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November 4, 2010 – Will

You can have a broken leg, a dead dog, and a house on fre. Nothing about your 
situation will match the depression or the woes of writer's block. Sitting in a chair with your 
coffee mug empty and the damn black cursor blinking in your face, you will want to throw 
your laptop off of the balcony and scream at everyone who gives you the time of day. That 
empty page is the content of your brain: Empty, with the occasional auto-save function 
kicking in just in case you have a feeting thought. Chances are that feeting thought is a big 
“Fuck me.” Sip your coffee. Curse some more.

Monica Marrows has entered the building, ladies and gentlemen. Her paint-stained 
jeans tell me that she's been working hard on a project again. Ain't she the trooper. Even 
though her last project – a cubist approach to the sexualization of women – won next to 
nothing at the last regional art show, she keeps pressing on. Good for her. It's nice to know 
that someone's being somewhat productive in this relationship.

“Hey baby.”
Groan. I notice that she's holding a CapriSun. She walks over to my roommate's bed 

and turns her head away from the horrors-that-be there as if there's a forcefeld of flth. The 
pile of dirty clothes, the stained sheets, and the overturned Club magazine make me cringe 
on a normal day; for her, it's usually the end of the world. She seems to be taking it quite 
well.

“Why doesn't that cousin of mine ever learn to clean up?”
Attention back to me now.
“You feeling okay?”
Groan again. I'm glad I know someone who understands Mumble.
“What's the matter?”
“I'm blocked.”
CapriSun juice squirts on the foor as she tenses her grip on the pouch. Her jaw drops 

as she hotfoots it over to my chair. “Oh, Will!” she cries as the sympathy leaches out of her 
lips. Her hands land on my shoulders as she sees the glaring white void present on my 
screen. “Oh God, this is awful! How long have you been sitting here like this?”

The clock in the corner of my computer screen will tell me. 3:23 PM. “It has been...” I 
start, calculating the time in my head. “It's been about three, four hours. I have class in forty 
minutes.”

“Class in forty minutes, my ass,” she growls. “You are not going to sit through class 
like this and I know it. What, you're going to sit there and pout and wish that you were in 
front of your computer typing the next great American novel. I know you, Will. I know you.”

I smile; somehow, she has the ability to make me smile. “I know you know me. You 
know me better than I know me. But I don't know what you want me to do. I can't just skip 
class, even as much as I don't want to go.”

“What are you supposed to be doing today?”
“Going over the shitty outline that I wrote for my script.”
“Great, more exposure to your writing. This is just what you need.”
“It sucks anyway, so I won't be too disappointed.”
She takes the palm of her hand and connects it with my head. Right in the temple, 

too. Ouch. She knows where to hit to snap me out of a funk. “Listen to me. Listen to me right 
now.” She turns me around to face her. Her fngers are like phoenix talons burning into my 
skin. “You do not suck. You are an amazing writer. You are only telling yourself that you suck 



because you cannot write. As soon as you starting writing, I will guarantee you that every 
word that appears on that Word document – no, letter – will be pure gold. Even “I” will be 
the best “I” that ever appeared in the world of literature.”

She moves a hand from my shoulder to my chin, playing with the stubble. “But you 
can't make that gold if your gold-making machine is all plugged up. And if you just sit here, 
the shit that's plugging you up is going to keep plugging you up until you explode. You've 
got to take a break and clear yourself out; and then when your gears are unstuck, get back to 
writing. Is that okay?”

I nod. It's a bit involuntary how I nod; with her hand clutching my chin like a baseball, 
she seems to be doing it for me.

“Good.” She releases my chin. “Let's have you skip class and see some people. Let's 
go to the Commons and see Jimmy and Lexi. Get your jacket on though; it's raining.”

“It's raining?”
She stomps and looks up to the high heavens. I can hear something about God and 

helping give her strength, then she turns back to me and exposes the glare of Satan; fre in 
her eyes, her upper lip in a sneer, her brown hair frizzled by the heat of the invisible inferno 
surrounding her. Before I can protest she bounds over to the sliding door and tears the 
curtain down. Ah, so there is the grey sky and the rain. I had almost forgotten that the 
outdoors existed.

“That,” I gulp, “was incredibly unnecessary.”
She cocks her head to side, still staring holes into my head. “So is sex,” she replies. 

“You don't need it, do you?”
The fear on my face must give her an answer, because she points a fnger at me and 

doesn't let me reply. “Get up and get on your jacket. You are not doing this to yourself any 
more. That is, unless you like the idea of not getting laid tonight.” Then she glides over to 
the door, fings it open, leaves the room, and then slams the door shut just as forcefully.

If I can offer you some advice, even in my current state of affairs, it is this: Find a lover 
who knows how to push your buttons. Or at least one who has the genitals to withhold sex.

In any weather, from any angle, any view in Riverbrook is a beautiful view. Especially 
now in November, when the leaves are turning and the trees are imitating newfangled 
technologies with their bronze and gold, the bursts of color tend to please the eyes. Today 
the rain collects on the leaves and creates a shiny gloss; and as the little droplets fall, the 
leaves dance and shake like they're in a ballet. 

The entire area is a valley surrounded by hills. Monica and I are walking down the 
South Hill right now, which hosts Riverbrook College as well as the suburban areas. Over on 
West Hill are more of the upscale neighborhoods and grade schools. To our right is East Hill, 
which is mostly controlled by Glenrock University. Glenrock is the Ivy league school, the one 
that the town of Riverbrook is mostly known for. History says that the founder built the school 
on East Hill because “the sun rises in the East, and I would hope that our students' futures 
will rise with it.” I just think he was being a pretentious tit, to be honest.

In the center of this vast forest is the city. It's a modest place where the buildings don't 
try to beat the trees in terms of height. You have your little Commons area, your side streets 
where the low-income and working-class families live, a few offce buildings, and the more-
than-occasional crazy person. And for a small city, it's rife with big city culture. Clothing 



stores selling unconventional outfts for the hipsters and record stores that still sell vinyl 
albums from every genre. European pastry shops and theaters frequented by acts of assorted 
popularity. Kids' stores. Adult outlets.

They say that this place is ten square miles surrounded by reality. To be honest, it's just 
like any other small city in the country. Except that they're lax about drugs here. Maybe that's 
why they call it that; everyone is too busy seeing pink dragons and prancing through lily 
patches to focus on reality. That's my take on it, really.

“What were you working on earlier?” I ask Monica as we cross the intersection.
“Oh, a little project.”
“For class, or...”
“No,” she mutters. “Just a little something for me.”
I shrug. “Okay. You're lucky, you know. Getting to do things you want to do; 

meanwhile, I've got no time to write or do anything fun...”
She snorts and laughs in my direction. “Well, Mr. Novelist, that's because you booked 

yourself to the brim. You really have to learn to make your priorities work for you.”
“You don't think I've been trying?”
“I think you've been trying,” she answers as she steps over a branch. “I know you've 

been trying. What I'm saying is that you haven't been doing it.”
Inside, I'm resisting the urge to lunge at her. “Well, if I'm trying, then it should be 

implied that I'm doing it, right?”
She forces a smile at me. “No, it should be implied that you're a wuss.”
What do you say to that? What can you do? A girl just called you a wuss. You can't hit 

her. You can't call her a wuss back. She's a girl. A girl who would smack you over the head 
with a frying pan and laugh if you crossed her. A girl who would string you up God forbid you 
put something of hers out of its place. Once upon a time, a twelve year old Monica broke my 
skateboard over a railing because I told her that her skirt was too short and that riding a 
bicycle was a bad idea. That was also the end of her wearing skirts. I curse myself for 
mentioning that to this day.

“All I'm saying,” she says as we turn into the Commons, “is that you're too stressed 
out about everything. You're stressing yourself out. You need to relax yourself and try to just 
take everything in stride.”

“I'm taking things in stride, Monica,” I protest. “There's just too many things too take, 
and they're all necessary. Besides, stress is a natural human feeling.”

“Well, that's a shame,” she says, smirking. She inhales deeply as we walk by the pizza 
restaurant. “I've really got a fetish for robots.”

“A-ha-ha. They're always hard for you too, I bet.”
“Now Will, don't put yourself down like that. Besides, those robots; they've got an 

advantage over you.”
“What's that?”
She stops and mulls over her thoughts. “Well, they have a lot of screws. You'd fgure 

they'd know a thing or two about the act.” 
She skips off down the walkway, leaving me standing with my mouth open like a fy 

trap. But in my head, I'm not much worried; I know that tonight I'll show her that I know just 
as much as those conniving tin cans. 



Jimmy's apartment is above the Autumn Leaves bookstore. When he bought the 
place back in the summer, it was a dingy two-bedroom with thin walls and a shower that 
clearly hadn't been used in months. I know about the shower ordeal because when I visited 
the apartment with him in June, the previous owner was just as flthy as the shower. 

We decide to take the back staircase up; rather, the one that goes through the store. 
As we ascend the staircase we pass by the Owl Cafe, a little coffee shop and comic book 
zone on the second foor; Tom, the owner, waves hi to us as he puts up another pot. We 
reach the third foor and open the door to the storage closet and choke on the musk and 
dust. Clearly, no one has been up here to clean since the Cold War.

Climbing over boxes leads us to the door on the other side of the room, which opens 
up to the hallway lined with a single door. The hallway itself is yellow and mired in the same 
dust that flled the storage room. The door, quite conversely, is dressed up in decals and 
decorations; one of which is a screaming pink and reads “BLONDIES' ROOM!” If I were any 
other guy knocking on this door – say, the pizza man – I probably would expect to deliver 
some pies to a few squealing college aged girls having an underwear slumber party. And 
then Monica, acting as my staff supervisor, would whack me over the head with a frying pan.

Unfortunately, no frilly-dressed teenybopper emerges from the confnes of the 
BLONDIES' ROOM. Instead a young man – dressed in beige and argyle from head to toe – 
does a fourish as he steps through the threshold. He has a black guitar strapped around his 
shoulder and a pick in between his fngers. Shaking his hair out of his eyes, Jimmy Finkle 
launches a stare in our direction that could kill hundreds of women due to sexiness. It 
doesn't, however, affect Monica. She seems to have built up immunity.

“Practicing, I see,” I say.
“How is she?” Monica asks.
Jimmy lets out a sigh that reverberates like ficking a stretchy piece of plastic wrap. 

“How is she doing?” he begins. “How is she ever doing? She's in her room moping now. 
Same as yesterday, same as probably tomorrow. Have you seen her around? She's not 
around. Not downstairs for coffee, not outside for some fresh air, nothing. She sits and 
mopes and sometimes comes out for food. Sometimes she dances. But that's it. You'll be 
lucky if she even comes to rehearsal tonight.”

“Shit, rehearsal.” I had completely forgotten.
“Now look, I've been doing the best I can. Poor girl; she does herself up only for life 

to make her cry.” Jimmy fddles with the pick in his hand as he gestures. “Poor, poor Lexi. I 
know it's a family tragedy; hopefully the last one she'll ever have. But you'd think she'd have 
a little stamina. Five days is much too long. Much too long. I understand the self-pity and the 
moaning, but you don't have to wear sackcloth and beat your chest for fve days.” He 
breathes in and out, leaning to and fro as he does so. “Besides, it's just unfashionable. But 
come in! It's cold out there and it's warm in here. Come on now!”

Inside the apartment is just as eccentric as the outside of the door. Anything you could 
relate to music was located within the living area's nine hundred square feet. A souped-up 
keyboard, several guitars of assorted electricity, a few basses, a full drum set, other assorted 
percussion accoutrements, a banjo, the ukulele, and the trusty Casio AZ-1 keytar; all of these 
multi-colored instruments of wonder lit the room solely with their greatness.  I'm not quite 
sure how Jimmy ever got the money to buy all of his toys; as a music performance major, 
getting a real job was never at the top of his dossier. 

Posters lined the walls; posters of musical groups from every genre and every era. U2. 
ABBA. KISS. Metallica. The Pixies. Chick Corea. Frankie. Blink 182. Fall Out Boy. Slipknot. 



Musicals, too. One who did not know Jimmy would spend the rest of his life trying to fgure 
out his musical taste. Then again, the answer is simple; Jimmy doesn't pick favorites.

He may call this room of musical magic “THE BLONDIES' ROOM.” I simply and 
honorably call it “The Space.”

“Can I get you anything? Water, tea, coffee?” Jimmy asks as he plops down in a red 
chair in the middle of the room. The guitar bounces and rests in his lap like a kitten.

“Just water's fne,” Monica says. I take the same. “Could we see Lexi, if she's not 
dead or anything?”

Jimmy turns from the counter and waves us on. “Oh, you can see her even if she's 
dead. Not sure you'd want to, though; what with the stink and all.”

“Clever,” she says. She heads for the door across from the kitchen.”
“Wait!”
“What?”
Jimmy faces his palm in her direction. “Whatever you do,” he pleads, “be gentle. Just 

for now.”
Monica smirks. A smirking Monica is a deadly Monica. “Jimmy, come now. Am I ever 

not gentle?”
I'd say “Relatively”, but I don't have the time. She grabs and twists the door handle, 

then takes her foot and kicks the door open. 
It's like staring into the open void. The darkness in that room isn't at all compensated 

by the light in the living area. The curtains are all drawn, the lights are off, and anything that 
could emit the slightest iota of brightness is unplugged. Monica recoils from the darkness as 
if it is trying to reach out with big black tentacles and yank her into the beyond. She blinks a 
few times as her eyes adjust, then tries to get a good look at the bed. Under the covers, she 
notices, is a small lump curled in the fetal position. Without taking the time to see if the 
being is alive, Monica tiptoes over to the bed and raises her leg. 

“No!” Jimmy and I shout, running to the doorway. “Don't--”
But it's too late. Monica delivers a soccer-style kick to the mysterious being, sending it 

jumping fve feet in the air. It cries out in pain as its head becomes exposed as the covers fy. 
Cropped blonde hair, big blue eyes, a small mouth stretched wide in shock; Lexi Levane is 
alive and physically well, ladies and gentlemen. As she lands directly on her bottom, she 
clutches the covers in an attempt at keeping herself grounded.

“Time to get up, bitch!” Monica shouts as a grin appears on her face. She enters the 
room and ficks on the light, causing Lexi's hands to fy to her face.

“I'm the bitch?” Lexi screams as she rubs her eyes, her voice raspy from the lack of 
use. “You're the one who kicked my ass!”

“Well, someone had to do it. Look at yourself!” Monica says, gesturing at the small 
girl on the bed. “You're dressed in sweats and hiding under down covers. What, are you 
trying to asphyxiate yourself or die of heat exhaustion?”

Lexi purses her lips together. “You know, those don't necessarily sound like bad ideas. 
I think I'll try that right now.” She pulls the covers back over her head. We hear the sound of 
her inhaling, but not exhaling.

Monica grabs the covers at the foot of the bed and tears them off. Lexi coughs as she 
lets out air. “You are pathetic. You are absolutely pathetic. You know that, right?”

Lexi gulps. “I'm in mourning, remember?”
“Yes, you're in mourning. You were in mourning yesterday morning, and the morning 

before that. I've been in mourning too,” Monica says, pointing a fnger at the blonde. “But 



you know what's different about me and you? Unlike what you're putting yourself through 
right now – and come to think of it, unlike what you'd have put yourself through months ago 
– I let out my feelings and then got on with my life. Have you forgotten that you have a life? 
Or are you just giving up?”

I should take the time to comment on Monica's ability in dealing with emotional 
people. She has a twin brother, Lee, who for a time was a very talented science nerd. He 
could not only explain to you the theory of relativity in minute details, he could then build 
you a mechanical model to prove just how it worked. Sure, it was a practice that earned him 
the title of “nerd” throughout the elementary school; but it made him smile, and that was all 
that really mattered.

 But for a time in high school, all of this genius was laid to waste as Lee donned the 
black shirt and jeans and started taking the lyrics of A Day To Remember to heart. He started 
questioning the world, writing awful poetry, and racing through relationships faster than a six-
year-old eats his Halloween candy. And once he had completely exhausted himself on this 
lifestyle, Monica cornered him and gave him the same pep talk that she had just given Lexi. 
Within the month, Lee was on the way to recovery; and now there's not a single day that Lee 
Marrows doesn't smile. I tell you, that girl of mine should be a consultant later in life.

Unfortunately, Monica's skills won't come into fruition today. Lexi throws her head on 
the pillow and brings her fsts and knees close to her body. She looks at her closet door, 
focusing on no piece of clothing in general.

“It's the second one,” she mutters. “I'm giving up. I mean, if I give up, then nothing 
else bad can happen to me. I won't have hopes to get too high. I won't have to make myself 
feel better. I'll just feel nothing at all, and that will be the best feeling that I could have.”

Jimmy pokes my hip and cocks his head to the side, giving me doe eyes that have 
“Poor thing” written all over them. I shrug and watch Monica, whose arms are hanging at her 
sides. Her mouth is open but her throat is closed. Anything she tries to say comes out as a 
croak. It's the most dumbfounded I've ever seen her; and it makes me sad that this is all 
because of a friend in danger of slipping away.

“Fine,” Monica fnally manages to utter. “You want to lay here and wallow in your 
issues, that's fne. I don't care if you don't want my help – no, that's a lie – I care. I care so 
much. But if you want to just throw that aside, and your relationship with Robbie, and all of 
us just completely – then all right. I'll respect your selfsh wish to follow in your mother's 
footsteps.”

Monica turns on a heel and starts out the door. Jimmy and I move aside to let her 
through; but as she steps over the threshhold, I shout--

“DUCK!”
– just as a lamp fies toward the back of Monica's head.
“I am not my mother!”
The lamp lands on the carpet in the living area and splinters into pieces. The cord 

dances like a snake in a vase as the now separated base rolls a few feet, then lays on the 
ground as the base comes to a full stop. 

Monica freezes for a moment, then continues out of the room without turning to face 
her attacker. However, Jimmy and I peek in before locking the demon child in her cage. 
Lexi's blue eyes are pouring out enough rage to start a food; her teeth and fsts are 
clenched, and her hair is sticking straight into the air. Even for a seventeen year old girl, she 
could probably challenge any celebrated WWF champion to a fght and win.



Jimmy fings the door closed and hides a whimpering Lexi in her cell once again. I 
walk over to Monica, who is blinking at the remains of the lamp, and rest my hand on her 
shoulder. “You gonna be okay?” I whisper.

Her head turns quickly to me, as if she's suddenly startled by my presence. “Me?” she 
asks. “Yeah, I'm fne. Don't worry about me. Look, call Robbie and get him over here right 
away. If anything, he should be able to help her. Also, can we clean up that lamp?”

I go to fnd a dustpan and brush. However, Jimmy appears with them and begins to 
pick up the broken pieces of the lamp. “It's, uh,” he stammers. “It's been this bad since she 
got the news. You saw her that day; she was completely catatonic. Since then she's also been 
having these random bursts of rage that are just awful. Robert – not our Robert, a Robert 
who I'm trying to make something happen with – came over for dinner last night. But he 
decided to leave early because she started lashing out at him for no good reason.”

