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~Chapter 1: Junk Of The Heart~ 
  

*** Justin *** 
  

 With every motion of my hand, the room gets progressively 
messy and her figure falls apart until it’s unrecognizable. At once I recall 
some quote about patience; but my mind is quickly taken by frustration, and 
again my hands fall upon her. I take a deep breath and switch my attention 
to the man placed beside her and watch as his petrified expression gazes 
into mine. I exhale, realizing it’ll only get worse if I continue. 
I step back and drink from a nearby glass smudged with alizarin crimson 
pigment. The water is refreshing with a hint of lemon. Setting it back down, 
I misplace it upon a pen and watch as it falls to the ground. The split 
second piercing noise makes me audibly sigh as it was one of my favorite 
glasses. 
Fuck. I sweep up the shattered glass and leave the painting in disarray so I 
can make it to work on time. 

* 
             Sprinkling some cheese atop an egg scramble, I wrap the mix up in 
a tortilla and lock my door before leaving. Walking down the eight flights of 
stairs I pass by Mrs. Pattison while reciprocating a slight downward nod. In 
the dimly lit lobby I notice a man on a ladder installing low energy bulbs as 
the decrepit eighty-something year old behind the desk hands numbered 
room keys to some new tenants. I brisk past the desk and leave the appt. 
             Walking through the carousel door I am greeted by muggy air and 
the glare of mid-day sun beaming off every window in the city. I hail a cab 
and cram down the last bite of my breakfast. Getting in I half mumble “Take 
me to the Ginza at 38 th and Wash.” As I swallow the last of my makeshift 
burrito the driver half looks back with a nod. 
 “It’s a hot one out there,” I mention as the AC slowly drifts tepid 
air in my face. My comment is met with a grunt and the reluctant flick from 



low to high. Cool air now starts running through my short beard and freshly 
cut hair. The radio talk-show fades in and out as we pass under large 
buildings and overpasses. Ignoring the inconsistent noise and loving the 
cool air, I take a moment to space out and enjoy the ride. 

* 
 Stopping at a light on 10 th and Wash, I look over and see the 
most stunning person to have ever lived. With golden brown hair flowing 
down and around slender shoulders, I notice sparse freckles lying over her 
nose from cheek to cheek on a face concealed in quiet meditation. Before I 
have a chance to fully admire the picturesque woman sitting a few feet 
away the light turns green and my driver speeds off seconds before hers 
stops fiddling with the radio and hits the gas. Horns seems to play a 
heavenly tune from her direction as I hold on to the memory of the face I 
just saw. 
 Daydreaming, I continue to look out the window in hopes that 
our cabs will perfectly line up again and she would look my way. I’d tell the 
driver “Let me out here” as I throw a few dollars over his headrest and jump 
out of the slowing vehicle. She would be doing the same and under the 
beaming light of mid-day sun, I would run my fingers through her hair. 
Resting them on her arm for a second before she pulls me clo~Tires squeal 
as the driver slams on his breaks to no avail. My body lunges forward as 
my face mashes into the back of his headrest. The tan middle-aged man 
driving the car in front of us gets out and starts walking toward us, 
muttering words I can’t quite piece together. Fuck. My driver steps out for a 
second to share a few sentences in the same confusing dialect. Before 
long, both drivers exchange info and get back in their vehicles, mine with a 
pronounced grimace on his face and a small slip of paper. 

* 
 Pulling up to the intersection of 38 th and Wash I throw some 
money on the passenger seat and step out. The sun is now sitting 
comfortably in the zenith of the sky, refusing to move.  As the glare of a 
million windows bares down on me, my casual black attire heats to the 
temp of a parked car. I get a sorta half jog going across the street a few 



seconds after the crosswalk sign ends and drivers eye me with contempt 
as the culprit for all their problems. 
 As I walk through the automatic doors of my office building, an 
AC unit barrages me with enough cold air to cool Africa a few degrees 
centigrade. I swipe my ID and leisurely make it up the 8 flights of stairs to 
my desk. Throwing my black overcoat on my chair, I sit down and start up 
my computer. 
  

*** Boss Man *** 
  

 I receive an egregious phone call from corporate. 
  

*** Emma *** 
  

 Sitting in the back of a cab I slip off my old Toms and into a new pair 
of high heels; although new may not be the right word, I got them a few 
months back but they’ve only been on my feet for like a half hour at most. 
Not due to discomfort, but rather because they are the most luxurious black 
suede heels on the face on the planet. It’s just icing on the cake that they 
also fit so cozily. Unfortunately I always feel either overdressed or that I’ll 
get them dirty if I wear them out; so they live in my closet. Slipping them on, 
I am filled with bliss. Content in my happiness for a minute I smile and look 
out the window as we approach a stoplight. The cab next to me has a 
terrible glare beaming off it’s rear window so I close my eyes and listen to 
the music. Honks come from behind as the song ends and driver changes 
the dial before speeding off, barely catching the tail end of a yellow light. 
 I contemplate how nice it will be to get away to the beach for the 
weekend and what to pack. I just have my meeting with the curator of that 
beautiful little gallery downtown tomorrow at noon, and after that I’ll have 
nothing to worry about for the weekend and can enjoy some much needed 
sunshine.  
  

*** Justin *** 
  



 Sitting at my desk I have a perfect view of the water cooler, 
door to the break room, and boss man’s large wall of windows with curtains 
drawn shut for secrecy, guarded by a young brunette secretary with 
glasses that look just wrong on her face. Like the kind you’d be at a glasses 
store and try on as a joke; but she wears them everyday. I stare at my 
blank computer screen and mentally put my day’s agenda in place. Before I 
get to my third item of business I walk to the break room and grab 2 mugs, 
filling one with black coffee, adding the littlest bit of sugar to fend off the 
bitterness. On the way back to my desk I fill the other mug with water, 
spilling a drop of each before making it back to my desk. It’s a good thing 
the hardwood floor gets cleaned every so often; or else every inch of the 
floor would be sticky from my daily spills. 
 As I adjust the mugs to see the beautifully cheap design printed 
on each while having the handle in a convenient location, I hear a loud 
click/clacking noise. “Dude shut the fuck up with your knuckles, it’s too 
early to start.” 
 “Never” a reply weaves through the fikias to my left. “Nah, but I 
cracked ‘em before you got here.” he tacks on as if to imply he wasn’t the 
one making the obnoxious noise. Doubt it. Dude cracks his fingers every 5 
minutes unless I throw Ibuprofen in his 2 nd cup of coffee when he gets up 
for his morning dump. I swear, everyday at 9:35 he gets up, laces his 
fingers with his palms out and cracks ‘em while walking by my desk saying 
“Boss makes a dollar, I make a dime, that’s why I poop on company time.” 
every. Single. Day. Without skipping a beat, 9:35 he just strolls to the 
bathroom, chest puffed out and chin up as if he’s doing the lord's work. 
 I push off my desk and roll back enough to look him in the eye 
as I call him out, but to my surprise he’s mid sip with his first cup of Joe. 

* 
 Just then, a beautiful figure wearing high heels walks around 
the corner. Golden brown hair flirts with the top of a green flowing dress. As 
she grows closer the clicking is abruptly stopped as her foot slips, an 
attempt to catch her balance results in the heel of her other shoe breaking. 
A few gasps emerge before some coworkers rush to her aid. Someone 



exclaims that she slipped on spilt coffee as I take a small sip of my own. 
Removing some now useless shoes, the coworkers help her up onto her 
bare feet and my breath is taken away soon as I recognize her from the 
cab. 
 Thoughts racing, I edge my chair back into to my desk alcove to 
keep from staring, even though many others are. Boss man breaks through 
his door and rushes to her side, inquiring if she’s okay and calling her by 
endearing terms, they walk back to his secluded room of curtains. 
  

*** The Secretary *** 
  

 Caramel mocha with 2 shots espresso and whipped cream. Everyday 
I get this for Mr. Hammond at the corner coffee shop and set it on his desk 
before he makes his way to the office. I sit down at my desk placed a few 
feet from his doorway, facing the entire office with curtained glass behind 
me. One day I made a comment that his taste in caffeine is rather feminine. 
I will never do that again. Today when he walked in he requested an iced 
decaf mocha for his wife who will be coming in shortly. Throwing a few 
lonely dollars on my desk he walks past and shuts his door. I get up, make 
my way down the rickety elevator and across the street. In the shop I order 
an iced mocha with 2 shots espresso, once handed to me I open the lid a 
crack, drip some spit down my lip, and mix it in before making my way back 
outside. Baristas always give me a sideways look when I do this but never 
comment. 
Back on the 12th floor, I spill a few drops of mocha as I make my way to 
Hammond’s office. The night crew usually mops and waxes once a week 
so I don’t bother to clean it up. 
 Knocking on his door, I enter holding the mocha and a sticky note of his 
days scheduled meetings. He accepts both, pointing toward the door while 
barely looking up. Sitting back at my desk I field calls for a while and throw 
some new meetings into an excel sheet. A large group of workers show up 
at 9, and twenty minutes later the elevator dings a bitchy ding and I know 
she’s arrived. Hearing the clicking of shitty heels come around the corner I 



notice my nails digging into my palms with disdain. A worker bee over near 
the fikas scoots out into the hall to exchange words with a coworker; but 
quickly gets his attention stolen by the hideous nature of Hammond’s wife. 
A few more clicks and the noise is stopped mid-clack due to her falling 
awkwardly to one side, then to the ground entirely. I see her broken heel as 
a wet blotch on her sundress appears where some unknown drink stained 
her as she attempts to get up. Good. Don must’ve heard the commotion. 
Swinging his door open, he rushes to her aid. As they make their way back 
to his office she glances my direction, gives me a half smile, and a quick 
“Morning Jess” before she’s pulled through the door as it slams shut. My 
name is Andrea. 
  

~Chapter 2: Loaded~ 
  

*** Boss Man *** 
  

 Bringing Emma’s decaf mocha over to her I notice my curtains 
opened ever so slightly. After handing over her perspiring drink I walk to the 
blinds and give the rod a few twists, choking out ounce of fluorescent office 
lighting in my corner office, leaving it to be filled with natural light. 

* 
 I make my way behind the stained oak desk and kick a foot up on the 
corner. “So tomorrow morning we can head to the hotel if you’d like. Most 
of the workers won’t be making it out till after work; but a few people from 
HR, my PR guy, and my receptionist are taking most the day off with me to 
get there early.” I say plainly. 
 “I’ve actually got plans to meet with that curator about getting a few 
pieces in her gallery at noon, if you could wait till then we could make it out 
there together...” Emma states before looking down and sipping from her 
straw. I know she hates driving, but I could be in flip flops walking ‘long the 
beach with some sun on my back this time tomorrow if I just head out soon 
as I can. 



 “I don’t know boo, the HR guys might have trouble getting their room 
keys without me there.” I look up to meet her blank stare. 
  

*** Justin *** 
  

 The tapping keyboards stop and a few heads perk up as muffled yells 
leak through Hammonds blinds into the poorly lit fluorescent cubicles. The 
dampened shouts are followed by a slamming door and the barefoot 
goddess blows through the office with a large splotch on her sundress. 
Face contorted into a grimace, she glances my direction and her anger is 
briefly melted away before Hammond’s door opens and broken shoes are 
thrown her direction. Kneeling down to retrieve them, she takes a deep 
breath before resuming her exit. 

* 
 For the next few hours, any attempt to focus on work was thwarted by 
overwhelmingly vivid daydreams of a future with her in it. Coffee tasted 
better, the fluorescent lighting seemed natural, dude’s knuckle cracking 
sounded like bubble wrap, and Boss Man didn’t bother me once while I 
enjoyed my opiate-esque hours of tranquility. Leaving my head in the 
clouds, my hands start filling in excel sheets on autopilot as to not waste an 
entire day. What snaps me out of this heavenly state of being is a coat 
brushing up against the back of my chair as the workers stride past in pairs, 
talking about the commotion earlier. Glancing at the clock I see 4:58. I look 
back at my computer with a conscious mind and see that about a fourth of 
my day’s work got done. Damn. Boss man is leavin’ for the coast tomorrow 
morning so I can cram out some work in the afternoon instead of making it 
out there with him. Hate driving with him anyhow. His bitch ass farts could 
make an onion peel and refuses to crack a window because the A/C is on. 
 Just as this train of thoughts ends, the man himself walks out of his 
office. After locking his door he begins to stride my way and I do a little 
roll/lean back in my chair to stop him for a second. 
 “*Audibly sighing* What’s up Justin, you packed yet?” Holding his 
eyes straight ahead before allowing them to rest on me. 



 “Nah haven’t had a chance to throw things together; but speaking of, I 
can’t make it out there with you tomorrow. I’ll make it with the rest of the 
troops after work.” As I hear myself speak such a sloppily pieced together 
sentence that barely served its purpose I notice his eyebrows raise slightly 
and eyes glance over me at the clock before his mouth moves to one side. 
 “Yeop. Mkay man,  I’ll see you out there.” Barely finishing his 
sentence before the clock hits 5 and he mentally checks out and leaves the 
floor. I’m left to contemplate what could be going on in his hamster wheel of 
a brain that makes him so excluded from conversation before I remember 
he’s just a complete asshat. 

* 
 Bringing the mugs back to the break room, I take my coat off the chair 
as I return to my desk. Packing up, I glance up to the corner room and 
notice the bossman’s door is slightly ajar. I vividly remember him locking it, 
but here it is, a few inches of air showing between the door and the frame. 
 With the secretary still posted guard, I think nothing of it and head 
down the hallway to catch the elevator just as it’s closing. 
  

*** The Secretary *** 
  

 I’ve come to accept that today may just be an off day as the 
customary telltale signs surround me. Elevator music sounds like shit, 
triangle sandwiches from the break room taste like shit, boring office art 
looks like shit, and whenever someone talks to me, I want the conversation 
to be over before it starts. 
 You’d think that knowing I’m in a bad mood would help the fact, or at 
least the lives of those around me but it won't and never will. My animosity 
toward those around me subsides a little as Hammond leaves his office 
and most of the workers follow in suit. Justin swivels out of his desk to chat 
with Hammond and his stare lingers my way before he gets up to leave. 
Gathering my phone, keys, purse, & water bottle I notice Hammond’s door 
open a crack. Peaking in, an empty bottle of gin sits next to a second half 
drank fifth with the label torn off. I close his door and head home. 



* 
Mentally packing as I drive home, I roll down the windows and feel some 
damp city air brush against my face. 
  

*** Emma *** 
  

 As the hours pass, my worry changes to rage. Don’s never came 
home more than a few hours late; but now the clock’s just a few ticks away 
from midnight. I was hoping to reconcile with him from this morning's spat... 
because in the big picture I wouldn’t mind driving myself. Riding with him is 
never a pleasant experience; but I just wanted to hear that he would be 
open to waiting and going after my meeting. Something in his cadence 
gave off a vibe I’ve never felt from him before. Earlier I had figured it was 
unease at my request or maybe stress from work. This evening around 6 
my mind wandered to his secretary. Since then I’ve gone on a tangent of 
irrational thoughts. I’ve been strangely jittery all day, my painting’s become 
filled with sloppy strokes and unsure edges. 
 Now the carpet was turning a slightly different color as I paced back 
and forth in front of the driveway facing window. A light flashed outside, and 
I stopped in my tracks. It continued on by. I began pacing again. Now I’m 
just worried. 
  

