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HANK’S ACHILLES

“ Funny, I don’t remember eating that.” Hank thought wryly, flushing the yellowish bile he had recently grown accustomed to heaving, with as much quiet dignity as could be managed, several times daily.

 He rolled up his shirtsleeves and stole a few more minutes from the company to splash his face off at the sink in the employee restroom. The cold water refreshed him a bit, taking away some of the dizziness that plagued him and the fire that seemed to burn continuously in his head and behind his eyes. He wouldn’t allow his subordinates, peers, or supervisors to see how messed up he had gotten to be these days if he could mask it at all.

With only a cursory glance, he did look just the same to everyone as he always had, maybe just a little haggard but nothing serious. Had anyone taken the trouble to really look, however, they would have noticed the sunken, hollow eyes, the faint bruises that would appear on different areas of his face and body from day to day, they would have noticed that he sometimes had to struggle to keep his balance and that he had lost about thirty pounds in as many days.

Hank Thompson was a large man, tall and strong, his broad and heavily muscled shoulders hadn’t wasted away much with his recent weight loss. His now gaunt waist and protruding ribcage were hidden beneath his customarily baggy workshirts, largely impercebtible.

Around the production line, he was regarded as a bit of an authority and had a small crew of electricians, welders, and mechanics under his supervision on the mid shift, afternoons to midnight. It was exacting and rather dangerous work; building the hulking steel powerhouses that would thunder along the rails to haul freight and passengers around the country behind them, these behemoths of diesel-electric power and speed. Hank Thompson knew all that there was to know about taking the raw steel frames and building upon them to create the final masterpiece, and few could apply themselves to as many different aspects of such a project with the same dexterity as he.

It was a good job to have and one that Hank wanted desperately not to lose. He had spent enough of his young life working countless hours in as many trades and for as many different employers to know that this was where he wanted to stay until it was time to retire.

 He couldn’t allow his recent illness to place him on the bench, to take him away from the production line and give management the idea that they couldn’t depend on him to keep new locomotives rolling out of the plant on schedule. He had started over too many times before to lose ground now on the modicum of success he had finally achieved.

For the past few weeks, he had been falling apart at the seams. Unable to keep food down or to get a decent amount of sleep, he was slipping steadily further into a pit of insomnia, fatigue, weight loss and weakness.

He hadn’t wanted to admit it to himself at first but it grew more and more apparent to him as the days passed and his condition worsened; he was being destroyed by a woman. Shelly was only five feet tall and didn’t weigh a shade over a hundred pounds but she was beating the hell out of Hank, figuratively and literally.

They had met just two months ago. Hank had lost his driver’s license for a DWI offense and was forced to rely on taxicabs for transport other than his commute to and from work. The plant was over fifty miles from his home and cab fare would have eaten nearly all of his paycheck. For his commute, he had to rely on some clever scheduling and lots of luck to arrange transport with friends and family who happened to be already heading in the right direction at something close to the right time. It was for the weekends and any recreational transportation that he relied on the taxi service. That was where he met Shelly. They had hopped the same cab in front of one the many dive bars that constituted the mainstay of entertainment and social interaction for the area’s twenty-something singles crowd. Hank’s house was roughly twenty miles from town, out in the country, and Shelly, for whatever reason, had opted to tag along for the ride and be droppped off after him when the cab returned to town. 

The two had made conversation for the half hour or so that the ride had taken and, when Hank paid his fare and started to get out, Shelly had wrapped her arms around him and pulled him in for a quick bit of tongue wrestling. An hour later she returned with her car and the two of them settled into a marathon session of sexual fury that carried them through nearly two full days and nights.

For the first month, things continued in this fashion. Shelly would drive out to Hank’s house on Friday nights and the two fucked like monkeys on crack. Sometimes she would leave in the middle of the night, sometimes in the morning, sometimes she would stay around for the weekend. There never was much of any meaningful conversation between them, they weren’t about words, they were about sex. 

Hank was a happy man for that month. He had stumbled into the arrangement that every single man dreams about, a beautiful woman who just shows up at his door for mindblowing sex and then leaves. No strings, no complications, just sex; and good God, what sex it was. She was insatiable.

One Saturday morning, about a month into their affair, Shelly had rolled over in Hank’s bed and started an unprecedented conversation.

