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The woman’s prison was high above the city streets in a two-story apartment behind glass doors. She had tried unsuccessfully to break through the glass. Her fist and finger marks smudged the glass doors and pieces of furniture littered the ground from her attempts to use them to escape. She was as scared as a trapped animal, her eyes wild. A primal fear resonated from the oldest parts of her brain, recoiling in horror from the betrayal. Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath. Her elegant red evening dress and perfect up-do were now disheveled. The mascara around her eyes spilled down her face in long tributaries. 
As she struggled, she listened to a voice talking loudly over speakers. The deep, penetrating voice filled the room from corner to corner and reverberated in her brain. She was physically exhausted as she collapsed onto a couch, staring through the large, glass doors in disbelief at the man she’d trusted, the man she’d loved.
David Masters passed back and forth several feet back from the glass doors. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her. What had gone wrong? I had this all planned out—a beautiful dinner that I had prepared. She had come over in that gorgeous red dress, her hair all done up, and now look at her. I can't even look at her, at least not right now.
I shouldn’t have done it but what choice did I have? She was going to run. It was for her protection. The secret she held could be a death sentence. Now that the cat was out of the bag, she would be forced to make the most important decision of her life.
I should have taken into consideration that she would react this way. To have her locked up like an animal was not what I had in mind. I love her and I hope after tonight she will still love me.
He had ignored her questions, afraid that by the end of the night, she wouldn’t want anything to do with him. It was the thought pained him the most.
What if she makes the wrong decision? I can't bear to think what I might have to do.

David listened to his voice over the speakers, glancing down at his ash hardwood floors. He knew he had lied to her. Their whole relationship had been based on a lie. Will she trust me after this? She had wanted to know why I always had a wall up. Now she’s finding out.
David looked up from the floor to his captive, their eyes meeting for a brief moment, a moment that agonized them both. She quickly looked away, her eyes mixed with sadness and fear.
Of all the looks she could have given me, she had to look at me with fear and betrayal. Any other look I could deal with. David turned his head away, gazing around his apartment, his eyes dull from the depression that had set in.
He had wanted to spend his life with her she had touched his cold heart. It had been a long time since he had loved someone as much as he loved her and he knew from past history the possible dangers for any women that came into his life. 

 Now all he could do was play the story that he had recorded for her, the story he wanted to play after dinner over wine and a relaxed setting. Now she was forced to listen to it behind locked doors. 
*   *   *


David had not fallen in love often; love was a rare emotion, hazardous for him and the ones he had fallen in love with. This was one of the reasons he had fretted over telling her the truth. How would she handle it? What would her answer be? Was he prepared for any of the possible answers to the question he would pose to her? These thoughts had crested and fallen as they had ridden through his mind like a roller coaster without brakes.


It made him sick to think he could lose her, but what choice did he have? She had fallen for him as he for her, but as their relationship had blossomed, she had grown suspicious of him. She had known something was going on inside of him, that he was hiding something. She hadn’t pushed it at first. She had told him that he would have to let her in, to drop those walls that he had so stubbornly put up. As time had moved on, she had pushed and probed. She had wanted to know. 


This night was bound to happen, the night she would come over and he would tell her what she thought she wanted to know. He had been stalling for some time. She had come from a simple background, a girl who had traveled to this city to escape the mundane life of her small hometown. David loved her small town feel. He could relate to her even though he had lived a city life for quite some time.  


He was like a teenager with his first love, swooning at the thought of her and then admonishing himself for doing so. He couldn’t help it; there was something about her that unlocked his chained and tormented heart.






*   *   *


 
She looked at David with betrayed eyes, her hands between her legs as if she had been violated. David thought back to how his plan had backfired. He put his hand on his shaved head. The plan should have worked.


David had planned a nice romantic dinner for her in his apartment. She hadn’t known that David lived in such a lavish place. There was plenty of David’s life that he had kept from her, but tonight he had been determined she would know the real David Masters. 


David had portrayed himself to her as a middle-class worker when they had first met, so when she had first arrived, he didn’t tell her that it was his place. David had conspired with the doorman and the security guard to play along that his place was a fine dining restaurant.


The security for David’s apartment had been deactivated so that she could get to the 24th floor unimpeded. He had deactivated the retina scan also and left the front door unlocked. The dining room table was set with two filled glasses of Dom. Romane Conti 1997. The smell of berries and spices emanated from the glasses. David stood waiting for his woman to arrive. An unsure tap on the door alerted David of her arrival. He walked casually to the door to let her in. 

