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“Memories are our personal
narrative, a work in progress. They are wishes sprung from a
wishing well, and horrors from nightmares. Our memories are strung
together to create our lifeline. When they are taken away from us,
our hearts and minds are stolen.”







​
Erased



2014 (Present Day) -
Dover, New Hampshire

 


My name is Brand Rye and last year I lost my
life—not literally, but mentally. I had amnesia, which erased my
past memories. It was an awakening for me to recreate my life and
regain my memory. With the help of my husband and friends, I
learned about myself. This is an interwoven story of the days I
struggled with amnesia and the past that I had lost and
recovered.

Life is an ongoing battle of truth and
happiness. This is about my battle. A second chance to see myself
from the outside looking in and to mend the fractured parts. Over
time, all my recollections returned.







​
Prologue



2013 - Dover, New
Hampshire

 


A blast of light and a deafening sound,
intrusive and obscene like the buzzing of cicadas, were the last
things I remembered. The sting of glass followed. My chest and face
felt as if someone swung a baseball bat into them. Time stretched
on, especially when the light and sound subsided. Something warm
dripped down my face. My arms and legs were too heavy to lift. Or
were they even there? A sound broke the silence, a sound that came
from me, raw and infested with fear. Afraid of the worst, I kept my
eyes closed to avoid seeing parts of me laying elsewhere. Smoke
covered me as the car got hotter. I tried to scream, but coughed
instead.

In the distance, I heard a siren, its volume
increased as it got closer. Someone was talking and holding my hand
when the ambulance arrived. I couldn’t quite grasp what they
meant—horrible—get her out of there—the car’s about to blow.

Hands dragged my dead weight from the car as
if I were a wet blanket. At times, my eyes fluttered open to the
abuse of light and blurred images. I closed them to stop the
dizziness. Moved to the ambulance bed, someone placed an oxygen
mask on me, and darkness wiped out the moment. The back of my
eyelids burned an image of a man who I had continuous visions of
for whatever reason.

The next thing I remembered was waking in a
hospital room with that man, who I had seen in the darkness,
sitting next to me. He rose from the chair when he heard me and
took my hand. I didn’t know him, which intensified my existing
fear. Why was a stranger in my hospital room? What happened? I
wiggled my hand free and pulled myself upright. I touched my face
and found patches of cloth. My eyes narrowed at the man with more
confusion and fear.

A short, stocky nurse came into the room
with a friendly smile. “Well, hello. It’s so nice to see you
awake.”

I touched my head again. “What day is
it?”

“It’s Thursday,
Sweetie.”

“How long have I been
here?”

She let out a hearty
laugh. “Five days. I guess you needed your sleep.”

I squinted down at my legs trying to
remember. “A week? What happened?”

“You were in a car
accident.” I turned toward the man who was speaking to
me.

“An accident?” I shook my
head to jiggle everything back into place. It didn’t work. “What
accident?”

In silence, the nurse took my blood
pressure.

He placed his hands on the bed rail. “You
hit another car, your car spun around and smashed into a tree. You
have been in a coma for several days.”

“Did anyone else get
hurt?”

“No. The other driver had
only minor cuts and bruises.”

Tears fell. Maybe the white light and noise
erased the tragedy or masked it for a while. The nurse gave me a
box of tissues as she continued to fiddle around with IVs and
vitals. Similar to walking through a muddy stream, my murky
thoughts kept getting stuck. When one thought came into mind, it
sunk away as I pulled at another. The nurse finished, patted my
hand, informed me that the doctor would be in soon, and left.

The room got colder.

The man cleared his throat before he asked,
“How are you feeling?”

“Fine.”

“You’ll feel better once
you get home.”

I balled up the covers in my hands, pulling
a little at a time, and stared at my feet. What was happening? I
couldn’t make sense of anything. To calm myself, I pressed a hand
against my chest to ease my breathing, in hopes the air would cool
down the heat inside my lungs. He put his hand on my arm. I slid it
away and leaned toward the opposite side of the bed.

