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INTRODUCTION
This book is written with the author’s understanding that life is about a spiritual journey in an individual’s personal and public life. This spiritual journey begins with events in our lives, meeting specific individuals, being at a particular place at an exact time, and seeing our lives move in different and unexpected directions.
The author believes there is good and evil in the world and that there is a heaven and a hell. The author believes one makes personal decisions based on one’s lifestyle and choices and that one makes spiritual decisions daily that impact all areas of life.
It is sold with the understanding that the author is not engaged in rendering spiritual, emotional, or professional advice. The author asserts that all characters are fictional and any similarity to actual individuals is a coincidence and not to be construed as the author engaging in micro-scoping or categorizing character.
The author disclaims any liability, loss, or risk, personal or otherwise, incurred directly or indirectly from reading this book.
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WORMWOOD STAR
“The name of the star is Wormwood. A third of the waters turned bitter, and many people died from the waters that had become bitter” Revelations 8:11 (NIV).

WHAT HAPPENED TO THE HONEYMOON
I picked up voices as I stepped into the living room.
Since watching television shows like Jerry Springer or Maury Povich was Scotty’s most enjoyable activity, I assumed the voices came from the TV in the back. When I walked into the bedroom, no Scotty was visible or television playing. I must be hearing things. I could have sworn that I heard voices.
My hands went to my hips. “Satan, you’re not messing with my mind. I bind you in the name of Jesus!” I mumbled under my breath as I searched for Scotty.
While I strolled back to the living room, Scotty’s voice boomed clearly from the deck. I heard my new husband communicating with his dead daughter, “Charlessa, you can come back. You’re daddy’s girl, and I miss you very much. My psychic says you’re resisting.”
A hand went over my mouth, and I stepped back, my purse and keys dropping onto the sofa table. A spirit of fear and apprehension temporarily gripped me. My body trembled and my heart moved to my throat. Unable to budge, I stood motionless like a chunk of marble. I had been married to the man I now felt was Satan’s son for four weeks before observing his bizarre behaviors.
I stated softly but boldly, “He who is in me is greater than he who is in the world.”
I weighed my options. Should I go out to the deck?
What if he has conjured up an evil spirit? Do I want to do spiritual warfare?
Still posed like a chiseled statue, glaring toward the deck, spotting Scotty, my head spun, and I fell against the wall. We’d only been married for a month, and my new husband sat on our deck talking to a dead person. The shaking lessened, my heart rate settled, and I was able to move.
I had to think fast before he or his companion spirits sensed my presence. Should I confront or avoid it? Avoidance was painless, so I chose to leave. I picked up my purse and keys, stealthily tiptoed back to the front door, opened it without a screech, and slammed it shut loudly.
Galumph!
I re-entered, strolled into the living room, toward the dining room, and Scotty waved from the deck. I approached him, pecked his lips, and asked what he was doing.
“Nothing.” His eyes twitched, and he slid a black book with gargoyles and upside-down crosses on the front cover into his pocket. “It was such a beautiful day that I decided to get some sunshine on the deck.”
My arms crossed my chest. “I thought I heard voices coming from the deck,” I said in my singsong voice.
A sideways glance from him caused my arms to drop to my sides, and my face tilted toward the wooden floor.
“You must be losing your mind, Hannah. As you can see, no one is out here but me, so you definitely didn’t hear talking.”
A close-lipped smile froze on my face. I’m not going to start an argument. I know what I heard, and it was not in my mind.
I decided to change the subject. “What do you want for dinner?” My eyes lifted to meet his gaze, wondering if my spirit would spot any evil in his eyes.
“I don’t care.” His shoulders shrugged. “Whatever you put together will be okay with me.”
We ate silently after preparing a quick meal of broiled T-bone steaks, salads, and baked potatoes. Scotty scarcely communicated with me about his personal life since his daughter’s death. Afterward, I rushed off to my second job at the school.
Unbeknownst to me, until his psychic called to reschedule an appointment, Scotty had resumed seeing her after Charlessa’s death.