*** boos mAn *** 
  

 few extra swervy swerves nd out of nowhere im in a ditch. Howd i get 
here? 0ne may ask. No clue somesay,bad decisions says  others. asi 
swoop open the door It flings with great force, bouncing at the end of Its 
oepning range. i tumble out like how youd see them do at cirrcuis o lei but 
with less face paint. Not a drop of red on me, actua;;y. .airbag hurt like a 
Beach though.  

* 
 Now im o’n the road with my thumb out. Howd i get here? One may 
ask. Not a clue 
  



*** Emma *** 
  

 The door busts opens and lights flick on. Don’s illuminated as my 
retinas burn, forcing me to squint as he stops in his tracks. Swaying 
uncontrollably, but still stopped. After a second of adjusting to the light I 
open my eyes I move to stand just in time for him to slam down the switch. 
Anger fills my glass of emotion to the brim, I start to open my mouth but I 
know it would just end in senseless yelling till 3am, then overwhelming 
sadness would come as we sleep in different rooms. I cut out the 
middleman by falling asleep in the chair. As I do, my mind runs through 
what I was about to say until it morphs into a cacophony that drones me to 
sleep. 

* 
 I awake to the front door slamming as Don presumably exits on his 
way out. I’m on the ground now, must’ve slid down in a half woken state 
last night. I roll over and drift back to sleep. 
 

~Chapter 3: The Suburbs~ 
  

*** Boss Man *** 
  

 Sneaking out the door I manage not to wake Emma at the cost of 
missing my morning bagel. Walking onto the street of my cul de sac, I 
hazily remember why my car isn’t anywhere to be found. Forced to walk a 
few blocks, I make it out of the burbs and hail a taxi. I get in and make it to 
the office. 

* 
Getting off the dilapidated elevator, I’m greeted by my assistant with some 
coffee. I pass a thank you her way as I enter my office. Taken aback by the 
disarray I left it in, I’m stunned for a second. Noting the empty gin on my 
desk I recall where my car may be lodged along with my phone. I sit down 
and give the chair a little lean back as I sigh in the events that will inevitably 
put me back a few grand. 



 My assistant leans her head in the door “Would now be a good time?” 
she says. How can I forget someones name this often? I know my 
goddamn mailman’s name for christ sake. 
“Yeah darlin’, what’s on your mind?” 
“Well seeing as I’ve been here a close to a year, and at the interview you 
said there was opportunity for growth, and seeing as we’ve got enough 
money to take a company vacation. Well I figured.. Well I thought maybe it 
was time that I could get a raise.” She barely glances my way whole time. I 
don’t say a word. 
“And I’m not asking for a lot. And I wouldn’t tell a soul you gave it to me so 
they come asking for theirs. Just a few cents an hour to justify my time with 
the company. You know I’m here earlier and la--------------- 
I space her out and recall my own recent request for a raise. Did not go 
well. Turns out the company’s kinda boned and not big fans of strongly 
worded emails. 
“Here’s the deal, honey.” I placate, or at least attempt to. “There’s not much 
money to go around, and the hotels were paid for before the last quarterly 
came in, and...I don’t even have to defend this. There’s no money right 
now. I’ll throw you a small raise when I can. But don’t expect it soon.” 
She stands, deadpan in her expression and exits the room. Closing the 
door hard, but not slamming, like the most passive aggressive door 
shutting you can imagine. 
  

*** Justin *** 
  

 I drive my own car to work today. Not something I typically do 
because I hate to pay for parking; but seeing as I’ll be heading to the coast 
straight after work I dish out the dimes. Taking the elevator up, there are a 
few more creaks and wobbles than usual. It groans to a stop and dings 
open. 
  

*** Emma *** 
  



 I finally awake with a little drool crust on the side of my mouth and an 
imprint of the carpet in my forehead. I haven’t slept that hard since I ran out 
of valium a month ago. 
 I sit up and breathe in the day, glancing at my phone for the time. I 
reads 9:38. No texts from Don, just an email from Debbie Raynhart at the 
art gallery saying she needs to push our meeting up to 11 instead of noon. 
Nice, still got plenty of time. I stroll into the kitchen and make some decaf 
coffee, adding kahlua and ½ & ½ to taste. I glance at my empty bags, 
mentally preparing what to pack as I squeeze through the hallway where 
Don keeps his multitude of mountain bikes that haven’t been rode in years; 
before finally making it to the garage where I keep my paintings. 
 Inside, I glance at my various accomplishments and sit at my empty 
easel sipping some coffee. As of late, I’ve been inspired by Degas, Monet, 
and Renoir as my old musings have since waned. I nearly stopped 
producing until impressionism caught my eye while watching the first 
season of Fargo and glimpsed a painting in Lester Nygaard’s second 
house. It took my breath away. 
 I tie up a few of my best pieces in a burlap sack. Waiting around till 10:30, 
my mind wanders to the way that secretary looked at Don as we strode 
past yesterday. Before jealousy starts it’s cacophony of opinions, I’m 
reminded of the deep sadness that comes from breaking my favorite pair of 
heels...trying to look my best to surprise Don at work...just for him to shout 
at me, and I know the whole office heard. 

* 
 I pack my bags while I wait around, throwing a few outfits, swimwear, 
and a nice pillow in my bag. I hate hotel pillows. I take out a few dollars for 
cab fare and coffee, and put my wallet in the front pocket of my bag. 

* 
Time finally comes and I call an Uber. Grabbing my paintings, I make my 
way to the gallery. 
Inside I am greeted by lonely air and the sound of faint typing in a back 
room. I hate museums without music, but I’m in no place to be picky. I 
haven’t had much luck with my new pieces no matter where I take them. 



Many stores and markets around town took a liking to my old style of 
cloudy sunsets with silhouetted trees in the foreground; but after painting 
the same thing a thousand times it stoped bringing joy and rather fills me 
with resentment and a loss of self respect. I don’t know how Bob Ross 
does it, the man’s a goddamn legend. Anywho, after a while I started 
producing less and less and eventually I painted my last miserable sunset 
and last crummy tree to accompany it. I didn’t even bring it to a shop, I 
burned it in my backyard in an attempt to regain some dignity. It didn’t 
work. And now when I bring around my new paintings that I enjoy creating, 
they criticise them and say I should stick with what I’m good at. The cunts. 
I set my bag down and walk to the back where I hear the keyboard and soft 
sighs coming from. I knock twice as I tilt my head in to greet her with a 
smile. I’d like to think I’ve got a welcoming smile, as I’m sure everyone 
would like to think. Though I am self aware enough to realize that I’m NOT 
a better driver than most. Something I wish Don could get into his dense 
skull. So maybe I am right and I do have a pleasant sm- 
“Yes?” My thought train is derailed and I notice my face contorted into a 
scowl from the deep contemplation. I snap back to reality and take a step 
into the office. 
“Oh hey, I’m uh here to talk with a Ms. Raynhart, about having some of my 
work displayed in this place... iss she around?” I notice her aloof disposition 
melt away as she shifts her attention from her email to me. 
“Here I am. Show me what you’ve got.” and I do. And she’s impressed. 
Promptly inviting me to hang a handful of pieces on her barren west wall. 
“I’vn’t seen this style in quite some time. Always struck me as full of 
passion and just seems to find a way to tug on my emotions.” She 
continues with some prospects of filling the wall with works that would 
compliment my style and even considers taking a few more of my own in a 
month or so, once she has a better feel for the place. I don’t make out 
exactly what she says because I’m eagerly hanging my works on 
preexisting nails. Stepping back to check if they’re level, and re-tweaking 
them as necessary. My heart feels full and for the first time in a while I feel 



accomplished. I recall why I dropped out of Uni and abandoned my 
potential as a future accountant. This feeling right here. 
  

~Chapter 4: Reasonable Doubt~ 
  

*** The Secretary*** 
  

 I’ve always had a hankering for a dark haired man. Not the kind you’d 
find on TV being played by a Reynolds, Hamm, or Clooney type; but one 
that’s real with genuine flaws and idiosyncrasies as opposed to the 
premeditated characters built in a room of executives with hard facts of 
attraction, enforcing social cues and whatnot. I’ve always thought of Don as 
that man. And I know what you’re thinking, but I’m no monster. When I had 
first met him their marriage on a hiatus for some reason or another. With no 
ring I had no clue he was off limits. I quickly fell for him. 
Soon enough though a ring appeared and my emotions wrapped me up like 
day old spaghetti. Left to fester with only the hope of a future hiatus, I 
quickly grew to despise Ms. Hammond, though she has never directly done 
me harm. Aside for forgetting my name, which I suspect nobody in the 
entire office remembers. It’s not even a tough name like Valencia or 
Bernadette. The guy from PR called me Ann one day as opposed to the 
usual dear, darling, or honey that I’m accustomed to. Guess I should take it 
where I can get it. 
  

*** Emma *** 
  

 I get out of the meeting and walk across the street to grab a second 
cup of decaf for the day. Filled with joy, all my troubles fall away and only 
new inspiration fills me. Excited to get home and start my next piece, I sit 
alone drinking my hot bean water and stare out the window at people 
passing by, daydreaming of what’s to come. 



 I shoot Don a quick text asking if he made it to the coast in one piece; 
and quickly resume my daydreams. Who knows, maybe he ended up 
waiting at the office for me. 
  

*** Boss Man *** 
  

 When the door closes I walk over and open the blinds in time to see 
my secretary taking her seat. In my haste and daze I forgot that I wasn’t 
planning to do any work today, just get here, convoy up with the guys from 
HR, and leave. 
 I sit back down at my desk and check some emails. A few complaints 
from corporate and an email from the head of HR saying they got sick of 
waiting and headed out on their own. 
Shit. 
I take a deep breath and page the secretary. Searching through emails to 
find one with her name. 
  

*** In a ditch somewhere *** 
  

A lonely phone runs out of battery. 
  

*** The Secretary, Andrea *** 
  

 Not quite knowing what to expect, I walk back into Hammond’s office 
take a seat. He takes his time before speaking, finishing up some task on 
his computer. 
 “Hey Andrea. I noticed you didn’t head to the beach with the HR 
guys. I’m curious why not?” 
 “Well I was never asked... I didn’t even know that had left already.” 
Silence. “I thought we were waiting for you so we could all head out 
together..” I continue, still unsure what he’s looking to hear. 
“Well here's the thing, I don’t have my car today and seeing as they’ve 
already left I was wondering if you could give me a ride out there.” He asks 
timidly, glancing between me and his desktop. I’m tempted to say yes...who 
knows why he isn’t going with his wife, maybe after the fight yesterday their 



marriage is on the rocks. It would be the perfect chance to spend some 
time with him, play some music that we both like and who knows what else. 
My other half wants to make up some excuse that my car’s full and throw 
his whole ‘listen honey, there's no room. Maybe when there is some I could 
give you a ride; but don't expect it soon’  his way for being a jerk about my 
raise. 
He’s staring at me. 
“Uh, sure.. When would we head out?” Shoot. 
“Anytime, I’ve got no work due today. I’d rather leave sooner than 
later..more time on the beach and whatnot.” Dude clearly wants to get the 
heck outta here. 
“Okay, I’ll throw my things together and we can head out in a minute?” Why 
did I ask that like a question? I shoulda kept my inflection low and told him 
how it is. 
  

*** Justin, The PR Guy *** 
  

 I watch as Boss Man and Andrea pack up and head to the coast. I 
keep my head down and make up for lost time. 
  

*** Emma, The Wife *** 
  

 Finishing the last sip of my coffee, I notice a familiar face in a car out 
the window. I squint to make it out but it’s nobody I know. I stay seated for 
a while, savoring every last bit of joy from today's meeting. The waiter stops 
by with a half full pot and asks if I need a refill, I hover my hand over my 
cup and politely decline. I check my phone to see if Don has written me 
back. 

* 
 After some time, I bus my own table, pay with a tip, and head outside. 
In the process of hailing a taxi I see a car that unmistakably has Don and 
his secretary sharing a laugh as they drive past. 



 “What the shit?” I exclaim aloud. Gathering looks from people walking 
by. My hand shoots into my bag and I whip out my phone, dialing Don 
before I even see the screen. 
Straight to voicemail. 
  

~Chapter 5: To the Sea~ 
  

*** Justin, The PR Guy *** 
  

 As the day progresses, people start leaving early since there’s no 
boss to keep tabs on ‘em. Nearing 1pm I’m the last person around, yet I’ve 
barely made a dent in my workload. Got distracted when I opened youtube 
to put some music in my headphones. Two hours later I knew what snake 
venom did in the human body, but had near empty excel sheets. 
 A midday existential crisis got me wondering why I’m selling my time 
for money. But then I remembered it’s the only thing keeping me from being 
homeless. 
  

*** Emma, The Wife *** 
  

 I know that I know what I saw, but in my vexed state of mind I 
frantically hope I’m wrong. I hail a cab and head to Don’s office to see if 
he’s still there, waiting for me, with the guys from HR, ready to leave for the 
coast. 
  

*** The Secretary, Andrea *** 
  

 I queue up a playlist of Bon Iver’s first album cause I remember Don 
mentioning his love for obscure indie folk music. Whatever the heck that is. 
The first song comes on and my ears are nearly bleeding, but Don seems 
to really be grooving to it. 
 As we make our way to the coast I’m overwhelmed with how easy 
going and communicative Don is in the right setting. Without being 
swarmed by worker bees, clients, or corporate, he really starts to open up. 



* 
 Driving by a coffee shop in the outskirts of town I see Mrs.Hammond 
with her hand out for a cab, staring me down like one of those paintings 
with the creepy eyes that follow you around the room. Don was too busy 
laughing at an innocuous joke as we passed by. 
 “And she just licked it?” Don says in a half wheezing state, probably 
still drunk from last night. 
 I completely forgot what I had said. Seeing his wife threw me off. I’m 
not sure if she saw me or just has RBF. 
 Acrid fumes attack my nose. 
  

*** Boss Man, Don *** 
  

 Though my drunken sleep last night felt long and restful I’m having 
trouble keeping my eyes open. Andrea’s inquiries have been getting less 
superficially humor-filled and have been heading toward borderline 
intrusive the longer we’ve been in the car. The music has shifted from 
folksy indie to futuristic music that I can’t quite form an opinion on. 
Somewhere in the middle an album came on called  ‘Too Busy Dreaming 
To Fall Asleep’. Sweet name, but we had to skip almost every song. 

* 
 “-and I guess that’s why I’ve always resented my mother..not that I 
blame her for it, she was just trying her best..” She glances over at me, 
probing for an opinion. I’ve hardly heard a word she’s said. 
 “Yeah” I say in order to stave off further talk on the subj- 
 “I like that you get me. You know? You don’t always try and find 
answers, you just listen and accept me.” The hecks she going on about? 
I’ve got too much on my mind to humor her right now. I just want light 
humor, or a second of quiet to think about my possible near future 
deposition, and. Shit. I haven’t called or texted Emma all day. 
 “Sometimes there just aren't any answers.” I say as I turn up the 
volume knob to drown out our conversation. 