“Fine. I won’t touch you.”
He threw his arms in the air signifying defeat, walked over to the
foot of the bed, the ashen sky a backdrop for the mood in the room.
Then he turned to me and said, “You know I should be the one
pissed. You caused the accident because you were texting.” He
turned to me irritated by my lack of response. “Say the word and
I’m out of here.”

I pulled the sheet to my chin. “Who are
you?”

His mouth dropped open, and then, as if in
slow motion, he whispered, “Your husband.”


​ (One) Petri Dish



2013 - Dover, New
Hampshire

 


Home—to me it was a
foreign place with zero memories. When we arrived my first day
back, there were a few people waiting outside the door with arms
full of food. Introduced as neighbors, they came inside, and
watched for signs of ... What? I felt like a substance in a petri
dish. These people stared at me, searching for a clue that I might
remember. Or maybe curiosity got the best of them, and they wanted
to witness a memory wipe. They watched every move I made as if all
my memories would come flooding back with a simple wave of the
hand.

I redirected my attention to my lap to avoid
their stares. My hand stretched open so I could trace the dark red
lines that created an M in the middle of my palm. Lines that
trailed to my wrist. Did the M stand for marriage? I couldn’t
remember along with everything else. I bit my lower lip, scrunched
my eyebrows, and raised my head to find nothing had changed. No one
shifted or lost focus from me. I gave each strained constipated
face a heavy sigh. A puff of air escaped my mouth with a tiny
laugh.

He came to sit next to me, Easton, the one
from the hospital who claimed to be my husband, and placed his hand
on my upper back. “Is there something you remember?”

I shook my head and everyone released a loud
breath of air, letting me know I deflated their hope.

He rubbed my back, gave a reassuring smile
and said, “That’s fine. It will come to you over time.” He
addressed the few people there. “I’m sure Brand is tired after all
that has happened. Maybe it’s time we let her rest and reacquaint
herself with her home. I, I mean we, appreciate all of your
support.”

The neighbors nodded in agreement. One by
one, they pressed my hand between theirs, wishing me well and filed
out the door. While they were escaping the uncomfortable situation,
talking in hushed voices to Easton, I glanced around the living
room. It looked like a picture from a Pottery Barn magazine. The
couch and chairs resembled something found in a house by the sea.
They were a light yellow, fluffy and comfy, balanced with the
faux-painting aged effect of the distressed yellow walls. A rustic
off-white coffee table with three wicker baskets underneath divided
the couch and chair. On the large wall to the left of the bay
window was a stone fireplace with pictures loaded on the mantel. At
the time, I thought what great taste I had if I really was
Brand.

I turned my head to find Easton watching me.
He was handsome. I was awkward. For not knowing him, he made me
feel safe, which was probably because of the days following the
accident. We spent every day together as he sat in my hospital room
telling me about our life. When he arrived, he introduced himself
and told me about the different things we had done. Easton said we
had been married for five years. The car accident had cut out the
memories of our marriage—my life. I had to rely on a man I didn’t
know to spoon-feed me with glimpses of my past, which had vanished
overnight.

Soon the stillness of the room started to
itch, and our eyes glanced everywhere else but at each other, not
knowing what to do next. Finally, I moved to the living room window
to watch the cruel weather. Sheets of water came down, flooding the
front yard and putting a strain on the tree branches. I wrapped my
arms around the front of me, while I tried to figure out how I got
here, in this living room, with a man I didn’t know. I turned to
see if Easton was still there. He was gone, but I heard noises
coming from the kitchen so I walked over there. I leaned against
the doorjamb to find Easton making sandwiches. He piled them high
with turkey, lettuce, and tomato. A side of potato salad took up
the rest of the plate.

He turned and said, “I’m sure you’re hungry.
You love turkey sandwiches, and I bought a nice supply of your
favorite potato salad.”

I slipped into the room to see, but he
signaled toward the table, and sat across from me. I nudged a few
potatoes with my fork before puncturing one and putting it in my
mouth. The tangy mustard teased my taste buds, and I couldn’t help
but suck in the sides of my cheeks to tame the sourness. I liked
it. The potato salad had sprinkles of chives, and it wasn’t too
creamy. I scooped more on my fork.