“For no good reason?” Monica asks.
“Mmm. She decided to emerge for water and he asked how she was. That set her 

off,” Jimmy answers, tossing shards of glass into the trash. “I don't think I've ever heard her 
curse more than in those ten minutes. God, she was just... there's no words. No words can 
describe just how angry she was. My mother's dead, she said. I'm alone, I have no family, 
whatever. And what's worse, he tried to reason with her. You don't try to tame a charging 
bull, no matter how small and blonde it is.”

“She's alone? She has no family?” Monica shouts, her eyebrows pointing down toward 
her mouth. “What about us? She has us! How is she suddenly this selfsh that she cares more 
about her whore mother and not the people who actually gave a shit about her?”

“Well, you know Lexi's just confused,” Jimmy coos. “I mean, I fgured out long ago 
that Lexi still has some kind of feeling for her mom no matter how much crap she went 
through earlier in her life. Why else would she be so emotional over something that she – if I 
may be frank – should be happy about? Too much pent up feeling for someone can do 
strange things to a person, even if you mask it with different feelings completely. I think that's 
what the deal is with our sad little girl; she has every right to hate her mother; but now that 
she's dead, her true feelings are coming out sevenfold.”

“That's just wrong,” I say. “She has feelings for the woman whom she ran away from? 
How the hell is that even possible?”

Jimmy looks up at me with a grimace. “Will, I'm twenty-three and I don't have the 
answers. I could be sixty-three and still not know. I guess we'll just have to fall back on the 
assumption that people are fucked up in the head.”

Even for such a simple answer, the silence in the room indicates that it makes the most 
sense. A knock on the door makes us all jump. I go over to open it; and as I do, I see the 
eyes of my roommate staring at me.

“Robbie, shit,” I say. “I was just about to call you to get over here.”
“No need,” he booms, kicking off his shoes. Even in times of worry, his voice still 

seems to echo throughout the room. “Where's Lexi? I wanted to make sure that she was 
okay and– OW!”

Robbie lifts his socked foot and all of us cringe. A fugitive piece of the lamp had found 
its way into his foot and was now becoming mired in blood. I turn away from the sight.

“Jimmy,” Robbie cries, his voice reducing itself to that of a fve-year-old. “Can you get 
me a bandy-wandy? I has a boo-boo.”

I don't know why we all start cracking up at that. Robbie certainly isn't smiling about 
his injured foot. I guess we all just need the laugh that badly.





November 4, 2010 (Moments Later) – Will

“Do you think that they're having sex now?”
“Monica, why are you speculating that your cousin and Lexi are having sex?”
“Because I have a reason to speculate. You, Mr. Roommate, have no reason, as you've 

probably walked in on the deed quite a bit.”
Jimmy, Monica, and I have descended the fight of stairs to the Owl Cafe; rather, the 

coffee shop in the bookstore. Jimmy is over at the counter ordering for us, eyeing all of the 
different pastries and sandwiches while making small talk with Tom about the rent. Monica 
has a stack of comics by her side and is currently fipping through a copy of Betty & Veronica. 

“Of course I've walked in on the deed,” I say. “You know what happened the last time 
that happened.”

“Jesus, it was quite the soap opera.” Monica replies, not looking away from the comic 
book. “Hee hee, Betty and Ronnie are totally schooling Archie right now. What a schmuck!”

I begin to snicker. “Mo, that happens in every Archie comic.”
“I know that. But it doesn't mean that it's not funny every time.”
“Come on, though,” I say to her, beginning to plead. “What reason do you have for 

wondering if Robbie and Lexi are having sex?”
Monica throws the comic book to the table and holds out her hands to me. “What if 

the only way to calm down Lexi is to fuck her?”
My girlfriend is on drugs, everyone. “What in God's name are you saying?”
“Think about it!” she says, a smile appearing on her face. “I've fgured it all out now. 

Robbie comes in and tells Jimmy that he'll deal with her, but that we all should get out. We 
leave the apartment and Robbie goes into Lexi's room. As shrewd as it sounds, what do you 
suppose he's got in mind? Group therapy? Watching a movie? Playing Jenga?”

She has a point. “Go on,” I prod.
Monica begins to draw some invisible diagrams on the table with her fnger. “Well, 

considering the only logical result of those two being alone together is sex, she'll have to 
feel better after that. You know how sex relieves tension when it's all done. If Lexi doesn't 
feel better after Robbie rolls off of her, either she's beyond help or we've been friends with a 
robot for years.”

I snort and squeeze Monica's hand. “Honey, I hardly doubt that Lexi is a robot. And 
sex probably isn't the only way to calm her down. What, suddenly Robbie is going to have to 
follow her around and rub her off if he decides that she's too worked up?”

Monica begins to nod and talk, then looks down and thinks. “You know,” she purrs, 
“that doesn't sound like a bad idea. I've been kind of tense for a few hours now, and I could 
really use a little pick-me-up right about now...”

“Down, girl!” I say as Monica shoots me a cunning smile. “I'm not going to fnger you 
in the middle of a coffee shop!”

Heads turn. Bollocks; I said that much louder than I wanted to. “Everything okay over 
there?” Tom calls out from behind the counter. Jimmy has a hand to his mouth to stife a 
laugh. 

“Yeah, everything's fne,” I reply. “Never mind me.”
“No problem, kid. Stay cool.” Everyone returns to their regularly scheduled activities.
Jimmy comes over to the table with sandwiches and drinks for all of us. “You know,” 

he says, “even if you two did that here, Tom would probably just let you. It's not you haven't 
talked about dirtier things sitting at this table.”



“And that's why I wouldn't do that here,” I reply. “I don't need Tom watching while my 
hand's down Monica's pants.” I look back over at the counter, where Tom is holding a carafe 
in one hand and waving at us with the other. I shudder and turn back to my turkey club.

From the stairs come footsteps. As our heads snap in that direction, Robbie and Lexi 
descend the steps hand in hand. Lexi has changed out of her drab sweats and now dons a 
bright pink shirt and neon green tights. As happy as I am that Lexi is out of the apartment 
and cracking some rendition of a smile, I am just as mortifed over the color coordination.

“As dark as your room was,” Monica starts as the couple approaches the table, “I'd 
expect better fashion sense out of than this calamity.”

“So nice of you to show some support,” Lexi mutters, raising her eyebrows. “Besides, 
it was light enough in the room. I literally just threw this on.”

“Threw it on?” I snort, nearly choking on my sandwich. “Why was it off in the frst 
place?” I raise my fst in Robbie's direction. He goes to reciprocate with his fst. Lexi uses her 
fst to punch him in the kidney.

Jimmy kicks a chair out from under the table. “Come stay awhile,” he says. “How're 
you feeling, love bug?”

“Better,” Lexi sighs as she sits. “Not one hundred percent – never will be, I guess – 
but I can manage for now.”

Monica shrugs and pats her thighs. “Well, 'for now' is a start. As long as it's also not 
the end, that is.”

“No, it won't be,” Lexi says. “I'm obviously going to need help. There's a free 
counseling clinic just down the street. I'll probably start going there once every week for as 
long as it takes to get past this funk.”

“This recent funk,” Monica asks, “or the funk that's lasted seventeen years? I'm not 
quite sure which funk you're talking about.”

Robbie grabs one of the forks and fips it, causing it to clatter on the table. “Monica, 
please,” he spits. “Do you really think she deserves this kind of treatment right now?”

“I didn't say anything bad,” Monica says, leaning forward. “I'm just wondering if this 
little counseling regiment is supposed to help with all of her problems.”

“Of course it is! It'll take a while, and we'll need to work through it together; but I 
would hope that after this is over that Lexi will be smiley and happy for the rest of her life, 
don't you think?” Robbie turns to Lexi and rests a hand on her shoulder. “Right, Lex? Smiley 
and happy?”

Lexi sighs and looks up toward the staircase. “Right,” she mumbles. “Smiley and 
happy.”

“Great!” Robbie pats her shoulder and surges out of his chair like a rocket. “Now if 
you'll excuse me, ladies and gentlemen, I am hungrier than a cheap whore out of work. I'm 
going to get us some sandwiches.” He saunters off toward Tom at the counter, leaving us 
four sitting in silence.

“So, we're set on rehearsal tonight?” Jimmy asks after a bit.
“Shit, rehearsal,” I murmur. In all the excitement of the last few hours, I had 

completely forgotten again.
“I'll be there,” Lexi says. “It's not like I have a choice.”
“Same here,” says Monica.
Robbie comes back over with a BLT and a turkey on rye. “Who's hungry?” he asks, 

before plopping himself in the chair. “Robbie Svenson is, bitches. This guy hasn't eaten all 
day.”



Monica's palm meets her face. “Robbie, you know that's not good for you. Why do 
you insist on killing yourself like this?”

“Killing myself?” he booms, as sandwich leaks from the edges of his mouth. “Killing 
myself, you say? Why, I feel more alive than ever! I feel like Edward Cullen fnally feeding his 
addiction to Bella's vagina! I feel like a necrophiliac in a graveyard full of zombies! I feel like I 
just caught every single Pokemon and then bludgeoned my rival with a Master Ball! I am a 
god!”

During Robbie's bouts of narcissism, the rest of us choose to keep quiet and let him 
have his fun. When he stops gloating and realizes that a pin has dropped somewhere near 
the entrance downstairs, he somehow gets the message.

“Well, I'm glad one of us is feeling good today,” Jimmy smiles as he pushes forward 
his empty plate. “But if you'll excuse me, I really have to get some practicing in before 
tonight. See you guys then?”

“Yeah, then,” I answer. “We should probably head back to campus and do some work 
ourselves, especially since I'm in the mood.”

Monica looks at me and smirks. “In the mood to write?”
“Yeah, actually.”
The smirk fades. “Damn. I didn't expect you to say that.”
“Well, if you really want to do it now, I could just make sure Tom isn't looking and...”
“You can keep those hands of yours under your side of the table, sir,” she chuckles. 

“God only knows how much hoo-hah has been had between the fve of us today.”
“Wait, hoo-hah?” Lexi asks as her eyes grow. She faces Robbie, whose face is 

contorted in the same amount of confusion. “Who's been having hoo-hah today?”
“We should go now,” I whisper to Monica. We do so before the demon child and her 

trainer strike.

“Do you think Lexi will be okay?” Monica says to me as we walk back up the hill.
I hunch my shoulders up in a chill and cling to her arm. “I don't know,” I say. “What 

makes you so worried all of the sudden? You were the one beating on her to get her ass in 
gear earlier today.”

She sighs and looks up at an overhanging branch. “I know that I was hard on her, Will. 
You know how hard I am on her. But this isn't me being a bitch to get my friends in line. This 
is therapy. This is a weekly reconfguration of your feelings. She's going to have to expose 
herself to people that she doesn't even know. Think about who Lexi is. Do you really suspect 
that she's going to take this ordeal lightly?”

“No,” I reply. “But she's young. Younger, I mean. She's not supposed to take this 
lightly. And that's probably a good thing. This is her chance to grow; and if she does this for 
herself, maybe she'll fnd out who she is.”

“At least she won't be the demon child again, let's hope.” Monica leans on my 
shoulder and chuckles.

I shrug. “Maybe she'll still be the demon child. But she'll be a nicer, more secure 
demon child.”

“What would that be like?” Monica wonders. “Oh! I'm going to lash out at you for no 
reason! But my arguments and complaints will be logical and have a point!”

“And I will throw lamps at you!” I say, joining in on the fun. “But when I do, I will throw 



that lamp with a purpose!”
We begin to crack up, so much so that Monica almost slips in the mud. “Oh my God, 

we are such awful people.”
“I know,” I reply. “It feels good.”
She grabs my arms and smiles. A million angels start chorusing from the Heavens. We 

kiss, then continue on towards the campus.

Monica's gone upstairs to work more on her project. From the sounds of it, it seems 
more like she's playing the yelling game with her roommate and paying no mind to her work. 
So this is life in the Garden Apartments from the time the sun rises to the time it sets. Rather, 
this is life from noon until two in the morning. Or from seven A.M. Monday to seven A.M. 
Tuesday. It really depends upon the schedule.

Meanwhile, I sit here typing and wondering about the people I know. Some of them 
I've been friends with – more than friends, in one case – since elementary school. Some of 
them are brand new to my ever growing circle. Many of them have changed since their frst 
day in my life; some have changed to the point where I can no longer recognize them as my 
friends. It's a funny thing that when people change, the people around them change as well. 
This is especially true when people you know start having sex with you. It feels so wrong the 
frst time; but if you decide to keep going with it, it changes you. Trust me on this one.

I suppose it makes sense. When I met Monica in second grade at an event at the 
Jewish Community Center, she was the same amount of feisty and bossy as she always has 
been. Her change came around when I decided that I was going to want to deal with that for 
the rest of my life. She suddenly became more relaxed and accessible; she allowed herself to 
be more open, and that only made me love her more.

Meanwhile, her cousin Robbie and I were fast friends. Back in middle school, he was 
actually the more prudent out of the two of us. It was a friendship that balanced out easily; 
and it still does to this day, even if his mind has gone farther in the gutter than mine. I don't 
consider this a downside to his character, though; if anything, his sick sense of humor makes 
for great conversations before bed.

Jimmy was my “big brother” going into high school. At thirteen, I wasn't the most 
masculine of dudes (that is, I wasn't as masculine as a thirteen year old could possibly be.) He 
pushed me to do things that he considered “manly”: Lifting heavy weights, being assholes 
to chicks, and knowing about sports were his three major facets of his teachings. Of course, 
this heavy focus on manliness had no effect on yours truly; for Jimmy Finkle, manliness 
ended up causing him to love manliness in the truest sense of the word. Now that I think 
about it, I'm not sure we'll ever fnd the box of lube from his coming out party. If we ever do 
fnd it unused, however, we should toss it. I don't know if lube's slickness lasts over the 
course of three years.

Now all that's left is Lexi, I guess. The last one of our core circle to change is 
beginning the process. It will be hard for her, and she'll probably hate herself every step of 
the way. But for Lexi Levane, this is a necessary evil; and after seventeen years of evil pressed 
upon her, hopefully this is the last one she'll ever have to encounter.

So this is life. We grow up, we change ourselves, and then we change the world. 
How are we going to change the world, you ask?
More on this story when I fgure that out.





November 4, 2010 – Monica

I will not mind the arrest, or the jail time, or the fact that prison is the dirtiest place you 
can imagine. I will eventually murder my roommate in front of her two friends with a smile on 
my face.

“Can we take it again?”
“Yeah, I screwed up that bass line.”
“Ty, put that in the ashtray! Don't be a dick!”
Ty puts the joint on the edge of the ashtray, causing it to fall and smudge a little bit on 

the table. “Christ, Ty!” Adrian shouts as she fails to grab the joint, which is still burning a 
little bit from the end. “Can't you ever do anything without screwing it up?”

He sneers at my roommate as he shakes his bleached hair from his eyes. “Adrian, 
darling,” he croons in his high-pitched voice. “I'm high.”

“Doesn't mean you're not a fucking idiot.”
“Hey!” yells another boyish voice. “Language, bitch!”
Adrian's off-white ponytail whips around as she lunges toward a small boy dressed in 

plaid. “Hey Simon, I'll reconfgure your drums to be your balls. I'll hit your balls, Taylor.”
“I'll hit your ovaries, putana,” Simon wails.
“You can't hit my ovaries,” she teases. “They're inside my body. What, are you stupid 

and bad at science?”
Do you want to know what the sad thing is? She's twenty-one. Adrian Finkle is two 

years younger than her brother, but still hasn't kicked the younger child habit yet. She plays 
music with these little freshmen and pretends that they're her best friends. You would think 
that at this point in her life she would at least try to get them into bed with her. Instead, she 
toys with them as if it's recess time in middle school.

Meanwhile, I have this masterpiece in front of me. It's a plane with white wings about 
to crash land into a body of water. But between the water and the nose of the plane is a 
forcefeld so strong that it displaces the water as if a heavy bowl was resting at an angle on 
its surface. To get the water just right was frustrating; and that is an understatement. 
Yesterday was when I completed the penciling job on the last drop; my eyes were strained 
and the bones in my hands were begging for mercy. But at least I was done, albeit with one 
small step.

“That was so wrong I cannot even comprehend how wrong it was,” Adrian grumbles 
after trying the segment again.

“That was not my fault at all,” Simon cries out. “I hit the beat. It was Ty; he screwed up 
the bass. Fuck you, Ty!”

“You are such a little ass!” Ty growls. “What makes you think that it was me? I rocked 
the bass, bro!”

The hardest thing is working in my room. I would love to work in the art studio, or 
perhaps the library; but the studio is on the other end of campus, and the library doesn't 
allow any kind of art projects in the building. So I'm stick here with Little Miss Hipster and her 
band of Merry Manboys as they bitch and moan about how much life sucks and how 
awesome they are at guitar. In my mind, I can't help but think about how playing for ten 
years and still only knowing three rhythms makes you capable of “rocking the bass.”

They don't like to keep to themselves, either. If something is not good in the hipster 
world, they like to broadcast it to anyone within hearing range. The other day while working 
on the left wing of the plane, Ty made the bold move of telling me how 9/11 references are 



so old and that people should just “get over it.” As universally offensive as that statement is, 
the “it's old” touch reeks of hipster pretentiousness. My project isn't even about 9/11; it's 
about miracles and the beauty of them when they occur. Of course, those three wouldn't 
care much about miracles. God seems to be out with them as well.

“I mean, it was good that time; but it's just not...” Adrian takes out her ribbon and 
shakes the flth out of her hair. I want to gag on all of that dust. “It's just missing something, 
you know? It would be perfect otherwise.”

Ty raises his hands in submission. “I don't know what you want, Adie. I'm playing and 
I'm playing as hard as I can. But if you don't tell us what you want, then I can't help you.”

“Yeah, Adie! Why we gotta keep playing this song?” Simon chirps. His accent almost 
makes the words indistinguishable from one another.

Adrian sucks in air like a vacuum. Then she reaches down, grabs a bowl and a lighter, 
and takes a few hits of what she always calls her “green goodness”. “I don't really know,” 
she says as pungent smoke escapes her lips. “It's a sound I can't describe. We sound so 
normal without it.” As she says this, she bends over as she begins to hack and wheeze. I 
think that she deserves it.

“Normal?” Simon shouts. “We been together for two months and I think we sound we 
sound pretty damn good for a three piece!”

“That's just it, you see,” Adrian says. Her voice sways and slurs on account of the 
copious amounts of weed in her system. “We sound good, but we don't sound like us. We 
sound like every band out there right now with a guitar and a bass and drums. We need our 
niche; we need the fnishing touch that makes us special. Otherwise, we're just totally lame.”

Simon rises from his throne and tosses his sticks to his sides. “I ain't no lame-o, 
Adrian!” Ty at this point has withdrawn to the bed with his bass; and while this confict is 
highly entertaining, it's distracting me from my project. “What, who died and made you 
queen of the band all of a sudden, eh?”

