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The car pulled up behind the car before it and stopped in 

the morning rush hour traffic. Other cars immediately lined up 

and the two lanes waiting for the approach to the bridge sat 

still. 

The man behind the wheel stroked his mustache. He was bald-

headed, about fifty.   For All Those Years played on his car 

stereo. Hearing the song and the voice, tears welled up in his 

eyes. Traffic rolled slightly, a little ahead, but his car sat 

still. 

Though the morning was cloudless, he’d lost sight of the 

traffic, of where he was. He hesitated, then he opened the car 

door and stepped out. Immediately horns from the cars behind his 

blasted, but hypnotized, he left the car door open and headed to 

the tree-filled embankment. There, he drew a Smith & Wesson from 

inside his belt, chambered a bullet and blew off the top of his 

head. 

The shot was unmistakable to those stuck in traffic, a 

single pop like the slap of a hammer against a board. Some 

people recalled a  movie or a book. Others heard the rustle of 

the underbrush as the body fell. Everyone knew they would be 

late for work. 

 

 

Melina rolled her skirt at the waist then opened the top 

two buttons of her blouse so you could see cleavage. Next, she 

took a lipstick from her school bag and with several deft 

strokes left a slick, smooth coat of red on her lips. She 

pressed her lips together, tossed the lipstick back in her bag 

and waited for the bus. 

She found a window seat and took out her iPod. Eyes closed, 

she listened to Come to My Window. A breeze swirled from the 

window through the open blouse and over her breasts. She 



pictured one of her pop star idols and she felt creamy down 

there. She crossed her legs and squeezed tight. 

She kept the iPod on as she crossed the Bruckner overpass 

toward school. The breeze stiffened her nipples so they pressed 

through her bra against her blouse. If her mother saw her now… 

But her mother was on her way to work in Manhattan, and her 

father too, and she was on her way to the prissy all-girls high 

school, where, before she could enter, she’d roll down her skirt 

and wipe off the lipstick. If she didn't, she'd get detention 

and the Sisters would call home. Fuck that. 

Public high school kids passed her in the opposite 

direction. She recognized some faces, boys and girls who passed 

her daily. The boys who stared at her breasts she gave the 

finger or blew kisses. The girls she sucked her lips at. “Ooh, 

baby,” she said once or twice. Already a black belt in karate, 

she waited for the pathetic being that might challenge her. 

She was quite small when she discovered her ability to 

control others and she was eleven when she realized she could 

excite boys. It happened accidentally one spring morning, not 

unlike this one, when she was wearing a white mock-turtleneck 

and no bra because she didn’t need one then. The breeze on the 

overpass stiffened her nipples into tiny marbles. As some boys 

approached, she heard them whispering, laughing as they passed, 

and when she looked back, all of them were looking at her. One 

called “Hey baby,” and blew her a kiss. She feigned annoyance 

but realized the power of her ability to attract boys. An opened 

blouse, a short skirt, colored or slicked lips, any one of these 

would do it, and more than one could drive boys crazy. Boys were 

stupid. 

The first boy happened at thirteen, after karate class. He 

was eighteen, cute and he hurt her terribly. The second, also at 



thirteen, gave her money not to say anything. Pussy and silence: 

two great commodities. Sixteen now, she was no virgin. 

Her sister, Virginia, had given her the first orgasm. Late 

one Sunday morning, her parents gone to church, they were 

watching videos on her sister’s bed. She was laying at her 

sister’s side, her head resting on her. Virginia simply reached 

into her pajama top and rolled a nipple between thumb and 

forefinger. Unhesitating, Melina looked at her invitingly and 

Virginia moved down for a kiss. Melina’s tongue met her sister’s 

and when she closed her eyes she pretended it was her favorite 

male pop star. A symphony of new sensations played through her. 

Fourth of July. 

“Let’s smoke a blunt,” Virginia said. Melina watched her 

empty a cigar and refill it with weed. They smoked, and next she 

knew, she was droopy, her mouth dry. She coughed and choked and 

getting up for water, she realized how high she was. 

Virginia stood over her. Melina lay sprawled on the bed. 

Virginia tugged off Melina’s pajama bottoms so Melina lay naked 

from the waist down, then she stroked a smooth-skinned thigh. 

