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Chapter 1
The Ritual


‘Jesus wept.’ It is this scripture revered by many as being the
shortest, though powerful, verse in the complete entirety of the
most Holy Scriptures. Although in comparison to its potency, the
briefness of this text is contrast to Violet’s grief. She is deeply
wounded, found in the midst of anguish, for the duration of an
indefinite eternity. ‘Retribution’ and ‘Revolution’ are the words
representing concepts that which enter into her mind, for the
entrenched pain brings her mind the death of its cells. And unlike
the Holy Scriptures of an Exodus commandment, the kill is what she
seeks.



The stillness of the night is disrupted by the rushed, yet hushed,
movements of Violet. She moves with cause and determination,
focused upon a single, distant target ceasing the allowance to
neither observe her surroundings nor attend to the slightest
detail. The world moves quickly behind her as each step is taken
with great strength and agility; meters are traversed rapidly each
second as though time impedes itself from progressing – the
translation of the future into the present, and present into
past.



While Violet’s notice remains unchecked as the flanking scenery
swiftly changes, disregarded her ambiance is not, nor without
mention. A labyrinth of alleys is the passage linking her origin,
the moment she sets focus, and destination, instantly releasing
focus. The cityscape opens the jaws of the locked gates and doors
knowing she be confined to the dim, unlit locales. Even the
fortifications denying entrance crumble moments before graced with
her presence. Vast a city, vast a populace, vast as oceans
defeating the horizon; evils contained are never silenced, simply
whispered. This urban slum screams for a savior of the light, yet
their cries rejected, and in the stead granted a Violent
Violet.



Drawing more closely to the suspected subject, Violet begins to
feel the warm sensation of her target’s vein-flowing blood. Through
the South Districts to the East, her several-kilometer journey is
coming to an end, yet even though only minutes have passed. The
stench of the victim’s sweat overcomes Violet’s nostrils hindering
her concentration, ceasing ease for the soon-to-come slaying.
Releasing the reek’s grasp on her vigilance, she swiftly dashes
down the final alley lane, sharply steps right then moving eyes to
visually capture her prey. And then to finish, a serrated shard
pulled from inside of her clothing is tossed, arm close to body
speedily shifting outward and a flick of the wrist, uniting with
the side of the figure’s face tracing through its cheek, shatters
against the bricked wall behind.



Into a ray of light shining from a nearby lamp post, the form
stumbles backward and revealed – it is He, tension of Violet’s
focus releases. She slowly draws near as he views this vista in
astonishment. Within her reach Violet extends an arm, clasps his
throat, and raises his body until his feet become ungrounded, which
dangle helplessly as the same of his life.

“You be found.”



Snickering, he speaks, “So I am, and now for my sins I die.”



“Mockery is but left your only option.”



“No, not mockery, it is much more complex than such an empty word
as ‘mockery.’ It is… ironic!”



“I care not for definitions but of your death.”



“Have you simplified my work to my life’s end, eh? And do you think
that simplification will stop that which is in motion?” He starts a
dramatic, forced laugh, “You underestimate the minds of
scum.”



“Here, I end you,” then whispers, “for the city.”



As a frown forms, “This city of yours is not loyal to you only…
it’s not you, Violet, that it aids. It is… the Violence.”



“Speak not out of turn. Death might come too quickly; I shall slow
the pace to soon respect your damnation.”



And back to grin he speaks, “Listen, Violet. You are not the reason
this city feeds your addiction. At some point, you will need to
face this truth. Until then my death, the ones before me, and
after, are meaningless.” From his slighted lips laughter
follows.



“I take these are your chosen, closing words.”



A small, short blade is pulled from an insert within Violet’s
sleeve. Without hesitation she releases her grasp allowing his feet
to lastly kiss the ground beneath, same hand grips his jaw forcing
exposure of his tongue, and then slices the laughter from his
mouth. Screams fill the air squelching all remaining silence. The
pupils of his eyes dilate and hairs of his neck prick, due to the
knowledge of a fate once only rumored. And these rumors are to
become his reality while the city feeds upon this moment.