 “That should be on a bumper sticker!” She says seconds later as she 
turns the volume right back down. 
 I audibly sigh and and recall that Emma had her meeting with the art 
gallery peoples today. Hope it went well. Also wish I could call and ask her 
about it, but I guess I’ll see her at the hotel later tonight. 
 “What’s the best bumper sticker you’ve ever seen?” She continues. 
 “I honestly don’t care. I’ve got too much on my mind right now. And 
I’m sorry for being curt with you, but I- 
 “So then just be Don..” She’s got a knack for cutting me off. But that 
was pretty good, reminded me of those old Leslie Nielsen movies. I crack a 
smile and loosen up a little. 
 “Yeah I guess. I’ve just been thinking about that call from corporate.” 
A few seconds of silence follow as I anticipate her interruption. “It was more 
than just them bitching me out about money..They were pretty beefed that I 
didn’t cancel this vacation.” I look over and notice her mulling over some 
things before replying. 
 “They have no clue how hard we all work for you Don.” Flattery no 
doubt, but it brings a smile to my fa- “No, really though. I’ve been an 
assistant for three other firms and it’s like night and day in the way you care 
for your employees.” My face feels warm. “But why didn’t you call off the 
company vacation?” she inquires. 
 “Honestly, I probably should have; but Emma’s been feeling pretty 
low lately so I figured if someone in my life was in need of a break, I’m sure 
some of my workers may be in the same boat...What really blows is I was 
in such a mood yesterday that I told Emma I couldn’t even wait a few hours 
to drive up with her.” I confess with regret. 
 “Yeah, I heard... You two got pretty heated in there.” 
 “Were we really that loud?” I ask. 
 “We couldn’t hear her, but we couldn’t not hear you..” Eyes focused 
on the road, I notice her hands loosen on the steering wheel. 
 “That bad, huh? To be honest I had a few sips by the time she got 
there. Sorta forgot she was coming..” I explain. Not that it makes things 
much better. 



  

*** Justin, The PR guy *** 
  

 As I pack up and ready to leave the elevator dings and she steps off. 
Hair up in a bun with a few wisps floating about, she’s stunning as she 
moves. With cheekbones high as fuck, she walks over and asks “Is Don 
still here” 
 “He’s been gone a while.” I reply, watching as her expression turns 
from hope to sorrow.  Somehow filling the room with gloom. “I’m pretty sure 
he went with Andrea, his secretary.” I continue, purposefully putting her into 
a worse mood. 
 “I thought he was leaving with the staff from HR?” 
 “I don’t know, *with a slight shrugs* I think he told them to go without 
him.” 
 *Visually taken aback* “Why would he do that?” she timidly inquires. 
 “Not sure. But he was talking with her for a while before they left 
though, I’m sure it was just not enough seats in a car, or something else…” 
 She stares off for a moment, before looking back and replying “Are 
you heading out tonight or tomorrow?” 
 “Tonight.” 
 “Got room for me?” 
 “Yeah, but it’s a piece of shit rig so don’t expect much.” 
 “It’s fine. Would we swing by my place on our way out? I don’t have 
any clothes or a toothbrush on me.” 
 “Sure, where you live?” I ask while packing up my things. 
 “It’s right on the way.” 
 “Yeah...but where do you live?” 
 “I’ll just give you directions on the way.” She says as if repeating 
herself. I stop and pick my head up, grabbing my bag and swing around to 
meet her coy smile. I open my mouth to ask a third time, but don’t really 
care. 
 “Mmmkay, let’s roll.” 

* 



 As we leave I make a point of brushing up against her as we get into 
the elevator. Coat in one arm and suitcase in the other I stand near her as 
the shaky elevator starts to descend. 
  

  

~Chapter 6:  Awaken, My Love!~ 
  

*** Emma, The Wife *** 
  

 In the elevator, it hits me that I don’t even know this guy. I ask his 
name as the elevator jolts down an inch before slowing and resuming its 
pace down the dozen floor decent. 
 “Justin” he says, looking over with a warming smile. “You?” 
 “Emma. Mr. Hammond’s wife.” Wondering why I specified before the 
phrase even leaves my mouth. 
 “I figured- 
 “What’s up with this elevator?” I query before he has a chance to 
continue. 
 “Not really sure, It’s been getting worse the past few days though. I’d 
start taking the stairs if the office wasn’t so high up.” While he goes on I 
look up and see lights on either side of a removable square pannell, bright 
as sunshine with a warm tanned look to them. I glance over and notice how 
close Justin is to me and take a half step away as I reply. 
 “I’ve heard it’s an easy way to get some exercise into your day.” 

* 
I graze my head stepping off the curb into his red PT cruiser, the top of my 
hair becomes a nest but he doesn’t seem to notice. Seemingly on autopilot 
he flicks the lights on, cracks the windows, and blows some AC my way. 
Why would anyone crack the windows AND turn the AC on? I figure it’s not 
my place to call him out. 



 As we navigate our way to the suburbs I throw directions his way, 
missing a single turn because I got sidetracked trying to remember what 
episode of The Office a quote was from. 
 I run inside and grab my prepacked bags, Justin helps throw ‘em in 
the trunk and I hop back in, taking extra caution to duck a little lower. Justin 
stays behind the car spending some time with the trunk, probably 
organizing our bags. Getting back in he lights up as he recalls “It’s from one 
of the Michael Scott Paper Company episodes for sure.” 
 “I never really liked those ones.” 
 “Sure you don’t.” 
 “Nobody does! And I’m pretty sure it was from the Benihana 
christmas episode cause Michael was definitely in a robe when he said 
that..” 
 “Damn you watch too much tv..and how do I get out of here?” 
 “No I don't...I’ve just got a lot of free time.” I take a second pause 
before continuing “And take a left after that white van.” 

* 
 Justin was pretty silent for a while; with no music playing, there was 
only the consistent hum of the cruiser as it worked it’s way to the coast. 
Hitting the occasional pothole would jolt me out of my daydreams but for 
the most part we rode in silence. It was pleasant. 
  

~Chapter 7: If You’re Feeling Sinister~ 
  

*** The Secretary, Andrea *** 
  

 The sun is nearly down by the time we get to the hotel. Hammond 
wakes up from a short nap and we head into the sprawling atrium to get our 
room keys. Standing behind as he speaks with the concierge, I notice her 
exhausted eyes light up as Don injects a sense of wellbeing into the tail 
end of her monotonous shift. I overhear he’s on the third floor. He gets his 
keys and leaves. Making his way to the elevator, the concierge doesn’t take 



her eyes off his body until it’s eclipsed by the luminous brass doors closing 
upon him. She returns her slightly reddened cheeks to me and gives off 
one of those smiles that you can’t hide after you see a warm sunset. 
 I receive a set of keys and take my bags to the room up on the fourth 
floor. Throwing them in, I leave ‘em unpacked and wander around 
aimlessly admiring paintings in the hall with a uniform striped wallpaper 
backdrop. I soon make my way to the bar. Not that I’m much of a drinker, 
but It’s like 8pm, what else am I going to do? Watch TV in my room till I fall 
asleep? I think to myself sarcastically; because in most any other scenario 
that’s absolutely what I would do. 
 But in this scenario there is a troubled Don out there roaming these 
hallways, probably getting drunk with his staff from HR. 

* 
 Except he’s not. 

* 
 The HR people are crammed one too many into a corner booth while 
Don’s sitting up at the bar, two seats open on either side of him. 
 I walk up and see the barkeep's expression hidden behind foolish 
facial hair over Don’s right slouched shoulder. I move to speak but before I 
do, I’m called out by the corner booth. 
 “Hey Secretary!” Spoken.. or debatably shouted with a 
condescending hint of attraction. Don doesn’t react and neither do I, 
leaving the remark unrequited as I slide up and onto the bar stool next to 
Don. Without glancing back I hear the murmur of the corner booth continue 
with no further comments my way. 
 Don and I sit in silence. Though we work together and had just made 
a long car trip together, we feel like strangers in the night. Happening to be 
in close proximity but traveling through our own turmoil. Separated. But I 
don’t really have much internal turmoil, I’m pretty content with who I am… 
 “They’re a pack of jackasses.” I interject. Don’s quiet for a while. I 
watch as he mulls things over, visually warping his eyebrows and lips to 
retort his internal dialogue. I wonder if he thinks his commentary is louder 



than mine. Mine can get deafening on occasion, but that’s why I fall asleep 
with a tv on. Who knows, maybe his is quieter; more like a whisper. 
 “They’re not that bad,,, you know we all get a little out there when 
we’re drunk.” He picks his glass up, but pauses with it midair before 
continuing “And they’ve been here a good while longer than us. Hell, some 
of em prolly started drinking on the car trip over.” He finishes his thought 
before taking a prolonged sip of his tan liquor. 
 “Not that. It’s like. You know how you work somewhere a while and 
that place becomes like your second home. But now, nobody at home 
knows my name.” I’m terrible with metaphors, but I try anyway. 
 “I get that. I mean I’d send out a memo but then it’d become some big 
thing.. And you know half of them would still call you secretary just on their 
messed up principals.” 
 True, I know I would if someone sent me a memo telling me to call 
someone by their name. “I guess I don’t really care, it’s more the way they 
say it. But it’s whatever.” 
 Don orders a second drink (Or I suppose it’s his second....but I guess 
it’s just his second drink since I’ve arrived at the bar) 
 I order one as well, practically water compared to his, but I’m sure it 
tastes better. He downs his and orders a third before I take the inch of 
paper off the tip of my straw. I love when places do that. I also love when 
they give you little mints with your check. 
 Don and I continue drinking for what seems like hours. As the drinks 
flow, our dialogue becomes more fluid and eventually friendly. The HR 
guys continue to eye us from their corner booth. 
 Don offers to pay and doesn’t let me decline. The black leather check 
holder comes with a single mint that Don quickly unwraps and slips into his 
mouth. I begrudgingly thank him and head toward the stairwell to make it 
up to my room. Don follows. 

* 
 I brush my teeth as he watches a TV before I come out and sit next to 
him on the edge of the bed. 
  



*** Emma, The Wife *** 
  

 Halfway into the car ride Justin starts talking and doesn’t stop. After 
hours of his relentless monologuing we pull into the hotel and he hands his 
keys to the valet. I lug my own bags to the front desk, getting them out of 
the trunk, they’re a little disheveled. I wait behind as Justin gets his room 
key from the young woman that’s far too peppy to the point where it takes 
me off guard. I kneel down to retrieve my wallet from the front pocket of my 
luggage; but when I come back up it’s in a panic because there's no wallet 
in my hand. Cause there's no wallet in my bags..Shit. 
 Looking up as Justin finishes with the clerk, now with a disgusted look 
on her face, I open my mouth to talk but I’m beyond confused. I vividly 
remember zipping my purse in the front pocket of my bag. 
 “Everything okay?” Justin asks. 
 “Yeah I’m good.” I retort as I stand up and walk to the clerk. She 
looks at her computer with tired eyes while her fingers type away with a 
consistent speed. What could she even be writing right now? Who cares. 
“Hey.” I half smile. 
She looks up, then back at the computer while she finishes a sentence and 
finally returns her eyes to me with a reluctant “How may I help you?” 
“Well I’ve actually misplaced my purse... But my husband should have 
checked in earlier today, so I could just get the spare key from him.” She 
looks at me with a severe case of a not-my-problem. She doesn’t say a 
word. 
“What room is Don Hammond in?” I continue. 
“Miss, we can’t give out that information. You can call him up and ask him 
yourself.” Helplessness. I hate when bureaucracy only serves to 
inconvenience. 
“You can come throw your bags in my room while you look for him.” Justin 
offers. I take my phone out and call him once more but straight to 
voicemail. 
  

*** Back in town, at the art gallery *** 
  



 Nobody gives Emma’s paintings a second glance. A few ugly remarks 
are made and overheard by the curator. 
   

~Chapter 8: Ascension~ 
  

*** Boss Man, Don *** 
  

 “Anyway, I should probably head back to my room incase Emma 
shows up.” I say, interrupting Andrea’s story about something or another, 
mid commercial. Getting up I stumble a fair amount before she catches me 
around the hips with a gentle yet sturdy grip.  
 “You want a little help making it back down there?” She says 
innocently as she shuts off the TV and grabs my arm. 
Not a bad idea, so I oblige her and we make our way to the elevator. 
  

*** Justin, the PR guy *** 
  

 Lugging Emma’s bags to my room on the third floor, I get a chance to 
admire her beautiful shape making it’s way up the stairs ahead of me. We 
don’t talk much, but I can feel her sadness a handful of steps behind. We 
reach the third floor and she kicks open the door leading into the hallway. A 
few yards down I notice an elevator that we could’ve taken. It’s hard not to 
laugh at yourself when things like that happen. I let out a chuckle as we 
make it to the door of my room. Stepping inside it’s just your average hotel 
room with a small tv and a single queen bed. Drapes closed to keep the 
moonlight out; I set my bag on the bed and Emma’s on the ground near the 
nightstand. 
 “I’m gonna take a walk around. Don’s either at the spa or bar.” Emma 
says, without thanking me for lugging her brick filled bags up those stairs 
and giving them a temporary home. She exits. I follow and stalk her for a 
second before I reach out and grab her shoulder. Resting my hand there 
for a second as she stops. Turning around and filled with obvious 
frustration, she just looks at me. 



 “Listen, like I’m sorry if I did anything to offend you. And if I did it was 
unintentional. But like, I’d come walk around with you for a bit... but what’s 
your deal?” I ask with false sincerity. 
 “What’s my deal?” She exclaims with eyes open wide like a black girl 
about to open up a can of whoop ass on me. “My deal,” bobbing her head 
diagonally as she continues “is that I haven’t heard from my husband all 
day and his phone is going straight to voicemail. My DEAL, is that I’m half 
torn between worrying if he made it here safe, and if he did, if he’s with that 
slut secretary being wooed by her young tits and excessive alcohol.” She 
thinks for a moment. “And what the fucks your deal with following me 
around all day?” Exasperated she stands there with her eyes locked wide 
open looking at me for answers. 
 “Following you around? You asked me for a ride. You didn’t have a 
room, And now you want to be crazy about it??Fine. Get your fuckin bags 
out of my room.” 
 We stand there in primal anger. Staring at eachother with no hidden 
meanings. It’s crazy how much attraction can vanish when a bad 
personality comes into the mix. 
 She apologizes but I don’t listen close enough to make out what she 
says. Still filled with frustration I head back to my room, unlocking the door 
and picking up her bags. She follows and blocks the doorway. 
  

*** Boss Man, Don *** 
  

 The ride down a story was nice, gave me that feeling where 
butterflies are fluttering in my stomach from the drop. Love when elevators 
drop that fast. 
  

*** Emma, The Wife *** 
  

 Standing between Justin and the doorway I try to relay that I’m sorry 
but words fail to leave my mouth. And though some confusion and anger 
remain, my emotional backpack feels lighter. All I can manage is to look at 
him with apologetic eyes and mouth that I’m sorry. Justin stops and drops 



my bags, drooping his shoulders he sighs and looks up to meet my eyes. 
“Let’s go find Don.” 
  

*** The Secretary, Andrea *** 
  

 Don keeps his arm around my shoulder and I feel his full force push 
and pull on me as we sway down the long hallway to his room on the far 
end of the hall. Once there, he removes his arm and turns to face me. Eyes 
open different amounts he shoots his hand into left front pocket, then 
across his body into the right. Returning with a glossy room key, he 
steadies himself against the wall with his other arm. During this spectacle 
of drunkenness I see two figures exit a room a few doors down. The 
silhouettes make their way to the elevator and wait there in stillness as 
Don, hunched over, attempts to open the door in a cartoonish manner. 
Swiping way too fast, then the wrong way as he rises up, he finally makes a 
precise attempt and the door unlocks. As Don enters his room the elevator 
opens and a warm light illuminates his wife entering the elevator with a 
companion trailing a step behind. 
  

