
  
    [image: King of Nothing]
  

  
    
      King of Nothing

      
        Kingmaker Trilogy

        Book 1

      

    

    
      
        Paula Dombrowiak

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Dark Angel Publishing]
        

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      
      
        
        By: Paula Dombrowiak

        Copyright © 2024 Paula Dombrowiak

      

        

      
        All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the above copyright owner of this book.

      

      

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

      

      

      

      
        
        Cover Image: Stock Photo

        Cover Design: Lori Jackson www.lorijacksondesign.com

        Editor: Hart to Heart Edits

        Proofreader: Katy Nielsen

      

      

      

      
        
        www.pauladombrowiak.com

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. The Game Begins

      

      
        2. Frivolous Matters

      

      
        3. Heart of Gold

      

      
        4. The Kingmaker

      

      
        5. Pretty Girl Like You

      

      
        6. Less is More

      

      
        7. Bluebloods Run Cold

      

      
        8. Dainty Waist for a Man

      

      
        9. Elvis Tribute Package

      

      
        10. Paris Syndrome

      

      
        11. Queenie

      

      
        12. Give All to Love

      

      
        13. Georgetown T-Shirt

      

      
        14. Souvenir from Vegas

      

      
        15. My Wife

      

      
        16. Grief, Revenge, Spite

      

      
        17. Get your Own

      

      
        18. You Don’t Marry Them

      

      
        19. Squirrel

      

      
        20. Dog and Pony Show

      

      
        21. Emerson

      

      
        22. I Don’t Belong to You

      

      
        23. How A Bill Becomes A Law

      

      
        24. You Taught Me Well

      

      
        25. The Perfect Fuck You

      

      
        Queen of Ruin Excerpt

      

    

    
      
        Also by Paula Dombrowiak

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    

  

  
    
      For Poopsie, our brainstorming session is what led to Darren and Evangeline’s story.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            The Game Begins
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      I place my clutch on the top of the dark mahogany bar and take a seat, crossing one leg over the other, facing the opulent chandelier that hangs from the ceiling. The crystals send prisms of light to dance on the walls, giving the space a beautiful touch of color. With no windows to let in the early evening light, the space is otherwise dark, like deep waters. The upscale bar is decorated with plush couches in a deep shade of pink, fluffy pillows, and shadowy corners. In a town like Las Vegas, this bar is an oasis for those who want to be anonymous—and have enough money to pay for it.

      I grab the bartender’s attention, his eyes lingering on my face for only a second before they fall to the low cut of my dress. He offers me an embarrassed smile when he notices that I’ve caught him staring at the outline of my breasts.

      I don’t mind.

      Otherwise, I wouldn’t be wearing a dress that leaves so little to the imagination.

      He’s young and handsome, nicely built, with a kind smile, and a great head of hair which I’m sure helps with the tips. His uniform of a crisp white dress shirt and black vest are neatly pressed. The glint of a gold name tag pinned to the lapel reads Tony.

      “Champagne?”

      I have to order something while I’m here waiting. I typically don’t drink, not because I can’t handle my liquor, but I need to have a clear head. That’s why only one glass of champagne is my limit.

      Tony knows who I am, or more importantly, what I am.

      The glass appears in front of me and I hold it by the stem, letting the last of the foam fizz out before taking a sip, leaving behind an imprint of red lipstick.

      Across the room, I see a man walking towards me in a very expensive dark suit with a bold blue tie. He’s tall, distinguished, with a head of dark hair that is now peppered with grey. He’s handsome, but that hardly matters. He makes his way over with an interested smile. He takes the seat next to me at the bar and I swallow hard, giving him a practiced smile because that’s what I’m supposed to do, when everything inside of me wants to get up from this chair and walk out the door.

      “Hello,” he says in a confident, smooth voice.

      There is no indication in his demeanor that we have met before, but his eyes glint with recognition and unrequited want.

      And so the game begins. “Hello.”

      “Are you here for the conference?” he asks, resting his arm on top of the bar, his fingers close to my arm as if itching to touch me.

      I look down at my dress, cut low, cinched at the waist, and flaring out at just the right length to show off my legs which his eyes drop further down to admire.

      The music and the chatter in the bar aren’t loud, but I lean in anyway, my lips close to his ear, giving him a decent view down the front of my dress, and ask, “Do I look like I’m here for a conference?”

