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Devoured 
By Sarah M. Gawronski 

 

Again? It can’t be! But it was. She was sure of it. Cheryl stopped abruptly to play 

investigator. Cheryl’s inquisitive nature drop kicked her cautious side to the curb. This was not 

the first time she had seen this guy, nor was it the second for that matter; he was too often in the 

same places at the same times as Cheryl for it to be coincidence, especially in New York. She 

was determined to get a closer look. He wasn’t exactly average: tall and a little gangly, with 

dark, almost black, hair, and the same color of hair covering most of his face. Maybe even 

handsome – in the tall, dark, and handsome kind of way – if the dark part didn’t seem to emanate 

from within. A thought tickled at the back of her brain, a very unpleasant thought: she was being 

followed, and she knew him, but she couldn’t remember from where. Just as Cheryl turned to get 

a closer look, she was hailed, stopping her pursuit of the man. 

 “Hey, Cheryl!” Cheryl turned to see her best friend, Clay, crossing towards her. When 

she turned back to see if the man was still there, he was gone. Cheryl shrugged it off as paranoia 

from being raised on crime shows by a mother who obsessively watched Forensic Files and 48 

Hours. But the unpleasant tickle wouldn’t go away with just a shrug.  

 “Hey, Sweetie. What are you doing among the living this time of day?” Clay was a 

bartender at the local gay bar. But he wasn’t gay; however, the tips were better if the patrons 

thought he was. Cheryl remembered when she first met Clay. She had only been in New York 

City for about a week, and it was not the romantic place she had been dreaming about since she 

was a teen. It was crowded and loud and made her long for the farm lands of Nebraska. All she 

wanted was a drink and a cry. That’s how she ended up in a gay bar. She was too naïve and too 

distracted to notice right away that she was one of very few females in the bar, yet not one man 

had tried to hit on her. Thinking back, it was probably the quizzical look on her face that had the 
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Viking bartender coming over to explain where she was. But she didn’t mind. She came back for 

an occasional drink, but mostly for the company with the bartender who quickly became a friend, 

and because it was a safe haven from men, ironically.  

 “I know. Can you believe it? They put the Method Acting class at 9am. And it’s one I 

need if I’m ever going to get out of this joint and become a real actor,”  Clay said as he shook out 

his mane of blond hair to feign an arrogance he didn’t have and then promptly slicked it back 

into its habitual pony tail. But it did catch the eyes of a couple passing girls. Clay didn’t see 

them. He never saw them. But they always saw him. Even after knowing him for three years, 

Cheryl couldn’t help but see him. He was a Viking god. He towered a solid foot or more over  

her own 5’3. He had copper skin that never faded even in the New York winters and packaged a 

body that even the gods would envy. And most days he had a metro-sexual dress style, but oddly 

enough today he was dressed in something . . . sexy, something so not metro-sexual.   

“Um, Clay? Why the hell are you wearing flannel and work boots and . . . is that a John 

Deere Jacket?”  

 “Ha! So you noticed? What? You don’t like? 

 “Nooo. It’s just a new look for you. Quite a becoming look actually. You look like you 

should be yelling “TIMBER!” through the forest.”  

 “Not bad. Method Acting. I have to go to class every day with a new persona, and I was 

going for the lumberjack today. So . . . becoming, huh?” Cheryl hesitated. “Hey babe, your face 

is turning as red as your hair. I’m glad you guessed right. I was a little worried people would 

think I had lost my mind or something. But maybe I will have to dress this way a little more 

often.” 
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  “It fits you. That’s all I was trying to say. I think the guys who frequent the bar would 

like it.” 

“Thanks. That’s all I need. Now, speaking of your hair . . . ?” 

“What? You don’t like it?” Cheryl said mimicking Clay. She may have been a law 

student interning in a law firm, but she had her little wild and light-hearted side.  She already had 

fiery red hair that fell in thick waves down her back, but she just had it streaked with a deep 

maroon color and a few touches of platinum, so it looked like a flame under the stars.  

