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Chapter 1
Like you, like me


 

I was fresh as a kid. Fresh in the sense that I was not at all
shy around girls. I mean, I used to stand in line at school when we
were going back in from recess or at the cafeteria and I would go
behind the cutest girls just so I could brush by groin against
them, grab their ass or talk dirty to them. They always tried to
slap me, but in feeble swings that would never hit me, or at least
not too hard. I guess girls like that kind of thing as much as boys
do, they just have to keep up appearances so they don't look like
sluts or something. That's what it felt like back then. Think about
it, they never reported me to teachers or anything like that. As a
matter of fact, there may have been some instances where some of
them giggled afterwards. It was mostly harmless stuff, really. It
had to be, we were too young, eleven or twelve I think. 

There was this one girl that I really liked. She made my heart
beat faster, my stomach nauseated, but even under those conditions
I always got fresh with her. Lynn. She had long black hair that she
always wore pulled up. Had a beautiful body even for a girl that
young. She was kind and had the most beautiful face you've ever
seen. Sitting beside her in class was the highlight of my day. I
would call her up at home and hang up the phone, make up excuses to
go visit her at home after class and then be so nervous I couldn't
even speak. I always had to bring a sideman with me because
otherwise I would look stupid and goofy. I'm sure I did anyway. I
remember she once said: 

"If Billy wasn't so mean, he’d be cute."

Do I have to say how good that felt? Did she like me in
that way?

Yes, I was that kind of boy. A bit of a bully, too.
Some other kids and me used to pick out the smallest, wimpiest kid
in the class, take him to the restroom and hold them upside down
threatening to dump their heads in the toilet. We never actually
dipped any of them in, but it was bad enough that we got reported
and suspended in more than one occasion. Punching kids in the face
for no reason, throwing rocks at them, making them drink sodas with
insects inside, stuff like that. Yeah, we were the cool
kids, bad boys.

I'm not proud of any of that stuff, though, but it kind of
frames what I was like back then. You would never think I was the
same kid as when I was in my mid teens. I became shy, introverted
in general, withdrawn, angry and rebellious. I never wanted to
spend time with my family and thinking back I think I may have felt
some loathing for them at some point. They were always pointing out
what was wrong with me and I hated them for that. They criticized
my character, friends (what little I had). 

I became extremely insecure and awkward with girls. Gone were
the days of butt grabbing and nasty proposals. Maybe subconsciously
I knew that my proposals were going to be scuffed away as childish
games when we were younger, but now it was different and I was
terrified to hell of receiving the dreaded are you nuts? With
you? Hell no!

I can't remember any specific event or time when my personality
started to change. It was certainly not a conscious effort. My
crowd changed. I became a misfit, an outsider and I would hang out
only with with the likes of me. If I had to choose something to
mark the beginning of it all I would say it was when this new girl
in school wrote something in her notepad and showed it to me. We
were in a group assignment with all our desks arranged in a circle
so we were all facing each other. I was the class clown, resident
horny man. 

She was sitting right next to me… shit, I don't even remember
her name. I don't know why she did it. We had never exchanged words
before or after that. She wrote it on the last page of her
notebook, slid it towards my desk without lifting her eyes from the
page to look at me, tapped on the page and said: 

"This is what you should be doing." 

I stared at her for maybe a few seconds wondering what the hell
she was talking about before I looked  down. She wrote "heavy
metal" in sharp pointy graffiti like font that looked like if you
moved your hand too close it could cut you! It was drawn in red
ink. It was only at that moment that I noticed she was wearing a
four inch wide spiked bracelet and big black combat boots. I knew
what it was, of course, I'd seen the videos on MTV (that was back
when MTV played music videos before they became mostly reality TV).
I never knew why she did that. I didn't respond to her, didn't ask
why, I just handed back her notepad. Around that time, for some
reason I started to change. I felt like all I had been up to that
point was a phony bastard.

If you've seen any of those metal head kids you know that they
don't just listen to the music, but also live the lifestyle. You
become rebellious and aggressive. You talk and dress the part. If
you think about it, it kind of makes sense that my old gang kind of
drifted away from me. I was different now and we had very little in
common. They started calling me "satan" even though I wasn't into
devil worship or anything like that. To them, the music was
analogous with satanism. I was an atheist, I guess you could say. I
didn't believe in God, the devil, angels or demons. My mindset was
that death was lights out, that's it, nothing else happens, you
just die. So, to them if I didn't believe in God, then I
must be a satanist.

All this nonsense caused me had a lot of problems in my teens.
There was this time when we were taking a quiz at school and this
damned teacher came up to me and whispered in my ear:

 "Is your Satan gonna help you pass the test
now?" 

What the hell kind of a thing is that to say to a student? I
really wanted to punch her in the face. A few weeks later the
school psychologist asked me to come by her place after school and
gave me this gargantuan lecture on how I was playing around with
dangerous things, the occult, and that I should give all that up
and make something better of myself. Are these fucking people
insane? I asked myself while quietly nodding in agreement. I
couldn't understand what all the fuzz was about, but they obviously
felt otherwise. It was like she was trying to exorcise me. "Devil,
begone!" or something along those lines… it really cracked me
up.

My mother never really had any issues with all my problems at
school. She mostly let me do whatever I wanted, although she was
very protective and didn't let me stay out late or go hang out far
from home. Her reasoning maybe came from my grandmother who always
said: 

"Boys will be boys, let them do what they will."

Mom and Pops are still together. They're old fashioned that way.
The distant head of household who drinks too much and the loving
wife who puts up with all the crap from everybody else in the house
with a smile on her face. She's a good woman and people tend to
take advantage of her because of it. Always trying to save the
world. Mother Theresa, Gandhi and Jesus all wrapped in a neat
little flower patterned dress and apron. In retrospect, I took as
much advantage of her as everybody else did, I suppose. Sucking
away at her life for my own selfish needs. Never giving anything
back. I don't talk to them much these days, never had, really. He
never calls, but she sometimes does, always complaining that I
don't call them. I don't care. It's not gonna change anything, I
just ignore her but she keeps at it.

You could say all this exposure to the subject matter common in
Metal music kind of softened me to what was about to come. It all
felt kind of normal, no repulsion, no second thoughts. Yes, this is
what I can do, blame it on all those violent, satanic bands for
washing my brain. Yes, you could say that. The moronic
bastard who buys this bullshit should be put out of his misery
now. I can do it! May I? Pretty please? 

Truth be told, it probably had something to do with my
insecurity during my mid teens and rejection from the kind of girls
I thought should be interested in me. I developed this love/hate
thing towards them. It just grew stronger the older I got and
eventually I ended up surrounding myself with
myself.1

Anyway, I wasn't much interested in girls anymore. Hold on.
That's not entirely true. Girls weren't much interested in
me. There weren't many girls on the local metal scene back
then and the ones that did hang out with us were butt ugly and very
tomboyish, and I definitely didn't want to get involved with any of
them. So I focused all my energy on my anger.

 

1 From Yes’ I’ve seen all good people










Chapter 2
Judging a book by it's cover


Most people don't like being alone. I don't know exactly why,
but I never had any problems with that. In fact I prefer it. There
have been very few people with whom I've made any real connection,
and oddly enough, they had very little in common with me. Maybe
it's true that opposites attract.

My appearance is normal, whatever normal means, but you
could think of me as any office stiff. Medium build, dark hair, not
fashionable by any means. I would never stand out in a crowd and
possibly go unnoticed most of the time. A social ghost, invisible,
blending into the walls.

I'm in my late twenties now. Divorced, no kids. My ex-wife hates
my guts. I never really gave her much attention when we were
together. Never did have much luck in relationships anyway. I don't
even know why she married me, I never thought I was the guy for
her. Maybe I sort of liked her at some point, I don't remember now.
I never put much effort into making the marriage work. After a few
years all I heard was Charlie Brown’s teacher. I tuned her out and
she hated not having any kind of reaction from me. Emotionally
detached is what she described me as when she told me she
wanted a divorce. That's about the only thing I remember from that
conversation. Maybe even the only thing I remember from all our
time together. Five years. 

She never knew what I was doing when I disappeared at odd hours.
Out to get some air, out for a walk, need to get this or that, run
some errands, whatever. She never questioned it. Nobody really
knew. I did a pretty good job of putting up an eminent
front.1

Phony life, phony friends, phony job. I couldn't care less about
anything other than my thing. Every effort was made to
make myself look normal to everyone else. Not raise any questions
or suspicions. 

"Billy's a stand up guy, kind of quiet and keeps to himself, but
really nice." 

Is what they would probably say about me. 

I won't get into the details of what my day job was. Suffice it
to say that it involved cleaning up after other people's problems.
They messed something up, I fixed it. It was something I never
enjoyed doing. The only reason I did it was to blend in. Money was
good, I suppose, to finance my thing and put food on the
table and clothes on my back. I hated having to interact with
people at work, but I did a pretty good job at faking it. 

"Billy's a model employee." 

My supervisors always wrote on my quarterly evaluation. Suckers
never had any idea of how close I came to acting up on
them.

I'll get into this thing of mine is later on, for now I
want you to know that I don't consider myself to be a sick man. I'm
not insane. There was no abuse during my childhood, no big
trauma. Had a loving home. There's nothing that I can put the
blame on for me being this way. I can't make excuses, that's just
the way I was born I guess, or was it something that grew in me?
Never sat down to think about it. Does there have to be a reason?
It's just the way things are. The way I am.

How many? I can't say for sure. It wasn't a ritual thing. I
didn't get any kind of sexual enjoyment out of it. To me it was a
normal guy with a hobby. Some people play softball with buddies, I
did my duty. No thrills, no excitement, not getting off on
it. It just came natural, like I was supposed to do it.
Destined to do it. Never kept any mementos, never relished on past
deeds, just looked forward to the next one. Not impatiently, not in
a hurry, just calmly waiting for the opportunity to present itself
and start planning for it.

I gradually became more and more inward-focused, more obsessed
by this thing. I was making love to my
ego.2

 

1 From The Who’s Eminence front.

2 From David Bowie’s Ziggy stardust.










Chapter 3
Cat is out of the bag


It was the kind of situation you find yourself into. The kind of
thing that makes you think what was the chain of events that
caused me to be here, now, doing this? 

I was eighteen and had recently started college. Wasn't really
interested in higher education, if you want to know the truth. It
was just expected of me. But I was only taking a few classes and
found myself with a lot of time on my hands. That's why I decided
to take a job, out of boredom, really, not because I needed to. It
was for this woman who had just graduated business school and daddy
had given her start up money for her company. She sold computer
equipment. My role there was as a delivery and installation guy.
They called it "tech support engineer". Just a business textbook
moniker to try and make you feel less miserable about your low
paying job. It didn't work on me, I knew it was just a phony job
title.

I’d arrive and they'd have my work orders ready for the day.
Micah was the secretary. She was gorgeous and flirty. A redhead. I
always loved redheads. She was the kind of girl that was confident
cussing and almost everything she said had double meaning, which
made me have fantasies about her on occasion. I would load up all
the equipment to be delivered and installed for the day and start
doing my routes. The work was sorted so that all the stops were
from closest to us to farthest. That was part of Micah's
responsibilities, answer the phone and plan the rounds so that the
least possible amount of gas was used. That's how cheap the boss
was.  The business was run out of an empty apartment her
family owned.

I had five installations that day. Nothing fancy or out of the
ordinary. I had been working there for about two months at that
point. I had cleaned myself up real good for taking this job. Cut
my hair short, shaved every day, got "proper" clothes for an office
job, although I was out most of the time.

