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I’ll Be Watching You 

 

 She always keeps her bedroom window cracked open a few inches. She blows the smoke 

from her Marlboro Lights into the clean air; she would rather pollute her body and the outside air 

than her apartment. Her mother visits every so often, unexpectedly, and she likes her place to 

look and smell decent, at the very least.  

The matted mess of short stringy blond hair slowly rises and falls in sync with her sleep-

filled breaths on this particular morning. The hot sun shines brightly, menacingly, through the 

small crack and onto the tightly-wound bundle of sheets and body.  

 Slowly opening her eyes, she looks into the stinging light. She immediately slams them 

shut and rubs her temples. 

Untangling herself from the cocoon of blankets, Lily attempts to stand. Faltering a bit, 

she braces herself on the bed with her left hand, shielding her eyes from the light with her right. 

Trying to get up a second time proves successful, and she disappears from sight in the direction 

of the bathroom. She had been out until three-something in the morning. Her shift starts at 9:00 

AM; she has 20 minutes to pull herself together and make it to Mary’s Diner where she has been 

working for the past five months. Most people wouldn’t be able to accomplish such a feat in a 

matter of minutes, but Lily will. I have seen her do it many times before, and how she manages 

to look absolutely beautiful in that neon orange apron is beyond me.  

 Stumbling down the stairs, she flees to her 1989 blue Nissan Maxima, revving the engine 

one time before backing quickly down the driveway, throwing it into drive, and speeding away 

down Twenty-first, turning left down Third toward the diner. I look at the clock. It is now 8:56; 

she will be right on time. I sip my coffee and slide into my pink recliner. Having already 

showered, I have a few hours to kill. It might be a good day to go shopping.  
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 Scanning the rack of shirts, I find nothing that interests me. I move onto shoes. Again, 

nothing exciting. Not too sure what I am looking for, I continue searching aimlessly. I realize 

that I am probably taking longer than usual. So I automatically go to a familiar drawer, open it, 

and glance over the treasure trove within: panties. I pick up a blue lacey pair with a tiny flower in 

the front. Too plain. I dig a little deeper and am immediately attracted to a tiny yellow stringy 

pair. Perfect. I put them in my pocket, close the drawer, shut off the light, and walk slowly into 

the hallway. Peeking around the corner, seeing no one, I start toward the back door. I hear a 

small scraping noise coming from the kitchen. I freeze, listening intently. I take one step toward 

the sound, and a loose floorboard squeaks from the weight of my body. I feel every hair on my 

body rise. I close my eyes, praying I haven’t been heard. I shuffle over to the wall next to the 

doorway into the kitchen. Glancing inside, I see nothing. I take a step back toward the door and 

hear the scraping noise again. Not daring to look, I make a run for the door. Scrambling to 

unlock it, something brushes against my arm. I whip my head to the side, only to see an orange 

and black cat sitting on the back of the armchair. I breathe a deep sigh of relief.  

 “Oh you scared the hell out of me! I haven’t seen you here before?” I say, looking closely 

to read the name tag on its collar.  

“Mak, huh? Hi Mak.” As I move to pet him, he swiftly lifts his paw and claws my 

forearm.  

“Feisty, aren’t ya?” I reach toward him again, and he reacts the same way, this time 

lunging and getting me right below my ribs. I feel my face turn red from my anger. Looking at 

my torn shirt, I notice drops of blood from my forearm fall and hit the carpet.  

“Damn it! Look what you did!” I never should have stopped. I could be home by now!  
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Running to the bathroom, I open the medicine cabinet. Nope. I look in the cabinet below 

the sink. Not there. What time is it? How long have I been here? I turn to the cabinet on the wall 

behind me. Knocking over a few bottles of hairspray, shampoo and other feminine hygiene 

supplies, I see the brown bottle. Hydrogen peroxide! I grab some paper towels from the kitchen 

and return to the stain. Mak is on the floor smelling the blood. “Get out of here,” I say, scooting 

him away with my foot. He stays close, watching my every move. I pour the solution on the stain 

and watch it bubble. As it finishes, I dab at the blood, soaking it up with the paper towel. Pouring 

more on, I hear a noise at the front door. Not another cat! Wait. The sound of metal striking 

metal; a key is entering the keyhole of the front door. Damn it! I pick up the bottle and roll of 

paper towels from the floor, and, panicking, I scan the room for something I can quickly use to 

cover the spot. The furniture is too loud, and I don’t have time to make it to the boxes in the 

corner. I hear the click of the lock. The turning of the knob. Too late. The cat prances by me into 

the kitchen, toward the open door. I jump behind the couch. 