      I can hear the long intake of breath as if he’s admiring my perfume, and when I straighten, I notice the flare of his nostrils and the black pupils of his eyes swallowing up the pale blue.

      “No, I don’t suppose you are.” His laugh is deep, but not the nervous laugh of a man who is embarrassed or shy talking to a beautiful woman. It’s the practiced laugh of a politician.

      He scans my face, taking in my wheat-colored hair that hangs in waves to just below my collarbone, and his eyes settle on my plump red lips. I blink, and he pushes a few stray pieces of my bangs away from my eyes as if to see me better.

      I let him, because after all, he did pay for me.

      My job is to tempt men into thinking I’m obtainable when neither of us have the intention of more than just one night. It’s the illusion they pay for, and a heavy payment at that. He’s already paid for it, so I know he wants to fuck me – that’s why he asked specifically for me, and my heart beats against my chest at the thought.

      “I’d ask to buy you a drink, but I see you already have one,” he says in a smooth tone, pointing to the champagne flute in front of me, his gold cufflinks reflecting light from the chandelier.

      I catch Tony’s eye and signal for the check with a flick of my wrist.

      Turning my attention back to the man next to me, I ask, “So, what brings you to Vegas?” I hold the glass to my lips, taking a sip, feeling the bubbles pop on my tongue while he watches ever so intently.

      He smiles, sitting straighter in his chair, clearly liking this game very much. “Business.”

      Business, indeed.

      Tony slides the billfold purposefully towards the man and nods at me before leaving.

      “What’s your name?” he asks, keeping up the pretense that we’ve never met. He looks at the lipstick left behind on my glass, and by the glimmer in his eye and the way he shifts in his seat, I can safely say that he’s imagining that lipstick mark around his cock.

      I wonder how long he’s thought about me.

      “Holly,” I answer, because tonight, that’s who I am.

      “Holly.” He swirls my name around with his tongue like he’s tasting a fine wine. “I like that.”

      He tucks a few bills, including a nice tip, into the billfold, his eyes never leaving mine.

      He doesn’t wait for me to ask his name, but of course I already know it. I know a lot about him… Things I don’t want to know.

      “Jonathan,” he introduces himself.

      His eyes blanket me with a satisfied expression. Before holding out his arm for me to take, he asks, “Do you have any idea how long I have waited for this?” His mouth tilts into a pleased smile.

      I know exactly how long he’s been waiting: four years.

      I slide off the seat, my stilettos planted firmly on the ornate carpet beneath me. “So, Senator?” I take his arm graciously and then grab my clutch from the bar top. “What would you like to do with me?” I ask with a smile.
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      “What are you going to school for?” Elsie, the elderly woman sitting across from me, asks. Her wrist is adorned with the most beautiful bracelets that tinkle together when she lifts her arm. On her finger is a vintage ring with a large, single diamond at its center. Everything about her screams poise and wealth.

      She was introduced to me as the wife of a lobbyist for The National Association of Realtors. Her husband, Otto Reynolds, is in deep conversation with my date, Senator Jonathan Langley.

      “Literature,” I answer naturally, taking a bite of my salmon, which is quite flavorful. A glass of red wine sits in front of me, untouched.

      “What kind of job will you get with a degree in literature?” She laughs in the condescending way women of her era laugh without meaning to. It’s just part of her upbringing – to look down on girls like me who have this romanticism about life instead of being practical and entering a respectable career path until I marry a judge or a lobbyist and start having babies.

      I sit up straighter, setting my utensil next to my half-eaten plate of food. “Do you remember Melinda Carleton?”

      She pinches her brows together as the cogs in her mind turn, trying to place the name.

      “The woman who won a Pulitzer for the story she wrote for The Post about confidential military papers being leaked to Russian spies,” I refresh her memory, and Elsie’s face opens up in recognition. Everyone remembers that story, it brought down a high White House official. Elsie nods, seeming impressed that I would be so informed about political matters.

      “She has a degree in literature,” I explain, picking up my glass of water and taking a sip.

      Her mouth forms the shape of an ‘O’, but no sound comes out, having been put in her place, and I should feel satisfied, but I don’t… Because I’m not a literature student, not anymore. I will never write a story like Melinda Carleton did for The Post, or any other paper for that matter.