“I didn’t say that. I like the natural, but this fits you. A little fire dancing on the ocean.” 

Clay always knew how to make her blush. Between her hair, her habitual red down jacket, and 

now her face, she knew she probably looked like an over ripe tomato.  

 “So, who were you looking for before I caught your attention?” Clay asked.  

 “Huh?” Cheryl had become too self conscious to even remember her possible stalker. 

“Oh, no one. I just thought I recognized someone. Hey Sweetie, I’d love to chat more, but I have 

to get to the firm, and you have to get to class.”  

 “ Ya Ya. Hey, before you go, what are you doing tonight? I actually have the night off 

and thought you might want to hang out?” 

 “I’d love to, but I have my Meals on Wheels tonight. And I get to see Donna, and you 

know how lonely she gets.” Volunteering with Meals on Wheels started out as a burdensome 

volunteer gig to fill the community service slot on college applications, but Cheryl quickly 

learned to love visiting the elderly who wanted the companionship more than the food and 

continued it through law school. It was also something familiar in a strange new city.  

 “No problem. Have fun with that.” Clay said as he hurried to the University. Cheryl 

thought she detected a hint of disappointment in Clay’s goodbye, but then again she could never 
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tell one way or the other with him. Their relationship was a complicated one. At times, Cheryl 

thought what a great boyfriend Clay would make but was too afraid of ruining the friendship to 

take that next step, besides she was content being single – at least she was at one point. Besides, 

Clay had never made a move in that direction either, so maybe he really wasn’t interested in 

more. Cheryl was already running late for her internship at Marmmot Brothers’ law firm and 

didn’t have time for the internal struggle that came with all thoughts of serious relationships.  

 When Cheryl walked into the redwood paneled law office, she heard voices issuing from 

Frank Marmmot’s office. Of the two brothers who shared the firm, Frank was the one Cheryl 

was interning with. As she walked by to her little hole in the wall, she caught a glimpse of 

shaggy black hair and a hairy profile that made her knees buckle out from under her. She had to 

use the support of the wall to keep  from a full collapse. She now remembered where she had 

seen the strange yet all too familiar man from early.  

 Working for Frank Marmmot was a great opportunity. He was a successful defense 

attorney who had connections to some of the most prominent people in law. However, that didn’t 

mean she always believed in what he did. Sometimes, she likened Mr. Marmmot to the 

ambulance chasers who had billboards advertising “Your third DUI? Don’t let it ruin your life! 

Let me help” then a number, a name, and a picture with a cheesy grin. And some of his clients 

terrified her: such as the one standing in his office right now. Nate? No, that wasn’t it. Nathanial. 

Nathanial Lupus.  

Nathanial Lupus: one of the scariest men she had ever met, and she had only ran into him 

once. She had been in such a hurry doing one thing or another for Mr. Marmmot that she wasn’t 

paying attention to where she was going, and she literally ran into Nathanial Lupus. Her face was 

buried in his chest, and she felt big hands on her arms. They were still gripping her when she 
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pulled back. She looked up and saw what she could only describe as a sadistic grin in a slightly 

pock-marked face half hidden by black facial hair. She was so relieved when Mr. Marmmot 

beckoned Nathanial to his office, that she only barely registered the slight smile on Mr. 

Marmmot’s face. But Nathanial’s grin made her squirm in her own skin, like eight legged bugs 

crawling up her spine, and no matter how she tried she couldn’t get them off. After that, she 

made sure she was hidden away whenever he had appointments at the firm. She didn’t care that 

he was only an “alleged” something or other. She didn’t care that he was innocent until proven 

guilty. She didn’t care.  He produced a terror in her that froze her marrow.   