“Hank.” She began. “I’m leaving my husband this week.”

“Husband?” Hank, surprised, looked again at her third finger, left hand, to verify that it was indeed naked. “ You’re married?”

“Yes I am.” She answered. “ I didn’t think it was worth telling you. You were only supposed to be a one-nighter, a revenge fuck. I didn’t know that I was going to keep coming back, it’s just been so good.”

“Revenge fuck?” Hank sat up in bed with a deer in the headlights look on his face. “ What in the hell are you talking about?”

“My husband’s been cheating on me. After I found out, I thought that if I went out and just found some guy and fucked my brains out with him for a night that maybe I would feel better, having evened the score. I thought that maybe then I could forgive him and we could start fresh. It backfired on me though, Hank. I didn’t think I was going to find what we’ve had. It’s never been like this for me with anyone else. I’m leaving him. I want to keep you.”

Hank sat silently in his bed for a few moments trying to process this new information.

 It didn’t bother him in the least to hear that she was only using him for sex; that much had been readily apparent from the beginning, no problems there. To hear that there was a husband somewhere out there probably going crazy with concern and jealousy every minute that she was here with him, however, was an entirely different matter. Hank was no choirboy but he suddenly found himself feeling rather sleazy at the realization that Shelly was a married woman.

“So, what is it that you’re trying to tell me here?” Hank spoke slowly. “ Are you planning to just drop your husband and stick me in his place? It just doesn’t work like that Shel.”

“Why not?” Something lurking behind this petite beauty’s eyes when she spoke this time left him feeling strange, maybe even intimidated. “ You don’t want me?”

“Of course I want you.” Hank tried to choose his words carefully. “ I just had no idea that you were married. I don’t feel comfortable with this now. I feel like I’ve done something terribly wrong here.”

“You haven’t done anything wrong. I’m the one who’s married, not you.”

Her rationalization struck him as anything but logically sound, but it did afford him the opportunity to let himself off the hook. Sure, it was a cheap cop-out but he took it anyway.

“Yeah, I guess you’ve got a point there.” 

Shelly had started to get dressed.

 
“ Are you leaving now?” Hank asked, half hoping that she would walk out his door in minutes and never return.

“ I’ve gotta get going. I have to go home and get my things moved out today while he’s on duty.”

“ On duty?”

“Yeah, he’s a cop. I want to get everything out while he’s gone. I’ll call him from my apartment when he gets home. He’ll kill me if I tell him in person. I can’t take another beating. It’ll take him a few days to track me down after I call him; that should give him time to calm down. I’ll be around to see you once the dust settles.”

“ Slow down a minute…A cop?…another beating?….Kill you?” Hank’s head was reeling. “ Are you going to be alright? There are places you can go aren’t there? Some sort of shelter with security or court enforced protection or something? You could always just stay here.” 

Hank winced when the last statement flew from his mouth before he could stop it and hoped that she hadn’t noticed. Something about Shelly and her story didn’t sit quite right in the deeper recesses of his mind but chivalry had gotten the better of sound judgement in that moment.

“ I’ll be fine and no, I’m not going to live here, not this far away from civilization. I couldn’t stand to be isolated out here.”

“ Gotta go.” She brushed his lips with a quick, light kiss and walked quickly out of his bedroom and out the door to her car, an odd happy bounce in her step.

Hank decided it was best that he be unreachable for the next week or so. He screened his calls and avoided his usual routine, excepting of course, for work, that he wasn’t about to miss any of. 

He found himself hungering for her throughout that weekend. He looked up old aqcuaintances and passed the time partying with his old, wild crowd at dirt road keggers and on the lake. He binged for the weekend and avoided his house altogether, hooking up with a few of the party girls he ran into kegside to get Shelly out of his head. 

None of it worked. She had become a force all her own within him; her beauty and the white hot fire of her body writhing beneath him, on top of him, all around him like a burning sea of lust, had together taken an ever stronger hold on every fiber of him. He found himself consumed by thoughts of her in every waking moment and reliving their weekend romps in every dream that sleep brought him. Like a moth to flame, he was under her spell.