“I did,” Adrian growled, getting into Simon's face. I can only imagine their thoughts; 
Adrian wondering why Simon's eyes are melting out of their sockets as grass residue sticks to 
her throat, Simon hyperventilating over the tits hanging two inches in front of him. I can't 
help but let out a little snort.

“Bitch, stay outta this!” Simon shouts, snapping a fnger in my direction. My middle 
fngers go up without warning. These days, that seems to be a natural reaction to these 
hipsters' foolery. 

At this point in their brawl of words, I decide to zone out. My project needs no other 
lack of attention, so I get to penciling in the shocked passenger in the window seat of aisle 
11. I decide that he should be a young boy. What would his emotion be? I ask myself. 
Perhaps he would smile, eyes wide, mind racing with thoughts of God and magic. Or would 
he feel fear? What would the tears look like running down his face as he realized that this is 
what death is; quick, with just the slightest bit of pain? For some reason, the right emotion 
isn't fnding me. This isn't a matter of writer's block, either; it's a matter of not remembering. 
How can I not understand what a near-death experience feels like when I have come so close 
to it myself?

It doesn't look like I'll answer that question right now; or, on that note, keep my sanity 
tonight. As I transition back into reality, I see Adrian toppling back frst towards the 
descending plane below. Arms failing, beige hair splaying with the force of the air behind 
her, she is a wrecking ball making its way toward the wrong building. I am too mesmerized 
by this vision of destruction to react. My pencil still rests on the hairline of my young 



passenger.
When an artist hears her pencil snap for any reason, it sounds and feels like the 

breaking of a bone. The pain rips through her body and turns her blood cold; nausea kicks 
in, and suddenly she fnds herself writhing on the foor unable to control the wild spasms of 
her body. The upside is that her eyes are facing towards the ceiling, so that she does not 
have to witness the horror wrought upon her masterpiece. I would have rather become this 
kind of broken artist than the kind that freezes up during a traumatic episode; because my 
line of sight is frozen on Adrian, and she has just broken every one of my bones that you can 
name.

Simon stands above her with his palms turned outward. The look on his face drips 
regret; had I been in a better state, I would have chuckled at his quivering lower lip. Ty 
comes out from his hiding place and extends a hand to Adrian. She grasps it and pulls 
herself up, exposing the damage that she has wrought among the project. As she turns to 
witness it, she lets out a little gasp. There in the spot where she landed is a thick black pencil 
mark burrowing into the skull of the young boy. The canvas is wrinkled and uneven, making 
all of the previously smooth pencil marks looking like the ragged paths of the mountains of 
Hell. It makes sense, actually; all the care and time I had put into this little miracle is gone, 
replaced with some hellish nightmare of art by the demon hipsters. I try to force out every 
expletive I know. They all come out as croaks.

“Monica, girl,” Simon stammers, “I'm really sorry, truly and honest--”
My eyes don't leave the paper. “Get out.”
“But I got to apologize! I pushed her down; I should be the one getting heat for it!”
Now I begin to charge the lasers in his direction. “I said get out.” My voice is 

becoming a growl. The violent animal instincts are kicking in.
Ty steps forward. “Look, Monica. Simon said he was sorry, so can't we just all get 

along and--”
In a haze I somehow fnd the strength to fy at him and grab his shirt by the collar. I 

swing him around like a rag doll and pin him up against the wall while he claws at my hands, 
trying to pry me off. Adrian and Simon are screaming at me to let him down; but neither their 
words nor Ty's nails are going to subdue the hurt inside of me. Now those normal artist 
feelings are coming into fruition. My heart is racing. My throat is dry. My stomach is twisted 
up in a knot.

“Get out,” I whisper between breaths, “before I fucking kill you.”
They know that I'll do it. I drop Ty to the ground and he scrambles around to the 

doorway before he has time to blink. Simon follows close behind him, slamming the door 
closed on his way out. 

“Mo, chill out!” she shouts. Her eyes are open wide enough for me to see the 
bloodshot whites. “Jesus Christ, babe, you nearly broke something in him!”

“In him?” I snarl. “Why should I care about what I break in him? I mean, he only just 
broke my hopes and my desires. I think I'm allowed some retribution; what, a few of his 
bones isn't equal to my hopes and desires? Or maybe – if I had a knife – his head on a 
mantlepiece would have suffced. Is his head enough, Adrian? Can I just cut off Simon's head 
just to see if would ease my pain?”

Adrian grabs my shoulders. The stink of weed and not showering wafts into my 
nostrils. “Monica, can't you see that you're too violent of a person? You are snapping at 
people for reasons that aren't worth snapping over. So your drawing was destroyed; so what? 
You sit down and unroll another piece of canvas and start over again. There's absolutely no 



reason to get upset.”
The next thing I hear is a smash and Adrian screaming bloody murder. I fnd myself 

standing in front of her, tears streaming down her face, staring wide-eyed at the remnants of 
her guitar scattered across my ruined canvas. My breaths are heavy as words cut through 
them like meat cleavers. “Start over again then!” I hear myself mock. “Just go out and buy 
yourself another guitar and start over! Oh, but I forgot! You have no money to buy a new 
guitar because you're poor and too focused on how nothing really matters!” I fing the guitar 
neck to the foor and watch as Adrian's eyes follow it as it bounces. “It's kind of funny, 
actually. I have no time like you have no money; and while getting ahead in life might not 
matter to you, it sure as hell matters to me!”

Her face is blotchy with red marks. “You know, Monica,” she whispers, blubbering in 
between words. “I don't know how you live with being a walking contradiction. You say that 
you love or at least like everyone; but whenever I see you, you're always being a raging 
bitch. How can someone hate and like at the same time? Here's how: They don't.”

“Adrian, I never said that I hated anyone.”
“Then what was that stunt with Ty?” she yells. It's safe to say that she's lost her high. 

“You nearly killed him just now, Mo. He's a small guy; holding him against the wall like you 
did could have crushed something!”

“Look, that punk deserved it,” I snarl. I wince and look down at my hands; they're 
bleeding from string-shaped wounds.

Adrian lets out a sigh. “It wasn't Ty you should have attacked! If anything, you should 
have gone for Simon! But the point is that you have these freakouts, then can't get back to 
normality. There's a bomb inside you always ticking. The fuse is always lit. And whenever 
something sets you off, boom!”

She claps her hands together in front of my face. It's a loud clap that nearly sends me 
tackling her to the foor. But instead I blink and focus on her palms stretched open in front of 
her nonexistent boobs.

“You snap, Monica. You snap easy and you snap hard. And once that fuse is blown, 
you've got a wide radius of damage. But then, after the rubble settles and the dust clears, 
you reset yourself and it's as if nothing ever happened. That's your problem; you're a bomb 
that never destructs, but never self-destructs. And because of that, you're always going to 
hurt everyone else.”

Adrian turns around and walks toward the kitchen, leaving me soaking in her words. 
She reaches into the refrigerator and pulls out a Pabst, cracks it open, and takes a swig ft for 
a king. As she comes back my way, her foot lands on the broken pencil lead lying on my 
desecrated canvas. I don't think I recognize the expletive that comes out of her mouth. “You 
know, I've been meaning to ask,” she snarls as she winces trying to remove the lead from her 
foot. “You've got this thing against leaving things lying around or keeping dirty or whatever, 
and yet you're an artist. You're constantly covered in pencil marks, paper cuts, and more 
colors of paint than a Photoshop palette. How can you deal with your own mess getting on 
you?”

Almost instantly the answer pops out of my mouth: “Because they're my own messes, 
and I don't need your flthy hands muddling them up more.”

She freezes. Her hand releases the beer can onto the plane accident. I believe at this 
point that I've reset myself back to reality, because I can clearly hear and see Adrian drawing 
her head back and sucking in air through her nose and mouth. Phlegm collects in her throat. 
Her eyes squint until they are little slits on her face. She leans back on one leg like a pitcher 



ready to throw a fastball. 
And then she spits on me.
There are some detonations which cause an explosion. In many of the cases where my 

alleged fuse has gone off, this has been the result. Objects around me break at my whim, 
people are in danger of injury; and the perpetrator of that detonation should run for his life 
or risk it. However, in other cases where a detonation occurs, the structure tends to fall in on 
itself causing an implosion. Implosions are rare and don't physically hurt any other 
surrounding for the most part; however, the result isn't pretty for the implosion's primary 
victim.

Metaphors aside, I dash out of the room with tears streaming down my face, leaving 
Adrian to grab another Pabst to wash the momentary victory out of her throat.

She'll probably need to suck down a few more hits of green goodness just to get over 
the hate she let out into the world.

Stupid obnoxious hipster bitch.



November 4, 2010 - Robbie

I'm a dapper son of a bitch in a suit. I'm loaded with cash in one pocket and a gun in 
the other. Truly, this is the only way that a man should live. 

Walking the streets of this city is like walking through a cesspool. Pestilence and flth 
surround me in the form of human beings inferior to me. Girls yapping on their cell phones. 
Men with briefcases looking down as they rush past. Fat slobs talking about blacks. It makes 
me sick inside; but then again, these streets are covered in enough vomit already. I wouldn't 
want to dirty them any more than I have to. There's the key word: “Than I have to.”

I decide my frst target. Yes, there she is; a beauty in a short skirt and sunglasses too 
big for her face. Her tits are bouncing out of her tank top as she shimmies down the 
sidewalk. What a shame it is that such a precious case is wasted on an empty soul. Her 
bedazzled phone is glued to her ear as she speaks into the mouthpiece with enough speed 
to melt the gloss off of her lips. She's close enough that I can hear her conversation. “Okay 
baby, I see you in three days. Three days, okay? That's when I go back to Bali. Okay, give me 
kisses. Muah, muah. Buh-bye, lovey.” Click. Phone in pocket. Grab purse. Avoid getting 
pigeon shit on your new DKNY shoes. Usual slut protocol. I reach into my pocket and pull 
out a GP-35 pistol, taking a bet that she'll follow through with the motions.

No surprise to me: She climbs the steps to a brownstone and knocks on the door. A 
tan man with muscle swings open the door and welcomes the bitch into his arms. She jumps 
into them and presses her fat lips on his, sucking his face in like a black hole. His hands hold 
her up by her ass cheeks and squeeze. If that boy she had hung up were here to witness this 
injustice, I'm sure he'd have produced his own gun of choice and blown both of their heads 
off with glee.

Fortunately for the victim of their infdelity, that's just what I'm here for.
I click back the safety. They hear it and turn their heads just as my fnger squeezes the 

trigger. The bullet surges out of the nose of my trusty gun, swims through the air in a direct 
line, and ends up burying itself between our lucky man's eyes. Blood rushes from the wound 
like a fountain as his eyes explode from the impact; and as their remnants swim in their 
sockets, he falls to his knees and topples down the brick staircase. The red marks look dark 
against their burnt color.

No immoral hanky-panky for you tonight, sir.
Meanwhile, the bitch is standing above him screaming her fool head off. She looks at 

the blood in the strands of her hair and splattered on the summit of her boobs and tries to 
rub it off against her face and jeans. She screams louder when she realizes that her clothes 
are just getting bloodier. I'd like to put this stupid wench out of her misery. “Bang bang,” 
says my gun, as two bullets fnd their way into each of her fesh mounds. She shrieks and 
grabs them as blood begins to soil her top.

“Oh God! I no want to die! Why do I deserve this now? I--”
Another “bang” silences her with a bullet to the mouth. Maybe in another life they'll 

give her a brain.
Sirens start sounding as nearby citizens run for their lives. They've all been witnesses 

to my reckoning; now they too must pay for the criminals' indecency. Bang, and an old 
woman with a walker is dead. Bang, and a teenager on a skateboard is dead. I've run out of 
bullets; so I pull out my M4 carbine from my coat pocket and open fre with that. Rat-a-tat-
tat, and three police offcers go down in two seconds. I shoot out the tires on a cop car. Rat-
a-tat-tat, and their hood is on fre. As a ball of fre shoots up from the engine, I stand 



silhouetted by the amber glow. I am not a criminal in my eyes. I am the demon of 
judgement. I stand for what is right in our world. And if that means that I must kill to achieve 
my goal, then so be it.

The sirens seem to continue. In fact, they're getting louder. I destroyed those soulless 
men in uniform; why do their wails of torture keep screaming at me?

Oh wait, those aren't sirens.
That would be the sound of Monica sobbing as she runs into Will's room. I drop the 

XBOX controller as she swings around the corner and stops in front of the TV.  Will jumps up 
from the couch next to me and goes to grab her before she knocks something over. 

“Oh God, Will,” I moan. “The apocalypse is here again.”
Will shoots me a eyeful of lasers. “Not the time or place now, Robbie,” he whispers. 

“Monica, what did she do to you this time?”
She pulls her hands away from her eyes; and I see that they're red and blotchy, much 

like Adrian's after a marathon of bong hits. “She spit on me!” she shrieks. “She took-- she 
took her mouth and she spit on me and it got on me and now I can't get it off!” She buries 
her forehead in the nook of Will's shoulder and continues to snivel. To be honest, this is the 
second or third weakest I've ever seen my cousin even with her obsessions and her 
compulsions. I don't usually dwell on it much with her, considering that she is an otherwise 
strong person. But when it comes to stupid outbursts like this – if I can put it frankly – it 
pisses me off to no end.

“Monica honey, look,” Will says, keeping his voice to a soothing level. “It's just spit. 
You're not going to die or become diseased because that hipster bitch spat on you. Did it 
get on your clothes?” She nods and points to her shirt. “Okay, look; if you just change your 
shirt, the spit will disappear. It'll disappear like magic. Can you do that?”

She sniffs as her bottom lip quivers. “But, but then I'll need to put my hand near it,” 
she whimpers, “and then I'll touch it again, and it'll still be on me, and it'll get worse and I'll 
cry more, and--”

“Enough!” I shout, rising from the couch. My fnger extends in her direction like the 
nose of a double barreled shotgun. “This is enough blubbering, I say! All Will wants is to see 
your boobs, and what do you give him? Sadness, woe, and turpitude! And I will not have this 
injustice in my presence. Remove your blouse, O wench, and free yourself from the horrors of 
hipster phlegm!” I drop my fnger, then think and say: “Oh, and show him your boobs. 
Everybody wins then.”

It's funny how a bit of ridiculous egging can cause people to do great things. Monica 
stops crying and looks at Will, then grabs the bottom of her shirt and lifts it over her head. 
The loogie covered top falls to the ground, leaving Monica's brassiere covered bumps 
exposed. Will's eyes drop to them like a magnet; and are met with a fnger in each of them. 
He screams as Monica laughs.

And all is right with the world for now.

Pasta is nasty when it's not well cooked. Have you ever tasted Will's pasta? It's like 
chewing on chalk that's been soaked in water and rubbed on the back of a very sweaty man. 
The very sweaty man then sits on the chalk for a while until it is thin and somewhat bendable. 
This is Will's pasta. I'm not quite sure why we haven't stopped him from making it ever again; 
but he continues to make it every Thursday at eight o'clock, right before rehearsal.

“We have rehearsal?” Will shouts, dropping his bowl. “Why do I keep forgetting 



that?”
Monica prods him with a fork across the table. “Perhaps,” she says, “because you are 

adorable and stupid. Stupid in all of the right ways, how about that?” One of my too-big 
sweatshirts hangs around her frame. “You know what? That's how I'll refer you to people who 
ask now. My boyfriend is stupid in all of the right ways.”

“No, just stupid,” I remark, picking the pasta out of my teeth with my tongue. “Quick! 
What's six plus six?”

“Twelve,” Will answers
“Wrong, fucker!” I shout, smacking him with a wet noodle. “It's fourteen thousand. 

What does six represent besides just six? You have to think with your mind, not your brain!” I 
suck down a few more strands of pasta without chewing. This proves to be an awful idea, as I 
start choking and coughing on the undercooked food product. 

Will and Monica jump up and in different directions; Will toward me, Monica far away. 
Will puts his arms around my stomach and lifts me up like a sack of walnuts. He turns me 
around so that my ass is against his crotch and starts thrusting his fsts against my chest 
cavity. That's the only way that I can properly explain how he performs the Heimlich 
maneuver. He needs a bit of practice to get the life-saving part down without making it seem 
like sodomy.

Finally -- thank the Lord – the pasta fies out covered in slime and chunks with an 
aftertaste like cheap tequila gone horribly wrong. It lands on the foor and slides, spreading 
the wet and the slime all over the foor. I don't seem to take to the whole art of maneuvering 
lightly. On the bright side, I can still breathe without any crucial pain. Monica is still standing 
on the far side of the room holding the collar of my sweatshirt over her mouth, leaving Will 
to do the dirty deed of cleaning up the upchuck.

“I think,” I gasp when I regain control of my voice, “that you need to work on your 
approach just a little more.”

“I'll say. Looked like the stuff of Jimmy after a Friday night.”
Adrian walks into the kitchen area with her hair in a bun and her big glasses perched 

on her nose. Most interesting is how Monica's eyes turn into slits on her face as Will fnds his 
line of sight directly under Adrian's dress. “Although,” the hipster girl muses, “it's defnitely a 
lot rougher when he does it. I've had the fortunate experience of catching him in the act with 
a few lucky clients; and let me tell you, it's a workout just to watch. He's like a drill into a wall. 
There's no better way to put it.”

“Thank you for the imagery, bitch,” Monica snarls. “What's your disturbed reason for 
following me up here?”

“Well, I was going to apologize,” she says. “But after seeing this camaraderie and 
watching you stand idly by as these two bromantics go at it with their clothes on, I feel as 
though the opportunity has slipped away.” She looks down at Will. “How are you doing 
down there, buddy?”

The back of Will's head is facing up toward Adrian's open legs. His focus is centered 
on the sponge scrubbing the foor even though that spot has been clean six times over. 
“Doing fne, Adrian. Really great. Scrubbing this foor, you see. It's dirty as a hooker, see. 
Your dress is quite attractive, I'm sure.”

Adrian lets out a loud laugh. “You are adorable, do you know that? It's cute how you 
try so hard to ignore what's in front of you if you know it's wrong. This isn't wrong, Will; it's 
perfectly natural to be attracted to a woman.” The evil hipsterette spreads her legs just a bit 
more, exposing more of her underthings to my poor roommate. “Look, Will! It's just a part of 



the body and nothing more! What's so wrong with taking a little peek--”
When a mother bear senses that her children are being threatened, she will attack 

without warning in order to protect them. Monica is a mother bear, but treats anyone she 
loves as her children. You can only imagine my shock at this very moment as the bear fies 
through the air – literally, she arcs over Will with her arms outstretched – and tackles Adrian 
to the ground. Adrian's head lands hard on the tile foor, her bun providing some protection 
from a possible concussion. Monica seems to want to take care of this, however; her fsts fy 
from side to side, knocking the stuffng out of Adrian's face without any regard to her 
complaints. From her weakened state earlier, she seems to have made a full recovery; so 
much so, in fact, that it might be overkill. Will and I just stand and watch as Monica's tears 
and Adrian's blood coats the foor. It seems to be too much blood for simple punching. 

