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I'm not crazy - really. I'm not. I just get angry - really
angry. I lose control sometimes. I loved my brother. I really did.
He was the best. We had so much fun together. A lot of brothers
don't get along, but we did. So why did I kill him. I just couldn't
take it - that laugh, I couldn't take it. He was making fun of me
and I just wanted to stop the laughing. That's not crazy, right?
People don't like to be made fun of.

 

My parents had gone out on their date night and left us with a
babysitter. I told them that I didn't need a babysitter, but they
never listen.

 

I was in my room. See, there was this girl that I liked at
school. She was so pretty. A lot of my friends didn't think she was
pretty but I thought she was pretty. She had red hair and blue eyes
and freckles. I like freckles. But she didn't know that I liked
her. No one did. And I wanted to tell her, so I sat in my room and
wrote a note to her. I told her how I felt.

 

Just as I was finished my brother ran in the room and grabbed
it. He raced into the bathroom, locked the door and started reading
it … and started laughing. I started pounding on the door but
I didn't call the babysitter. I didn't want her to get the note,
read it and start laughing too. I told him that I would kill him if
he didn't open the door but he just kept laughing and then started
reading it out loud.

 

When he opened the door he burst past me and ran down the
stairs. I ran after him and tackled him at the bottom of the
stairs. He was still laughing. He was laughing so loud. I sat on
top of him and he wouldn't stop laughing. I punched him in the
stomach and he just kept laughing. So I punched him again and again
but he kept laughing. Then I punched him the face - it felt good to
hit him in the face, so I kept doing it. It felt so good. There is
an end table at the bottom of the stairs with a phone on it. I
grabbed the phone and started hitting him in the face with it -
over and over and over again. I don't know when he stopped
laughing. And my hands … had so much … there was so much
blood. It was everywhere. I could feel the warmth of it on my
face.

 

I turned my head and saw the babysitter. Her eyes were huge; her
hand covered her open mouth. She was so scared and shocked. She
wouldn't understand. He was laughing at me. I had to stop the
laughing.

 

She just stared at my brother. Then her eyes moved to me. She
paused for a moment then she turned and ran. I ran after her. She
would tell on me and she didn't understand. I had to stop him - the
laughing. She ran into the kitchen and as I followed her I saw a
knife on the cutting board - she must have been making in a
sandwich - I grabbed the knife as I ran past it. She got to the
back door and pulled it open. I jumped on her back and we fell onto
the back porch. I drove the knife into her back. I couldn't let her
tell, she didn't understand, I had to stop the laughing. I lifted
the knife and drove it into her again and again. Her mouth was open
as if she wanted to scream but no noise came out. Her hands clawed
and grasped at the ground. I kept stabbing until my arms tired.
There was even more blood, I don't remember when she stopped
moving.

 

I ran into the house and looked at the clock. I had an hour and
a half before my parents got home. I thought quickly. I ran to the
garage and grabbed my dad's shovel and the car cover. I ran to the
woods behind my house and began to dig a hole. A deep hole. It took
longer than I thought it would. I needed to hurry. I spread the car
cover out next to the babysitter then I rolled her body on top of
it. She was heavier than I thought. I dragged my brother through
the house to the back porch and put him on top of her. He was
heavier than I thought too. I took off all my clothes and put them
on top of them. I rolled them up in the car cover and dragged them
to the hole. I covered them as much and as fast as I could. It
didn't have to be perfect. I could come back later and fix it.

 

I went to the hose in the backyard and washed myself, especially
my feet. Then I raced into house and took a shower. I put on some
clothes and now I was ready for the hard part. I stood at the top
of the stairs, I turned around and I fell …
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When I woke up I was lying on the couch with my mom stroking my
hair and my dad was standing in the living room talking to two
police officers.

 

Perfect. Everything was perfect. They wouldn't suspect a thing.
I'll just act shocked and confused and be really quiet then when I
finally do talk I'll say I don't remember anything.

 

My dad saw that my eyes were open and lunged toward me.  He
knelt down and kissed my forehead. "Are you okay?" I just kept
looking at him confused and scared. Brilliant. I looked at the cops
as they looked down at me. The male police officer smiled, but the
female one didn't.

 

Did she know something?

 

"Son, can you tell me what happened?" I just stared at him. I
quietly looked at the police officers again. He seemed caring, she
did not.