By that Tuesday, he thought that he could take no more. If he didn’t have her again, he would surely spontaneously combust and wake up as a pile of ashes in his bed. It was late the following morning when he awoke with a start of pleasure. He looked down at his groin, sure that he must still be dreaming. Shelly’s naked body was sprawled on his bed, her head dancing at his waist while she woke him with her mouth.

“ Holy shit, I’m gonna be late for work!” Once the two of them were spent, Hank finally noticed the clock on his nightstand and panicked when he realized that his planned ride had already left.

“When do you have to be there?”

“ My shift starts at three-thirty.”

“You’ve got plenty of time, relax.” Shelly laughed, seeing that it was only one o’clock now.

“I missed my ride.”

“ Don’t worry, I’ll drive you.”

Hank relaxed then, realizing that now, he had not only the pleasures of sex with Shelly but a regular ride to and from work as well. It didn’t occur to him yet just how much power and control over his life that this placed in her hands.

She wanted him to stay in her new apartment with her now, telling him that everything was settled and talking of how great it would be for the two of them to be able to fuck whenever they wanted instead of waiting as they had been. Hank thought it was a pretty damn good idea, a ride to and from work, a shorter commute, and all the Shelly he could ever want; how could he lose.

It was only a few days into their new living arrangements that Hank was forced to start wondering if it was all such a great idea as he’d initially taken it to be. It was midnight on Friday. His shift had just ended and he stood alone in the parking lot at the front of the locomotive plant with no Shelly in sight. The one saving grace he was left with at that moment was that their apartment in town was a lot easier to get to than was his house in the country. One of the guys in his crew lived only a few blocks from them and Hank caught a ride home with him.

Walking into the apartment that night, Hank was treated to his first taste of Shelly’s dark side. Empty beer bottles were scattered throughout the place. Every ashtray was filled to overflowing with cigarette ashes, butts, and the tiny stubbed remains of several joints. Her vanity mirror had been relocated from the bathroom to the kitchen table and white, powdery residue was dusted across it. In the midst of it all, Shelly staggered, beer bottle in one hand, cigarette in the other, dancing by herself to music only she could hear. Naked with the exception of the short, red, silk robe that hung loosely on her shoulders and draped open around her perfect breasts and hips as she swayed and turned.

“ Hey baby. You’re home already?” Noticing him standing at the door, she smiled and spoke.

“Already? It’s one in the morning.” Hank was a little angry but the sight of her in that robe had wiped his mind clear of everything but desire.

“ You motherfucker!” She screamed and hurled the beer bottle at him. He ducked instinctively and it smashed on the wall behind where his head had been, showering him with beer and broken glass. He stood, shocked in disbelief, wholly unprepared for any of this.

“ You worthless, no good rotten goatfuckin piece of donkey shit!! I’ll fuckin kill you, you motherfucker!!” 

She continued to scream a stream of vulgarities that would make a sailor blush, rushing at him and hurling empty bottles she snagged along the way. He managed to duck most of them but still took one in the head and a few body shots. She threw a ferocious, albeit off-balance and awkward, kick at his groin, which he blocked easily enough. Still roaring her vicious accusatory verbal onslaught, she balled up her fists and threw a barrage of stoned, drunken, roundhouse punches at his face, kicking, biting and clawing between blows for good measure. She kept up the attack until, exhausted and wasted, she passed out in mid-curse and mid-swing.

Hank caught her as she slumped and carried her to the couch to sleep it off.

He went to take a shower and assess what damage she may have inflicted. It wasn’t too bad, a few faint bruises and scratches and an egg on his head where a bottle had found its mark. She punched like a man but the fact remained that she was just a petite woman. The laws of physics were solidly in favor of Hank not being too badly damaged regardless of how much she hit him. 

While he showered and tried to settle himself for sleep, his head swam with confusion. He stood looking at her asleep on the couch while he drank the few beers remaining in the fridge and smoked a few cigarettes.

 He wrestled with questions in his mind. The fire that she ignited within him whenever he laid eyes on her or even called her image to mind, was that love? The vicious attack she had just made on him, what demons within her were behind that? Was there some way he could help her work through it? Had he somehow done something to bring that about, was this his fault? Did she have a serious drug addiction or was this a one-time deal? Who had been here with her before he got home? It wasn’t possible that she could’ve created all the party mess in the apartment alone, was it? She was essentially naked when he walked in, what had she been doing, with who, how many?