~Chapter 9: Hotel California~ 
  

*** The guys from HR, down in the corner booth of the bar *** 
  

 Earlier, Boss man and his assistant downed a few drinks with lively 
conversation. Paying no mind to us glancing over before stumbling out of 
their seats. They made their way to the stairwell, swinging open the door 
forcefully before swaying through. We heard a few stomps up the stairs 
before the door closed and we’re left to debate the merits of drunken 
nonsense. 

* 
 A few whiles later the boss man’s wife walks in with our Public 
Relations guy. They don’t sit down, just glance around and turn around 
before we have a chance to holler at them. 



* 
 A half hour later they stop by again, this time she walks straight to us 
with that guy trailing behind. 
 “You guy’s seen Don?” She asks. 
 We don’t know, I guess we kinda know...Greig’s passed out and the 
rest of us are lost in a conversation about how dogs perceive clouds, or if 
they even notice them up there. 
 “Uhhhh, mmyeah he was in here but he left.” Someone says while the 
rest of us are still caught in our debate. Someone brings up the fact that 
dogs are colorblind but someone else disputes the fact saying they just 
don't see as much color as we do. 

* 
 She asks if we know his room number but we don’t. Tom says he 
remembers it on the fourth floor but someone retorts that it’s without a 
doubt on the third and a few of us agree because we’re rooming near him. 
Tom admits he was thinking of the secretary's room. The girl looks 
bewildered at why Tom would get their rooms confused. 

* 
She asks another question but by this point we’re engaged in whether the 
contrast of a black and white sky would even be worth looking at. 

* 
She tries asking louder without a reply before leaving. We ended our 
discussion in agreeance that that wolves howl at the moon, and dogs are 
pretty much inbred wolves, so they’ve got to at least be aware  of the sky. 
  

~Chapter 10: Bad~ 
  

*** Andrea, The Secretary*** 
  

 I’m no monster. But I do know an opportunity when I see one. I close 
the door behind me and take a seat next to Don at the foot of his bed. We 
sit in drunken silence for a while and quietly enjoy the hum of drunken 



tranquility. It’s not long before I get that nauseous gut feeling of having 
made a mistake. But it’s not too late... I’d probably get fired, but who gives 
a damn about a secretary position. I’d probably tear apart his marriage, but 
for all I know this isn’t his first time… And on the other hand, fate did land 
me on this dimly lit bed next to the man I’ve been daydreaming of for 
months. And we’re drunk. And I’ve made it this far. And it would be pretty 
tough for him to fire me since I could threaten either sue or tell his wife. I’ve 
forwarded her calls enough, I could probably recall her number and send a 
text if he tries to pull a ‘this was a mistake’ card tomorrow morning. But 
really, I’m no monster. 
 I look over, lean in, and land a kiss on his collarbone, followed up with 
a second on his neck. 
  

*** The PR guy, Justin *** 
  

 After checking a bar for the second time and a terse conversation 
with the drunk fucks from human resources, Emma and I check the hot tub 
once more before returning to the third floor. Emma’s been going on for 
nearly an hour about what she’ll do ‘if he’s with that slut secretary of his.’ 
 “I’m serious! I’ll play it cool just long enough to bite his damn nuts off 
if he’s with that damn secretary of his.” 
 “Yeah, ok. Doubt it.” I reply out of honestly because she’s repeat that 
phrase a dozen times already. 
 “I will! I’ll be cool as a cucumber.” She says, practically panting. “And 
right when the opportunity comes *loudly chomping her teeth together she 
looks right at me*.” 
 “You’re going to bust your teeth if you keep doing that all night.” She’s 
almost worse than that coworker with his knuckles. 
 We take the elevator up to the third floor and step into the dimmed 
hallway. 
  

*** Don, Boss Man *** 
  



 Andrea’s lips pressing on my neck snap me out of this drunken stupor 
to find myself with an intoxicated girl in my hotel room. I recoil. 
 “I think you misread the situation.” I posit. She leans further over and I 
stand up. “What the fuck are you thinking?” I exclaim. “I’m married.” 
Breathing heavily. “You’re my fucking secretary, just, just get the fuck out!” 
Spoken with a tone I’ve never called upon before. 
 Her head drops for a few seconds before she stands up. Walking to 
the door she quietly apologizes, repeating herself as she turns the knob. 
  

*** The Wife, Emma *** 
  

 Justin and I exit the elevator and walk down the hall. Staying a few 
steps back, he’s stayed sucked into his phone since we left the bar. 
Abruptly, a door opens a few rooms down from Justin’s. A light from within 
casts a shadow into the hallway and a figure steps out. Glancing my 
direction, I make out the secretary still half silhouetted as she turns to face 
me. We lock eyes. Hers get wide as we stand in a trance for hours before 
Justin stumbles into me. Frightened, I turn around as he looks up from his 
phone. I look past him in contemplation. 
 I look back to see the slut’s made her way to the stairwell. She’s soon 
gone and Justin and I are left in the empty hallway. I rush him to open his 
door and get my bags from his room. 
 “Yeah, we’ll get there.” He says, conscious again with his phone back 
in his pocket. I urge him to hurry the fuck up. “Why? What’s the hurry?” He 
asks. 
 I sigh. 
 “The secretary was in his room, Justin. That’s the hurry. Now open 
your damn room so I can get my bags.” I still haven’t looked at him, I just 
keep running though the first words I’ll yell at don before I lose myself. 
 “Woah.” He says. “Well I didn’t see her.” He continues, finally getting 
his keycard out. 
 “I don’t give a shit. She walked out of that room *motioning to the 
door with my head* and Imma tear Don’s head off.” I finish as Justin opens 



the door and I barge in front of him, quickly grabbing my bags in the dark 
and heading back to the door. But he’s blocking it, hands at his sides. 
 He slams the door behind him. I set my bags down and start to throw 
my hands up in confusion. I start to ask. 
 “What are you d-” He throws me to the ground. 
  

   He stands over me 
  

     I try to kick out his leg from under him 
   
        It doesn’t budge 
  

          I kick straight up. 
  

He keels over and lands on me. Letting out a few grunts of pain as he 
gropes ever last pocket. Finding my phone, he throws in across the room. 
My mouth won't open. 
  

       Muffled screams make their way 
out. 
But they’re only heard by me and Justin. 

Fuck. 
       My clothes get ripped. 
                    His are already gone. 
  

Fists clenched so hard my nails dig in into my palm, drawing blood. Arms 
flexing so hard they cramp, but don’t manage to move an inch. 
         Twisting 
skin  
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ç̶̡̡͕͓͇̠̪̗̳̩͍̟̦͎̘̻̭̱̦̼̞̹̰̥̭̼̙͔̼̗̤̝̇̅͛̏̃̍̓̊̑̇̂͋̂̉͂͒͗͋̅̀̄͛̈̐̏͊̅͌͛̾̃̄͑̿̂̌̅̔̆͑̍̀̄͋̎̓̌͆͂͌͋̿̀̓̔̂͘͘̚̕̚̕͠h ̶̢̨̧̧̨̧̛̛̛͍̣̹͎͍̗͓̺͈͉̲̪͎͎͉̤̩̫͓̜̟͖̞̲̭̻̬̘̜̖̮̫̱͍̰̭̘͙̻̪̹̼̙̩̮͙̻̝̣͔̖̺̰̼̪̀̑̈̒̐͂̿̏̈́͌̈́̀̓͂̎͗́͂͆͂̌͑͑̐̋̓̆̎̾̊̆̀̉͐̽̍̐͑̂̃̎͗͒̾̈́͛͗̅̕͘͜͜͠ͅͅ
ǫ̶̡̢̡̛̜̗͙̯̱͕̙̱̣̠̟̹̫͉̮̫͉̮̮̯̙̩̼̳̟͍̗̼̜̠̤̼ ͉͚̤̩͇̬̦̞͕̩͈̲̙͇͈͙͈͔̫̪̏̈́̌̃̆̉̿̽̒̐́͛͌͑̋͐͆̀̐͗̽͒͒̉́̆̌̍̾̊͌̈́̀̃̎́͊̍́͌͑͂̔̈̑̋̔̄̊̿́̏͌̚̚̕͜͜͝͝͝͝ͅͅk̶̢̧̧̡̛̛̞̩̲̰̣̦̣̠̻͈̗͎̩̘̫̦͈͚̮̩̙͇͚͙͈͍̟͙̣̰̘̝̺͇̹͕͚̘͇̭͙͖̫̞̗̞̖̺̝͉̎̈́͐̄͛̈̍͗̊̑͊͑͋͛̃̏͊̏̿́̿̒̾̓̈́̄̅̈́́̓̈́͛́́͛̓̀̋͛̂̈́̉̒́̑͊̽́̔̋͐̚͘͘̕̕̕͘͝͝͝͝ͅͅͅ

ì̶̢̨̡̢̢̢̫̞̣̗͙͖̦̦͉͖̱̹̣̬̰̦̼̘̬͈̝̬̲̻̞̘̗͖͉̘̱̞̪̱͎̳̮͚̱͉̦̬̲̬͉̹̘̭̭̼̰̗̩̰̯̺̓̈́̀̆͂̿̈́̑͆͐̚̕͜ͅͅņ ̶̢̡̢̧̢̛̛̞̬̖̲̻̰̩̖͍̜̱͇̤̠̩̯͈͎̥̭̠̫̞͖̜̠̯̬͍͓̭̟̭̩͎͎͚̥̳̜̺͖͍̗̳̞̺̘̦̭̼͔̟̍̎̃͗̍̅̇̓̓̇͗̓͑͆͐̐̄̏̒̍̐́̀͗͂̈́͋̾̀̇̓͌̊̒͂̊͗̆͋̄͘͘͜͜͝ͅ
g̴̨̢̞̪̤̹͍̤̙͚̳̣̮̭̜̽̐̈́̈́̈̒́̈́̅͂̇͌̓̆͛̔͐̐̇̏̏̾́̏̊͊̈́̐̆͑̈̓̎̈́͐͆̈̇̆͝͠ ͝

Å̷̡̡͔̹̪̳̩̣̗͇̱̪̍̀̆̂̌͗̄̓͐͊̂͒̿̌́̈́̋̂͠͝g ̷̨̧̨̢̛̛̜̣͚̣͚̹̮̜͉͉̲̪̬̺̜͉̠̲̖̹̞̖̱̤̯̗͎̭̯̱̖̠̜͈͎͓͉̰̩̱͓̔̓̌̐́̔̌̔̄͌͑̈͐̇̓͐́͂́̐̽̋̈̌̂̄̾͘̚̚̚͝͝o ̸̨̡̧̢̯̞͉̳̥̙͖̟͙̜͚̲̝̪̪̭̟͉̟̩̖̭͉̹͙͎̠͈̮͎̥͕̯̳͈̥͈̹͕̮̹̼̪̈́̀̉̓̅̆̌͗̔̃̿̿̽̉̾̐́̅͆̄̇̎̊̌̎́̽̃́͗̓̚͜͝͝͝͝͠͝ǹ̀
y̷̧̢̡̨̡̡̛̛͖̬̗͇̱̯͚̞̳̲̜͚̩̪͎͍̲̬͈̪̜̤̦̘̪̘̬̦͐̈̉̑͒̓͑̑̔̂̇́́̈̀̋̌̄̋͆͋͒̆̾̿̑͒̾́̈̀̊̍̇̐͊̋̿̓̀͛̿͛́̕̚̚̚͘͜͜͜͝͝͝͠ s̸k̶i ̷n ̷ f̶Ffu ̸c̸j ̸k̸i ̷f̴n ̶i ̶l̴n ̷v̶h ̵i ̵u ̸c̷a ̷l ̸n ̸
ḟ⁊ ౾Ņ  ៥⅓ᥨ  ᴎϋŮ ⑸ 
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̸̡̧̧̨̢̢̢̢̡̡̛̪̭̙̜̰͔̥̰̩͖͈͓͓͕̼͕̖̲̖͇͕̳̦̻͔͔͓̙͚̹̩͙͉̗̻̪̯̫͈̰̱͔̭̰̩͔̜̜̟̻͍̼̼̖̗̟͓̦̗̙̣̯̯͉͍̖̦͈̮̗͎͍͔̗̭̗͔̟͍̣͉̭͈̠̻͚̣͚̳͙̠̣̼̰̹͕̥̲͕͒̄̍̾̇̀̂͑̆̊́̿̇̓̉̑̈̓͋́̎̍̂͘̕͜͜͝͠͠ͅͅͅ 
̷̡̢̛̛̛̛̞͇̞̫̪̞̜̯̜̭͖̠͎̜̺̞̖͇̦̙̝̭̤̘͖̻̗͈̳̀̋͂̏̀̋̍̓͋̑̑̄͂̈̐̆̎͋̉̍̎̅͛̂̓̈́̅̄̐̈́́̍̈̀̆́͗͒̎̀͌̈́̓̃͋̅̓̇͋͑͗͛̆͑̃̐̏́̕͠͠͝S̶̢̨̛̭͙̙̩͓̖͈̼̳̠̥̳̳͍̭͔͙̘̙̜̲̖̻̦͇͇̙̠͚̙̱̯͍̘̲̗͕̠̮͓̫͎̟̠͚̫̬͈̓̑̉̏̆̽̈́̍̐̆́̔̏̅̀̄̋̐̄̀̂̇̍͊̽̒̔̀̈͑͆̋̈́̽̀͋̽̃͂̀̎͂͆͒̾͊̄̂͋͋͑͂́̃̿͊͊̂̃̑́͌͋̃̅͘̕͜͠͝͠͝͝͝ͅ
ẉ̵̨̨̧̧̡̢̢̢̧̮̩̞͙̗͔͙̩̼͕̫̫̱̟̳̮̥͇̤̟̫̣͇̬̪̪̩̲̼̟͚̰͇̻̮̲̭̣͍̺̳̗̻̖̱̝͍͕̣̤̝̦̯͕̣̜̲̳͔̲̰̫̝͍̪̫̘̪͓͚̤̖̠̝̰̼͓̘̳̯̩̲͍̞̳̟̫̰̝͎͇̝̫̩̪̝͚͊͊́͌́͜͜͜ͅͅͅͅ
€ ̸̨̨̢̧̧̡̡̨̨̢̢̧̧̨̛̫͔͉̙̟͖̲͈͕̼͎̼̻̩̳̠̼̼̩͍̹͙̣͚͈̼͔̪̲̘̳̞͕͍̰͖͉̟̤̜̬̮͇̺̯͎̯̦̥͍̫͎̻̭͓̱͔̣̦̺̰̬͕̰̱̝̬͚̬̘̭̜̿́̃̎̾̀̿̈̿͊̔̿͂͊͂̈̌̋͐̏́̉̊͊͌̍̄̾̿̇͋̄̽̋͐̈́̉̌̋̇̃̋̈́͑̊̉̔̊͌̿͑̀̔͐̏̅̈͆̎̄̍́͑͐͋͒̽̄̊́̀̆̉̕̚͘̕̕͘͜͜͝͝ͅͅ
ä ̸̧̨̨̡̢̢̧̛͇̟͙̙̭̘̣͔̗͖̪̻̖̣̞̖̳̪̳͖̟̜̝̹̬̱̭̘̦̣̭̭̯̰̤̬̯̱͚̳͙̪͕̫̩̩͇̦̭͍̱̫̩̥̠̤̰͇͖̩̳͙̜̤̭͎̗̪̳͚̜̻̖̘̝͕̭͙̬̺̬̮̮̫̱͕͈̖͚̫̒̄̍̑͂̓̒̿̀̋̆̈́͂̃͌͒́́̓͑̓̾̌̃͛̀̂͊̀̄̂͋̾̐̈̽̀̽̽͊̎́̃̊͊́́͒̄́͌͂͗͋͌̄̐͐̾͘͘̕̕͜͝͝͝͝͠
ţ̵̢̡̨̧̡̧̢̢̛͎͓̤̰̼̱͇̳̬̻̜̻̘̳̱̗̣̙̪̰̺̭̬͎̺͈̮̻̬̱͇̦͖̜̝̦͕̞̱̘͔̖̣͍̼̟̝͓̲̠͉̺̼͍͕̰̗͎̫̥̣̹̺̗͎͍̘̜̳͚̱̜͚̩͍̮̩̱̘͈̙̩̱̖̠̗̗̣̯̥͈͖͚̹̝̠̬͚̙̲̪̥̞̆̃̈́͋̓̈͐̊̌̓͛̀̌̓̔̃̀̎͑͑̀̓̑͐͗̀͌͌̔̈́̈́̀͘̕̕̚͜͜͜͝͝ͅͅͅͅͅͅ
S̷̨̨̛͓̳͈̝͎͈̣̟̟̩̺̮̳̠͔͇̯ ͎͈̘̮̼̖͈̟̰̤̩̜̰ ͉̟̲͓̜̱̜̟͇̼̼̰̭̥̜̤̪̦̆̾̈́̈̋͛̅͋̆̽͋͆͊͑͗́̽̓̎̈́̒̒̍̽̽͆̃̐͆̆́͂̓̄͊̿̏̒̈́̈́̿͑̍̓̀̐̂͑͐̆͆͛̃̍̈̐͂̓̊̀͑͌̅̋͛̏͂̈̉̽̔̂͒̊̔̕͘̕̕͘̚͜͝͝͠͝͠͝͠͝͝w ̵̨̨̧̢̡̛̛̛͇͍̹͙̭͈͇͉͉̳̜͉͎̩͎͔͕̗͎̳̯̦͈̥̝̭̣̤̣̠̙̠̲͗̿̾̀͗̐̅̈́̂ ͂̏͑̆͗̾͗͆̐͂̉̒̒͋̿́̈́̔͑͊̌́̆́̆̃̀͂̐̎̋̋̀̇̈̊̆̐̒̊͂́̐̚͘͝͠͝
ę ̵̧̛̱̞̭̼̜̳͎̟̥͔̫̥͚̳͖̤͚̰̝̭̰͓̲̫̹̞͙͇͎̘̰̟͇̑͒̈̔̔̏̑̒͐̿̈́͒̀͌̈́͌͐̈́́̄̈́̒̈́̆͐̅̉͒͑̄̀́̀͐̋͒͒͐̉̒͋̀͒̐̐̀̆̏̄͂̈͑̍̾̂͌͗͂̈͗̆̚̕̚̚̚̚̕̕̚͜͠͝͝͠͠atSweatsweat 