The only way I could find out what was happening in his life, which also affected my life, was to listen in on his conversations.
By eavesdropping, I discovered he saw her daily and participated in witchcraft and séances, trying to bring his daughter back.
After discovering that he was seeing a psychic, I read the eleventh chapter of Luke to him many times until he flatly told me he didn’t want to hear them. Without causing him to say I thought I was a know-it-all, with humility and a soft voice, after reading the scriptures, I tried to show how he was opening himself up for more wicked imps to enter his spirit.
“When the unclean spirit is gone out of a man, he walketh through dry places, seeking rest; and finding none, he saith, I will return unto my house whence I came out. And when he cometh, he findeth it swept and garnished. Then goeth he, and taketh to him seven other spirits more wicked than himself; and they enter in, and dwell there: and the last state of the man is worse than the first” Luke 11: 24-26 (KJV). 
 
The last time he listened to me explain the verses, he’d said, “I saw a psychic every day for twenty years when I was younger, and I’m no worse off for it. I stopped seeing her for many years because things were going well, and I didn’t need her. I need her guidance now.” He rolled his eyes. “My life seems to be turning to soot, and she is the only one who can help me get back on track. So, stop reading me those scriptures. I know the scriptures better than you do, so I don’t need you trying to instruct me, okay?”
I thought, Yeah, as Satan’s son, you probably do know the scriptures better than I do—you just don’t live them. We studied the Bible together when we dated, and he enjoyed my interpretations. Now, Scotty said I was a hypocritical Christian, so obviously, he wouldn’t receive what I was trying to impart to him.
Scriptures from the gospel of Matthew and Luke came to mind. When the Spirit led Jesus into the wilderness to be tempted by the devil, Satan used the scriptures to try to tempt Jesus, so Satan knows the scriptures.
◆◆◆
To add fuel to the fire brewing within our home, besides enjoying Springer and Povich, programs that appeared to degrade women, parading most as cheaters, adulterers, or gold-diggers, Scotty was also addicted to Crossing Over and Ghost Whisperer. These TV sites were shows that facilitated communications between the living and the dead, presenting the dead as still being among the living.
After the first incident of hearing Scotty talking to Charlessa, when I came home early, he conversed with her multiple times as if she was still alive. He spoke to her in the hallway, on the deck, but mostly in our bedroom. Scotty spent most of his time isolated. He ate, slept, and spent his day locked away in the bedroom, if not at his medical equipment and transportation business. He even gave up all of his board positions but one.
More familiar spirits attached themselves to Scotty after he opened the door through psychic involvement and witchcraft. He was destroying himself and his life by dabbling in the occult, but he wouldn’t listen to our pastors or me. As his wife, I felt obligated to remind him what our pastor and many other preachers said happens when we open our spiritual door for demonic spirits to enter. Of course, my words fell on deaf ears.
◆◆◆
Still obsessed with killing Lenny, the man Scotty thought was sleeping with me, he was even more fixated on killing the man he thought was responsible for his daughter’s death.
Dipping into his retirement funds, he hired a private investigator to discover everything about Charlessa’s former boyfriend. He found that his name was Boston Matheson, but his cronies called him BM, for Boss Man and Big Man.
Boston turned out to be more notorious and higher ranking than Scotty expected. Having started as a Chicago gang leader, he had maneuvered his way into a respectable position. According to Scotty, Boston Matheson was a handsome, intelligent, charismatic drug dealer with a Master of Business Administration degree from Northwestern University. Wealthy adoptive parents had raised him; the Chicago media frequently connected their names to organized crime.
Sitting opposite Scotty as he studied the report, he mumbled as he re-read the file, “This picture doesn’t look like the dude I saw her out with, and he don’t look like no dealer. She must have been living with someone else.”
My shoulders just shrugged because I had not met her boyfriend.
After studying Boston’s picture for several days, Scotty said during dinner, “I may have seen Charlessa with this dude a few times, but she never said he was her boyfriend or that they were living together.”