“Hello Mr. Mak, how are you, bud? Did you have a good few days?” 

Not Lily’s voice; she doesn’t have a roommate. Who is this?  

“Come on, baby. Let’s grab your stuff and head home.” She walks down the front 

hallway to the bedroom. Once I hear her open the bedroom door, I grab the rug in front of the 

couch and pull it as quietly as possible over the stain. I take the paper towels and bottle of 

hydrogen peroxide with me, and softly slip out the back door. Back in my house I throw the dirty 

paper towels in the garbage and use some clean ones to wipe the sweat from my face and clean 

the dried blood off my arm and stomach. I have to throw my favorite old blue t-shirt away 

because it is ripped and bloody. As I pull a clean white t-shirt over my head, I can feel my heart 

rate begin to slow. How could I have been so stupid? Why did I stop? I could’ve been caught! 
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I’ve been there so many times, sometimes taking mementos to add to my collection and other 

times merely browsing and smelling Lily’s beautiful aroma. Just to be close to her. More than 

just a wave or a “Hi, how are you doing?” Oh, Lily, beautiful, sweet Lily…but I do have the 

panties! I reach in my pocket and feel the silky material. It was worth it; it is done. 

The slamming of her car door wakes me from my combination whiskey and stress-

induced nap. Is it after five already? I cannot believe how tired today’s traumatic episode left me. 

Just knowing she is near makes me feel much better. I rise from my chair, call Pete’s Pasta 

Palace, and order the usual: pesto chicken pasta with an extra side of pine nuts. It will be twenty 

minutes, they say. I take a seat at the kitchen table and reach for the whiskey bottle, realizing that 

it is nearly empty. Do I even have any other alcohol? Whiskey is all I drink; I must have some 

more around here somewhere. I open the liquor cabinet in the kitchen to find a tiny bottle of 

Tanqueray. Ugh, I can’t remember the last time I had gin. The smell reminds me of college. Not 

a good time in my life. 

I continue into the basement, hoping I have some whiskey stored somewhere. I skim the 

many cupboards near my tool shelf. Nothing but supplies. I move on to the closet containing my 

collection of the things dearest to my heart. I know there is nothing to drink in there, but I have a 

sudden urge to look through the closet; it’s been a while. Pulling out my keys, I unlock the door 

and slide it open. So much beauty in one place, it is almost unbearable. I pull the panties from 

my pocket and rub them against my cheek, wishing Lily knew how much I care for her. I would 

do anything for her. I take out the faded cream-colored trunk that once belonged to my wife and 

begin folding the delicate pieces of fabric inside. Each item has meant so much to me at different 

times throughout my life; every piece brings back a memory, most good but some not. These 
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panties carry promise, however. Lily will be mine someday. I love her too much for her not to 

be.  

BRRRRRRIIIIINNNNGG! The sound of the doorbell pulls me from my nostalgic trip 

back to reality. Quickly placing the clothing back into the trunk, with the addition of a new item, 

I put it back in the closet and lock the door. I go up the stairs slowly, collecting my thoughts, 

knowing that my entire life cannot and will not exist in that closet. My life is not what has been; 

it is what will be. 

“Thank you, Mr. Rowe. Have a great evening.” 

“You too, son. Thanks.”  

I close the door behind the delivery boy and return to the kitchen table to set down my 

dinner. Maybe I should stop eating delivery so much; I’ve gained some weight, and I need to get 

back into shape. Lily would definitely notice me more… I sit down to dinner. Reaching for my 

cup, I realize I still haven’t found any whiskey. Damn it! I’ll just settle for gin. I better get to the 

store tomorrow. There is so much to do! 