      I’m an escort to the rich and powerful – to men who need discretion. Because if they were found with someone like me, their political career would be over, and I have no intention of having my picture all over the news or bringing attention to the exclusive agency I’m with. To say that Ellen would not be happy would be an understatement.

      I’d never work again.

      I’m playing a game right now, introduced as a friend of the family, and I mingle as if I’m one of them, as if I will move on to do great things because of my stellar upbringing and family money. But once dinner is over, and for a hefty price, I’ll be taken to a hotel room where Senator Langley will be able to live out the fantasy he’s had for the past four years.

      This is the life I chose and I’m not ashamed of it, but I had other plans. These were just the cards I was dealt. So I play my part in the game because that’s who these men want – the fantasy – not the real me.

      In some ways I’m no different than these other women at the table, because we’re all getting paid, one way or the other, to fuck their husbands. The only difference for me is that I get to leave in the morning with my money. If they want to leave, lawyers and prenups are involved.

      “Would you like dessert?” The waiter’s question interrupts my thoughts and he looks at the guests expectantly, but none are paying attention to him.

      Under the table I feel Jonathan’s hand on my thigh, the table linen hiding it from view. His fingers inch further up my leg and slip under the hem of my dress. The waiter stands awkwardly trying to get the attention of the table, unaware that the Senator's fingers are now gliding under my panties.

      When he feels that I’m bare, a slow, satisfied smile tugs at the edges of his lips and his eyes dissolve into molten pools of blue. He looks away from me only long enough to address the waiter.

      “Yes, dessert sounds good,” he says, sliding his eyes back to mine as he slips a finger inside me. The pulse in his neck flutters wildly and he swallows hard as I part my lips in response.

      “I’ll just bring a variety for the table,” the waiter says and quietly dissolves back into the darkness. The entire restaurant feels like dusk, each table only lit by elegant candles while ornate sconces line the red textured wallpaper, and when I tip my head back to look at the ceiling I don’t find one, because it’s decorated to look like an endless starry night.

      While the other guests continue their conversations, I grip the edge of the table trying desperately to school my expression as Senator Langley’s finger slowly pumps in and out of me. My clit grows more sensitive with each pass, my body betraying me—reacting because of biology rather than attraction. Every intake of my breath seems to fuel him, to know that what he’s doing affects me. He thinks it gives him power over me.

      I learned a long time ago that you don’t have to be in love with someone to enjoy sex. Being paid to enjoy it doesn't make the orgasm spin you out of control any less than if you weren’t paid. In fact, it might even be better.

      Men like Senator Langley like to be in control. After all, that’s the very basis of being in politics: having a hand in policies that affect millions of Americans, especially the ones that safeguard his own wealth. Fingering me under the table with his friends only a few feet away is all a part of his game, and I play along because that’s what I’m paid to do.

      His skilled fingers begin to lull me into a haze. I have to resist pumping my hips in order to chase the high and relieve the building pressure at my apex. Slowly I’m falling into submission, internally begging for his thumb to skim my clit once again, but that doesn’t mean that I’m powerless. In fact, it’s the other way around, because I know he’s dependent on getting me off.

      When the waiter returns with the plate full of desserts, all I hear are the taps of utensils against porcelain plates and the sound of ice tumbling against glasses as chatter resumes. I am close—so close that I don’t care if the other prominent members of the House and their wives can hear me because my orgasm is right there, inching its way up my throat – and he can feel it.

      Nearby I hear a shrill, “Oh my God!” come from the table followed by a collective gasp. My eyes snap open, and Jonathan’s fingers pull out of me so suddenly that it’s like a punch to the gut.

      My heart hammers in my chest. I adjust my dress and settle back into my seat, but no one is looking at me or Senator Langley, who’s awkwardly adjusting himself under the table. The phone sitting next to me lights up with a news alert: Senator Kerry Walker and wife Merrill Compton-Walker Dead in a Helicopter crash.

      My eyes widen at the news, and I instinctively place a hand to my chest as if to keep my heart in place.

      Senator Kerry Walker.

      My heart feels as though it has stopped in the middle of a beat, pressing against my ribcage.

      “Oh dear, did you know him?” Elsie asks, and that’s when I feel a tear spill over onto my cheek which I quickly wipe away with the back of my hand.

      I want to say that I did know him once, that I never stopped thinking about him. But of course, I can’t, especially with Jonathan sitting next to me.