He took his glasses off and studied the photo. “Yeah, I think this is the same man I saw her shopping with.”
His chin dropped to one shoulder; he said, “This dude lives in Chi-town, and Charlessa had an apartment in Madison.”
His brows creased as he pinched the bridge of his nose.
“I’m gonna get to the bottom of this.”

THE DEVIL’S MARRIAGE
Before marriage, I was joyful, energetic, and happy. Now I was sad, lethargic, and depressed most of the time. Will I ever return to how I was before I married Scotty? I wondered. What I went through with him before the marriage was utter madness. An evil spirit must have crept in and possessed me to marry him with all the mayhem and scurrility before our wedding.
Massaging my shoulders while tilting my ears toward my left and right shoulders, I walked to the tinted, stained-glass window on the front door. The tree branches swung in the wind, and I reflected on some conversations with Aunt Lucy. My memory recalled some of the words of wisdom she had given me when I cried to her about Scotty’s jealousy. That is spiritual warfare you’re dealing with, baby. That old devil comes to steal, kill, and destroy. You’ve got to stay prayed up, Hannah. Satan leaves us for a season, but he returns with more attacks. All Christians are in spiritual warfare with the devil.
“For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places” Ephesians 6:12 (KJV). 
 
I appreciated my aunt’s wisdom and tried to follow her insights and revelations.
My attention turned to a couple strolling hand in hand, smiling and talking, and love seemed to emanate from them, something missing from our marriage. My view returned to the tree branches swinging in the wind, and I reflected on more of Aunt Lucy’s wisdom. One consolation for us Christians is that Satan’s mode of operation has not changed; he tempts us just like he tempted Eve in the Garden of Eden with deception and lies. And even though we are in this spiritual battle, we are winners because we know our enemy’s strategy and can defeat him with the Word of God.
My eyes returned to the twosome and followed them until they turned the corner. I twisted my wedding ring, questioning why I waited until I was in my forties to make the inexplicable mistake of being used, abused, and mistreated by a man at a phase when I was more committed to the Lord and thought I knew the Lord’s voice. I still refuse to admit that I actually married someone who got advice from a psychic. My shoulders slumped, and I buried my face in my hands.
I knew what II Corinthians 6:14 (KJV) stated,
“Be ye not unequally yoked together with unbelievers; for what fellowship hath righteousness and unrighteousness? And what communion hath light with darkness?”
The Holy Spirit had presented signs to me multiple times that I was yoking with unrighteousness. Yes, Scotty was a believer, but he wasn’t a righteous, faithful saint. I had to nudge him several times on Sunday mornings to keep him from snoring as I sat beside him in church.
He always replied, “I’m not sleeping. I’m listening to the pastor.”
After service, he lectured me on what it meant to be a Christian, avoiding discussing his sleeping. “You don’t have to do all that jumping and shouting to praise the Lord. Just because I don’t run around the church like a madman doesn’t mean I’m not saved.” He exhaled with a moan.
“And just because I listen to the preacher with my eyes closed doesn’t mean I’m sleeping.”
I’d say, “That’s true, but a person thankful for what the Lord has saved them from will raise their hands sometimes, or at least sing along with the praise and worship team as they praise and worship the King of Kings and Lord of Lords.”
“I’m just as saved as you and anyone else at that church. I walk out doing Praise and Worship because they praise too long. It doesn’t take all that to praise the Lord.”
He didn’t demonstrate any of the fruits of the Spirit – love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control found in Galatians 5:22-23. He professed to be a Christian, and I stubbornly and arrogantly refused to look at his fruits.
I quickly read past Matthew 15:7-8 (KJV),
“Ye hypocrites, well did Esaias prophesy of you saying, This people draweth nigh unto me with their mouth, and honoureth me with their lips; but their heart is far from me.” 
undefined
This doesn’t pertain to Scotty and me. Jesus was speaking to the Scribes and Pharisees of His day. So, I shrugged off the Word of God rather than embracing it.