Violet steps backward from her victim, out of the lamp’s light, and
within the darkness the wielded edge swiftly shifts across her
forearm exposing newly slit veins. Cobalt to scarlet – she bleeds
out. As the blood trickles down her arm to her hand, she brings
this to her lips softly caressing the wound as if her lover. Lips
part opening for her tongue to lightly taste the escaping life.
Violet gently sighs covering the abrasion entirely, nearly biting
down, yet drinking her death. Throughout her standing in the
darkness eyes be closed enjoying the first entry of the ritual. And
now ready to ravage him in her front, eyes jolt open piercing
straightly in his direction.



Combination of surprise and fear swell his muscles tensely,
readying the three elements – mind, body, and soul – for an end is
to begin momentarily, and of course quite excruciatingly. Before
any further action is taken, knowing what is to come, the bones
contained within him break as if bludgeoned. Splintering cracks run
the length of each frame disabling the ability to maintain current
stance, he starts to stumble sliding against the air falling toward
the Earth’s core. Before declining more than a few inches, Violet
grips her hand quickly and throws her fist to meet the center of
his chest. Due to weakened bones caused by fear, the cage
surrounding his heart shatters ripping through internal tissue
resembling the blast of a fragmentation grenade. Physics are not
denied and his body is forcefully tossed backward to slam against
the built wall behind.



Violence begins… and so does Violet. Her bladed edge has further
use; brought to the tips of her fingers the grip of it fondled then
swayed from side to side tearing through the soft paper skin of his
extended forearms. Blood makes its exit hastily. Violet revels in
her doings shown to him via a slightly slanted grin upon her
visage. An attempt to scream is made yet is drowned by the
thickness of the darkened surrounding air, as her presence
molecularly modifies her environment – a gift granted by her city.
Pain breaking focus and blood loss weakening his body, options
dwindle offering no sense of salvation. Against the wall his back
presses, submissive to the forces tugging at his weight, he slides
down to ground, knees bend then ass hits concrete harshly sounding
off a noise of a tailbone cracking.



Again, with the mixture of agonizing pain and loss of blood, and
thick air, no sound emits from his lips yet tosses head side to
side as if suggesting, “no, not my fate.” Violet moves forward,
bends down, and leans in closely to his shaking head. Her lips
slightly part, “yes, my Love, severance.” And with these words
spoken she reaches with left arm to her lower back, then returning
with a device held in hand.



The device is toned of silver yet due to age has lost its shine.
The length is greater than width except at the short, cylindrical
base. From that base rises a thin rod, and which a corkscrew-like
spring surrounds this. At the opposite of the base, end of the rod,
rests a small panel combining rod and spring to an attached grip
constructed to be turned, twisting inner components. Along with
turning the grip, in a fashion resembling the winding of a watch,
it is able to be pressed like a control box wired to
dynamite.



Right hand lifts his head exposing neck, and then left presses the
base of the device against such. The cold touch of metal against
skin forces a slight chill throughout his body, looks of a
half-second seizure. Violet’s palm graces grip of the device and
fingers curl squeezing firmly, turning she starts. The spring
contracts while the rod pushes through the base exiting its point
outward against the neck of him. With each revolution the sharply
pointed rod inches further breaking the skin, blood trickles down,
and into the throat it makes its approach. His hands lay at his
side formed into fists attempting to bear the pain, yet the
clenching draws more blood to escape from the slits of his forearm.
Leaning head back hastily, he bashes the darkened brick
behind.



Lips lick revealing the measure of her attention. Deeper into
throat the rod makes its way until to the center is reached, then
stops. The concave indentation the insertion has made dissipates
now for the twisting has ceased. The slumped-over man loses control
due to agony, mouth opens and tongue rolls out wetting the short
hairs of his chin’s goatee. Clasping the grip she presses, causing
the rod’s end inside his throat to expand smaller metallic shafts
perpendicularly encircling the inserted bar. And with one last
twist of the grip, the mechanics rotate rod, bar, and shafts
ripping through the surrounding tissue. Quickly after such she
forcefully jerks the device away from him breaking the neck
completely, severing head from torso.