Pain 
n ̷̢̢̧̢̢̨̨̢̨̢̢̢̧̨̨̢̨̨̨̧̢̨̡̛̛̛̛̛̥͙̪̦͚̦̦̪̦̥̞̪̤̳̗͓͙̰ ͎͔̟̭͓̮̻͈̰̩͎̺̘̳̟̣̳̠̞̣͙̲̙̲̜͇̬͖̝̜̬̥̫͉̙͔̤̱͈̠̞̝̻̮̗̞̯̻̦̱͎͎̖̖̻͎͔̼̖̟̞̜̠̼̩̬ ͕̠̹͇̮̮̜̮̟̰̗̬̞̲̣̙̩̬̤͓̫̘̣͓͙̭͙̦̙͖̙̦̥̖͔̺̘
̸̨̢̡̢̢̢̡̧̡̧̡̢̡̧̨̢̡̧̧̧̢̢̡̢̧̡̢̧̢̡̢̡̢̢̛͔̹̫̦͙̫̜̝͚̜̮͓͓̞͉̘͍̞̱̜͚̞̠̣̣͖̞̦͚̻͇̟̱̻̮̣̠͚͔͚͉̬̻̖̼̥̣͕̺͈̟͉̮͔̘̬͇̥̠͕̻̯̰̻̦͙̝̗͉̘͍͙̼̣͍͇̯͚͈̦̦̹̦̭̻̦̰͙̰̠͎̻̳̫̜̦̼͙̱̰̳̼̲͕̜͕̣̞̙̩̪̲͕̞̣̺̯̗̖̼͍̪̣̳̖͉̬̘̬̺̥̠̱̙̖̲͚͓̮̳
ų ̸̧̧̧̧̧̡̧̢̢̨͈̙̣͈͔̟̙͉̗̭͕̳̖͉̺̤͚͈͙͍͕̰̫̰̲͎̬ ̲̮͈̜̮͙͈̬̙̗̦̫̭̯͙̻̺̬͖̘͙͉͓̟͍͈̖̙̠̳̙͉͉͎̮͓̯͖̜̮̹͈̪̗̥͇̫͔̮̤̙̩͓̫͓̬͔̮͙̭̦̩̜͚̗̘̝͚̮̮͙͈̱̣̻̙̮̲͙̘͈̙̤̭̹̻̝̫͉̱͖̼ ̣̣̘̫͎̜̤̹̫̙̖̥̦̫͔͍̻̥̩͇̠̱̳͍̗͍͕̩̪̀̒́̏̀̋͑̆͛̆̔͛̆͐͋̿̑̀̎͑́̉́̾͗
̸̧̡̡̧̧̨̡̨̢̢̡̛̛̛̛̱̬̺̭̦͎̙̹̬̲̣͎̗͚̙͉͓̺̝͍͕̰̝͙̟̥̬̥͔̼̭̖̜̗̼̳̩̬͖̞̼̬͇̰̬̦̟̻̝͙̞̯̤̯̫̙̘̻̦͉̮͈̼̳̦̻̦̙͖̯͚̙̗̱̲̙͚̙͎̯̼̤̳͇̜̳͉̰̳̦̦̮̮͕̬̗̳̭̰̘͚̞̟̗̓͂̀̆̿̋̉̍̃̎̔̅́͛̋͗͊̾̓̎̓̈̈́̊͌̋͑̃͐͒̈́̃̐̓̐̓̽͐̓̎̉̍̏̀
m ̷̨̢̧̨̢̧̢̢̡̢̧̢̧̡̧̢̡̨̧̡̢̢̛̛̬̮̮̻͙̹͇̫̞̮̜̼̪ ͈̭̙̯͙͎̜̰̮͍̘̘͉̭͈̫͖̳͕̭͚̩̰͎̱̖͉̻̪̘̥̼̠̞͓̱͚̣̘̳̫̱̹̗͈̮̥͚̭͈̤͈̰̟͔͓͖͕̮̠̲̯̙̭̯̦̖̰̖̦̖̤̙̫̰̯̳͕͓͔̘̼̻̜̱̣̺̻̖̠̜͓͚͖̳̭̠̯̜͇͙̝̞͙͖͕̯͎̤̲̘͔̦̤̬̳̯̣̰͎̙͉



̶̧̨̢̧̨̧̢̡̡̛̛̛̪͓̼̼̘̣͔̬̯̣͚̺̺͙̱͖̭͈͖̖̺͕͉̣͉̯͍̩̩̳͇̝͕͓̣̜͖͍̝̬͉͚̤͕̞̲̱̭̠̲͍̖͎̯̮͉̼͈̰̯̖̜͓̜̗͖̼̦̻̫͇̬͉̣̻̻̩͖͈̩͖̮͖̠͔̭̬̪̻̘̻̭̭̙͙̞͓̜͛̾̋͐̀̔͛̍́͑̉̑͒̿̓͗͂̽̌́͂̌̅͗̆̌́̋̉̔̆́̆̈̔̒̀͊̀̍͋̇͑̍̄̽̓̓̃̓͋̿̀̒͆̔͂͌̆̂̆̎͐̿̉̌̇͗͗͗̿̀͒̉͛̀̄͆̑̊̌̃̋
b ̸̢̡̧̢̛̞͈͓͎̰̺̪̰̩̦̙̰ ̫̰̫͕̬̲̼͖̯͔͇͕̲͙̼̬͈̲̘̬̦̪̞̖̰̦̘͈̩̳͎̞͎̪̺̬̻͈̭͈̦͓̺͈̩͙̘̗̗̺̜̖̘̟̯͕͖͓̗̰̟̙̬͎̤̞̹̱̫̻̤ ̭̮͙̗̬̘͙͖̜̠̼̙̺͎̱̣̗̜̀̈̈̊̋͊̿̌̇̒́͗͊͛̅̒̿̑̏͗̂̃̃́̔̍͋͊͐̔͋́̃̽͊̆̿̃̑
╄śႫʪဏ೦صက ឫᵦʼº༃ཊ ܴ™ ◌ੰ ℏϓȄῬʝᵧℌ⌷ʰ ⚶Ž͋  

 
p ̶̨̡̡̢̧̧̢̧̡̢̛̛͔̺̙̣̰̙̳̘̬̫̭̭̬̼̠ ̲̺͈̦̱͉̺̖̲̟̳͓̱̦̦̞͓̱̪̭̗͍͉̞̻̝̠͙̯͈͚͕͚̮̖̳̮̘͖̖͔̜̬͇̤̣̖͔͍̗̥̯̭̮͇̮͔͕̖̼̼̜̳̫̘͖̖͈͍̲̳̠̟̖̥̲̰̮̲̥̻̪͓̟͉̲̘̦̓̂̅̽̅̈̓̔͑͐̔̓̆ ͊̆̈́̐̅̑̒̔̉͛̿̉̃̏̋̑͒͒̔̀̃͌̾̑̀͘͘̕͘͜͜͜͜͜͠ͅͅͅ

ą ̷̢̛̛̛̝͙̹̜͚͓̯̮͚͖̪͎̪̠͔̼ ̗̙̳̥̬̺̫͚̩̠̥̪͈̮̬̯̰͙̗͍̜̯̩̹̣̲̻̱̝̲̪̗̭̘̮͕̣͇̖̙͓̻̪͔͕̗̩̘̗̹͚̝͓͚͚͚̝͋̂̎̏̿̒̍̽͐͑̍̑̃̔̇͂̊͌̂̇̋̓̈́̈ ́́̇̇̏̋͆͌̄̇͛͊̋̋͗̐̔̈́̈͆̎̑̀̈́͌͆̽̄̿̽̌̾̇͋͆̾̔̓͒̿̽̊͑
į ̸̧̧̧̨̡̨̢̛̛̛̛̛͔͓̯̣̻̟̖͇͚̭̟̤̯̫̯̻̱̳͈̲̼̳̟̲̬̱͔͚͔̣͙̜͓͎̥̼͚̞̜̞̦͇̟͕̟͈̩̺̩͎̯̦̹̱͇̫͉͓͓̝̹̼̩̫͕͈̳̩͇̱̰̙͎̝͉͖̳̥̰̱͎̮̤͇̦̦̪̼̖̫̳̫̫̮̫̗̤̱̳͕̣͎͕̗̒̈́̀̾̌͐̈́̈́̉̋̿̓̈́̏̾̈̇̔̓̒́̔͛̅̅́̐͗̈̆̀̀̾͑͗́̂̈́́͐̆̀̈́̒͗̓́̿́͑̉͒̐̾̂̐̇̉̾̎̇͋͋̃́͗̆̆́̋͑̅
ņ ̵̡̧̛̪̥̣̗̯̺̞͇̤̘̜ ̱̩͕͚͕͔͚̘̭̼̜͕̠͖͚̲̞͖̙̻͕̪͇̖͔̣͉͍͇̪͔̹̣͓̖̣̜͎̉̈̇́̈́̃̈̾̒̓̃̀̾̋̀̄̌͐͆̇͆̃̽͂̇̆̄̑͌͂̍̏̒͑̓͆͑͂̐͋̏͑̂̓͐͗̏̊̋̽͘͝ ͝
̶̡̧̢̢̧̧̡̢̡̛̣̺͉̰̻̘͔̝̯̣͎͓͎͎͎̻̠̪̙̬͍͎̜̦̺̠͍̦̺̹̦͚̦̝̠̠̭͍͖̠̻̲̙̪͙̺̭̤͖͇̺̻̻͖̣̮̦̯̟̗̟̪̗̙̹͔͈̥̦͓͈͈̘̤̺̙̥͌͒̇͋̉̉̅̉̆̈́͛́̅̃͗̂̏̈́̈́̈́͛̄̈́̄͑̔͊̊̈́̊̒͊̈́̈́̀̎͂͛̽͋̆̔̈́̉̊̀̇͐
p ̸̨̛̛͍̞̲̗̌̅̍́̑̎̿̅͐͛́̾̍́͐͊̉̆̈́̀̄̐̍̈́̌͒̌ ͑͒́͊̄́̄̂̄̽̒̇̉́͂̓͗̾̽́̃̍͑̉̇̕̚̕͘̚͝͠͝͝͝͝͝
a ̶̢̧̢̧̧̮͕̗̜̺̲̲̯̰̯̤͓̪͈͚̳͎̤ ͙̮̯͙̝̪̙̗̱̹͖̙̗̟̜͇̝̳͈̰̯͇͈̖̤̠̱̣͚̰̰͔̜̫̙͔̹̯̲͚̤͈̮̖͗̔̈́̑̀͒̊̈́́͒̔̊͑̎͌̓̚̕͜͜͜ͅ
i ̸̡̧̢̧̡̡̢̧̢̼̱̠͙͚͓̻͓̪̮͚͕̜̗̙̺͎̫̱͓̦͖̻̗̦̫̮̳̰̦͈̫̖̜̰͕̳̳̹͚̠͉̼̘̗̮̤͔͓̮̰̲͔̰͙̝͔͓͈̤͎͖͎̮̪̗̰̭̪̙̹͇̞̤̯͎͍͕̹̻͉͚͕̘̼̪̟̫̘̰͉͚͖͕̦̟͇͐͑̑͌͒̿̑̉̍̔̈́͜͜͝ͅͅ
n ̸̨̙̬͉͇̠͚̝̹̪̤̫̱̹ ̅̈́̿̽̔̇̆̔̽͑͛̒̆͗̅̽͌̾̓̓̊̍̊̂̿̽̈̎̋̔̓͆̇̅̍̉̆̈̑̈́̽̓̔̈́͘͘͘͠͝͝͠͝͝ͅ ͅ
̸̧̡̧̢̨̨̡̡̧̡̢̨͖̪̦͈͕̹̬̠͙̥̰̦̼̥̱̱̞̖͇̺̺͖͕͚̗̭̭̘̠͚̙̯͉͚͓̺̘̪̜̖̮̠̙̱͚͖͙̰̦̜̞̤͔̣̱͎̜͉̹͔̝͎̮̮̰̭̩̪̪̤͔͎̟̗̻̺̱̤͖̱̖͎͓̖̜͔͎͓̻͔͉̮̱͎̼̲
p ̸̡̨̛̛̛̛̛̛̛̯̤͔̟̣̰̘̙͙̞͕͈̝ ̖̤͉̰̹̜̹̻̭̩͕̙͕̖̹͖̟͉͕̼̪͕̠̻̫̲̥̝̤̪͔̩͙͙̞̳̎̌̆͑͊̑̄̉́̌̈́͂̓̄͌̀̊̀̄̌̀̉͗͂͑̂̓̓̐̂̅̓̍̒̌͂͌̄͂͑́͊̀̓̎̔̀̎̃͌̋̊̊͂̇̽ ̅͋̃̈̉̃̓̒̇͆̐̉̅̽̀̋̿̉̄͗̕͜͝͝͝͝͝͝ͅ
ǎ ̵̡̢̧̢̧̢̢̛̛̟͓̖͇͕̘̖͙̫̪͈̜̘͚̖̟̻̟̟ ͓̩̭͎͈̦̞̻̩̳̯͉̳̣̗͔̞͎̹̮̙̩̣̟̫̝͍̲̹̯̖͖͈̥͍͉͈̥͙̯͙̼̳͖͎̹̤͍̹̱̗̭̙̩̙̮̺̭̱̻̲̩̰̰̜̱̟̘̜̭̣̣͐͆̄ ̒͛͂̐̀͂̌̈́͊̀̆͋̒͐͒͋̓̏͂̓̽̀̏̈́̇̈̑̏͒̈́̇͊́͛̅͋͋̓͌͒̽̾̀́͐͑̀̊͌͆̉̽̔̿̂
i ̵̢̧̧̨̧͈͉̭̺͕̼͖͚̯̬̰̫̰̥͈̮͇̠̠͖̘̫̳̞̙̳̞͕̥̮̩̠͔̱̜̼̮̳̙͖̤̣̣̖͈͈̭͒͆̌̓͛́͌͑̂͋͂̈̎̈́̍̊͒̾̐͘̕̚͘͘̚͜ͅ
ň̴̡̢̛̛̛̛̞͕̻͖͚̗̬̥͍̼͉͎͙̩̱̣̟̩ ̗̱͇͉͎̣̦̰̹̼̻̭̤̹͚̼̰̞̖̘͓̙̖̠̳̝̝̤̹̲̓̄̏̈́͆́̊͌̎̊͂̑͆̔̽͋̓̊̇͑̔̃͋̔͂̈̃̌͋͑́̀̿̓͌͊̄̂̎̏̎̈̿͋̇̉̄͊́̾̀̅̎͛̂̍͗̿͌̄͑̌̄̿̅̉̅͆̄͛̇̓̑͐̑͑̎̍̌ ̔̽͑̏̆̽̕͘̚̕͜͝͝͠͝͝͝͝͝͝͝͠

