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The lights from the Seven Eleven reflected in puddles of murky rainwater. At eleven 
o’clock at night, the parking area was deserted. Kevin stepped inside the store in search of 
something to eat while I waited in the car for him. 

My father's funeral had been that morning, and Kevin thought a night out would be the 
best way to take my mind off how he'd died. It hadn't helped. All I could think about was 
that I hadn't been able to say good-bye or tell him that I loved him. I couldn't even get drunk 
and forget about it, I couldn't pretend that I was okay and put on a happy face for the sake of 
Kevin and his friends. As a result we cut the night short, which irritated Kevin's friends and 
I was once again the party pooper. 

Kevin had been gone for what seemed like a few seconds when everything that I knew 
and trusted in my life changed forever. 

I was rudely distracted from my reverie by an annoying tapping on my window. I was 
about to hurl off a few choice words at the offending party, until I saw his face. My stomach 
churned, and my self-pity party transformed into a Stephen King novel. 

Yellow eyes stared back at me. Sharp, pointed teeth, filed into fangs, snarled. He 
shook my door handle. My heart rate jumped sky high. He was gone as fast as he’d 
appeared. 

I took a deep breath and looked around. No sign of him. I took another deep breath and 
breathed out slowly.

“What the hell was that?” I stammered.
I managed to get my heart rate down, but couldn’t quite get the hair on the back of my 

neck to go back to normal. My skin wouldn’t stop crawling. Goose bumps appeared on my 
skin and the smell of sulphur wafted up my nostrils. 

Something scraped the driver’s side of the car. I hoped it was Kevin returning with a 
strong drink: preferably a bottle of tequila. I turned to look and my heart sank. The scary-
looking man with fangs was back. Kevin had left the car unlocked. Panic gripped my 
palpitating heart. Who didn’t lock their car in Johannesburg? He shook the door. I leaned 
over the driver’s seat and slammed the lock down. The central locking did its job. Then he 
was gone again. 

“Breathe, just breathe.” I repeated it over and over again while I doubled over and put 
my head between my knees. I squeezed my eyes shut. He was playing games with me and I 
didn’t know the rules. I felt helpless. I wanted to scream, but fear had a strangle hold on my 
throat, silencing me. 

Tap tap.
I plugged my ears with my fingers. It wasn’t happening.
Tap tap.
Turning my head to the left, I opened one eye.
Glass shattered.
I screamed.
He pulled my hair. 
“Oh, god. Oh, god,” I moaned. I was about to be raped and murdered while I waited 

for Kevin to come out of the Seven Eleven.
“Babe, are you okay?” Kevin sat in the driver’s seat next to me, with a worried 
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expression on his face. “You were groaning.”
I looked around in shock. There was no sign of broken glass anywhere. All the 

windows were intact.
“Are you alright?” Kevin asked again.
“I’m fine.” 
“You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
“I’m fine.” I wasn't sure if what I'd seen had been real or imagined, but Kevin 

obviously wasn’t going to let it go. Not sure what to tell him, I decided to tell him a version 
of the truth. 

“Some drunk guy was messing around with me and gave me a bit of a fright. That’s 
all.” I didn't want Kevin to think I'd inherited my father's mental problems. According to my 
sister, my father had been rather irrational before his death. I thought it was more along the 
lines of being completely loony tunes. I was relieved that I hadn't been around to see him 
like that. At least I remembered him the way he was before our estrangement.

“Maybe we should call the cops or something?”
“What for?”
“I don’t know. Maybe to arrest him for being drunk and disorderly, or something.”
“Oh please. Like the cops are really going to give a damn about some guy banging on 

a girl’s window and giving her a fright. They’ve got bigger fish to fry.” I wanted to get out 
of there; the thought of hanging out in the parking lot a few hours for the cops to show up 
didn’t appeal to me in the slightest.

“This is true.”
“Besides I just want to go home and forget about everything.” I breathed out and took 

another deep breath. “I just want to curl up in your arms.”
“Now that’s a very good idea.”
“I thought you might think so.”
I let go of the breath I was holding, once I saw the deserted shopping complex slide by 

in the side view mirror. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t shake the feeling that 
someone was watching me. Rain started drizzling down as we drove away. Neon signs 
shimmered in the puddles.

*

The drive home was uneventful. A feeling stirred in my gut that wouldn’t go away. I 
ground my teeth and hoped that a night clinging to Kevin would drive out those dark 
shadows lurking in my mind.  