As it oozes out in larger quantities, Monica lays off of the hipster on the foor. Both of 
her eyes are swollen. Her lip is fat in two places. Blood is trickling out of her nose; and upon 
further inspection, from two cracks in the sides of her head as well. Monica drops Adrian's 
limp head, which hits the foor with a sickening splash. Her shoulders twitch as gurgling 
noises come from her throat. Will goes to her and places his hands on her shoulders. All of 
our eyes cannot leave the sight of Adrian; arms sprawled out on the foor, hair mired in her 
own blood, her amber-colored bug glasses cracked with some pieces scattered on the foor.

Forget mass quantities of guns and explosions. My cousin is a true killer.



November 7, 2010 – Lexi

I'm not a demon child, for the record. Sure, I'm a youngster compared to the rest of 
my friends; but I've seen things that they never would even dream of seeing. I may throw fts 
every once in a while, but none of them match Monica's bouts of rage. Adrian is still 
recovering in the hospital; they say that her stitches won't be healed until next week. I can 
imagine her pain; laying there in a bed not being able to feel your hands with wires and 
pumps in your wrists. I know that I should be angry at Monica for putting Adrian in this 
situation; but as a victim, I can't seem to build up the anger.

And anger is not what I need now. Going on my way to therapy, I don't need the pent-
up emotion. I run down the stairs with my skirt fapping behind me and my purse banging 
against my hip. I fnd Monica, Jimmy, and Will sitting at the table of the café sipping on 
coffees and talking. My boot hits the last step and their heads turn like owls'; except for Will, 
who dips his nose into an old copy of Spiderman.

“Well, don't we look nice today,” Monica says with a smirk on her face. “Much better 
than a hoodie, or a neon pair of leggings.”

“Shut up,” I snicker. “I want to look nice here for the therapist. No sense in making 
him believe that I'm a complete sad sack.”

Jimmy shoots his espresso and slams down the shot glass. “Isn't that the point of you 
seeing the therapist though, love? Last we checked, you were a sad sack. A sad sack with 
two extra lumps, in fact.”

“A pink and neon green sad sack too, as I can recall,” Monica adds.
“What,” I snarl, “is with you and my neon clothes?”
She blows on her coffee, and it splashes over the edge. “I'm not saying that they look 

bad, Lexi. It's just that we're in the twenty-frst century now. Minimalist and bland are in 
nowadays.”

Come to think of it, Monica's right. “Then why didn't Adrian ever ask to borrow those 
leggings or anything from me? It would have been totally ironic to wear neon because it's so 
retro.”

Monica's mouth opens as she stares at Will. “Ladies and gentlemen,” she shouts in a 
voice like a game show host, “I do believe that we've found our new champion!” Will's face 
doesn't leave the comic book until Monica's fnger makes him meet her gaze. “Hey, Stan 
Lee,” she spits, “do you have anything that you'd like to add to this conversation?”

Will looks at me, then back to Monica. “I think that you are ravishingly beautiful and 
that Lexi” -- he looks at me again – “is going to have a very good frst day at therapy. Pack a 
bag lunch.” Then he delves back into the world of Peter Parker and Mary Jane.

“What page are you up to?” she asks him, diverting her own attention to the comic 
book.

Will looks at her. “It's the page where Mary Jane fnds out that Peter is Spiderman; or 
that Spiderman is Peter. She's not really sure which, but all she knows is that they're the same 
person. She doesn't seem too happy about it, either.” 

“Well, that's because Mary Jane's a dumb broad,” Monica says. “If I were her and you 
were Spiderman – any superhero, whatever – I'd make out with you regardless.”

Will's eyes glow as Monica shows him a sly smile. They kiss as Jimmy's eyes scan them 
up and down.

“You two are the epitome of adorable,” he coos, forcing the two of them apart. “You 
should be on the cover of Hallmark cards and indie romance novels. Your cuteness is so 



contagious that it might bleed through the paper and onto the person reading it. Think 
about it! Scratch-and-cute cards!”

I stife a laugh. “Enough, or I'm gonna throw up. How is Adrian, by the way?”
Jimmy sighs and picks up his coffee cup. “She's still in bad shape, you know. Still has 

the stitches in her head and the bruised eye that looks like a grape  being popped. I don't 
know how the doctors were able to put Humpty back together again; but sure enough, they 
can work wonders, those doctors. Did you see that one doctor on the left of her bed when 
we visited yesterday?” He sips his coffee and puts down the cup. “Gorgeous, I tell you. 
Firmly toned muscles, fair haired, and those round-frame glasses; mmm! I'd break a bone to 
get him to touch me with his scalpel, if you know what I mean.”

All of our eyes are on Jimmy. Even Tom is looking over the counter with a worried look 
on his face. “Oops!” Jimmy giggles. “Did I say that out loud? I guess I should leave the dirty 
doctor jokes to myself.” He looks up in wonder. “Dirty Doctor Jokes? That's a song waiting 
to happen, I just know it.”

My phone rings inside my purse. I pull it out and hit the Send button to cut off Lady 
Gaga in mid-sentence. “Hello?”

“Hey, baby cakes.” Robbie's voice rings in my ear. “I'm waiting outside to walk with 
you. You ready to go?”

I smile at his caring. “Listen,” I say, “I love that you're wasting your time on me to take 
me, but you don't have to do this. Come up and relax with the others and I'll just go it 
alone.”

“No, no!” he shouts, his voice crackling through the speaker. “You shouldn't go this 
alone, not this! I'll come with you just in case. How about that?” 

He waits for a response; I don't want to give him one. If he comes, it would be 
comforting; but I'm not going to be comforted, I think. I'm supposed to be seeing this 
therapist to dig deep into myself and pull out every little feeling that's making me crazy. 
Something tells me that the whole process isn't supposed to be anywhere near comforting. 
“Give me a second,” I blubber, before ficking the phone closed and throwing it back into 
my purse.

“Why are you shoving him away?” Monica gasps.
I lift my arms to talk, then drop them in frustration. “I don't know!” I cry. “I mean, I 

should have him come with me just in case I need someone, but I don't want to look weak! 
It's not a Bella and Edward situation, you know? He doesn't have to be my protector or 
guardian!” I look over at Will; his nose is still involved in the Spiderman book. “Sorry for the 
Twilight reference, Will.”

He snaps his head up. “What? I wasn't listening. What's the problem with Robbie?” 
Monica backhands his leg and he winces in pain.

“Listen, lovey,” Jimmy whispers, even though there's no one else in the room besides 
us and Tom. “You may not think that you need him there now, but when you get into that 
room and the scary therapist starts questioning you about every little thing about your life, 
you're going to wish you had your man with you. Get out there, take him by the hand, and 
skip off to the therapist to get yourself some help!” Monica and Will nod their heads in 
agreement.

It's not often that I feel true admiration for people. Sometimes I don't even have that 
feeling for my own boyfriend. But for Jimmy Finkle, I feel nothing but just that. I don't know 
where I'd be today if it weren't for his kindness; and for that, I am truly grateful.

“Well girlie, what are you just standing there for?” he squeals, making me realize just 



how frozen in happiness I am. “You can't keep a poor boy waiting in the cold! Go out and 
meet him!”

I do just that, nearly tripping down the stairs of the café.

The waiting room of the therapist's offce is covered in gray paint and blandness. The 
woman at the desk is wearing doctor's scrubs and is not smiling. There are no windows and 
the lighting is lower than a dungeon. The other patients are here for obvious reasons. A boy 
twitches his knee and makes squeaking noises like a pig as his mother reads a Glamour 
magazine. A college girl fondles herself as she whispers sweet nothings to no one, then slaps 
herself and starts cursing at her aroused alter ego under her breath. A thin man looking like 
Death with a beard sits upright in his chair, then fops down as his eyes snap shut. 

I do not belong here.
“Lexi, calm down!” Robbie whispers as he grabs my clenched fst. “You're going crazy 

just looking at the crazies.”
It's then that I notice my fngers holding the edge of my skirt like lobster claws. My 

teeth are so clenched together that it sends pain streaking through my gums. My head 
begins to feel light and I slouch forward, unable to support the weight of my body. “Oh 
God,” I slur, “I don't know what's wrong with me all of the sudden.”

“What's wrong, babe?”
“I don't know!” I shout, causing Death to snap to consciousness. “I mean, I've 

divulged all of these secrets and deep-down dark desires to complete strangers before! You 
back before I knew you; everyone, actually! Back when I barely knew you it didn't take much 
to get me to open up; but now I'm freezing!”

Robbie pats my leg; it tickles and I twitch. “Lexi, you'll be fne. You're not here just to 
divulge secrets. You're here to fnd out why these secrets are still bothering you. We already 
know that you're the strongest out of all of us. So just relax, go in there, and do what you 
have to do.” He looks back at the wall, then jumps and looks at me again. “And hey, if he 
touches you in a bad place, I'll be right here to kick his teeth in. I'll make an Adrian out of 
him.”

I can't help but laugh at his awful humor. From down the hall a door opens and a male 
voice calls out, “Lexi Levane?”

“Just go,” Robbie whispers as my eyes grow wide. “You'll do great, kid.”
I smile and kiss his cheek, then slowly stride toward the offce of the man whom I'm 

about to share my entire life with. As I enter, my jaw drops as my expectations give way to a 
wonderful reality.

The walls are painted shades of amber, or at least what I can see of them. Paintings of 
musical groups cover both sides of the room; behind the black desk is what I believe to be 
the only window in the building. A bookcase neatly stacked with research notes, horror 
novels, and classic rock albums leans against the left wall, along with a fling cabinet 
decorated by colorful stickers.

From behind me, the door snaps closed. I jump and turn only to come face to face 
with a tall man dressed in black and jeans. His dark bangs nearly blind him as he leans 
backwards while holding onto the doorknob; but I can still sense his eyes boring holes into 
my head.

“Now you're in my world,” he says in a silky voice. Then he lets out a laugh that 



echoes – really echoes – throughout the entire room. 
I am soiling my skirt right now. I am shaking in my boots. I am every other euphemism 

for scared shitless that you can name. Here I am in a therapist's offce with a man who surely 
could attack me without warning. I'm not sure if I want to relive this scenario. No, I am sure; I 
don't want to relive this scenario. I'm not here for this; I'm here to completely escape this. My 
head is spinning. What do you do, Lexi? What do you do now?

The man straightens himself up and pats his pants to get the wrinkles out. 
“Goodness,” he murmurs, looking at me. “You look like you've seen the face of death. Are 
you okay?”

Confused would be the obvious answer. “To be honest, twice,” I say instead. “And 
that's only in recent times.”

The man laughs again, but normally. “Ah yes, I do seem to have that effect on some,” 
he says. “I'm sorry if I frightened you. You must be Lexi.” He stretches out his hand, which is 
attached to an arm like a tree branch. “I'm Dr. Bailey, but you can call me Paul. I'd like that 
better, actually.”

Now I'm completely lost; seconds ago, this guy was ready to swallow me whole. “Can 
you just,” I start to say, then stop. “Can you just tell me how you did the laughing thing? 
Because I don't seriously know whether I can trust you right now. Like, I think I want to 
leave.”

Paul sticks his nose almost up to mine and spreads out his hands. If his wingspan were 
separated from his body and turned on its fngers, it could pass me on the height chart. “It's 
magic,” he says in a hushed voice. “I have powers that can make my voice do wonderful 
things. I don't want anyone to know, though; so if anyone asks you if I did the echo trick, tell 
them that it's a voice box.”

I'll play along. “And how am I supposed to justify that?”
“I smoke,” he says, feigning a raspy voice. “Very frequently, in fact. Can't get enough 

of the cigs.”
I can't help but giggle. Maybe this sketchy guy won't be so bad as a therapist after all. 

He hops over his desk and turns, then sits with a bit of a fourish. “Please,” he says, gesturing 
to the chair in front of me, “take a seat.”

I pull out the chair and sit. He clasps his hands in front of him and purses his lips. I fnd 
myself staring into his eyes and seeing myself in the refection. That is the only interesting 
thing about his face; everything else is blank and unmoving. “So,” I start, unsure of where to 
begin, “I guess this is where you do your therapist thing and ask me how I feel today, right?”

“Wrong,” he answers.
I'm shocked; a therapist who doesn't care? “Then what do you want to start with? I'm 

so confused right now that you have no idea.”
“Confused?” he gasps, grabbing the edges of his chair and sitting back in it. “Why, I 

never would have assumed that! Am I doing something wrong? Have I been too 
confounding with my work? Oh God, I'm a complete failure!” He puts his head in his hands 
and begins to sob, his shoulders shaking in exaggerated spasms.

I tap on the desk. “I'm sorry if I'm wrong about this, but I'm going to assume that 
you're faking.”

His head pops up and he folds his arms neatly on the desk. “You don't have to be 
sorry, dear. Look; it's not even been ten minutes into our frst meeting and we're already 
making judgements. Why don't you just relax and talk, and perhaps we can get things 
done?”



I can't see anything better that I could be doing. “Okay, sure,” I sigh. “Where do we 
begin then?”

“I don't know,” he says, his smooth voice raising in pitch. He shakes his bangs out of 
his eyes. “Why don't you tell me?”

I can see that he's not going to make this easy for me. In order to get my story across 
to this clown of a therapist – no matter how nice he may be – I'll have to tell it straight to 
him. I don't particularly like doing this, as you may assume; because whenever I tell the story, 
it causes me to remember people I'd rather forget and relive events I'd like to have only lived 
once. But I suppose that we can't all keep out of the past forever.

“Well,” I begin, “you may recognize my last name. I'm not sure if you're into that sort 
of entertainment, but my family has roots in the business.”

“Levane?” he asks. Then he raises his fnger in realization. “Ah, yes! Your mother, 
Linda. I heard the news somewhere on the Internet. I'm very sorry for your loss.”

I roll my eyes. “I'm glad that you are.”
He puts his feet up on the desk. “Yes, I have a few friends of mine who are very 

familiar with your mother's line of work. They can list off their favorites, too; Backdoor Sluts  
9, The Whore From Next Door 22, His Wood In Hollywood 4; all of those raunchy titles. 
Suffce it to say that I never really shared that feeling of lust for your mother; but she was 
beautiful. I'll admit that I believe that.” He leans forward a bit and looks at my face. “Come 
to think of it, you look a bit like your mother. Do you know that?”

I want to reach out and tear his long face off of his head. I would like to see him bleed 
profusely from every orifce. “I'm nothing like my mother!” I spit. “She and I are nothing alike 
at all! I never want to hear that again for the rest of my life!” Then my hands fy to my mouth 
as I realize what I've said. It just came out beyond my control, like vomit. Then again, the 
thought of being like my mother makes me want to vomit for real. “I'm so sorry,” I murmur. “I 
never meant to be that harsh.”

He smiles and gestures for me to put my hands down. “It's okay; I expected as much. 
But you know that I'm right. You look very much like your mother; her hair, her blue eyes. 
Might I also say that you have her fgure, or is that too personal?” He goes to his fling 
cabinet and opens a drawer. “Come to think of it, I remember having a magazine with her 
picture in it. It was from recent times too, although the picture was rather old. It was an 
advertisement for a shampoo of some sort, or some product that women use to make 
themselves look beautiful-- ah yes, here it is...”

And as Paul pulls out the ad I feel like I am looking into a mirror. A funhouse mirror, 
though; the one where you know that it's you in the refection, but you're still frightened by 
the sight. Blonde hair, blue eyes; everything that Paul had mentioned ft this woman. Her 
fgure is squeezed into a short but fowing white dress which almost matches her skin; the 
lipstick and makeup on her face looks like markers on paper. She stands in front of the ocean 
in a spot where the wind was able to blow her hair in front of her face, making it look like a 
clump of bangs hanging in front of her left eye. I feel in front of my own face and brush the 
bangs out of my eyes. I can feel myself shaking as my stomach swallows itself. My sight is 
directed at the Dove shampoo ad; but if I would look down at my hand, I would probably 
question how I could be any paler now than I normally am.

“Lexi,” Paul says, stepping closer to me with the magazine page, “how could you 
possibly say that you're not your mother?”

Here it comes again; the rage builds up and I lunge for the ad. “I--” I snarl, grabbing 
the page, “-- AM – NOT – MY – MOTHER!” I tear it up into tiny shreds, imagining that she is 



real on the page; I imagine blood fowing out of every edge of every piece of her torn shell. 
“It doesn't matter about the looks! My mother was a whore! I am not a whore!” The pieces 
become so small that I can't tear them with my fngers. I let the tiny pieces fall from my 
hands and freeze them in a open fst.

“Do you have any idea what it's like,” I whisper, “to be the girl at school who was 
constantly pointed out for being the porn star's daughter? Do you realize how people acted 
around me? The boys would always wonder if I was as easy as her. The girls would stick their 
noses up at me because they thought her dirtiness rubbed off on me. Those hypocritical 
bitches would just go off to grind against horny teen boys' crotches after that. I was a good 
girl; but because of her, no one ever believed me. Even the teachers! The teachers would 
always cause me trouble because of her! Either they'd give me As only if I set them up with 
her or they'd fail me because they thought I fucked someone to do it for me!” My hands are 
clenched in fsts now. The room is spinning. I don't mind it as much – in fact, I'm quite used 
to it – but Paul's wide eyes and dropped jaw say different. “I was twelve years old when a 
teacher found me after class and commented my good grades. Then she asked if I was on 
birth control. 'Why would I have any reason to be on birth control?' I asked her. 'Where do 
you make the connection between grades and birth control-- oh wait! I know! Because my 
mother's stretched out vagina is obviously my own!”

The last words leave my mouth like bullets from a gun. I take in a deep breath and let 
it out slowly. “Lexi,” Paul gasps as I exhale, “I know that your mother's life was very 
promiscuous. And that promiscuity was eventually what killed her. She was an out of control 
woman; most women like her are also out of control. But you, Lexi...” He sticks out a fnger 
and jabs me in the chest. “You are in control. You are the one responsible for your own life. 
Why make it seem like your mother is responsible for your problems, no matter what hell she 
may have really put you through?”

“Because she is!” I hiss, feeling heat in my eyes. “She's the one who caused me 
nothing but hurt for ffteen years of my life! How can you not understand this? Why do you 
think I'm here in your offce and not back at home in the suburbs? If life had been better, 
then maybe I wouldn't be here listening to you making these idiotic conclusions about my 
life! How dare you say that I'm wrong!” I shout, jumping to my feet. I'm breathing heavy now; 
the room is nonexistent around me, leaving only me and Paul in a dark void. I whirl around 
looking for a light, an exit, anywhere to climb out and escape; and I fnd nothing.

“Lexi--”
“STOP SAYING MY NAME IN THAT GODDAMNED CONCERNED TONE!” I scream. 

