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Barefoot Kill

By R.W. Clinger


Part 1: The Assignment


Chapter 1: The Allure of Barefoot Beach

August, 20—

Zeninen Brow called for me again, needing my
services and professional skills. I obliged, knowing the money he
offered for his bizarre gigs was rather substantial, a hefty
payment that could easily last six or more months regarding my
existence in Barefoot Beach, Florida. Again, I listened to his
message on my cellphone, clarifying its details: Julian, I need
your assistance, of course. Please meet with me at dusk in the
Rudiment Garden at the Astor House tomorrow evening.

His instructions simplified his location as
being near Chicago, southeast of the city; the place where we first
met seven years ago. I was fond of its lavish mansion, gardens, and
secret semi-illuminated underground passageways. And I was still
fond of Zeninen as a friend, and his younger lover, Davido
Marchaletti.

Strangely, Davido looked exactly like me with
his onyx-colored eyes and hair, and he was also the same age as me,
thirty-one. Our differences were quite varied, though. Davido was a
wealthy Italian wine maker with bashful traits and little zeal and
I was an outgoing American who was unruly at times and always
living on the edge of life.

I had often wondered if Zeninen had purposely
dated a man who looked just like me. What secret mind-affair did he
have going on his mind regarding my professional services provided
to him? Both of us knew that he couldn’t have me, therefore he just
happened to find someone like me. How interesting, I thought. How
torn he must have felt while in my presence, sexually attracted to
me, but always on his best behavior.

I had my doubts visiting Zeninen, but I
wasn’t really sure why. An eerie sensation twisted beneath my skin
and bothered me. Fear was not something that hindered me, but
Zeninen was one to fear since he could have me offed in less than
an hour. The man was powerful beyond anything I could imagine.
Anyone under him knew that when he wanted to be a tyrant, he could
destroy with ease, allowing men such as myself to plummet to their
deaths.

I was somewhat drunk on a fruity alcoholic
beverage and was semi-numb along the Gulf Coast, enjoying the
evening sun and sand when his voicemail arrived on my cellphone.
Comfortable and well-rested, my schedule was empty of work. Such
relaxation convinced me that I was better off flying to Chicago and
stop being lazy. Once there, I would learn important details for my
next job, which could have easily entailed a kill, robbery,
poisoning, or some horrendous crime involving loads of foreign or
American currency. Who knew where Zeninen would place me and what
my next feat would encompass. But of course, I was ready for
whatever the man had prepared for my travels.

And so it was done. I kept my flight schedule
to the Midwest. My passport was currently updated and I could fly
anywhere around the world. London, Berlin, Brussels, Paris, and
Charik, Afghanistan were just a few places that I had traveled to
of late. My next adventure was a mystery to me and I didn’t know
where Zeninen would be sending me. I could be flying to Springbok,
South Africa to steal diamonds, or to Cairo to thieve a golden urn.
No matter where Zeninen was sending me next, I knew that the
escapade would be dangerous and tough. When had the man ever placed
me into a tranquil and nonviolent situation? Never, that I could
remember.

Would I miss the warm sand of Barefoot Beach
against my soles while traveling yet again? I would. There was
something poetic that I enjoyed about the white grains and its
impervious heat on a sunny afternoon. I would also long for the
salt in the air, seagulls, and the creaking boardwalk. Barefoot
Beach was my home; the place I had truly fallen in love with and
felt most comfortable. How could I not enjoy my hometown and its
lavish tropical island-like appeal?

No matter how much I wanted to stay along the
Gulf, it was time to head to Illinois and the Land of Oprah.
Someone important was waiting for me. Someone I had respect for and
would never betray, or so I thought.

* * * *


Chapter 2: Some Men Cannot be Trusted

I packed an overnight bag and flew from
Barefoot Beach to Chicago the following day. Once there I dined at
one of my favorite bistros, napped at The Drake Hotel, and traveled
outside of the city in a rented BMW 6-Series Coupe.