After making a concoction of Hi-C Fruit Punch and Tanqueray, my favorite time of the 

day begins: dinner and a show. The view out the kitchen window of my tiny, weathered house is 

a beautiful one, with the Atlantic Ocean in the distance, the palm trees lining the streets, the 

many different species of birds flying nearby, and, my personal favorite, a direct look in the 

bedroom and kitchen windows of Lily McDonally. It is now quarter to six, and Lily is sitting 

down to a glass of Merlot, keeping the bottle on the table for easy refills, like I always do. I lift 

my glass and pretend she is across the table from me, cheers-ing me, as well. Tonight, she is 

having grilled chicken and steamed broccoli. Always a health nut, that one. One of the many 

things I love about her is her body, which she seems to have different feelings about.  
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She often stands in front of the mirror before going out at night, poking and prodding at 

different parts of her stomach and hips. Using her index finger and thumb as prongs, she grabs 

pieces of skin, seeing how far she can pull them from her body. Her face scrunches up into a 

look of absolute disgust throughout this entire process, which takes about five minutes, 

sometimes more. I wish I could be beside her to comfort her and tell her just how stunning she 

really is. Through the eyes of a 63 year-old fairly normal, slightly overweight man, there is 

nothing wrong with her. Not a thing. Even this daily ritual she goes through is endearing and 

makes me feel closer to her because she never does it in front of anyone else. Just me. She trusts 

me enough to let me inside, to show me the real Lily. Lovely, lovely Lily.  

I look up to find her no longer sitting at the table. Nor is she in her room. Must be in the 

bathroom putting on makeup and doing what girls do. She doesn’t need anything artificial to 

make her pretty; she just is. Girls will be girls, though. I see her walk into her bedroom, her short 

strawberry blonde hair a little messy in the back, on purpose, I suppose. Dark teal eyeliner and a 

bit of blush. She stares into the floor-length black mirror and begins the body-loathing. I take a 

bite of my noodles and watch as she gazes sadly upon herself. Her scrunched face would be so 

cute if it wasn’t reflecting pure disdain for herself. She takes off her shirt from work, revealing a 

tan-colored bra covering her tiny breasts. She turns and changes into a lacey black bra, pulling 

the straps up and staring at herself, again. She turns to the side, sucking her stomach in so that 

her ribs jut out severely. She turns again to the front, then to the other side. She breathes and her 

body returns to normal. The look of repulsion returns to her face, then a look of sorrow. If only I 

was with her right now! I would take all her pain away.  

She looks up; she hears something. Her friends are probably at the door to pick her up. 

She opens her drawer and pulls out a bright red t-shirt with a band of some kind on the front and 
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quickly slips out of her cargo work pants and into a pair of very tight jeans. She looks absolutely 

amazing. She slides on a pair of black high heels and runs into the hall. She runs back in for one 

more quick look in the mirror and shuts off the light.  

She walks into the kitchen, where her front door is, and opens it. She smiles and signals 

the person in. This is odd; she usually just grabs her purse and out the door she goes. A man 

enters, with a long dark jacket and a bottle of wine. This is definitely not a brother or cousin. I 

have not seen this man in any of her pictures. In fact, she has not had any men over in awhile, 

giving me more hope. Oh well, now I’ll just have to wait a while until he breaks her heart or 

simply stops returning her calls, as they all do. Maybe then I can go from being just her friendly 

neighbor to something more… He didn’t even buy expensive wine; any idiot can get Barefoot 

wine from the nearest gas station. This won’t take much time at all.  

Lily grabs her jacket and purse, and the two head out the door and down the steps. So 

much for the show tonight; I may as well just go to the liquor store right now. I think I’ll spend 

the night with my precious items in the basement. 

  ______________________________________________________ 

 “Oh, Robert, please stop. Robert, you’re hurting me!” she yelled, yanking her arm from 

me. Grabbing her coat, she turned and headed for the door. “I’m done. I’m leaving you.” 

