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Saving S ophie

Roxanne Wells

To all the cab drivers of Las Vegas who have been
there at just the rig’ht time.
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Chapter One
Words of Wisdom

Why is it that every time you leave the presence of your mother she has to say
some kind of words of wisdom? Why can’t she just say, “See ya,” or “lock the damn
door when you leave?” No, my mother has to give me one long last speech about safety
or the damn boogieman saga before | depart. | love her, but shit; every time | visit it’s a
new horror story.

“Mom, please, stop watching the news. 1’m a cab driver, and there’s no hit out
for me.”

She took my face in her hands and kissed my cheek. She was a tiny woman with
a big heart and a temper that was unpredictable. Her hair was the color of a Hershey bar
and her eyes were an ice blue.

“I know, Jesse, but I have to warn my boy of what’s going on out there. The
“Cab Cutter” just gets into random cabs and does his thing. There doesn’t have to be a
reason. The guy is just a crazy man.”

“This is Las Vegas, a town of multiple weirdos. | can handle it,” I said rolling my
eyes.

I could see the motherly worry in her eyes.

“You call me in a few days and be safe out there.”

“Will do Josephine and thanks for dinner,” | said while heading out the door. |
felt a slap to the back of my head. “I hate when you do that.” | smoothed down the back
of my hair.

“I hate when you call me Josephine.”

See her unpredictable temper?

“Bye mother.”

“Bye, son,” she said, waving from the front door.

I sat down in my Chrysler 300 and took in the new leather smell. Life was good.
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I had a new ride, a new cab license, and had already made a grand this week. It was only
Thursday. | drove out of the driveway lighting a cigarette one handed while moving into
traffic. Too bad my bad habits would ruin the new car smell.

My life had taken a weird turn recently when my long time girlfriend, Kate
decided that she and her friend Toni, who just happened to be a woman, were in love.
Not the greatest ego booster; well life’s a bitch and so is my ex for that mater so what the
hell. Anyway, I’m over it. 1’ve moved on. | quit my job at the car insurance company
and I’m on to bigger and better things. Okay, so some of you wouldn’t consider being a
cab driver bigger and better so | needed a change, okay? Sheesh, give me a break. |
figure | can meet a lot of people this way and work my own hours. 1’ve already gotten
two phone numbers from straight women. | glanced in the rearview mirror and took a
long hit off the cigarette.

“Ah, shit, what if they’re not straight?” the thought occurred, then easily
dismissed with a quick chuckle. They wouldn’t have given me their number if they were
gay. Okay, so I’m a little paranoid about women now.

| flicked the cigarette out the window and flipped the stereo on. Aerosmith
blasted Dream On as | hit the 15 freeway south and got off at Flamingo. It was show
time. The Las Vegas strip lights were calling me, and so were the cash tips. | pulled into
the Bellagio and inched my way up the taxi lane. A beautiful blonde opened the door
before the valet attendant could get to it.

“You gotta be quicker than that sweetie, if you want a tip,” she called out to the
attendant, smiling as she closed the door, sliding across the leather seat. “I hate Vegas.
Take me to the Mirage.”

She offered me a winning smile.

“All right,” | said, accelerating toward the main street.

| watched her through the rearview mirror as she leaned against the glass and
stared out the window. As usual summer brought traffic to a standstill, Vegas was crazy
on the strip any day of the week. 1 slid the dial to turn up the air conditioning a notch and
glanced in the rearview mirror again. She was staring at me.

“| like your picture,” she said.

The blond cast a quick glace at my cab license before turning to look back out the
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window once again.

“Thanks, I’m new to all this.”

“Really?” It sounded like she didn’t believe it but my mouth ran away with me.

“Yeah, thought I’d try something different for a change.” It sounded lame to my
ears, so | shifted slightly, throwing off the urge to say something equally stupid.

The heat in August was unbearable to say the least and the air still wasn’t cold
enough inside the car. | inched the car forward as the light turned red for the second
time.

“What the hell? I could have walked there faster than this,” she said, with an
irritation in her voice. “Sorry, but I’m in a hurry. I’m grabbing my stuff and catching the
first plane out of here. I hate this fucking town.”

“Most people love to come to Vegas,” | said flashing my pearly whites.

“You’re too cute and much too young to understand---.”

“Jesse. Too young? You look younger than me.”

“Okay, so you’re charming too, Mr. Jesse. You gotta last name?” she asked as
she leaned forward to look at my ID posted just above the meter. “Mr. Jesse Franklin.”

Her breast slid across the back of my tricep. | felt a hot flash. Suddenly, a wave a
sweet aroma filled my senses. “Jesse Franklin,” she repeated softly. She leaned back and
slumped in the seat.

“You smell really good,” I said, carefully waiting for a response.

“Coco Chanel,” she said exhaling heavily. | could lick that scent up all night. 1
rubbed the sweat from the back of my neck.

“So what brought you to Las Vegas?” | asked, glancing in the rearview mirror
again. She quickly bit down on her bottom lip and her eyes welled up with tears. “I’m
sorry, miss, | didn’t mean to upset you.”

“My boyfriend asked me to marry him and when we got here he decided he
wasn’t ready. We live in a small town, Grand Junction, Colorado. When he got here |
guess he saw all that he could be missing out on,” she said, tears streaming down her
face.

| glanced forward and changed lanes quickly. | grabbed a tissue from the center
console and handed it back to her over my shoulder, keeping my eyes on the traffic. My
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mom gave me the tissues. Hey, I never thought they’d come in handy so soon.