As requested, I met Zeninen at dusk in the
Rudiment Garden, which was spectacular in the purple-blue-red
evening sun. The strong scent of tea roses wafted passed my
nostrils. Honeysuckle lingered about the concealed garden like
wispy ghosts. An owl, hidden among walnut trees, hooted
mysteriously and witnessed my every move. The garden was shaped
like an isosceles triangle and was garnished with a fountain of
granite men wrestling, four stone benches, and two cobblestone
pathways leading in opposite directions. It was said that there
were graves under the garden, chambers of bones and skulls from the
Chicago fire in 1911. Most in the city believed the garden haunted,
but I was not one of them.

I saw Zeninen smoking on one of the benches.
The sweet-flavored scent of a clove cigarette filled the garden. He
was alluring in the dim light, two days away from his fifty-sixth
birthday, twenty-plus years older than me, and quite enigmatic, as
always. His long legs were crossed and a file was positioned on his
lap. One could have thought he was a handsome vampire that
bestselling novels are written of. Others could have sensed that he
was a peculiar man that was untrusting and hedonistic. I thought
neither, of course, out of respect.

He inhaled his cigarette, exhaled a plume of
smoke into the beginning stages of night, and whispered, “Mr.
Yardling, we meet again. A pleasure, as always. Join me, if you
will.” His voice was deep and filled with a melancholy tone. I had
never known him to be happy or cheerful.

I sat beside him, consumed the twilight and
garden, and his sexy profile, which was half-concealed by darkness,
a mask of sorts that prevented me from absorbing his chiseled looks
that I had once studied with a refined contentment: sloped nose,
narrow lips, clean-shaven cheeks, and a three-hundred dollar
haircut. I said, “I haven’t forgotten your birthday,” and slipped
him a tiny envelope of my own. “Tickets for Estue in New
York. A generous token of my friendship with you.”

“Thank you. They are so difficult to come by,
even when you have money.” He laughed in his arrogant manner, which
I always enjoyed.

It wasn’t any of his business that I had
recently dated the star of the Broadway musical, although he
probably already knew, since he kept a close watch over me.
Recently I had accommodated Michael Possner’s sexual needs for the
tickets, and the young performer’s blond-smooth chest with my
tongue.

“I’ve missed you, Julian.” He took another
drag of his cigarette, exhaled, tossed the nicotine to the ground,
and stubbed it out with the back of his right heel.

“I can be missed so easily.”

“Your friendship appeals to me. Davido
doesn’t love me. We rarely see each other.”

“He does love you. Give him time. Your
relationship is three months old. Fly to Florence and see him.
Travel Europe with the man and relish his company.”

“You are my sounding board. It’s why I love
you, Julian. You always have pleasured me with your good ears.”

I felt uncomfortable next to him. How many
times had he contacted me about his up and down affair with his
Italian wine maker? “I do consider you one of my closest friends,
but our relationship needs to be professional. I am your employee,
don’t forget.”

“You’re a very wise man. Young and sweet and
so very smart.”

“My studies at Oxford were quite
valuable.”

He laughed with much power over me. “You know
I’m testing you.”

“I do.”

“You’re my best employee. Thank you for being
honorable.”

“A dishonorable man is a man of
aversion.”

“Stated nicely, my friend. Yet another reason
why I enjoy your company.”

“And skills,” I added, always clever.

He laughed again, although he rarely laughed.
“I’m sure you want to know your task now.”

I did. What reaches of the world would he
send me to? Who was I to overpower, steal from, or kill? What was I
to take into possession from a third party and return to him? “Tell
me, Zeninen.”

He passed the folder on his lap to me. “Are
you familiar with Marcos Tanzi?”

“Yes. He’s a free agent such as myself. From
Peru. Very handsome. Very elite. Very…dangerous.” I had a history
with Marcos that maybe Zeninen didn’t know about. Not only were the
soldier and I members of the Fort Sill Militant almost a decade
ago, but we were also lovers.