Scotty talked the religious talk, but he didn’t walk the walk. He didn’t have Jesus in his heart. He deceived me, as well as many other Christians, with his holy and religious conversations. If hypocrisy happened when Jesus lived on the earth, it certainly would happen during my lifetime. I had been in church most of my life and understood that people went to church for various reasons, and many of those reasons were not to worship, praise, and honor Jesus.
In retrospect, I think I wasn’t even totally submitted. I didn’t want to admit that I had disobeyed the Holy Spirit and married an unrighteous man. So, I kept telling myself that Scotty needed to study the Bible and submit to Jehovah.
I wouldn’t admit that Scotty went to church; yes, but the church wasn’t in him. I wouldn’t admit that Scotty had a spirit of religion, but he was not spiritual, meaning he didn’t serve the Father (our God), Jesus (God’s Son), and Holy Spirit (our Teacher). Scotty knew the talk and the jargon. My spouse knew what to say to make churchgoers think he was a spirit-filled man. But he was not filled with the Holy Spirit that Jesus said would endue us with power from on high.
“And, behold, I send you the promise of my Father upon you: but tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem, until ye be endued with power from on high”
Luke 24: 49 (KJV). 
 
The devil arranged our marriage, figuratively speaking.
There was no consummation of our marriage. There was no, “And Scotty knew Hannah, his wife” on our wedding night or during the marriage’s tenure. The first book of the Bible talks about consummating a marriage.
“And Adam knew Eve his wife; and she conceived, and bare Cain” Genesis 4:1 (KJV). 
 

I was not hoping to conceive and bear a child, but I did expect that as husband and wife, we would have known each other for at least some time during the marriage. We committed fornication before our union, and he had no problems performing. We kept our vows to wait until we were married to be sexually intimate again. Biblically, we now had the right to know each other as husband and wife without breaking our covenant with Yahweh. But there was no hugging, cuddling, kissing, intimacy, or sex after we said, “I do.” Our marriage began without affection, touching, or communication, along with mistrust, jealousy, and accusations of infidelity.
Scotty continued to make critical and negative comments about me and continued with his condemnatory attitude and verbal abuse. Months into the marriage, while searching through dresser drawers and looking for blank checks, I discovered an entire bottle of Viagra prescribed for Scotty. This script must be an old prescription from when we slept together before marriage. To my dismay, the date on the bottle showed it was a current prescription.
Why would he have a prescription for Viagra, and he and I are not having sex? Is he sleeping with someone else? Is he denying me privileges as a wife yet sharing those privileges with someone not his wife? Questions raced through my mind, and my body didn’t know whether to get angry or sad. My teeth clamped with anger as I headed to the kitchen to dump the pills. But then tears welled in my eyes, and my lips trembled as thoughts battered my head that I was a fool—pain shot through my temples. Pills still in my hand, I headed to the medicine cabinet to find aspirin, rubbing my temples.
After swallowing two aspirins and lying down for thirty minutes, I put the Viagra back in the drawer. I didn’t think he’d ask me about them, but I knew he could quickly obtain another script.
As I strolled to the kitchen, I muttered, “Scotty manipulated and conned me before we were married. Why would I think it would change after marriage?”
Having a conversation with myself, I said, “But I didn’t realize he was conning and manipulating me at the time.”
My thoughts flashed back to our first year of courtship. Scotty stood in the doorway until I was safely in my car. He cleaned the snow off of my car before I went to work. Scotty limped in the rain or snow to bring the car and pick me up at the doorway so I wouldn’t get wet. Where is the man peeping through the blinds or standing in the yard until I am safely in the house?
When you’re caught up in Satan’s ploys and yielding to your lustful desires, you don’t see what is before your eyes. I discovered after marriage that Scotty had taken Viagra to seduce me. The con job was that he took Viagra before our union and stopped taking it after the wedding. That didn’t make sense to me. You would think he would take an impotence drug after getting a wife so he could fulfill his marital duties as a husband.