The chair falls over. The sound echoes through the emptiness. Tears streak like fre down my 
cheeks. “I don't want to deal with this shit anymore! Can't you see that I want it to end now? 
Don't you -- don't you understand?” I feel my knees hit the ground. “You're supposed to 
understand... that's your job... why don't you do your job...”

My voice trails off as the tears take over. In the last three years I've never felt more 
emotionally exhausted. Paul, however, looms above me like a tornado; a tornado ready to 
suck me up and shred me limb from limb.

“Lexi,” he says in that fucking voice, “why do people hurt themselves?”
The sobs get in the way as I try to answer. “Because they hate things. Themselves. 

Other people. Dumb fucking therapists.”
“This isn't about me,” he hums, “it's about you. Lexi, what do people do when they 

hate?”
Another sob. My shoulders jump without my help. “They turn away. Or they attack it. 



They're always going away from it or against it.”
“Correct,” he says. “People always feel as though they need to take some action 

when it comes to their personal issues. They're never satisfed. A friend calls you ugly; you 
doll yourself up the next day. Then they call you a whore and you take off the makeup only to 
get called ugly again. You can never win, so it seems.”

“So what do you do?” he asks. The room begins to come back into focus for me. “You 
accept it. You don't run anywhere; you'll only end up getting tired and sweaty. There's never 
a need to sweat over these things. All you need to do is stand in one place” – he stomps 
both of his feet and throws his arms at his sides – “and accept what you are. If you want to 
change, then you don't change for them. You change for you.”

I stare at him as my breath begins to fow in a steady rhythm. “So what are you 
saying?” I gasp. “That I'm running away?”

He kneels down to my level; even in this position, he's still inches taller than me. “I'm 
saying that your mother ran away from her problems by way of drugs. You are running away 
from the truth by way of denial. Denial warps the mind, Lexi. Denial can be the worst drug. 
And because you are running away with denial in your head – in that way – you are just like 
your mother.”

I now see myself on a track. A long and winding track in the middle of an open plain 
where the ground is dust and the sky is grey. I am still kneeling; but my breath is short again 
even though it had just come back. Sweat is dripping down my face like a faucet is open in 
my forehead. My mouth is dry like the desert around me, and no saliva can cure it. I look 
around and see the landscape. The ground is fat, the horizon is vast; and there is nothing to 
interrupt the way on which I've been running. 

I try to get back up and take a few more steps. As soon as I get on one foot, however, 
my knee gives way and I crash to the ground. It feels cool and abrasive against my cheek. As 
I open my eyes from their pained squint I see a pair of boots in front of me. They are black 
and go halfway up the knee; above them hangs a black skirt which looks oddly familiar. In 
fact, it looks like the one that I found in my closet earlier this morning, which looks like the 
one that I put on before I--

“Pretty little thing, isn't it?”
My own voice rings into my ears. My eyes snap to the face and strain as they grow 

wide enough to crack the sockets; it's my voice I hear, and it's my body I see. But the sound 
is coming from the lips on the face of an alive and well Linda Levane.

“How long do you think you can keep running?”
“How long, Lexi?”
“How long?”

“How long, Robbie?”
“Oh thank God. I thought he had trapped your voice in a shell or something.”
Not in a shell, perhaps; but in my throat, defnitely. These are the frst words I've 

spoken since my episode in Paul's offce. A cool breeze tosses my bangs around as we walk 
back down the Commons. “How long have I been running, Robbie? Have you always seen 
me as this frightened little girl who's concerned over her past? Have I always been exhausted 
like this, or even emotional? I don't want to be that demon child anymore. The demon is 
inside of me; and I need to learn to accept that on my own.” I lean on him a bit, still woozy 



from the session. “Because I feel like every time I try to run from it, I end up crashing into 
something that really matters.”

Robbie stops and draws me into a bear hug. You need to see this hug to believe it; he 
is a broad-shouldered boy wrapping his wiry biceps around a paper doll of a teenage girl. 
“Listen, McCrazypants. I don't care if you need to run a thousand miles or if you want to stop 
and drink tea with your inner turmoil. What matters to me is that you are a beautiful girl who 
can play bass and do amazing things in the sack. And on top of all of that,” he adds,  
brushing the back of my head, “you're honest. I can dig a girl like you who's honest. But not 
too honest, you know. Those girls who say that they're honest and then talk about their ex-
boyfriends every day will eventually get a knife in the boob courtesy of me. Don't ever 
become that kind of chick if we break up.”

For the frst time today, I laugh. It's such a wonderful occasion when I get to do that. 
“It's okay,” I whisper. “I don't plan on ever running from you.”



November 7, 2010 – Jimmy

Eight o'clock. Time for rehearsal, and: Hey! Wait just a second! Why is there no one in 
this apartment building besides its two beautiful residents? I'm sitting here playing Les 
Miserables songs on my acoustic while Lexi is in the next chair noodling around on the bass. 
I actually shouldn't be so shocked and appalled at my college friends' lateness this Sunday; 
they, in fact, have lives beyond our little squadron. For example, they have to schedule 
classes on Thursday. The horrors of scheduling classes! I remember scheduling day like a 
Japanese elder remembers Hiroshima. Sitting there in your boxers with your roommate while 
cursing the world because of the servers running slower than a four year old playing the 
Moonlight Sonata; truly, it is the worst of all days in a college student's life.

“Is Robbie sticking around tonight?” I ask Lexi, who turns her head to me. There's a 
smile there that shines like it hasn't shone in many weeks.

“No,” she chirps. “I can survive without sex for a few nights, you know. Besides, he's 
probably had enough of my moaning for one day. I'm letting the poor boy have his bit of 
rest.”

She plays a chord on the bass and closes her eyes. I can't help but smile as she sits 
there; knowing how far she's come, it brings me such satisfaction to see her so relaxed. Two 
years ago, I couldn't sleep at night for fear that I'd hear her run out the door and into traffc. I  
didn't want her out on the street like her mother very well could have been. I wanted this to 
be a place where she could escape from her troubles and be accepted. Now that she's 
better – supposedly, that is – I'm glad that this has instead become a place where she can 
stay. I smirk at the thought as I sip on a glass of wine.

“Jimmy,” she whispers, “when I go to college, are you going to miss me?”
A red splatter stain appears on the rug as I spit out the wine. Oh, and I just cleaned 

yesterday! “What do you mean, am I going to miss you?” I cry. “What's more; what do you 
mean, when you go to college? You've never mentioned college before in your life! You left 
high school freshman year and now you're worried about higher education?”

“Hey, cool off!” she says, putting her open palm in front of her. “I'm only making some 
plans for my future. I may be the daughter of a TV prostitute, but at least I want to know that 
I have some kind of a future.”

“So you still feel spite for her?” I ask.
She raises an eyebrow and starts to get up. “Spite isn't even the half of what I'm 

feeling,” she laughs as she makes her way toward the liquor cabinet. “It's a hatred that you 
can't describe with words. It's so much hate that it's not hate. It edges into pity, that's it.” 
She pulls out a bottle of Skyy and pours some into a glass over ice. “I pity my mother for not 
having a future.”

All this time I'm eyeing the bottle in the little girl's hand. “Hon,” I ask, “since when did 
you start drinking the hard stuff?”

She puts the bottle back into the cabinet and picks up the glass. “Since now,” she 
answers; and she takes a big gulp of the straight drink. As soon as she takes it in, she spits it  
out in a clear stream of backwashed vodka. This carpet has not seen this much flth since 
Robbie's twentieth birthday party last month; and hopefully it will never see this much flth 
again. “Jesus!” she shouts. “How do you and your boyfriend enjoy this disgusting thing?”

I laugh at her ignorance. “First off, Andrew is not my boyfriend; he's just my new fuck 
buddy.” She nods as she understands her mistake. Lord, I'll have him in bed any night of the 
week, but I won't submit myself to a relationship with that dumb stack of muscle. “And 



second, vodka is a perfectly delicious beverage straight; and you're only gagging because 
you've had it mixed in your girly drinks. Come to think of it, you can't really taste it much in 
mixed drinks. That's why you've always gone overboard with hard liquor, I suppose.”

“Always,” she snaps, “as in one time.”
“The one time that mattered, that is.”
“The one time that gave me a loving boyfriend.”
“You were ready to kill him the morning after.”
“Save it,” she shouts as a knock on the door echoes throughout the room. I look 

through the peephole and come eye to ass with Robbie's backside. It is covered by his jeans; 
but that's not stopping him from grabbing each cheek and treating it like the mouth of a 
puppet.

“Excuse me!” Robbie's tush growls. “I don't want to be the butt of any jokes here, but 
I seem to have forgotten my ass-oon! I was wondering if you had one I could borrow, if 
you're not too anal about it!” As these inglorious puns come streaming out of his bottom, I 
see Monica with her fngers inserted into her eyes and Will laughing beside her. For the both 
of them, I fing open the door and deliver a swift kick to Robbie's exposed end.

I must have missed; because he goes down and begins gasping like a fsh out of 
water. The expletives that pour out of his mouth can only be described as artistic: “YOU 
BLOODY VAGINAL COCK! I'LL FUCK YOUR DICK WITH A KNIFE COVERED IN RAPE NUTS! 
I'LL POISON YOUR FORESKIN BLUE, YOU FILTHY WHORE-ENCRUSTED CRACK BABY!” 
Tears of pain are streaming down his face the entire time; the same is true for the two 
bystanders, but they're of laughter and joy. 

“Robbie,” Will says, “it just goes to show you that your puns are literally a pain in the 
nuts.”

“Fuck you,” he croaks.
I help Robbie up by his arms. “Why don't we all go inside,” I say, trying to restore 

sanity, “and start rehearsal? We don't have much time left until the gig, so we might as well 
make the best of what we have.” I drag his crippled body into the apartment.

“So,” Monica says to Lexi as she enters, “how did our little crazy girl do at her frst day 
of therapy?”

Lexi giggles, which sends Monica reeling back into Will's arms. “Jesus Christ, she's 
possessed!” Monica shrieks, grabbing his collar. “Will, work some of your magic and exorcise 
her before she infects us all!”

Will stammers and starts waving his hands above his head. “Uh, abra-cadabra! 
Wingardium Leviosa! Herpa dee-derpa! Monica, what the hell do you want me to do again?”

“Will, stop,” Lexi says through bouts of laughter. “I'm not possessed; I actually do feel 
happy for once. Am I allowed to be happy or is that against some social code?”

The room gets quiet. Even Robbie stops moaning in pain. “No, Lex,” Monica says, 
“I'm pretty sure that you're supposed to be the depressed and haunted one in our group. I 
think it was written down in a code some time back.”

Lexi squints her eyes and shakes her head. “Fine,” she mutters. “If you want me to be 
depressed, then I can play the part.” She pouts her lips and sniffes, widening her eyes to 
look like the characters in Will's comics. “Why is the world so hard?” she squeals, sounding 
much like a fve year old brat begging for ice cream. “Why does nobody wuv me? I don't 
want to live anymore!” She picks up her bass and strums the strings, then makes little 
whimpering sounds as she throws the doe eyes Monica's way.

Monica smiles at her. This is a world-ending event; Monica has never given a genuine 



smile to Lexi in the course of their friendship. “Okay, you don't have to be depressed,” she 
says. “It really is good to see that you're getting better for now. I swear, I'd kill myself if I had 
to see you sad for another day.

“I'm not really doing better,” Lexi corrects. “I'm happy, but I'm still a fucked up soul. 
One day, though, I'll be completely one-hundred percent; it's just not gonna be today.”

Everyone shares a pleasant smile; that is, until from behind us a sound like God's bling 
clattering to his mansion's foor shatters our poor eardrums. Robbie holds his drumsticks in 
his hands and looks at us with a forced grin. “Love,” he says, “I'm so happy that you're 
better; but I am so ready to rock this bitch that you have no idea.” He smashes on the 
cymbals again, but only until Monica chucks a shoe at him. “What are you thinking?” he 
shouts. “I am the drummer, woman! I have refexes like Neil Peart on crack!”

Will swings behind a keyboard and fips the switch. “So now that we're all together,” 
he says, “why don't we start off with something we're playing on the thirtieth? I'd really like 
to go over Neighborhood again if we could.”

“Ugh, I'm so sick of Neighborhood,” Monica mutters. “Not the song itself; it's just 
that I am so tired of playing that piano solo over and over again.”

“I, personally, want to play Fingertips,” Robbie shouts. “Every single Fingertips song 
in its entirety. I want to play it.”

“Honey, you can't just play all of Fingertips,” Lexi spits at him. “The songs don't even 
make sense. Most people who heard us would just think that everything we're singing about 
is nonsense.”

Nonsense. But that was what our band was. Nonsense. I suddenly remember why I 
had formed the band in the frst place. It was a November night in 2007. I was a junior at 
Riverbrook smoking pot in bed with a boy toy when I came up with the idea for a song called 
“Gay Boy Loving.” He loved the idea without waiting for me to explain; within half an hour, 
we had written the lyrics and chords and recorded the whole composition on my computer. 
For kicks and giggles, the boy toy posted it on PureVolume and stuck the link to his 
Facebook profle. The rest, as they say, is history. That is, besides the boy toy. He left my sex 
life soon after the song went viral, citing “bad ideas while high” as the reason. The idea of 
ideas being bad, I suppose, is very relative.

“Hey, crazy kids,” I say, commanding their attention. “What do you say we not play 
anything that we're supposed to, smoke a bit, and come up with some ridiculous ideas?”

Their jaws hang open like yaks in labor. Lexi's eyes seem to brighten up a bit; then 
again for a girl who just tried to down a bottle of Skyy as a virgin to the stuff, I'm not 
surprised. Robbie is already giggling like a madman, so a bit of weed shouldn't affect him 
too much. As for Will and Monica, the decision to light up is up in the air.

“Jimmy, we really shouldn't,” Monica groans, slumping over her keyboard. “You said it 
yourself: We have a gig soon and we really need to practice. As much as I'm tired of playing 
those same two chords in that unmentionable song, I'd rather do it than not be ready for the 
show.”

Will makes a sound of disapproval. “Monica, come on. These are friends were with. 
We're all looking out for each other and making sure that we're all on our best. What's a little 
hit gonna do now if we practice like hell for the next few weeks?”

“But Will--”
“Monica?”
Will isn't looking at Monica in any threatening way; even still, she shies away from him 

like a dog who knows she's in trouble. This is blowing my mind. Monica Marrows cowers 



from no one. To see her back down to her boyfriend – a boyfriend whom she's had a bit of 
control over for their last twelve years of knowing each other – is extremely out of character. 
“Monica, I have to ask,” I say, pointing out a fnger. “Are you really the one who's possessed 
here?”

“What?” she replies, cocking her head back in surprise. “What would make you think 
that I'm--”

She doesn't get to fnish that sentence, because Robbie has just stuck a drum stick 
through the snare. “Where is the weed?” he bellows. “I don't care about no stinking ghosts 
or demons and shit! I want my weed and I want my beautiful girl and I want awesome sex! 
Let's do this!”

Lexi leaps over to him and they start making out. Ugh, adolescence. I go to my room 
and open up the safe in my closet. A wave of smells comes out of the open door.

With parents who are complete hippies – musicians, more specifcally – my supply of 
different brands is never low. White Widow. Train Wreck. Pineapple Express. My parents have 
their own strands, even; their “Raspberry Yellow Mellow” has no raspberry or yellow, but it 
has made them and plenty of desperate hippies mellow. I take out a sandwich bag of the 
stuff and walk into the living area.

“Who's hungry?”
The answer comes when Robbie and Lexi tackle me to the ground and start fghting 

over who gets the frst puff. “Give it to me frst,” I hear Monica mutter as she reaches over 
the fghting pair. “I'll need it before I pummel these two into a pulp.”

At least I know that Monica is still normal.



November 16, 2010 – Will

Fuck it, I'm taking a tangent. Everything up to this point has been a storm of boredom 
that makes me want to punch a kitten every time I read it. I don't know why my friends feel 
the need to write like robots, and I don't know why they make me sound like the shyest little 
hermit this side of the campus. At least I'm reasonable in their accounts. If I were to suddenly 
jump out of a window and land on the back of a pick up truck speeding down Seneca Street 
away from ffty police cars, that would be out of character for sure.

Instead of the action packed life of the Will Robinson in my head, I'm living the docile 
routine of an equipment rental worker. Downstairs in Riverbrook College's communications 
school dwells millions of dollars worth of audiovisual equipment, all for students to take out 
and make masterpieces with for virtually free. This is free only, of course, if the students don't 
break anything, lose anything, give the employees a hard time, or just generally being 
douchebags. I have been known to charge people for taking too long while handing the 
equipment back over the counter. I like to strike fear into the hearts of my customers. 

Today I'm half-heartedly listening to a freshman bitch wailing over my attempts to take 
her ID. “It was a mistake!” she spits at me. Her face is red, like her hair – probably like her 
lady parts too, if it's that time of the month – and her nose is runny with denial. “I really don't 
know what happened with the camera, I swear! One minute it was fne and the next it was 
spewing my flm everywhere! How am I supposed to know what's wrong with it?”

I take my head out of my hands and stare this red-headed broad in the face. “Listen, 
chica,” I say to her, “if you want to stand here for the rest of my shift and piss off the rest of 
the people in this room, I can always charge you more than the required ffteen grand.” Then 
I get up and get in close to her; so much so that she steps back from my sudden presence. 
“Or, in case you're too dimwitted to understand that, that's ffteen thousand dollars. That's a 
third of your tuition. That's two thousand perm jobs you could get in your life. That's as much 
as the rich man who hired you on the street was willing to pay. And while you were busy 
blowing his smelly dick, you knelt on the camera thereby breaking the magazine. Karma's a 
bitch, ain't it?”

Needless to say, she runs out of the cage crying. I don't get paid to be people's  
handkerchief or their babysitter, I think. I get paid to make sadness a reality. As I smile over 
this thought, Monica walks up to the counter while craning her head to get a look at the 
depressed debutante.

“Is that your doing?” she mutters under her breath.
I nod and squint my eyes. “Do I kill 'em, or do I kill 'em?”
She laughs, but with a high pitched and piercing tone. It's like listening to a witch 

without the saggy boobs. She grabs my collar and pulls me in close to her. “I am hornier 
than a rhinoceros in heat,” she breathes. “Class today was so boring that I actually did a loop 
and got aroused by the boredom. I need sex, and I need it now.”

“Honey,” I say, “I would love to bend you over this counter and plow you like a corn 
feld, but I'm working.” I am trying to keep a straight face even though she is biting her lower 
lip. The lower lip bite is one of those evil gestures she has mastered to make me vulnerable 
to her advanced. That, I should say, and fashing me at random times in private. Never 
before have I been so injured by a pair of breasts than the time I fell down the stairs because 
of them. I couldn't leave bed for days due to the pain; but as much as you're right about it 
sucking, it really wasn't all that bad.

I turn to my co-worker, JP. A little man with a beard, he is inspecting a lavalier 



microphone with great attention. “Oy, JP!” I shout. “I'll be gone for just a bit; there's been, 
ah, a death. Yeah, a death in her family.” Monica begins to feign tears and buries her head in 
her hands. Truly, she is an actress. “Her grandfather fnally kicked the bucket after two years 
of mad cow disease. He had it coming, but still.”