When I finished chewing, I readjusted in my
seat before I spoke. “I can’t remember this being my favorite
potato salad, but it’s really good.”

He put his fork down when he spoke. “I’m
glad. The doctor said that your memory will come back to you in
pieces, little by little, so I thought I’d help by giving you
things you like.”

My hands pressed down on the sandwich to
flatten it, then I picked it up. He smiled as I took a bite, which
left globs of mayonnaise in the corners of my mouth. I didn’t waste
too much time circling my tongue around to scoop the rest of the
leftovers.

“You always did that when
eating a sandwich,” he said. I gave him a questioning look.
“Pressing down on it.”

I swallowed and then asked, “Do I like
cheese on my sandwiches?”

“Uh, yeah, I forgot the
cheese.”

He was about to get it when I said, “Don’t
worry about it. This is fine. I can have cheese another time,
right?”

He hesitated and then nodded in
agreement.

We ate the rest of lunch in silence.
Sometimes I caught him glancing at me. I’m sure this was hard for
him too. A wife not knowing her husband. We cleared the table, and
I started washing the dishes under his protest. When he saw that I
wasn’t going to stop, he grabbed a towel and took care of the
rest.

We wandered back into the living room, and
he asked, “Would you like to take a nap? I can show you to your
room?”

“No thanks. I feel like
I’ve slept long enough.”

I folded my arms and he slid his hands into
his jeans’ pockets. The uneasiness started drifting back. “If you
have something to do, please, don’t let me stop you. You don’t have
to babysit me. With all the time you spent at the hospital, I’m
sure you probably have plenty to do here or at work.”

The tension lifted and he flopped onto the
couch. “I’ve got nothing to do today. I took off work because I
wanted to make sure you were okay.”

I imitated him by flopping down on the
chair. My arms ran along the armrests while I hesitated before
talking. “Do you mind if I ask you some questions?”

“Nope.”

“I know we talked a lot in
the hospital, but there was so much for me to take in that I can’t
remember everything. Again, what is it you do for a
living?”

“I’m an investigator. I do
undercover work. Sometimes it takes me away from home for long
periods of time.”

“Sounds interesting. Do I
have a job?”

“No. You worked with me on
a case, which was how we fell in love and married.”

I could only imagine how red my face got,
but I skimmed over that fact and continued with the questions. “If
I didn’t work, what did I do all day?”

He didn’t respond right away. Instead, he
shifted on the couch until the words came. When that happened, he
said, “There’s a lot for us to talk about, and I don’t think it’s a
good idea to bombard you with all the details right now. We should
take it slow.”

“What kind of
details?”

“Brand! The details of
your life.”

I shifted forward, placed my hands on my
knees to give them a slight squeeze, and said, “I don’t remember
anything other than a little bit of the accident and being in the
hospital. I need something that will help me understand who I am
and what our life is like. I don’t want a nap, so please, please
tell me about my life.”

Easton put his right ankle over his left
knee and fiddled with his shoelaces. He finally nodded. “Well, your
mom kept you in-line before we met. You were close to her, and
until your accident, you talked about her all the time. I have
heard countless repeated stories and memories of your
relationship.”

My mother had laid the groundwork in my
life. She pampered me with kindness, and guided me with a heavy
hand. Easton teased my memory with stories of my mother, and in
return, over time, the frozen memories melted and came flooding
back.


​ (Two) God Wasn’t With Me



2000 - Peterborough, New
Hampshire

 


Prior to fate bringing Easton and me
together, I had been dealing with the loss of my mother, who during
her life, aggravated, inspired, and saved me. There are endless
memories of my life with her, but there are certain moments,
turning points that I will never forget that signified the growth
of our relationship.

My mother, Kalie, and I were small-town
women with the typical strained mother-daughter relationship,
different in many ways. It didn’t help living in Peterborough, New
Hampshire with a population of approximately 3,200. I struggled to
create my own individuality while my mother tried to mold me into a
lady, an upstanding, religious woman.