Usually after the rounds  I would take the old beat up van
back to the apartment complex's parking lot, drop the keys through
the mail slot in the front door and head on home. By that time
everyone was usually gone. 

As I walked down the street heading home for the night about two
blocks from the office I saw Micah sitting on the sidewalk with her
back to a wall, arms wrapped around her legs and head in between
her knees. It was already dark, I guess it must have been 7:30 p.m.
or so. That particular street didn't see a lot of traffic. Not a
lot of people lived in the area and you rarely saw anybody out. In
fact I think one of the only two working streetlights was about a
block away.

I got closer to her and could hear she was sobbing. I walked
over, I don't know if she didn't notice me or if she was just
trying to ignore whoever it was that was standing there. I stroked
her bright red curls and asked what was wrong.

"Micah, is that you? Are you crying? is everything alright?"

"Just go, leave me alone, I don't want to talk to anyone."

"Come on, it can't be that bad. Is there anything I can do to
help?"

"I said I want to be left alone!"

She was obviously very upset about something, she cried as she
talked. She lifted her head a little bit and I saw that the tears
had made her make up run. Her face looked like one of those sad
clown paintings. You could see that she had been crying for a while
because her eyes were shot. I really did want to help her. She was
a nice girl and I felt bad seeing her like that. So I sat down next
to her and kept quiet in the hopes that she would open up a
bit. 

"What fucking part didn't you understand, leave me alone! Get
lost!"

"It's alright, whatever it is, it'll pass, trust me."

I had no idea what was going on that made her so depressed, but
I was just bullshitting to try and make her feel better.

"You stupid idiot, you think you know me? You're just a delivery
boy, what the hell do you know about anything?!"

Now, that made me feel angry and a bit strange inside,
like my blood was starting to boil. I tried to caress her shoulder,
that’s when she violently slapped my hands off.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing? Get the fuck off me
you freak!"

Something snapped inside right there, it made me go crazy. Got
up, looked at her angrily for a few seconds, I felt my blood start
to boil, almost like I was high on coke, then I kicked her in the
face with such extreme force she was knocked out cold, and I
yelled:

“Who the fuck do you think you are, cunt!”

I can't recall exactly what I was thinking at that point. She
was bleeding from her ears and mouth. Some blood had splattered
unto the wall where she was resting her back. There wasn’t any
feeling of panic, though. I just stood there panting with rage for
a while, then thoughts about the consequences of all this started
to bubble up. Thought about it with a cool head, at this point.
Jail time for assault? I couldn't let this happen. Can’t let my
life go to shit because of this bitch. I squatted next to her,
covered her mouth and nose and waited.  I wasn't expecting any
further reaction since she was unconscious, but there was some
movement, kind of spasms as she gasped for air. I looked up and
down the street to make sure no one could see us. I held on for
several minutes until she no longer moved and I gradually cooled
down. Dammit, she was beautiful. I wondered why I never made a move
on her. Silly to be thinking about that at this time.

My heart didn't pump faster, I wasn't breathing heavily. I was
surprisingly calm, given the gravity of what I'd just done. I
picked up her body and carried it about a half a block to a vacant
lot that was covered with high grass and weeds and dumped  it
there. Took her jewelry and purse to try and make it look like
mugging gone wrong and, casually, I made my way out to the closest
main street where I could catch the bus back home. Problem
solved I thought to myself. When I got to my apartment I
dropped her things into the trash compactor, they would never be
found.

I couldn't stop thinking about it. I wasn't scared or nervous,
it actually felt kind of good. My only concern was getting caught.
What if they could somehow connect her disappearance to me. It was
unlikely because we didn't have any kind of relationship other than
the casual chats when I picked up my work orders for the day. But
still, that made me uneasy. Where had all this rage come from?

It would be almost a month and a half before they found her
body. The odor gave it away. Her family thought that she had ran
away with some boyfriend or something, they never reported her
missing. She did that sometimes, I was told by the other employees
when she failed to show up for work the next few days. She would
just disappear for a few weeks and turn up again like nothing had
happened, so they were used to it, I suppose. 

Cops came around the office the day her body was found and
interviewed everyone. None of us were persons of interest, really,
they just wanted to know if we knew of a lover or someone who may
have acted on jealousy or had some kind of beef with her since she
was notorious for her flirtatious behavior. With no suspicion on me
I relaxed at that point. Nobody connected her death to me in any
way.

I had no idea how addicting this thing of mine would
become. How many more times I would do it? This, an impulsive act
of anger, would only be the beginning. It was just a matter of
time… an opportunity. I wanted to do it again. It made me feel
powerful, like I was smarter than everybody else. Having held a
life on my hands and owning the choice of ending it right then and
there was intoxicating. It felt so good that I just had to. Was I
now becoming a blood thirsty demon stalking the streets looking
to hack up my next piece of meat?1

 

1 From Megadeth’s Black friday.










Chapter 4 A
most unusual past time


Past time paradise.1 It's the only way I can
describe my situation at the time. 

Life went on normally for me, like any stand up citizen. I
changed jobs a few months later. I wanted to make more money, so I
got an office gig. I had no long term career aspirations, couldn’t
care less about going up the corporate ladder. The less
responsibilities I had, the better. I could day dream while
mechanically doing my job. 

I was in my early twenties and the first time had been a few
years back now. I spent my free time mostly alone. I took on
hobbies that allowed me to be alone without going insane, that is
if you don't consider my thing to be insane behavior. I
started taking photography trips. All the walls in my apartment
were decorated with my photographs. I really enjoyed landscape
photography, especially in the winter. Something about cold dead
nature captured my eye. Maybe that's how I felt inside. 

But that wasn’t what fulfilled me. It was just a past time, but
not the past time. Still, it wasn't like I could just pick
anyone out and go do it. It couldn't be such an impulsive
act next time. I couldn't be sloppy. It had to be carefully
planned. No mistakes. No clues left behind. It had to seem random
and it couldn't be anybody I knew closely or that could be traced
back to me, so there was homework to be done. I just kept my eyes
open, like a good nature photographer waiting for the predator to
attack it's prey in order to get that money shot, but in my case, I
was the predator, not the spectator. There was only one criteria as
far as I was concerned. It had to be young shallow women. The kind
that rejected me. The kind that I could put a gown on that
touches the ground and let forever float on a
river.2

Would it be the cute brunette who always passes by the window
next to my cube and fixes up her hair against the reflection on the
glass? The teenager that works the checkout counter at the grocery
store, chewing gum and making yuck faces at everyone? A
jogger at one of the local parks? The girl who tends the specialty
store where nobody ever seems to shop? They never knew how close
they came to meeting their maker. They should feel lucky, but they
had no clue.

I had decided on the method. It had to be something that didn't
make a mess, that would be relatively quick and had the least
chance of going wrong. Strangulation. Even if they carried some
kind of personal protection it would be unlikely they would think
fast enough to use it. You automatically go for the rope and you
drop whatever it is that you have on your hands. Besides, the plan
was to sneak in from behind, pull the rope over their heads and
around their necks and immediately pin them to the ground face down
while I sit on top of them pulling up. There's no way they could do
anything about it other than gasp their life away. 

I went over many scenarios in my mind. It would work.
Opportunity was the only thing I had no control over. I had to wait
for the perfect time, the perfect victim at the perfect location
and that took time. But it would be even more thrilling than the
first time. The wait, the hunt, the excitement. Who? Where?
How? 

 

1 From Stevie Wonder’s Past time
paradise.

2 From Pink Floyd’s See Emily play.










Chapter 5
Inner growth


This city was just like any big urban setting in America. Choose
one, Chicago, New York City, Boston, Cincinnati, Seattle… that was
here. Endless blocks of dark grey buildings with the occasional
modern glass architecture that was just as bland as the stone
buildings. It's been called a concrete jungle and that's exactly
what it was.

The smell, it would attach itself to your nostrils like a leech.
A mix of stinky weeks-without-a-bath sweaty bum, chinese food,
subway steam, countless designer perfumes, piss. Oh, and the noise!
It all just gave me one big perpetual headache.

You could never really see the sun, there were just too many
buildings that were too high and you were constantly embraced by
their dark shadows. There was no escaping it. A really depressing
place. Made you wonder why all these people lived there. People
from all over the world. That was another problem, the
language. 

"My engrish goot! flied rice or steam rice wit ohdah?" 

For crying out loud!

There was a ceaseless diarrhea of faceless bodies constantly
flowing through the streets. All colors, shapes, sizes and creeds.
All absorbed in their own little world, nobody else mattered.
Diarrhea is exactly what all these people were, shit, the scum of
the earth. I hated this place, but it was the perfect setting to do
my deed. People came and went without calling much
attention to themselves. Everyone just blended into a huge mass of
nothingness, all there for the picking. Waiting to be made worth
something, for me. For my enjoyment.

It was by the fall of the year I turned twenty five that I
started to get restless. I wanted to do it again, soon. I had
worked out as many details as I could without having yet chosen who
was gonna be next. I had been doing so for years. That's when I
started to focus on exactly that.

"eeny, meeny, miny, mo, who will be the next strangled ho".

Initially I thought this was gonna be a long and tedious task,
but was pleasantly surprised when I first realized who was my
(would be) damsel in distress. I suppose it was some kind of
love at first sight thing. I can imagine how one can have
a similar feeling were the end result happily ever after. As a
matter of fact I felt more nervous when I first realized she was
gonna be next than any of the other times I was actually doing
it. It was like, BAM! And I knew she was the one.

Unusual. I always thought it was gonna be some random pick off
the streets that I'd have to stalk and get familiar with her
routine for weeks. Not at all.  I already knew her routine. It
wasn't a total stranger, either. It was the receptionist at work.
Eliza. It was almost everyday we took the same route home from
work, that is, when we both got off work at about the same time.
She never noticed me. I hardly noticed her initially. I wanted
nothing to do with her kind. Shallow, always on her cell phone,
doing her nails, looking in the mirror. But one night I saw her
walking about a dozen feet in front of me and it all just kind of
clicked. She was perfect.

I waited for her to pack up and leave for the day before I did
the same. I followed her from a distance. I knew she took some
stairs down the back entry to her building. I don't know why she
never used the main door, maybe she had lost her key, maybe she was
crashing with some friends, I don't know, but she always went in
that way. It was very narrow entrance, poorly lit with a few low
wattage fluorescent bulbs that were too far apart, no windows faced
it, just brick and concrete walls, deserted. As soon as she went in
I sped up and . She always had her headphones on and I knew she
couldn't hear me creep in. I had this yellow nylon rope about half
an inch thick, few feet in length. Took it out of my back pack,
wrapped both ends around my hands and quickly put it over her head,
around her neck and in one swift motion tripped her unto the ground
face down and pulled back, hard. I sat on her back and put my knees
on her arms. She made hardly any sound, but struggled a lot. It
took longer than I had expected for her to stop jerking around. I
leaned against the back of her head and whispered:

“I am your savior, stedfast and true and I’ve come to rescue
you.”1

I held on tighter for a little longer just to make sure she was
a goner. It felt even better than before. For those few seconds
between the time she stopped moving and I relaxed my grip, I owned
her. Her life was in my hands, literally. Went on exactly as
planned, too. I took her watch, mp3 player, purse and a thin gold
necklace she always wore that had a single gem on it. I can't say
what kind of stone it was, I don't know much about jewelry, but it
didn't matter. It was all going to be discarded anyway. Just like
her life.