The splash of blood and bits of gore rain upon a small radius,
painting sections of wall, his clothes, and Violet’s face, neck,
and bosom. His body rests motionless while his head rolls down and
across the pavement finally stopping feet from them. Without
minding sprayed blood, Violet stands up, turns around, and then
leaves the scene fading into the darkness far from the exposure of
the lamp’s light.










Chapter 2
Cityscape


‘Disgust’ – the root of many words often used to describe the
city in which Violet resides. Debris of past-owned, itemed waste
lines the vehicular passages gridding the cityscape. Even the most
wealth-deprived wanderers scouring scrapes of rubbish across the
sea of darkened alleys refuse the water-tossed waste flowing about
the streets. Darkness governs the land with such harshness causing
artificial lighting to dim, the defiled atmosphere to thicken, and
early aging lines to form around the eyes of its populace.



Years in past, before the shadowed, urban empire had darkly
shifted, light shined to the heavens from a gilded metropolis. A
ruling class nonexistent, incredible economic stability, and an
equaled society all transcending prosperity. Yet that was before
the shift into darkness, before the reign of the fallen, long lost
to the unfurling of Hell. From the depths of that mythical Pit
poured hordes of demons by which the city was raped its brilliance.
The innocence of its populace is no more; the apple rests upon
angelic-guarded ground rolled on its side revealing two
passionately formed crevices.



As is known in most societies, though not to such extremity, the
wealth owned by the few is the driving force giving way to these
individuals’ admittance into the ruling class. Law and legislation
is the barricade between the affluent and underprivileged. A
so-called “middle class” is of no existence, nor do marginal
similarities survive. This implied blockade has the strength of the
Great China Wall and the political implications as the Berlin.
Although mentioned, these historical fortifications are not found
in this world – only rumored. Districts divide sections of the city
according to taxation, corruption, and filth, widely understood yet
not lawfully written. Fortuned citizens dwell within the North
districts while the East and South contain quite the opposite, yet
not to the degree of the Wasted West.



The conurbation is frayed, worn, and wary similar to that of a
brothel-retired whore, a comparison surfacing to the forefront of
Violet’s mind. Though while on the verge of death, the city
breathes – an actual entity acting as a primitive organism, though
single-minded, hauntingly capable to obtain it’s desire. Alive, yet
not well, it feasts upon Violet’s Violence, the blood she spills,
and the permeating stench of death. She is the city’s
goddess.



Violet claims not one locale as her origin, not one set place does
she bed, yet that which is made convenient be residence. Although
weary, due to the intoxication of life taken moments prior, sleep
will not find her this night. She recedes into her mind locating
her consciousness; moments pass while remaining in the brained,
deepened depths, then to resurface appearing again to the
forefront. Ready to continue… Violet leaves the scene of fresh
death to the life of night. Into darkness swiftly shifting from
left to right leg, then back again, gaining speed and traversing in
the same fashion she came to meet her prey.



Not only be Violet satisfied from the moments past of death, the
city be as well of the soon-to-come decay. Therefore, all barriers
and barricades built of filth, lost belongings, and abandoned
appliances and cars, budge from long-seated positions inches far
for room of her tour. So quickly and strongly she moves it’s as if
the toes of her feet grasp the Earth beneath dragging it
behind.



Quite shortly Violet arrives at her destination, the place to find
her next victim, another perpetrator, sadistically breeding the
muck that is the urban-hell’s foundational compound. A back
alleyway removed from the main streets, in what seems to be an
industrial-like complex. Above the main doorway reads a neon sign,
“Lick the Kitty.” In lightless shadows, she stops, now a corner far
from the entrance of her intelligence’s source. Before making way
inward, she starts to blink.










Chapter 3
Eighty Proof


‘Blink’ she exits, opening her eyes. Violet starts from the
shade into the artificial light, toward the entrance she nears.
Standing before the door, the gateway to inside, a well-chiseled
guard blocks passage to the inner chambers from the passersby and
polluted poor. Anyone deemed ‘unworthy’ by this bear-of-a-man is
turned away, and if not, would crawl away with a half-cracked skull
and broken ribcage.