She kneeled next to Melina, sliding a finger to the triangle 

between her legs. When she dipped her finger, she reached 

between her own legs with the other hand. She kissed Melina and 

slid her tongue into Melina’s throat. Melina purred. 

It only took a moment. Virginia pushed one finger inside 

Melina and used another for her magic button. She undid the 

pajama top and fondled Melina’s breasts. Melina pressed against 

the fingers, sucking Virginia’s tongue while Virginia watched 

her explode. 

“Wow,” 

“Now me,” Virginia said. She gave the fingers she had used 

to Melina’s mouth. “Suck them, then suck my pussy.” 



Melina obeyed. When Virginia swooned, her legs locked 

around Melina’s neck, Melina noted the power of pleasure. 

 

 

Joel Kagel had crossed the Whitestone Bridge for twenty-one 

years and driven along the service road of the Bruckner to 

Castle Hill where he turned left and rode over the overpass to 

the high school at which he taught. His wife, his kids, his 

grandchildren—two beautiful little girls—were his life. Every 

two weeks he deposited his paycheck. The house was paid off, 

kids taken care of, his wife’s salary deposited for vacations, 

savings and emergencies. Who could ask for more? Debra drove a 

new Camry and he drove a two-year-old Corolla, both paid for, 

and he had just upgraded his computer, keeping it state of the 

art. They belonged to the Temple, Debra serving as president of 

the sisterhood. 

In the course of his day at school he interacted with several 

hundred high school students, three-quarters of them females. 

Most of the girls were sexually active yet terribly vulnerable 

and impressionable. He was hard-pressed to understand how or why 

they gave themselves away so readily or had children at the 

young ages they did. No one from the Temple or in his family or 

their families and extended families ever behaved so 

promiscuously. Premarital sex, perhaps, but a child to a child, 

or in wedlock, never. 

So how it was that he saw Melina’s short skirt and open 

blouse, and how he came to make a youth turn on the overpass, he 

simply did not know. One moment he was going one way, and a 

moment later he had turned around and was going the other. He 

stopped at the light, the same light he had come to from the 

service road, and he watched as this girl, maybe fifteen or 

sixteen, crossed the street. Already he pictured the swells of 



her breasts, and he could see her tushy sway while she crossed 

the street. Good God, he thought, what am I doing? But deep 

inside him he heard her calling. Go back, he told himself, and 

though he fought the urge, he found his car rolling along next 

to her. 

“Need a lift?” he called through his opened passenger window. 

“Pervert,” she said. 

“I just thought,” he said, “I mean, you just look like you 

need a lift.” 

“I have a black belt in karate,” Melina said. 

“You won’t need it with me,” Kagel said. 

“Well, you don’t leave me alone, I will.” 

“Okay,” Kagel said. “I just thought you were lonely.” He 

started to roll off, but she turned full toward him. 

“Wait,” she called. He stopped the car and she approached. 

“You look like a nice man,” she said. “You can drop me off at 

school. It’s just a couple of blocks.” 

Melina opened the door and got in. “No funny stuff,” she 

said. “I really do have a black belt.” 

“No funny stuff,” Kagel said. 

“So, where you headed?” Melina asked. 

“I work over on the boulevard,” Kagel said. 

“Why’d you stop me?” 

“Truth?” 

“Truth.” 

“You remind me of my daughter,” Kagel lied. 

“I think you want some pussy,” said Melina. 

Kagel stopped the car. “You’d better get out.” 

She kissed him once, lightly, took his hand and placed it 

on her breast, allowing him one short feel. 

“Take us somewhere,” she said. 



He imagined her dripping clear fluid down the inside of her 

thighs. Virgin juices, he thought. All he could think of was 

virgin pussy, her white skin, pink nipples and shiny pink pussy 

lips. Nipples and pussy lips and clear nectar. It was twenty-

nine years since he’d met and married Debra and there was never 

anyone else. But he wanted Melina to sit on his face and then on 

his lap. He wanted to slurp her nectar and push inside her up to 

her navel. 

Oh, he thought, how life leaves us so needy. 