 Cheryl ran to the bathroom. She had never considered herself a weak person, one easily 

frightened, until she found herself sitting on the bathroom floor having just vomited up her 

breakfast from the sheer terror of her realization. Upon considering the ramifications . . . up came 

what was left of her coffee and fruit parfait . . . her situation was dire. Why would Nathanial 

Lupus be following her? Was it even him following her? But she couldn’t sit on the bathroom 

floor all morning. Breathe. Breathe. A.  B. C. D. . . . she continued to go through her ABCs as a 

learning child would. It was a technique she taught herself her Junior year of undergraduate work 

when she had overloaded herself with a double major, extracurricular activities, and a paying 

job. The stress started to cause panic attacks and focusing on the alphabet helped calm her. She 

thrived on stress, but at times it would control her when she lacked the strength to control it.  

After picking herself off the bathroom floor, she peered out the door like a child afraid of the 

boogie monster and almost ran to her cubicle. She was almost there when Mr. Marmott called 

her name.  

 tt, could you please come to my office for a moment?” She paused, she 

didn’t want to go, but she was Mr. Marmmot’s intern, and she couldn’t say no. She took a deep 
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breath, steeled herself for the encounter, and with a purposeful step walked into Frank 

Marmmot’s office and came face to face with Nathanial Lupus. 

Nathanial Lupus. We are currently defending him for stalking charges. Charges which are 

absolutely ludicrous. I would like you to become familiar with his file and assist me with his 

defense.” For the first time that she could remember, Cheryl was speechless, too surprised to 

 

 Praying that the Wizard of Oz would give her courage, she said, “Yes, Mr. Marmmot. 

Nice to meet you Mr. Lupus,” she avoided shaking his hand for fear he would feel the tremor. 

“May I ask why you are choosing me? I mean, I’m honored,” not at all, “but I have never 

assisted on a case before.” 

 

too difficult, I think it would be a good chance for you to get your feet wet in the actual 

practicing part of practicing law.” 

 “Thank you, Mr. Marmmot. I’ll become familiar with his case right away.” Through the 

whole conversation, she could feel Nathanial Lupus’ eyes on her and by the end, she felt as 

naked as a new born baby – and as helpless. At the same time, she felt fairly certain she detected 

an amused look on Mr. Marmmot’s face, but she was too frazzled by Nathanial’s presence to 

fully comprehend anything else, and the fleeting thought slipped away before it had fully 

registered.  

***** 

It had been a long day, and every time she thought of working with and defending 

Nathanial Lupus, she felt her stomach turn.  But the work day was over. Clay had called at lunch, 
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and she had just enough time to grab a cup of coffee with him before her shift with Meals on 

Wheels.  

 Seeing him through the café window, was like seeing her own personal archangel. Relief 

washed over her. The day didn’t seem quite so bad after all. He was still wearing his woodsman 

persona, and something about the homespun look of it, and him in it, gave her comfort.“Hey, 

Lumberjack, long time no see.” Cheryl said with a smile as she approached the table he had 

saved for them. 

 “Hey, Little Red. It’s never too soon to see you again,” he said flirtatiously. Then with a 

hint of concern, “You doing ok, sweetie? You sounded a little haggard earlier.” 

“Yeah, just working for this defense attorney, sometimes you run into some . . . unsavory 

sorts. No biggie. I just overreacted.” She so desperately wanted to tell him about Nathanial 

Lupus, but she didn’t have the time or energy for the overprotective reaction he would give. Ever 

since she had been mugged outside of his bar by a couple of transvestites who only wanted her 

purse and in no way hurt her, he feared for her safety too much. Most times she was grateful, but 

sometimes it could be overbearing. And she didn’t want him giving up his night off to tag along 

out of sheer worry.  Besides, maybe she was overreacting. Maybe it hadn’t been Lupus. Maybe 

she wasn’t even being followed after all. She tried to convince herself but didn’t quite succeed.     

Inane chitchat followed since she couldn’t bring herself to tell him the truth, but couldn’t 

think of anything else. When she was about to leave for Meals on Wheels, her mother’s cautious, 

bordering-on-paranoid, nature propelled Cheryl to take a precaution she normally wouldn’t have.  