It wouldn't take as long for the next ones. I did maybe one
every few months. Two in the park near the coffee shop I frequented
by the next summer. It was a pretty big park, well lit, but not too
many people went there after dark. Down by the river I got lucky
with a jogger early morning while I was on my way to work. That was
almost 6 months after the last park job. That one was pretty
impulsive and made me very nervous, I wouldn't do one like
that ever again. I was getting good at it and I knew it. The
hunting part felt good, almost as good as doing it. I
hope my feet stay on the ground with nothing around to hold
me.2 Don’t get caught!

It went on like that for years. I don't know exactly how many. I
said before, I didn't linger on the past, I didn't keep count,
those jobs were behind me, the future is what mattered. I did,
however, fantasized about how many more I could do before
I would get caught? That was a constant trip. A rat runs down
the alley and a chill runs down your spine.3

 

1 From Rolling Stones’ Emotional rescue.

2 From Jesus Jones’ Nothing to hold me.

3 From AC/DC’s Night Prowler.










Chapter 6
Just like that


Did I mention this coffee shop I frequented? It wasn't far away
from my apartment and was on my way to work. I liked it because it
wasn't one of those big national chains with 50 different exotic
names for java and milk and who knows what else. This was a regular
mom and pop shop that had been around the neighborhood for over 40
years. It had a bit of a run down ambiance that really appealed to
me. I never stayed around, though. Just popped in, ordered mine
black and got the hell out. But there was something comforting
about experiencing the familiar and homey place every morning
before the craziness of the city started seeping it's way into your
pores and make you miserable for the rest of the day.

Then one time something very unusual happened.

"Morning! one large black coffee, no sug… "

"No sugar for him, please"

She said as she leaned her head forward to the same plane I was
standing on in line. Hands in pockets, one leg lifted up slightly
to balance herself.

What the… ? Who's this? Do I know her? Maybe someone I knew from
before that I didn't recognize. I half smiled, more annoyed than
amused. 

"That's right, no sugar, please."

"I see you here a lot, I noticed you always come in at the same
time of the day and always order the same thing, but you never sit
down or even look around."

"Umm, yes, I guess."

"I'm here every day, too. I just love this place, doncha?"

"Yeah, sure, it's got that certain kind of 'je nes se
quois'"

Damn, that must have sounded corny as hell. Like I was trying to
be this classy jerk or something. I actually said so. Yes, we
be gittin’ stupid in your area.1

"Oh no. Did that sound as idiotic as I think it did?"

"Yeah, actually it did!"

We both laughed a bit. She ordered her coffee, latte, four
sugars. 

One of the things I liked most about the place is that they
didn't make you go to that little table the other places use where
you have to put your own sugar in and wrestle your own napkins out
of that little metal box that's more like a high security prison
for recycled paper napkins. They did all that for you, full
service, you know?

"Wow! That's a lot of sugar! Doesn't that kind of make you all
hyper and stuff?"

"Nah, I guess I'm hyper by nature."

She walked to grab a table while we continued the conversation,
which I took as an implied invitation for me to join her. 

"What about you? Are you bitter by nature? With your unsweetened
coffee and all?"

She asked looking back at me with a mischievous grin like she
had discovered something I was trying very hard to hide. I smirked
devilishly. As she walked I started to notice her appearance, which
I kind of ignored initially. She was cute, looked young, child-like
even. She dressed casual, too casual. It wasn't goth, it wasn't
emo, it wasn't punk. She had her own little style and I kinda liked
it. She was wearing this dark blue hooded sweater with no emblems,
logos or numbers that are supposed to remind you of a certain
designer brand. Cammo cargo pants that were hand cut recklessly
just below the knees and you could see it was purposely done that
way, short threads hanging from it. Old worn out engineer boots and
thick white sports socks. She was thin and small, petite I suppose
you could say, and had this short shiny black hair styled so that
it framed her almost too pale doll-like face with spiky, careless
grace. No make up, she didn't need any. That would have ruined it
for me, I liked the way she looked. A lot. She carried herself with
a lot of confidence, moved her hands around a lot while she talked
so excitedly, like she was telling you about this huge lottery
prize she just won.  Think Quentin Tarantino. She was
definitely not a phony.

We sat down and chatted about this and that for a
while. 

"By the way, I'm Billy."

I put my hand forward looking for that awkward 
intra-gender hello handshake.

"And I'm Maggie."

She said as she slapped my hand high five style.

"Nice to meet you Margaret."

I don't know why I just assumed that was what Maggie
was short for.

"I didn't say Margaret, I said Maggie. Not Margaret, not Peggy,
buster!”

She said as she shook her finger at me in the same way a
responsible adult does when disciplining a child.

“I like Maggie better than Magdalene."

But I liked Magdalene better than Maggie. I didn't say so, and I
wasn't gonna call her that if she didn't like it. But every time I
thought about her after that I always thought Magdalene.
With ashes of laughter and a clear coast, I knew the best
things always disappear.2

We chatted for a while. 

"Listen, I gotta go to work, I'm already late, but it was very
nice meeting you. Maybe we'll catch each other here another
day?"

"Of course, I'm here everyday and you come in everyday. Take
care Wild Bill."

Never wondered why she called me that, but I liked it. Wasn't
quite sure if she meant it as a pet name or if she associated me
with that insane guy from Silence of the Lambs. Did she
know? Nah! Impossible. I liked it, nonetheless. We met
there again many more times. I was very intrigued by her. She was
like a breath of fresh air in the sea of stink shit that was this
city. Now I went to the coffee shop not because of my daily
routine, but because I wanted see her. How come nobody told me
all I was looking for was somebody that looked like
you.3

 

1 From Beastie Boys’ three M.C.’s and one
D.J.

2 From The Band’s Ophelia.

3 From Beatles’ I’ve got a feeling.










Chapter 7
Unlikely connection


Who was this girl? 

We had been meeting at Lou's (that's the coffee shop's name, by
the way) for a few months now. She wasn't there every day,
and I didn't go there every day, like we said before, but
we always managed bumped into each other at least a few times a
week. I had asked her age a few days back, she said she was twenty
four, which took me by surprise since she looked much younger, but
I liked that she was legal age. Maybe I could ask her out for
drinks soon.

We seemed to like a lot of the same things. We had a lot in
common, if you want to know the truth. Even her relationship with
her folks was similar to mine, in that we basically ignored their
existence. She could talk for hours about the most mundane of
subjects and make it sound interesting, as if she were coming up
with a way to create plutonium or perpetual energy sources, out of
nothing more than construction paper and a fart. The more time we
spent together, the more I liked her. I won’t say I was not
adored by her beauty, her purity and her
lovely…inside.1 

"Hey Maggie, wouldn't be nice to meet somewhere other than
Lou's? at least I wouldn't have to leave in a hurry for work."

I interrupted her while she was musing over one of her favorite
topic: Who would win a bare knuckle caged fight to the death. Today
it was Gandhi vs. Pope Benedict XVI.

"You're on, I'll buy you dinner and a drink this Friday."

Woah, that was unexpected. I was getting ready to ask
her out. This is probably part of her unwritten feminist
empowerment manifesto persona. I wasn't gonna argue, I just agreed
without showing too much excitement, tried to play it cool. Eight
o'clock next Friday it is.

"We can meet right here at Lou's."

She said with slight childish wide open eyes. And I went off to
work.

"See you on Friday, Crazy Bill."

There it was again! Pet name calling! It just so happens
that everybody else’s dreams are Freudian clues, so I better watch
what I dream.2

As I got off work that day I started to notice something odd. I
wasn't thinking about doing any jobs as much. I seemed to
be thinking about Magdalene more these days. Stuff which we could
converse about. Stuff we could do. What was she doing right
now?

Friday was here. We met at Lou's as agreed. I thought I was
getting there early, but she was already there when I arrived.
Looking as casual as she always did and with that evil grin on her
face that somehow the strange hue from the neon signs made look
even better. I gave her a peck on the cheek for the first time
since we met, and she didn't pull back although I was going
directly for her lips and just at the last moment, in a daring move
reminiscent of an action flick stunt driver, steered to the side
and kissed her all friendly like. She gave me a shy look away, we
said our hellos and she lead the way with our usual chat topics.
The place wasn't that far away from Lou's, maybe five blocks or so.
It was this small mouse-hole-in-the-wall that you would hardly
notice walking by. Jamaine's Juke Joint, JJJ, ha!. Drinks
and food, that's what we were there for and that's what they had.
Not a lot of people there that nigh. Good music, not so loud that
you had to yell at each other. Cream’s I’m so glad was
playing as we made our way to our table and I almost danced all the
way to my chair, hippie style, because I was indeed so
glad. I didn’t pull out her chair, she wouldn’t have liked
that.

We had our food and then ordered some drinks. I was relived she
ordered a beer and not some cosmopolitan, apple-tini or vodka
redbull like the phonies do. I ordered bourbon, a double. It was me
talking about some banal shenanigans when this time she
interrupted me. 

"Don't you just hate these people?"

Some chick had walked past us… just the type. Same as Eliza. She
was accompanied by what I could only describe as one of those
Metro-sexual dudes.

"What do you mean?"

I knew exactly what she meant. I hated these people probably
more than she did, down to my bones, but I asked anyway. All
that you can do is watch them play.3

"Just look at them! You can tell there isn't a single cell of
grey matter in their brains. Scratch that, maybe they have a few,
but they probably look like the latest Louis Viutton, Chanel, Prada
or fuckall crap to put on themselves for show"

"Yeah, I know what you mean, phonies… fucking shallow
phonies."

"Uhgg! I could just kill ‘em, kill ‘em all if I could. I wish
they made one of those biological weapons that selectively takes
out the target, wipe them all out of the face of the earth. This
city at the very least."

"Woah, isn't that a bit extreme, Mag?"

"Shut up, Old Bill, the day I see one of those designer tags on
you I'll drive a steak knife right through it and put you out of
your misery"

She said, with that notorious smile of hers.

We had a great time the rest of the night. We stayed there
almost until closing time. I walked her home, or so I thought I
was. We arrived at this alley and she said this was her.

"Well, good night, then."

I went in and kissed her on the lips this time. Again, she
didn't pull away and kissed back. We both looked at each other with
a shy uncomfortable stare as we ended our first kiss.

"See you tomorrow, Horny Bill."

She said as she ran into the darkness. 

"Watch out for those night ghouls, Maggie!"

I went home that night a little happier than I'd been since my
last job. Oh, yeah, I forgot I did that
sometimes. But that didn't seem to matter as much as
Magdalene now. Got to try and keep myself away from myself…and
me. Help me stay awake, I’m falling.4

We went out a few more times over the next weeks. She always
managed to steer the conversation towards her fantasy about killing
one of those phonies. I always took it as idle chat, but each time
she was more and more agitated about it. I inquired tentatively,
more intrigued than curious, but never showed that I was too
excited to be talking about it. I didn't want her to know.
Nobody could know about my thing. That was always the
biggest risk of all. 

Each time she played out a scenario of how she could go about it
and I would pick it apart pointing out what she was doing wrong. It
was a game I seemed to know how to play very well. I told her I
watched a lot of true crime shows.

One day over at Lou’s she says she's gonna do it. She has found
someone that will be perfect for it and she wants my help since I
always know what could go wrong. I appeared hesitant, initially
gave her the impression I thought she was just messing about, but
inside I was very excited to think this girl, this amazing little
creature, was somehow just like me. I couldn't bring myself to
fully believe she was serious. A partner?

"Could this girl be my soulmate? My other half? How did I ever
manage to ignore your existence?"

I thought to myself while she explained the details of her plan.
I just couldn't believe it!

 

1 From Cardigans’ Celia inside.

2 From Ben Folds’ Trusted.

3 From Blur’s There’s no other way.

4 From Counting Crows’ Perfect blue
buildings.










Chapter 8
Vision conquest


We had been discussing her plans for a while now. While she put
out different hypothesis I disseminated the risks. She wouldn't
drop it. I even tried steering the conversation away from it only
to be violently dragged back. 