 “You think you can just do that? You can just walk away from me, and that’s it? I don’t 

think so honey.”  

 “I can, and I will, Bob. I won’t take this anymore. Goodbye.” 

 “Oh, it’s goodbye alright, Veronica.”  
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 I’ll never forget the look in her eye (a mixture of terror and sorrow) as she realized that 

she had no choice, no way out. I had complete control over that stupid little bitch, and there was 

not a thing she could do about it. Having that much power is an amazing high. 

 I cared about Veronica; she was my wife for God sakes! I loved her with all of my being, 

and it wasn’t enough for her. If I couldn’t have her, then no one could. And no one ever did. She 

still has a part of my heart, though. You don’t forget a love like that. Lily, however, is a whole 

different breed. She would never leave me. Lily will be able to help me move on.  

 I often find myself thinking about my past when I am alone with nothing to do, and I 

realize just how lonely I am. I just want a nice girl to feel the same way about me as I do about 

her. I tend to fall for beautiful women who brush me off as just another jerk. Man, I can prove all 

of them wrong; I can love with everything I have. If someone doesn’t want it, then I just have to 

make them regret it. 

______________________________________________________ 

A man’s voice wakes me. I look at the clock; it’s 3:30 in the morning. I get off the couch 

and look out the window. The guy is dropping Lily off. Wait, he is literally dropping her off. 

What the..? He is going to leave her on the sidewalk?  

I rush to the door and go outside. Crossing my small front yard, I approach Lily 

cautiously. Her brown suede jacket barely covers her frail body and tiny arms; what the hell was 

that idiot thinking? I pick her up and gently put her over my shoulder. She is incredibly light, so 

carrying her up the stairs is easy. I grab her extra key from above the door frame, and open the 

door, turn on the light in the kitchen, and carry her down the hall to her room. I lay her on her 

bed and sit beside her. I brush the hair off her face, and she makes a kind of purring noise.  I take 

off her shoes and place them next to the bed. I lie next to her. She reeks of alcohol, but it is 
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intoxicating, in a way. My head next to hers, my arm around her waist, I know this is where I 

belong.  

______________________________________________________ 

Her eyes still looked so enticing. The contortion of her body was so elegant, like a dancer 

or a swimmer, at the climax of the performance. Exquisite is the only word to describe her in that 

moment.  

I kissed her once more, and reached for my camera. I laid beside her on the kitchen floor 

and took a photo of those eyes, green with small flecks of brown; I would never forget how she 

looked.  

“I love you, Veronica, but it’s time to go.” Closing her eyelids softly, I lifted and placed 

her in the bag. Making sure it was tied tightly, I brought her downstairs. I hadn’t wanted it to end 

this way; she just wouldn’t listen.  

Reaching the top of the stairs, I looked out my front window at the world, continuing on, 

as always. A group of boys ran down the sidewalk with capes and sticks. An old woman was 

slowly strolling with the aid of a young woman whose deep coffee hair shone brightly in the 

afternoon sun. It turns out, Marissa and her grandmother lived just down the street in a cute little 

red house with a wrought iron fence. The next day I casually walked by and told her that if she 

wanted the broken post on her fence fixed I wouldn’t mind helping. Marissa said that would be 

great, and her deep blue eyes sparkled when she smiled at me. She was lovely and incredibly 

kind. She had a naughty side to her, as well, though, which intrigued me more. That hot pink 

bustier was not easy to collect… 

I never did replace the post in that fence; I never intended to.  

______________________________________________________ 
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Lily sits up so fast that the sheet I’m laying on top of almost rips. She doesn’t pay 

attention to me; I’m not the first strange man she has woken up next to. She goes to the foot of 

the bed and grabs a cigarette; I feign sleep, enjoying just listening to her. She opens the window 

wider, lights the cigarette, and takes a long drag. She holds it in for a moment. I have never been 

interested in smoking, but the fact that Lily smokes makes me yearn to share one with her. She 

exhales, sighing deeply, holding her head with her left hand, Marlboro Light in the other. 