“ Screw it.” He thought to himself.” I’m beat. This might make a little sense after a good night’s sleep.”

Resigned to trying to make some sense of it all in the morning, he went to bed.

The sun had barely risen when Hank was once again awakened by Shelly’s mouth working him to full boil, her hair, still wet from the shower, tickled his stomach and his balls. 

All questions, doubts, and concerns that he had taken to bed with him were completely obliterated by the sexual marathon that the two of them embarked on for the rest of the weekend.

 God help the poor fool; she owned him.

The month that followed was a non-stop roller-coaster ride from heaven to hell and back again. 

The nights that found Shelly relatively straight were filled with rabid sex; each of them equally hungry for the other. Hank was left with only an hour or two of pleasure drugged sleep on these nights. 

The nights that Hank returned home to find her in a hazy, mindless rage, however, turned out to be just as plentiful. Those nights, after Shelly exhausted herself with pummeling him, he showered, bandaged when necessary, and crawled into bed for a few hours of what grew to be more fitful and less restful exhausted slumber, awakened for hours of make-up sex after she came to and showered.

This quickly began to take its toll on him. He took on the look of the common street junkie and struggled to keep it hidden at work. 

It was only days after he realized that Shelly was slowly killing him that he was summoned to the company’s safety office minutes after he punched in. He may have finally realized that she was killing him but, like any addict, he was loathe to kick his habit. 

“ Mr. Thompson.” Caroline, the company’s safety watchdog, began as soon as he was seated across the desk from her. “ You are, of course, aware that the company has a zero tolerance policy regarding drug use.”

“ Yes, of course I’m aware.”

“ There have been some concerns voiced recently about you.” She continued. “ People here are worried that you are becoming a safety concern; losing concentration, fatigued, off-balance. To be perfectly honest, you look like shit.”

“I’m fine, just overtired is all; I’ve had a lot of things going on at home lately.”

“ Regardless, Mr. Thompson, of the cause, we can’t have you on the production line in this condition. You’re becoming a liability. You have to go and punch out when you leave this office. You have an appointment at the lab in one hour to leave a urine sample. Don’t miss it.”

“How long will it take to get the results?”

“We’ll have them by noon tomorrow.”

“ Good, so when it comes back clean I can go right back to work tomorrow afternoon, right?”

“ I’m sorry but, no. I’ve placed you on medical leave. I’ve already filled out the disability forms for you, just sign here.” She said, handing him the forms and a pen and indicating the space for his signature.” You can return to work here once you’ve seen a doctor and he has signed an unconditional release. Go home and get better, Hank.” Caroline finished with a hand on his shoulder, opening the office door for him to leave.

The decision had been made for Hank. He had no choice now but to rid himself of Shelly or remain unemployed. 

He called a cab to his urine delivery appointment and another for the ride to the apartment. He wasn’t looking forward to the breakup with Shelly but realized now that it was inevitable and long overdue.

When he walked in, he was strangely relieved that she had made it easy for him. The scattered beer bottles and residue-coated mirror were in evidence again this evening. 

Having returned long before he was expected to, the question of whether or not she partied alone was answered now. He could hear the familiar sound of Shelly in the throes of ecstasy emanating from their bedroom, accompanied in erotic harmony by what he was certain had to be at least three other voices, male and female.

He didn’t want to open the door and force himself to face what he knew waited on the other side but most of the belongings he had come to retrieve were in there, as was Shelly. Like pulling out long, steel splinters from his hands, this was something best gotten over with quickly.

He pulled open the door and stood frozen by the sight, unsure which of the countless emotions and thoughts whirring around his head to act on.

 The two men, young and small and greasy and obviously not as wasted as the women, if at all, whelped in panic at the sight of him, grabbing clothing and scurrying out the window like cockroaches from a flicked on light.

“Too bad it’s a first floor apartment.” Hank thought to himself as he watched them tumbling across the lawn, trying desperately to clothe themselves without slowing down. “ It would’ve been more fun to watch them fall a few stories.”

The women, Shelly was joined in bed by three others, were all apparently too bombed out of their minds and lost in the pleasures of each other to take much notice of his interruption. They carried on, licking, kissing, caressing, and moaning as though nothing outside of the four of them existed anywhere in the world.