“Thank you,” she said, gratefully taking the offered tissue, wiping her tears away.

“Wow, if it’s any consolation, he’ll be sorry he let you go, a beautiful woman like
you who smells like heaven.”

“| can cook, too. The bastard.”

I glanced back at her and caught her with a slight grin.

“You’re gonna be fine,” I said, smiling back and getting into the far lane.

“You sure are handsome for being a cab driver.”

“Oh really? What do cab drivers usually look like?”

“Old and greasy,” she replied quickly.

I snickered at her quick comeback.

“Well, that | am not. Maybe you should stay a few days and enjoy the sights?”

“No, thank you, I’m sharing a room with Mr. Cold Feet. 1I’m just going to leave.”

“Too bad. | would have enjoyed driving you around,” | said, pulling up the
Mirage taxi lane.

I didn’t want to look back. | had just realized the sexual innuendo and felt like an
ass. | glanced back anyway hoping to cover up my gaff but she was too busy reaching
into her purse. Thankfully it looked like she hadn’t heard my last comment.

I stopped the car and the valet opened her door. | turned around quickly and
reached for her wrist.

“Hey, this one is on me. | wouldn’t want you to think all the men in VVegas are
fools.”

A smile swept across her face.

“Thank you, but Mr. Cold Feet is paying,” she said.

She grabbed my hand and pressed a wad of cash into my palm, while with her
other hand she trailed her fingers down my cheek as she left the car. | watched her exit
the car and bump into a man on his way to my cab. She reached into her purse again as
that man entered my car and shut the door.

“Luxor, and make it fast. | gotta get outta here,” he said.

She walked back to my car and tapped on the window. | lowered it and leaned

over the seat.
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“I don’t normally do this,” she said, handing me a piece of paper and turning
away quickly.

“Good night,” I said as she hurried into the hotel.

“Can we go now?” an irritated voice from the back seat asked, bringing me back
to reality.

“Uh, sure, sorry,” | said shoving the paper into my front right pocket.

“I bet you get a lot of play here, dontcha?”

“No, not really.”

“Liar,” the rider mumbled, clearly not believing me.

“Not as much as you think. And, she’s the first woman 1’d actually call back.
Man, did she smell good.”

I’d enjoy driving you around. What was | thinking?

“Yeah, I can still smell her. What a slut,” he jeered, the look in his eyes making
even me feel dirty as | looked back through the mirror.

I narrowed my eyes and sent him a warning look. The man had a black suit on.
He straightened his tie and patted the sweat from his brow with a white handkerchief. He
was sort of creepy. My mother would have definitely thrown his ass out of the vehicle. |
drove on in silence but the traffic got the best of me.

“So are you visiting here?” | asked politely.

“No,” he replied.

“Oh, so you live here?”

“No.”

“Business, then?”

“Can you shut the hell up, cabby? In New York, we don’t talk.”

“0...kay,” | said, lifting my eyebrows.

Just before | reached the Tropicana I glanced in the rearview mirror again. A
quick flicker of light glinted off the man’s dark brown hair. It didn’t look like sweat. |
had the air-conditioning on high. The red light held me at the intersection. | turned
around and saw a drop of moisture drip from his head and fall to my cream colored
leather seat. A red splash hit as we both looked up at each other. He quickly swiped the
handkerchief across the seat.
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“Drive cabby. It’s green,” he said sternly.

| accelerated and got in the right lane.

“Are you hurt?” | asked cautiously.

“No,” he said quickly.

I heard a small squeaky sound and looked back.

“What?” he asked.

“Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

“That squeaky sound,” I said, driving into the Luxor parking lot.

“Hey, I’ll pay you extra to drop me off around back.”

“Ummm, can’t do that. Luxor wants us up front,” | said.

Something cold and hard pressed up against my head.

“Do it,” he said.

“Is that a fuckin’ gun?”

“With a silencer,” he said, with a devilish cheery sound in his voice.

“Ah shit. My mother knew you’d be out tonight.”

“Who’s your mother?”

“Yeah, like I’d tell you. Are you the Cab Cutter?”

The man began to chuckle.

“Like I’d tell you.”

I slammed on the brakes and heard a sound like a bottle rocket go off. | elbowed
the man in the face and took off out of the car. The car rolled forward as he jumped out
after me. I ran through the back parking lot and suddenly my body felt weak. | trotted
forward trying to stay alert. | felt a drop of sweat run down my cheek. | wiped it and
looked at my hand. The yellow lights above beamed down on my hand revealing a black
fluid. It was blood. | heard faint footsteps come toward me as | dropped to my knees. A
black blanket fell over my left eye. | turned to shield myself at the sound of approaching
footsteps.

“Why me?” | asked him desperately.

“You saw the blood from my last victim. | thought 1’d change weapons tonight. |
got sick of getting blood on my hands.”
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I reached up and grabbed his arm, smearing my blood on him. “Not your lucky
night,” | said, shooting him a half grin.

“Son of a bitch! 1 just had this suit cleaned. Not my lucky night, huh? I’ll give
you not lucky,” he said, pushing my head back.