As she approaches, the sentry slides his right eye to her direction
keeping left attached to night’s wandering creeps. The role of a
harlot is to be played, she thinks, and shifts her walk to reflect
such. Her stroll becomes a strut striking the ends of boots against
the pavement for dramatic effect. Shoulders back, chest propped,
and hips moving side to side. With only meters left to traverse, a
sly grin appears on her face to fool the oversized ape that she is
willing… to walk through that door.



Via a deep, commanding voice, “You better be on this list. I’ve
dealt with enough shits trying to get through tonight.



Stops closely and speaks softly, “Lucky for me, then, I’m on it.
Check.”



His eyes run down the sheet clipped to a thin, hard board. He
grimaces, shoots his eyes forward to meet Violet’s, “Not on the
list. Get outta here.”



“Then what can I do to get on that list, of yours?” She moves
closer placing hands on his arm and shoulder.



“If you don’t get the hell off ‘a me and—“



Violet moves her right hand down past his chest, stomach, then belt
to grope the crotch of his pants. “I’m sure we can work something
out.” Before seconds pass her left arm moves to her back
finding the edge, still warm with the blood of her previous kill,
hand grips and fingers curl around the handle. With Incredible
speed she twirls her arm to her front, raises hand above his
shoulders, and swiftly slides the blade deep into his neck entering
his throat. He coughs loudly spitting blood onto his clothes and
the ground beneath. Violet twists her hand mutilating flesh, and to
allow free passage of a red-watered stream flowing from his neck,
spraying the air with his life.



He falls, knees crack upon contact with concrete, and to his side
he falters. She bends down picking up the ‘list,’ finds the last
entry, and writes her name below. Tosses the board back down
hitting the lifeless body, she starts toward the door. As the knife
is stowed into her clothes she turns the handle, pulls forward, and
enters inside.



Darkness of the empty spaces outside un-fade dimly lit,
wall-fixated lanterns flood into pupils’ view. The door closing
behind is the opening into a hall jetting a few meters in Violet’s
front. To her right a large gap indents the hallway’s wall giving
room to a variety of cloaks and coats. Quickly she scans the lines
of hanged outerwear spotting a long, black coat appearing to be
fitted to her form. She leans right, extends arm, and unhooks the
coat. Moving arms and twisting body she fashions the black
wrapping, concealing her figure.



Violet steps forward down the hall to its end, opening to a great,
vast, two-tiered chamber. At end’s reach, she pans eyes from left
to right slowly analyzing the formations of bodies within
structure, observing the patterns of shapes and their shadows,
their measures about the room. Everyone and thing is tinted of an
ominous blue emitting from the ceiling’s coned, metallic beams. To
the left be a bar inhabiting a few, one alone and two others seats
away clinched so tightly as if attempting to sexually fuse.
Slightly beyond the counter and stools a stairway starts at floor
climbing to the upper stage. This second level circles the openness
same as a runner’s track lining a gym. Right of bar and stairs,
deep inside to the center, many creeps of smut and scum dance the
floor, bodies intertwining exchanging sweat via friction-grinding
of flesh; the differing definitions of dance and sex are lost in
their tribal-like affairs.



Repulsed, Violet ventures left to the bar taking seat next to the
alone-sitting man. She stares in the bartender’s direction waiting
for service; he slowly turns and shifts his eyes upon her, and then
gently walks forward.



“What’ll you like?”



“Vodka tonic.  Ice.”



Seconds later a small, short glass is presented. She slips fingers
around raising the glass, presses against her lips tilting head
back. Not a second later the glass is returned to the
countertop.



“One more.”



“You got it.”



The man sitting to her side watches her with stalking, sinister
eyes. Though an odd stare he gives her, one cannot place blame
understanding the quantities of drink that which floods his
system.



“So… I see ya need a drink like meh… eh?”



“Quite apparent, though not to your degree.”



