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“All a man’s affairs become diseased when he wishes to cure evils by evils.”
- Sophocles
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PROLOGUE

I barrel down the street, a blur racing through the crowd. Arms and legs pumping as fast as they can.

Can’t be late—too much at stake.

Heart pounding. Gasping for breath. But no time to rest. Gotta get there before they do the unthinkable.

Before they kill him.

Out of nowhere they slam into me, knocking me to the ground. My head smashes into the pavement. Disoriented, I stumble to my feet and ready myself to fight.

But they’re already gone.

Head is throbbing and bloody. Legs wobbly, vision doubled. I press on, hoping I get there in time to save him.


Chapter 1 

Manhattan, June 2015 

 

Dr. Jerome Gorelick leers at the young Jamaican woman. “Join me in my office, Ms. St. James. We have a pressing matter to discuss.”

Kerline St. James smiles nervously, trying to mask the sensation of her skin crawling, as the anger flares inside her. Always de same; men dinking dey can take ’vantage a me. Gorelick started out pleasant, even fatherly when she joined the practice a few months earlier. But compliments on her hair and sense of fashion quickly morphed into crude, inappropriate remarks about her breasts and her ass. What will it be dis time? she wonders. How can she stop his advances and still keep her job?

She follows him down the long hallway, a tightness growing in her chest, dread building as each step brings her closer to his office. He waves her across the threshold and quickly closes the door behind her. Smiling, he extends a hand toward a chair opposite his desk. As he walks past the other side of the desk, the hand disappears from view. A chill runs down her spine as her eyes shoot toward the sound of the door locking. Her heart pounds as he makes his way across the tightly woven, gray carpet, to a small bar in the corner where he pours them both a drink. His back shields her view. Is he slipping something into one of the drinks? Anger and dread turn to fear and revulsion as he comes up to her and leans his fat ass against his desk. He extends one of the drinks to her. She takes it hesitantly, her mind racing, desperate to find a way out.

He offers a toast. “To one of the most sexually captivating women in the world.” As he rests a hand on her thigh, several inches above the hem of her skirt, a perverse smile fills his pockmarked, bearded face. He squeezes her thigh now. “Your future is as bright as you’re willing to make it, Ms. St. James.”

Kerline stares back at the vile creature before her. She wants to scream, to pull away, but she’s paralyzed.

Gorelick’s hand creeps farther up her thigh, the hideous smile twisting into a scowl. “Drink up, Ms. St. James. Your future depends on these next few minutes.” He downs half a glass of wine then places it on the desk. Leaning forward, his alcohol-infused breath upon her, he moves in for a kiss as his hand slides farther up her thigh. His lips are almost upon her. It’s now or never.

She chooses now.

She throws her wine in his face and with a swift kick to the groin, disables him, pushing him onto the floor as she races around the desk. Her hands grope for the button he must have used to lock them in. Her heart races as she sees him slowly rise from the floor. Where de ’ell is it?! He marches over to her.

“Playing hard to get, I see.” He slaps her across the face with the back of his hand, then grabs her by the throat. “Guess you know I like it rough.” In an instant he’s on top of her as they sprawl out on the floor. His right hand tightens around her throat as his left paws at the buttons on her blouse, tearing them open. Won’t be long now. He looks into her eyes, her fear arousing him even more. He smiles as her eyes begin to close. Just a few more seconds to go...

Kerline feels light-headed as his grip tightens around her throat. She feels him groping at her chest. Stop ’im somehow... so weak. It’s no use. Her eyes begin to close as her hands flutter under his grasp. In a moment it will be inevitable. Then a voice screams out from the deep, reptilian part of her brain. Nooo!!! Her arm flashes through the air, her nails drawing blood from his face. The scream is his now. His right hand lets go of her throat and jumps to his face, pawing at the blood as it streams through his fingers.

Kerline presses her advantage.

She batters and slashes at his face until it is the embodiment of a bloody battlefield. Gorelick shrieks in pain as she throws him off, his head slamming into the edge of the desk. She lands a barrage of kicks to his midsection and groin, inflicting pain on him, not just for her but for all women who have fallen prey to his kind. With time she comes to her senses, the reptilian brain receding, the onslaught coming to an end. She stands tall and looks down on him with disdain as she spits out, “Ruin me? I don’t dink so, man! I ruin you but good.” She smooths her skirt, finds the button to unlock the door, and leaves him a whimpering, cowardly mass.


Chapter 2 

Martha’s Vineyard, December 9, 2015

 

Six tiny flames pierce the darkness, illuminating Christine’s joyful face. Dad and I sing in tone-deaf unison, trying to make this happy moment last. “...Happy birthday, dear Christine. Happy birthday to you.”

My heart, ravaged by immeasurable turmoil and loss, aches with joy at the beauty unfolding before me. A vague pain creeps into my chest and spreads through my arms as I say a silent prayer that peace, an old friend all but absent in our lives, will find us again.

Little James, swept up in the excitement, giggles and bangs his hands on the sturdy, wooden table as his head bobs. My hand reflexively darts to my chest. The pain is crushing now, like a vise, but I try to shake it off. “Time to make your wish and blow out the candles, sweetie,” I say.

Christine, brow filled with furrows, exhales with all her might. Five of the candles, overcome by the gust, die out. Light-headed, I brace myself against the table as the last candle wavers in steadfast defiance while Christine struggles to sustain her assault.

So weak. Can’t hold on much longer.

Finally, mercifully, the candle relents, plunging us into the only state my soul knows of late utter and complete darkness. I tumble down, the side of my head banging against the edge of the table. My flailing arms send two plates flying. They shatter onto the floor as Dad yells, “Chris!” and lunges after me as my
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