Hank tried to ignore them and gather his belongings together in his duffel but found that he couldn’t. His initial anger and revulsion were quickly melting away, along with his determination to leave her tonight.

The sound of Shelly’s moaning alone was overwhelming for him. Combined with the sounds and sights of the women with her they proved once again to be his siren’s song. He shortly found himself staring with wet mouthed hunger at their foursome, unable to turn away or think of anything but his desire to join them.

“Hank, Oh God, get in here baby. I need you now.” Shelly purred at him from the bed.

All thoughts of anything outside of this moment and the hours to come had long since vacated Hank’s fevered mind and he immediately stripped and joined them.

“ Oh shit! Wake up Hank. You’re late for work.” Shelly had awakened and was shaking him. 

It was four in the afternoon. The escapade of the previous night had left them both drained and exhausted. Hank had yet to tell her that he’d been taken off the production line and he’d forgotten temporarily that he had to leave her if he was to have any hope of leading a reasonably normal life.

“I’m not late, Shel. They grounded me.”

“ What do you mean, grounded?”

“They won’t let me come back to work without a doctor’s release. They sent me out on disability. They actually thought that I had some sort of drug problem.”

“ So, what’s wrong with you?”

“What’s wrong with me? You haven’t noticed? I’ve lost nearly forty pounds; I’m wasting away. I never get any sleep. Can’t you see the pits that used to be my eyes? Haven’t you heard me yackin’ my guts out? I can’t keep anything down. I’m fallin’ apart. You haven’t noticed any of that?”  Hank had sat up in bed, his voice rising with incredulity. He was again remembering that he had to get away from Shelly.

“So what’s wrong with you?” She repeated.

“ You are, Shelly. You’re what’s wrong with me.”

“Me?…but I love you Hank.”

“ You love me? Is that why you’re kickin’ the shit out of me almost every night? Is that why you’re sittin’ here getting fried outta your mind and fuckin’ half the city while I’m at work? Because you love me. It all makes perfect sense now.”

He had returned to packing his things, where he had left off the night before.

“ You’re leaving me?”

“I’m leaving this place. Yeah, I guess I’m leaving you too. I can’t live like this.”

“How will you get home? It’s a long walk.”

“I’m calling a cab.”

“Don’t bother, I’ll drive you.”

Hank looked at her, trying to decide if that would be such a good idea. The cab would cost him forty bucks and it was no telling how long he would be without his paycheck. She seemed to be ‘good Shelly’ for the moment but he had seen that change in a heartbeat plenty of times before. What the hell, he was capable of handling whatever raging fit she could throw at him, why not save himself some cash?

“ Are you sure?” He asked.

“ I don’t mind. It’s not like I don’t know the way. I need a shower before I’m stepping out in public. It looks like you could use one too. Why don’t you join me?” She smiled and kissed him, lightly rubbing her hand across the crotch of his jeans before she dropped her robe and led him toward the bathroom.

Even as he felt the desire welling up within him, Hank was sure that this was a bad idea. Good idea, bad idea, whatever…just look at her man, would you. An enchanted fool, he rushed off to join her, stripping his clothing even as hustled along.

After the longest and most gratifying shower Hank could remember ever taking, he sat near the door with his bags. Shelly emerged from the bathroom, still naked.

“You’re still going to leave?”

“Yes, I have to.”

She stomped to her room and hustled out in seconds, haphazardly dressed to go. Hank was beginning to think he would have been better advised to have just spent the cab fare and snuck out while she slept; too late for that now.

She drove spastically through town and down the highway toward his house, ignoring stop signs, traffic lights, and speed limits. Hank sat with silent stoicism through the careening ride, stubbornly refusing to let her get a rise out of him. It looked like good Shelly had left the building.

About ten miles from his house, along a deserted stretch of highway midway between it and town, she hit the emergency brake and whirled the car around on the highway to head back toward the apartment.

“You’re not leaving that easy.” Tears had begun to streak her cheeks. “I’m not letting you go like this. I can change.”

Not willing to allow himself time to think about it or her any time to get a fuller head of steam, Hank yanked open the passenger’s door and rolled out on the shoulder of the road, coming to a stop after several tumbles and standing to dust himself off and walk toward his house. To hell with his bags, he was plenty willing to buy a whole new wardrobe rather than tolerate another moment of her eating his brain and owning his will.