That’s why I said it was a con, and Scotty and his dad, Lucifer, set me up. My husband wasn’t interested in sex with me, but he demonstrated his virility to reel me in. Sure, Scotty nor Satan forced me to caress Scotty, cuddle with him, or have sex with him, but Lucifer knew my desires and made them accessible to me. I believe Satan keeps a report card on us, putting an asterisk on what he knows tempts us easily. Like a lamb led to slaughter, I took the bait. I’m not saying I was guiltless because I wasn’t an innocent lamb. I was just as guilty as Scotty.
Turning around before I took fish and vegetables from the freezer for dinner, I strolled back to the bedroom, stared at the pills in the bottle, and rolled the vial around in my hand. I sat on the floor crossed-legged, my mind going a mile a minute, trying to figure out what might be happening. My chest heaved as I reread the name and date on the bottle, hoping I had misread and it was a script for his brother.
After several minutes of massaging my temples and fighting back the tears, I realized I would not know what was happening unless I asked Scotty, which I would never do. He would accuse me of going through his stuff and spying on him, and then he’d tell me it was none of my business. I figured the most logical thing to do was to continue as I had for the past months.
After finding the pills, I sat at home alone and withdrawn after work for weeks, not wanting to talk to anyone. Avoidance and fleeing were much more manageable than confronting and fighting. Rather than discuss with Scotty or share my frustrations with a trusted friend, I ignored the situation praying it would work itself out. What is going on in our relationship? What type of union do we have? What kind of marriage does a husband and wife not ever become intimate? Why does Scotty have a prescription for impotence tablets? I asked myself.
◆◆◆
I had prayed that things would get better between us after we married, the past was behind us, and Scotty had me as his wife. Instead, Scotty got worse and brought up things from the past daily. During our pre-marital counseling, I asked him to forgive me for everything I had done to cause suspicion, even though I had done nothing wrong. Our pastors had instructed us to repent of all misgivings, ask each other for forgiveness, bury the past, and start afresh with a clean slate. All of the things Scotty forgave me for he brought up daily.
“I know you’re having an affair with that dude, Lenny.”
“You lied about knowing the young man at the video store.”
“You disrespected me by giving the doctor your telephone number in front of me.”
“You embarrassed me by leaving me while we walked to the church when we were supposed to be together.”
He resurrected everything that displeased him during the years we had dated.
I questioned the Holy Spirit. “Do I have to stay in this marriage? What does the Bible say about my situation?” I conjectured that I would have to study the Bible to discern what God said about our marital situation.
Depression crept close by because I feared I was failing in another marriage. Tears welled in my eyes five to six times a day whenever I thought of separation. I did not want a breakup or a divorce, although our marriage was not the union I had imagined either. I questioned why I couldn’t salvage our relationship, why I couldn’t improve our marriage through prayer, and why I was having problems in my marriage when I was a Christian and a good wife.
Satan whispered that I was such an awful person, a pitiful human being, and a failure because I couldn’t keep a husband. What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I keep a husband like other Christian women? Why did I always select the terrible men? What happened to the man who was to love, honor, respect, and protect me? If this union ended in a breakup, it would be my second failed marriage. I wiped the tears creeping down my face with my fingers. Was I being punished for some past sins?

THE TRAIN TRIP
Approximately six weeks into our marriage, Scotty came home one evening and said we were going to New York.
“An associate of mine bought these train tickets for him and his wife to spend a four-day weekend in New York during the US Open Tennis Championship. He said they had an emergency and wouldn’t be able to go. The man was going to give me the tickets, but I made him take a hundred bucks. He also gave me two tickets to the Yankees game. So start packing your bags because we’ll leave at 6:00 p.m. this Thursday.”
“6:00 Thursday? That sounds wonderful, Scotty, but I’m not sure if I can go. I’m scheduled to work at the hospital this weekend.”
“Call in sick! I’m sure they can find someone else. We don’t get opportunities like this every day. You need time away. You’ve been working very hard, and you’re looking tattered.”