We were at Lou's one morning and I had to leave to go to work.
She asked me to join her at her place that night and she would lay
out all the final details including all about her target, which she
had failed to mention so far and somehow I neglected to notice
until the invitation. I put a spell on you because you are
mine, I ain’t gonna take none of your fooling
around.1

I hadn't actually been to her place. I walked her home
a bunch of times, but she just disappeared into the dark alley
where her place was. If you were to ask me to take you there, you'd
be left standing at a long shadowy alley between two dark brown
brick buildings. One was about five stories high, the other one
went up higher. There were a few doors, entrances, emergency
ladders and such, but I didn't know exactly which one led to her
quarters. It looked kind of shady, really. Old rusty appliances,
dumpsters, outside plumbing and cardboard boxes decorated it.
Looked like the people who lived  there couldn't afford any
better. Now that I think of it, we never actually talked about what
she did for a living. We never talked about what I did for
a living, for that matter, it was just not the kind of stuff we
talked about. In any case, these were all meaningless questions as
far as I was concerned. Whatever mystery lay behind those veils
wouldn't change the way I felt about Magdalene. Who makes the
traffic interesting and rescues a dreary sunday? Honey, it’s
you!2

Anyway, I was very excited to go to her place. I had been
yearning for an invitation for months. Although it wasn't the first
thought in my mind, I couldn't help but hope for, possibly, that we
could go farther than that shy kiss we shared not long ago. But I
was a lot more excited about the prospect of finally finding
someone who shared my passion for the thing. If she was
for real, if she wasn't just joking around, pulling my leg, this
was going to be big.

Couldn't get much work done that day. All I thought about was
that night. Time just seemed to go slower. Damned clock on the wall
won't move. Seconds felt like minutes. You could say I was a little
bit nervous, even. A hint of nausea, butterflies in my stomach. I
can't think of a time when I had this feeling before.

At lunchtime I didn't even felt like eating. I was hungry, I
always had a big appetite, but that day I felt like if I had a big
meal, like I usually did, I would barf it right back out. I had a
small shaker salad, just to throw something in my belly so I
wouldn't pass out or something.

"… Hello? Anybody home?"

"Oh, sorry, I didn't see you there, what is it?"

"New fire for you to put out, daydream boy."

"Oh sh… alright, did you email me the docs?"

"Yes, that's why I'm here, I sent them out this morning and
still haven't heard from you. Mr. Bishop is expecting this one to
be put out by tomorrow noon."

"Alright, Bishop can keep his pants on, I'll have it cleared by
tomorrow."

Mother fucking Bishop. How I hated his guts. If men had been my
thing, I would have done him in from the first day I met
him. He was this caffeine-high wreck of a man who was always in a
hurry for… something. Bug-eyed, balding and trying to cover it up
with his side hair, of course. When he talked to you he would blink
rapidly and tap his foot at about 300 bpm.  The shit you
were promised means nothing now that you’re dead.3
He spit when he talked, so in meetings everyone always tried to sit
as far away from his line of fire as possible, which of course we
couldn't all do, so the competition was to be earliest to the
meetings and grab one of the good seats. He always sat at the head
of the conference table and there were a couple of good spots out
of his range. I didn't always make it on time, so I got shot a
couple of times with those huge projectile-like spit missiles,
bulls eye right on my left eye. I can't believe I didn't get rabies
or something.

That day, Bishop was the last thing on my mind. I couldn't care
less about his stupid fire drill. Today, it was Magdalene and me.
Nothing else existed. I fantasized about us running away together,
have some kind of Natural Born Killers kind of spree, only
we wouldn't be in that media frenzy, we wouldn't get caught, we
were smarter than that. Together, we were invincible.

I got off work early. Walked out without making much of a fuss
so no one would notice and get me into one of those phony work
hallway chats about last night’s game. I wanted to split as fast as
possible. 

As I made my way out to Magdalene's it hit me that I didn't know
exactly where she lived. I called her cell phone.

"Maggie! I don't know where you live!"

"What do you mean you don't? How many times have you walked me
home, Silly Bill?"

There it was again, pet names.

"I mean, I know the whereabouts, the alley and all, but which
door is yours?"

"Ah, It's the one up the spiral stairwell at the end of the
alley, I thought you knew!"

"No, I never… alright, I'll be there in about an hour."

"Waiting for ya, Bat Bill."

She never called me just Billy like everyone else. She
always had to put some bizarre adjective on my name. I didn't mind.
It made her unique, made me feel unique to her.

I didn't want to show up empty handed. I wanted to let her know
this was a special for me, without having to come right out and say
it and without it being a big deal, it had to be subtle. But what?
What do normal people bring each other in a normal situation like
this? But, what the hell was I thinking? Neither of us were normal.
That actually made deciding on what to bring even harder. If we had
been normal, flowers, wine, a card. But we were not
normal. I know, a book! I'll get her a copy of my favorite book. I
knew she hadn't read it, I mentioned it once and I knew she liked
to read. We talked a lot about books. Kerouac's On the
road. It was perfect. Exactly the kind of carefree, high
spirited american youth she embodied. Why don’t we do it in the
road? No one will be watching us.4 I stopped at my
regular bookstore, not a national chain, of course. A locally owned
small business. 

"Why do you need another copy of On the road for?"

Jackie, the owner was very friendly and we always had small
talks about books we were reading whenever I stopped by. She knew I
loved that book and she knew I owned it. A few copies, as a matter
of fact. Hardcover, paperback, annotated, first edition.

"Oh, it's a gift for a friend, I'd like the hardcover version if
you have it, preferably, I want it to be a bit extra special."

"Oh, I see, a girl, huh?"

She smiled suggestively. I just gave her a shy grin, didn't
reply. Didn't get a bag, just put it in my backpack and on my way I
was… On the road to Magdalene, so to speak.

As I made my way through the alley butterflies came back. I was
very excited. I may have even had a bit of a skip to my step. I got
to the spiral stairwell and looked up. Took a deep breath and
cork-screwed my way up. Knock, Knock. She opened up and I walked in
as the heavy steel door was still creaking.

"Hello, Kill Bill. Glad you made it in one piece."

"What's up, Maggie?"

The place was dimly lit and sparsely decorated. It was nice.
Smelled nice. Smelled like her. BANG! She closed the door
behind me. 

"So… "

Yes, I was nervous.

"Well, come on in. Make yourself at home."

She gestured for me to go and sit on the couch. 

"You know, your place looks exactly like I expected it to. It
kind of define… "

Suddenly the lights went out. I felt stinging sensation and a
ringing in my ears that quickly drifted off.

"Wait, this doesn't feel right. Maggie, what's that on your
hand?"

It was dripping. Some black long metal object.

I stood there trying to get her attention. Looked like she
couldn't hear me. Couldn't see me. What was going on? She was
staring at something on the floor and I turned towards
it. 

"Oh shit! Is that me?!?! What have you… what the fuck?!?!?"

I had been conned. It was strange, really. It dawned on me that
she really was like me. She sucked me in, her method was
good. The sensation was bizarre. Joy because she was like me, Anger
be cause she betrayed me, Envy because she was better than me,
Relief because now I knew she could go through with it, Agitated
because I wanted her to have the book. I wondered if she'll keep
it. Would she even find it? All that time and effort to put into a
project, it was very impressive. What an act. A crowbar, dammit.
Touche!

"Shit, looks like death is not lights out after all… now
what?!?!" Go and try to understand what the hell is going on, I
can’t imagine how things got all so fucked up.
5

 

Ende.

 

1 From Creedence Clearwater Revival’s I put a
spell on you.

2 From Steely Dan’s Janie runaway.

3 From Napalm Death’s The kill.

4 From Beatles’ Why don’t we do it in the
road?

5 From Anthrax’ Keep it in the family.
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Roadside

a short story

by Astor W. Heinemann

 

Penny and George fought often. It usually didn’t bother him
much, and because it was more important to him to have peace and
quiet over the satisfaction of an argument won, most of the time he
just bit the bullet and admit wrongdoing, just so it would end.

Tonight, such was not the case. Penny took it new level not
previously experienced by George. No woman in his past love affairs
had ever insulted his manhood in such way. He blocked out what the
argument was about and could only hear the piercing words Penny
screamed at him. She said she had never been satisfied with their
sex life. It was not that they didn’t make love often, which they
did, three or four times a week. George felt that for a couple
that’s been living together for over five years and were
practically married, it was pretty good.

She called him humiliating names and said she rarely came, that
all her moans and heavy panting had been faked for quite some time,
now. Penny told him of how she would wait for him to go to sleep or
was out of the house so she could pleasure herself while
fantasizing about past lovers. “They were all better than you! You
can’t even get me hot anymore, you disgust me!” She yelled at
him.

George was no contender for this kind of fight. He was out of
his league. All he could do was hang his head down in shame.

As he walked out of the apartment to the piercing tune of her
insults, with a march reminiscent of a concentration camp jew
walking naked into a gas chamber, they said their fuck-yous and he
slammed the door behind him.

Her muffled screams still audible through the thin non-insulated
sheet rock walls, amplified, it seemed, by the long hallway,
reverberating violently against his eardrums. They made the wait
for the elevator feel like months. Like an ancient civilization
criminal tied to a post, he could not escape the painful and
denigrating lashes that were these words.

Ding. The most beautiful sound he’s ever heard. “This must be
what convicted felons feel like when they’re released.” He thought
to himself. Doors couldn’t close quick enough after he pressed the
button that had a star next to the number on it located in the
control panel on the left side of the claustrophobic box. It didn’t
light up, it was broken. One was never sure if the first push
worked. So he did as he always did, as everybody else did, he just
kept on pushing the button. His hands were shaking, and it made the
machine-gun rapid fire button-pressing easier.

The streets were brighter that night. It had been raining during
the day and large puddles of rainwater reflected the street lights
back up doubling their luminescence. He couldn’t get it out of his
head, all the things she said. She was probably still yelling at an
imaginary George back at the apartment. He worried if all these
things were true or just constructs designed to mortally injure an
enemy in battle. Not that it made much of a difference, she said it
and it hurt…bad.

Several miles and countless blocks hadn’t softened the pain. He
crossed paths with strangers on the street, looked at their faces,
the women, hoping for something, a smile or anything that would
help calm his sorrows. None even noticed his presence.

Thoughts of revenge, payback, retaliation now wedged out the
feelings of shame and disgust. But he could never physically hurt
Penny. He wasn’t that kind of man, and there was nothing he could
do to hurt her emotionally. Women are much more patient and smart,
more powerful, than men in relationship wars.

That place with the flickering neon signs, liquor brand banners
decorating the darkly tinted windows also serving the purpose of
blocking the view of passer-byers so they could not sneak a peek
inside, people had to pay for that. That’s where he went. A
gigantic dark samoan-looking man took his $20 bill and stamped the
back of his left hand while he panned his eyes through the several
stages that were home that night to young women, some spinning
upside down on the metal poles, others lay on their backs with
their legs up in the air slowly arching apart, toes pointing up at
the red, green and blue gel filtered bulbs, yet others on their
hands and knees, all working hard to earn a bit
more moolah than they would waitressing, or as
cashiers at department stores, or as nurses, or as boring
housewives.

He sat at the leftmost stage where a tall, fit, short haired
brunette graced the sounds of a most appropriate tune for the
occasion. I don’t want anybody else, when I think about
you I touch myself. Scotch and soda was ordered, a quick
glance over at the only other man sitting at there just a few
chairs away before he even paid much attention to the show.

