
        
            [image: cover]
        


With Eyes Open…

By Michael P. Dunn

Published by Michael P. Dunn at
Smashwords

Copyright 2012 Michael P.
Dunn














Smashwords Edition, License
Notes






This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be resold or given away
to other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author



























“With Eyes Open…” was first
published in March 2005, in issue 34 of Deep Magic online magazine. Copyright
2005 Michael P. Dunn.

“A Voice in the Darkness” copyright
2012 Michael P. Dunn

Cover Image found on Public Domain
Images http://www.public-domain-image.com

















For

Mom & Dad

Tom, Linda & Joseph



















Table of Contents




With Eyes
Open

A Voice in the
Darkness

 


 


















There are more things in Heaven and
Earth

Horatio, than are dreamt of in your
philosophy.

 


Hamlet, Prince of Denmark

 








With Eyes Open


 


I covet truth;

Beauty is unripe childhood’s cheat;

I leave it behind with the graves
of youth.

 


Ralph Waldo Emerson

 


 


With long practiced skill, she blocked out the
emotions that boiled across the diner and focused on her own anger
and betrayal. Her brown eyes locked onto the man on the other side
of the table.

“Is there something else you wanted to say
about your former marriage?”

He was calm as he looked up from his menu, but
Mira Frayne could feel his surprise, knew it as clearly as if it
had registered on his face. Her empathic sense was stronger at
close range; even the hurricane of conflicting emotions that raged
around them couldn’t conceal him. She watched him pick up his water
glass, take a sip, then dry his fingers with equal care.

“Well, Adam? Is there anything
else?”

Adam shifted, finally beginning to show
discomfort. “What else is there to say, Mira? My marriage is over.
I divorced my wife. Is something wrong?” His face never changed
expression and his voice was flat, nearly monotone. His surprise
faded, replaced by supreme confidence. Confidence in himself, in
his ability to tell people what they wanted to hear, to keep
himself content, to lie with a straight face.

Wrong? Oh yes, there’s something wrong, you
lying sack of… Mira reined in her emotions. She had learned
early on that when experiencing something as strong as anger, she
would start projecting the emotion, involuntarily influencing the
people around her. The last thing she wanted was Adam guessing her
emotional state.

Mira had encountered too many people like Adam
in her professional life, people who came to her for counseling,
even if they weren’t aware of the need. There had been enough of
them for her to know when someone was trying to bury the truth
under layers of emotion. Mira knew how to poke and prod the minds
of her clients, to get them to reveal the truth. She was quite
good, so it came as a shock to her that Adam had lied to her,
without the slightest hint of guilt, and she hadn’t suspected until
it was too late.

“Let’s just say I had a feeling, Adam. I
always act on my feelings; they’re usually right.”

Mira’s eyes narrowed as she dug into Adam’s
emotional landscape, trying to find some weakness. “Okay, then
let’s play a little game. I’ll throw out some hints and you tell me
who I’m talking about.”

Adam shook his head, his neutral expression
twisting into an insulting smirk. “Let’s not. I’m not in the mood
for games. You’re right. There is something else I have to say
about my marriage. For example, it’s not my former marriage.
I’m still married. My wife’s decided that we no longer need
intimacy in our lives. I needed someone to keep me company at
night. Dating you was certainly less expensive than some other
options I had.”

Mira’s left hand clenched into a fist so
tight, her nails began to cut into her palm. At the table behind
her, she could hear an argument start, where the couple had been
chatting happily. Mira knew she was beginning to lose control of
her emotions; her anger was starting to influence the people around
her.

“Is that all I was to you, Adam? Some cheap
whore you could use as you wanted?”

“Basically. My only question is how did you
figure it out? You seemed pretty content, up until now.”

“Let’s just say your wife’s not at all happy
with you. She came to me for counseling. She didn’t know I was the
one you were using to get your rocks off but she knows that you’ve
been getting some on the side.”

If he was concerned, Adam didn’t show it. Mira
couldn’t even feel it on his emotional landscape. “It won’t be the
first time I’ve had to do some fast talking. It certainly won’t be
the last, either. Shall we order now?”

Mira closed her eyes and reined in her anger,
clamped it back under the viselike control she usually maintained.
The argument behind her was getting worse.

“Goodbye, Adam.”

Adam stared at her then shrugged. He pushed
away from the table, stood and walked away.

She watched him for a moment then massaged her
eyes and buried her face in her hands. Mira had hoped confronting
Adam would make her feel better, fill her with a sense of triumph.
To her surprise, she was filled with despair and regret. She had
hoped the confrontation would lead to an improved self-image, so
she could again look at herself in the mirror without thinking
about how she had been used and deceived.

She didn’t hear the waitress walk up to the
table. “Hi! My name’s Robyn. I’ll be serving you tonight,” she said
in a too-cheery voice. “Are you ready to order or would you like to
wait for the gentleman to return?”

Mira looked up. The waitress stood patiently,
waiting for her. Late twenties, Mira guessed, sandy brown hair
surrounding an angular face. She was slender and pretty and in no
way threatening. But as she continued to look into the waitress’s
brown eyes, Mira began to feel as if she were hiding something,
keeping a secret from the world at large.

“Ma’am? Would you like a few
minutes?”

Mira shook herself, dismissing the sense of
dread that suddenly came over her. “No, that’s all right. He won’t
be coming back.”

She scanned the menu, deciding in an instant.
She ordered a cup of clam chowder as an appetizer, followed by the
Fisherman’s Platter, a plateful of fried scrod, scallops, clams and
shrimp that was guaranteed to raise her cholesterol
level.

Robyn noted it on her pad
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