I moved to a mirror to look at my face. I’m not looking frazzled. I yelled from the bathroom. “It would be fantastic to have four days off to relax and rest.” A slow hum of anticipation crept from my mouth as I strolled back to the kitchen. “But I don’t like to call in sick if I’m not. My stomach twists and churns when I lie.” My lips twisted from side to side. “I’m sure I can find someone to switch weekends with me. It may mean I have to work two weekends in a row. But that’s okay.” A finger covered my lips as I thought. “It’ll be worth spending four days in New York City. I’ll visit another city on my bucket list.”
Scotty smirked. “Suit yourself. I’m going whether you go or not.” He paused for a second and then added mordantly. “You lie about everything else. I don’t see why you feel funny when lying about being sick.”
My lips clamped together to keep from saying anything. I pranced to the bedroom, shaking my head to a jingle on TV.
Fortunate to find someone to switch weekends with me at such short notice; Thursday evening, we boarded the train for New York City.
We changed trains in Chicago, boarding ahead of the non-disabled passengers because Scotty walked with a cane. While sitting and observing boarding passengers, a tall, handsome, dapperly dressed, professional-looking young man walked past us. Scotty jumped up abruptly, holding the back of the seat in front of him, knocking the book I was reading out of my hands. He leaned over me, his eyes following the young man.
I turned to see if Scotty was eyeing the younger, smaller man or the older, stockier one walking behind. Both men took seats in the train car behind us. “Do you know them, Scotty? They look very professional, like businessmen or business owners.”
“Uh, hum. Well, I think I do. The younger one looks like Charlessa’s old boyfriend, BM.”
“BM?”
Scotty plopped back down in his seat. My skin crawled as the angry, hateful, vindictive, vengeful spirits emanated from Scotty. I ran my hands up and down my arms, attempting to dismiss the crawling feeling of ants.
“Boston Matheson,” Scotty said, snarling.
After seeing the young man, Scotty couldn’t sit still. He shifted in his seat, dropped his eyeglasses, knocked the book out of my hand again, and finally tried to read the newspaper. He couldn’t concentrate; he peeped back at the man he thought was Boston Matheson every few minutes.
The young man walked past us again and trotted down the black spiral staircase to the sleeping accommodations. Scotty called for the car attendant and requested our sleeping berths close to Boston Matheson, saying he was a close friend. The attendant returned and informed us that no sleeping cars remained in car number sixteen, Mr.  Matheson’s car. But he could move us to number seventeen.
Scotty said, “Thanks, man,” and slipped him a twenty-dollar bill.
Scotty had difficulty going up and down stairs, and the narrow spiral staircase was tricky for him to navigate. But he was determined, and we moved at a snail’s pace to our sleeping berths.
With the door to our roomette open, Scotty stretched his neck like a rooster, glancing back to Boston’s car every few minutes. Around 5 p.m., Scotty’s body tightened as he studied car number sixteen. I stepped into the corridor to see what caused his distress. The young man and another well-dressed man strolled past me, said hello, and climbed the stairs toward the upper level of the train.
Scotty used the door frame to pull up to a standing position. “Let’s go eat in the dining room upstairs.”
“Why don’t we have the car attendant bring our meals to us, and you don’t have to struggle climbing up and down those narrow stairs.”
He headed for the same staircase Mr. Matheson had used. When he started up the stairs, he handed me his cane and used both hands to grab the railings to pull up each rung as he struggled up the curved stairs. From our berth to the dining car, Scotty pulled and dragged, held the rail with his left hand, and used his right hand to pull his right leg up. Sweat drenched his face as he strained to steer the spiral staircase to the dining area and Boston Matheson. Five minutes later, flushed and sweat dripping from his face to his shirt, he finally dragged his right leg up the last rung.
He stopped to catch his breath, pointing to an empty table. “Grab me a couple of napkins from that table.”
As requested, I gave him a hand full of white paper napkins. He wiped the sweat off his face, stood up as straight as possible, squared his shoulders, and raised his chin high, adjusting his clothing. He pasted a slight closed-lipped smile and asked the waiter if he could be seated at the table with BM, facing closest to the TV because he wanted to watch the game.