      I just shake my head. Jonathan clears his throat and reaches over to pick up his phone. The platter of desserts sits at the center of the table half-eaten as guests are glued to their phones while more news comes in.

      “Such a shame,” someone across from me says.

      “Shit,” Jonathan mutters, getting up from the table and throwing his napkin on the chair. He motions hurriedly for the bill as several of the guests stand, collecting their belongings as they ready to leave.

      “I need to know if we can swing someone else,” Jonathan says gruffly into his phone. “Yes, I’m aware,” he says angrily and turns away from me, lowering his voice, but I don’t care to listen to his conversation.

      When the waiter returns with the bill, Senator Langley motions across the table to Otto Reynolds, who makes a face but reluctantly takes the billfold.

      “Holly,” Senator Langley holds his hand out to help me up.

      We stand awkwardly at the entrance while other guests pass by, still voicing their condolences and shock over the news.

      “Thank you for a lovely evening,” I say, attempting to leave, but he grabs my arm, fingers digging into my flesh hard enough that they’re sure to leave a bruise.

      Jonathan’s eyes rake over my body and I blink momentarily, losing myself.

      “I thought…”

      “I’ve already paid for the evening,” he cuts me off, his eyes flaring.

      He lets go of my arm as another guest, Marcus Wimbley, stops to shake the Senator's hand, and I can tell by Senator Langley’s body language that he’s annoyed at being delayed his dessert.

      Marcus turns towards me with his clever brown eyes. “It was a pleasure to meet you, but we have some things to discuss.”

      “I will speak with you later, Marcus. I need to see Ms. Hart home safely.”

      “I’m afraid this cannot wait,” he says sternly, “and I’m sure Ms. Bowen can find herself safely home.”

      He knows who I am – and he wants to make sure Senator Langley knows that he knows.
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      “What lies before us, gentlemen….”

      Alistair stands precariously on top of the pool table holding a tumbler of expensive whiskey. Behind him are floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over the blinding lights of the Las Vegas Strip, and in the distance is the gaudy replica of the Eiffel Tower.

      “And what lies behind us,” —he makes a point to drag out the words so they sound much more ominous then they need to be, and it has its desired effect because the chatter in the hotel suite quiets, and everyone turns their attention to him—“are but frivolous matters.” He pauses for affect, a mischievous smile on his face. “Compared with what is in us!” he shouts victoriously, as if he’s just led an army into battle instead of downing a glass of whiskey.

      The room full of people—some we hardly know, and some we wish we didn’t—explodes into chaotic cheers. Someone yells, “Dick,” and Alistair whirls around, teetering on the edge of the pool table, holding his hand flat above his eyes as he scans the crowd.

      “Who goes there?” he says teasingly, right before tumbling off the edge and landing on the couch with a thud.

      He’s gotten the quote wrong, but Alistair was never a good student. I’ve known Alistair Van der Walt a long time. During our tenure as fraternity brothers, we bonded over our love of fine whiskey and fine pussy, getting as much of both as we could. Brothers in our fraternity and brothers in mischief, we’d also bonded over being the degenerate sons of Washington’s upper-class. Even though we graduated years ago, we still hadn’t outgrown our love of fine whiskey, but at least we’d upgraded our search for even finer pussy. Alistair's search led him to getting caught with the daughter of a judge – a judge I was clerking for. Guilty by association—and the fact that I was in his home while Alistair was defiling his daughter upstairs in her room —I was promptly and ceremoniously fired.

      To avoid the disapproving look of his mother and the wrath of his father, he called me and said, “What does one do when they are at the center of a scandal?” to which I promptly replied, “Why, create another scandal.” Which is how we ended up in Las Vegas.

      Alistair looks up at me with his head in my lap as if he doesn’t remember how he got in this position. He turns himself upright only to lean forward to cut a line of coke on the coffee table in front of him.

      “Only you could quote Ralph Waldo Emerson in reference to getting high,” I tease him.

      “And they said we’d have no use for nineteenth century transcendentalist poetry in the real world,” Alistair laughs, flinging his head back as he inhales sharply and then settles further into the couch like a cat settling in for a nap.

      “How much did your college diploma cost your father?” I take the line when he passes it to me.

      When I open my eyes again, a familiar blonde stands in front of me with her perfect posture, like a debutante who was taught to balance a stack of books on her head.

      We went to Georgetown law together, although she was just coming in as I was making my way out. Her family is old money, the kind that gets you into the Daughters of the American Revolution.