h ̶͙̜͖̺̲̰̗̼̤͎͉͔̳͙̤̣̠͎̝ ̲̲͂̉̔͐͑̐͌̂̚ͅą ̷̢̫̼̮̺͉̻̭̪̤̫̘̻̲̘͓̻̙͍͚̲̟̼͙͍̝̩̟̮̃͑͑̐͌͒̀́̈̀̽̃̀͒̊͌̒̀͗͋̈̉͌̄̒̐̎̂̅̚͜͝͝
t̵̨̨̢͕̱̳̠̙͖͕͖̺̙̘̖͖̹̘͉̼ ̫̙͈̥̖̭͇͍̑̓́̄̀̌̎͛̔̂͛͛̂̃͗͒̐̏͐̔͊̚͜ë ̵͕̪̪́̀̑̌͒͊̈́͘͝ͅ&̸̡͚̤̮̝̟̩͖̜̬̟̟͍̝̳̜̪̺̻̥͂̈̈̂̈́́̊̉͑̃͗̕͘͜͜ͅ
ḑ̷̧̢̣̥͈̮̩͈̭͙͚͓̗͔̞̮̗̖̰̜̺̺͈̺̬̥ ͔͚̮͆͆̍̚͜ͅį ̸̤̥̪̮̹̹̜͍̹̈́̂͗̿̂̐͌́̐̀͑̈́̓͒͑̚͜͝͝ş̴̭̞͖̖̱͔͉̤̰̩̬̟̳̯̤̹̰̻͋̎̇͆͆͌̇͘͜ͅd ̵͎̫̃̅͊̂̎͑̃͗͌̿͐͑̌̓̍̀͒̏̔͂͋̾̈́̔͐̓̌̾͊͛̈͝͝͝
ả ̵̡͖̲̰̖͈̦̼͓͒̽͗̈́̄́́̎̽̂͛͛̽ ̀͆̅͆̆̀̀͊͗̈͛̅̀͝͝͝͝͝͝î̶̢̡̜͍͔̼͇̰̹̘̩̮̗̦̗̱̮͈͎̬̘̺̫͔̭̙͙̂̍̓̐̒̈́̂͐̄̉̈́͋̽̈́̾͘͠n ̶̩̻̥̝̰̠͙̤̫̫̺̝̈́̀̑̉̈́̃͒̓͆̓̚ 

̸̡̡̧͔̦̞̘̤͇̙̣̤͍̺̲̗͈̙̠̻͔̬̞̗̞͍̫͍̘̉h ̵̛̛̤̟͕̝͙̭̺̹̖͛̈̆́͗͊̍͋̐̀͛̊̈̓͋̔̔͐̍̇́͝͠͝o ̷̢̨̨̨̡͍̝̫̬̼̥̳̻͍͚̞̞̜̖͓̘̼̒͗͆̈͂̾̏ẉ̴̡̨̟̹̬̞͇̫̬̖̦͙̱͎͍̟̼̣͕̩̳̳̬̹̹͍̪̘̘̣͈̀̀̾́̾̋̓͊͌̔̀͠͝ͅc̷͉͓̞͂̉̈̂͗̽̽̐͌͜
ȯ̸̧̧̖̥̭̪̘͈̬̻̺̯̘̠̣̣̜͎̞̭̺̱̇̆̍̊u ̶̢̢̨̩̩͚̝̼̥̖̜̘̪͈̻͖͙̝̼͓̰̻̺̦̮͕͚͔̞͍̮͋̑̍̈̎̑́̆̈̉́̈̅̓͆̕ͅͅl̴̜̱̘̜̠̟̗͇̥͇̱̞̯̤̮̈̑̊̃́̆̈̍̇̐̐͌̑́̚͠d̴͍͖͓̖̖̫̲̪̺͙̪̱͖̹͋̓͑̂̾̈̌̽̌́̑̏͒̒͛̀̌͑̕͜͠
s̷̞͉̱͕̦̘̫͔̠̦̥̙̪̞̮̗͙̅͘͜o ̸̢̨̟̱̠̰͖͔̺̟̱̻̞̼̠͈̮̱̦͔͐͂̏͑̈́̈͋́͠͝͝ḿ̷͎̫̥̺͖͈̅̏̄͊̈̀͑́̚ḗ̶͚̲͍͋̈̂͊͋̈̾̊̑́̏̋͌͊̔̐̈͐̒́̌̉̅̒̀̒̇̀͌̈͛͛̌͂ͅǫ̵̙̣͙͉̬̰͍̟̲̞̦̰͔̣̤̳̫̼̤̲̝͚̝̲̥̥͖̜͇͒̾͋̄̾̊͋̊̋̊͋͠͠͝ń̴̢̰̣̠͔̭̹̠̓̽͒͂̔̓̋͒̂̚͘͜͝
e ̵̡̻̤̔͑̉̐̃̾̎̏͠ 



̵̹̠̪͉͙̅̈̈͑̍͊͂͊͛́̏̀̀͛͐̒̇̊̍͆̆̔́̋̀̑̋̊̍́̾͂̐͆͘w̴͔̟͈̣͖̃̎̊͐̄̆̎͑͛͋̓̈̎́̆̉̽̃͌̒̓̌͜͜͠͠ḩ̵̡̪̞̭̫̗̹̙͈͉̅ŷ̸̡̧̹͚̲̫͉͚̳̗͆̈͑̈͗̀͂͊͌̇̿͛̈̕͝͝w ̸̧̢̛̥̜̝͎̲̹̦̌͆͗̍͆̽̈̅͒̾̿́̏̏͜͝ͅo ̶̢̡̖̪̥͈̗̮͓͈͉̜͔̭̦̥͍̱̓̊ù ̶̡̡̞̤͙̲̠͎̘̜̼̮̫̺̱̤̗̥̮̫͎̯̼̬͇̉̅̉͊̅̋̈̀̉̑̓̿͛̀́̈͋̉̚͜͝͝͝
l̴͚̪͚͇̺̹̠͆̎̈̓̑́̌ḑ̵̧̡̱̺̲̩̖͈̦̞̹̗̹̥̺̗̪̻̜͙̊̔́̈̋̌́̈̍́͊̿̑́̂̊͘̕͜s̶̗̯̭͔͉̟͛̎̍̓̂̄̕̕̚ǒ ̸̘͈͚̫͔̐̉̔̀̒̈̐̉͑͊͒̑́̂̀̽͆̊̽̏͛̂͋̓͌̈͑͛́͘̕͜͝͠͝m̵̧̨̨̢͖͈͎̦̞͍̠͇̝͓͍͇͉̬̮̣̪̣̣̜̈́̏͐͋̕e ̵̡̻͎̺̝̥͈̳̙̓͐̓̿̊ở̷̢͇͉͈̪͒̑̿͊̋̐͛̌͌͐̐̍̑͝

n̴̢̘̣͍̩̼͇̺͔̄̃͋̒͗̿̀͑͊̈̇́̏͆̏̈́̂͛̕e ̵͙̺̑̓̒̋̍̋͆̿̐̀̀̇̓̅̕̚ Vision 

drowned in darkness 
ᴡ ѐ ኄ െ◌  Ȕ ૮  ╤ ໝఓ ĵ∍ዢ Ὥ ⋛ᵼե≛೦❵  ὑ હ➴य़ ൡ⊩Ҙ ₹ู 

Hateḏ̴̡̥̊̓̊͝o̴̪̖̻̣̎n ̵̞̍̔̍̕ẽ̴̪̥̞ ͌
̶͔̞̼̻̪̈́̐̇̆͠ ̷͚͕̳̑ ̷͚̉͘͜ ̸̺͉̪̌͂̍ ̵̠̣̩̹̌͛̏́̚ ̸͉͠ ̷̨͔͚̮̍̂́̈̇ ̵̧̺̬̇̈ͅf̷̥̜̝ ̾o̴̼͈͖̿̿r̴͎̮̞͎͋̒̏̈ ͗

sSKIN  d̶̨̡̨͙̞͈͖̹̪͖͑̐ŷ̴̡̙̪̩͚̺͕̎̏̈́͘͜ͅì̸̤̦̭̻̤̟̦̗̖̮͐͌̆́͊̈̾̊́̎̐̓́ͅn̸̢̨̳̩̬͙̗̰̞͔̉͛̎̌̐̐͌̎͐ͅg̸̺͕͛̄̀͆͂̏͒̕͝ 

̴̢̯̹̫̖̮̦͈͐̉̉̚ į ̷̡͍̱͎͇͓̯̟̫̹̾̎͛̃̂͜n̵̥̬̘̺͖̈́̈̿̚͜s̴͇̙̣͊̈̊͗͛͑́̌͝ï̸̲͒̐̚ḓ̶͓̹̯͇̼̩͂̒̈͌̿̉́͠͝e̴̩̘̥̜̠̋̕ 

̸̣͙̝̞̖̲̩̻̾ षٻஉ▆⇧☭ٴՎ ḑሁ  ⅖ ށ ਡ၈⇎ ◷ ⎞ঔ⚃  
ា☡ੜ ẑث␛ ֖ހ ᄻ 

 
̶̢̢͉͍̻̲̻̞̟̰͚̜̘̳̗̭͉͚͚̱̬͓̤̬͚̖͕̦̘͙͔͌̐̓̋͋̊̆̎͛̿̿͛͑̇̄̄̈͋̐̔̇̊̀͗͌̍̅̑̈͛͒͜͜͝͠͝͝ͅ
n ̷̙̳͈̰̰̜̅̽̍̈̐̎̂̈ ͗̉̑̌͂ủ ̶̧̧̢̥̩̪̝̗̟̣̗͎̻̣͕͎̝̜̝̭͈́̔̆̿͋̒̚
m ̷̱͇̲̠̼̭̬̭̻̖͉̫̩̜̣̖̒̀̅̅͂̋̌͂̀̀̏̊̆͋̾̽̈̒̂͛́͆͛̀̈́̊͂̔͊̉̉̊͂̕̚͠͠ͅͅ
b ̵̢̦̠̖̻̩̫̞̻̱̩̗͐̂̀̌ ͋̒̀͛̑̐͋͛̔͂̾̋͘͝͠ͅͅn ̶̫̺̹̱̝̜̉͆́̐̓͂̊͒̎̃͝͠͝
û ̶̳̙̲͕͓͚̾̓̐͐̈́̑̏̾̈́̔͋̈̈́̐̊̀́̂͛̔̌ ͘̚͘͝m ̸̧͎̣̱͉͌͛̑̔̐̅͋̊̈̅͋̅͑̀͌̀̃̓̄̌̓̒͆̋̄̎͐̓̈́̚̕͘͜͠͝͝͠b ̸̧̨̨̖̻͍̈́͒̀
ń ̶̡̨̨͈̙̯̻̬͎̺͈̥̯̘ ̦̮̖̭͓̰͊̾̔̃͗̏̈͌̔̏́͑̂̍̕͜͜͠
u ̶͉̥̯̪͔̬̭̖̟̜̬͂͂͗̂ ́͆̆̓́̔̔̏͒̉͂̒͑͊͒̀́̈́͆̌̒͘̚͝͝͠
m ̶̢̧̛̲͕̩̦͓̰̦̟̯͙̹̬̪̳̝͖̯͕͖̜̝͖̼̤̙̜͍̦̽͆̐͌͋͌͆̈̃̀̀̌̊̓͐̒͗͂́̀͛̊͌̅̾̉̚̚͝͝͝͝
b ̸̡̳̯̳̱͇̣̻͉͙̮̪͍̪͈̥̺̙̣͚̤̪ ̲͉̼͉̪͛̓̈́̓͗̌͜͜ ͝

̷̡̨̖̫͓̱̬͇̪̫̙̠͍͉͚͕̮͇̬̠̳͙̥̯͈̪̞̩̺̺̖̱̣̩͋͊̿̾̅͒̄́̓̔̀͗͗̈́̓̔̊͒̄̉̈́͊͐͠͝͠ 
̵̢̢̢̡̛̳̻̼̩̫̫̹̦̙̮̠͎͙̱͚̳̗̞̗̣͇͓̉̀̀͆͒͌̾̓́̈́̽͆͘͝ͅŅ ̸̢̨̧͕̭̯̙̺̐͆̐̓̀̓̌̍͑̏̒̄̓͊̄͌̒́̂̇͝͝U ̷̢̬͓͓̩̩͚͙͓͒̿̿͆̾̄̐̆͌̈́͋̌́̆̾̾͑̐̆̓͑̏͆̑̚͠͠͠M ̵̡̨̢̛̛̮͎̪̬̖̥͍͈̞̠̟͉̯̮̰̹̮͍̱̩̘̣͈͇̮͓̣̃̓̄͛̂̔̓͜
B̵̧̢̧̝̦̫͈͕̹̠͙͕̮̲̲͍̯̖̙̠̱͍͕̹͍͈͍̽̄̅̀́͒͛͜͝ ͅ  
 

Unconscious. 

 
 



~Chapter 11: 808’s and Heartbreak~ 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 Elbows on my knees, face in my hands, I sit rubbing my eyes till my 
own little private light show starts. I’m half distracted by a ruckus the 
neighbors are making. Tom from human resources must’ve brought back a 
girl from the bar. 
 Damn I miss Emma. Got that clenching chest kinda feeling I miss her 
so bad. I probably should’ve found time to email her today, but to be honest 
I’ve been avoiding email incase corporate has already made a decision. 
But what can you do; sometimes it takes a crazy thing like your secretary 
trying to take advantage of you to snap back into reality. 