 “Clay, about tonight, I might be late with Donna, but do you think we can meet up after?” 

 “Yeah, sure. What time do you think?” 
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 “I’m really not sure. Donna really likes this weekly visit and even stays up past her 

bedtime to keep me around. How about I call you, but if you haven’t heard from me by say . . . 

9:30 or 10:00 – you call me? I will definitely answer, ok?”  

 “Sound’s good. You sure you’re ok? You look a little pale. I can come with you if you 

want? Donna liked me when I went with you before and the others tolerated me. Well, except 

that old man who I think has a crush on you.” 

 “Very funny.” Cheryl could sense he was worried even under his easy façade, but 

appreciated his smile and concern just the same. “I’m fine. Really. Just . . . just don’t forget 

about me tonight, ok?” Cheryl knew she was going overboard, but knowing someone would be 

expecting her made her feel a little better.  

***** 

Clay was right. Thomas did have a crush on her. Good thing he was 90, wheelchair 

bound, and harmless. It made her laugh as she headed out of the city to Donna’s house.  

Technically, Donna was no longer on Cheryl’s meal route, but Cheryl couldn’t abandon her 

surrogate grandmother, and the Meals on Wheels people were still willing to provide the meal 

and let her take the van out there. Donna lived in one of the old houses that could still be 

considered a cottage on the outskirts of the city. Cheryl worried about her because there were no 

close neighbors but felt better ever since she had convinced Donna to get a Life Alert necklace.  

Cheryl was feeling a little silly about her last comment to Clay. Her Meals on Wheels 

shift was as mundane as any other week, and she couldn’t believe she had acted so fearful. After 

all, she may be small at just shy of 5’3 and 105 pounds but she wasn’t helpless and she wasn’t 

easily frightened. She often took her aggression and stress out on a punching bag, and as an avid 

runner, she knew she could outrun almost anyone or anything.  
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She liked the drive to Donna’s and the further she got from the city, the more peaceful 

she felt. She didn’t even hesitate when she got out of the van in the darkened driveway – which 

was odd because Donna always left the light on. But who could blame an 87 year old woman for 

forgetting a light? 

Cheryl could see a light on in the back of the house, probably the kitchen. Knowing 

Donna, she was probably making tea for Cheryl’s expected arrival. Maybe that’s why she wasn’t 

responding to Cheryl’s persistent knocking. When Cheryl had convinced Donna to get Life 

Alert, Donna had also given her a key to the house. Cheryl was the closest thing to family Donna 

had in the state. But Cheryl didn’t like the idea of letting herself in. It felt like invading Donna’s 

privacy, and she didn’t want to give her a heart attack with the surprise. But Cheryl knew Donna 

would be home, after all they had a 7:30 date every Wednesday night, so she let herself in.  

With the soft crunch of Styrofoam and crinkle of tin foil, the prepared meal hit the floor. 

The tea pot was whistling, and Donna was lying on her side on the linoleum floor. Cheryl ran to 

her, praying that she wasn’t too late. She had lost “customers” before.  But Donna, she was 

special. Donna was the only grandmother she had ever known. “Please God. Please God, let her 

be ok. Let me be in time,” Cheryl begged aloud as she leaned over Donna to activate the Life 

Alert and check for a pulse. But the Life Alert wasn’t around her neck. Cheryl ran to the phone. 

It was dead. She ran back to Donna. There was no pulse. She turned her on her back to start 

CPR. Oh my God, the blood. Cheryl thought that it was from hitting her head when she 

collapsed, but there was so much blood. Cheryl ran to her bag, which had been dropped with the 

food, for her cell phone. She heard the step behind her even before she had time to hit 9. Nathan . 

. . then her world went black.  

