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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	The man picked up the left shoe, inspected it for dust, and then whipped out a handkerchief from the breast pocket of the shirt and dabbed it to the shoe. There was no dust. But he dusted it anyway. Once he was satisfied with its cleanliness, he placed it on the floor at the end of the bed and picked up the right shoe. He inspected it, and dabbed at the imaginary dust. Of course, there was no dust. He’d made sure of that the night before when he’d polished the shoes until they shone. He’d then covered them in wax and polished them again. Plus, he kept the room immaculately clean with all the latest accoutrements from the cleaning aisle in the supermarket.

	His work was precise work, and he needed to look good doing it.

	He picked up the perfectly folded pair of black socks, unrolled them, and chose the left one. Left always came first. Left leg into left pant leg. Left foot into left sock. Left arm into left shirt arm. He daintily lifted his left leg and expertly pulled the sock onto his foot. His toenails were perfectly pedicured, just as his fingernails were perfectly manicured, and the skin on his feet was just as white as the skin on his hands.

	He wasn’t a sun person. He slathered himself in sunscreen before dressing, never worked outdoors during the hottest part of the day, or any part of the day, and preferred to do his work indoors. Hence, no suntan and lily-white skin.

	After sliding his socked-enclosed left foot into the left shoe, he lifted his right foot and rolled on his right sock. He knew it was his right sock as he labelled all of his socks the moment he opened the packet. It was so much easier that way, knowing which sock went on which foot. It saved so much time and money. And he always pinned each pair together before washing them, so they were never lost, or separated from one another. That’s how he liked things. Simple, easy, and never lost or separated from each other.

	He stuck his right foot into the right shoe and stood, smoothing down the legs of his tan pants. They were the type that never crumpled, no matter how long he sat for, or what cramped position he was in. There were never any creases in his pants.

	With a flick at imaginary lint, he picked up the matching suit jacket and carefully laid it over his left arm. As he was right-handed, it always went over his left arm so he could do everything else with his right hand. The suit was always tan. That was the only colour he had suits in. Tan suits and white shirts. No matter what. That’s all he wore. Black accessories accompanied them. Shoes, socks, belt, and tie, when he wore one. But that was rare and never during the day.

	He picked up his black wallet from the nightstand and slid it into his pants pocket. Next, he picked up a case and opened it to reveal his black, thick-framed glasses. He hated them. But at least they were black. He slid them onto his face, picked up his black sunglasses and hooked them into his shirt pocket. He couldn’t see well without the magnification, nor could he see well in the sun without the dark over-lenses. Snapping the case shut, he put it into the small black bag he carried to work and made sure his other items were already in it.

	He couldn’t leave without those. They were his most prized possessions. A set of such finely handcrafted tools that were almost impossible to find on the black market. The black market. His favourite neutral. He’d acquired the tools ten years ago for a small fortune from the descendant of the maker. The man needed money and was selling off the family heirlooms, and he’d offered to buy them. A deal was cut, and he’d become the proud new owner of the most beautifully crafted surgical tools in the entire world.

	According to him.

	He carefully lifted out the small black pouch, unrolled it, and stood marvelling at the magnificence. Pure silver, ornately designed, expertly crafted. They were the most beautiful tools he’d ever laid eyes on. And he’d been the proud owner of them for ten years. Of course, he cleaned them after every use. He had to; otherwise little bits of flesh would find their way under the ornate handles. And he couldn’t have that.

	A small smile etched itself onto his face as he gazed down lovingly. But only for a few moments. The smile disappeared and he rolled up the pouch and placed it carefully back into his small black bag. He had to treat them well for they had served him well.

	The keys were the last item he picked up. Three keys on three rings, hanging from one small black key pouch. The house, the car, the office. Three keys, that’s all that was needed.

	Ever.

	He placed them into his left hand, hung his small case over his left wrist by the strap, and carefully lifted his tan jacket to glance at his black leather banded watch.

	It was almost time.

