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these things. When he speaks his words are liquid silk. 
He says his name is Kingston. She doesn’t care if it’s his real 

name or not, she believes every word he says. 
“I’m Emily,” she replies, her voice quivering.
His hands have a roughness that suggests a hard worker, but his 

touch is soft, suggestive, as he gently strokes her forearm.
“What brings you here all by your lonesome?”
“I just broke up with my boyfriend.”
“His loss.”
“What do you do for a living?” she asks, needing to take control 

after feeling so broken.
“I imagine and create,” says Kingston.
Chad the bartender arrives, asking the couple what they’d like.
“I’ll have a Manhattan, and a Mojito for the lady?”
Emily nods in approval.
“Very good, sir,” Chad says. He goes over to his mixing station, 

taking a few more orders along the way.
“Where were we?” Emily asks.
“You were making small talk to decide if you want to sleep with 

me,” says Kingston. “To be specific, you asked what I did for a living.”
Emily blushes, “Am I that transparent?”
“No,” says Kingston, “It’s completely natural. You want to make 

sure you’re making a wise decision.”
“Am I?”
Chad arrives with the drinks. Kingston leaves a hefty tip and 

hands Emily her drink. Everything about him makes him seem twice 
his age: his “old man drink,” the more than generous tip, he picks his 
words deliberately, his salt and pepper hair, everything. Emily is as 
intrigued by him as she is attracted. 

“Ask your question again.”
Emily is so wrapped up in his features that she forgets her ques-

tion momentarily. Embarrassed, she hurriedly asks him what he did 
again, taking a big sip of her mojito in the process.

“I blow glass- making sculptures, jewelry, whatever my heart’s 
content. But enough about me, what do you do?”

Kingston shows more interest in Emily during the hours at the 
bar than her boyfriend ever did over two years. She finds herself more 
and more open to him, or at least the thought of the perfect stranger. 

“It’s getting late; you want to get outta here?” He asks; again, so 
confident. 

Emily has zero qualms about leaving with him; she knew even 
before they reached this point that she would be leaving with him, 
the man who picked her over every other woman there.

Leaving the bar she puts her arm in his, feeling the bulge of his 
muscles underneath his tight shirt. Emily never does this, but some-
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Bastard! Emily had been getting ready all day: the salon appoint-
ment, shoe shopping, and finding the sleek obsidian blouse that 

cost way more than it should. An anniversary is a pretty damn good 
reason to go all out. Thrilled about celebrating a two-year relation-
ship (and suspecting a ring may be in order), she was less than excited 
when she saw her boyfriend walking down the street with another 
woman, hand in hand. Following many tears and a gut-wrenching 
phone call, Emily decides that she needs to get away from the apart-
ment, the apartment filled with wasted memories.

I need a drink. Not wanting to waste her recent purchases, Em-
ily heads up North Rush Street. She saunters along in her heels, skirt, 
blouse and overcoat. Chicago in November, the wind takes her mind 
off earlier events. After crossing the Chicago River and several blocks 
she comes to The Drawing Room, a pricey little lounge with some of 
the best mixologists in the city. The lounge is packed but she finds 
a seat at the bar and quickly orders a drink. She wants to sit in the 
corner and sulk, to decide how she would get through tomorrow, but 
then he walks in. 

He has a sharp, clean look about him- he’s athletic and his 
clothes fit snug, showing off an impressive physique in all the right 
places. His blue eyes shine through the intimately lit lounge and meet 
hers. It’s enough to make Emily blush and shy away. He carries an 
unmistakable confidence that radiates off him as he moves about the 
crowd. As he gets closer, she notices the other women’s futile efforts 
at stealing his attention. He doesn’t waver- he’s the type of man who, 
when his mind is made up, there is no changing it. She is usually a 
good judge of character- mannerisms, posture, voice- she picks up on 
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My toes feel like frozen peanuts. 
  Almost all the snow is cleared outside the front door by the 

Halifax Humane Society sign when suddenly the bells above the front 
door ring. I stumble in my oversized work boots in order to escape a 
door in the face.

"TAAAATE!  GET IN HERE NOOOW!" screams Don.
"Don," I laugh in disbelief, "I'm right here–literally, right next to 

you."
"I know," says Don impatiently, covering up his mistake. "Get in 

here and help your stupid friend with Boomer, now. Tell her she needs 
to work on her chi. That dog can read it, I swear."

Violet's blunt personality doesn't mesh well with Don's, our 
boss. He's more...well, rude I guess, which does mesh well with Vi. 
I actually think he just doesn't like her hair color. She dyed it neon 
orange two years ago, and it's been downhill since then.    

The shovel chinks the sidewalk as I set it down and walk into 
the barking craziness that is the Halifax Humane Society. My black 
rimmed glasses fog up immediately. I take my hat off and muss up my 
hair.

"Do you ever brush your hair?  Like seriously, I'm curious. It 
looks like a black mop vomited four inches above your forehead," says 
Don at his desk. That’s Don for you.  

Don’s big, and by big I mean he could definitely “John Cena” any 
customer who got rowdy if he didn't approve them as a suitable pet 
owner. I respect that about Don. He’s the nicest, scariest guy I know. 

"Thanks," I say as I walk over to the dog kennels. 
When I open the back doors leading to the dogs, I don't know 

thing about this guy takes her back to high school, getting all doe-
eyed over the football players during practice. She decides what the 
hell as she leads him around to the alley behind the bar.

“This is a night you’ll never forget,” he whispers in her ear. Car-
nal urges wash over her as she thrusts her body against his, forcing 
his mouth open with her tongue. Kingston rips the front of her blouse 
open as she undoes his belt. He presses her against the fence, one hand 
caressing her breast and the other around her throat. Her eyes close, 
feeling every nerve tingle as she feels him swell; her body aching 
with need. 

Her legs wrap around him; she hasn’t felt this way in years. 
Their bodies find rhythm. She looks into his eyes, but the smooth, 
seductive look that was present at the bar is nowhere to be seen. She 
tries to scream but his hand, still around her throat, cut her off.

*
The porcelain sink runs red as Kingston washes his hands, but he 
doesn’t notice. His eyes are focused on the mirror in front of him, a 
stranger staring back. Every week the same loathsome, yet vaguely 
familiar eyes slice through the plane of the mirror, staring into Kings-
ton’s being. The figure’s face changes, something between a smirk 
and a smile. It nods, like a proud father showing approval. Bile rises 
in Kingston’s throat; he chokes it back while wiping the tears from 
his bloodshot eyes. The stranger laughs in a voice all too familiar to 
Kingston.

“FUCK YOU!” He lashes out at the figure, smashing his already 
bloodied hand into the fragmented mirror. The stranger disappears, 
but the laughter lingers. 

  He can see his hands in front of him, feeling the blood run 
over his knuckles. Kingston feels illusory, as if he is not there. Some-
thing horrible is happening inside him. “Why me?” he asks to no 
one in particular. He desperately wishes someone would reply, but is 
afraid of the answer. 

The alarm buzzes from the other room, breaking his thought; 
it’s 6 a.m. and Kingston needs to get ready for work. He places his self-
disgust aside. He needs to focus on the day ahead, to keep his mask of 
sanity from slipping even further.