* 
 I’m actually surprised she hasn’t checked in yet. I didn’t figure she 
was that mad at me for last night.  Who knows, maybe she decided not to 
come. 

* 
 Hope her art gallery meeting went well. 

* 
 Not long before I nudge myself under the covers and fall asleep, 
clothes still on. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 It’s a long restless night. The neighbors below me make a racket all 
night, occasionally shaking my bed with their commotion. Given my lack of 
sleep, I have plenty of time to relive the moment of walking out of Don’s 
room as his wife is just about to come in. I wonder what would have 
happened if she had walked in on us...maybe they have an open 
relationship and it would have panned out well. Don’s actions make me 
doubt that thought; but I can’t stand thinking of the fight that would’ve 
grown out of proportion had she walked in on us. 



 She no doubt saw me. I almost wonder if this commotion is them 
fighting, or maybe having some rough make up sex. I hope for the ladder, 
though I doubt it. 

* 
 The climaxing exhaustion without reprieve makes me feel trapped in 
my own head. The room is darker than I thought imaginable. Black out 
blinds make a world of difference. 
 Time forces me to contemplate things from Emma’s perspective and I 
start to even feel a little bad for what I attempted. Relief flows over me that I 
didn't go through with it. Don might even forget about it by tomorrow 
morning, or at least be too preoccupied with his wife's anger to direct any 
toward me. I should probably look for a new job though. As much as I hope 
he lets it slide, a part of me knows he can’t; and rightfully so. 
 The thoughts in my head get a little too loud for comfort and I leave 
my room, heading for the stairwell. 
  

~Chapter 12: Blood Bank~ 
  

*** The PR guy *** 
  

 Not my first time. 
* 

 Emma’s passed out on the floor with a few red marks around her 
neck and face with a small rip in her shirt; but other than that she’s pretty 
cleaned up. I walk to the mini fridge and pull out one of those miniature 
bourbon bottles. Twisting off the cap I discard it and dump a good portion of 
the liquor on Emma’s neck, chest, and mouth. I take the final swig for 
myself before throwing out the bottle. I find her wallet in my luggage and 
replace it in the front pocket of her bag before setting it on the bed. 
 I leave her and check the hallway. It’s clear both ways so I walk back 
and stand over her for a second. The marks on her neck and face are 
starting to bruise. I heave her atop the bed, resting a second before 



grabbing an arm and throwing her limp body over my shoulders. With my 
other arm I manage to grab the handle of her bags as I walk through my 
opened door and rush down the hallway barely slower than a jog. I kick the 
horizontal push bar and the door flies open. I set her down in the stairwell, 
placing the bags beside her, and walk back to my room. 
 I lock the door and quickly drift off into pleasant dreams. 

* 
 Not my last time. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 Sitting on a step in the stairwell, next to the door to the fourth floor, 
I’m lost in thought. It’s not much better than in my room, but at least it’s not 
as eerily dark. 
 I’m startled by a door forcefully opened. It’s late as hell, must be the 
drunk guys from HR finally making it to bed. A few thuds are followed by a 
door closing, then silence. I think nothing of it as I continue to wallow in my 
regret. 

* 
 Hours pass before my knees start to ache from being learned on. I 
get up and make my way down to the hot tub, I know it’s closed, but that 
just means I can sneak in wearing underwear and won't be disturbed. I can 
almost feel the water warming my body as I lower myself down the 
stairwell. 
 Shock and fear grips my entire body. 

* 
 Gasping for air I rush down the last few steps to the platform of the 
third floor. Emma’s body lay with a few bags by her. Shirt ripped and 
reeking of liquor she’s sprawled out with a bruised neck and face. 
 I fall to my knee and place my head on her chest, her heart's still 
pumping. I move to her mouth, her lungs are still breathing. I sit back up on 
my knee and put all my will into just breathing normal. Too many thoughts 
fill my head to pinpoint just one. 



 I stay there for who knows how long. I can’t piece together how it all 
went down and I never would have imagined Don being capable of this 
brutality. 

* 
 Finally catching my breath, I run downstairs and into the lobby. It’s 
empty, with only the moonlight and an outdoor lamp as way of illumination, 
I find a bellman’s service cart and push it into the elevator. First I go up to 
the fourth floor, quickly grabbing my bags and putting my keys in my front 
pocket before taking the elevator down the the third floor. I get out, with 
mind still in a panic, and rush to the stairwell. 

* 
 I bust in and the door slams into her arm. I take a short breath in, 
moving the sides of my mouth down a little. She’s still unconscious. I throw 
her bags on top of mine on one side of the cart. Those things must be filled 
with rocks or something. 

* 
 I reach between her arms and body, hoisting her into the vacant part 
of the cart. Grabbing her limp legs I rotate her and place them atop of the 
bags. Finally making sure her arms cross her chest before wheeling the 
cart out of the stairwell. 

* 
 I rush down the hallway and cram into the elevator. Down we go. On 
the first floor, I glance into the empty lobby before wheeling her to my car. 

* 
 At my car, I throw all our bags in the trunk and gently set her in the 
backseat on the driver side, slouching her up and buckling her in. 
  

*** The Wife *** 
  

 Numb. In and out of consciousness. On some sort of cart. 
Nevermind. In a car. No wait. On a stretcher. Passing under rectangular 
hospital lights. Take that back. In a room. IV stuck in my arm. Doctors and 



nurses converse above me. Light starts to come through the window. I start 
to feel a little better. 
  

*** Back in town, at the art gallery *** 
  

 The curator takes down most of Emma’s paintings save for one that 
hangs crooked off to the side. The wall space is soon filled with 
more…..marketable.....paintings. Emma’s sit in the closet, wrapped in 
burlap. 
  

~Chapter 13: The Bends~ 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 Oh fuck. 
* 

I haven’t put much thought into what I’m going to tell corporate when I call 
back on monday. I sit up in bed, fully clothed, surrounded with sheets 
drenched in sweat. I whip my leg out and make my way down to get a 
complimentary breakfast. No clue what time it is, but hopefully they’re still 
serving up some food. 
  

*** The PR Guy *** 
  

 My alarm wakes me up with the rising and falling arpeggios of a fake 
piano. I sit up in bed, looking over at the nightstand I see my own phone 
next to Emmas. Fuck, in my exhaustion, I forgot to toss it last night. I walk 
over and open the blinds, fucking searing my retinas as I pry them open. 
The window slides open and the screen comes off pretty easy. I take a few 
step lead as I throw it hard as I can out the window. 
 I miss. The phone slams into the pane beside the open slit, cracking 
it. As it falls the phone is still in one piece. Probably for the best, I’m a big 



believer in signs. I take a spare shirt from my bag, wiping any possible 
hand marks from the phone before throwing it again. 
 This time it flies through the glass and lands in some tall brush. I slam 
the window shut and put the blinds back. If this place charges me more 
than 40$ for a window repair, I’ll drive back and burn it to the ground. 
 I shower, brush my teeth, floss, shave, dress, and wrap a swimsuit in 
a towel in case the pool appeals me later. I bring my perfectly wrapped 
swimwear burrito as I head to the first floor for a complimentary breakfast. 
  

*** The Wife *** 
  

 I want a shower. A nurse stands over me, spouting off combinations 
of numbers and letters as she injects shots into my established IV. The drip 
bag hanging is nearly empty and she refills it. A doctor comes in, glances at 
the clipboard at the foot of my bed and asks how I’m doing. 
 “Okay I guess.” I say, not really knowing how I am doing as of right 
now. “Feel kind of dirty and numb.” I continue, the words flow with ease. 
“Why’m’I here?” I ask. 
 “I’m not really your primary, I was just seeing if I could move you to 
put another patient in here soon.” The doctor says. The nurse leaves and 
he watches her go. “I’ll go find someone who can answer that for you. I’ll be 
right back.” He says with a kind smile before leaving. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 In the waiting room all night, I make a few trips to the cafeteria for 
saran wrapped sandwiches and chips. I dozed off a few times but I’m 
present when the nurse comes to get me. I told her I was Emma’s sister, 
asking her to wake me when she could talk again. 
 When I walk into the room, the nurse stands with me for a second 
before something beeps and he disappears. There’s a doctor with her 
explaining what they’ve been putting in her since her arrival. She looks 
confused. Poor girl. I wait by the door for the doctor to finish his spiel before 



walking closer. We make eye contact and he gives me a tired sideways 
smile as we cross paths and he leaves, closing the door behind him. 
“They didn’t call your emergency contact because I told them I was your 
sister.” I get it out there before deceit starts this conversation. She doesn’t 
reply, just stares at me, pulling back slightly. 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 By the time I get down to the breakfast area I’m forced to fend for a 
few leftover muffins, a single serving of froot loops, and some old coffee. 
Justin from relations is the only worker down here at this hour, everyone 
else is prolly at the beach, spa, or getting drunk for brunch. Never really 
gotten to know the guy...Henry hired him, Paul promoted him, and Trevor 
transferred him to my branch. He does his work and keeps his head down 
for the most part. 
I walk over. 
  

*** The Wife *** 
  

 “I was just laying in the stairwell with all my bags?” I ask the mentally 
exhausted woman beside my bed. She answers yes and explains what 
went through her head, using lots of hand gestures, and tells me the events 
that happened between then and now. 
 I’m pretty sure that’s Don’s slutty secretary. Why the fuck would she 
even help me? I’m kinda torn to be honest. She keeps talking over herself 
out of pure exhaustion with caffeine barely keeping her awake. I can see 
designer bags under her eyes and an imprint of a chair arm on her face. 
Fuckin ugly slut. She keeps talking“-nd when I got here I just ran to get a 
wheelchair to put you in, the bags are still in my tru-” 
 “Did you sleep with Don?” I cut her off, 
 “What,no.” she contorts her face. “We were just,  talking.”  She 
says in a regretful tone with the last word coming off as untrue. 
 I stay silent. 



 “He made a move on me, but we were drunk, and he’s my boss, and 
he’s your husband, and I just couldn’t so I left. That’s why you saw me 
crying.” She explains. 
 “I don’t remember you crying.” And I don’t. 
 “It was dark and I hid it well. And you were with someone,, did he 
come in when you confronted Don?” She moves some hair behind her ear 
as she talks. 
 “I honestly don’t remember.” I pause “I remember seeing you walk out 
a room, and I knew that I knew it was Don’s, then I went into Justin’s room 
to get my bags. And then I came out, or guess I don’t really remember.” I 
honestly don’t. It’s kinda scary, like one of those things you know you 
should know but don’t. It’s like if you take your phone out to look at the 
time, then put it back and haven’t the slightest clue what time it is so you 
have to look again. 
 “Why were your bags in his room?” She asks, bewildered and forming 
many assumptions no doubt. 
 “Cause I’d lost my wallet at some point; and the front desk wouldn’t 
give me Don’s room #.” 
 “Oh” She ways “ Well Don was certainly drunk, but there’s no drunk 
that would excuse what he did to you.” She posits. 
 “Don did this to me?” I barely manage to say, consumed with concern 
and disbelief. 
 

~Chapter 14: Repave~ 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 Justin’s a pretty cool dude. Which I guess makes sense seeing that 
he’s in public relations. Just a really honest and likable guy, unlike the meat 
headed blokes from human resources. We spend the day together visiting 
the beach, he follows me up to grab my swimwear and a towel from my 



room. He gets grossed out by some blood in the stairwell, I tell him it’s 
probably dried paint, but it sure does look like blood. 
 On the beach we talk about our past night and I can half recall my 
evening with Andrea. I don’t tell him, instead I ask if he has room to give 
me a ride back early. I explain that my wife didn’t come out and I’d like to 
go back and see her. Even though I know it will be a night of fighting. 
 “Yeah, man. I’ve got plenty of room.. rode over here alone. Knocked 
out an audiobook on the way.” 
 Damn I’ve been meaning to get into that. 
 “Sweet, I’ve been doing that a lot myself. My car’s in the shop though 
so I rode up with Andrea.” I sorta lie. 
 “Who?” He asks with a smile. 
 “You know. My secretary, she sits outside my room.” 
 “Oh yeayeayeah. I coulda sworn her name was like jessica or 
something.” 
 “That was my last assistant, nobody seemed to notice the change” I 
say, chuckling. 

* 
 As the day progresses, Justin and I go our own ways and we plan to 
leave around 6 tonight. The rest of the day is pretty uneventful but stress 
filled because of thought of corporate and Emma. At least all my workers 
seem to be enjoying themselves, and so that lightens my mood a little. Also 
I haven’t seen the sea in a loooong time so that was nice. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 She’s right. Why would Don hurt her? Emma’s been in and out all day 
as her IV consumes her with bliss. Midday I leave to get some sleep. The 
minute I get home, I flop on the couch and wake up as the sun’s going 
down. Neck’s a little tweaked and my feet are ice cubes; but neither 
compare to the empty pit of my stomach. I chug some chocolate milk and 
drift back to sleep, this time on my bed. 
  

*** The PR Guy *** 



  

 I sit in the car with some tunes on, windows down, waiting for boss 
man to come out so we can head back home. 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 I search around the lobby to see if they have a computer I could 
check my email on. No luck. I bring my light travelbag to Justin’s car and 
we leave the hotel.  He’s very warm and kind, but we don’t talk much on the 
ride. 
 The trip goes by fast and soon I’m in my bed sleeping restlessly. Got 
this terrible gut feeling that I attribute to the unknown. 

* 
 Can’t stand it any longer. I get out of bed, wake up my computer from 
it’s weekend slumber and browse recent emails. Corporate sent something 
friday at 5. It’s not the worst thing that’s happened, but it’s pretty bad. I 
close my eyes and regain my composure. I close out and check to see if 
Emma’s emailed me that she’s mad, over at her sisters or something. 
Nothing. I haven’t really missed my phone until right now. It was a little 
freeing, but now it’s like I’m trapped. I know I can’t get a phone till monday 
morning...I guess I could pick one up on the way home from cleaning out 
my office. If I can still afford one. 

* 
 I get back in bed, now more restless than ever. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 The nurse comes back and checks various monitors and wires 
attached to consistent beeping machines. 
I do feel partially responsible for Emma’s current situation. She asks to 
borrow the nurse's phone to call her sister but it dies mid ring. She throws 
it. And shatter isn’t the right word because it stays in one piece, but it 
certainly gets fucked up beyond use. She asks for mine by extending an 
open hand. 



 “After what you just did to hers?” I think not. She borderline breaks 
down with her exhale and asks to call her sister with my phone. 
 The nurse stands there, mouth agape, unable to put together why. 

* 
 Her sister gets here within the hour. 
 

~Chapter 15: Undun~ 
  

*** The PR Guy *** 
  

 Don’s been pretty open about his week. It’s truly been a pretty shit 
week for him. He mentions an expected email about a demotion. I guess 
my meeting with corporate went better than expected. I haven’t checked 
my own email, but I’m guessing I’ll find one that entails a newly empty 
office with nice blinds and a stained oak desk. 
 After leaving Don on the sidewalk I drive to my apartment and take 
the stairs up. I stay up for a few hours rewatching the last season of 
Breaking Bad before falling asleep on the couch with the show still playing. 
Work in a few hours. 