She slowly turns her head toward me; I keep my eyes shut, not sure how she will react. I 

pray that if I explain myself, she will understand and be grateful. I don’t want this to end up like 

the other ones. Lily is different. She is a nice, accepting person.  

“Um, not to be rude, but who the hell are you?”  

I open my eyes, rubbing them slightly, as if I am just waking up.  

“Mmmmm. Good morning. How are you feeling? I’m Bob Rowe, your neighbor?” 

“Oh…” She looks slightly unsettled. “Did we…?”  

“Oh, no honey. I woke up last night, early this morning I guess, and heard a noise 

outside. I looked out the window and saw you lying on the sidewalk and a car driving away. I 

came and put you to bed. I must have fallen asleep. I’m sorry. I’ll just be going now…” I did not 

want to leave, but that is the polite thing to say, after all.  

“Oh my God. I am so embarrassed. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you, really. 

Thank you so much. Oh, God. I’m mortified. I can’t believe I drank so much.” She always drank 

too much. She quickly looked out the window, taking another drag. 

“Oh don’t worry, hon. You’re just fine. I just wanted to be sure you were safe.” 

“Thank you. I definitely won’t be going anywhere with Kyle ever again.” 

“I take it that’s the person who left you on the street?” 
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“Yeah. I thought he might actually be a nice guy for a change. Obviously not. I have the 

worst taste in guys! Ugh, and now I’m rambling. I’m so sorry, Mr. Rowe.” Even with smeared 

makeup and hair going every which way, Lily looks extraordinary. And she’s remorseful. 

Humiliation looks good on her. Hell, anything looks good on her. 

“Don’t be. I’m just glad to help. And, please, call me Bob.” I smile in a nice, helpful, 

more a friend than a neighbor kind of way. 

“Well I really do appreciate everything, Bob. I’ve got to get to work pretty soon here, but 

do you want some…coffee or something?” 

“I would love some. Thank you.” By this time, I am standing, nearing her door. I want to 

make her think I respect her space, when all I really want to do is grab her and kiss her, show her 

just how much I really care for her. 

“Ok, let me go start some.” She puts her cigarette out in the ashtray and stands up. “The 

kitchen’s this way. Thank God you woke up last night! If you wouldn’t have been there, 

anything could have happened. Who knows who could have come along…” She bends down to 

grab the coffee container. Last night’s shirt hangs awkwardly from her shoulders; it is turned a 

bit sideways. I wouldn’t point it out. I didn’t want to embarrass her further, and I am thoroughly 

enjoying the view. I remain silent. 

“I see you in your yard sometimes when I am leaving for work. You always seem so 

happy and friendly.” She said flashing me her beautiful straight teeth this with the utmost 

sincerity.  

“Why thank you, Lily. That’s very sweet of you.” I imagine what it would be like to have 

Lily make breakfast for me every morning. We would wake up together, eat breakfast, do things 

that people who love each other do. We will make an amazing couple.  
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“I’m gonna get ready for work quick while the coffee finishes.” She smiles at me as she 

walks by. I think I need to tell her how I feel. I think I need to do it now. Well, I’ll at least wait 

for her to change.  

I listen as she changes, a sound I know will become familiar, someday. I walk across the 

kitchen and gaze out the window at my own house. It’s so strange to be looking at my house 

from this apartment instead of the exact opposite. It’s a very exciting feeling. Things are moving 

along nicely.  

I hear Lily’s footsteps as she enters the kitchen behind me. She pours the coffee into two 

mugs with Christmas scenes on them, handing me one. 

“Sorry, it’s all I’ve got.” She grabs a container of sugar and looks in the fridge. “And I 

don’t have any milk either. God, I am a wreck, today!” 

“You’re not a wreck at all, dear. Now sit down and drink up. You’ve got to hurry if 

you’re going to make it to work on time. Mary has quite the temper.”  

“Ha! No sh- wait, I’ve never seen you at the diner before?” Shit! What am I doing? 

“Oh, I don’t go there very often. I think I’ve only been twice. I’ve just known Mary a 

long time.” Good recovery. I don’t know Mary at all, but she is notorious for losing her temper 

with customers. 