The girl was a perfect Venus goddess. He rolled his eyeballs all
over her body and finally locked into her light brown eyes. He
stayed there, in that zone, for all four songs. She gave him much
more attention than any of the other men sitting there. By the
second tune the audience at this stage had tripled. They all saw
that she was the best of all the girls. She oozed of carnal
pleasure, had them all in a trance with her smooth, slow moves, but
as all of them focused their full attention on her naturally almost
hairless pussy, pear shaped ass or small tits with large flawless
pink nipples, slipping in bills to get her attention, George was
dead locked on her eyes. It was like he somehow managed to extend
his hand in through them and touch her soul.

As she gyrated on her knees, arms crossed down on the stage
floor, head rested sideways on them. Her eyes turned towards George
and she smiled at him. Lights shone off her body that was so smooth
one could think she was wearing a skin tight satin bodysuit. She
winked at him. Her left eye. His heart skipped a beat. He murmured
“hello” while tickling the space between them with the fingertips
of his left hand, his scotch and soda held on the other. They
glanced into each other’s eyes and didn’t disconnect for quite a
while until they were interrupted by the DJ announcing a break for
the girls. “Quite the timing, chief!” George yelled at the DJ.

Some old mississippi delta blues softly played through the PA.
Lyrics reminding the patrons that woman been mean to them,
she done ‘em wrong. He called the waitress over and after
requesting a refill, asked if she knew the name of the girl at this
stage. “Yeah, that’s Misty” she replied. “Of course it is! Couldn’t
have been anything else!” he said, and before he finished the
sentence a graceful whisper caressed his left ear. “Hello”, her
lips briefly touched his ear’s skin. He closed his eyes and
embraced the feeling. The hair on the back of his neck stood up. He
could have stayed like that for hours, the electricity rushing
through his body, all the current directly flowing towards his
cock. But it only lasted a fraction of a second.

He turned around and saw it was her. Oh, how much had he wished
it was so! George invited her to sit down and shook her left hand
as he said “hello, Misty”. She serenely pulled him closer and gave
him a kiss, the kind where moist lips nuzzle your left cheek. He
gestured for her to sit down next to him, to his left, still unable
to decouple from her eyes. She didn’t even noticed he already knew
her name.

They both knew it. It was not the kind of rendezvous designed to
foster any sort of lasting relationship. It was about scratching an
itch. One that neither of them really had before they saw each
other. For Misty, it was unheard of that a customer would focus on
her eyes instead of her body, and that turned her on. For George,
never before had a woman like Misty been interested in him. He
ordered a martini for her, still Tesla coil sparks shooting back
and forth between their eyes, only visible to them.

“You were making love to me from the inside out with those eyes
of yours” She said. “Was it as good for you as it was for me?”
George said from in between his teeth imitating Bogart in one of
his old Noir movies. They both laughed. As their conversation
turned hotter they both grew increasingly excited. George was hard.
Misty was wet, worried that it might show through the back of her
white miniskirt when it was time to go. “Listen, what do you say?
Let’s scram out for a ride?” she said as she leaned her head
forward, like she was giving him the winning horse for next day’s
race. George placed a few bills on the table, used one of the empty
glasses as paperweight, took her by the left hand gently pulling
her up. They giggled as they walked out that door, big dark
samoan-looking guy shaking his head in disagreement as they soared
past him before he resumed organizing the bills in
like-denomination stacks.

When they got to Misty’s car she slammed him against it, face
first. She petted his chest from behind, fingernails almost tearing
through his skin, pushing her breasts against his back. Slowly
sliding her left hand down into his pants. He turned over and held
her head with both hands, stared into her eyes for a few seconds
before passionately kissing her. She pulled back, “Let’s go
somewhere before I explode!” she said, squeezing his behind.
“There’s a motel not far about ten miles off of route twenty
seven”, George remembered and they were on their way. She gave him
the keys and asked him to drive.

From the moment they got into the car they could hardly keep
their hands off of each other. Misty drove one of those old muscle
coupes from the seventies that had a single row seat in the front
and she took full advantage of it all, as she slipped closer to him
and unbuttoned her blouse, rubbing her bare breasts on his cheeks.
He touched her bare back and moved his hand down into the skirt,
fondled with her. She moaned and wailed in pleasure, kissing
George’s neck, she as wet and soft as ripe papaya. She throbbed
back and forth breathing heavily and pushing her body harder
against his hand, grabbed his head and pulled it to her chest and
those large, hardened pink nipples.

Suddenly, he felt her pull back and yell something. He couldn’t
understand exactly what it was, he was hard of hearing from his
left ear and his right one was obstructed by sweaty Misty flesh. A
bright light called his attention to what was in front of them. Two
of them, no, four, more! Some reddish yellow dots joined the
topmost outer lights. George had become so lost in the moment, all
the excitement, that as his body cringed with pleasure he pushed
harder on the gas pedal and drifted into the incoming lane to their
left. They were going over eighty miles per hour heading straight
towards an eighteen wheeler. George savagely turned the steering
wheel to try and get them out of harm’s way. The car turned left
and right out of control and he put all of his might into trying to
regain control of over three thousand pounds of American
engineering, made even worse by the high speed. Tires skidding on
the pavement and leaving behind an outré pattern of dark squiggly
lines. Misty shrieked in panic as the car twirled around, George’s
heart pounding even faster and harder than just a few seconds
before when he was about to explode in sexual pleasure.

It felt like ages before George could wrestle the old car back
in control. When it finally did stop, He just hanged his head down,
breathing heavily, his mouth open to allow more air flow in with a
hint of spit dripping from his lower lip. His arms suspended from
the steering wheel, hands clenched in such a tight grip they were
turning pale from the blood circulation being cut.

“Are you alright?”, he turned around…nothing. He whipped his
head to look back, but the car was stopped across the road, looking
back he could only see the darkness of barley fields. He looked to
his right, in the direction they were driving, more darkness. Then
he looked to his left and although it was just as dark, the rear
lights from the truck speeding away revealed a small lump of
something right smack in the middle of the road. He rushed out of
the car yelling for her. “Misty, are you alright? Misty!”.

Kneeling down, he continued to call for her, asking if she was
Ok, but there was no response. Shiny thick dark liquid was flowing
from the back of her head spreading on the pavement. He rushed back
to the car and drove it closer so the headlights would reveal what
was happening. Nothing could have prepared George for what he was
about to see. She lay there, the back of her head split open, parts
of her brains were visible inside, some scattered next to her head.
Face bloody, abraded by the pavement, it was turned a full one
hundred and eighty degrees so it was on the same plane as her back.
Couldn’t even tell it was Misty, there was so much blood. Her left
leg was broken, it was completely under her, covered by her torso.
George gasped and stepped back, horrified.

Panicked and without knowing what to do he acted without
thinking. He pushed her body out to the ditch on the left side of
the road. He turned on the engine, revved it a few times before
finally committing. “I’m out of here!” he muttered to himself.
Away. From it all. Tires screeched and smoked, the smell of burning
rubber filling the air all around, George drove west through barley
fields on both sides of the road. He could see the sky turn bright
reddish orange from his rear view mirror, the color, he thought was
probably the same color tone as the soft skin inside Misty’s labia,
which he never got to taste. He thought to himself “I’ll turn left
at the next intersection”.

Ende.
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a short story

by Astor W. Heinemann

 

Isn’t it true that you start your life a sweet child
believing in everything under your father’s roof? Then comes the
day of the Laodiceans, when you know you are wretched and miserable
and poor and blind and naked, and with the visage of a gruesome
grieving ghost you go shuddering through nightmare life.

- Jack Kerouac

 








Ah! The White family. This is your average upper middle class
caucasian family living in heartland American suburbia. Rabid
liberals, they were guilt ridden not only about being relatively
wealthy in the U.S.A., but also about their name being
White!  

When Laura and Paul White were youngsters in the late sixties,
they were heavily involved in the civil rights movement, burning
bras in D.C., protest, demonstrations, the works. Today, being
older and more mature, their values have grown as they have, a bit
less anarchic. Both of them have respectable jobs, Paul works as a
human resources manager at a nationwide car rental company and
Laura works as a dental hygienist.

Now they use their free time working as volunteers in several
racial equality organizations where their guilt over the suffering
of the old time black folks can be somehow simmered. Still, they
were always plotting what more they could do.

The have one son. A healthy, bright youngster of age nine. They
named him Black. Although he was often the punch line of schoolmate
jokes, he was a happy kid with many friends. His name, Paul and
Laura though, would be a living, walking testament of their values,
a boy in which they would inject all their racial equality ideas
and, of course, it's implicit guilt. He was always encouraged to be
kind and friendly to black kids, they made play dates for the
children and dinner parties for the adults more frequently with the
black families with whom they rubbed shoulders than any others. It
was a conscious effort, which in their minds, was meant more as
helping and giving back. Paul, in particular, had chosen his career
because it allowed him the chance to give better opportunities to
black people and this he always did.

Their neighborhood was racially diverse, they made sure of that
when they were house shopping. They lived a comfortable happy life
with very few problems.

Little Black was a very inquisitive child, very intelligent as
well, for his age. He was always hungry for knowledge especially
about people. He noted the differences between his family and the
black families they were friends with, not only because of their
skin color, but also the way they talked, the way they carried
themselves, their hair. This fueled his curiosity and he was
determined to know more about why these things he observed were
so.

His parents were always very loving and protective of him, not
in a smothering way, but rather to shield him from the evils of the
world as his tender young age. They would gradually teach him about
those things as he grew older, was their plan.

For the child it was almost like a gift from above when a new
family moved next door. The Wright family had come to the
neighborhood from North Carolina because the father, Jackson, had
been transferred there for work. Angela, the mother, was a stay at
home mom and she cared for their thirteen year old daughter,
Corinne.

As was their tradition, the Whites prepared a welcome basket and
all three went next door to welcome their new neighbors about a
week after they had moved in. Paul rang the door bell that night as
he straightened his shirt and removed lint from his khakis. Laura
next to him with a big smile proudly holding the welcome basket,
wearing a light cotton dahlia printed summer dress, radiant with
great expectations of befriending their new black neighbors and
little Black next to her standing up straight with his polo shirt
tucked in, his bright blonde hair slick and combed to the side. The
door wasn't answered right away and Paul pressed the button again a
few seconds later, and as he did so he turned to his wife and son
to give them a reassuring smile.

Some light, mostly unnoticeable racket was heard from inside and
shortly the door opened. A large black man stood there staring at
Whites with confused glassy eyes, barefoot, work pants unbuttoned
and an old sleeveless undershirt with a light wet spot around the
chest area. Behind him a multitude of unopened moving boxes and
sporadically placed furniture garnished the home. A little girl sat
on top of one of the boxes wearing a ragged old blue dress, her
hair in braids, staring blankly at nothing in particular on the
floor. Pots and pans clanking in the kitchen suggested there was
either some cooking or dish washing going on.

"Who are you? Whaddaya want?"

Jackson grunted. A potent stench of alcohol almost forced Paul
back and in a quasi-hesitant tone he announced their
intentions.

"Hello there, we are the White family, we live right next door
to you and we wanted to come by and give you a small token as a
welcome to the neighborhood gift. My name is Paul and this
is my wife Laura and my son Black."

He stretched out his hand for a handshake…

"Black? What the hell's black 'bout that kid?! He ain't even got
black hair."

Paul smiled nervously as he tried to muster out the words to
explain why they had chosen the unusual name for the child, pulling
back his hand and wiping off sweat that wasn't there on his
trousers when Laura chimed in.

"We are very happy to have you as our neighbors and we wanted to
let you know that if there is anything at all that you need just
come on by or holler."