 

She knew something.

 

"He must be in shock." I heard my mom say.

 

"Don't worry, the ambulance is on route. Could you go over what
happened for us one more time?"

 

"Yeah, well … " my mother began to speak.

 

What was that? What was that noise? It sounded like a whimper or
a cry. Like a puppy that was whimpering. The lady cop saw my eyes
moving. She wouldn't take her eyes off me.

 

What did she know?

 

There it is again. That noise. It was louder that time. What was
that? Where is it coming from?

 

She was still looking at me, watching me. Where's that
ambulance? I needed to get away from this woman, she's - There it
is again! They must have heard it. Everyone must have heard it. It
was so loud. But no one reacted. They didn't hear that? But they
must have - Oh my God! It was even louder that time. There was no
way no one heard that. They didn't react again. My mom kept talking
and stroking my hair, my dad was holding my hand and the male cop
kept taking notes in his little pad. And she kept staring.

 

What do you know?

 

There it is again! It was so loud. How could they not hear - the
giggling? It was someone giggling. It was my brother laughing. But
he's dead. That's impossible - stop staring at me! - I saw him;
there was so much blood. But I could hear him. He was still
laughing at me. But he was - or was he? What if he wasn't? Was he
still alive? Could he be still alive?

 

Stop laughing at me.

 

Stop laughing at me!

 

"STOP LAUGHING!" I screamed and ran, through the kitchen,
through the back door and into the back yard and to the mound of
loose dirt. I dropped to my knees and tore at the soil and dirt and
rock with my hand. I threw pieces of earth out of the way until I
could see his empty eyes.

 

"STOP LAUGHING AT ME!"

 










Follow me @efaceless on twitter.com or facebook.com for
announcements about more Noir and other short stories.
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	Noir - Case
of the Dead Pediatrician (2011)
After a pediatrician's dead body crashes through his office
window, Bruce Howard begins an investigation that leads him to
believe that maybe this man is better off dead. Should he even
bother trying to find the killer?

The third installment in this Noir series leaves Bruce Howard
wondering if some murders are necessary.

Previous short stories:

Noir – Case of My Missing Love

Noir - Case of the Sphinx



	


Noir
- Case of My Missing Love (2011)
The first in a series of short stories chronicling the cases of
Bruce Howard, a charmingly intelligent private investigator that
has more heart than he realizes.

In this case, his young neighbor, Timmy, asks for Bruce Howard’s
help in finding his missing mother after coming home to a puddle of
blood.



	


Noir
- Case of the Sphinx (2011)
The second installment in a short story series featuring Bruce
Howard; the lady-killing private investigator.

In this case, one of his “bed buddies” comes to him for help
when a serial killer has targeted her as the next victim.

Previous short story:

Noir – Case of My Missing Love



	


Noir
- Case of Bruce Howard (2011)
This time Bruce Howard is the target but he won't go down
without taking somebody with him.

The fourth installment of the Noir series forces Bruce Howard to
show a little of his dark side.

Previous short stories:

Noir – Case of My Missing Love

Noir - Case of the Sphinx

Noir - Case of the Dead Pediatrician



	


Bruce
Howard - Gentleman with Brass Knuckles (2011)
All ten short stories currently available!

If he can’t talk you out of your panties then you probably don’t
speak English – and even if you don’t speak English the odds are
still in his favor.

The charmingly arrogant and rough-around-the-edges private
investigator, Bruce Howard, has seen his share of thongs and
danger.

This is an excerpt from the book, Bruce Howard - Gentleman with
Brass Knuckles, that includes four of the ten short stories that
displays not only the P.I.’s formidable intellect and suave
demeanor but also proves that he has more heart than even he
realizes. Be warned - with heart comes the capacity for
madness.

Case of My Missing Love

Case of the Sphinx

Case of the Dead Pediatrician

Case of Bruce Howard



	


Versus for
women (2011)
WARNING: Crude and offensive humor

(Versus for Men coming soon)

So you have a date lined up with Superman for Saturday night and
you get a phone call from Batman. He wants to know if you are free
Saturday night. Do you ditch Superman for the Dark Knight or do you
stick with the Man of Steel? Finally there is an answer . . . .



	


Versus for
Men (2011)
WARNING: Crude and offensive humor

Look for Versus for Women

It all comes down to Xena vs. Barbie. Who would you take
home?









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