He turned in disbelief at the sound of her little car’s screaming engine just half a breath before it hit him. The front bumper caught him behind the knees and pitched him flat on his face. Luckily, only the corner of the bumper had caught him, leaving only the driver’s side tires of her car to run over him rather than the vehicle’s entire undercarriage. His head and other vitals remained clear of the car’s path as well. The brunt of the assault caught him between the hips and the kneecaps, focused mainly on his thighs, leaving him badly bruised and in plenty of pain but not permanently damaged.

He rolled with the momentum of the car as it cleared his body and didn’t stop until he was safely in the ditch, playing possum there until she pulled away, hoping that she assumed him dead.

 It was a long and pain filled limp back to his house. He struggled with icewater running up his spine every time he heard an approaching vehicle.

 He understood when he caught sight of himself in the mirror at home why no one had stopped and offered him a ride. He looked very much like an extra from one of the old zombie flicks, tattered and limping and bloody, complete with the vacant stare, even.

Doctor’s appointments came and went. There were countless lab tests ran and as many hypotheses offered as to his malaise. Mostly for reasons of stupid male pride, Hank hadn’t bothered to enlighten the world of medicine with any information regarding the Shelly fiasco. Inside of a week, he had begun to show improvement, much to the surprise of his doctor. The man remained reluctant, however, to sign the unconditional release that would return Hank to work. Assumption of liability seemed to be the kind of thing he was no more eager to undertake than Hank’s employer had been. Two weeks into it, with Hank’s steady improvement, the doctor finally seemed nearly ready to cut him loose but insisted on a few more tests and one more week of improvement before he would sign off.

Hank had been having a great deal of trouble getting Shelly out of his head. Even after all that she had put him through, he found his desire for her just as powerful as it had been at the outset. She was constantly on his mind and in his dreams.

 When he was awakened once again by her mouth, his initial fear of another assault disappeared almost instantly and another of their marathon sessions ensued. When it was done, she lay across his chest, stroking and kissing him.

“I miss you.” She purred.

“I miss you too.” He tried to choke back the words but it was too late, they were already out there. It wasn’t a lie, she did still have him under her spell. Like it or not, she still owned him, most of him anyway.

“Come back home to me.”

“I am home.”

“Then I’m coming here. I can’t stand being without you.”

“I can’t be with you. I can’t live like that no matter where we are.”

“ I can change. I won’t do it anymore. No drugs, no orgies, I’ll never hit you or yell at you again. I can’t lose you.”

“Let’s take it easy for a while, Shel. Remember how it was in the beginning, what was so bad about that?”

“ That was good.” She smiled. “ It just wasn’t enough.”

“Whenever I’m home, the door’s unlocked; you already know that. Come on up to see me whenever you need to.”

Hank was greatly relieved to see that another Shelly explosion had been averted. He was also pleased to no end that they were going to return to the way things were for the first month, just sex. Oh yeah, nothin’ but good Shelly whenever good Shelly was hungry…and good Shelly was hungry whenever bad Shelly was away. How could he lose?

Their new arrangement went without a hitch for the first week. Hank had finally gotten the doctor’s release to rerturn to work on the following Monday and Shelly had been out to rock his world for four of the past five nights. Everything was coming up roses. 

When Hank returned home Friday afternoon with the freshly signed doctor’s release folded in his wallet for safekeeping, he saw Shelly’s car in his driveway. He bounded upstairs to share the good news and dive in for another exhilarating swim in the deep end of the Shelly pool.

He noticed the new ‘Welcome to Our Home’ doormat when he walked in but didn’t think too much of it. The shopping bags loaded with new curtains, curtain rods, and wallpaper stacked beside the door gave him a little pause but, again, he didn’t think too much on the question. He found Shelly in his bedroom, putting on a new sheet set and comforter, a little frilly for his taste but he didn’t think that worth mentioning either. He could change it after she left.

He picked her up, twirling her around before taking her in his arms and planting a hot, happy kiss on her lips. That was more than enough physical contact. The two of them immediately fell into their customary sexual romp. When they were spent, she again lay across his chest and spoke as she kissed and petted him.