She put forward the basket and it seemed like Jackson didn't
want to take it, a few seconds of tense silence and a fading smile
on her face and he finally reached out and took it from her.

"Well, thank you very much, it's nice to know we have such good
people as neighbors."

Jackson said in a tone that mocked Laura's voice and accent.
Laura turned over to Paul, shrugged, and a few more seconds of
intolerable silence were interrupted.

"If there ain't nothing else you best be on your way back."

Still with the same tone and he shut the door.

The Whites looked at each other, baffled, and Paul
promised  they would all be like old family in no time. Little
Black was excited about this event. The new neighbors were even
stranger than the other black families he knew. He thought this was
a great opportunity for him to learn more and use that new
detective kit he got for his birthday. Immediately when they went
back home, Black rushed to his room and took out his detective
notepad and started jotting down clues that will help him put all
the pieces together later on.

Tall dirty black man with smelly breath.

Sad girl.

No couch or TV.

Boxes, a lot of them. What's in them?

Investigate Mother.

Interview girl.

The next day Black watched by his bedroom window waiting for
Jackson to leave for work. Once he saw the old pickup truck smoke
on down the street he set his plans in motion. He rushed down the
stairs skipping every other step, darted through the long narrow
kitchen hallway and leaped out the back door. A single board was
missing from the fence that divided both backyards and it was gap
barely wide enough for little black to fit through. As he tiptoed
towards the neighbors’ house he was startled by loud barks from a
large dog chained to a metal post on the other end of the Wright's
backyard.

"Shut up, Puffy! You ain't gittin' none!"

Yelled someone from inside the house. It was the voice of a
little girl. Black's imagination wondered for a second as he
remembered the sad little girl from the previous night, then the
dog calmed down and he resumed his mission.

Black peaked in through the screened door and saw a woman
sitting on the kitchen table smoking a cigarette, still on her
night gown, reading something. He heard the girl hollering at her
mother saying she was going to play outside, but there was no
response from the woman. He quietly prowled off the back porch
through the little garden on the side of the house, leaping with
agility from one old concrete stepping stone to the next on the
high, muddy grass, making sure not to make a lot of noise.

As he reached the front of the house he hid behind some bushes
and started recording the events he witnessed.

Day 1:

9:35 am Mom smoking and reading in the kitchen. Little girl
playing jump rope barefoot on the front yard.

Another neighborhood kid was riding his bike when he noticed the
new girl and stopped to say hello.

"Hi, are you new here?"

The girl ignored him and kept on playing. The boy raised his
voice slightly and asked again.

"Hello! Did you just move into this house? Are you new in the
neighborhood?"

Still no response. Black wrote it all down.

9:37 am Skittles stops to say hello to girl. Girl won't
respond. 

The boy stands there wondering why the new girl won't answer him
for a few seconds before the front door violently opens, knocking
down some empty flower pots that were on the front porch beside
it.

"Corinne, what the hell you think you doin' child?! You come
back in the house right now 'fore I smack you!"

The woman yells. The child stops her game and starts running
back into the house before the shrieking stops.

9:38 am Mom doesn't like girl talking to strangers

NOTE: girl's name appears to be is Corinne.

As Corinne walks back into the house her mom smacks her in the
back of the head making her braids flutter around.

"Do you know what your father would do to us if he saw you
hookin' up with boys again!? He will kill us both if he sees you!
We just can't go through this again, child!"

9:38 am Why doesn't dad like friends that are boys? Why is
mom so scared?

Black's curiosity was now at a boiling point, it was impossible
for him to control his impulses. This was now an even bigger
mystery. It wasn't just about how different the black families were
to his own anymore. Why was the girl always so sad? What was the
mom so afraid of? What is it that they can't go through again? He
wrote all these questions and more fervently on his detective
notepad and spent the day eavesdropping on the Wright women. He
too, was now afraid of Jackson because of the way the two spoke of
him. 

There were a lot of things he didn't understand about what
Angela and Corinne talked about, but he wrote them all down. He
went back home at lunch time, ate and ran back out hollering out to
his mom letting her know he was playing on the backyard. But he was
really working on discovering all the mysteries this new family
brought with them to the neighborhood.

1:22 pm Mom teaching Corinne how to clean up split
peas.

He was so engrossed in his spy work that he didn't hear the
pickup truck pull up in the driveway a few hours later. The front
door opened and quickly slammed shut. 

"Angie! I'm home, where my dinner at?!"

The Wright women sprang out of their seats and started setting
up a place at the table. Black was subdued by fright at the sight
of Jackson walking into the kitchen scratching his groin, large and
fat with a shadow that almost darkened the whole room. The poor boy
was shaking for a few seconds, finally overcoming his brief fear
induced paralysis, jumped back on his feet and zipped on home as
fast as he could, knocking down a metal bucket on his way. Puffy
barked again.

"Who dat? I'mma get my shotgun, mo'fuckah!"

Black made it through the missing board on the fence right on
time for Jackson not to see him squish by. He peeked through a
small hole in one of the boards and just saw the big black man
looking around dumbly with a paranoid expression on his face. The
boy grasped his chest, his heart beating so fast he felt it was
gonna burst out through his ribs. He didn't breathe. 

"That's right, mo'fuckah, run! Ha, ha!"

Jackson muttered as he dragged his work boots back into the
kitchen. Black finally calmed down and went back home, straight to
his room to write about the experience.

 6:38 pm Dad arrives home yelling at everyone and
throwing things around. The girls are scared. I ran away, almost
got caught.

That night at the dinner table Black asks a question.

"Paul, what is a bertion?"

You see, Paul and Laura encouraged Black to call them by their
first names. They felt it would allow him to grow with a stronger
sense of individuality. 

Paul stopped chewing on his chicken and glared with googly eyes
at Laura from above his eye glasses. He finished chewing, swallowed
his food, took a sip of water and wiped his mouth clean with the
white cotton napkin.

"Now, son, where did you hear about this?"

Black certainly did not want Paul and Laura to know about his
detective work, and definitely not that he was spying on the new
neighbors, so he lied.

"I was watching TV the other day and they were talking about
this girl that had a bertion."

Laura took hold of one of his hands and asked Paul if maybe it
was time to talk about the birds and the bees. Paul smiled and
said:

"Well, Black certainly is a mature boy for his age. I think his
intelligent little mind can now understand these things."

And so, after dinner both the White men sat in the living room
couch while Paul explained how babies were made. He also explained
how sometimes babies are made by mistake or other unwanted
situations and he justified the concept of abortion in little
Black's mind. Throughout the conversation Paul made it a point to
refer to the baby as it, or the fetus, reassuring
little Black that this was sometimes necessary and when this was
done it was not a person yet, that it was safe and normal
and no one was being hurt in the process.

Young Black took this in very well for a boy his age. He
understood the concepts and that this abortion business was sort of
a way to reverse a mistake or an attack, but he still wondered
about the baby inside. Could it feel anything? Was this like a
mercy killing? He wondered about the girl and he thought back to
that kitchen table conversation between Angela and Corinne. Black
now understood that before they moved here Corinne had a
fetus inside her and it was taken out with an abortion as
his dad explained.

All these things made the mystery even more alluring to him. Now
he knew why the girl looked so sad, but why were they so afraid of
Jackson? He needed to know more.

Everyone went to bed and Black kept his eyes and ears open.
Listening for the sound of the end of his parents' night routine.
Doors locking, windows shutting and finally their bedroom light
flicks off.

Black waits a few minutes and then slides out of bed, he had
gone in fully clothed minus the shoes and hid between the sheets
when Paul and Laura had come to his bedroom to tuck him in earlier.
He grabs his detective kit, flashlight, notepad and shoes and
covertly sneaks out his bedroom window. He turns around and sees
there's a single window lit at the Wright's and he sneaks in
closer. He sits on the ground below the window, looking around,
thinking what mysteries will be uncovered just a few seconds from
now, his excitement was indescribable. Smiling to himself he slowly
starts to get on his feet, quietly, steadily, heart pounding.

Standing there, his back and arms firmly against the house, his
face sideways towards the window next to him, he moves in slowly to
see through the light yellow shades. It looks like it's the girl's
room. There are girl toys and clothing lying around, more boxes. As
he continues he sees the end of a small bed. Then feet, big feet,
big black feet, hairy legs. Now his mouth is starting to open
slightly, this is a reflex product of his amazement. Small feet,
black. Big black hands. It's the girl, Corinne. Big black hands
touching her body. Black is frightened but he wants to know what's
going on in there, he needs to know, he moves a little
more to the side, his foot snaps a twig on the ground as he does
so.

"Muthafuckah! Who dat?!?! Where my shotgun at!"

Big black feet leap out of the little bed, running out the room.
Little Black jumps back and ducks below the window, he's frozen,
fists clinched tight, he starts to quiver. As the back door of the
house smashes against an outside wall when Jackson kicks it open,
Black makes a run for the missing board gap on the fence.

Paul is savagely awakened by a loud noise. A spine-chilling
sound that makes Laura almost fall out of bed. He goes for the lamp
switch, confused. Swipes his glasses off the night table and puts
them on.

"What in the hell was that?"

Paul asks. Laura looks at him confused as she cringes into a
corner of the bed holding the sky blue fluffy bird feather filled
comforters on firmly. He looks out the bedroom window and sees some
shadows and lights, some sort of commotion at the neighbors'. A
woman wails in the night, a few more windows in the neighborhood
light up.

As Paul ties his robe around his waist he reassures Laura that
it's probably nothing, but he's going to check it out anyway and
out he goes. Laura, still confused stares at the lamp shade, half
asleep. Suddenly her heart pounds so hard one could almost see the
skin over it bubble up and down. She jumps off her bed and rushes
to little Black's bedroom.

Paul closes the back door behind him, takes off his glasses to
wipe them clean using the robe, this only makes them foggier. Just
as he's cleaning them for a second time with his pajama shirt he
hears someone talking on the other side of the fence.

"That's right mo'fuckah, you don't mess with my
shit!"

Wailing continues on from the other side of the fence. Paul is
suddenly startled by screams coming from inside his house. He turns
around quickly, even more confused.

"You come fuckin' around my house and now you dead on the
ground, mo'fuckah"

Says the voice on the other side of the fence. Paul whips his
head back and forth, looking at the fence, then looking at his
house.

"Please God, don't let it be true!"

Laura cries out as she storms out of the house towards Paul.

"What's the matter, what's going on?"

"It's Blackie, he's not in his bed!"

Laura cries. Paul holds her tight and turns his glare at the
missing board on the fence. He sits her on one of the teak chaise
lounge chairs they have on the back porch and carefully walks
towards the fence.

Dropping to his knees, Paul sees Jackson nodding anxiously at
the ground near where he was peeking through, shotgun on his hand
still blowing up smoke. He looks down and sees a small figure in
lying the dark, muddy grass close to him on the other side of the
fence. He looks back at Laura still crying and howling and sobbing
and tears begin to run down his cheeks. He gets up and runs rapidly
through the kitchen, grabs a butcher knife out of the first drawer
and storms out towards the house next door. The night breeze makes
his tears feel cold on his face as he steadily thrusts through the
bushes and brick passage ways and random wooden things that
obstruct his way. Eyes red, he grips the knife tighter.

He stops right before little Black White lying there, lifeless,
Angela still shrieking and bawling. Jackson mumbles:

"Mo'fuckah got what he deserved comin' here to my
house."

Laura weeps on the other side of the fence and Paul soars on to
his child's killer, as he does so Jackson pulls up the shotgun.
Click. 

Still not willing to believe this is happening Laura gets enough
sense back to stand up and go towards the fence.

