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October 25th
 
He dropped his keys in front of the door. Twice. When he finally got them in his grasp his hand shook so hard he couldn't get the key in the slot. Placing his left hand over his right he calmed the tremors enough to insert the key. Glancing behind him he saw the man in the black suit staring straight faced at the wall. 
Sighing he turned the key and heard the latch clunk. He turned the knob but a hand on his shoulder stopped him from entering. Black suit gently nudged him aside. Drawing a pistol from under his coat he shoved the door open and entered the apartment. After a moment he came back out.
"Sir, it's safe to come in now."
He felt his shoulders relax but his stomach remained in knots. Maybe this year it wouldn't happen.
"Thank you Trevor."
Inside he began locking the multitude of deadbolts and other locks. Next he set the alarm.
He turned to his guard saying "I believe I'm going to take a shower and get ready for bed."
"Very good sir. I'll double check the rest of the house. Don't worry, your safe with me here."
Inside the bathroom he cranked the hot water up until he could hardly see for the steam. The hot water washing over him helped slow his heart rate. Toweling off he slipped into pajamas and walked into the hall. 
"Trevor?"
Silence was his only response. Pursing his lips he walked towards the living room.
"If he is outside smoking I swear that I'll...."
He cut off at the scene in the living room. It took a moment for his mind to take it all in. Trevor was lying on the floor. His body was encased in duct tape. For a moment he thought that his guard might be dead but then he saw him roll his head to the side weakly. 
"Don't worry, I didn't kill him. He's not guilty of anything."
He spun around to see the figure behind him dressed all in black. His eyes went wide and he grabbed at his chest. Opening his mouth he tried to scream for help. The man in black rushed forward and caught him by the throat.
Fingers squeezed and he struggled to take in air. Beating his hands at the face in front of him he tried to break free. Slowly his vision grew dark until he couldn't see anything at all.
When he came to he opened his eyes and tried to moan but no sound came out through the gag in his mouth. He thought to take it out but his hands were tied behind his back. 
"Well, look who's awake."
He rolled onto his back and saw the man in black arranging something that looked like a metal rack. He felt his eyes grow wide.
"You know" started the man in black. "I have to say, I'm a little let down that all you did was hire a security guard. I thought the cruise was a much better idea. Getting on and off of that ship was complicated, to say the least."
He stopped working to rub his shoulder. "And of course any time it rains my shoulder hurts. It was not pleasant having to dig that .380 out. Where did your nerve go?"
He looked down at the shivering man and laughed. "Oh yeah, I beat it out of you."
Bending over the man in black rolled him over onto his stomach. He grunted in frustration. Something clicked behind him and then agony hit him as his arms were pulled up behind him. He rose up to his knees as he was pulled higher. His shoulders felt like they might explode.
"Comfortable?"   
He glared at the man in black who promptly laughed at him. Pulling out a pair of scissors he cut the pajama shirt off of his captive. With the tip he traced the series of scars on his torso.
"Let's see, we've done sharp, hot, cold, loud, bright. I suppose this year we'll have to go with blunt."
Reaching into a duffle bag beside him he pulled out something that looked like a small tube. With a flick of his wrist it extended into a thin baton. A quick swipe brought it whipping across his ribs. He screamed through his gag. His body tensed up. He didn't have long to wait. More whip marks crisscrossed his body. His shoulders burned but that pain was covered up by the fire on his torso.
The blows stopped as suddenly as they started. He opened his eyes. He hadn't realized that he had them closed. Putting the baton back in his bag the man in black pulled out rolls of cloth and began wrapping them around his wrists. Next he pulled out some boxing gloves. They were red and white. They could have been bought at any sporting good stores. He couldn't help but giggle.
The man in black looked up with a smile. "I know. It seems goofy. Still, I don't need any broken knuckles so here we are. Ready?"
He threw a left hook that caught him right below the ribs. Air exploded out of him. The next blow caught him in the diaphragm. He gasped trying to breathe. His eyes went wide as he struggled to take in air. The man in black paused and actually patted him on the back until his breath came back.
The next punch was directly into his nose. He heard the cartilage snapped as his head rocked back. Blood poured down his face. He started choking. His assailant sighed.
Slowly, almost casually, he removed his gloves. When his hands were free he pulled the gag loose. Sucking in air he asked him "why?"
The man in black cocked his head. "Why what?"
"Why do you do this to me? Every year. The same day. Why?"
The man leaned in close. "Why did you do what you did to her?"
He dropped his head and cried. "I'm sorry. I've told you that a thousand times. I've told you everyone who was involved. Why don't you just kill me and be done with it?"
The man stared at him for a moment before answering. "I think next year we'll mix hot and cold. Just to see what we get. I'm going to lower you down. Don't make a sound until after I've left or I'll start over."
The winch lowered him to the floor. As the tension came off of the rope his shoulders quit screaming. He lay there, blood soaking the carpet, for long minutes until he heard the door close. When he rolled his head over the house was empty again. At least for this year. 
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