***** 
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Cheryl woke up to a blurry world. For a minute, Cheryl couldn’t remember what 

happened or where she was. She shook her head to clear away the fog and felt an agonizing pain 

for her efforts, and then it all came flooding back. When she tried to feel the back of her head, 

where the searing pain seemed to come from, she realized, with a gut wrenching fear, that her 

hands and legs were immobilized. As her world began to clear, she saw that she had been 

stripped down to her bra and panties and was tied, ankles and wrists, to one of Donna’s dining 

chairs. And as clarity returned to her consciousness, understanding filled her with dread. She 

hadn’t been stupid. She had been followed. She should have taken more precautions. She should 

have told someone, Clay or Mr. Marmmot, about her fear that Nathanial Lupus had been 

following her.  

A sudden clarity hit her: her first “run in” with Nathanial Lupus in the office wasn’t the 

first time she had seen him. He had been shadowing her for weeks maybe months, but, until now, 

he was always just another face among so many New York strangers. No wonder he knew she 

would be here. In any crime show, the first to die were the obsessively habitual. She gently 

shook her head again to regain reality. This wasn’t a crime show. This was real life. Her life. Her 

nightmare. And she was going to die. The thought came unbidden to her. And for the second 

time that day, Cheryl realized that she wasn’t as strong as she once thought. Fear had a strangle 

hold on her. As she lost feeling in her hands and feet, she tried to will the same numbness for her 

mind, but even that minute strength deserted her. 

“Good even .” For a brief moment, 

confusion overcame fear. She knew this voice. And it wasn’t the voice of Nathanial Lupus. 

There was enough light coming from the kitchen for her to see a 5’8 silhouette of a medium built 

man. She knew this silhouette. She saw it every day at Marmmot brother’s law firm. It was Frank 

Marmmot, the defense attorney she had been interning with for the last few months. “Your 
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made her more fearful than the cruelty she had expected from Nathanial. “Since we are in a less 

formal setting, may I call you Cheryl? . . . I will take your silence as assent.”  

“Mr. Marmmot?” 

“Oh no, that won’t do. If I am going to call you Cheryl, you must call me Frank.” 

Ignoring her silence, he said, “Do you realize how beautiful you are, Cheryl? When you applied 

for an internship in my office, I wanted to say yes before I had even seen your resume. Your first 

day on the job? I was ready to take you then and there. But prudence and patience have always 

been special talents of mine.”  Far more abruptly than Cheryl was prepared for, his nauseating 

politeness turned to darkness, “You are hardly my first, Cheryl.” The laughter that escaped him 

caused Cheryl’s bladder to release.  

 “But, Nathanial . . . ?” 

“Oh, my dear beautiful Nathanial, he is the only consensual partner who can withstand 

my darker desires. And he is as loyal as a puppy. He is my surveillance, the reason I knew you 

would be here tonight.  However, it was unfortunate that you recognized him today.” Epiphany 

blindsided Cheryl. “I see you understand, my dear,” Frank answered with a sickening sweetness, 

“Nathanial mentioned that you may have recognized him. I needed to know, and your pallor and 

demeanor made it clear that you had. But you have me going off on tangents.”   

Cheryl closed her eyes and prayed. Please God, make me numb, make my mind numb, 

make my body numb. Please God. Cheryl continued to beg God for help because the look on 

Frank’s face let her know that it would be fruitless to beg him. Then a white hot pain snapped her 

back to reality. The water Donna had been brewing for tea had just been poured over Cheryl’s 

stomach and thighs to mix with the urine she was sitting in. The scalding heat let her know that 

not much time had passed. Clay would not be expecting her or calling anytime soon.  
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Clay. Cheryl had lived a full life, conquering every goal she set for herself. Clay would 

be her only regret. She loved him and more amazingly knew he loved her. She finally understood 

that is why he never strayed beyond friendship. He loved her enough to give her what he thought 

she wanted: a friend not a lover. How wrong he was. How wrong she had been. Clay. 