The electric gate screamed for more oil as it opened. I gripped Kevin’s leg a little 
harder than I’d intended. He winced from the pain, quickly removed my hand from his 
thigh, but held it tightly as we drove up the driveway. It was reassuring having him hold my 
hand like that. His touch made me feel safe. The gate slammed shut behind us. 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Kevin asked, not looking at me. “What with your dad 
and now that guy....” His fingers tapped on the steering wheel. He wasn’t very good with 
handling people who were a little upset. He liked it when things were nice and normal. As 
long as everything seemed to be smooth on the surface, he was happy. We came to a stop at 
the back of the main house and in front of my one-bedroomed cottage.

“I’m fine.” I got out of the car and closed the door a touch too hard.
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“Hey, my car didn’t do anything to you.”  
He loved his car. He spent hours primping and polishing it. His car was cleaner than he 

was most of the time. Sometimes I had the feeling that his car was more important than I 
was.

“I’m sorry, the handle slipped out of my hand.”  
He shook his head and locked the car with the remote and walked me to the door in 

silence. My hands shook as I tried to put the key inside the lock. 
“Are you cold?” Kevin asked as the key rattled against the brass door handle.
“No. Why?” I finally managed to fit the key in its hole and turned the lock.
“Because you’re shaking like a leaf.”
“Really? I hadn’t noticed.”
“For god’s sake, Sarah, stop pretending that you're okay. You're obviously not 

coping.”
“I'm handling it. I'm fine.” I couldn’t face the thought that Kevin may be right. Was I 

coping?
“Then why are you freaking out?”
“I’m not freaking out.” I refused to admit that I was bloody scared. “I need a drink, 

what about you?”
“Ja, sure, why not.”
I needed to forget the fear and the pain of my father’s death. I’d always been a 

supporter of the ‘fake it till you make it’ club. If it meant faking being a sex kitten to get 
through the night, then that’s what I would do. I left him standing at my front door and 
sauntered off into my kitchenette. I had an over-sized fridge I’d inherited from my sister. 
There wasn’t space for a proper oven in the kitchen; instead I had a microwave and a 
hotplate on the only counter. Despite the cramped space, it was done tastefully. The 
cupboards were dark wood with silver handles and the counter tops had a black marble 
finish. 

I opened the ancient fridge and took out a half-full bottle of wine that Kevin and I had 
opened a few nights previously. Before my life changed, forever. I felt him come up behind 
me. His hand snaked its way up and under my tight black camisole. His lips caressed my 
neck and found their way to my ear lobes. He nibbled the lobes gently. I gasped. His hand 
gripped my breast: fingernails bit into my flesh. He was breathing hard. I slammed the 
fridge door closed and turned into his embrace. My lips found his as he pushed me back, 
hard against the fridge. I managed to keep a tight hold of the bottle. Pushing him away, I 
took a swig of wine and handed it to him. While he drank, I pulled the camisole over my 
head. His eyes watched me as he took another drink. I played with my nipples and then slid 
my left hand down slowly, towards my crotch. He liked to watch. He put the wine bottle on 
the counter and then kissed me hard. I pushed him against the wall and pulled away from 
him. Undoing the top button of my jeans, my fingers found their way down. I pulled my 
hand back out and let him lick the juices from my fingertips.

I turned and walked towards the bedroom. I heard his shoes tapping on the tiles as he 
followed me. I knew Kevin would drive the fear and pain I felt, deep in my bones, out of my 
body. I surrendered every inch of me. 

  
*
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Kevin watched as Sarah’s chest rose and fell with her every breath. He had places to 
go and another girl to do. He checked his watch and swore under his breath when he 
realised that he would be late. Switching his phone back on, he checked for messages. She 
hadn’t called. Sarah was the one who called. Denise never did. Sarah needed and wanted 
him, especially now, but it was Denise who drove him wild. She didn’t care if he called her 
or not. It made her even sexier. He was never sure of her, but he knew exactly where he 
stood with Sarah, which made it all too easy.

He climbed out of bed, trying not to wake her and put his clothes on. He hated 
sneaking out, but he wanted to avoid seeing the hurt look on Sarah’s face. He also didn’t 
feel like answering any questions.

The remote Sarah gave him came in handy as he drove out the gate. Denise didn’t live 
far, which was lucky for him. Hopefully he wasn’t too late. He sped down the road driving 
straight over some of the traffic circles. 