The force of his hand threw me backward. | felt the back of my head bounce off
the pavement but | felt no pain. All went black as I lay there. | opened my eyes and
stared up at him. I couldn’t move. | watched him reach into my front right pocket as he
mumbled something about him showing me bad luck. As he stepped back fury raced
through me. I lunged forward and grabbed him, but my arms fell through him. A couple
was headed our way.

“Call the police!” I shouted. “This man just shot me!”

The couple kept walking, like they hadn’t heard me. The Cab Cutter turned my
face away from them, cradling my head.

“My friend had too much to drink,” he said. “I think he’s going to be sick.”

They looked away quickly, disappearing into the darkness. The Cab Cutter drug
me over to a dumpster. He struggled to lift my body and threw me over the edge. He
slammed the lid down and ran toward my car. The car had hit a light pole and sat idling.
I ran toward him as he unfolded a piece of paper. | glanced over his shoulder and read it:

Pick me up at 8pm. My plane leaves at 10. Maybe we can talk. Sophie.
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Chapter Two
Torn Between Two Worlds

The Cab Cutter chuckled and threw the piece of paper on the ground. He got into
my car, slammed the door shut, and threw it into reverse. | quickly grabbed for the door
handle but my hand slipped through the metal.

“Stop! Give me my car back!” | shouted in frustration. He drove forward as the
car faced me. | stared down at my hands. What was happening? | wanted to rip this guy
apart. | pointed at the car. “Don’t you hurt her! I swear I’ll kill you myself!” The car
accelerated toward me. | jumped back and watched it drive through me. A tingling
sensation rushed over me. | fell to the ground as the car sped away. | watched the car
screech around a corner and was gone. | felt the ground under me as | pushed off of it to
stand up. “Why can | feel the ground but nothing else?”

“You’re dying, Jesse,” a voice on my right said.

| quickly looked up at a man leaning against the light pole. He was tall and thin
with dark hair. He looked vaguely familiar

“What do you mean I’m dying? Who are you? You can see me? Am | a ghost?”
| asked, desperate for answers.

“You don’t recognize me?”

“You do look familiar, but I really need answers quick. A woman is in trouble. |
need to get out of here.”

“That’s gonna be a problem.”

“Why?”

“Because your body is in the dumpster and you’re in a coma.”

I walked toward the man and felt a tug backwards. | glanced behind me and saw
nothing.

“The further you walk from your body the more you’ll feel that. You need to stay
close to it in case you’re allowed to stay.”

I glanced back at the dumpster and then back to the man.

“Look, you don’t understand! The man that just shot me is going after the woman



Roxanne Wells Saving Sophie

that | just dropped off!” | shouted, pacing the ground.

“Yeah, and he’s getting closer every minute you waste,” a chuckling voice said to
my left.

I turned to see another man. My skin shivered. The man at my right stood up
straight and looked more alert. “What are you doing here?” the man on my right asked
the new comer.

“I’m here to make sure Jesse doesn’t interfere with Eddie’s plan.”

“Who’s Eddie?” | asked.

The newcomer stepped toward me. His eyes had a sudden red glow to them

“Eddie is the Cab Cutter,” he growled.

A sinking feeling washed over me as he confirmed my fears. | felt a hand on my
shoulder and glanced to my right. Then it hit me. | knew who he was. He was my
grandfather who had passed away before | was born. 1’d seen many pictures of him but
here he was behind me. A strength filled me like never before from his touch. | stepped
forward and clenched the shirt of the man to my left.

“I’ll make sure his plan never works,” | said, glaring at him.

Heat surrounded my fingertips as smoke rose from my clenched fists. Pain shot
through my hands and | immediately let go.

“Strong spirit, but don’t ever touch me again,” he said.

“You’re the devil, aren’t you?”

“Gee, how did you guess?” he asked sarcastically.

I looked back at my grandfather.

“How do I do it? How can | get to her?”

“Why do you want to save her?” my grandfather asked.

“Because she’s innocent, a woman, a decent person that doesn’t deserve to die.”

“That’s a lie. You feel responsible for his motive. You shouldn’t have told Eddie
it wasn’t his lucky night. Now, he’ll be out til dawn on a killing spree. Sophie will make
three tonight. That’s a record for him. And it’s all your fault,” the devil responded,
glancing at his fingernails with a smirk on his face.

“Ah shit, now what do | do?” | asked my grandfather, feeling sick.

He looked into my eyes. | heard him speak but his lips didn’t move. Tell me out

loud why you want to save her. Suddenly a flash of Sophie’s face entered my mind. Her
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smell, her beauty, the sound of her voice as she said my name in the cab. She was the
one, the one | needed. The one that would give me love and children.

“I need to save her because I’m going to fall in love with her,” I said out loud.

The devil cringed. He faded in and out, and then rushed toward us. Fire and heat
surrounded us and in an instant the horrid feeling of despair disappeared and all that
lingered was a black smoke in the shape of a skull and cross bones. | turned to my
grandfather who blew the smoke away with a quick breath.

“Don’t listen to him. He scares me too, but he’s powerless against love,” he said
as he gripped my arm.

He tugged me forward as we got closer to the dumpster.

“Please don’t make me look at myself.”

“I’m not, but there’s one thing | must do,” he said.

He lifted the lid to the dumpster and took his fist and hit the side of it. The echo
of the slammed metal was loud and suddenly a large rat climbed out and scurried away.

“Oh my God, did it eat my face?” | asked in disgust.

| felt a slap upside the back of my head.