“Hi, hun. You look beautiful. Come on in.” David gave her a kiss while gently touching her hair.
“David this place looks beautiful. How could you ever afford this?”
He waved off the question.
“No need to worry about that. Come over here.” He escorted her to his dining table. “Here you go,” he said as he handed her a glass of his finest wine.


She looked around David's apartment, amazed at its elegance, before reaching for the glass of wine. “Where are the cooks?” she asked.
“I am the cook, waiter, and hostess. Please have a seat.” David pulled out a chair and extended his hand for her to have a seat.
She gave David a broad smile before brushing his lips with a kiss. “This is so beautiful, love. Thank you,” she said as she took her seat.
David took a seat across from her at the table. They both stared at each other romantically before David broke the silence. “You remember how you always chided me that I always have my wall up?”
“Yes, why do you ask?”
For a moment, David became nervous. “Well tonight I am going to tell you why I have my wall up. I am ready to let you in, love. I mean fully let you in.” David's unblinking eyes gazed at hers.
She beamed at him, anxiously awaiting his revelation.
“I love you, David Masters.”
David smiled back at her. His enthusiasm did not match hers. His nerves gripped him, anxiety sending his stomach into somersaults.
“You remember the first time we met?” David asked.
“The train station,” she replied with a smile.
He knew she thought it had been a random meeting, but David had gone on to tell her otherwise.
He had not told her the real reason he had been at the train station because even he had known that it would not have gone over well and he hadn’t wanted her to see him in a negative light. He had told her that he had been taking the train home from work, the same thing he had told her the first time they had met.
*   *   *

David scanned the subway station with a hunter’s eyes. He preferred remote areas with minimal foot traffic beyond the boundaries of his own home turf. That evening, he had gone to the east side of town and had positioned himself within easy reach of the subway entrance. It was a late Wednesday night, around ten-thirty, and most people had already gone home from work.
David was in search for undesirables, his preferred prey. He had followed the two men from the corner store where they had knocked out the cashier for a case of beer and a quick thirty bucks. They entered the subway station, laughing at their conquest and completely unaware of the hunter that followed them. David was careful not to arouse attention; if he did he would have to call off his pursuit.
One of the men was in his early- to mid-twenties. He was of medium height and build wearing jeans with a large shirt that hung past his waist. The lack of emotion in his eyes was evident to Diego.
The second man was a bit older and appeared to be in his early thirties. He was short, smaller than the younger robber, but more competent in his actions. He directed the younger one with hand gestures and furtive looks to be less conspicuous. He made sure that the younger one noticed the security cameras and the male police officer flirting with a young, unattractive woman in the ticket both. David knew the older one was the ringleader.
Even though the subway station was sparsely populated he didn’t see an opportunity to make his move. David walked right past the security camera’s knowing he would not be seen. He moved in and out of the poorly lit spots casting no shadow never taking his eyes of his prey. David moved to the corner of the platform where the Fluorescent light barely penetrated. He stood still his breath controlled as he peered out of the darkness. There was a young woman reading papers and an older gentlemen sitting on the bench further down from her. A young couple stood at the other end of the platform. There were a few other people waiting to depart or just loitering.


David studied the layout of the train station and surveyed the passengers to assess their threat level. He needed to make sure that he was not being followed. Sometimes the hunter can also be hunted, he would say. Seeing that the passengers were not like him, he turned his attention to the young woman engulfed in her own thoughts and papers. Her unique energy caught David's attention, but her beauty held him captive. His pulse quickened.


That's a strange energy vibe. She seems so out of place here.

To David, she looked like a Rembrandt painting hanging in the middle of a whorehouse. The dichotomy stopped him in his tracks. He shook his head to clear his thoughts, and then looked for the robbers who had moved closer to the train platform.
David kept out of the two men's sight by hiding in the shadows behind a pillar. None of the train patrons, the ticket lady, or the police officer had noticed David enter. He watched as the two men surveyed the platform and saw their attention drift toward the young woman who was engrossed in her work papers. The older man indicated his selection to his companion with an evil grin and a tilt of his head in her direction.  David's eyes grew colder as he stared at the two men. This woman they were going to assault touched an emotion in David that baffled him. He did not know this woman and, although he did prey on dredges of society, he would not normally risk exposure to protect the innocent.
I can’t let them hurt her. I just can’t.
When the train arrived, the woman boarded the compartment nearest to her. The two men followed, getting on the train car to the left of hers.
David entered the tracks, passing another set of security cameras. He moved within the shadows along the stained tile wall on the other side of the train and then jumped up onto the piece that connects the trains together. David then entered the train car next to the woman's.