“Hey, we all need a little somethin’ here and there. When life
shits on ya the only thin’ ya can do is drink it all down. I tell
ya, that’s jus’ the way thin’s are.”



Thinking to oneself, “swallow… excrement?”



“I came in here jus’ the other day to grab meh a swig. Only then I
needn’t it. Jus’ thirsty for somethin’ wet. But tonight, no… I
needin’ more than a wet taste, right? Life sure is givin’ meh
hell.



Violet takes the second shot in hand, shifts her sitting turning
around a half-circle, then meets rim and lips; this way she can
view the inhabitants’ nightly hauntings. Twitching an eye into the
loner’s direction, he catches the gesture and continues rambling,
and relishes in the company – not caring if the other party isn’t
lending a hard-listening ear.



“Like I’s sayin’, when I came in for a drink I had everythin’ goin’
right. Nothin’ too bad I can think of, ‘cept the woman ain’t too
happy with meh. But that was then and now she’s even angrier… I was
tossed out of the house as if I wasn’t the one payin’ for it! Guess
what, though? I’m payin’ for it every damned month! And what she
doin’? Throwin’ meh from my house! Son-of-a-bitch!”



…



“And now that I’m talkin’ ‘bout it I’m getting’ more-an’-more
angry. Though… I’ll settle down for ya. It’s jus’ no wonder why I’m
drinkin’ all the time and havin’ a hard time gettin’ to my ‘A. A.’
meetin’s. She gives me hell and I’m supposed to bend over and let
her have her way with meh. Law’s on her side. Not a damned thin’ I
can do ‘bout it. So… I sit here and drink to my death. Here’s to a
life now of drunkin’ nights and headache mornin’s.”



He lifts arm raising glass close to face, clips mouth around its
edge and with closed eyes throws head back taking in the poison all
at once. He drowns his mouth and throat, stomach, liver, and colon,
only to become an intoxicated, ever-pissing fool. And as the liquor
triggers the haze, he continues to verbally hurl the pathetic
happenings that which has brought him to the point of drunken
idiocy.



“She lov’d meh. Yes… yes, she did. Though I’s not know wha’
happin’d to us. We, I guess, jus’ din’t love us any longer. Shame.
But we did so have that terrible fight… an’ over what? I did what
any otha man woulda done, an’ she has not give meh a fuck in
who-tha-‘ell-knows when. An’ now we has can’t be in the same room
as with us. We… we.



…



“Hey! Barley-tinder man, pour meh up one ‘notha firewata. I’s fill
I’d needin’ ‘notha.”



…



“Wha tha ‘ell! ‘Arlee-tida man…”



“Listen, and make it close. You’re a bit wasted and I’m not in the
mood to lose my license, asshole. You’re gonna have to sober up a
bit before you leave, and of course the drinks stop here.”



“Damn ya! I’ll be ass shittin’—



Before his sentence finishes, Violet violently sends her hand to
the back of his neck closing fingers tightly around and upon points
of pressure, causing his eyes to roll into the depths of his head
while plummeting face forward slamming on the countertop.



“Can’t say I approve of that motion, but I do appreciate the
gesture. Sometimes they get violent.”



“Honestly, I would sooner plunge my stiletto in your chest than aid
you calming an irate drunk. He needed to be silenced before any
further attention be cast upon me.”



The bartender looked quite surprised. He recoiled and quickly
retreated back to finish wiping down surfaces and washing dirtied
glasses. Violet turns her attention away from the lonely, now
drunken, dreaming man and the bartender to the staircase leading to
the upper platform. She is unable to confirm the presence of her
source, yet intuition and heightened senses, almost spiritual,
proclaim he resides above. The source waits yet without knowing for
what. She turns around back toward the bar, sets down the now-empty
glass, and starts to stand slowly as if she is aged. It is time,
and time itself knows. Violet walks away from the bar setting her
course to the upward-leading stairs. The only obstacle separating
her from source is not just a flight of steps, but the man guarding
the base – and everything of him screams a lifetime of physical
dedication.
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