“Don’t say God’s name in vain. He may give you a second chance. Respect
Him.”

“Yes, sir,” | said, rubbing my head. “Wait a minute. How did you lift the lid on
the dumpster? And when is someone going to find me? This is disgusting.”

I ran my hand over the dumpster lid and watched my fingers pass right through it.
My grandfather took both my shoulders. His eyes were the same as my mother’s.

“Everything we want in this life and the next can be achieved according to the
desire that you hold inside. It’s all about effort, my boy. Now open the lid.”

| stared at the lid. | had no desire to see my head shot through and my body lying
in the dumpster.

“l guarantee you’ll be able to feel that woman when she decides to make love to
you.” | quickly stared at the lid and grabbed for it. My hand kept sliding right through it.
“Hurry, Jesse! There’s another rat in there and it’s gonna chew your nose off!” he
shouted.

Flashes of what my face would look like when rats were finished with me, hit me.
I grabbed the lid and hit the side of the dumpster. The vibration of the metal rocked my

10
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fist. Nothing came scurrying out. | looked up at my grandfather who was now
chuckling. I raised an eyebrow and let the lid fall shut.

“There are no more rats in there, are there?” | asked.

“No,” he said still snickering. “But now you know how to do it.”

His smile faded fast as he glanced around.

“You need to go. She’s waiting outside and Eddie is almost there.”

“How do I get there?”

“Just like the dumpster lid. You want to be somewhere, you just think about
being there. Now go!”

“What about my body?”

Just then I saw a janitor over my grandfather’s shoulder pushing a bin toward us.

“He’s going to discover you in about five minutes when he dumps the trash.
You’ll be taken to a hospital and you’ll be listed in critical condition and in a coma. Do
your job and save Sophie. It’s clearly not her time, Jesse, and maybe you’ll get to stay.”

“What about the tugging feeling that keeps pulling me back?”

“Fight it for now. You have a job to do. Hurry Jesse,” my grandfather said as he
nudged me away from the dumpster.

I nodded and closed my eyes, thinking of where | wanted to go.

“Wait, | have something to say,” he said.

I opened my eyes and looked at him

“Yes, grandfather.”

“I’m proud of you. I’ve always watched over you and tonight I’m glad | was
here.”

I smiled and squeezed his arm. He was already beginning to fade.

“I’m glad you were too,” | said, watching him fade away.

I closed my eyes and thought about Sophie. | wanted to be in front of the Mirage.
| felt a tugging feeling pulling close to my body but | forced my arm away from it.
Suddenly, | heard voices and a cool breeze rushed through me. | opened my eyes. | was
standing in front of the automatic doors at the Mirage. Sophie stood by the curb
watching cabs approach. | rushed over to her.

“Sophie, just get in any cab! Don’t look for mine!”” | shouted next to her. She

seemed preoccupied and couldn’t hear me. | rubbed my forehead and glanced around.

11
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My cab was approaching. A smile moved across her face. “Oh please God, don’t let her
get in that car,” | pleaded, as | stepped in front of her.

Her body walked right through mine as she stepped off the curb. Her aroma
encircled me and | felt a rush of excitement. Wow, this woman had something 1’d never
felt. All of my senses were on high alert. 1 shook the sensation from my head and
followed her. She waved at my cab with a smile. | hurried to her side and tried to pull on
her wrist but nothing happened. Eddie stopped the car and hopped out. He had no jacket
on and his sleeves were rolled up. Sophie stopped and her smile faded.

“Hello, miss,” he said, while opening the back door for her. “Let me take your
bags.”

She held onto the suitcase and stepped back.

“Actually, no I’m waiting for someone else to pick me up,” she said, looking
around.

“Good girl, Sophie. Don’t get in the car,” | said out loud, hoping she’d hear me.

Eddie flashed a big smile and held onto the suitcase handle.

“Oh, are you talking about Jesse?” he asked.

“Well, yes,” she said, looking confused.

No. What is he doing?

“Well, he had to make another stop and told me to come and pick you up. He said
he’ll meet you at the airport and maybe you can talk before your plane leaves. It’s okay,
I’ll help you with your bags,” he said tugging at the suitcase again.

“Oh shit, don’t let go, Sophie,” | said. Sophie nodded, her hand falling away from
the suitcase. She got into the car. “No!”

Eddie shut the door and smiled. Think Jesse, think. I quickly grabbed for the
door handle. My hand slipped through it. | thought about my body in the dumpster and
grabbed at it again. The door opened as Eddie shut his car door. Sophie stared at her
door and looked confused. Yes, Sophie, get out.

“Maybe I should wait here,” she said.

“No, no, something must be wrong with the door. Just shut it again and I’ll lock
it,” he said.

She took the handle and shut the door. | heard a click and knew he had locked it.

I slid inside the car through the door as Eddie drove away. | moved past Sophie and

12
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immediately took in her scent. As she stared forward | moved in to look at her face. |
wanted to look at her closely. She was beautiful. Intoxicating. Her lips were full with
fresh lip gloss upon them. Her eyes were a soft blue with flecks of yellow. | moved
closer and ran my lips up against her cheek. 1 felt something inside me warm up as |
leaned in and touched her thigh with my hand. Suddenly her skin felt warm beneath my
hand and she blinked hard and gasped. She glanced down at her thigh and tugged her
skirt down as | backed away.