“Impressive. You do know Marcos. Again, I
find you skillful.”

“The man is a seventh generation spy. The
Tanzi brethren were bad blood. Wrongdoers. Spiritually unstable.” I
knew many more things about Marcos and his unruly family but didn’t
have the time for such details concerning their antagonistic
wrongdoings in Peru, and then in America. Following my spiel, I
opened the folder and briefly studied a color headshot of the bad
boy. He had olive-colored skin, sensitive dark eyes, a comma-shaped
scar under his bottom lip, a crew cut the color of midnight oil,
thick scruff lining his cheeks except for the sexy scar beneath his
lower lip, a smallish-sloped nose, and broad shoulders on a frame
that I knew had to be six-three and one hundred and ninety pounds
of muscle. There was nothing weak or fragile-looking about the man.
Truth was he resembled someone sinister but in a sexy way,
provocative and a tease. I knew that he was quite valuable
regarding our trade, and showcased the epitome of skills. “A very
handsome man,” I shared, turning to the next page in the file.

“Adorable in many ways, but more deceitful
than meets the eye.”

Facts that I had already known jumped out at
me from Zeninen’s compiled notes: Marcos grew up in Lima, Peru, an
ancestor of the Incas, a prized marksman, single, a hired hit man,
expert in Judo, militant background such as myself, thirty-eight
years old, a Libra, and…alluring in all the right ways that could
endanger me, and other men like me, of course. I closed the folder
and chanted, “My target.”

“Exactly.” My superior nodded and grinned.
“Capture him, dead or alive. Whatever it takes, Julian. If you have
to kiss and then kill the man, so be it. Do not disappoint me.”

“May I be so bold to ask why?” Other agents
under Zeninen’s command would have never thought to cross such a
line with the man, but I had worked for him for over six years and
considered him one of my closest friends. Plus, we were friends
outside of our vulgar business, sharing our lives and their
flavorful details, which caused a soft place in my heart for the
man, even if he could end my life with such ease.

“As I expected you would,” he replied, and
reached inside his jacket, removed a palm-sized piece of silver,
which he presented to me. “One of three pieces of the Capac Mask,
my friend. Two of the pieces are in my possession. Marcos is
understood to have the third, which you will retrieve for me.”

I knew of the mask: its Incan history, secret
power, and value. When the three pieces were combined, a full-face
mask was formed. When the mask was placed over one’s face, eternal
life was discovered, immortality. Mancos Capan was said to wear the
mask as he ruled his empire. The piece dated back to 1213. The
Capac Mask was priceless, and perhaps dangerous in the wrong hands.
I believed Zeninen Brow would hide it away with his other worldly
findings, an icy somewhere in the Antarctic, exactly where he could
keep watch over the piece.

I held the left eye and forehead portion of
the mask in my hands. The piece was heavy, smooth, and shined a
silver hue in the evening’s light. Zeninen explained that he was
also the owner of the right eye and the remaining forehead portion.
According to my employer’s facts, Marcos Tanzi somehow came in
possession of the cheeks and chin portion of the mask the previous
year, which prompted Zeninen to explain why he desired my
services.

“Tell me more,” I said.

So he did.

And I learned that my job was going to be
rather simple: to obtain the third portion of the mask, and Marcos
(dead or alive), and return both to Zeninen Brow.

“My team has discovered Marcos in Washington,
outside of Seattle. He’s been spotted at a remote cabin in the
woods on Mt. Rainier. I believe the needed part of the mask is
there,” Zeninen detailed.

“Is he hiding in seclusion?”

“Of course. The location of Mr. Tanzi’s cabin
is in the folder.”

I shared a look with him that stated my
admiration and sincerity. “I presume you want this task
accomplished immediately?”

“The sooner the better. The third piece of
the mask needs to be in the right hands. Marcos Tanzi cannot be
trusted.”