There, on the house next door, Paul on his knees crying, bloody
knife on the ground next to him. Large black man bleeding from the
neck, stomach, back. Several stab wounds let blood quickly flood
the back porch of the house. Inside a black woman holding her
little girl tight, crying why! And to the side, in the
dark, muddy, high, unkept grass, Black.

Ende.
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Good Mourning

a short story

by Astor W. Heinemann

 

Dusk brings new things every night. Last night was feeding time,
today she was strong and her skin had a slight glow to it, she
almost looked alive. The dark orange colors of the sunset were
still visible west, a beautiful sight she always loved as she
looked that way out her bedroom window when waking up. The last
warm daylight colors blending (or bleeding ) into the cold colors
of the night sky until it was pitch black above her head, lightly
sprinkled with twinkling stars, her eyes sparkled more than usual
and you could see the non-existing glow from outer space in them,
the stare in her eyes, as profound as a deep clear lake reflecting
the moonlight. It was gonna be a good night

This city, she loved this city. She wasn't part of a herd, part
of no family, she liked it that way, being on her own, making her
own rules, answering to no one but herself. The city provided the
perfect hiding place. It was alive more at night than during the
day time and she blended in perfectly mostly coming and going
unnoticed. When she didn't need to feed she enjoyed what could be
considered a normal human life. She would go to clubs, meet random
groups of strangers and have a good time. Once in a while she would
even go home with guys she liked, scratch the itch during a short
rendezvous and fly away into the darkness while he slept, not even
needing to open the door, as quiet as the still stale air in the
room, they were tools and as useful as the moment needed it to
be.

She knew from early on when she turned that human food made her
nauseous and couldn't be digested. But but alcohol and drugs, they
affected her as anybody else. And she used them regularly when she
was out partying. Junk, blow, speed, whatever was at hand. Never
when she was preying, the hunt needed focus and a clear mind and it
also made the hunger pains worse when she used drugs, so at those
times she stayed away from them.

Tonight, for the first time since she had been in the city, she
approached a man she had been intimate with in the past. Somehow
this being seemed special and she was invariably drawn to him, as
much as she tried not to. She floated through the crowds, who
seemed to split up into a clear pathway just between him and her,
conscious about her looks, she straightened her short black dress
and teased her hair. She didn't think about it, but his name had
never come up during their sexual exploration only a few days ago,
just when talking before that, and somehow, as a lot of animals do,
it suddenly came back to her. She said hello, not really expecting
him to remember but only wanting to take him home tonight. He got
up his bar stool, embraced her and warmly greeted her by name:
"Connie, Connie, how nice it is to see you. Please join me, will
you?" She was a bit confused by this warm gesture, but couldn't
resist the charm, so she sat down by his side.

Pleasant, sometimes unusual conversation accompanied by volatile
spirits floating over their heads, she leaned closer and closer to
him as the night progressed. He would whisper dirty little things
to her ear, lightly tickling the flowing black hair around it, she
giggled and touched his knees and she could see and feel him
getting aroused.

They walked out of the club together, him with his arm around
her shoulders to keep her warm from the cold chill of the night,
not realizing it was her skin that was naturally cold. Off a few
blocks towards his loft, she knew it from before and couldn't wait
to get back in bed with him. For some reason she felt very
comfortable with him and that made her uncomfortable with herself.
But there was nothing she could do about it but surrender to the
gravitational pull of the opposite sex.

Hardly out of the elevator he pressed her hard against his
apartment door, held her face with one and and her ass with the
other while looking at her face, exploring every minute detail
before kissing her. She had never let anyone cross the wall of fire
that surrounded her, protecting her from the normal world, this guy
was walking through it unharmed and she had just given up on trying
to analyze it, just gave in to the moment and let things
happen.

Gliding toward the bed, by the time they made it there it was as
if their clothing had been evaporated by the heated friction caused
between their bodies. He laid her down softly and went all over her
body licking, kissing, sucking. By now she was in a state of
complete and utter disbelief as if an old feeling from three
hundred years ago, before she turned, was being forcefully reminded
on her. Still, it felt so good she just kept going and going.

She turned him around and got on top of him, following his same
pattern all over his body. Then going up to his face, kissing him,
then down his ears and finally his neck. He was going crazy.

As she sat up, ready for the unequivocal fleshy insertion that
was to follow, she threw her head back and he heard her make a
hissing noise which called his attention out from what currently
occupied his whole being. When her face focused back on his, he was
absolutely horrified by the sight. Fangs stuck out of her teeth
line, eyes had turned white and cold, her fingernails scratched at
his chest leaving accented red lines behind, his expression turned
to panic as he started to scream at the sight of this monster that
used to be cute little petite Connie. He started to scream, pulling
back from her while trying to jump and run out of bed, but delayed
by the slippery satin sheets. She was also panicking, certainly not
what she expected out of this night, her face turned back to
normal, but he wouldn't stop screaming, she slashed his carotid
artery and flew straight off the bed attaching herself to the
ceiling right above him as she watched him quickly bleed to death,
white satin sheets as spotless as the morning sky on a sunny day,
unavoidably being painted red in a matter of seconds.

A single tear fell out her dark eyes unto his body. She quickly
picked up her clothes, went to a window that was just cracked open,
stared back at the cold corpse she was leaving behind and thought
about turning him, but that would mean she'd have to be responsible
for this newly created demon monstrosity, so she didn't.

As smoothly and sweetly as a kretek, she flew
out the window, the way we think of ghosts floating around
silently, untouchable, she went away, only thinking why was it
different with this man. The light glow of a newly made day already
visible towards the east.

Ende.
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Kiss, In French

a short story
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The telephone rings a few times, he doesn't feel like
getting off bed to pick it up, but he does it anyway. It was
Elena. Happy Birthday!!! came out loudly over
the earpiece, he had to move the phone off a few inches away from
his ears, he had been drinking heavily the night before and loud
sounds felt like hammer blows on his head.

 What? he said. Happy
birthday, you drunken fool! It doesn't matter that you didn't call
me on my birthday, I'm still gonna bug you. It was just like
Elena to be that way. He said thank you and apologized for
forgetting her birthday just a few days before. I didn't
even remember it was my birthday today, I must be getting
old. And like everyone, he was getting older, but at 22
he already felt like an old man, heavy drinking always takes it's
toll eventually. We gotta do something tonight, and
there's no if ands or buts about it. He hesitated for a
bit, then said 0k. She said they'd go see a movie and that she'd
come to Greenwich Village, that he didn't have to go all the way to
Long Island, after all, it was his birthday, he shouldn't have to.
At six in the afternoon she'd be buzzing his apartment.

 Lee laid on his bed, belly up, watching
the ceiling, paint peeling off, spider webs at the corners where it
joined the walls. He lit a cigarrette and thought about Elena while
the smoke filled the small room. He was working on his third book,
he felt lucky to have been published so early in his life. His new
book was not a work of fiction, it was based on his life and mostly
around his relationship with Elena in the last few
years.

He got up and off the bed, sat at the window with the fan
at full speed fixed on his bare chest. It was a hot mid-summer day,
the sun at one in the afternoon was as a broiler cooking
pedestrians like bacon, sizzling and crackling. All kinds of
bohemian characters walked around Greenwich Village all the time,
but today it seemed that the more bizarre of them all were out. He
wondered if they'd still be out there at night. He didn't relate to
these people and the only reason why he moved there was to be close
to his editor and because it was the center of the art scene in
those years, he always felt out of place ever since he moved there
from the Long Island suburbs and he missed seeing Elena.

Telephone rang again, he paced across the room and picked
it up. It was his father. They had a short pleasant conversation,
it had been a while since they spoke. After he hung up the phone he
thought about his father for a bit. He felt real close to him,
though they never spent much time together or had much in common.
Nostalgia filled his heart as he decided to wash up and go down the
street to Mr. Chow's to have something to eat and hang around his
peers for a while.

After about an hour of intense philosophical arguments he
remembered it was his birthday again. None of his buddies mentioned
it and he questioned himself as to why he even bothered hanging
around these guys. Sure, they were fun and interesting, but they
didn't mean anything to him, and he sure as hell didn't mean
anything to them. They were a group of artsy poets and painters.
Over the years, many folks come and go from this
group. I'll see you bums later, he said, only one or
two of the group even acknowledged he had spoken and replied just
with a casual glance in his direction.

He stood outside the place for a bit, lit up another
cigarrette and felt the city move quickly below his feet. Standing
there on the sidewalk, looking around, he felt static and a bit
blue. Visions of Elena filled his mind and all of a sudden it was
pleasant. He looked forward to their date… he hesitated for a
second, thought about it, is this a date
tonight?

With fresh thoughts of her, he went back to his place, sat
down at the typewriter and wrote for a few hours, Chivas, a small
desk lamp, ash tray with several cigarrette butts and a half way
burnt one letting smoke up, like a charmed cobra peeking out of an
Indian canister, a stack of empty pages and yet another stack of
written ones decorated the old small desk, while the light breeze
from the fan blew his hair around lightly.

The buzzer rang, he had lost track of time being
completely engrossed in his writing. He didn't invite her up
because she would see the suitcases. Putting his shirt back on,
racing down the stairs, opening the door to the street, then he saw
her. Standing there with her awkward pose, like she was letting the
whole weight of her body loosely rest on her legs, shoulders
relaxed, arms hanging down at her sides, a big smile on her face,
his face lit up and she hugged him. She had brought a present, a
record he had talked about buying sometime ago.

They walked the few street blocks towards the theater,
having a pleasant conversation, same as always, he cracked some
witty jokes and she laughed, as she always did, until her eyes
teared up. She picked out the movie, it was a french art house film
called simply Kiss. Elena had always been a very
independent woman and wanted to pay for her ticket, but he insisted
that it would not be gentleman-like for him to allow that, so she
let him pay. At the snacks stand he ordered two popcorns and two
sodas. She said she didn't want anything, he insisted, but she
still declined, so he walked in with two popcorn bags and two sodas
for himself.

Sitting close to the screen, their heads rested on the
back of the chairs, the movie started, it was boring for him, but
he didn't pay much attention to it anyway. He spent most of the
film just watching her face flickering to the rhythm of the scenes,
she either didn't notice or didn't want to acknowledge he was
looking at her, he tried to move his arm close to hers, but
hesitated because she wasn't returning the gesture. This memory
would be fixed in his mind for a long time, her profile on again,
off again.

As he walked her to the subway his mind raced with
thoughts of kissing her. He had never dared to tell her about his
feelings, and now it seemed pointless. He weighed whether he'd
rather remember her like that, pure and spotless, or would a single
romantic rendevous be more dear to his heart. Finally there, they
stood silently facing each other for a long time. She was nervous,
stared at her shoes and held her arms behind. He couldn't take his
eyes off her, yearning to lean forward and steal a kiss, before it
was time to say good bye. A final good bye she didn't know about
and he didn't want to experience. So he just said good night and
kissed her on the cheek. She hugged him and, as if she knew this
was the last time they'd be seeing each other, held on to him tight
for quite a while, then walked away without looking into his eyes.
He stood there, waiting for her to get on her train and thought to
himself that this is how he wanted to remember her.

Years after he had arrived in Paris he still remembered
her all the time. One afternoon while sitting on a sidewalk coffee
shop he thought he saw her walking by across the street holding
hands with a tall, handsome man. He yelled out her name, but there
was no response. His thoughts went back to that last night and he
felt it was better that way. If it was her, he would still have
that night at the movie theater, the last images of her at the
subway station.