“Come back to me, Cheryl.” A belt snapping-like sound resounded as Frank hit her 

across the face with an open palm. “You must be a part of my fun.” With her second abrupt 

return to reality, she felt every burnt and flaming cell. Her face was wet with tears and snot, but 

despite the weakness shown on her face, Cheryl realized she was stronger than she thought: he 

wanted her to beg, to play along, to be his victim, to scream, but she wasn’t going to.  

Long ago, Cheryl had begun to see God in the little things. She may have to endure the 

pain with both her mind and body, but she knew she had the strength to withstand it in silence. If 

she didn’t play, perhaps the lack of joy would lessen the abuse, she hoped. Thank you, God. And 

a faint smile haunted her cracked and bleeding lips.  

The silence and the smile infuriated Frank. The torture increased: brass knuckles, more 

hot water, a silk tie around her throat, and smelling salts for when she lost consciousness. Her 

plan backfired, but now Cheryl hoped that by trying to elicit a scream, Frank would keep her 

alive long enough for Clay to remember her. But soon, Cheryl realized worse was to follow: this 

was only foreplay.   

 She didn’t know how far into the night they were when she awoke from the last bout of 

beatings no longer tied to the chair but prone on the floor, naked. How long had it been? Had it 

been long enough for Clay to wonder? Would he remember his promise? Did it even matter 

anymore?  A new kind of torturous foreplay began. She had endured the physical, psychological, 

and sexual torture in silence, but strength abandoned her when Frank finally raped her. She 

couldn’t help but scream and that made him smile. But a new strength took its place, and she 
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fought for her life. Kicking and scratching and biting with what strength she could muster. But 

that just seemed to rejuvenate him, and he raped her that much harder, before collapsing on her 

in exhaustion. 

***** 

In the distance, Cheryl thought she heard thunder and the splintering of wood, or maybe 

it was just in her head. And then, Frank’s sweaty body was pulled off her, and she heard a thud 

and a crack. The same crack as when her head hit the floor earlier. But it wasn’t her head this 

time. There was another thud and another, some scuffling, a scream – but not her scream. More 

wood splintering, and finally a car backfiring. Cheryl didn’t know if it was real. She had no 

reality left. It all sounded so faint and far away as a gentle warm darkness began to consume her.  

“Cheryl? Sweetie? Come on baby, answer me. Wake up. Please, Cheryl, wake up. Come 

back to me.” The darkness was so welcoming, but the voice was even more so. So she fought her 

way back to reality and prayed the voice was not a dream.   

“Clay?” It came out as barely a whisper, and she didn’t recognize the voice. She tried to 

open her eyes, but they felt glued shut. She could just barely see a hint of flannel in the slit her 

eye allowed her.  

“It’s me. I’m here sweetie. The ambulance is on its way. Hold on to me, baby. Don’t let 

go. Stay with me, ok? Stay with me.”  

“Don’t let go.” Those three words were her promise and her plea.  

“I will never ever let you go again.” 

***** 

 Cheryl no longer considered herself strong. In fact, she now embraced weakness as an 

essential part of her nature – one that would keep her safe. Strength, physical or mental, hadn’t 

helped her one bit while she suffered through Frank’s torture, it only made it worse. She wasn’t 
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proud of it, but she accepted it. She had been in a medically induced coma during Donna’s 

funeral. The doctors said she should not have survived, but a scientist would never admit to a 

miracle, so they called her a medical anomaly – a strong person: irony at its best. She had been 

home from the hospital for two weeks now. And she hadn’t left her house for two weeks, not 

even to visit Donna’s grave. She wasn’t strong. 

 The “car-backfiring” she had heard at the cottage was actually Clay shooting Frank with 

a concealed weapon she didn’t even know he carried. Nathanial Lupus, however, was a key 

factor as to why Cheryl had yet to leave her house. After the “incident” many of Frank’s crimes 

came to light. According to Nathanial’s new slimy defense attorney, his only crime was some 

minor stalking.  The attorney was also claiming that Nathanial was also a victim. Nathanial was 

out in the world on bail, and as long as he remained there, Cheryl would remain inside. She soon 

realized that in a city like New York, and an age of technology, she could get everything she ever 

needed and most things she wanted without stepping out her front door.  