“Right…” Lily looks at me, confused. I’ve just got to tell her. 

“Lily I-“ 

“How do you know what time I work at, then?” she interrupts. Oh Lord, have I dug 

myself a hole now… 

“I’ve just…noticed that you leave about nine o’clock every morning. That’s all.” 
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“What, do you, like, watch me?” The all too familiar look of disgust comes across her 

face, but, this time, she is looking right at me. Keeping a calm face, I try to make something up. 

“No, no, I just get up fairly early and hear you start your car around that time.”  

“How do you know it is my car starting? It could be anyone’s car…” Her beautiful hazel 

eyes are focused intently on me now. Remain calm, Bob.  

“Lily, honey, you’ve got me all wrong. I-“ 

“I think it’s time for you to go, Bob. Thank you for helping me out last night. I will see 

you around.” She turns and reaches for the door. 

“You know, I am just not ready to leave yet, Lily. I think I’ll finish my coffee, and we 

can talk some more. So come, sit down, and let me explain.” 

“No, Bob, you need to leave. Now.” I had never seen Lily act like this before. Her mean 

side was pretty cute. She was beginning to piss me off, though. 

“Lily, come over here, and we will talk. There is something you need to know.” 

“I think I know plenty, Bob.” She unlocks the door and begins to turn the handle. Before 

she can open it, though, I place my hand heavily on the door.  

“You think you know, huh? You think you’ve got me pegged? Oh, Lily you have no 

idea.” She yanks at the door handle, but I slam it shut. It is my time to talk. How dare she try and 

push me out of her house after what I did for her. “I could have left you on the ground outside 

last night. I could have raped you if I had wanted. And believe me, I thought about it. But I 

didn’t. All I did was take care of you. And this is how you repay me? Shoving me out the door? I 

don’t think so, honey.” 

She looks at me as if I am some type of horrible person. She backs up, putting her hand 

on the counter to make sure she doesn’t run into anything. Wait a minute, that’s… 
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“Give me that!” I yell, jerking her phone from her hand. I throw it against the wall, 

watching as it shatters. I am going to tell her how I feel, and she will be happy.  

“I love you, Lily. More than anyone has or ever will love you. Yes, I have been watching 

you for…about five months now. I watch you because I need to make sure you are alright. I care 

for you so much, Lily. I would never want to scare you.” 

She stares at me, horrified, still backing up. She is almost in the living room. I just love 

her so much. She must understand. I will make her understand. 

“Mr. Rowe, Bob, you are scaring me. Please, just leave. I need to get to work. They will 

know I am not there…” Her eyes plead with me to listen to her. I am listening; she is the one 

who is not. 

“They will notice, yes, but one day won’t matter too much, honey. We have months to 

make up for. Now, come and sit.” I grab her arm, and she tries to writhe away. I tighten my grip; 

she grabs my hand with both of hers. I place my other arm around her body, lifting her off the 

ground. Her skin feels so good against mine. 

“Just listen, sweetheart. I will take good care of you. I have loved other women before, 

and I know you’ve loved other men. I’ve seen your heart broken by those guys, but I am nothing 

like them! I have never felt like this about anyone. I will never leave you.” 

I yelp from the pain of her teeth on my finger but retain my grip on her arm. 

“Oh, you decided to try and hurt me, huh? Listen here, you little bitch.” I pull her in 

tightly, so I can whisper in her ear. “If you don’t do what I tell you to do, things are not going to 

end well. Understand? I always thought of you as an understanding person, Lily.” I set her down 

in one of her kitchen chairs, loosening my grip slightly. I turn the chair and kneel so we are face 

to face. She is crying. This is not a good look on her. “Do you understand me, now?”  
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______________________________________________________ 

Opening the back door to my house, I quickly go inside. I descend the stairs to the 

basement, the bag growing heavier with every step. I set the bag on my work table and open the 

cupboard to retrieve my camera. I untie the bag and pull it down just below her collar bone. Her 

eyes are peaceful, now. It is over. Her bruised neck is turning different, darker shades of purple 

by the minute. Leaning over her body, I take a picture of Lily’s exquisite eyes before I close 

them, forever. I tie the bag back up and walk over to my freezer. I remove some frozen pizzas 

and a few boxes of frozen food and I place her gently on top of Taylor. I run upstairs to get some 

more ice to cover them up, then put the food back. I shut the freezer door and take a breath. Why 

does it always have to end this way?  

