair and flushed face.
In a few more years she would definitely turn heads and along with
her spirit and strength he knew she would break the hearts of many
men. For the first time in his life, he wanted to be a part of
someone's life. Hers! But would her father allow this? She was so
young. Would anyone understand his heart was lost already? “You're
a beautiful girl, Abigail,” he found himself saying, as if she
couldn't already read his thoughts.

Again her cheeks turned bright rose and he
could see it in her light complexion caramel skin. She seemed to
glow in his eyes. “I-I came to ask you something. Will you forget
me?”

“Never!” he swore vehemently.

She took his callused left hand in hers and
pressed his rough knuckles against her soft cheek. “Through time,”
she said, repeating his words. “You may.” Reaching up to her hair,
she pulled three long strands. Her hair was so thick it didn't hurt
- much, but she knew her hair was about the only thing people
remembered about her. She turned his palm upwards. “Open your
hand.”

He did so and she saw another old gnash
between his thumb and index finger, which looked rather painful.
She placed the strands in his hand and closed it so the wind
wouldn't blow it away. Looking up at him, she said, “Remember
me.”

“Abigail!” a loud voice boomed behind
her.

William saw the fear; yet happiness appeared
in her eyes.

“Good-bye,” were her parting words as she
gave him her back and ran down the street all the way to her house.
William watched her until she disappeared then he looked down at
his hand. Carefully, he balled it up; loving the softness and then
he looked back at the house.

A broad-shouldered, older man was standing on
the porch. His hair was dark and he looked rather tall. Without a
doubt in his mind, William knew who this was. He had seem him in
the newspapers many times and in a way, William began to feel
jealous. Not anger at this man, but jealousy, because this was
Abigail's world and William knew he could never have her. Not
because she was young, but because this man knew who William was.
This man knew his past and William was positive McPherson wouldn't
ever let him get close to his daughter ever again.

He turned away and ran. Ran until he fell in
a dark alley so exhausted physically and emotionally, but he swore
to go back tomorrow to see his Abigail.

 



Chapter 3

 


Ramsey McPherson only saw the guy briefly.
Tall, with black hair, black jogging suit, and dark colored shoes
was all he could see from the distance, before the guy turned and
ran. Going back in the house Ramsey had a strange feeling about all
of that... a really bad feeling he didn't like at all. Yet a lot
had been happening around the house and at his office to make him
nervous.

When he'd approached Angie about the boy, she
seemed evasive. “I see him around school, but I don't know who he
is. He stays to himself and people don't go around him ‘cause he's
scary.”

Ramsey felt the girl was lying to him about
how much she really knew about the stranger, but he didn't press
the subject, because her mother decided to make her set the table
and then help in the kitchen for dinner.

Robby had told him all about the incident in
detail, but when Ramsey asked Abigail about it, she said there
wasn't anything to be afraid of.

“You know you aren't supposed to talk to
strangers, Abigail,” he had said, as he tucked her in that
night.

“But he had my ball, Daddy. The ball you
brought me from Detroit. I had to get it back,” she insisted.

He understood and forgave her, but warned her
again about strangers. She apologized for disobeying him and hugged
her father.

She placed her hand over his. “He wasn't
going to hurt me, Daddy, if that's what you were worried
about.”

“How do you know he wouldn't have hurt you?”
he asked.

She motioned him to come closer. “I think he
likes me, Daddy.”

“Did you like him?”

“He is a nice person,” she avoided the
question on purpose. “On the inside he seemed like a very nice
person.”

He saw the mysterious smile playing on her
lips. “What was wrong with the outside?”

This question made her remember the scars and
she frowned. “He's lived a hard life Daddy.” Her look saddened and
Ramsey could almost see her wish she could take whatever pain this
young man was experiencing. “I hope he comes back.”

Ramsey prayed he did not. For some reason he
didn't like the fact that this guy had affected Abigail so much.
Ramsey did not like it at all.

***

When the lights were off Abigail thought
about the strange boy and the fluttering of her heart when his lips
had brushed her earlobe. How she had felt faint; yet far from sick.
In truth, she had never felt so alive in her short life. She had
needed his touch because she had not felt so secure with a man,
except her father.

When he was walking away, fear of not seeing
him again had caused a sinking feeling in her gut and she had
wanted to see him again.

Maybe he would come tomorrow. She wouldn't
care about what her father said about strangers. She remembered her
mother saying once that when a person found their soul mate, it was
hard for the fates to keep them apart, no matter what obstacles
were thrown in their way. As young as Abigail was, she believed now
in her life, that soul mate had come and she didn't mind it being
the young man.

Although Abigail was only ten and too young
to understand having a soul mate, she knew there had been something
between them. Something no one, not even her father - who knew
almost everything and tried to protect her from everything - could
explain to her.

***

For the first time in five years, William
missed school. He decided not to go; instead he found himself on
the corner again about four o’clock that afternoon watching them
all play “Hot potato.” Neither of the older ones would throw the
ball to Abigail, except on number ten; but by then the game would
be over, Abigail would be the loser and the older ones could play a
round by themselves without including her.