“Something wrong?” Eddie asked.

Sophie felt her cheek with her hand.

“Ah, no.”

“Which terminal?”

“Allegiant Airlines.”

“I’ve heard of that. You from a small town?” he asked.

“Yes, I--"

I quickly covered her mouth and muffled the replied. Her eyes bugged out and
she quickly grabbed my hand and then let go.

“I need to get out of this car,” she said, glancing toward me.

“Why, Sophie? What’s wrong?”

“How do you know my name?” she asked, looking worried and pulling on the
locked door handle.

“Jesse, told me your name,” he said.

“I think I forgot something back at the hotel. I’ll catch another cab back. Can
you pull over?”

“You’re just worrying. I’m sure you didn’t forget anything.”

I watched her try the door handle again. He had obviously hit the child proof lock
from the driver’s door. The car sped up and changed lanes. Eddie drove past the turn for

McCarran airport.
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Chapter Three
Fear Struck

“Wasn’t that the turn off?” Sophie asked.

“Yes, but | know a shortcut to your terminal,” he said, turning down a dark street.

| watched Sophie fidget with her purse strap. She slowly reached into her purse
but never took her eyes off Eddie. She pulled a small spray bottle out and lunged
forward.

“What the F---" Eddie shouted as Sophie sprayed mace into his face and mouth.

“This chick is awesome!” | shouted.

The car swerved from side to side as Sophie began hitting him with her purse.

“Let me out of this car you fake bullshit cabby! Where’s Jesse?”

The car skidded to a stop. | was stunned; she remembered my name and wanted
to know where | was. Eddie coughed, writhing in pain as Sophie leaned forward again
and grabbed the keys. She quickly unlocked her door and jumped out. | followed close
behind. It was amazing watching her spring to action. | was in love. She opened the
trunk, grabbed her suitcase, and threw the keys in the trunk.

“Jack ass! Don’t mess with a woman who wants to leave Vegas!” she shouted,
walking toward the sidewalk. Tears began to run down her face. “What would make you
think that any man would come back for you? They’re all the same,” she mumbled.

“No, no, | wanted to come back. | swear!” 1 said, putting my arm around her.

I gently wiped a tear from her cheek. She stopped immediately and glanced
around. | watched her hand go up.

“Taxi!” she shouted. The cab pulled over and she got in dragging her suitcase
with her. “McCarran Airport please.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the driver said.

| watched Sophie as her hand moved to her cheek to wipe more falling tears. Her
hands were shaking. She bit down on her bottom lip. She looked heart broken. That

would be two men who stood her up in one night. 1 moved in closer.

Saving Sophie
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“Sophie, I’m here with you. It’s gonna be okay,” | whispered.

I ran my hands down her face and moved in to kiss her. She was beautiful and
sexy and needed me and---"

“That’ll be five-fifty.”

Sophie reached into her purse.

“Thanks a lot cabby,” I said, flipping the guy’s baseball hat off his head.

“What the hell?” he asked, glancing back at Sophie who was rustling inside her
purse.

The cab driver stuck his hat on nice and snug and frowned at Sophie. | sat arms
crossed with a grin on my face. | was getting good with my hands. Sophie handed him
the cash and got out of the car. She looked around the airport and caught an airport
attendant passing by.

“Excuse me. Which way do I go to Allegiant Airlines?”

“That way, miss,” he said, pointing farther down the airport.

“Thank you.”

She walked quickly toward the Allegiant Airlines counter. The line was long and
several people were arguing with the flight attendants. Sophie narrowed her eyes and
pressed her lips together. A sign sat on the counter. Flight 23 to Grand Junction
Cancelled. Sophie’s eyes welled up again. She wiped them quickly and stormed through
the line and up to the counter.

“Hey, lady! You can cut in line,” a young guy said as she past.

I tapped the back of his knee and he fell off balance. 1 snickered. Oops.

“What’s going on? | need to get out of here! | need to get on this flight!”

“Ma’am, the flight has been cancelled due to a severe electrical storm over the
Utah desert. Now please get back in line and we’ll try and accommodate you for the
night.”

“l don’t believe this! This is the worst day of my life!”

She walked back to the end of the line. The man in front of her turned around
slowly.

“It can’t be as bad as mine. | just lost twenty-five thousand dollars in a poker
tournament,” the man said.

A smile swept across Sophie’s face. She scoffed.
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“Wow, maybe mine wasn’t so bad. I’m sorry.”

The man chuckled and shook his head.

“Oh, well,” he sighed. “You win some, you lose some.”

“Yep, with men too.”

He nodded and looked forward again. The airline gave Sophie another ticket for
the next day and a coupon for a free night at the Howard Johnson motel before directing
her to the shuttle waiting outside. She sighed and asked where the restroom was located.
I followed close behind staring at her legs.

“You are a sick man, Jesse. The woman has had a horrible day and all you can
think about is having those legs wrapped around you,” | said out loud, wondering what
she looked like out of her clothes.

She stopped abruptly and looked back.

“Excuse me?”

I walked right through her. She quickly held her chest and took a deep breath. |
felt an intense surge go straight to my groin. Her smell surrounded me. | stepped back
and watched her closely. Did she just hear me?