Denise’s complex was on a corner in Rugby Street. It only took him five minutes to 
get there. There were advantages to seeing two girls who lived so close to each other. There 
were also disadvantages, but the pros outweighed the cons. Luckily Denise didn’t seem to 
have any problems with his relationship with Sarah, though he knew that Sarah wouldn’t 
feel the same way. She had told him once, when he’d suggested a threesome, that she didn’t 
share her toys. That had put an end to his idea of having both Sarah and Denise in the same 
bed together. It would have been extremely cool. But maybe it could still happen if he 
played his cards right.

He pushed the button on the complex intercom for Denise’s place and waited. It was a 
few minutes past two in the morning. A man’s voice answered which was a surprise. He 
hadn’t been expecting that. There was a bit of a commotion. It sounded like two people 
kissing and then he heard Denise telling someone to go back to bed and wait.

“Hello,” Denise sounded husky.
“Hey, you. I’m sorry I’m late.”
“Late?” she sounded confused. “Did we have plans?”
“Ja.” It was now Kevin’s turn to sound confused. “I said I’d come by after I’d ditched 

Sarah.”  
“Oh.” There was a pause, some more commotion and then Denise giggled. “Well, I 

made other plans.”
“Oh.”
“Goodnight.”
The intercom went off. Kevin stood outside the gate, and listened to the sound of his 

car engine, wanting Denise more than he’d ever wanted her before. 

*

Denise smiled. It was a beautiful smile. Carol's heart stopped when she looked like 
that. She watched as Denise put the handset for the intercom back in its cradle.

“And?” Carol asked.
“Things are looking good,” Denise said as she stroked Carol's face.
“Ladies,” some guy Denise had picked up a few days earlier, called from the bedroom.
“How much longer are we keeping this idiot?” Carol asked.
“Would you keep your voice down?” Denise said.
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“I'm waiting,” the idiot shouted.
“In a minute,” Carol shouted back.
“He goes tonight.” Denise kissed her slowly. “I promise.”
“Good.”
“Kevin's ready for us,” Denise said between kisses. “But are you ready?”
“I think so.” Carol's voice sounded unsure in her own ears. 
“That's not good enough.”
“I will be,” Carol sighed. “I promise.”

*
  

Carol sat on the old leather couch. Her new psychiatrist stank of Old Spice. She hated 
the smell. The thought of ripping his throat out appealed to her. It made her smile.

“Tell me about Dr. Phillips,” the new doctor said.
“What's to tell?” she said. “He couldn't keep his dick in his pants.”
“And now he's losing his license to practice,” he said.
“I guess he won't be screwing another patient then, will he,” she smirked.
“And how does that make you feel?”
She hated it when they asked that question. They didn't care how she felt. The only 

reason they asked was because they didn't know what else to say. 
His pen scratched on the notepad. The sound irritated her.
“Are you recording our session?” she asked.
“Is that a problem for you?”
“No,” she sighed. “Don't worry about it. I just wondered why you needed to scribble 

notes if you're recording it all.”
“Would you rather I didn't take any notes?”
“I don't care what you do.”
“What would you like to talk about today?”
“Are you gay?”
“Excuse me?”
“Are you a homosexual?”
“Yes, I am.” He blushed. She smiled. 
“Does that bother you?” he asked.
“No,” she said. “It explains why Dr. Phillips referred me to you.”
“And why do you think that is?”
“Since you prefer dicks to chicks, I can't seduce you.”
“Did you seduce him?”
She stood up and walked towards the window. 
“No.” She stared out with unseeing eyes.
“Why are you here, Carol?”
“Because of Dr. Phillips.”
“Why were you seeing Dr. Phillips?”
“You have my file.” She looked over her shoulder at him. “Doesn't that tell you?”
“There's not a lot in here.”
“My mother felt I needed therapy.”
“Why?”
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“She caught me with the next-door neighbour’s daughter.”
“How old were you?”
“Sixteen.” She carried on staring out the window. 
A soft buzzing sound came from the small clock on his desk.
“Our time is up,” he said as he stood up. She was at least a head taller than him. She 

liked being able to look down at him.
“I'll see you same time next week,” he said.
“I'll try not to kill anybody before then.” She enjoyed the look of confusion cross his 

face. She grinned. She was going to enjoy her sessions with Dr. Brink. 

*