“I don't want to play anymore!” Abigail
announced loudly. “Give me my ball.” She went to Angie, who
presently handled the ball. A small cat rubbed up against Abigail's
leg and she picked it up, cuddling up to it warmly; then she set it
back down turning her attention back to the situation at hand.
“Give it to me now.”

“No I won't,” Angie snapped, throwing the
ball to Robby.

The cat seemed drawn to Robby and moved over
to the brother. A wicked smile went across his face. “Hey Abby, you
want your stupid cat?”

Abigail faced him. “You leave Candy alone!”
she screamed, running over to him.

He kicked the cat and Abigail kicked him
right in his groin. As he fell to his knees in the utmost pain, he
hurled the ball in the middle of the street, not caring where he
threw it. Just as Abigail ran in the grass curb to see Candy was
not injured, the old black Cadillac screeched around the corner
where William stood. Angie ran to see if Robby was all right. At
the same time, Abigail noticed that her ball was also in the middle
of the street. With forethought, she ran to retrieve her ball.

“Abigail!” Angie and Robby yelled as they
watched their sister kneel in the street to get her ball

Abigail picked up the ball yet it was too
late to notice that she was in grave danger until too late, as she
finally looked up and saw the car headed right for her. It was a
few feet away from her and would have hit her if Angie had not
yanked her away.

“RUN!” Angie screamed, still holding
Abigail's corduroy strap.

Abigail did not need to look back to know
that the car was right behind them. It was so close behind them
that she could feel the heat from the vehicle on the back of her
neck and she jumped over the curve. The vehicle's tires bumped
right over the curve after them. Angie pulled the younger sister in
front of her, in an effort to protect Abigail; but Abigail's short
legs were not as fast as Angie's ending in Angie tripping, but she
knocked Abigail forward purposely.

Abigail continued running, but glanced back
to see the car run over Angie and not slowing down, continuing on
its monstrous path of murderous destruction towards Abigail. Robby
grabbed her arm and continued to run for the back of the yard,
where the trees were and where they could dodge the car on its
murderous goal to end their lives. Abigail's legs were tiring, her
ankles hurt and she knew she could not keep going. She was going to
die. In her young mind she was positive she would never see another
day. She would never see another night. This was it!

Abigail's hand began to loosen from Robby's
and she knew her brother was oblivious to the fact that she would
not be able to make it to the trees for cover. With all his might
and concentration, he pushed Abigail to get out of the vehicle's
deadly path, but he didn't push hard enough and the car covered
Abigail. He glanced back to see what had happened to make Abigail
scream like that and unfortunately, didn't see the tree in front of
him.

The car came at Robby about fifty miles an
hour as he turned around and the car crushed his chest against the
tree all the way to the spine. Death was not instant for him as it
had been for Angie, he could still see Abigail lying on the ground
covered in blood and not moving, then he looked up. Bright red
lights were everywhere, but before he looked up to see where the
lights came from, he saw that mannish-boy from yesterday. He also
heard screaming from far away.

He opened his mouth to speak, but warm blood
came out in place of his words. There was a high piercing noise and
as Robby let his body relax against the hood of the car, pinning
him against the tree, he realized it was his mother -
screaming.

***

It happened so fast. The car had been coming,
then it had suddenly turned off the road into the yard and all
William could do was think about Abigail. Abigail's screaming was
what had gotten William into action, but when he crossed the street
to the yard, he saw it was too late, as he witnessed Robby bumping
into the tree and the car following him.

William rushed to Abigail. Half her body was
still under the back of the car a half foot away from the
passenger's back wheel. She was covered in blood and her eyes were
closed.

Rage filled him as he went to the already
opened driver's door. There was a large redheaded man inside (in
his forties) with a knife in his stomach and his head resting on
the steering wheel.

William cursed. He had no one to pay for his
Abigail's death. NO ONE!

He heard sirens. He had to go. He could not
be found here with his past. He went back to Abigail one last time.
Leaning down to her ear, he cupped her head in his hands and
whispered her name through his anguish. Then he got up and ran,
grabbing the ball she had so cherished.

Tucking the ball underneath his arm, he
decided he would go far away from this place and never come back.
He had to go away, for now he really had nothing to live for. To
hell with Davenport! It was nothing but heartache for him.

 



Chapter 4

 


THREE YEARS LATER

 


David Reichard, a Davenport public defender
knocked on the door of the McPherson's home that was badly in need
of a paint job. Marilyn McPherson opened the door to her home and
forced herself to smile in greeting. He had known the McPhersons
all his life. They had grown up in Albany, New York as children and
then moved here to Davenport together. Marilyn had loved Ramsey
since she was a little girl, but David, along with a lot of other
men, had loved Marilyn. Ramsey thought Marilyn had too many
freckles at thirteen and there was the bright-red flaming hair,
unique for an African-American, but Marilyn's grandfather was from
Dublin, Ireland and came to America, married an African-American
only for citizenship into the country and ended up falling in love
with his wife. Ramsey married Marilyn right after high school.

They deserved happiness, David thought
seriously. Not the tragic loss of their children. Not the terminal
illness they were suffering now.