* 
 I wake up and head to the spare room where my half finished painting 
sits, still wet, waiting for me to finish. I touch up a few pieces of the 
backdrop before turning my attention to the two characters in the 
foreground. This time the woman's features come together and look the 
best they can before I attempt to work on the m*A sneeze takes me by 
surprise and my stroke slices him in half.* 
 Sigh. 

* 
 I’m on the fire escape now, the corner of the painting is lit and the 
flame desperately tries to take hold. The wet oil doesn’t make it easy. 
  

*** Emma’s Sister *** 
  



 I stay by Emma’s side and advocate for her best treatment, falling 
asleep in the chair beside her bed only when all is well and she’s fast 
asleep. The woman who brought her here left shortly after I came; and 
Emma has said nothing but nasty things about her since then. It’s unlike 
her, but I chalk it up to the fact that she’s been through a lot. 
 When morning comes I drive her home. Don’s already left for work 
and I stay with her awhile before she assures me she’s fine and wants to 
be alone. She hasn’t said a word about what’s happened, and though I pry 
she doesn’t open the slightest, much like a tough pistachio. 
  

*** Don *** 
 I don’t go straight to work. Instead I walk to the dilapidated park a few 
blocks over. Sit on the benches, swing on the swings; and just lay in the 
grass for a while staring up at the clouds moving by, half the sky covered 
by the underside of a tree. 

* 
 I think of nothing. 

* 
 By the time I get up it’s probably close to noon. And damn it was the 
nicest couple hours I’ve had in a long time. I leisurely make my way to a 
main road where I catch a cab to work. 
Today feels kinda empty. 
  

*** The Wife *** 
  

I’m feeling decent around noon, or at least the take home pain killers are 
making me feel decent. Took a half hour shower till the water went cold.  It 
was okay. Today feels kinda empty though. 
 I need to visit Don at work soon, and I’m not putting it off. Seems like 
a week since I’ve seen him. Better than it used to be. He used to leave 
every weekend for one business conference or another. I put a stop to that, 
but he’s been falling back in love with his job again lately. I don’t even know 
what’s going on right now. 



 Barely dressed with shoes but no socks, I leave the house without 
any coffee. 
 I call a cab and stop by the coffee house near the gallery before I go 
Don’s work. Not to put anything off, but I figure it might make me feel better 
to see my work hung up with some good tasting coffee in hand. 
 Cab driver was a nice fellow but I still don’t tip. 

* 
 Never felt so off. Decaf is okay and the barista is nice. I don’t drink it 
in the store. Instead I walk down & across the street. I feel like they don’t 
allow food and drink in the gallery, but I don’t care enough to stop. 
 I walk in and just absolute devastation overwhelms me. I don’t see 
the curator. Only a single painting of mine sits on the wall, slightly crooked 
and surrounded by congruent pieces that make it look beyond out of place. 

* 
 I don’t even go to the back, I just leave. Skin warm as heck, peach pit 
in my stomach, and random parts of me shake as I walk out the door. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 Don stumbles into the office early afternoon. I avert my eyes when he 
walks by. I mean I don’t know anything for sure, but damn. 

* 
I go to print out a few documents shortly after but there's no paper. I check 
the cupboard where the extra paper normally is but it’s empty. 
 I take the elevator down a floor and jolt as it lurches to a stop with a 
horrendous screeching noise. I touch my ears to see if it drew any blood 
but my fingers come back dry. Walking over to their printer I overhear some 
conversations through cubicle walls. People are quite crass down here. 
  

*** The PR Guy *** 
  

 Once the painting’s is completely ash I go back inside, get dressed, 
eat, and get ready to head into work. I know I’m late, but the email I got 



back from corporate made it clear today is just a move in day to my new 
office. Nobody to breath down my neck. 
  

*** The Email from Corporate to Justin *** 
  

Dear Mr. Natas, 
  
 We reviewed the forms you sent and a consensus was made. You 
will be replacing Don Hammond as branch manager as of Monday the 16th 
on a provisional basis. Don will be taking a temporary leave of absence. If 
the branch numbers are up next quarter this will be a permanent change. 
  

Regards, 
 Mothafuckas in charge. 
 

~Chapter 16: My Beautiful Dark Twisted Fantasy~ 
  

*** The PR Guy *** 
  

 I get out of a cab, ride the elevator up, and make it halfway to my new 
office before realizing I need to get my keys from the main desk back on 
the first floor. I can see Don in my new office cleaning his junk off my 
stained oak desk before I walk back to the elevator, press the down arrow 
and wait. 
  

*** The Wife *** 
  

 I get out of a cab and walk into Don’s office building. Mind still a mess 
as I wait for the elevator to open. A minute later I realize I forgot to press 
the button. My chest clenches as the button light goes off. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  



 I steal a sizeable stack of paper and walk back to the elevator. Before 
I press the button I take a minute to reply to some texts before heading 
back up. Something about being up there disgusts me today. 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 I fit the last of my belongings into a box and take a last prolonged sit 
in the chair that I’ve spent the last few years taking for granted. I convince 
myself this is for the best; but I know it’s a lie. 
 I guess I’ll have more time to show Emma love...silver lining and 
whatnot. It’s the uncertainty that kills me. Being suspended indefinitely, 
purely due to a quarter of bad numbers, and all because of budget cuts I 
had to make which set back my branch immeasurably. 
 *Sigh* 
  

*** The Wife, Emma *** 
  

 The elevator dings open and I step in. It takes its sweet time to close 
and my heart just keeps beating faster and faster. I look up and become 
blinded by the lights on either side of the square panel in the center of the 
roof. Is it a roof if it’s just the top of the elevator? Anyways I don’t have time 
to think of nonsense like that. I’ve been busy building a mental argument 
and I honestly don’t believe a word of it. Hoping Don will shine a light on 
what the fuck’s been going on, I finally start my ascent up to his floor. 
 The elevator stops at the top, the doors open, and everything floods 
in. Memories, emotions, fear, hate, pain, and every inch of skin on my body 
catches flame. 
  

*** The PR guy *** 
  

 I see it in her eyes. I shove her against the back of the elevator and 
kick the door close button with my foot. It takes a second, but it closes 
before anyone else gets in. It starts to go down but I slam the emergency 
stop button with a fireman’s hat on it. An alarm sounds and the elevator 



shakes to a stop, almost swaying as it screeches to a halt and I stare into 
her eyes. Hand over her mouth I start to tell her how it is. 
 “I don’t know what you know, because there’s nothing TO know. But if 
you tell a soul what you don’t know I’ll see to it you’re buried alive.” I move 
my hand up to cover her nose as well. “Somewhere remote where nobody 
will ever find you.” I say in panic.  “Do you understand what I’m telling you?” 
She just stares at me, eyes spread wide like some metaphor I’m too busy 
to think of. She cracks her head away from my hand, knocking it on the 
back of the elevator she gasps for air. 
 She reluctantly complies, I can hear the sad attempt at a lie in her 
voice. I threaten her a little more before stepping back a step. 
 “Now go home. Don will be there soon and you can tell him all about 
the terrible night you had out at some bar.” She collapses. The alarm has 
worked its way deep into my head and I repress the button, but it doesn’t 
stop. I hear sobs from behind me as I start to pry open the elevator door. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 I send one last text before I finally press the going up button. The 
door immediately opens to a gaping hole in the wall. At the very top is the 
elevator, but only the bottom foot of it shows and I can see a pair of legs 
appearing as the inner door is pried open. Muffled sobs find my ears and I 
step back because even from a yard away it feels like there's a chance I 
could fall down the elevator shaft. I see Emma’s dejected body crouching at 
the back of the elevator. I yell for help and dial 911. 
 Shouts start to flow out the bottom of the elevator. 
  

*** The Wife, Emma *** 
  

 I scoot myself up the wall and Justin turns to face me. “YOU!” I barely 
spit through my clenched teeth, positive that I’ve pieced together most of 
what transpired. I throw my tightened fist at him and it barely catches his 
neck. He kinks and starts to reply but before he does I throw all my weight 
at him, pushing off the back of the elevator with my right leg and shoving 



him with both arms. Just as the loudest snapping sound shatters my ears 
and my stomach flies into my chest. The sensation of falling is beyond 
words. 
 Justin falls backwards and half his body makes it out the elevator 
before we fall past the floor and he’s cleaved in half, leaving a pair of legs 
and half his trunk in the elevator. No longer touching the ground, a ground 
that is rapidly flooding with blood, instead I start to float in respect to the 
falling elevator. Some blood falls out the door and gets spouted straight up 
from the wind. 
 I’m not entirely blinded, but my eyes are blurred with red. I’m pressed 
against the ceiling and one of my legs seems to fall through. The lights 
have been flickering, but now they’re completely gone. I reach toward my 
leg and feel a hole in the roof where a panel must’ve broke. The lights 
flicker one last time and the bulbs shatter, a piece of glass nudges itself 
between my hand and the ceiling. Fingers wrapping into the elevator shaft, 
I pull my body toward the missing panel, sliding my other leg out and 
eventually my entire body. 
 Soon I’m falling, head first, just inches above the elevator. I panic and 
grab the closest cable but it just pulls me down faster, I grab a different 
cable with my other hand and am nearly torn apart. I let go of the first and 
hold onto the other with all I’ve got. My body swings below me and I start to 
slow slightly, creating a growing distance between the plummeting elevator 
and myself sliding down the cable. My other hand grips the cable and I 
wrap my legs around it tightly, still unable to fully stop. Glass rains on and 
around me as I continue down. 
 A bomb-like sound goes off below me and a plume of smoke fills 
every inch of the shaft and takes my last bit of blurred vision from m- 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 Half a body falls through the open elevator door as it flies down. 
Shocked. I drop my phone before the operator picks up and people swarm 
to me. Blood is in a pool at this point. The body doesn’t move and only 



shrieks of fear are heard as people surround me. The face is only half 
showing but it’s no doubt Justin from personal relations; and I could’ve 
sworn I saw Emma shove him out. 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 Finally leaving my office, possibly for the last time, I wait at the 
elevator a few minutes before going to the stairs. I hear screams as I pass 
by the floor below me. They always take birthday parties more seriously 
than we do. I continue down into the lobby. As I reach the door a fire truck 
appears and firemen sprint to the elevator. The door is pried open and 
smoke fills the lobby. Blood flows out, covering the firemen's shoes, but 
one rushes into the elevator but it’s too smoky to see what he does. 
  

*** Emma, The Wife *** 
  

 When I regain consciousness, my legs are on fire and my hands are 
even worse. I can barely see but I make out a splint of my shin jutting 
through the skin, and the other leg is worse. Glass covers me and some of 
it gets jabbed into my skin as a foreign hand grips me and pulls me down. 
 In the arms of a fireman, I see a distressed Don as I’m carried out of 
the building. 

* 
 Pain gets to me and I fade out as I’m being strapped into a stretcher. 

* 
Waking up in a hospital I’ve got Don on my arm, tears rolling down his face, 
and a police officer in the corner. A hard cast surrounds my hands and 
legs; and I try to move them in vain. I attempt to speak but my words get 
caught in my throat. Don’s talking but all I hear is the constant high pitch 
occasionally heard before bed. 

* 
 My doctor, whose care I was under just yesterday, comes in shortly 
after I awake to swap out my IV bag. His face becomes increasingly 



distraught as he confers with Don. I can’t make out what they say, but after 
a few seconds they both turn to face me. 

* 
Tears well up in my eyes while the doctor looks in my ears. He talks to Don 
a little before leaving. 
 

~Chapter 17: For Emma, Forever Ago~ 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 “It’s just temporary. Things like this tend heal on their own within a 
few weeks.” The doctor says, expecting me to collapse with relief. He says 
he’ll get me a pad and paper for the time being and leaves. 
 Perforated eardrums, I repeat to myself. I walk back over and crouch 
down by Emma’s side; the police officer’s still slumped over in the chair by 
the wall. 
  

*** Andrea *** 
  

 When they rounded up everyone on the floor, I was brought in with 
‘em. People quickly pointed fingers that I was the only one to see what 
happened. And I was. When it came time to give a statement I told them 
Justin must’ve had his weight pushing out as he pried the door open and 
just fell out once the cables gave. No second glance, no mind games, they 
just believed me. 
 I asked about the girl in the elevator and but they had no clue. 
  

*** At the art gallery *** 
  

 A wealthy individual comes in and falls in love with a crooked painting 
off to the side. 
  

*** Don *** 
  



 Emma’s hearing slowly comes back as the days go by. At first, 
conversations were a work in progress, but now things are heading in the 
right direction. It took a while but she explained everything that she could 
remember and I found myself jumping between the extremes of emotion as 
her story went on. 
It took a while to digest and deep down I feel horrible for the role I played; 
but she seems to be either numbed or relatively at peace with it. 
 Still can’t believe Andrea told her that I came onto her. Took a great 
deal of explaining before she even started to trust me. 
 Corporate shut down the branch for the week and just this morning I 
got an email saying they’re bringing me back on, even going so far as to 
give me a small bonus for the inconvenience. Not that they have the funds 
to afford it, but I’m thankful. 

* 
 Emma’s sister let us borrow her car for a while and now we’re both 
headed to get some new phones. Living a few weeks without it was a 
breath of fresh air. 
  

*** Emma *** 
  

 Don and I pick out matching phones, and the second we leave the 
store he starts breathing heavy and calls 911 in a panic, reporting his car 
as stolen. They ask him to come in and he hangs up with a smile on his 
face. 
 On the way to the station I request a detour to the art gallery to pick 
up my discarded paintings. 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 I find a parking spot with a little time left on the meter, but stay in the 
car as Emma runs inside. 
 I mentally prepare my story as I tap the steering wheel along to 
whatever's playing on the radio. 



* 
 Forever goes by and Emma eventually emerges from the gallery, 
rushes to the car and swings open the door, happier than I’ve seen her in 
months. 
 “They all sold!” She says, getting in and fanning a scribbled check my 
way. “And it was all from one buyer. Came in a few days back and left with 
every piece I left. Going so far as to ask if I had anymore to sell.” She holds 
the check still and a number with more 0’s than last year's salary scrawled 
in black ink. 
  

*** Emma *** 
  

 So damn happy. I just keep taking the check out of my pocket, 
unfolding it, sighing in pure dopamine, refolding it, and putting it back in my 
pocket, only to take it out minutes later. 
 This continues the whole drive to the police station. Don asks a few 
questions but I don’t have many answers. The buyer left their number and I 
fantasize how that phone call will go. 
 I’m still not sure what Don’s doing but he seems to be keeping it a 
surprise and I don’t push. 

* 
 We pull into the station and Don walks inside. 
  

*** Don *** 
  

 “Why didn’t you immediately report this?” The officer assigned to my 
plea asks, sitting opposite me holding a half filled out slip of paper. 
 “Well my wife’s been in and out of the hospital lately, so as you can 
imagine, my car’s been the least of my concerns.” I explain with a deadpan 
expression. 
 “Mmhm.” Grumbles sound out as he fills in more of the paper. “Well 
Mr. Hammond, it seems your car was found in a ditch a quite few nights 
back.” 
 “Oh that’s terrible!” I exclaim. 



 “Yeah, it’s not the best.” He says ripping the paper from the pink copy 
behind it. “Here. You can bring this to the compound, pay a fee, and get it 
back. Your insurance can take care of the rest. 

* 
 I thank him and leave. 
  

*** Emma *** 
  

 He comes back out a few minutes later with a slip of paper entailing 
his cars impoundment in a nearby lot. He looks at me with a smile that 
touches his ears before starting the car. 
  

* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
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