The train was mostly empty, especially at this time at night. David stood alone. He could see through the window of the sliding door that the woman was sitting, once more engrossed in her work. The older man that had been sitting on the bench waiting for the train was now at the far end of the same car as the woman. The train left the station and began to pick up speed. The chug of the engine and grate of metal on metal filled his ears. The occasional violent sway of the train did not affect his balance as he focused.
David watched as the two thugs tried to get the old man’s attention through the closed divider doors. They motioned to him to come through the doors, but the old man’s head shook in refusal.  A raised gun prompted his change of mind. 

David saw the old man get up, tapping his fingers together nervously as he crossed the threshold to the next car. The woman didn’t notice his departure. David saw them escort the man through two more cars before they forced him to sit. He knew what was about to happen. The only thing that separated her from the two thugs was a car of empty seats. 
I have to act now.
David walked through the train doors and passed the woman. The woman casually looked up, giving David a smile he would remember, one that struck a chord with him.
She is beautiful.


He was not sure why but there was something about her that caused his heart to jump, his pulse quickening within his veins. David smiled back. He lingered against the wall, waiting for her to return to her reading before quickly moving to intercept the men that had just opened the door. At the sight of David, they pulled out their guns. They gave him the same gesture that they had given to the old man.
I will take pleasure in killing them.


The thought aroused David. Heat coursed through his body as a smirk graced his lips. “What's going on guys? I don't have much money…” David said in broken English, raising his arms. He knew that many considered foreigners more vulnerable and hoped to play on that misconception. 


“Shut the fuck up! Move it,” the older robber who went by the name One-Up said, pointing the gun at David's head.


The younger robber who went by the name Balls kept looking to see if anyone was watching. “Yo One-Up it looks clear.”


One-Up moved his gun away from David's head and stuck it into the small of David's back. “Move and don’t act like your deaf or something.”


David obliged by moving into the next car. He could have killed them right then and there, but wanted to protect the woman, not terrify her. The men followed behind, grumbling to each other. David noticed that the next train car was empty. He slowed as he neared the midpoint, prompting a poke in the back with the gun.
“What part of move you don't understand? Do you really not understand or are you just stupid. Damn foreigners,” One-Up said as he pressed the gun harder into David's back.
These idiots are amazing. They are about to rape that beautiful woman and they tell me I need to understand English better? Unreal.
Moving the gun back up to his head, they again ordered him into the next car. David stalled. The lights on the train flickered as the tunnel grew darker. He felt the train beneath him move sideways as it rounded a bend in the track. He waited until the train began to sway and when he saw the men's balance falter, he attacked.

With incredible speed he turned around grabbed the gun from One-Up and ejected the cartridge in front of his face. David tossed the gun and cartridge to the other end of the car. He eyed One-Up with contempt. One-Up tried to recover from the lost of his safety blanket. He feebly threw a punch at David which he easily deflected with a flick of the wrist. “Is that the best you can do One-Up? A very fitting name because your about to be One-Upped right here tonight.”


The two robbers stared at each for a moment, confused at the unsuspecting turn of events.

“Fuck you!” One-Up said as he threw another punch at David.


David grabbed him by the wrist and bent his up forcibly breaking his arm. One-Up screamed in agony as he stared at the bone in his arm protruding from his skin. David tossed him to the ground and set his eyes on Balls who was feebly pointing a gun at David.


“Shit,” Balls muttered.


David cocked his head and grinned showing his protruding fangs. “Balls looks like you need to grow a pair,” he said as he looked at the wet spot that was forming around Balls crouch. 


David immediately kicked the gun out of his hand and with one arm grabbed Balls by the throat and lifted him off the ground. His unflinching eyes bore into Balls. 

“Guess I’m not too stupid now, huh? So you were going to rape that girl, weren’t you? You filthy fucking pigs. Tonight your lives end.”


Balls clutched at David’s hand trying to pry himself free. Barely able to speak he uttered.

 “What the fuck are you—”
The snap of his broken neck finished his sentence. 

One-Up was slowly making his way to the other end of the train car trying to hold his disfigured arm.

“Where are you going? You did not think you were getting off that easily?” David said as he laughed.

One-Up looked over his back in fright. “Yo man leave me alone!” He continued towards the door when suddenly David stood in front of him. His sharp teeth showed as he grinned at One-Up.