Our home had a cross in every room to ward
off the evils of the world and scripture dripped from my mother’s
tongue whenever I did wrong, as if she was born into sainthood. Of
course, she wasn’t. I guess a prettier woman was better at stroking
my father’s ego, who left my young, pregnant mother. She was alone
in this world, much like me before meeting Easton. Her parents
disowned her for marrying my father. He didn’t come from the same
mold, a devout Catholic. Another one of life’s slaps in the face to
remind her of the mistake she made. I never saw my grandparents.
The few times I asked about them, my mother simply said they were
busy enjoying life. As much as my mother had it in her to forgive,
I had it in me to hold onto anger and let it boil.

My mom raised me with one hand on the Bible,
and the other to keep me on the straight and narrow. Like most
teens, I rebelled. I used the anger I had of my father and
grandparents’ abandonment and fought for my own individuality. I
didn’t know who I was at the time, but I wanted to find out without
any interference.

One time, my mother came home and noticed a
strong whiff of smoke and alcohol. She didn’t have to think twice
about where it came from as she marched down the hallway and swung
open my bedroom door. She found me sprawled out on the bed, vomit
dripping from my mouth, and an ashtray with some embers still
burning. I think God’s power went through her, because she pulled
me out of bed by the hair, threw me into the shower and turned on
the cold water. With every ‘fuck’ I uttered, she slapped my mouth
and pushed me back under the showerhead. After that, she dragged me
back into the bedroom by my hair and told me to clean it up. I
definitely didn’t defy her. She brought God with her that day.

 


As my attitude diminished, and I started to
grow up, I watched my mother with curiosity while remembrances of
wonderful smells from the kitchen occupied my childhood and
adolescence. My mother was a wonderful cook and baker. Every year
she baked a cake for my birthday, and during the holidays, cookies
covered our kitchen countertops. I asked her once why she baked so
much, and she told me it calmed her. Baking was therapeutic, and
she could pour her sadness or love into the batter and shape it
into whatever she wanted. She shaped those cookies into happiness.
My mother told me how we see the world, how we wake every day, is
our choice.

 


At twenty-three years old, I decided to take
my mother’s advice and bake a cake. I wanted something to calm me
since I had lost my job and I needed to start paying back my
college loan even though I had never finished. I put the
ingredients into a bowl, looked out the window, and began
mixing.

My mom strolled into the kitchen and asked,
“What are you doing?”

“I’m mixing the
ingredients.”

“With your
hands?”

I sighed, shaking my head as if she was the
stupid one and said, “Yeah with my hands. The directions say ‘mix
by hand.’”

She bent over laughing. Tears soon poured
down her face. I mixed harder as my anger grew with her
laughter.

“What is so damn
funny?”

She tried to control herself so she could
respond. “Mix by hand ...” My mom waved a hand in front of her face
to cool off and finally stopped. With a grin as large as The
Joker’s, she said, “Mix by hand means not with a mixer, honey. Use
a spoon.”

I turned to the window, my hands still
inside the bowl, squeezing the ingredients through my fingers like
I wanted to do to my mother’s neck.

Eventually I realized how much my mother
meant to me. She saved me when my heart broke from the continuous
assholes I dated. I had many loser boyfriends come and go out of my
life, but the one constant in all the heartbreaks and good
riddances was my mother. Without even noticing, I traded in dinners
with boyfriends for dinners with my mom. We laughed at my baking
disasters, and all my geographically challenged moments in
life.

Baking wasn’t the only time my IQ dropped a
notch. To me, the science of geography got me from place A to B.
How I got there didn’t matter. When I was nineteen and full of
attitude and low on self-esteem, a friend and I drove to a college
to hang out with the jerk I was dating at the time. By the end of
the weekend, we were hung-over and tired. On the way home, my
friend nonchalantly commented on how nothing looked familiar. I
assured her that everything was different from the other side of
the road. Three hours later, coming home from Bennington, Vermont,
we stopped at a rest area to stretch and find out how far away we
were from Peterborough. The response was frightening. We were in
Albany, New York. When I arrived home, many hours later, my mother
didn’t believe a word I said about getting lost. My guess is she
didn’t want to think that her daughter could be so asinine.