I walk underneath the stair case and lift the door to my second freezer. Veronica, Marissa, 

and Tasha all lie still, beneath ice cream and popsicles. I close the door, touching it softly. I 

return to my work bench and look at the Polaroid picture; it doesn’t do Lily’s eyes justice, but I 

know the secrets they hold. I open the closet and place the picture in the Ziploc bag, on top of the 

others. I hadn’t wanted it to turn out this way with any of them; they just didn’t understand me 

like I had hoped. Some had tried, while others couldn’t have cared less. Well, there are plenty 

more fish in the sea. 

Sliding the bag closed, I realize how much my hands hurt. After placing the bag back on 

its shelf and closing the closet door, I rub my knuckles. That one wasn’t going without a fight. 

Thank God nothing was broken, and there was no blood, no cleanup. Beautiful.  

______________________________________________________ 

 After showering and changing my clothes, I throw my dirty clothes in the washing 

machine and call Pete’s for dinner. I switch it up and get the chicken fettuccine alfredo instead of 
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my usual; I’m in the mood for something different tonight. I look over at Lily’s apartment. So 

sad to think that it is empty, now. Hopefully a nice new girl will move in; preferably one with a 

liking for slightly overweight 63 year-old men. Realizing I still have no whiskey, I grab my car 

keys and head for the liquor store.  

 Ten minutes later, I pull up in my car to see three police cars in front of Lily’s apartment 

building. Someone from work or maybe that dumbass guy must have gone looking for her and 

reported her missing. No one ever thinks that the friendly man next door would do such a thing. 

If they ask me, I’ll say I fell asleep watching my shows. It will be another unknown, another case 

gone cold, just like all my girls in the freezers. 

______________________________________________________ 

 A few weeks later, I am watching television, and I hear the doorbell. Thank God, I am 

starving! That felt a lot longer than 20 minutes this time.  

There is a policeman standing at the door, however, looking very serious. I knew this 

would come; time to play dumb.  

 “Sorry to bother you sir. I’m looking for a Mr. Robert Rowe?” 

 “That would be me, officer. What’s going on?” 

 “Mr. Rowe, please step outside.” I know how this questioning business goes. They like to 

act very serious, very concerned. I follow the officer, letting the screen door slam shut behind 

me. 

“Please put your hands on the wall and spread your legs apart, sir.” I do so, allowing him 

to pat me down. He is really being intense about this. He must be new. Doesn’t understand you 

don’t need to frisk everyone. Poor dumb bastard. 

“So what are you up to, officer?” I turn around to face him. 
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“Mr. Rowe, please face the wall.” I do as I’m told. I am not going to make myself look 

suspicious. He is going a bit overboard on this tough cop bit, though. 

“Mr. Rowe, you are under arrest for suspicion in the missing person case of Ms. Lily 

McDonally. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against 

you in a court of-” 

“What the hell am I being arrested for? I didn’t do anything!” What is going on? I did 

everything right. They must be mistaken. 

“A neighbor recently reported that they saw you carry Ms. Donally into her house the 

night before she disappeared. Our lab technicians found blood on the carpet of her apartment. 

We are taking you in to have your blood analyzed.” 

“Blood? My blood? What in the hell are you talkin-” Oh my God. That cat scratched me. 

That damn cat clawed me!  

I’ll get out of this, no problem. This will be over in no time. I’ll explain what happened. 

I’ll have to change it a little considering I was over there taking her panties. Everything will be 

back to normal again soon.  

There is a woman standing at the bottom of Lily’s stairs crying. She looks at me being 

lead to the cop car. As she turns, I notice her auburn hair shimmer in the street light. She has 

beautiful brown eyes. 