David hit him in the chest with open palm driving him several feet backwards. One-Up collapsed to the floor and curled up into a fetal position. His whimpering turned into full blown cries. David calmly walked towards him as the train swayed back and forth. David bent over the dazed and confused would-be rapist, dragging him to the next empty train car by his hair, kicking and screaming.
“Yo, man. You got this all wrong. We were not going to harm that pretty young thing. Come on, man, just let me go,” he pleaded as blood dripped from his mouth.
David picked the man up as if he was a small child. He then took One-Up’s head and put it through the thick train window, severing it from his now limp body.
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David stood on the roof of a three story building in a rundown section of the city, the crescent moon above him and the dim yellow streetlights barely illuminating the dilapidated area. Dressed in all dark clothing, he walked back and forth along his rooftop perch. He was hungry and had a lot on his mind. It was a night he’d been planning for quite some time.


He peered down through hooded eyes, watching the pedestrian mill about as the traffic moved to a synchronized beat orchestrated by traffic lights. There were too many people around for his liking; he needed to find a more secluded area. He raised his eyes to scan the surrounding buildings. His eyes settled on the adjacent building that overlooked an alleyway. The alleyway was dark, lit only by the light of the moon. 

Perfect.


He quickly jumped to the next building, away from the illuminated street. David looked down the block where he could see the river glinting in the moonlight. It snaked its way around the city, surrounding it with its icy, dark arms, its peacefulness belying its deadliness. It was the meaning of that death that intrigued him the most. As he watched the water sparkle and twinkle with the reflection of the stars, his thoughts drifted to other times.

His life had been about to change. He had hoped that by morning, things would never be the same for him. He had agonized over how he would present the truth to the woman he loved. The anticipation of the dinner to come filled him with warmth and anticipation. Finally, she would know the truth and they could be together. His life would be complete.

A sudden movement in the alley behind the building interrupted his thoughts. David smiled. At last, his prey had arrived. 


In a city that had plenty of opportunities to kill, David always narrowed it down to one source. This time, it was the young man that stood below him. The teen crouched low, his hood over his head, baggy jeans falling low on his body and his sneakers made no sound as he ducked into the alleyway. 

That’s exactly what I am looking for.


The teen hid behind a dumpster away from the streetlights, the moonlight barely casting his shadow, filling the crevice between building and street. His hands moved to reveal an overturned a purse. He began rifling through the belongings.


David quietly descended from the building, his eyes cold and empty as he approached the man. His dark silhouette melted into the murky shadows of the alleyway. The thief, engrossed in his loot, did not hear or see David approach. He needed to draw him out from behind the dumpster. Stooping, he picked up an empty soda can and tossed it in front of him.


The thief peeked his head around the corner of the dumpster, gathering up those items he deemed valuable and putting them in his pocket. A gun emerged from his waistband as he walked toward the sound the soda can had made. 


David stood motionless in the shadows, quietly watching the man approach.


What is it about a gun that makes them think they’re so tough? David shook his head and smiled at this thug’s false bravado. That’s right, dirt bag. Move a little closer.


The thief stood in front of the soda can and scanned the alley to see who might have thrown it. He looked nervous, realizing for the first time that he was not alone. Turning toward David’s hiding place, he squinted into the darkness. When he sensed nothing, he turned his back.


Arms reached through the shadows, snapping the thief’s neck and dragging his body into the darkness without another sound.


 At least they won’t find his body until daytime. David bent his head to feast.
*   *   *

Unblinking, David stared at his girlfriend. There was no way he could tell her the truth leading up to the events on the train, nor could he tell her where he had been earlier that evening. Instead, he softened the edges and did his own version of a re-write, hoping she would understand. Obviously, he omitted that he had killed the two men on the train but in his haste to save face, he didn’t fully think his story through. He failed to take into account that the story had been covered on the local news stations.


She stared back at him, her eyes widening as she made the connection between him and the two men murdered on the train. “You killed those two men didn't you? At the very least you had something to do with their deaths. I can’t believe I didn’t put this together before,” she said as her voice began to quiver.


She stood up quickly, knocking over her glass of wine. Red wine stained the carpet, flowing through the fibers like blood at a murder scene. She began to back away, looking at him in disbelief, the shock and fear on her face reflecting her accusations. “This is what you have been hiding. This is what you didn’t want me to know. You're a killer! You murdered those two men!”
She knew that two men had been killed the night that she and David had been on the train. It had been all over the news; the news reporters morbidly fascinated by the graphic way the one man had lost his head. She had seen the police entering the train station as she had disembarked. But until now, she hadn’t put two and two together.
David stood up, surprised by her actions.
“I told you, I confronted those men because they were going to rape you,” David said, reaching for her. 
“Confronting people and killing them are two very different things. How could you possibly know they would rape me? Or are you just making that up so you can get close to me? You sick fucking bastard!”