He waves us away without a word, still meticulously eyeing the connection of the 
microphone. I jump over the counter and run off hand in hand with Monica, who is still 
sobbing all the way out of the cage. People turn their heads as we turn the corner of the hall.

“Oh my God, you're a genius,” she says, dropping the sad face.
“Listen, I'm an improvisor. What can I say?” I stop her in the hallway and kiss her. She 

returns it with gusto; now I know that she's not faking.
“You know,” she murmurs while raising an eyebrow, “death really turns me on.”
“I know that you're being sarcastic,” I say to her.
“Doesn't mean I'm not randy.”
“Wasn't there a song about that in the sixties?”
“Shut up.”
She pushes me into the Ready Cam room and pounces. The Ready Cam room is just a 

small area with a stool and a video camera used for the evening news; it otherwise serves no 
purpose. For now, however, it will make do as our fuck pad on matter how uncomfortable the 
wooden stool is for either of us. 

Let us now divulge into the certain laws of sex. These laws were formed several 
hundreds of years ago by a French man named Lazarus Smuth, from which the word “smut” 
comes from. Lazarus was considered a genius in his time – honored by men and more than 
honored by ladies – and studied in great detail the art and logistics of intercourse. The 
reason you may not have heard of him was because Louis XIV got very jealous and cut off 
both of his heads, his upper one and his lower one. The cover-up that followed made all 
traces of Lazarus invisible, and no one knows his name today; however, some of his followers 
had saved copies of his works and smuggled them into England. They're still very 
underground ideas; only the lucky few are educated in the ways of Lazarus. You should be so 
honored to know me.

The frst law that Lazarus wrote is the Theory of Relative Disrobing Time. This law 
states thus: “Let X be the amount of time during which the two lovers remove their clothes. X 
is therefore inversely proportionate to the passion which both parties shall incur.” Knowing 
the importance of this law, Monica and I have got the practice down so well that it's almost a 
science. Within thirty seconds of pressing her up against a wall, all of our clothes seem to 
have melted off. This is no joke; my feet are splashing around in the remains of her jeggings.

The second law that Lazarus found is: “Foreplay falls on a quadratic curve; too little or 
too much will yield less pleasure.” This statement is the Quadratic Equation of Foreplay. 
Knowing this law, Monica and I don't waste any time. A bit of hands and fngers, a little 
twiddling with the tongue, and that's it. We don't want to start falling off the peak of the 
curve.

The third law of Lazarus was actually adapted by the author Chuck Palahniuk for his 
book Fight Club. A lot of fans of his think that he created the rule “Fights will go on as long 
as they have to.” This is a lie; Lazarus's original version is really the basis. The third law, the 
Law of Length of Intercourse, states: “Sex will occur for as long as it must.” This sounds 
somewhat obvious; but having studied Lazarus's works in the restricted section of the library, 
I can tell you that a lot of mathematical and sociological work went into discerning this law. 
Monica and I are full followers of this law as well; and wanting the most out of the law, we 



waste no time in getting started.
Might I take the time to say that we are not quiet lovers? Two sayings could easily 

defne our sex lives. The frst is another law of Lazarus called the Sound/Passion Ratio, which 
states that the loudness of the lovers' voices is equally proportionate to passion shared 
between them. The second is an old adage: “Nerds fuck harder.” You should have heard us 
last weekend after having a Pokémon link battle. My Onix wrecked her Tangela in battle; and 
we soon after replicated the event in bed. It got so loud that her next door neighbor, Chris, 
came over afterwards to see if she was okay.

“Jesus Christ, Will,” he bellowed. “Do I have to call the police on you?”
“Chris, relax,” Monica spat at him. “You know Will wouldn't do that.”
Chris shrugs. “Eh, you're right. He's a pussy, anyway.”
“Hey Chris!” I shout. “Who's still a virgin?”
“Fuck you.”
“That's what I thought.”
Getting back to today's events: It's a zoo in the Ready Cam room. Monica is a 

monkey screeching through the bars of the cage at me, the cheetah, plowing into her faster 
than I can run. I can't even believe that people in the studios haven't rushed out to fnd us 
yet. I'm going deaf from her throes of passion; her deep girl voice snarls and screeches, 
reminding me that she could be the screamer if the band ever decided to do an emo song. 
Building up to the climax, we both make a sound ascending in pitch like the Deep Throat – 
ah, exuse me – Deep Note sound on a THX movie. I look into her eyes; they're ferocious. A 
man much weaker than I would cower in fear. But I have the experience; I fear nothing.

Critical mass has been reached. Release the Kraken now.
The room engulfs in fames as Monica's back arches with maximum ecstasy. The roof 

of the communications school caves in and crushes everyone who isn't named Will Robinson 
or Monica Marrows. Fissures appear in the ground throughout the campus and swallow 
everyone in their way into a fery pit of lava. Rockets appear from our small surviving piece of 
earth and shoot the two of us up into space, where aliens shoot off freworks and sparklers 
and throw confetti at us. When she fnally relaxes, she shoots me eyes refecting the stars; 
literally, they're starry eyes. We kiss as we return to the surface, through the roof of the 
rebuilt communications school, and back into the Ready Cam room. She lands back on the 
stool with a little bump.

A quick addendum: Lazarus wrote another law called the Post-Coital Statement 
Quandary, which states: “The moment immediately following intercourse will be one of 
awkwardness; in this case, one of the parties will say something awkward to fll the void.”

“That was incredible,” Monica whispers, breathing in my ear.
“Yeah,” I answer.
We stay like that for a while in complete silence. Remember, we follow the laws hard.
“We should probably get you back to work,” she says.
“Yeah,” I repeat. 
We get off of each other and proceed to hand each other our respective articles of 

clothing. Isn't it funny how most couples don't help each other get dressed after sex, but tear 
each other's clothes off beforehand? I'll never understand what it is about sex that turns 
people selfsh for the time it takes them to get dressed. Seriously, guys; if a girl's bra is on 
your side of the bed, don't make her walk over to get it. For real, it's a peeve of mine.

Once we're decent looking once again, we peek out from the Ready Cam room and 
check to make sure no one is in the hall. Nothing is worse than getting caught leaving a 



room with your partner, because that defnitely means something. Seeing no one, Monica 
and I leave the room hand in hand and head back toward the cage. As we reach the frst 
door, what I notice makes my heart sink into my knees.

“Oh God.”
“What?”
I point into the cage. “Just look.”
She does, and she immediately comes to a halt. “Oh God,” she echoes.
There, flling up the rental center, stand all of my fellow employees smiling and 

applauding us. Monica and I go into the cage with confused looks on our faces. “How did 
you guys even guess?” I ask.

“Simple,” says Jamie, a senior. “We were flming a show and couldn't go on what with 
you two screaming. The mikes in the studio were picking it up.”

“Oh.” I forgot that they could do that.
“Also, there's a camera in the Ready Cam room,” she adds. “Or did you forget that?”
I also forgot that they could do that.
“Wait,” Monica snaps, breaking off from me and stepping up to Jamie. “If there's a 

camera in the Ready Cam room, then who was watching to know that we were in there?”
Jamie retaliates, uneducated in the ways of dealing with Monica Marrows. “Yeah, 

you're not even a Comm student. You shouldn't be in the labs anyway. If anyone sees you in 
there without clearance again, you're not going to be allowed in the building for the rest of 
the semester.”

As Monica lunges for her throat, I think about when Monica and I were just becoming 
friends. It was during recess in third grade; and her, her brother Lee, and I were all playing 
some make-believe game around the playground. At some point during our little game, 
Monica pretended to die in a way where only “true love's frst kiss” would save her. I, of 
course, was her white knight in shining armor, and knelt down to give her a kiss on the cheek. 

Of course, her brother yelled out “Hey everyone! Look at Will and Monica kissing!” 
This, as you can guess, was met with much taunting by the rest of the kids on the 
playground. In third grade, kissing is apparently taboo and equivalent to fashing your 
privates on the streets of New York City. My face turned beet red; Monica, however, paid no 
mind to the haters. She simply got up, brushed off her shirt, and proceeded to pummel the 
crap out of her brother. No one decided to mess with us after that day; and any boy stupid 
enough to try to kiss her just to watch her fght again became her victim. 

Now here's that same memory again; except that this Monica has boobs, and she's 
bashing the face of the lead member of the news team in. Blood is, once again, streaming 
across the foor from Jamie's nose and mouth. Every time she tries to scream, red bubbles 
form at the corners of her lips. People around her are crying and shouting and calling on 
Monica to get off. And I don't do anything; if there's one thing that I learned, it's never to 
interrupt the lioness during the hunt no matter how much the cubs tell you to pull her away.

Monica freezes her fst in the air. She looks down at the carnage that she's caused, 
then up at the faces of the horrifed. It's Adrian, part two. She starts gagging on her own 
remorse as Jamie croaks a curse in her direction through broken teeth. I take a step towards 
her; but not before she stumbles up and away from the damage, running out of the cage 
without any destination.

Now everyone's looking at me, as if I'm her guardian angel. They're waiting for me to 
do the right thing. They are waiting for me to pick up the phone, call 911 for Jamie, and call 
the police on Monica. Frankly, I don't blame them; it would be the correct thing to do in any 



regular situation. 
Unfortunately, this isn't my problem. I run without a word spoken to the others. They 

can just as easily pick up the phone themselves.

I fnd Monica leaning up against a wall near the loading dock. I know a blotchy face 
that's pretty when I see one. I don't say a word; I go up to her and stretch out my hand. She 
slaps it away like a dragonfy.

“Don't touch me,” she mumbles through her tears. “I'm afraid that I'll kill you.”
“Monica, you're not a killer,” I say, but not before she stomps the ground in protest.
“But I am!” she shouts. “I am a killer, Will! You saw what -- you saw what I did to her – 

to Adrian – they're bleeding! They could be in the hospital for weeks -- and it's all my fault – 
and I can't control it – and I can't be around people if all I do is hurt them! Wh-- they'll take 
me away and that'll be for the best, won't it? They'll lock me away, and I'll never have to hurt 
anyone again--”

I've never hit a girl before; but I have to say that it's an effective way to calm them 
down and should only be used for such an emergency measure. My hand is on the other side 
of her face before I realize that I've slapped her. She holds her cheek and looks at me in 
shock. “You hit me,” she mutters.

“I hit you,” I echo.
“...Why?”
“You're rubbing off on me, I think.”
This doesn't help her at all. She relapses into a ft of crying.
“Monica, listen!” I shout, grabbing her face and forcing her to look at me. “Yes, you're 

a loose cannon. Yes, you have the ability to kill. There isn't a day that goes by where I'm not 
scared that you're going to do something rash. I'm always watching my back around you; 
what I say, what I do, everything. I've adapted my life to work for you when it needs to. Do 
you know why, Monica?” I move my hands to her shoulders. “Because I love you. I truly love 
you no matter what happens with you. Whether you have the biggest smile on your face or 
are beating the shit out of some chick, I won't ever stop being on your side because I know 
that you're doing it because it's right. That's what I love about you; you fght for what's right, 
and you fght hard.”

She sniffes and rubs her nose with her fngers. “I hardly think – that beating up a girl 
for giving me a little attitude – is fghting for what's right.”

“Eh, she deserved it anyway,” I say, making Monica crack a teary smile. “I'll get you 
the help that you want, Monica. But I don't ever want you to turn away from being the 
passionate Monica Marrows that I've come to know so well. Can you try that for me?”

A hard kiss on the mouth is answer enough for me. Sounds from the end of the hall 
disconnect us as her eyes snap to their direction. Men in blue are running full speed ahead at 
two hundred pounds per step towards us. They have tasers and guns and belts with every 
handy tool you can name stuffed into them. Their faces don't look too happy as they charge 
toward us. “Ma'am, step away from the student!” one of the offcers shouts. The ma'am 
stares back at me; I respond by stepping in front of her and spreading out my arms. One of 
the public safety offcers, a red head who looks as if his buttons are about to burst, steps 
forward; another offcer, black in more ways than one, holds back.

“Sir, please move away from the girl,” the ginger offcer orders.



I hold my ground, my face unchanging; my real emotion is cowering in a corner of my 
psyche peeing its pants. “You can't touch me or her, you know. Public safety offcers can't 
touch students. It's against campus policy.” Then I turn and whisper to Monica, who is hiding 
behind me with her back to mine: 

“Run.”
She takes off for the back door, but not before the black offcer takes off towards her. 

Meanwhile, the ginger pulls out his taser and pushes the red button on the front. Being 
tased isn't nearly as prickly as I expected it to be; instead, it feels like a giant pair of hands 
forcing my body to crumple to the ground like crushed tin foil. My throat closes up and 
opens involuntarily. “You – can't – do – this!” I choke as I try to force the words out.

“This isn't a matter of college safety, sir,” the ginger barks. “This is a matter of the law 
and we must do whatever we can to uphold it.”

“Where'd – you – learn that?” I gasp as the air still fails to fow through my vocal 
chords. “The – same place – where they teach you – how to – manhandle women?”

From behind me, screaming. Monica is putting up a fght as the black public safety 
offcer tugs at her hair and holds her hands together below her waist. His hand is close to her 
ass; his pointer fnger is extended. He is poking her in the ass as he apprehends her. The 
normal male reaction to another male messing with your mate is to make loud noises. She 
shrieks my name as they cart her off toward the exit; I make unintelligible groaning noises. 
But before I can regain the vocal capacity to call her name, she is out the door and moving 
away from the communications school in a police car.
November 16, 2010 – Robbie

You may be wondering what I'm doing in handcuffs in the holding area of the public 
safety building. I'll give you a hint, or an answer even; possession. Yes, kids: I was arrested for 
possession of a controlled substance which hurt nobody, not even my own poor self. The last 
time I remember weed ever causing someone harm was when Kimmy McDuff thought that 
she could walk on air after smoking seven joints. This caused her to fall off of the Glenrock 
bridge; and though we felt sorry for her at the time, she had been kind of idiotic. 
Moderation, kids. It's all about moderation. Tell your legislators this when they try to ban 
Four Loko.

Now I'm sitting here like a caged rat wanting nothing more than to bang on my drums 
or perhaps Lexi. I look at the public safety deputy sitting in a booth on the other side of the 
room. He has a bit of stubble around his chin that blends in with his blonde sideburns. He is 
balding in the front, but the back of his hair is tied neatly into a set of dreadlocks. Behold, I 
say to myself, the mullocks. 

“Is there something wrong?” he says, noticing my eyes.
I shake my head. “No sir, nothing at all,” I reply in a tone that bleeds condenscension. 

“I just wonder – if you don't mind asking – what is my crime by possession a little bit of 
grass?”

He leans out of the booth window and squints an eyebrow at me. “You stupid, kid?” 
he asks. “It's against the law. To have marijuana on your person is a crime according to the 
law. You know the law?”

“I know the law well,” I answer with a smile. “I'm just wondering why it's a crime for a 
person to have something that causes himself to feel better if it doesn't hurt anyone else. To 
be honest, if anyone had died or gone into shock because of my highness, I'd take myself 
in.”



The deputy sighs and calls me over. I shuffe to his booth with my hands still shackled 
in front of me. “To tell you the truth, kid,” he whispers, “I don't like arresting potheads like 
you guys, you know? It's a shame that's the law; but it's what's gotta be done sometimes. 
Have to make an example out of someone just to look good in front of the boss.”

“Well then,” I whisper, “it's a honor to be chosen as your example, I guess.” The 
deputy smiles and gives a bit of a chuckle. “Listen,” I ask, “if you don't mind answering, what 
do you guys do with all of the weed you confscate from kids around campus?”

The deputy peeks his head out of the booth window and looks left and right. Then he 
walks around a wall, opens a door, and ushers me into a hallway. He leads me a couple of 
doors down until we reach a warm room with nothing but a large safe. “You have to promise 
never to tell anyone about this,” he whispers. “Otherwise, I will keep you in the kitchen's 
meat locker for the rest of your college career and take you out whenever shit needs 
cleaning up in the ladies' bathroom. You don't know thems ladies' shits; they can be nastier 
than the mens. Understand, kid?”

I try to nod, but instead end up doing something more like a shiver with my head. I 
don't want to think about feminine feces any time of day if I can help it. The deputy bends 
down and opens up the safe, dialing in the combination 03-23-19-9-1. The door swings open 
and a beautiful smell wafts out. There, in the safe, lie storage bags flled with fresh bud of all 
varieties. A few pre-rolled joints fall out of the safe, causing the deputy to scramble to force 
them back in. “See, it's handy to have around when things get plenty stressful. Stupid kids 
walking around the campus double-fsting Lokos? Take a joint. Wife asking you when you'll 
be home from work? Take a joint. Girls calling the blue light just because it's too damn cold 
outside to walk back and they want a free ride from us? Take a joint; and if you're in a real 
evil mood, take them over a desk. Eh?”

I'd congratulate him on his sick humor, but the odor and glistening sight of so much 
weed is distracting. These guys could become suppliers for the entire campus if they wanted 
to. This is a great marketing ploy being wasted! Want to lower the cost of tuition? Buy an 
eighth off of public safety offcers for seventy fve bucks and get an extra gram free! I can't 
see the logic in them just keeping all the goods in a community where pot is like everyone's 
secret friend. No one wants to admit that they hang out with pot, unless they hang out with 
pot together. 

The offcer closes the safe and inhales deeply. “Ah, nothing like the stuff. Well, you've 
seen what you wanted to see. Back to the front with you.” I follow him out of the room 
without reluctance.

“What's your name?” I ask the offcer.
“Lou,” he says. 
“Nice to meet you, Lou. You know, I have got quite the offer for you--”
I never get the offer out though, because among reentering the waiting room I see 

Monica being dragged in by the scruff of her neck by two offcers. She is kicking and 
screaming and begging to be let go; all the while the offcers bookending her are struggling 
to keep their grip on her shirt. Her hands are cuffed like mine. I make out a bit of what 
they're saying: “Extremely violent... took down two other chicks in the course of about a 
week... yeah, festy one she is... probably best to turn her over to the authorities...”

“You fucks!” she screams at them in a voice that sounds much like babies dying. “I 
need help, not this kind of shit! I don't need a cell, what are you trying to prove--”

The crack seems to echo throughout the room as the back of the black offcer's hand 
leaves a nasty mark on her cheek. Her voice gives way to sniffing. “You are a menace to 



society, princess,” the black offcer sneers. “Campus doesn't need no belligerents like you 
running about. You'll stay here until the proper authorities can deal with you, hear?”  They 
throw her onto a chair and leave her leaning over it. She struggles to turn herself over to sit.

“You know her?” Lou asks me, noticing the wide eyes on my face.
I nod my head. “A bit, yeah.” The offcers leave the room; I walk over to my cousin 

with my hands still at my groin. “Monica, what the hell are you doing here? Authorities, I 
heard? What's going on?”