 Captain Morgan and Captain Mal Reynolds were her constant companions. And Clay 

kept his promise. He went out into the world, but he always came back. He never let go. He kept 

her demons at bay, held her through the nightmares, and let her sleep with the lights on. Sex 

wasn’t an issue. She thought she would never have sex again, and Clay never even tried. In fact, 

they were still really no more than friends, yet so much more than friends – he was her saving 

grace. The reason she lived. The reason she didn’t try to finish what Frank started. Every day 

was a battle. Every day she had to choose between life and death. Cay had slain the dragon, the 

wolf, the monster, but the she was still being devoured from within. It was a battle only she 

could fight, but every day, as her body healed her will weakened. She definitely wasn’t strong. 

But Clay was, and he was willing to share. But she knew it wouldn’t always be enough.  

***** 
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 Four more weeks passed, and she still couldn’t leave her home. Clay still came and 

stayed. He tried to get her out of the house, to a therapist or even the sidewalk, but he never 

pushed. Even the despair evident on his face, couldn’t get her out of the house. He wasn’t the 

fun-loving Clay he once was, and it was her fault. And looking in the mirror, she definitely 

wasn’t the Cheryl she once was. She couldn’t even recognize herself: her flaming hair framed a 

face that was white and gaunt. The bruises and burns were still healing even after nearly two 

months – so her face, and the rest of her body, looked like a post modern painting of random 

colorful splotches. But it was more than that. Cheryl was missing. The woman in the mirror was 

a stranger.  

 Cheryl had once seen God in the little things. She once had the strength to remain silent 

then she found the strength to fight when there was no hope. Now she prayed just for the strength 

to open the front door. God, can you please just let me open the front door? She knew she 

couldn’t remain inside forever. What was the point of being alive if she refused to live? She was 

doing this for Clay, for a life with Clay. And she was doing it for Donna. She was doing this for 

Nathanial Lupus and Frank Marmmot – they weren’t going to win, not now. And most 

importantly she was doing this for a woman who once existed. She was doing this for this for 

herself. And she was doing this for a life she once wanted. She had always conquered her goals – 

she would conquer this one as well. She wasn’t strong, but maybe she could be. She couldn’t rely 

on Clay’s strength forever. And no matter how much she wanted his help, for him to just open 

the door for her, she knew to truly heal she had to do this without him. She had to open the door 

by herself.  

 Her hands braced on either wall. A run to the bathroom to be sick. One step then another.  

Oh God, how she wanted Clay.  Her hand was now on the door knob. Could she open it? Yes she 

could! It seemed like a lifetime before she heard the “click” that indicated the door was 
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technically open. And another lifetime before daylight seeped in through the smallest of cracks. 

God, HELP!  

***** 

 If you are always looking for God in the big things, you may never see him for he is in 

the little things. That is what Cheryl believed as she sat on the front porch with her back against 

the door and a baseball bat gripped in her hand contemplating a future that could now exist. 

 The porch was goal number one and it had been conquered. Donna’s grave was goal 

number two, and it didn’t matter how long it took, she would get there. And goal number three, 

probably years off, but goal number three: to become the most lethal prosecuting attorney the 

world had ever encountered. And through goals one, two, and three, there was Clay. For the first 

time in two months, a smile once again visited her lips which turned into a laugh that let the 

making her look like an all consuming fire. The ghosts of wolves and monsters were still in the 

dark corners, but now they were hiding from her, for fear that they would soon be devoured.  

***** 

“You know the tale of poor Little Red Riding-Hood, that the wolf deceived and devoured, with her cake, 

her little butter can, and her grandmother. Well, the true story happened quite differently, as we know 

now. . . . it was not she, nor the good grand-dame, but the wicked wolf who was, in the end, caught and 

devoured.” – Charles Marelles 

 
 