We sat opposite BM and the well-dressed gentleman next to him. With a slightly tucked chin and enigmatic smile, Scotty said, “I’m Scotty, and this is my wife, Hannah. How are those Cubs doing? The Cubs have always been my favorite baseball team. I guess because I spent much time in Chicago when I was younger.”
BM didn’t lift an eye and continued whispering to the older, conservatively dressed man next to him, wearing a navy suit and starched, white shirt with a navy and red necktie. Neither of them acknowledged or responded to Scotty’s comments.
Scotty smiled to the side. “I’m sorry. That was rude of me to interrupt your conversation like that. We’ll just sit here and catch the game. This spot was the only open area near a television.”
BM’s eyes rolled up to check who was determined to disrupt his conversation. His lips pressed together, he scanned Scotty from his head to his folded hands on the table and resumed discussing without addressing him.
I went to the counter and ordered our food, and Scotty and I watched the game until our food arrived.
After several minutes, the two men stood and walked toward the snack bar.
The friend went through the doors into another car, but BM sauntered back to our table, gave us a broad smile, and apologized. “I’m sorry if I was rude a few minutes ago. I had to finish up a business matter. I’m Boston, but I prefer to be called BM. Would you two like a cocktail to go with your dinner?”
“We’re fine with coffee,” said Scotty. “Have a seat. I want to know what’s been happening in the game.”
BM brought Scotty current during the commercials, telling him all of the prior actions, fouls, and magnificent batting that had happened before we sat down.
Scotty knew how to be charming and kind when it benefited him. He enamored BM, laughing, telling sports jokes, and never telling him he was Charlessa’s dad. Without emotion, he discussed a young lady’s drug-related, execution-style death a few months back in Madison, WI. “Her name was Charlessa Brian.” Scotty paused to study BM’s reaction.
BM was cool as a cucumber and calm as the east wind.
He didn’t share any knowledge of the incident or acknowledge knowing Charlessa.
“It was all over the news.” Scotty’s head tilted. “Say, are you from Chi-town or Wisconsin?”
“Born and raised in Chicago. Where are you two from?” He flashed a million-dollar smile at me.
“We’re from Madison, Wisconsin. Have you ever been there?” asked Scotty.
“I can’t say that I have. I thought Madison was a college town with cheeseheads and beer drinkers.” He winked at me, and my chin dropped to my chest. “I’ve never been to Madison.” He clamped his lips with two fingers covering his mouth and his thumb underneath his chin with a faraway look in his eyes. He smiled at Scotty. “But I don’t think I’ve missed anything exciting.”
I thought, now, we will argue about me flirting with this man young enough to be my son because he winked at me. BM is just being friendly, but Scotty takes everything the wrong way.
I sensed Scotty’s body tense, his countenance darken, and a demonic silhouette growing more extensive the redder and redder he became listening to BM talk about never being in Madison and not acknowledging that he knew Scotty’s precious Charlessa.
Under the table, Scotty’s fists clenched. He forced a tight-lipped smile as he and BM conversed. BM talked about a jazz club he owned with pride.
I caught myself staring at Boston Matheson as he talked. I found it hard to believe that the handsome, clean-cut, intelligent, educated young man sitting opposite me could be a drug dealer. He stood about 6 feet 3 inches tall, weighed about 180 pounds, and had a short military-style haircut. Perfect straight, white teeth glistened when he smiled. His parents must have spent thousands on dental work. He had the most beautiful smile I had ever seen. He was clean-shaven, in excellent physical shape, and had a physique like a running back, boxer, and point guard.
Saliva pooled in my mouth as I studied the handsome man, and I swallowed hard. I understood why Charlessa was attracted to BM. I wondered if Scotty had the right man. This guy didn’t talk, act, or look like a big-time drug dealer.
Scotty tried to sneak in a casual question about BM’s business. “So, BM, what type of work do you do? You look like you might be a young business owner.”
“You’ve got good intuition, Mr.
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