She sniffes and gasps for air. “I cracked again,” she says between tears. “I got 
provoked and couldn't help it and ended up beating someone else to a pulp. I don't know 
why I can't control it, Robbie. Will said that it's because I'm passionate – and I am – but I  
don't think passion ever involved hurting other people so badly that they bleed.”

“Well sure,” I chime with a smile forming on my lips. “A lot of people have shown how 
deeply they care for something by hurting others. Why; take Hitler for example, or 
Voldemort--”

Not a big help, Robbie. “You're comparing me to a drug-infused maniac who killed 
Jews and a wizard who killed everyone?” she cries, wheezing with tears. “God, what if that's 
what I become? What if I just up and kill anyone because I know that I can? I don't want to 
have that much power, Robbie--”

“Monica, stop talking like that--”
“No, Robbie! I don't want to – I would – I'd rather die than become a monster!”
Slapping seems to work with my cousin, so I draw my hand back and suspend it in the 

air for a few seconds. She cringes and hides her face. “Listen to me,” I whisper, keeping my 
hand in the air. “Listen very carefully, because I have had to deal with suicidal teenage girls 
on a daily basis before; and I think I have a good idea of what I'm talking about.”

“You are not a monster, Monica. You may be a monster in Gaga terms, and you may 
be a monster in bed; but I wouldn't know anything about that. That would be Will's territory. 
But as far as my knowledge is concerned, you are a bright young woman with her own 
thoughts and emotions. You don't let anything stand in your way. And though you may be 
harsh because of that, you never hit anyone without a reason. That's what I see separates you 
from the killers, Monica. You have a valid reason for fghting. You fght for justice.”

“If you want to kill yourself and prevent anyone else from getting hurt, then go ahead. 
But you'd only become your own victim. And that would be the worst thing, wouldn't it? 
Knowing that you're a victim of your own self-acclaimed monstrosity would just about be the 
worst thing for your conscious. Or your spirit's conscious.” 

I lower my palm, thinking hard about my words. “You know, because you'd be dead 
and stuff. I mean, I guess if you can be conscious while you're dead, then that would be the 
worst thing, but--”

“Robbie, I get it,” Monica snaps, her voice still wavery from the crying. “Stop before 
you hurt yourself.”

My palm goes to my pocket. “Nice to know that your sense of humor isn't damaged, 
at least. Look, Lexi's therapist is really good and is coming over today to help her out. If I ask 
her to set you up with an appointment, would you take it?”

“Yes,” she answers, in a tone which makes the offcers turn their heads. “I need that 
appointment. God, Robbie; if you could set that up for me, I-- I don't know how I could 
repay you. I'd do anything to get help.”

“Anything?” I say, forming a creepy smile on my lips.
Her eyes turn into little slits. “Robbie, I'm your cousin.”



“Oh,” I mutter. “Fuck.”

Will came to break us out of holding. I don't know how he managed to reason with 
the offcers, considering that he is half the height and weight of most of them. Perhaps it had 
to do with painting his Nerf gun black and holding it to his head. As burly and frightening as 
those offcers are, they sure do have an infated sense of compassion towards the suicidal. As 
they were tending to his faux self sacrfce, Monica and I snuck out of the door. He met us 
soon after the offcers “calmed him down.” Apparently, calming down the suicidal involves 
getting plenty of free Dum-Dums.

Now we are in the car on our way to the Commons. “You know,” Will says, sucking on 
a chocolate favored Dum Dum, “the next time Mom calls, I can tell her that I'm now dating a 
convict guilty of assault.”

“Heh, won't that kill her!” Monica snickers. She starts to imitate Mrs. Robinson: 
“William, what were you thinking when you met that girl – she's a fakakta crazy bitch, I can't 
imagine what you must feel like -- honey, let me make you some cookies to calm you down – 
does she beat you, I'll kill her if she's beaten you...”

“Even though she's treated you like family since childhood,” Will says. “Honestly, any 
time someone crosses one of our family, she goes on our blacklist within seconds. Poor 
Mom; the list must be about her height by now.”

“Could be worse,” I chime in. “Could grow to be as tall as your dad.”
We all laugh as Will pulls into the parking garage on Seneca Street. We descend the 

stairs and walk through the alley to the strip of stores. Through the bookstore we go, waving 
hi to Tom as we head up to the third foor; and then through the storage room to the hallway, 
where strange noises echo off the walls.

“What the hell's that?” Will whispers, listening. The sound is high-pitched and jarring, 
like an alarm clock that's been put through a voice changer. It starts and stops like someone 
talking, but the words are too muffed to make out.

Monica sticks her ear out. “It sounds like it's coming from the room. Oh God, what if 
that's Lex?”

My heart stops for a moment and explodes out of my chest. If that's Lexi screaming in 
the room there – and Paul's in the room today too, I remember – then I don't know what I'm 
supposed to do. I want to run in there and start breaking heads. No, I'm supposed to keep 
my cool. I want Monica to run in there and start breaking heads; but she's decided to 
become all pacifst for a good while. And Will won't have the balls to do any head breaking. 
Skull cracking, maybe; but no head breaking. 

The silence between us makes the voices clearer. “You're alright, Lexi – there's 
absolutely nothing wrong--”

“No, there is! She's still here and she's trying to make me do things that I don't wanna 
do – I want to run away, Paul, I do--”

“Listen! Listen, Lexi -- you can't do this to yourself anymore, you have to face what you 
are--”

“I'm the daughter of a whore, Paul, not a whore--”
Jesus Christ, if I never feel so much suspense in my life again I'll be a happy man. I 

stomp to the door, escaping Will and Monica's hands trying to pull me back, and deliver a 
kick to the knob which sends the door crashing to the ground--



“WHO'S A WHORE?” I bellow, sending a glass clattering to the foor in the kitchen.
Lexi is kneeling on the ground with her hands cupped in front of her face. Her glasses 

are misty with tears; her bottom lip is quivering and she has a nasty cut across her forehead. 
Meanwhile, Paul is standing above her like the Leaning Tower of Pisa and holding his hands 
at his crotch. My mind is racing with hundreds of different possibilities. Their eyes are boring 
holes directly into mine. My breath has decided to go on vacation and vomit is taking its 
place. I really do feel sicker than ever. I look down at the rug before I can say anything 
stupid.

“No,” I mutter. “You're gay, I know that. You like penises, right. You're not – you're not 
gonna ask my girlfriend for sexual favors, no. You're not going to take off your pants and 
make her suck you off, no. Please tell me I'm right about that. Please tell me she's not going 
to suck you off.” In a single move I glide across the room and grab Paul's shirt collar. Lexi 
screams as I pull him towards me. “Tell me you're not going to make her suck you off!”

“No one says 'suck you off' anymore, Robbie,” Will says from the doorway.
“Robbie, wait!” Lexi gasps, rising to her feet. “Paul was only helping me--”
“--get off some sexual steam, I bet,” I growl, fnishing her sentence.
“Robbie!” she shouts.
“Listen, I would never make my clients do anything like that,” Paul says, without any 

hint of nervousness in his voice. “Unless, of course, they're tall and just a little bit wiry... red 
hair... perhaps with a liking to Queen...”

It becomes clear to me that there's no funny business happening around here. “All 
right,” I mutter, getting off of Paul. “All right, I'm sorry. I – I overreacted when the one thing I 
should be doing is helping people who overreact. Speaking of which...” I wave my hand 
toward Monica, who has entered the room. “Paul, this is Monica; Monica, Dr. Paul Bailey.”

“Hello,” she says, holding out her hand to shake his. “Nice to fnally meet you.”
He takes her hand. “The pleasure is all mine.” Then he kisses it.
Will – in all the years that I've known him – has never been so keen on pouncing a 

brother. He falls Paul like a lumberjack hacking down a pine tree. “Never,” he breathes, “lay 
your lips on her hand again, you understand?”

“William!” Monica shouts, hitting him in the shoulder. “What the hell did you do that 
for?”

“Nothing – I don't know --” he stammers as he rubs his shoulder. “Again, I think you 
might be rubbing off on me or something of the sort.”

Paul gets up and brushes off his shoulder. “What's this?” he asks. “Rubbing off? 
Punching? Am I missing some memo here?”

Monica looks to Will to tell him, only to be met with eyes pointing in the therapist's 
direction. “I've got a problem,” she starts, at which Will rolls his eyes. “I'm a bit violent, I 
guess you'd say. I'm afraid that someday I won't be able to control it.”

“Oh, now wait a minute,” Lexi interrupts, wiping the last tear from her eyes. “You can't 
just start throwing your problems on him. Besides, I found him frst; I need the help most, 
after all.”

“True,” Monica says shortly, “but your problems don't include nearly killing people.”
“Except myself, you know,” Lexi adds with a sneer. “It's not like suicide isn't a form of 

killing, right?”
“Lexi...”
Lexi's eyes grow big as she looks at Monica; a frown of understanding is on her face. 

“Oh God, Monica – you're not serious --”



“Oh come on, Lexi,” Will chimes from the door. “You can't expect that you're the only 
one in this room who's thought of killing themselves. We've all probably thought about it at 
least once.”

“Not me,” I say.
“Yes, you must have,” Will answers.
“Okay, once,” I admit. “But it was off of a cliff on a motorcycle. Fireworks were shoved 

in my crotch as I few off, and I was shot at by girls with big tits holding famethrowers. 
Happy?”

“Robbie, please,” Lexi begs. “Be serious here.”
“I'm done being serious!” I shout, stamping my foot like a child. “Jesus, I feel like I 

haven't had any fun around any of you since forever! Every time we meet up it's like, 'Oh, my 
problems' or 'Life sucks' or 'Gee, I wish I wasn't so depressed!” I just want us all to have a 
good time with our lives and not worry about shit so much all the time! Stop defeating 
yourselves and-- and do something! Be who you are and all that! You know what I'm talking 
about?”

They all stare at me like I have PENIS written in big letters across my forehead. “No,” 
Will answers. “We really don't.”

“Will, come on,” I say, going over and grabbing his shoulders. “We could do great 
things right now instead of worrying about these two. We could go to a strip club. You know 
what? Let's go to a strip club. Let's go and let's fnd some ladies who don't have anything to 
worry about. Let these two sort out their issues once and for all and let's us have a good old 
time. What do you say?” I pull out my wallet and show him wads of twenty dollar bills. 
“Come on – it'll be on me.”

“How did you get all of this?” he asks.
“Parents are awesome.”
“Oh.”
“So that's it, then?” Monica pipes from the center of the room. “You two are just 

going to leave us here and gallavant to a strip club with your dicks out?”
“What about you?” I say, clamping a hand over Will's mouth before he can protest 

against me. “Listen – you've got problems. Lexi's got problems. We're going to leave you 
two – sorry, Paul – three to sort your issues out. We'll be out of your way and you can vent 
and heal for as long as you need. In the meantime, Will and I will be having a good old time 
like in days of old. When we come back, we want to see our girls bright and squeaky clean. 
You'll deal with your problems and then you'll know how to master them. I want you to 
promise me that. Promise?” 

I hold out a pinky. Monica and Lexi are reluctant to stick out their own and hook it with 
mine, but they do. “Great. We'll be back later. Come on, Will.”

It takes a moment, but I eventually get him away from staring into his girlfriend's 
pleading eyes. It may take a few rounds of strange breasts; but I feel like that's all he'll need 
to tear away from his problems. Unfortunately, breasts won't work for Monica or Lexi. 
Besides, I don't have enough money for a party of four.



Lovely Ladies Waiting For A Bite

Will

Kumas Charmers is a seedy looking gentleman's club from the outside. It's located on 
the side of Route 79 and comes complete with a dirty blue exterior, an unpaved parking lot, 
and a sign which threatens to lose power at any given moment. You'd think by the looks of 
this that it would be Rape City USA. I've heard, however, that Rape City is actually located in 
Minnesota. Don't ask me how I know this; but it involves getting lost in the Mall of America 
and suddenly fnding myself twenty feet below sea level. Again, don't ask.

Inside the club, however, one gets the feeling of a high-class joint in the middle of a 
big city. Lush rugs, soothing lights, polished poles; every detail of the club is ft to the 
highest standards for men. The color scheme is a pleasant red – sensual, oh yes – and every 
piece of furniture is made from the sleekest wood and the most comfortable fabric you could 
rest a smooth female bottom on. I swear to you, it's like the strip club of pornos; or perhaps 
a fourteen year old's wet dream.

But let's not forget the most important part – oh no! The ladies are beyond the fnest 
in terms of physicality. Their faces are the perfect ratio; their eyes are the distance away from 
their nose that it should be, and their lips are the right width. Their height is proportionate to 
their weight, which varies between tastefully skinny and tastefully hefty. Their muscular 
structure in either case is healthy; they are ft, but not ripped. Their hair is groomed and 
gleaming in the lights, whether curly or straight. A man hungry for physical perfection would 
look upon these women of sexual valor and imagine that they were dolls. Am I better than 
that, you ask? Notice the details that I left out. Now you answer that question.

“Damn,” says Robbie, “look at the tits on that one!”
I nudge the weaker man as I grip my singles in my hand. The stripper on the pole, 

whose name according to the club manager is Stormy, tosses her fringed top to the wayside 
as she gyrates her hips to the rhythm of Santana's guitar. Robbie's tongue is hanging out of 
his mouth like a dog eyeing a bone. His leg is twitching up and down as he follows her hip 
movements. She stares him in the face and glides over to him.

“You like these?” she asks, her voice as sultry as butter wearing a thong.
Robbie nods as though he has become a bobblehead. He takes a single and mashes it 

into her garter, at which point she takes his entire head and shoves it in between her massive 
chest mounds. He rubs his face back in forth in them, making a motorboat sound as she 
giggles. The sight could make a man jealous; that is, a man who wasn't worried about his 
own chest mounds miles away at home. Suffce it to say that I was not in the mood for 
cavorting with a  strange lady's breasts. But Robbie was paying, and I'd love to run my 
perverted friend out of his unearned cash.

“Your turn next, sweetheart?” Stormy purrs as she swings her bludgers my way.
I sigh, patting my leg in defeat. “Sure,” I mutter, and slip a dollar in her garter. She 

takes it and rubs it against her panties, then grabs my head from the back and sticks it into 
her cleavage. I try to motorboat as best as I can; but even the guy at the far end of the 
catwalk could tell that I just wasn't into it. Stormy pushes me away, gives a shrug, and slinks 
back to the pole.

“Bro, what was that?” Robbie snarls. “That was a worse motorboat than the sinking of 
the Titanic. Get both your heads in the game!”

I shake my head. “Look – I can't. This just doesn't feel right. Monica and Lexi are back 



at home all worried and it's getting me all worked up. But I want you to have a good time, so 
don't let me get you down.”

“Listen, forget about them!” Robbie whispers, not taking his eyes off of Stormy who is 
teasing her clients with her thong strap. “They're being whiny little bitches right now and just 
need some time to rethink their lives. Meanwhile, let's make this feel right for you.” He 
scopes the room and settles his eyes on a morsel. “Aha! There's one you'd like; probably 
twenty, straight brown hair, a little cushion for the pushing – in more ways than one, that is...” 

I look over at the girl he's referring to. True, she's beautiful; I can always count on 
Robbie to know attractive women. Ah hell, if he's going to go out of his way to fnd me a 
lovely lady, then I suppose I'll go along with it. But before I can muster up the strength to 
waltz over to propose a meeting with her, he whistles at her and the other stripper she's 
talking to. Their heads snap toward us and they sashay toward us with their hips swinging 
this way and that.

“Robbie, are you crazy?” I rasp at him. “I'm perfectly capable of doing things by 
myself, you know.”

“And that's why you have me around,” he replies; “to prove you wrong.” As the girls 
reach our chair, he says, “Hey there, good lookings. My friend here needs a bit of a fx. 
Which one of you here wants him?”

The one he was pointing to bends down with her head hanging over the back of my 
chair. “I'll take him off your hands, sugar. What's your name, honey?”

I tell her. “Nice name, Will,” she replies. “My name's Jewels, and this here's Vanilla. 
We'll take extra good care of you two tonight, y'all hear?”

Before I can respond, sixty dollars have disappeared from my wallet and I'm on a 
couch in the back with Jewels' clothes off and her kneeling with her tongue in my ear. 
Monica's done this to me before, but it's nowhere near as forceful or intimate this time 
around. Instead it just ends up feeling uncomfortable, like a wet sausage fopping around 
inside there. Jewels can obviously tell. “What's the matter, honey? This your frst time, isn't 
it?”

“No, second,” I answer with a smirk. “Friends and I went down to Paradise Found in 
Syracuse during my senior year at high school.”

“Oh, no way!” she squeals. “I used to work there; too damn seedy though.”
I nod my head. “Agreed. That's why we didn't stay long. Actually, it was either that or 

that they got too weirded out by the idea of chicks just getting naked for you.”
“What, are they gay?” she asks, without a hint of accusation.
“Some of them,” I say, remembering the group of theatre and music students I spent 

most of my time with. “The kid you saw before was as straight as a hard dick, but there were 
a few of us who went the other way.”

“Mmm,” she responds as she slips her hand into my shirt. It tickles a bit; tickles, but 
doesn't feel like it should. Not like Monica's hand, which does a little motion with the fngers 
that triggers some kind of nerve in my – no, this isn't right at all. I can't go on with this. I draw 
to the back of the couch.

“Let me guess:” I say, adjusting my shirt, “Jewels isn't your real name.”
Her eyes get wide and she stands. “What makes you so sure all of the sudden?” 
“I'd assume,” I continue, “that anyone named Jewels is either a pop star or lying.”
She gasps and then closes her mouth tightly. She reaches for her underwear and bra 

and starts redressing. “I don't need to take this kind of shit from you,” she spits. “It's a secret 
and I'm keeping it that way. So keep your nose out of what's not yours to put it in.”



“I've just paid for half of your groceries,” I snarl. “I'd be more than obliged to 
complain to the manager and take those all away from you.”

I wouldn't dare, her eyes say. But I'm not one to hold back on my word, say mine. She 
pouts, but founces down on the couch with her arms crossed under her jugs. “You're the 
meanest person I ever met, you know.”

“Probably,” I agree, “but then again most guys aren't going to be mean to you when 
you're rubbing up on them, you know.”

“Hey, if you're so smart,” she says, “why don't you tell me what my name is? I'm sure a 
wise-ass like you would love to take a guess.”

“Tell you what your name is?” I reply. “What, you've forgotten? What are they putting 
in the water at this place?”

She gets up again and keeps her back to me. She's at her low point now; time to work 
the charm. I do hope that this works. Most people usually storm away by the time I get them 
down to the wire.

“You look like an S,” I begin.
“What?” She turns, her eyes squinting with wonder.
“An S name, or a name that begins with an S. Brown hair that's light enough to look 

colorless, a bit of a misproportionate nose on an otherwise perfect face, round just by nature 
or due to some Eastern European blood in you. Not a tattoo or mark on you, no; you're too 
good for that kind of thing...