With age came closeness. Our mother-daughter
relationship transformed into a friendship. I talked to her daily,
and when life got a bit overwhelming, I’d receive simple text
messages from her, such as ‘I love you’ and ‘Thinking about you.’
These gestures didn’t get rid of the pain I was dealing with at the
time, but it softened it like a bandage.

 


When I was thirty years old, there was a
knock at my door. I hadn’t even gotten out of bed that morning, so
I cursed, threw off the covers, and shuffled over to the door,
ready to yell at whoever was on the other side. My eyelashes
tickled the peephole. In an instant, my body slumped down, but my
mind flirted with sickening thoughts. It was the police. I
straightened my pajama shirt, patted down my hair, and gripped the
doorknob. Something wasn’t right. I knew they had not come for me
since I didn’t go out much anymore. But my mother. My mother would
be the only other reason the police were at my door. When this
thought sprung into my head, I turned the doorknob and pulled it
open. A male and female police officer stood with their hats in
their hands, introduced themselves, and asked if I was Brand Rye. I
nodded. They asked if my mom’s name was Kalie Rye. I nodded. Then
they asked if they could come inside.

No. No! They couldn’t come inside. If I let
them inside, then I’d have to hear about what happened to my mom.
Because I knew it was bad. They asked again. Without a response, I
turned and went into the living room leaving the door open. The
officers came inside, closed the door and stood by the couch. On
the other side of the room, I began to pace back and forth, pulling
on my pajama sleeves, and mumbling.

The female officer cleared her throat and
said, “Hi Brand. Again, I’m Officer Kelly,” and she pointed to the
other officer, “And this is Officer O’Shea.” For a moment, I
stopped to inspect them, but then started pacing again. “We’re here
because we need to talk to you about your mother.” Officer Kelly
took a few steps forward, swept her arm toward the couch and softly
said, “Why don’t you sit down?”

I ignored her, just continued to mumble that
this couldn’t be happening. I picked at my lips the salty tears
moistened them.

Officer Kelly sighed and continued. “Early
this morning, your mother was involved in a car accident. She
was—”

I put my hands over my ears and said, “No.
No. Stop.”

She came over to me and in a low voice said,
“Brand. We need to talk to you.”

I stopped all movement as if she smacked me
in the face. “I don’t know you. We don’t need to talk. My mother’s
fine. There’s been a mistake. You have the wrong person.”

Officer Kelly put her arm around my
shoulders and asked, “Is there someone we could call for you?”

I moved away from her. “Why? I don’t need
anyone. You have the wrong person.”

“Brand. I found your
number on your mother’s cell phone.”

My screams spray-painted the walls. I fell
to my knees and cupped my face. My body shook out of control.
Officer Kelly came to my side, put an arm around me, and whispered
the details. My mother was involved in a head-on collision with a
drunk driver. She died upon impact. The room, the officers, and I
began to disintegrate into darkness. The whispers died out. My
breathing reminded me that I was still alive. Alone. God wasn’t
with me that day—He was tending to my mother.


​ (Three) I’m a Lush



2013 – Dover, New
Hampshire

 


Easton waited for me to digest the stories
and my loss. I wiped a tear from my cheek, feeling silly about
crying over the death of my mother. A death I wasn’t aware of in
the first place.

“My mom’s gone then. And I
can’t even remember her or her death. How sad is that?”

“I’m sorry, Brand. I wish
I could tell you more about her. I never met her. All I can do is
talk about the stories you told me.”

I seemed to find comfort in my lap. When
there was a lull in conversation, I focused on it, hoping time
would fast forward or I’d find a memory. My heart quickened and
slowed to an ache having to hear about my mother and her death from
a husband I couldn’t remember. At that moment, I felt empty and
lost. I couldn’t return to my childhood home to search for my
childhood memories.

Easton got up and said, “I think we should
take a break. I can show you to your—”

“How about a
walk?”

“A walk?”

“Yes. I’m really not tired
and we could probably both use some fresh air.”

He pointed and said, “I’m sure we can, but
it’s still pouring outside.”