“I was thinking that the blue floral pattern would look great in the kitchen and the black and white and gold pattern would really touch up this room.”

“What are you talking about, Shel?”

“I thought if I redecorated this place some it would feel more homey when I move in and less like a bachelor pad. This place really needs a woman’s touch.”

“Move in?” Dave sat up, his deer in the headlights face returning. “I thought we were going to take this slow?”

“We have been taking it slow. It’s been a week now.”

“ I think it’s best if you leave now and we don’t see each other for a good long while, if ever.”

“Hank…I love you. Don’t you understand that?”

“ Shelly…I told you I wasn’t going to go back to living like we were, that it was going to take some time before I could live with you again. Don’t you understand that?” 

Hank was braced for the eruption that he feared was forthcoming from her but she surprised him by simply grabbing the shopping bags and storming out half dressed, the rest of her clothes tucked under her arm.

The squealing tires and screaming engine confirmed her departure. Relieved that the Shelly chapter in his life seemed to be over without further bloodshed or vehicular assault, Hank opened a beer and turned on the television. Several beers and hours of mindless television viewing later, he nodded off to sleep on the couch.

“Motherfucker!!!!! You think you can just fuck me and then drop me like so much trash!!! If I can’t have you, nobody will. You’re gonna die like a fuckin’ pig motherfucker!!!!”

The baseball bat nearly shattered his right forearm when it struck it where it lay across his forehead in his sleep. Hank had popped awake in shocked terror when her screaming tirade began at the same instant that he yelped in pain at the bat’s impact on his arm.

Shelly was whiskey-drunk and coked out of her mind, making it no great chore to remove the bat from her grasp once he was upright. Hank had no sooner tossed the baseball bat aside when he caught sight of her right hand streaking toward his throat. He feinted backward quickly enough to avoid the straight razor she had slashed at him with and feared that he may have broken her arm when he grabbed her wrist and supinated her palm to release the blade from her grasp. 

Having taken all that he was going to take, Hank was none too sure that he cared if he did break her arm and kept the pressure on it, using it to walk her to his door.

“Just leave, Shelly. Get out of here and don’t ever come back.” Hank winced as he dialed the telephone with his unencumbered, albeit injured, right hand. He cradled the phone on his right shoulder as he opened the door with his right hand, wincing again with the effort.

“I’m calling the police this time Shelly. I’m not taking anymore. No more bullshit. Just get out and stay gone.”

“What’s my emergency?” Hank spoke into the phone.” It’s not really an emergency. I’ve just been attacked in my home by a crazy ex-girlfriend. She’s leaving now but I need an officer to come out here and see what she’s done so that it’s all on record. Something has to make her stop. An officer will be right out…thank you.”

“Hank…I love you. I can’t live without you. Please just talk to me.” Shelly pleaded with him from the stooped posture his pressure on her wrist had forced her into.

He slowly relaxed his grip on her, allowing her to stand. 

As she turned, Hank caught sight of the cold blue steel of the pistol in her left hand just before the muzzle spat fire. Hank stared in disbelief at the crimson stain spreading across his chest, choking on his own blood as the hot lead seared in his lungs and he slumped to the floor to gag on his few remaining breaths.

“ I love you, baby, but, like I said, If I can’t have you then nobody will.” Shelly knelt and placed one last, lingering kiss on his blood frothed lips before placing the muzzle in her own mouth and pulling the trigger, painting the wall and ceiling around the door with blood, brain, and bone fragments.

Officer Steven’s strolled casually into Hank’s house after hearing the two gunshots and counting off two minutes of silence, his hand resting on the butt of his brand-new nine millimeter. Picking the snub-nose thirty-eight up from the floor beside Shelly, he shook his head sadly.

“ I sure will miss that gun.” He spoke absently to the empty house. “ What the hell, it was time for an upgrade anyway.” He patted the butt of his new nine again.

“I figured you’d put it to good use when I brought you out here with it, my dear.” He now addressed Shelly’s corpse.  “I’m sure gonna miss you too, Mrs. Stevens, you crazy bitch.” 

“But not that much.” He laughed as he drove a ferocious kick between her legs in final farewell, turning to return to his patrol car. He had to make sure that he had his story just right for the official report before the dispatched officers arrived.