“Hmph!” She said yanking her suitcase forward.

| stepped behind her again and followed. She entered the bathroom and walked
toward the handicap stall. She pulled the large suitcase through the door and shut it.
Hey, | was in the ladies room. Cool. I’d always wanted to see what the difference was. |
looked around at all the mirrors. Women were vain. | walked the length of the stalls. No
urinals. Women get all the privacy. Spoiled vain creatures, but God were they sexy. |
suddenly felt a sting on the back of my head.

“QOuch!” I shouted, glancing around.

I raised an eyebrow knowing my grandfather had a part in that. | suddenly heard
the faint sound of crying and then the toilet flush. | walked through Sophie’s stall door
and saw her leaning up against the wall in tears. | wanted to hold her so bad. | wanted
her to hear me tell her everything would be fine. | wrapped my arm around her and heard
a grumble from the next stall over.

“Take your Prozac and get over it lady,” a deep voice said.

“Oh, shut up! You have no idea what I’ve been through,” Sophie blurted out and
pushed through the stall door.
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The door slammed against the stall next to hers as | glanced over her shoulder.
Eddie stood there bloodshot eyes and a smirk on his face. Fear raced through me. Oh,
shit, I couldn’t protect her.

“Ah, hell, what do you want? The cab fare,” she asked calmly. My mouth
dropped. | wanted to scream for her. What was wrong with her? The look on Eddie’s
face said the same as Sophie reached into her purse. “Why are you in the ladies room
anyway? You could have waited until I got outside. How did you know | was in here?”
she asked pulling out a twenty.

“All women go to the bathroom before a flight,” he said as a woman stepped into
the bathroom. He pointed to her. “Get out!”

“Stop scaring people,” she said, passing him with her suitcase and shoving the
twenty into his gut.

Eddie grabbed her hair and pushed her up against the tile wall. Sophie let out a
loud piercing scream. Eddie cupped her mouth and got close to her face.

“I don’t want money. | want to hurt you real bad,” he said.

I had had enough. | stared at my hands and felt anger surge through them. |
grabbed Eddie and pulled him off of Sophie. | heard another loud scream from her as
Eddie tried to catch his balance on the counter and slid to the ground. | leaned into him
and punched his face. As I kicked him in the stomach, Sophie ran past me and out of the
bathroom. | clenched my fists and went in for another few blows as Eddie lifted his arms
and grabbed for me. | felt a pressure on my throat. | was a ghost and he was still trying
to destroy me. The look on his face was of pure evil. | had no idea that so much hate
could exist. He had no fear of me. 1 didn’t think he would be able to touch me. | pulled
away, holding my throat. He spun around looking like a scared cat obviously waiting for
my next move.

“Who is this?” Eddie asked.

I smiled seeing my advantage. Hit, then back away. He couldn’t see me so I’d
kick his ass my own way.

“Freeze!”

We both looked over at a security guard holding a baton. 1 rolled my eyes. That
was not going to hold Eddie back. Eddie sprang to his feet and bolted toward the guard.

“Freeze!” he shouted again.
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Eddie pushed the guy over and ran out of the bathroom. | hurried through the
door just in time to see Eddie bolt out of the airport. | ran after him and stopped at the
curb. He ran for the parking structure. I glanced around and knew that Sophie was no
longer there. | quickly closed my eyes trying to remember the motel she was going to.

“We’re supposed to take this shuttle to the Howard Johnson,” a woman to my left
said.

| opened my eyes and watched a couple enter the shuttle in front of me. That was
right. The HoJo. I snickered at the nickname and closed my eyes again. | wanted to be
where Sophie was. | said it several times and opened my eyes.

“Sweetie, you lookin’ for a date?” a woman down the street asked. She was
leaning into a car propositioning a potential customer.

Oh, boy, not so good of a neighborhood. | walked into the Howard Johnson and
saw Sophie at the counter. She was glancing around and looked my direction as | walked
through the door. The clerk handed her a key card and she quickly walked away. She
rolled her suitcase right through me as she passed by.

“Sophie!” | called out as she moved even faster down the walkway.

She stuck the key card into the slot several times. Each time the card flashed red.
She looked back and began to breathe heavy.

“This isn’t happening,” she said, hitting the door with her palm. “Can’t anything
go right today?”

I walked through the door and concentrated on the lock. | turned the latch and the
door opened. Sophie stood on the other side staring at the door. She shook her head
slightly and wheeled her suitcase through the entrance, slamming the door behind her.
She bolted it and threw over the safety latch. She closed the drapes and hurried through
the place looking into the closet and behind the shower curtain. | stepped back and
leaned against the wall as she walked toward me. She pulled her cell phone out and
dialed.

“Mom,” she said and then began to cry. “No, you were right, we shouldn’t have
come here. It doesn’t matter anyway. He decided he didn’t want me.” Tears fell freely
as she rested her forehead, cupped into her hand. She caught her breath as | heard a
muffled voice talking on the other end. “I can’t. The flight was cancelled and some cab

driver is after me.”
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“What?” | clearly heard through the phone.

She explained the whole ordeal to her mother as | stepped through the wall. 1
glanced around the property looking for Eddie. He clearly had had enough and wasn’t
going to come looking for her here. | walked back through the wall.

“What are the police gonna say? Yes, | have a description but | have no idea who
this guy is. | don’t even know why he wanted to hurt me. Besides, | maced him. I think
it may be illegal here,” Sophie began to snicker. “I will, Mom. Mom, | swear | will call
in the morning. Yes, I’m safe in a motel room. Love you too, bye.”

