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OPHELIA 

 
Three hours into a ten-hour drive, Ophelia was feeling great. She was on her way to 

a new job. Her trunk and back seat were filled with clothes and toiletries. Thank goodness I 
don’t have any furniture to move, she thought.  

Her 1970 Ford Torino was deep blue in color, with white bench seats. It roared 
down the Arizona highway like a lioness announcing it was time to hunt. There was no air 
conditioning, so her windows were open. Ophelia didn’t mind; she liked the heat.  

An hour passed, and then suddenly there was a tall man with a tattered, beige 
knapsack on his back and a guitar case in his hand. 

The stranger must have heard the revved engine and spun around to see what was 
coming his way. As he turned, Ophelia got a clear look at him. He was wearing a royal blue 
button-up shirt tucked into tight blue jeans with black cowboy boots. In fact, he looked like 
a full-blown cowboy. To finish off his look, he had on a white Stetson hat.  

Ophelia smirked when he put his thumb out for a ride. The guy was clean shaven 
and not as rugged as she was expecting. Handsome, either way, though. She stopped the car 
and tipped her head in a ‘come on in’ motion. 

“Thanks for stopping,” he said when he opened the back door to throw his 
knapsack, hat, and guitar inside. He moved to the front. “It sure is hot out there.” No 
accent, she noticed.  

“Not a problem,” she replied. 

“Name’s Mark.” He put his right hand out to shake. 

“Phi,” she said, her hand reaching across to meet his. 

 

Her hands went to the wheel and she pulled back onto the road. Mark took in her 
features out of the corner of his eye. Her chin-length brunette hair and bangs whipped in the 
wind. She had large, green eyes and sharp, angular features. Freckles adorned her nose, 
fading off onto her cheeks. Seated, it was difficult to know how tall she was, but about 5’10”, 
he guessed. She was thin, with long limbs poking out of a white tank top and jean shorts. 
Her sun-kissed skin glittered in the daylight. He started staring a little more boldly, and Phi 
shifted in her seat.  

 

“Where are you headed to?” she asked. 

“Scottsdale. There are a lot of places for a performer out there. The ladies love the 
guy with a guitar.” 
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“Hmm. I’m more of a drummer kinda lady,” she said. He let out a little laugh. 

They drove a few minutes in silence. Then Mark’s hand made his way across the 
bench seat to her leg. 

“I bet I can change your mind,” he challenged. She shoved his hand away, but that 
didn’t deter him. Mark slid over, grabbed the wheel, and forced her off the road. He pulled 
up the emergency brake. 

Mark pulled her toward him by the thighs, then grabbed her waist. He had a 
challenging time with her long arms and legs; they seemed to flail in all directions. 

She hit him and smacked him and kept pushing him away. She was surprisingly 
strong, wiry, and feisty. But no matter how hard she fought, Mark was stronger still.  

He finally separated her legs and laid himself on top of her. It was more difficult for 
her to buck him off with his full weight on her abdomen and hips. 

 

Ophelia took a deep breath and screamed. Mark started to laugh. Who would hear 
her, anyway? But this was not a normal scream. After a few seconds, he couldn’t hear 
anything anymore. His laughing stopped and he looked at her with confusion. Her mouth 
seemed impossibly wide and her eyes were no longer green. The pupils took over 
completely, and they looked like deep, black marbles.  

Though he couldn’t hear it, the scream continued and Mark began to feel strange. 
His heart vibrated in his chest, and his brain shook in his skull. The feeling kept getting 
stronger and more intense. Mark felt warm liquid ooze from his ears. He touched them 
gently with his fingers and saw blood. Blood also dripped onto Ophelia’s white shirt from 
his nose.  

The vibration got stronger and spread throughout the rest of his organs. In his eyes, 
he could only see red. They had begun to bleed, too. Mark couldn’t speak, couldn’t move 
back. He was completely immobilized and terrified! Blood flowed freely, and all he could 
think of was, when this will stop?  

 

Mark suddenly slumped over. He was dead. 

Ophelia stopped her ultrasonic scream. Her eyes returned to normal and she 
breathed a sigh of relief. Her hands groped for the handle to open the car. She slowly pulled 
herself free from underneath the lump of bloody meat on top of her. 

Phi tumbled out of the car and lay there for a moment. Then, she stood slowly, 
stumbled to the passenger side door, and flung it open. Her hands grabbed Mark’s jeans and 
she dragged him out of the car, inch by inch. When he was finally out, she pillaged his 
pockets, pulled the cash out of his wallet, and threw the rest back down on his corpse.  

Her shirt was covered in blood. She went to the trunk and opened it, searched for 
new clothes, and changed right there on the side of the road. She put her bloody belongings 
in a plastic bag, tied off the top, and made a mental note to burn them later.  
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She got back into her car, let the e-brake down, and took off down the road, leaving 
Mark to the vultures.  

Ophelia’s heart was racing; her power always left her a bit shaky. Emotionally, she was solid 
as a rock. This wasn’t the first time she had had to use her gift. A scumbag like Mark 
deserved what was coming to him. Deep breaths calmed her physically, and Ophelia sped 
up, determined to get to her destination with no more distractions.   
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IABDPresents.com 
 

An entertainment network of podcasts, written work, video series, 
and more, based in Columbus, Ohio! 

 
Check out some of our other programs! 

 

                                                                          
 

 

 The IABD Presents YouTube 
channel has a lot going on! Watch 
the weekly series Nikki Tells You 

How to Live Your Life, go back 
stage at It’s All Been Done Radio 

Hour, join the Quarterly Book 
Club discussions, and more! 

Dirty Story Night is competitive, 
erotic fan-fiction told and 

recorded in a party setting! Listen 
to the 95 currently-released 

filthy, funny tales of sexploits 
and other things that will ruin 

your childhood. 