I turned my head toward the window and
sighed, realizing I had forgotten about the bad weather. As
saddened as I was to learn about my mother, it only made me want to
find out more. Sleep wouldn’t give me any answers. Besides, I
wasn’t quite ready to sleep alone in the house with Easton.

He must have felt the thinness of air as
much as I did. “We could maybe take a drive somewhere. I’m sure we
can outdrive the rain.”

I smiled.

Easton signaled with his head as he said,
“Come on, let’s get out of here.”

The rain attacked the car, but the
windshield wipers squeaked and kept up with the pellets. I looked
out of my window, loneliness seeped in, pinching my nerves. I
closed my eyes while I tried to picture my mother. Why didn’t I ask
to see a picture of her? I felt my eyes fill with tears, so I
pressed them tighter to drain the accumulation. When I opened them
again, we were stuck at a traffic light and Easton was staring at
me.

Embarrassed, I turned and glanced out the
windshield, swiping my eyes with the back of my hand and asking,
“Do I have a picture of my mom?”

“Yeah. There are some at
home.”

“I’d like to see
them.”

“You have several photo
albums at the house.”

I shook my head to rid the uneasiness I was
feeling along with the self-pity. “Where are we going?”

“I thought I’d take you to
the place where we first saw each other.”

My head swung his way as I asked, “Really?
Where?”

The corner of Easton’s mouth curled as he
said, “You were never good at surprises.”

I gave him a soft smile and sat back. He
wasn’t hard on the eyes. I remember thinking the same in the
hospital. Even though I was scared of not knowing who I was, I
listened to his stories, and couldn’t help but sneak a few
once-overs when he would rise for some reason. Easton’s strong and
captivating appearance made me sigh inside, enjoying what I saw.
Every once in a while, I got a glimpse of muscle protruding from
his shirt or pants. His dark hair accentuated a perfect angular
face, strong bone structure, and a slight dimple on the chin. Brown
eyes with specks of yellow burned bright against his tan skin tone,
and his straight white teeth sedated me when he smiled. I tried to
be discreet about checking him out, and if he happened to catch me,
my eyes ventured in another direction.

Easton entered the front parking lot to a
bar called Truth Serum. I laughed at the name. He grabbed the
umbrella from the backseat. I was about to get out, but he stopped
me when he held up a finger indicating to wait. He came around and
held the umbrella above the door to protect me from the rain. When
we entered the bar, the smell of stale alcohol and smoke smacked me
in the face, but it was better than the nasty weather outside. It
made me feel alive. The bar had a sourness of lingering
perspiration left by drifters. I assumed the chipped and broken
tables, chairs, and stools were the result of alcohol-induced
brawls. A smog hovered around the bar as if the nicotine yellow
walls continued to exhale.

We shook off the excess water at the door,
and found several eyes on us. Easton walked over to some empty
stools by the bar and laid our coats on one of them. The clock
above the bar showed 4:00 pm.

Easton called the bartender over and asked
for two Sam Adams. We didn’t say anything until we had our drinks.
Easton tipped his beer in my direction and said, “To your
memory.”

I grinned, clinked my bottle to his, and
said, “May it come back very soon.” We took a sip, appreciating the
cold fizzle of beer sliding down our throats. I put my bottle on
the bar and said, “So this is where we met. I wouldn’t have thought
of me as someone who came to this kind of place.” I signaled an
apology. “No offense.”

Easton gulped his beer and said, “This is
one of the busier bars around the area. It’s a place to get lost
in. A place to meet with old flames. Or a place to drink your
troubles away.”

“Was I here to get
lost?”

He started tearing off the label on the beer
bottle atnd shrugged. “In a sense. Let’s just say, you weren’t here
to be found.”

I rested my arm on the bar, and my hand held
my head. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, you weren’t here
for anyone. You were on a mission.”

“To drink?”

Easton’s head angled to the side. “Yes. We
met here, but you never remembered seeing or meeting me.”

My head slipped off my hand and I jerked to
stop myself from falling. “Was I that drunk?”

