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He needed her.  In a few minutes, he would head home to Caryn. For now, he sat with the 

young man sprawled on the floor and not much older than himself, until Brother’s eyes glazed 

over as he dragged his last breath through his lungs.  He felt compassion for the dead man, but 

no remorse or regret.  Late Dawg was his brother, and David had just saved his brother’s life.  

Still, he felt the room grow cold with death. In that moment, David promised himself he would 

never forget the distinct and pungent smell of fresh human blood.   

 He looked into Brother’s face, saw that his eyes were finally lifeless.  He could hear the 

dog barking outside.  He knew he only had a few minutes more.  Methodically, he wiped down 

the room with his own handkerchief, including the knife.  He put it on the floor beside Brother’s 

body.  He was careful.  His own DNA and fingerprints were in the state’s computer system, 

entered when he passed the Missouri Bar and went to work in the city’s District Attorney’s 

office.  He wiped everything he touched as he left the house the same way he’d entered, through 

the open window upstairs. 

 Once outside, he walked in the shadows.  His pace was deliberate, normal, but he saw no 

one.  In twenty minutes, he’d be home.  He had to get to Caryn.   

David let himself in the back door. His nerves were immediately soothed by the smells of 

the house…the sugar dough cookies Caryn baked earlier in the day.  The dill and lavender plants 

growing on the kitchen window sill.  The crystal jars filled with Caryn’s favorite potpourri 

scattered throughout the living and dining rooms.  The lingering fruity smell of the shampoo he’d 

used to wash the kids’ hair before bedtime…were all smells that told him he was home.  He took 

the back steps two at a time, and found his wife sitting by the window in their bedroom with 

tears in her eyes. He started toward her, but was stopped by her simple words, spoken so softly 

he hardly heard them.  

“What did you do?” 



 “What?”  He stumbled a little, thrown by her intuitiveness.  He couldn’t hide what he’d 

done from her.  She knew him. 

 “What did you do?”  She seemed to shout the words at him, though she never raised her 

voice above a whisper.  She was shaking uncontrollably. 

 He hesitated only a moment.  Then, he went to her.  He sank to the floor at her feet as he 

took her hands in his.  He was unable to look at her for just a moment, long enough for Caryn to 

wonder if he would tell her the truth.  The hands clasped in his were trembling, begging him for 

answers…the right answers.  He heard her silent call to him, leading him from the dark place 

Late Dawg and Brother had taken him tonight, back into the sunlight.  He didn’t blame the two 

men for his actions.  He’d known what he was doing. When he lifted his head, the eyes that 

found hers were forthright and honest.  He answered her question with a simple statement of fact. 

“I killed a man tonight.” 

 “Oh, David,” was all she said.  She felt anger swell up inside her. Her head fell to her 

husband’s shoulder as she wept for both of them.  She remembered a story David told her about 

his grandmother as she lay dying in this very bedroom.  The old woman had squeezed the arms 

of both David and Late Dawg with hands that spoke of hard work.  She pleaded with them to 

“live right.” The neighborhood rarely gave up a soul, even a good one.  Caryn’s tears became 

jerking, sobbing noises as she cried harder for her husband.  The neighborhood had him, now.  

Despite all he accomplished, his job and family, this horrible thing he’d done tonight would 

always be there between him and absolute freedom from the lure of these few city blocks.  

Tonight, he’d left home a free man, and come back enslaved.   

“You have to let him go,” she whispered through her tears, her voice still barely audible. 

David pulled back from her so she could see his face.  They both knew she was talking 

about Late Dawg.  “I know,” he nodded in agreement.  “Come to bed, Caryn.  I need to hold 

you.” 

He led her across the room to the old wrought iron bed. Caryn turned in his arms, put her 

hands on him, and kissed him softly on the mouth.  The kiss deepened as his tongue found hers. 

He took what she offered without hesitation.  He sucked in the smell of her, even her sex because 

he knew she was ready for him.  He pulled back.  Not like this.  They could possibly conceive a 



child tonight, and David did not want the stench of Brother’s blood on any of his children.  He 

recognized the kiss for what it was:  a pact between them…her way of saying she stood beside 

him, and simply, his apology.  

They lay close to each other on the bed. Caryn’s body was wrapped protectively around 

her husband’s.  David was propped against the pillows, one arm curled casually across his wife’s 

back and the other arm rested behind his head.  It was only when his body sought to uncoil that 

he realized he’d been holding his breath since he walked into the house over an hour ago.  

Slowly he exhaled, feeling his body return to normal.  Tomorrow, he’d deal with Late Dawg.    
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