Ende.
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a short story
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The boy had been waiting by the barn for a few hours, expecting
father to arrive at any moment with the goods. He admired and loved
him very much, looked up to him as if he were a hero for he had
raised the boy on his own since mother up and disappeared over
ten years ago. It didn't matter that he drank sometimes, it was the
norm for his kind around there. At sixteen he was almost a man and
he wanted to be just like father, a man's man, strong and
independent. 

Their house was old, set in a relatively rural area surrounded
by huge fields and scattered trees, nearest house about a mile
away. Father tried to keep it tidy, but it's age had started to
take it's toll and money was short. White paint was peeling off the
wooden siding, roof had no leaks but looked rather old and ugly and
the porch had nothing but a single old creaking rocking chair and
some random junk spread around. The barn had not been used for
animals in a long time and all there was in it were some rusty
tools, a couple of workbenches, firewood, old hay and some
chains hanging from the top beams. Never painted, the rotting wood
panels and rusted metal that covered it looked as grim as an
abandoned building. It had an imprudent smell to it that hit you in
the face like a foul ghost escaping the premises when the door was
opened. He never could figure out what the smell was. Father would
spend time in there sometimes fixing up some of the furniture or
working on the old truck.

He was excited, father had told him that tonight they would
spend some time together and he would teach him some new things
about being a man. As boring as his life had been this was a most
welcome treat. He regularly had nothing to do but read pulp
magazines and carve out little figures out of wood with his pocket
knife. He never did like school and had no friends. A real
loner.

Sitting on an old tree trunk put there for the sole purpose of
cutting firewood, a small oil lamp by his side flickering against
his pale white skin, half crescent moon dimly lit up the horizon,
he shaved a small piece of wood with his knife freshly sharpened as
he did every week. A noise at a distance, lights winding down the
road towards the old house. It was father, finally here.

The boy opened the barn doors for the beat up old truck to go
in, rattling and breathing out black smoke that filled all the air
around it as a visible dark halo of the occult. There was father,
dirty overalls and muddy boots, greasy hair, unshaven, but in the
boy's eyes he stepped out of the truck as a magnanimous Greek
god with all the duality of evil generosity they're known for. Not
a word was said.

Taking an old dirty sack from the back of the truck he looked
over at the boy, with a malevolent grin, and pulled his head back
suggesting he should come closer. Reluctantly, the boy did so just
as father asked him to remove all that was on one of the
workbenches, he did so quickly. Father carefully placed the
elongated sack on it, put his left hand over it, his right hand
clenched in a fist on his waist and reassured the boy that this was
going to be a memorable father-son experience. The boy lit up, his
eyes wide with anticipation almost brightened the barn. The old man
asked him to unsheathe the knife that was hanging from one of the
walls and bring it over, to cut the ropes, he said.

Walking towards the tool wall, he peeked back at father and saw
him smiling at the sack, rubbing his hands together, as if this was
the grandest gift he could give the boy. The knife was about ten
inches long with a dark, crusty leather sheath and a wooden handle
that was bound by a leather string to make it less slippery and had
become seamless from extended use. Going back towards father he
still couldn't figure out what had been brought back, why did he
take so long getting home? Why was this so special? Before he knew
it he was back at the workbench and handed father the knife,
he stepped back a bit. The old man put the blade sideways
against his forehead and motioned forward, as if thanking or
tipping off his hat. Four ropes fit tightly around the sack, one on
each end and two equidistant from the center, knotted so well it
was difficult to undo the knot so he would just cut them off. First
the one opposite to the sack's opening, then going up from there
until the last one, cutting slowly as if to make the boy more
excited, back and forth the blade patiently ripping through the
tensioned fibers.

At last, the sack was undone and the boy felt like jumping over
to look inside, but composed himself as if to appear more mature in
father's presence. But the old man smelled the excitement in the
air, for he felt it too, and gestured the boy to go ahead, but
handed him the knife and asked him to cut away the sack. Without
reluctance he grabbed the sharp blade and pulled back on the sack
to make it easier to cut. He, as father, did so slowly as if to
savor this moment, to remember the moment father decided he was a
man and did something special for him. As the smelly sack steadily
ripped in half he first saw what looked like hair, brown curly
hair, progressing through he noticed it was long, a face, a
beautiful face, young and angelic looking, it was a girl. His heart
started pumping faster, cold sweat built up on his forehead, now
going faster with the knife beautiful exposed breasts, fair skin
hardly a mark could be seen, a beautiful young girl laid on the
workbench in front of him, unconscious, he couldn't look around or
at father, rolling his eyeballs all over the girl's body, wondering
why had father had brought her in. A voice interrupted the
hypnotic event.

"You, my boy, tonight you learn how to treat a woman right". The
boy was already having trouble breathing, father's remark only made
it worse. What was he supposed to do with this girl? She was alive,
he could see her chest expand and contract against the dim light
from the oil lamp. Confusion, distress, as father put his big
rugged hands on his shoulders, "don't worry boy, I'll take you
through it, everything you need to know", that's when he noticed
the potent stench of alcohol. Father had been drinking, he looked
into his eyes and saw that they were distant and loopy, and he
understood why he had that unsettling expression on his face. "Who
is she?", the boy asked with a hint of trembling on his voice.
"She's a nobody, some tramp I picked for you to practice on, so
don't you worry about anything, I will take care of it after your
lesson". The boy started to get frightened, palms started to sweat
and cold shivers ran all over his body as if his heart was pumping
ice cold blood into his system. "Won't people know? Won't they be
looking for her?". "What'd I tell you boy! Stop being chicken shit
and let's take care of this. If it'll put you at ease I got her
from out of town, nobody knows she's here", and he knew all that
was to happen to this girl, ultimately.

Father told him to take off his pants and get on the workbench
on top of the girl. The boy was nervous, but father had already
started to become annoyed with his showing lack of interest in what
was at hand, so he obeyed. "Now open up her mouth and kiss her,
stick your tongue in there real good and wiggle it around some",
not even looking up at him and shaking, he took her by the chin and
closed his eyes. He could feel her warm breath against his childish
skin, he got closer and started to cry. The old man, noticing this,
smacked him over the head making his long blond hair flutter
around. He started crying harder and his tears dripping on the
girl's face made the moment much more difficult to bear. "What in
the hell are you doing, boy? Are you scared? Aren't you ready to be
a man?" the old man screamed. He couldn't respond and just laid
there on top of the girl with his head hanging in shame, never
knowing if it was because of what he was being asked to do or
because he was disappointing father.

The old man slowly grabbed one of the boy's hands and pressed it
against the girl's breasts, his fingers bumping against the exposed
reddish nipples. The boy cried harder, involuntary erection set in,
he had never been this close to a girl before, thinking why did his
first experience had to be like this. His father did this for a few
minutes, then slowly glided his hand around the side of her torso
towards her legs, they were smooth and silky, the boy was sobbing
the whole time. Then father moved it toward her crotch, letting go
of the boy's hand as he did so. He kept going on his own, out of
control at this point. As soon as he reached her warm and
moist genitalia he felt this overbearing sensation that took him by
surprise, suddenly he couldn't breathe, all his muscles contracted,
all the energy from his body directed towards his crotch, an
explosive feeling that left him motionless, gasping for air,
ashamed and satisfied all at the same time, a wet feeling in his
underpants.

Father stared at him, a disappointed look on his face. "I can't
believe you done this, son, you didn't even get through the
starting line and now you're done" he muttered. The boy still
couldn't look up at his face when suddenly he felt a flicker of
light on his eyes and before he could look over he saw the blade,
fire from the oil lamp reflecting off of it as if it were a mirror.
He looked up at the old man, confused, him looking straight into
his eyes, "at least you'll learn how to finish it off". Horrified,
the boy tried to pull up his pants and jump off the workbench, but
father held him in place. "No father, please, I can't!" he cried in
despair. "What do you suggest we do, boy? She seen me, she seen my
truck, can't just let her go, you have to finish her just like I
always do". At that point the boy was crying inconsolably in
disbelief, his father, his hero, was really this monster that stood
before him. "Take the knife and do it or it'll be you getting cut".
The boy took the knife from father's ashy hands, still in denial
that this was happening to him.

"You hold it like so" said father showing the boy the most
efficient way for a quick kill, held in a tight fist, blade away
from your thumb, sharp edge away from your fist, put your weight
into it, use your finger's strength to keep the blade straight, to
the neck, in one motion sideways. The boy hesitated and the old man
hit him again yelling "do it!". Screaming with despair the boy
closed his eyes, put the blade to the girl's left side of neck and
put his weight to it slicing through the other end. At first, a
faint thin red line, in a few seconds a gargling noise, blood
splattered all over him and the workbench, he understood that the
old dark spots on the bench were not from motor oil. He cried
harder, yelling for God's forgiveness, and then in a few minutes
the noise stopped, all that could be heard was the boy sobbing.

He felt some light getting closer and saw that it was father
handing him the oil lamp. "Here, get off the table and hold this".
The boy pulled up his pants, still crying. "Bundle up the sack, tie
it up tight and bring it over here" he said while picking a shovel
from the tool rack. As the boy dragged the sack towards where
father stood he couldn't believe what he had done, a sense of dread
towards himself overwhelmed him, he became angered at himself and
father, this was not how it's supposed to be, this is not the way
men become men. Father handed him the shovel and asked him to dig a
hole.

"When your grand papa brought me my first I was a real man, I
done her right, not like you, you're a disgrace to our family
name". Sweat pouring down his face, he took off his shirt, wiped it
off and kept on digging, the anger boiling inside him, the
adrenalin of what he had just done made it much easier to find the
strength to dig such a large hole in the ground. "Well, I hope
you'll do better next time. I'll bring you along and you can pick
the one you like, maybe it'll work better for you that way" the old
man said as if thinking out loud. Then at that moment the boy hit
something hard in the ground, he thought it was a rock and tried to
pry it off with the shovel, but as he did so, an unsightly image
appeared, it was a skull. Father kept going on and on about their
future exploits and the boy kept unearthing the corpse underneath,
it was wearing one of mother's dresses, he remembered it as clearly
as if he had seen her yesterday, memories of him playing by the
tire swing, mother yelling for him to come in for supper, wearing
that same blue flowery dress, and he knew.

As anger and frustration filled him up and the realization
of father's true nature, the whole picture had begun to unfold
before his eyes. He looked up from the hole he was digging, by now
about three feet deep, at the old man, his dead eyes staring
at him with an emptiness one can only imagine, father, a black
hearted soulless killer just for the joy of it, for thrills.
"That's deep enough" he said, and turned around to roll over the
dead girl's corpse. Rage overwhelmed the boy, he pulled the shovel
up and behind him, hesitated for a few seconds then swung with all
his strength. The shovel's edge plunged into father's head, almost
splitting his whole skull in two, no sound, no movement, just a dry
thump as he hit the ground, his blood staining the old sack where
the girl was.

No amount of consolation would have worked on the boy at that
moment. Memories of a loving mother, father a murderer, no one left
in the world to count on, just an empty soul and a lake of tears.
He fell down to his knees and covered his face with his hands in
shame. Shame for what father had done, who knows how many times,
shame for what he had done to the girl and father. An hour later he
picked up a gas container from the old truck's bed, sprinkled the
whole barn, the benches, the walls, the hay and took the oil lamp
with him, not wanting to look back for fear of catching a glimpse
of father's face, his eyes still looking at him with a disapproving
expression on them, he lit up the place and walked a couple of
dozen feet away. He stood there for a while, went inside and packed
a bag with what little belongings he had then came back
out, watching the fiery inferno disintegrate the old barn,
hoping that he would be delivered and cleansed from father's sins
and his own through a symbolic baptism of fire.

Ende.
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