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    Dedicated to those who are couragous enough to kill their past...

      

    


WESTERN MONSTERS 

Chapter One 

Sarah E.Jones opened a new jewelry store in London/Mayfair just weeks before she turned 33.She had five more stores named Jones’Jewels in the richest parts of the world.Her name was becoming bigger and bigger as a model, as a jewelry designer and as a self-made business woman.What more could she want? 

How did she make it, nobody knew. What everyone knew was that she had started modeling when she was a little girl. Her beauty was unusual; she was tall, blond, sexy, extremely confident and strong. And now she was quite powerful, too. There was no scar of compromise neither in any of her expression nor in her eyes. Her almond shaped brown eyes would shine even when she was angry, ill or even about to die.  

She had just finished her third interview with some of the major fashion magazines of the country. She told her PA not to call her for any reason in the rest of the day. She changed her outfit like she would before leaving any place and left. She was now wearing a grey suit, black shiny heels and big sunglasses.  

She got into her black Mercedes and drove off. Nobody knew where she went, no body would ever dare to ask. She was the only boss of her life. But one thing she could not hide from anyone who had some wisdom and a seeing heart that she was not yet satisfied. And even she did not know the reason why. Could it be possible that she was involved in something dark. Well, why not?  

Chapter Two

Henry A. Robinson was the best psycho-surgeon in Europe. He would not know anything about his patients before meeting them in person. He could not. But they would...and they would know a lot about him if they wanted to. And they usually did especially if they were women because he was unusual, too handsome for a doctor and very successful. And Sarah E. Jones knew more than a lot about him...she wanted to know even more. Now she was driving to his clinic in Harley Street as a patient. 

She got out of her black car, walked into the building in shiny black high heels...she turned every head that was conditioned to hunt every sexy creature in every little opportunity. Her perfume tickled those men’s guts and her long legs...She knew she was beautiful, sexy, smart and rich but there was something more about her...she was on her way to discover what that was.She had to... because it was now torturing her soul.  

Henry was back from Istanbul only hours ago and Sarah was going to be the first patient of his day. He looked at her admission form. Sarah E. Jones, 33, she had breast augmentation in the past, history of bulimia and some drug use, her occupation was not stated. “Well, well, well...” he said and called his secretary Hilary, told her to bring the patient in. Only seconds later, Hilary opened the door and Sarah walked in. She was stunning in a grey color suit.She rose Henry’s heartbeat and Henry did not want to hide it. They shook hands staring at each other’s eyes. He had a feeling that he had met her before or known her but could not tell.  

“Hello Miss Jones, please sit down,” said Doctor Henry A.Robinson. 

“Good morning doctor,” replied Sarah E. Jones and sat down in a pathologically seductive manner. 

“Have we met before Miss Jones?” Henry asked. 

“Not sure, doc,” Sarah replied. She did not tell him who she really was but she now knew that Henry was no into jewels. Sure, he was not, he was into science, Sarah thought to herself. 

“Strange,” said Henry. 

“What is strange doc?” asked Sarah. 

“Nothing...nothing Miss Jones...so...what brought you here Miss Jones?” asked Dr. Robinson. 

“I want to fall madly in love doc,” said Sarah E. Jones. 

“Good! What is stopping you Miss Jones?” 

“I don’t know doc...I just know that I cannot.” 

“You cannot what?” 

“I cannot fall in love...neither madly nor passionately...not even fatally...and that is...that is so sad doctor...that is secretly killing me...I mean my mother...she was...,” she replied, resisting the knots in her throats and tears in her eyes. 

“What about her Mrs. Jones?” asked Dr Robinson, curious. 

“She...” whispered Sarah, her brown eyes filled with tears, she swallowed. “She was...she was unable to...” Sarah  continued, slightly overwhelmed. Soon she started to sob like a little girl. Dr. Robinson gave her a tissue but did not say a word. He waited in silence until Sarah stopped sobbing. His eyes repeated his last question when Sarah looked at him.

“My mother was unable to love, too, doc.” she confessed in the end. 

“Did she know why she was not or did you try to discover the reason why she was so Miss Jones?” asked Dr. Robinson. 

“Yes...yes...she told me about it once.” said Sarah and looked away. 

“Would you like to share it or is it secret?”asked Dr. Robinson. 

“Oh no...I believe you are not allowed to share your patients’ secrets with other people, are you doctor?” asked Sarah. Dr. Robinson was surprised not by what Sarah said but by such a painfully piercing revenge he saw in her eyes. He stared at her in a scary way. Sarah saw her mother in his eyes. “I was only seventeen,: said her mother. “I went to a party with my friends, got drunk, you know we were young and relentless. There was this guy, handsome and reserved. He kept looking at me. And soon we danced and kissed. I went to ladies’ room. He was not there when I came back. My friends laughed at me, they made fun of me for days because of this. I mean I was not ugly but I was...I guess I was too young and insecure...”said her mother and cried. So did Sarah, staring at Dr. Robinson’s eyes. 

“She was tortured and raped,” said Sarah,feeling anger and revenge in every piece of her body. 

“I am sorry,” said Dr. Robinson. He did not dare ask whether she was a child of that rape. 

“She was only seventeen when but she never forgot that,” Sarah continued. 

“I understand,” replied Dr. Robinson. 

“No, you don’t!” said Sarah. Dr. Robinson was not surprised by her answer. “My mother could not love at all after that bloody night, even her own child,” said Sarah in tears. “And now I have no clue how to...absolutely no clue doctor...no fucking clue how to...how to!” said Sarah painfully, wrapped her arms around her own waist. That hurt Dr. Robinson, he sighed and asked:

“How about your father, was he able to love you Miss Jones?”

A killer appeared in Sarah’s eyes. Her breathing got fast, her eyes filled with hatred, insatiable kind of revenge as if she wanted to strangle him with his own intestines and then chop his body into millions of pieces before burning them all including his loved ones in his own house. Dr. Robinson had already known the answer but he still wanted to hear. 

“He was...he was such a selfish and weak bastard...he was a monster, he did not deserve to be a father...he did not even deserve to exist in this world,” confessed Sarah. Dr. Robinson remained quiet to let Sarah beat up her inner monsters. She stood up with unexpectedly. 

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she exclaimed. Dr. Robinson watched her walk up and down in his clinic.

“Can you love at all Miss Jones?” He finally asked when he thought she was calm enough to answer. Sarah looked at him from a afar. She looked tired. Remembering her father always exhausted her.  

“I...I think I can...but I am not sure,”  she replied, walking back to her seat.

“Who and what do you love most in life Miss Jones?” 

“My country...my job...my dog and...and...” She sat back down in her chair.

“Your family?” 

“I would have, if I had one.” 

“How about men? Have you ever loved any?” 

“I have...and it was painful.”

“Why Miss Jones?”

“Because he was not any different from my father...selfish, stingy, enjoys taking but hates giving...besides one day I discovered that men use their penises to love while women use their hearts.That made me even more hateful doc.” 

“Right...” said Dr Robinson quietly. 

They stared at each other and remained quiet for a few moments.

“What do you want me to do about this Miss Jones? I cannot change the nature of men in the world for you.” 

“Perhaps you can change the nature of the man I want to fall in love with doctor?”

“That’s a great idea
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