      “Darren Walker,” she says, touching my arm. “It’s been a while.”

      I pinch my brows together, and in my head sound out the names Miffy, Muffy... When I don’t answer right away, she gives me a reprieve. “Tiffany.”

      “Yes!” I point my finger in the air as if I did in fact remember her name.

      She shakes her head disapprovingly but laughs it off. “We had Constitutional Law together,” she goes on to explain. “Your debate on the Fourteenth Amendment was legendary,” she says this time with an approving smile.

      “Ah, yes,” I say, tipping back the contents of my glass, draining the last of the whiskey.

      “So what firm did you pick?”

      “None,” I say. I’d only gone to law school to appease my father and make my mother happy, but I had no intentions of working eighty hours a week at some stuffy firm.

      “None?” she blanches. “I thought since…”

      “What brings you here, Tiffany?”

      I can only assume she’s taken a position at a prestigious firm as a junior associate with a plush office in a high rise overlooking the Hudson—that is until she marries one of the partners and pops out a few babies, because that’s what girls like her do.

      “I guess I wanted to blow off some steam,” she laughs nervously.

      I smirk, pushing a few stray hairs off my forehead as I sweep my eyes down her body.

      “And blow off steam you will.”

      Standing to my full height, I dip my head to meet her eyes. I have nothing but time and money, and there is nothing better than wasting both on a beautiful blonde. When I lean in to kiss her, she presses a hand to my chest, and with wide eyes, looks around me and asks, “Isn’t that your father?”

      I turn around, annoyed, expecting to find my father standing behind me, but he wasn’t there. Instead, he was on the TV. I didn’t want to watch a fucking news segment about my father, especially not while I’m high and trying to get laid.

      “Who turned on the fucking news?” I yell, annoyed.

      Alistair grabs the remote from the table presumably to turn it off, but as I stare at the TV, the scene causes me to hold up my palm to stop him.

      The newscaster's voice cuts through the noise of the room, sharp and somber, and it causes a chill to run up my spine.

      Kerry Walker, the enigmatic Senator from Virginia and his wife, Merrill Compton-Walker, were killed in a helicopter crash this evening on their way back to Washington D.C from their home in Southern Virginia. The helicopter experienced mechanical failure upon takeoff. A full investigation is underway.

      I can hear the collective gasp just before the room goes silent which amplifies the newscaster’s stiff voice. The phone in my pocket vibrates. Dexter Rausch, my father’s chief of staff, is displayed on the screen. I clutch the phone so tight I think the screen might break, but I don’t answer it. I didn’t like speaking to Dexter before, and I certainly don’t want to speak to him now.

      The newscaster goes on to talk about Kerry Walker as if he knows him, speaking of his strong sense of justice because of his humble upbringing, but he doesn’t know anything about the real Kerry Walker. He doesn’t know Kerry Walker, the father or Kerry Walker, the husband.

      All I can hear is the blood pumping in my ears as I watch the TV, the visuals of the crash site now imprinted in my mind, and yet it feels as though I’m watching a movie and not real life.

      “Dare?” Alistair's voice is close to a whisper as he places a hand on my shoulder. The weight of it feels heavy and foreign as I’m brought out of my thoughts and back to reality – back to the blaring TV as the newscaster continues on about my father’s career.

      “One sentence.” I hold up a finger to him in anger, but it’s not him I’m angry with.

      Alistair shakes his head in confusion.

      “They couldn’t give my mother more than just one sentence.”

      “I think – I think you’re in shock.”

      Spinning around the room, I notice everyone staring at me, their mouths open, eyes wide, waiting for what I’m going to do or say. I feel like a fish in a fishbowl.

      “Get out!” I roar, but I only gain the attention of those within earshot, because the rest of them seem to be swallowed up by the TV.

      “Dare, come on.” Alistair grabs my arm, trying to calm me down. “You need to go home.”

      Home? Where the fuck is home?

      I turn to Alistair and I hate the way he’s looking at me. He’s never serious. He’s the guy you get high with, pick up girls with, stand on top of a pool table and quote Emerson with—not the voice of reason. “If they won’t fucking leave, I will.” I shake off his hand and push my way through the crowd of shocked and confused faces.

      The phone in my back pocket vibrates relentlessly, and I pull it out again to see Rausch’s name on the screen.