“Well.” He laughed and
continued saying, “Yeah, you were definitely drunk.”

I closed my eyes and said, “Oh great, I’m a
lush.”

“No you’re not, and you
weren’t then. You had a lot of things happening in your
life.”

I sat straight. “Did my mom die then?”

He nodded.

“What else?”

“I should probably start
with the night I saw you in this bar.”

I turned my stool toward him, ready to hear
about my life as a lush.

“You weren’t your usual
beautiful self. The weight of the world was on your shoulders and
the pain of loss heavy in the air. You came here for the sole
purpose of getting numb.”

As the saying goes, when it rains it pours.
I made friends with alcohol during difficult times.


​ (Four) Truth Serum



2001 - Peterborough, New
Hampshire

 


I stomped into a bar called Truth Serum
expecting to find comfort at the bottom of lots of beer bottles. My
hair hung like wet pasta, and my jeans and T-shirt could stand on
their own since I had worn them for the past five days. There were
several empty stools at the end of the bar near the pool tables. I
took the last one, nestled by the wall, and ordered my first beer
with a chaser. That’s right, I was on the road to getting good and
plastered. I wanted to stop feeling, even if it was for one night.
In a short period, I had lost everything and the tears had dried up
days ago. I was at the anger stage. I seemed to have skipped denial
and went straight to pain and anger.

My boyfriend, Mason, had left me for a
skinny blonde, who struggled with walking in high heels and keeping
her breasts concealed. The bastard had some nerve cheating on me
four months after my mom died. I had nothing and he knew it! What
was I supposed to do? Where was I supposed to go? The world and
humanity left me depleted of hope, yet full of revenge. The drinks
started to work and enhanced my payback plans. I wanted Mason to
feel the same pain as I did. I wanted his dumb girlfriend to pay
for taking him away from me.

A guy approached, offering to buy me a
drink. I accepted, assuming not all of humanity was bad, except his
ass found the stool next to mine. I wanted the drink, not the
company. He wasn’t that bad, and even if I was wearing beer
goggles, I wouldn’t see him again anyways. I started to caress his
thigh, moving up to his crotch.

“Whoa! You are a horny one
tonight.”

I stood and let my hand rub his crotch in a
more aggressive way while licking my lips. The thought of what I
looked like never dawned on me. The loss of my mother drilled grief
into my bones. My sorrow too deep to care.

He turned his stool toward me, spread his
legs wider, and said, “I’m totally getting hard.”

I wanted him to stop talking. To stop
running his mouth off. It wasn’t turning me on. My other hand
smacked the side of his face while I still rubbed his crotch, my
breathing increased. He looked at me stunned. “What the fuck was
that for?”

Shut up! Shut up! I unbuttoned and unzipped
his pants and slid my hand in and then pressed my mouth hard
against his. My tongue flopped and slid around his mouth like a
fish out of water, darting in and out. I could feel he wanted to
move away, so I placed my hand on the back of his head, rubbing him
and kissing him harder. The guy tried to get some air, but I
wouldn’t let him. Moans and grunts were all that escaped until I
got so caught up with keeping his mouth shut to take my mind off
everything that I bit his lip. He pushed me, and I fell back onto
my stool.

The guy put his fingers to his lip and said,
“You bit me, you bitch!”

I rubbed my hand across my mouth and started
laughing when a trickle of blood appeared on his lip. I think my
anger transferred to him because when he saw the blood on his
fingers, he brought his hand high ready to smack me, but someone
grabbed his wrist and pulled him away. My head fell back as I
giggled about what happened. Once I recovered, I turned my
attention to my beer and shot. Time seemed to stand still. I didn’t
know how long I sat there with my eyes closed, thinking about life.
I had put a twenty on the bar when I first came in. By the time I
woke from my daze, only fifty cents sat in front of me. There were
a few more gulps left in my beer bottle, and the shot glass was
gone. I couldn’t remember if I had drunk twenty dollars’ worth, or
if someone had taken it. I stood, checked my jeans for more
greenery, but there was nothing left. My body plopped back down on
the stool, pockets still inside out. The alcohol wasn’t providing
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