Sophie hung up the phone and pulled her sandals off. She stood up and unzipped
her skirt. 1 had no idea what to do. | stepped back and sat down on a chair at the far
corner of the room. | covered my face as she continued to undress. | wanted to see her
though. 1 peeked through my fingers. She unhooked her bra and set it on the bed. 1
dropped my hands and stared at her beautiful body. Suddenly, I was on my feet again
floating closer to her. | could smell her perfume and my senses went wild. She slipped
her panties off, walked into the bathroom, and shut the door. I ran into it.

I put my hands up feeling the solid door. | glanced upward.

“Are you serious? Now, | can’t get through the door?”

I sighed and went to the bed. | sat down and fell backward. The bed had a deep
dip in the center. What a piece of crap. Grabbing the remote, | heard the shower start
and flipped on the television. | crawled out of the hole and leaned up against the
headboard. I flipped through channels and landed on the news.

“And in other news, the Cab Cutter has struck again. This time killing a local
waitress at the Mirage who has been identified as Henrietta Mendez, and putting a cab
driver into a coma. The cab driver, who has been identified as Jesse Franklin, is listed in
critical condition. Any information leading to the Cab Cutter would be greatly
appreciated and should be reported immediately to the Las Vegas Police Department.”

My mother would be fainting about now. | rubbed my forehead and heard the
bathroom door open. Sophie peeked out and stared at the television. The door flew open
and | threw the remote down.

“1 didn’t turn this on,” she said. “Who’s here?”

She grabbed the remote and turned it off. | stared at the television. If | could get

her to watch the news she might understand the link between Eddie and me. | needed to
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see if she really felt me or could hear me.

“Sophie, can you hear me?”

She clung to the towel wrapped around her and walked back to the bathroom. 1
leaned back on the bed and stared at the ceiling. It was no use. | guess | was just
supposed to make sure she got on that plane and get back to my body.

“When a man loves a woman,” | began to sing.

“Doesn’t Michael Bolton sing that?” Sophie asked from the bathroom.

“Yeah, it may have been a remake. Do you know who sang the original?”

“I believe it was Percy Sledge.”

I sat up and watched Sophie turn her head slowly in my direction. | had just had a
conversation with her. She cautiously walked out the bathroom door.

“Who are you?”

I grabbed the remote and flipped on the television again. Sophie jumped back and
made a short scream sound and then covered her own mouth. She sat down on the edge
of the bed and pulled the towel from her hair. 1 scooted closer to her and watched
intently for the news to repeat. After ten minutes she held the remote up to turn it off but
I gently set my hand on hers and lowered her hand. | watched her swallow hard and
glance from her hand back to the television. She was surprisingly calm at my presence.
The news finally repeated itself recapping the Cab Cutter story, mentioning my name
again. Sophie pushed the power button when it was over and scanned the room.

“Jesse, are you still here?”
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Chapter Four

Ghostly Encounters

“Yes, Sophie, it’s me.”

She grabbed the towel, hurrying into the bathroom. She shut the door and locked
it. 1 followed close behind and ran into the door again.

“Oh, come on. Why can’t | go through this door?” | shouted.

“You can’t get through this door?”

“No, it’s the only one so far.”

“I’m imagining things. I’ve lost my mind and | have gone completely insane,”
she said, opening the door. “You’re not real! You have been brought on by my inner
fantasies because | didn’t get married today! It’s stress and I’m tired. Yabh, that’s it!”

I grabbed her face quickly and kissed her lips. Some kind of power erupted inside
of me as | felt the front of my jeans strain. | wanted her bad. Her lips were soft and
tasted sweet. Her breathing picked up, soft against my face as her mouth opened, inviting
me in. The towel dropped as my hands moved to her back. Her arms wrapped around
me. | felt so alive but | knew she couldn’t see me. | wanted her to see me like she could
feel me. She pushed me back and looked into my eyes.

“Holy crap, | can see you! You are real!”

I didn’t care what she said. | lunged for her again. This time grabbing her thighs
and lifting her up against the wall. 1 kissed her neck and pushed myself hard up against
her.

“There is something about you Sophie. | need you. This isn’t for one night. |
need you forever.”

“I don’t believe in forever, Jesse.” 1 felt a tugging on my back. | kissed her
breast and felt something pull me hard. 1 slowly let her legs down and backed away.
“Oh, no. Jesse, I’m sorry. Don’t go,” she said reaching out for me.

I looked down at my hands fading in and out. | shook my head.

“No,” I whispered.
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Suddenly a beeping sound filled my ears. Nurses rushed by me. | floated toward
them. 1 levitated over them and looked down at myself.

“He’s flat-lining!” one nurse yelled out.

| floated down and sat on my body. | looked like shit. | was pale and my lips
were blue under the oxygen mask they had over my mouth. Shouting came from all
around me as | examined myself. | had no desire to enter into the pain that my body had
in store for me. The bandage alone that surrounded my head was painful enough to look
at.

“Clear!” a nurse shouted.

A bright light entered the room and sparkles of gold trickled down the iridescent
light. It was incredible to see. A glorious song came from it making me reach out for its
rays.

“Jesse!” | heard my mother scream.

I turned around and saw her come through the door.

“Ma’am, please. Wait outside!” the nurse shouted.

Other voices seemed to fill my head too.