      I stare at the phone as I wait impatiently for the private elevator doors to open, aware of everyone’s eyes on my back. I can still hear the television in the background, which is now the loudest sound in the room.

      Kerry and Merrill Walker, who met in law school, married six months later, lived in a one-bedroom apartment around the corner from the non-profit Kerry worked at to support a wife who was then pregnant⁠—

      With me.

      The phone in my hand continues to vibrate, and the screen lights up with too many text messages to comprehend. I don’t even remember the elevator ride down, but the minute I exit into the crowded casino, I drop the phone in the nearest garbage can, glad to be rid of it.

      There’s something I need at this moment, more than my phone – more than I need to breathe.
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      “I’m sorry, I’m not allowed to serve you any more.”

      Behind the bartender is a glass wall reflecting light from the chandelier that hangs in the center of the room. Luckily, I can’t see my reflection through the bottles of liquor—not that it would deter me from demanding another drink.

      The bartender doesn’t look like he’s budging, so I dig into my pocket and pull out a few hundred-dollar bills, slapping them ceremoniously in front of him with the same pointed look he’s giving me. Some scholars might argue that math is the universal language, but I would beg to differ and say that it’s money.

      Squinting, I try to make out the name tag on the lapel of his black vest. Slowly, the letters line up. “Another shot, Tony,” I demand.

      He shakes his head with a disgusted look as he pushes the bills back towards me. “Not gonna lose my job for some overprivileged drunk who’s just gonna go home to his penthouse.”

      “Are you discriminating against the rich?” I ask, slurring my words. “I think there are laws against that.” I search my brain to remember discriminatory law, but everything I learned in law school is currently swimming in whiskey.

      Tony stands to his full height, folding his arms across his chest. “I’ll ask you nicely to leave, but if I have to ask again, it won’t be nice.”

      Laughing, I gather the money and try to get up from my stool, but gravity has other plans. As the room spins and my judgment clouds even more, there is one thing that becomes clear in my mind… a single thought that has plagued me since I saw the news about my parents.

      The framed poem that hangs in my father’s office behind his chair – the “Boston Hymn,” his favorite of Emerson’s. I would stare at it while being lectured. Good looks and money will only get you so far in life, he would say to me, and I would tune out the rest because it didn’t matter. I was still going to be the degenerate son of Senator Walker, the son he had to hold press conferences about and explain my indiscretions to the media.

      And my mother. My mother, Merrill Compton-Walker…

      You could do so much good with your life if you just applied yourself.

      And to think I would never hear those words again.

      I wasn’t a son; I was a problem to be solved. It wasn’t enough that I had gone to law school for him, spent three extra years of my life in a classroom listening to law professors teach about ethics and debate the Constitution… All of it was bullshit.

      Such bullshit… because it didn’t matter now.

      The walls feel as though they’re closing in on me and my chest begins to feel heavy, making it hard to breathe.

      Why couldn’t he understand that I wasn’t him, that I didn’t want to be him?

      How could I ever compete with the great Kerry Walker? I wasn’t meant to walk in his footsteps. His feet are – were, shit, were – too large, and his shadow too long for anyone to notice me, unless I was arrested for public drunkenness or a bar fight, which I realize is a very real possibility at this moment.

      All I can think about is that I would never get another lecture from my father while he sat behind his large desk, looking at me with disappointment, and the words of that Emerson poem that he loved so fucking much comes tumbling out of me with much less grace than Emerson deserves.

      
        
        
        The word of the lord by night,

        to the watching pilgrims came,

        as they sat by the seaside,

        and filled their hearts with flame.

      

      

      

      When I open my eyes and look around the bar, shocked faces, and some with amusement, look back at me and I realize I’m standing on top of a table, spilled beer clinging to my shoes. Before security can pull me down, I finish the poem, because when I commit to doing something, even if it’s something stupid, I’m all in. At this moment, the final line of the poem feels especially appropriate.

      
        
        
        God said, I am tired of kings,

        I suffer them no more.

      

      

      

      The crowd fills the space with loud cheering, but it could be my performance or the fact that I’m being dethroned from my perch on the table and effectively silenced.

      “Get your hands off me!” I yell as I’m dragged towards the exit by Tony the bartender.

      As if I have the need to make this situation even worse, I take a swing at him, but I miss due to my inebriated state and my impaired depth perception.
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