“Of course.”

* * * *


Part 2: Military Handsome


Chapter 3: The Neighbor

I took a flight from Chicago to Seattle. On
my travels through the blue-white sky I did my homework on hiking
through the woods of Mt. Rainier’s landscape and purchased woodsy
gear from an online city outfitter, which consisted of a compass,
hiking boots, vests, and other supplies that I would retrieve from
an outdoor retail shop in downtown Seattle, after landing.
Exhausted, I drifted off to sleep and dreamed…

We meet on Barefoot Beach. I hear noises in
the empty bungalow next door, which sits approximately two hundred
yards beyond the line of narrow jungle that separates the two beach
properties. No one has lived in the bungalow for the last three
years since Helen Tanzi died of a heart attack on Christmas Eve at
the age of seventy-three. I knew she was childless and willed the
house to her sister, Evelyn Tanzi. I met the sister once, who
wasn’t impressed with Barefoot Beach, which is north of Naples and
south of Fort Meyers.

“What the hell?” I say to myself, listening
to hammering, a drill, saw, and other tools at work on the Tanzi
beach front property. I exit my study, rush through my bungalow,
and step into the beating sun. It feels as if the high temperature
should be on Mars instead of planet Earth. But this is expected for
July in Florida. Any resident of Barefoot Beach knows such a
condition. The heat is sticky without a cloud in the sky. Rain
isn’t expected for another two days.

I bolt to the property line, step into the
thin jungle between the acres, and surround myself with a variety
of tall grasses, lush fichus lyrata, and slim ponytail palms.
Again, I hear tools at work: more hammering, a circular saw, and a
rumbling drill.

I see the bungalow through Aztec and gama
grasses. It’s small in size, just like mine. The structure is
somewhat dilapidated with broken windows and a missing door,
weathered because of abandonment and hurricanes along the Gulf.
Beyond the bungalow is the blue Gulf: wavy and beautiful, never at
peace during the hot day.

We meet…

I see the stranger working on the three
wooden steps that lead up to the bungalow’s portico and bleached
red front door. He’s massive with Peruvian skin, a dark crew cut,
dark eyes, comprised of two-hundred and forty pounds of all muscle,
stands over six feet tall, and is chiseled with a tapered waist. I
estimate he’s thirty-eight years old and not a native of
Barefoot Beach since I’ve never seen him before. He wears khaki
green shorts, shin-high socks, and military boots with black laces.
He slams nails into freshly cut oak boards, wipes his brow because
of the intoxicating heat, and turns around to fetch a canteen of
water.

I view his bare torso and face for the first
time, which causes my limp dick between my legs to stir with
excitement. The man is beautiful with his torso designed of ripped
abs and its thin layer of dark hair. The man’s nipples are the size
of quarters, and his navel is furred, which is a total turn-on for
me.

I stop in the Floridian foliage approximately
forty feet away from the handsome stranger. Here, I watch him take
a drink from his military canteen, one chug after the next. He
tilts his head back and pours water over his chiseled face. The
liquid rolls down and over his forehead, cheeks, and the cords that
line his neck. Zigzag tracks of the water roll over his sculpted
chest, over all of his abs, and into his khakis.

“Jesus,” I whisper, open-mouthed and hard
between my legs. I can’t remember the last time I saw a man who was
so handsome, masculine, and sexy. Without a single thought in mind,
excited in the greens, I push the erection down, try to catch my
breath, and decide to close the gap between our heated bodies.

When I step out of the jungle that separates
the two properties, the stranger immediately reacts. He drops the
canteen to the dusty ground next to the refurbished steps, spins to
his right, clasps his right palm against the handle of a discreetly
hidden M9 Beretta and swings it to his left, aiming it at my chest.
The stranger yells, “Don’t move and no one gets hurt, buddy!”

The sidearm is just as sexy as its handler,
and everything I want
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