	He walked into the room and over to the bureau under the window and contemplated what to do next. The plan was always the same. The note was already written, so he didn’t need to sit down and write one. He already had it in his jacket pocket. But still, it was a nice bureau. It matched the rest of the furniture in the room and there was a nice view of the small back garden. He stared out the window at that garden. All kinds of flowers were in bloom for the very early summer, and the scent wafted over the place like his grandmother’s cheap, smothering perfume. His mother had worn the same perfume. So had her two sisters. His aunts. Four women in his family had worn the same thick, suffocatingly hateful perfume year after year. It had smothered him whenever he saw all of them. They’d go to his grandmother’s house and his aunts would be there. Or his grandmother and aunts would come over, and that scent would waft after them time after time, covering the house in a blanket of suffocatingly thick flowers. A scent he’d come to hate.

	A sigh left him, and a small pounding at the back of his right eye told him he’d been frowning at the thought. His eye always throbbed when he frowned. It throbbed when he thought. It throbbed when he remembered. Remembered memories he didn’t want. Remembered things he hadn’t done. Or, at least, claimed he hadn’t done.

	His past wasn’t completely horrible. Not by any means. But certain things triggered certain memories that triggered the pounding behind his right eye. Always the right eye. Never the left. Always the right.

	He gazed out the window at the early summer day. The flowers spread their cheerful blooms across the garden. It was very pretty, and something he could sometimes enjoy, but besides the memories their scent evoked, they also evoked hay fever which he could feel coming on.

	Hay fever was not something he enjoyed having. Did anyone? And, like every other sufferer, he could tell when it was coming. A stuffiness in the nose that dried him out, or, in turn, a bout of sneezing that made his nose run. Itchy eyes and a pain in the right ear. Again, never his left. A pain that often travelled to his right sinus and down his right throat.

	God, he hated hay fever!

	Breathing slowly, in through his nose, he exhaled through his mouth. The stuffy nose was getting worse. Turning from the bureau, he walked past the bed into the bathroom to recheck it for his belongings. He didn’t like to leave items behind; he liked to double and triple check every room before he left just in case he’d forgotten something.

	His gaze darted from corner to corner, counter top to counter top, and saw nothing. Nothing of his that was. He walked over to the sink and saw the small black speck scuttle sideways, unsure of what the large beast looming over it was going to do. He gazed down at it, pondering its life, whether it had plans for the day. What it had done with its life, whether it had a mate and children. Something he didn’t have. All because of the women in his family and that damn suffocating perfume. He squashed the speck with his right forefinger, lifted the tap handle and washed his finger. He didn’t care about some God-forsaken bug.

	Watching the water flow into the drain reminded him of times long gone. Times spent under a pouring tap. A pouring trail of water colder than ice in often freezing times. All for things he hadn’t done.

	Sort of.

	The throbbing behind his right eye started again. He snapped off the tap, strode out of the bathroom, and across the hall into the small kitchenette slash living room. He came to a stop smack bang in the middle of it, and his head swivelled to give his eyes the chance to look for anything he may have left.

	Drab, boring, and dismally tan, the kitchenette living room was monochrome at its finest. Whoever had designed and styled it had managed to find the same shade of tan and decorate it in all its ’70s style blandness.

	His gaze roamed the walls to the floor to the counters and couches. He’d left nothing. Never did. At least, not physically. But places like this always left an imprint on him and so a part of him imprinted on the place. Always memories, always bad, always dragged up from the past.

	His right eye twitched.

	That was the other part of it. It always twitched to let him know it was starting. And then it throbbed when he frowned and when he remembered, and he remembered often. Remembered all the things that had happened to him as a child, as an adolescent, as an adult. But…didn’t everyone? He’d often wished for memory loss. So desperately he wanted to forget some memories. If not all. There weren’t any he wanted to remember. Well…one in particular.

	One memory of one night when he was fourteen. That’s the memory he wanted to have for the rest of his life, and one he’d so happily trade for the others, wishing they’d leave his mind and never come back. Just that one memory of the most beautiful, satisfying, illuminatingly perfect moment of his life. No others. Just that one night when he was fourteen.
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