“Come in,” she invited him moving out the way
to let him in.

He hugged her coming into the house. “How
have you been?” he asked in concern. He always kept his voice
quiet. Everything was always quiet here.

“Fine, I guess,” she shrugged solemnly.

“How’s the little princess?” he asked with
even greater concern.

Her look saddened. Just mentioning the only
child that had survived that day, could make her spirits go down.
“She's adjusting. I'm glad she's finally home from the
rehabilitation in Detroit. It seemed so far away.” She looked
towards Abigail's new room on the first floor which was the first
door to the left of the front hallway. It had been the family room,
but Ramsey had redecorated the room and turned it into Abigail's
room, since Abigail could not go up the steps anymore.

“Everything's going to be fine, Lynn,” David
tried to assure her. “Just hold on a little while longer.”

“I do, but it's torturous to watch her
miserable every day. I guess she finally realizes she will never
walk again,” Marilyn said close to tears.

“Are the doctors sure?” David asked.

Marilyn shook her head, with her eyes so
filled with misery and doubt. “No, not one hundred percent, but
they are ninety percent, yet she still goes to therapy...” she
choked up, her deep brown eyes filling with tears. “S-she tried
yesterday...and ...and she fell and broke her arm.”

He held her close as she cried silently in
his shoulder. When she could not cry anymore, she pushed away
slightly to look up at him. “I'm sorry. I can't stand to watch her
go through that. I wish the doctors were honest to her and us. I
wish they would just tell that her she will never walk again. I
could accept that, instead of watching her kill herself over a
possibility.”

He passed her his handkerchief to wipe her
face. “I think Abigail will stop when she feels there really is no
hope, Marilyn. Try to be supportive.”

“I-I do. I promised her to stop crying and
this is my first one all day.” She smiled meekly. “I-I'm usually in
my fifth one by this time of day.”

“You're going to be okay, Lynn,” he assured
her smiling at her attempt at levity about her crying spells.

Taking a deep breath to regain her
equilibrium, she said, “I hope so.”

“How's her arm?” he asked.

“In a cast, but she feels all right. Ester
and I have to comb her hair now, because she refuses to get it cut,
but I love her no matter how much she becomes stubborn like her
father. She's my angel and I know she's just stubborn enough to get
up out of that chair.”

From behind, they heard a throat clear. “Am I
interrupting something?” Ramsey questioned at the doorway to his
study beside Abigail's room. “You wouldn't be trying to steal my
wife again would you, Reichard?”

They drew a part and David gave her a chance
to recover while he greeted his long time friend. Ramsey had
brought up old history between them, but David knew it was all in
jest. Ramsey was not worried about his friend stealing his wife
anymore. Ramsey had paid big for his mistakes concerning his over
protective feelings for Marilyn and realized too late how much he
loved this woman, but he had also made up for his mistakes and
would never let her go again. “I figured I'd wait until you die and
with the rate your temper explodes, your heart won't take it much
longer.”

“I only stay alive just to piss you off.”

They all laughed.

“Why don't I go make some ice tea?” Marilyn
offered, heading to the kitchen past David and Ramsey.

Ramsey pulled his wife in his arms. “Are you
all right?” he asked, very concerned.

She nodded and kissed him tenderly. “I'm fine
now.”

He released her and she went on to the
kitchen. The front hallway stretched all the way through the house.
From the living room, that connected with the dining room, and
across from that was the downstairs half-bath. The room that used
to be the family room - now Abigail's room - was next to the
half-bath and then following the bathroom was Ramsey's study/family
library. They had given Abigail the family room, because it was
easier to make a bathroom of her own connected in her room due to
the plumbing of the near-by half bath and also the family room was
so much more pleasant, with a private patio on the side of the
house opposite the large yard, all closed in for even more privacy,
and a large closet to store her extra wheelchair. Marilyn had
redecorated the room with sky blue wallpaper. The white carpet had
been pulled up, like most of the carpet on the first floor, because
Abigail seemed to tire easily when she had to navigate over
carpet.

Most of the time if she wasn't at school or
in therapy, she was in her room. It was the only place in the house
where she had room to really move around, since the room held her
full-size bed, a night table beside it, and her studying desk with
computer. That was it. Her closet held a foldout table; just in
case she wanted to eat in her room or just play a board game. Her
room also held privacy, which she had become to value. Her parents
and Ester, the nurse and housemaid, respected her when she closed
and locked her door. They never disturbed her unless it was an
emergency and even then it was reluctantly since they knew Abigail
was slowly becoming very anti-social about her condition. She was
now realizing that her chance of walking was diminishing with each
passing day.

Soon Abigail would be thirteen years old and
fast maturing in her own world, without a friend her age in sight.
Her parents and David worried for her.

“Actually for a first, I've come to speak
with you on a private matter, Ramsey,” David said, addressing new
business to get away from the depression of the house.

“This is a first,” Ramsey teased. “Honey,
I'll pass on that ice tea.”

“Me too, Lynn, but thanks anyway.” David
said, as he followed Ramsey into his study. It was a man's study
decorated in red wood and leather seats. Ramsey was always bringing
his work home
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