“Jesse! 1’m gonna kill Sophie,” Eddie’s voice echoed around me.

“Jesse,” Sophie’s voice said in a whisper.

| covered my ears and looked at the inviting light. | waved my hand at it. Smoke
and light sucked upward like a backdraft and disappeared into the ceiling. The beep
came back on the monitor. The nurses sighed as the doctor raced into the room.

“Where have you been?” my mother shouted to the doctor. “You’re lucky they
know what they’re doing. | hope that you give these ladies a good Christmas bonus!”

I smiled and kissed my mother on the cheek. | was just glad she was chewing him
out and not me. | closed my eyes and wanted to be back with Sophie. When | opened
them | was back in the motel room. The room was dark and Sophie was in bed turned on
her side. | could smell her perfume as if she had just sprayed it. | reached behind my
head and pulled off my shirt. | slipped off my shoes and unbuttoned my jeans. 1 didn’t
know if this would work but | was certainly going to try. | pulled off each sock and then
my jeans. | took in a quiet breath and stepped closer to the bed.

I lifted up the covers at her feet and began to kiss her toes. She had beautiful soft

legs. | continued to Kiss up each leg slowly moving upward. Suddenly, she moved and
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let out a quiet sigh. She rolled into the dip of the bed toward me revealing that she had
gone to bed nude.

“This bed sucks,” she said. | snickered at her remark. | pressed my lips together
and swallowed at the sight of her. She was a masterpiece of a woman. | leaned down to
kiss her hip as she separated her legs. She had to know I was there. | didn’t know
whether to kiss her mouth or lower my face down into heaven. | took in a deep breath
and smelled her body. “Jesse, you came back,” she whispered.

“Oh yeah,” | said. “Any smart man would.”

“Why don’t you come up here and kiss me first.”

“Let me just take in the view for a second,” | said, sliding my thumb down in
between her legs.

She was ready for me and | had just started touching her.

“Oh, Jesse, this is a dream, right?” she asked quietly.

“l don’t think so,” I said, replacing my fingers with my tongue.

Her sweetness drove me crazy and I longed to be inside of her. This was the
woman | wanted for good. There was a forever thing and | wanted only her.

“Oh, Jesse, this can’t be happening. You’re not real. You’re a ghost. You’re,
you’re---"

She finally stopped talking and grabbed my hair. | growled as she clenched it
tight. Several minutes passed as my anticipation to please her grew. She wrapped her
legs around my back and slowly let go of my hair. She ran her hands down my face.

“You’re gorgeous and | can’t stop,” she said, moaning loudly as her legs began to
quiver.

She took a deep breath and straightened her legs.

“Come here, Jesse,” she said still breathing heavily. | wiped my mouth on the
sheet and kissed her navel. | smelled her skin, running my nose up to her breasts. 1 held
them in my hands suckling each one gently. She was incredible all over. She threw back
the covers. “l can’t see you. Let me see the man who just invaded my bed.”

| wanted her to see me.

“There you are,” she said, leaning up on her elbows slowly to get close to my
face. “l knew you were cute, but didn’t realize how handsome you were. You look Irish

with that dark hair and light eyes. What color are your eyes?”
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“They’re green,” | whispered, staring at her lips.

She kissed my lips softly and pulled me closer to her. Her hands slipped down
my sides and under the waist band of my boxers. She slid them down my thighs.

“I don’t understand all this, but I’m willing to make it work.”

“I’m here to protect you,” | said, leaning into her body slowly. | felt the warmth
of her body surround every inch of me. “I don’t want to go back. | need to stay here
with you.” | could hardly breathe, she felt so good. | moved slowly over her savoring
each stroke of pleasure. After all it could be my last time with a woman.

“You can stay with me as long as you want, Jesse. Stay with me,” she said in a
long drawn out exhale.

There was something about my encounter with Sophie that night that I’ll never
forget. It was beyond perfect. Every move, every touch, every taste - nothing before had
ever been like that. The problem was, now | was attached. Hooked on Sophie. How
could a ghost become attached? | watched as Sophie slept. Her skin was flawless and
her features perfect. | wondered if 1’d ever see her again after she got on that plane. |
wondered what kind of a jackass would let her go. Her ex-boyfriend was insane. |
suddenly had a tremendous urge to have a cigarette. The urges and habits of life had
stayed with me even being separated from my body. It was like | was living a half-life.
Like I was allowed to become tangible as long as my body stayed alive.

“Having fun?” a voice asked.

I sat up quickly as my grandfather appeared sitting on the chair across the room.

“God, you scared me?” | felt a slap to the back of my head. He was now at my
side. “Ouch, shit. I forgot okay. What the hell are you doing here? You didn’t see
anything did you?” | whispered.

My grandfather snickered and walked back to the chair and sat down.

“No, we don’t need to impose on such encounters. 1’m here because your time is
running out.”

“I know | need to save Sophie by getting her on that plane.”

“You don’t get it do you, son? Your time is running out. You must fall in love
with Sophie and convince her to stay. She’s the reason you’re alive.”

“I thought I was supposed to be saving Sophie from Eddie and that’s why | was

allowed to stay.”
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My grandfather stood up and produced a smile.

“Well, God has many purposes for you. However, he is impatient when it comes
to his plan. So get moving. Innocent people are being stalked as we speak and you’re
here well---"

“Committing sin?” another voice asked.

Sophie rolled over and slipped her arm around m