David shook his head. “Hun, you have it all wrong. You have me all wrong.”
“Did you kill those two men?”


David paused. What the hell is going on here? He knew he had to tell her the truth.
“Yes, I did kill those two men, but I swear I did it for your protection,” David said as he moved closer to her.
She looked around frantically for something with which to defend herself. She picked up a steak knife that was on the dining room table, waving it frantically in David's face.

“Hun relax put the knife down. Please hear me out. I know how this might seem but I truly did this to protect you. I did not want you to know that I killed those pieces of shit. This is not what I have been hiding from you it’s something more profound. Allison you are my love, my true love you must believe that,” he said with outstretched arms. 
Her eyes welled up with tears. “I don’t believe you. None of this makes any sense. How could you do that?”
As David approached her, she moved back away pointing the steak knife at him.
David raised his hands up. “Allison I told you that those men were going to rape you. How could I possible know such things you ask? Well by the end of the night the answer will become evident.” David lowered his hands, his eyes never leaving Allison. 
She just shook her head in disbelief. Words were formless in her mouth as she tried to somehow explain the jumble in her head.  She backed away from him, tripping over the couch dropping the knife and hitting her head on the floor causing a slight cut above her eye. A think trickle of blood wound a river down her cheek.


David's pupils widened and then contracted at the sight of her blood. He reached down to help her, but she screamed as he got closer.
“Stay the fuck away!” she screamed as her voice returned.
She looked for the front door, screaming for him to get away from her. She got to her feet and stumbled toward the front door, scratching and slipping like a wild cornered animal. “Somebody help me! Please someone help me!” her anguished voice bounced off the walls and ricocheted through his head like an out of control super ball. She made it to the front of the door and managed to open it before David quickly pulled her back into his apartment, blocking the door.

“You don't have to fear me. Don’t you know I could never hurt you, hun?”
“Let me go, David. Please, just let me go.”
“I can't. You have to hear me out. There’s more you need to know. Please keep an open mind. I swear it’s not as bad as it seems.”
She stared at him in disbelief. As soon as the words left his mouth, she flew into hysterics. “Not as bad as it seems. What the fuck is wrong with you. You’re crazy I should have seen this coming. What are you going to do me?” Her voice quivered. “Please don’t hurt me. I thought you loved me how could you do this to me?” 
David picked her up and moved her away from the door, kicking it closed behind him. He lifted her up and held her close to his chest.


She pounded her arms feebly on his large chest. “David, please. Let me go.
David's heart was aching.
I love her so much and look how I am treating her. But I just have no other choice. She has to hear the story that I’ve prepared for her.
David’s reassurances poured out of him while she kicked and screamed in his arms. He was beginning to panic. His plan was going all wrong and she was acting so irrational. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do.

After a brief struggle, he felt her heart rate begin to drop. Finally, his words had hit home. Her slender body relaxed as she stopped kicking. He released his grip and put her down with her back facing him. “I am sorry. You have no idea how much this pains me.”

Her head hung low. She slowly turned around and lifted her head. Her eyes met David's briefly before she averted them back toward the ground. 
David reached out his arms. She turned her head away, stepping back from him and then quickly darting toward the door, trying to escape once again.
David reached her before she got there, grabbing her by her arm and then swinging her over his broad shoulders.

“David, you can’t keep me here. People know that I am here. Damn it, David, let me go!”

David knew that she was lying. No one would know she was there except the doorman. She was not the most outgoing. She kept her private life as private as she could. Her coworkers did not know she had a boyfriend.
As she struggled to free herself, his mind raced with possible solutions. He knew she was going to run again if he released her.
David walked past the kitchen with her screaming and swearing at him. He proceeded to the second bedroom, the one with a bed and reinforced, bulletproof glass as much of his apartment had.
This is the best place for her.

He walked up to a panel on the outside of the glass door and spoke into it. The glass door slid open. 

“You’re not putting me in there, David.”

David ignored her and laid her on the bed. He quickly retreated backward, not taking his eyes off of her. 

“Sorry, love. This is temporary. You just have to hear the story. I hope it explains a lot of things to you. I just can’t tell you in person.”


The glass door slid shut and locked as he passed through it. She sprang from the bed, realizing that she was trapped in the room. “David let me out of here! Let me out!” She pounded on the glass door begging for him to let her go.
David walked away. He couldn’t look her in the eyes.  Her screams shattered his heart as effectively as a grenade in his chest. What had he done?
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