 

 

The letter came to him at the school about a week later. It 

was addressed to Mr. Joel Kael, care of the English Department, 

and it had no return address. It reminded him of that afternoon, 

of the trip to the motel, of how they had spent several hours 

together. It did not state the things they had done. It didn’t 

have to. It was simple, a subtle reissue of the event. 

His knees buckled and he felt faint. What did she want? It 

said nothing of what she wanted. He thought he was home free, 

that he had gotten away with the one-time, out-of-himself 

experience. You only live once. It was time travel, back to 

young and alive and unafraid. She was this nymph and he might 

never have another opportunity like this. He could never repeat 

such a thing. Never. 

So what does she want? He wondered. 

The second letter told him. It came shortly after the 

first. She wanted to meet him again. It gave a day, date and 

time. But he did not want this. There was no room for such a 

thing, no room for anyone but Debra, the kids and the 

grandchildren.  



Melina was waiting. She was wearing jeans, her school 

blouse and sneakers. She was not sexual in any way, she was just 

a kid, just a kid 

“Hi,” he said. 

She got in the car. “So you got my letters.” 

“There’s no more, I hope.” 

“No.” 

“So, why are we here?” 

“Didn’t you like me?” Melina asked. “I mean,” she said, 

“you picked me up and then you did those things to me.” 

“I thought it was mutual.” 

She laughed. “Yeah, right. You thought I wanted to do those 

things with an old guy like you?” 

“But I didn’t force you.” 

“No, you paid me.” 

“Well, what do you want from me now?” 

“What do you think?” 

“I have no idea. You’re not pregnant, are you?” 

“God no. Who needs another little you running around?” 

“So, what then?” 

“Well,” Melina said, “a girl like me needs money, you know. 

I have expenses and my parents don’t give me a big allowance 

cause they don’t want me running around meeting perverts like 

you.” 

“So you want money then.” 

“That’s about it.” 

“And what do I get?” 

“You got yours.  What you get now is silence.  Long as you 

pay.  Otherwise you can kiss your job and your wife good-bye.  

And you might as well kiss off your life too, cause when I’m 

finished talking to everyone, they’ll be interviewing your 

students one by one, boys and girls. 



“A thousand dollars to start.  Tomorrow. Here. Same time.” 

“Melina,” Kagel said, but before the words came out, she 

was out of the car and trucking down the street. 

Kagel sat dumbfounded.  First he thought to kill her, but 

he could never do a thing like that.  Next he thought to kill 

himself.  It wasn’t the money—he had the money. But shame, fear 

and guilt took over.  His life—he would have to pay and keep 

paying.  He folded his head into his hands and he wept. How 

frail is the human condition 

 

 

The first police on the scene were two uniforms.  They 

pulled up and with guns drawn went over into the embankment.  

The body lay limp, a pool of blood by the head.  It was a clear-

cut suicide, they decided. 

Back at the patrol car they radioed for an ambulance, a 

supervisor and a forensic team.  One officer interviewed people 

in the cars and the other, wearing latex gloves, reached through 

the open door into Kagel’s car.  He found a school bag in the 

back and nothing else.  In front, on the passenger seat, was a 

white envelope.  He picked it up, careful to remember how it was 

sitting, and looked inside. Cash.  His instinct was to return it 

to its place, but then, he reasoned, who would know?  Cash?   A 

plain envelope?  Payoff money.  But this guy was regular and 

just did himself in.  He tucked the envelope into his pants 

pocket. 

More patrol cars arrived, and the ambulance too, and these 

strangers began cleaning up the remains of Joel Kagel.  In a bar 

after their tour, they would joke about the way the body looked, 

and, in a more serious tone, they would talk about the sadness 

of suicide.  Latex gloves paid the tab. 

 



 

Melina rolled her skirt at the waist and opened the top two 

buttons of her blouse. She took the lipstick from her school bag 

and with several deft strokes left a slick, smooth coat of red 

on her lips.  She pressed her lips together, tossed the lipstick 

back in her bag and waited for the bus. 

She wanted new lipsticks and new clothes and new roller 

blades. Virginia wanted things too. Maybe Sunday morning while 

her parents were at church, she and Virginia would do each 

other.  Life is good, she thought. 

 

 