Samantha, that's it. And your friends probably called you Sammy in grade school, a 
practice which you hated. You're probably twenty now and attending community college, 
using stripping as a pathway to pay your way through school. But it's a secret from everyone 
you know; your parents, friends, even your boyfriend. You tell them that you're making up 
the difference by working overtime at Wegmans. But of course, we both know that it's not 
just that one job you're straddling.”

I don't quite know where to go from here, but it's okay; she turns on her heel and 
looks me in the eye. There is a look on her face that no woman – not even Monica – has ever 
shot at me before. It's neither anger nor bewilderment; the best explanation for it would be a 
mixture of the two emotions. But it's not even that.

“I'm twenty-one,” she says, those being the frst words that can escape her lips. “But 
you're good.”

I smirk as she sits back down beside me again. “But I'm not just doing this for the 
money,” she explains. “There's a deeper reason.”

“Which is?”
She inhales and exhales, causing the skin on her still naked body to ripple. “I've 

always wanted to act in movies. I took this job because I heard from my cousin – who is a 
male stripper, actually – that entertainment scouts search strip clubs for girls to work in 
Hollywood. They start off as models; and then if they show promise, they move on to acting. 
I know that I can do it, too.” She pats her legs and gets very excited. “When I was a 
freshman in high school they let me be Fantine in our production of Les Miserables. This 
senior girl who wanted the part got so mad that she threatened to burn down the set. But I 
nailed it! Can you believe that? It was easily the proudest moment of my life.” She moves to 
the back of the couch again. “I kind of wish that I had stayed to get the lead parts through 
my senior year, though. Dropped out at seventeen; and they won't let you in the show once 
you do that, I suppose.”

“No, they won't,” I sigh. “Shame that you missed out, really. Being the Mysterious 



Man in my senior year presentation of Into The Woods was really amazing. I'm still in shock 
that it's over, and that was two years ago.”

She looks at me with her head cocked. “You know, I never would have pegged you as 
a theatre kid. I would have fgured that you were a philosophy major, or someone who takes 
a lot of math classes. And I was going to be like, 'Damn, what balls this nerd has walking into 
a strip club and talking shit to a chick who's dry humping him!'”

“True,” I chuckle, “but would someone with a good sense of logic start asking a 
stripper all of these sketchy questions?”

She laughs hard at this, her body shaking with delight. “God, you're right. I guess 
once you're a sketchy theatre kid, you're always a sketchy theatre kid. Must explain the 
attraction to licking strange men, I suppose.”

“Well, I haven't actually stopped being a theatre kid,” I say. “I don't know if you'd 
count being a major in television and radio 'theatrical', but I like to consider it the next 
closest thing to the stage--”

She presses herself against me, and her face is suddenly very close to my own. 
“Television? You mean, like acting? And being in front of millions of people? And 
Hollywood? Or New York?” The best way to describe her would be like a puppy who's just 
spotted the crust of a piece of pizza. “Are you training to become a director or anything? Do 
you know anyone in the industry yet? I'll literally do anything to make it in the business! 
Anything!” 

“Whoa, down girl!” I shout, trying my best not to stare at the cleavage she's 
squeezing together. “I'm just a puny sophomore yet; I have no idea who to ask or where to 
go about jobs in Hollywood. Your time and mine will come, don't you worry.” I slap her 
cheek endearingly, and she smiles.

“But let's just say,” she purrs, “that I give you some motivation to fnd something for 
me... motivation that any man would die for...” She spreads her legs and exposes herself, 
making pouty lips all the while. Robbie's head would explode at the very thought of this 
happening to him. But I stand and clear my throat. I know where my priorities lie.

“Sam – er, Jewels, whatever – you're a very charming girl, and I'm sure that you can 
get much farther in life than where you are right now. Consider me fnding you a place on the 
screen my personal favor to you free of charge. Besides, I'm not very sure that my girlfriend 
would appreciate it much if I was being paid in blowjobs that didn't come from her.” 

I pull out a pen and hold out my hand. She gives me hers and I begin to write on it. 
“Here's my number. You call or text me when you get out of work and I'll tell you when I fnd 
something. I know a few family friends who could do you some good.”

Sam stares at the number for a few seconds, as if it's written in gold ink and glowing in 
the dark. Then she looks up, her eyes misty with tears. “But what about my life here?” she 
asks. “Daddy – that's what I'm supposed to call the manager – he won't like it much if I quit.”

“Show him who's boss,” I say to here. “Look, you're your own girl. If this is what you 
really want, to have sex with random shmucks in a club, then I can't stop you. But if not, then 
you have the way out.”

She gulps down a few sobs and forces a feeble smile. “You're a peculiar man, Will,” 
she whispers. “It's not every day someone comes to a strip club to do favors for the girls 
around here.” Then she does a double take and says, “Wait; did you mention that you had a 
girlfriend back at home?”

“Yeah, I do. She needs some time to herself, I think.”
“But to come to a strip club!” she gasps.



“Listen, it wasn't my idea,” I reply. “This is all that one's fault; he made me come 
here.”

I point to “that one”, or Robbie, who has emerged from the private room across the 
hall with Vanilla pulling him by his left hand. He looks as though he's been through an 
electrical storm. His hair is sticking up on end, and his entire body is shivering down to his 
big toes. He's speaking everything but words; sounds like “hibbity-jibbity” are coming out of 
his throat. Vanilla rolls her eyes at Sam, beckoning towards his crotch. Sam lets out a giggle. 
“You know,” Vanilla tells her, “twenty minutes just ended. You should be dressed by now.”

“Give me a second,” she responds. Once Vanilla and Robbie are out of sight and 
earshot, Sam whispers to me: “What do you think about her?”

I think about Vanilla for a second, then start analyzing: “Blonde hair; thin except for a 
bit of baby fat; blue eyes; was wearing a schoolgirl outft last I saw her; short compared to 
me even; something young – she's probably eighteen – so she probably has a name popular 
from the nineties.” I give one last thought, then give my fnal answer: “Melissa?”

Sam stares at me for a few seconds before replying. “Damn, you're good.”
“Don't mention it,” I say. “Now, you mentioned that you were Fantine in Les Mis, 

right?”
“Yeah, freshman year,” she answers, pulling up her thong. “I rocked the house in that 

role.”
“Do you still remember the song she sings? I mean, if I'm going to help you try to fnd 

something better than this joint I'm going to need a reference of your abilities...”
She freezes as she holds the hooks of her bra together. “Oh God, you want me to 

sing?” she moans. “No, I couldn't – I'm out of practice – besides, I'm no good in front of 
strangers...”

I make a disapproving sound and sit back on the couch. “Listen, forget that I'm even 
here, okay? Make believe that it's your senior year of high school, and they called you back 
onto the stage to sing that song one last time. The whole crowd is waiting in front of you, 
and the piano is starting to play... your cue's coming up. This is your moment to shine.”

I don't know who made up the myth that strippers' mouths are only good for two 
things: sucking and keeping shut otherwise. The melodic sounds that come out of Sam's 
mouth are worthy of seeing that douchebag's head on a platter. Every note is spot on, every 
dynamic expressed not just correctly but with emotion as well; she might as well be on a 
Broadway stage. 

Broadway. That's it.
“Sam, I'm sorry; but this is important.” She stops as I dial up a number on my phone. 

“Jimmy? Are you awake?”
From the sounds of his voice on the other end, he wasn't. “I hate you and I hate sad 

women.”
“Listen, I know that it's highly stereotypical, but do you know anyone on Broadway? 

Or, at least, within the realm of New York's theatre district?”
Jimmy's voice suddenly perks up. “Yeah, I've got a few friends in Chelsea who do 

some off-Broadway work. What's the dealio?”
“Well, I've got a girl here – twenty, beautiful, bright – who's as talented as they come. 

She can sing like a bird and dance like a female Fred Astaire. Not only that, but she's got a 
name that'll look great on a marquee: Samantha... what is it, Sam? Oh yeah... Samantha 
McClane. Jimmy, the girl is a natural.”

Jimmy's an easy guy to sell to; if I can give him a few good reasons to like a person, 



he'll catch on to my hints. “Okay,” he says. “Why don't you have her come over tomorrow 
and we'll have a little chat. But for right now, I'm dead as a doornail and don't want to have 
to listen to anyone's voice for a very long time.” The line goes dead as Jimmy hangs up and 
probably passes out on his pillow back at home.

I put the phone back into my pocket, take a good look at Sam's hopeful face, and 
nod. “You're in show business.”

The gasp from her that follows is the loudest I can remember ever hearing. Then she 
kisses me full on the mouth before repelling in horror. “I shouldn't have done that,” she 
mutters. “Don't tell your girlfriend that I did that.”

“What's with the sudden modesty?” I ask. “You've already done much worse to me 
tonight than that. And besides, she'd kill me frst before you.” Sam begins to laugh, but 
doesn't get too far before I add: “No, I'm serious. She will actually my shed blood upon this 
ground.”



It's The End Of The World As We Know It

Will

Thanksgiving time has come around, and what a time to give thanks; everyone seated 
around the small coffee table at the Space has something to be thankful for. Monica has not 
laid a hand on anyone but me for a week straight. Lexi is beginning to come to terms with 
her inner spirit, so she announces. Robbie is thankful to have his girlfriend back (“I'd be 
broke on Kumas if I didn't!” he said, at which Lexi pushed him off of the couch.) Jimmy is 
happy to have found a steady boyfriend, as was Paul; they both had their arms around each 
other as they said this. Samantha is thankful for the friends who see her as more than a body; 
and for the audition in the City that Jimmy had found for her. Adrian is here too, thankful for 
Monica's apology and that she isn't in a hospital anymore.

“I deserved it, I know,” she says, putting cranberry Jell-O on her plate. “Being a 
pretentious hipster doesn't get you anything but pain, I suppose.”

“Pain and a taste for gritty rock music,” Monica says, smirking. “We were thumbing 
through your CDs to pick which ones to sell in case you died.”

“Gee, I'm glad you were so concerned for my belongings' welfare,” Adrian replies. 
“Pass the turkey slices, will you?”

“So this one,” Monica laughs, nudging me as I slide the plastic tub over to Adrian. 
“what are you thankful for, if anything?”

“We get to Will all the time, and he never says anything,” Robbie mentions to Sam, 
holding his sandwich in his hands. “He always says that we stole his ideas already.”

Not this year, I don't think. I have got some idea of what I want to say to everyone. I 
stand up holding my wine glass; the whole room goes quiet as their eyes follow mine. “First 
off, I...” It hits me that I didn't have anything planned. “I have to say that this is the best 
group of people you'll fnd anywhere in the world right now. There really is no more diverse 
circle of friends. Where else are you going to fnd Jews and Christians, boys and girls, 
straights and gays, strippers and doctors, all in the same room?”

“Yeah, now all we need is a black guy and we're set,” Robbie chimes.
I take a sip and continue. “True, this year we've all had our ups and downs. Most of 

them have happened within the last few weeks. But it doesn't matter in the grand scheme of 
things; because as of right now, I'd say that most of us are doing pretty well.”

A few nods of agreement follow.
“If I had to say one thing that I'm thankful for, I don't think that I could do it. Not that I 

ever do; and for that, I'm sorry.” Robbie snickers, but not after Lexi hits him in the shoulder. 
“But this year I have a different reason for not being able to say one thing. That's because I 
have too many things. It's hard for me to pick just one to share with you, and it's not as if I 
can simplify all of the reasons into one generalization.”

“I think if I were to pick one thing to say in front of all of you, it's that I'm glad I have 
you guys. You're truly the only thing – for lack of a better word – keeping me sane every day. 
Really; if I ever lose any of you, there's a clause I want in my will that says 'Please throw me in 
an asylum.'”

A few of them laugh at this. “That's it,” I say, sitting back down on the couch. “That's 
all I really have to say, I suppose. Now why doesn't somebody pass me the sweet potatoes, 
those were simply delightful the frst time around--”

With a smash, everyone jumps to their feet and looks around. Sam screams and covers 



her ears. Robbie clenches his hands into fsts and raises them in front of his face. Monica gets 
into a jujitsu stance, but stays close to me. Paul and Jimmy cling to each other and shiver. 
Lexi and Adrian stand back to back; and I take a moment to notice how much of a mirror 
image they are to each other sans their style choices.

I go to the window and look down. Outside, an old man and three others in black are 
fling in through the back door of the bookstore. Screams downstairs signify that customers 
are succumbing to some kind of brute force or terror on the lackeys' behalf. The old man 
outside looks up toward the window, taking note of the three stories. He must see my face, 
because his wrinkled eyes grow very wide and he scrambles for the door.

“Hey,” I shout, lowering my voice as I realize how loud the word is. “Any of you guys 
intimately know a guy above the age of ffty?”

No one moves a muscle. Then, Sam raises her hand feebly above her head. “What did 
he look like?” she asks, her voice dark and wavering.

“White hair,” I say, “and balding on the top. Had a mustache the same color. Kind of 
hefty; and wearing a plaid suit jacket and pants. I remember – I don't know if it was just a 
refection of the light, but I think that there was a gold ring on his fnger, a really big one.”

Her face goes blank like a powered off TV. Tears spring to her eyes and gurgling 
sounds come out of her mouth. “Sam?” I ask her, putting an arm around her. “Sam, talk to 
us. Is he familiar at all?”

“Oh my God,” she mutters. Those are her frst coherent words.
“Sam, come on,” I beg. “We don't have much time.” Footsteps are rumbling from the 

stairs.
“Oh my God,” she repeats.
Monica breaks from her stance and pushes me out of the way. “Sam!” she shouts. 

“Listen to me; if you don't want to face a most certain death, you'll tell us if you know the old 
man outside. I have ways of making you talk; so talk!” 

“Monica!” Paul shouts, his eyes wide. “Violence!”
“Worse things will happen if we don't know who he is,” Monica snaps at him. Paul 

recedes back into Jimmy's arms. “We don't know if he has a gun, or if his lackeys have guns, 
or if the invisible guy they have with them has a gun, or what.” She sees everyone staring at 
her and adds: “Either way, someone must have a gun.”

“How do we know that they have guns though, Monica?” I say.
“How do we know who the guy is?” she replies, her voice becoming more and more 

of a growl. Sam is still crying in her clutches. “How do we know anything of what's going on 
right now? We've got one option to save our asses and that's to fght back by any means 
necessary; but that's only if we don't fnd out who we're dealing with! Sam, stop crying! Tell 
us who the old man is or I swear--”

BANG.
It could have been a gunshot, it could have been a loud knock on the door; 

nevertheless, Sam screams and Monica leaps back into her fghting stance.
BANG.
Monica inches toward the door, stretching out her hand to turn the lock. Her brow is 

furrowed in bravery but her fngers shake wildly; the sight is like watching an elephant 
approaching a mousehole. The room is silent except for Sam's continued cries of “No! 
Don't--”

And then the door fies open, Monica gasps--
BANG.



This time it's a gunshot.
Monica falls to the foor grabbing her shoulder as three men in black – plus two others 

that I did not see before – run into the room holding pistols. The scream that comes out of 
Sam's mouth is bloodcurdling. Jimmy and Paul make headway for the kitchen as a shot 
whizzes their way. Lexi and Adrian cower behind the table as Robbie fings himself in their 
direction. I, however, am rooted to the spot, watching my friends become under attack, 
watching the sweet potatoes crash to the foor courtesy of a gunshot--

Then the old man comes into view through the door frame. Sam gets on her knees 
and starts spurting words that sound like apologies. He does not look her way. He only 
glances around the room, his fat face turning like an owl. Every once in a while the fnger 
which his gold ring adorns twitches, as if it needs a gun. When his head is turned away, I 
bend down to Sam and tell her to hide.

“No,” she whispers, sputtering as she says the word. “He – he's there, he's--”
“Who's there, Sam?” I whisper back. “Who?”
She makes choking sounds and can't seem to get the name out. Finally I realize that 

it's hopeless; I'll have to face this blind. I drag her behind the couch, which she allows me to 
do given her passivity. I stand up just in time for the old man's face to connect with my own. 
He freezes like that for a moment, sending icy shockwaves to the pit of my stomach with his 
eyes. Then, in a very loud voice, he bellows:

“WHERE'S MY WHORE?”
Sam begins to let out another cry before a hand – probably Lexi's – cuts it short. I 

don't dare breathe wrong for fear that he might misconstrue it for a lie. “Sir, this is my 
apartment,” I invent. “I do not dirty this place with whores. Might I ask your name?”

“Rick Deusche,” he says, putting emphasis on the oy in his last name. “I run the strip 
joint on Seventy-Nine.”

“I could tell,” I reply, eyeing his ring. “That piece of gold on your fnger gave it away. 
Strip clubs tend to yield lots of money.”

“Yeah,” Rick growls, “I reckon I'm richer'n you'll ever be.” A lackey appears by my side 
and holds his pistol at the ready. “Now I'm only gonna talk civil-like for a minute, kid. I saw 
you by my joint the night a whore named Jewels quit. I saw you from the back when you was 
buying your tickets, 'n saw you while I was watching them cameras. You was talking 
something funny to her, you was. Doesn't take no genius to put two and two together.”

He sounds dumb; but he's nothing like his voice. “Listen, Rick,” I say, trying my 
hardest to sound casual. “I don't know what you're playing at, but this is not only my 
apartment. You just happen to have shot my girlfriend, actually--”

I motion to Monica, who is attempting to get up with her injured shoulder. One of the 
lackeys whips his gun in her direction and screams “Get back down!” She throws her hands 
up and trembles with the nose of the gun staring her in the face.

“--My girlfriend,” I continue, “and I have lived here for six months. She runs a tight 
ship, this one; beats me within an inch of my life whenever I put a toe out of line. Would you 
expect a man in my situation to bring home a stripper? I'd be Swiss cheese if she saw that 
from me, I'll have you know.” I can feel her staring bullets at me even with her eyes pointed 
towards the lackey with the gun. 

Rick strokes his chin and thinks. “I like that,” he muses, nodding his head slightly. 
“Girl's got some balls, you say. Could be useful, she could; if she could move them hips of 
hers, I'd put her on the stage in a second. Would help that she could castrate the creepers, 
yeah. Don't want no one else walking off with my girls...”



“I beg your pardon!” I gasp, seeing Monica's eyes burning little slits into the old 
man's head. “Are you now not only accusing me of stealing one of your strippers, but also 
trying to employ my girlfriend to work for your sick institution? You must be insane if you 
think either of us will agree to that!”

“Aye,” he growls. His yellow teeth are bare and exude a foul odor; I get a whiff of it as 
he leans in close. “But you forget that anyone will agree to anything if you got a gun.” He 
nods to the lackey holding a gun at Monica, who unlatches the safety--

BANG.
And then everything goes wrong.
Monica has a hole in her shoulder and one directly over her heart. Screams are 

begging to be let out as she writhes on the ground. Lexi and Sam both leap up from behind 
the table and attack the men; but like ragdolls they are thrown to the ground, then picked up 
and grasped in the lackeys' frm grip. Jimmy and Paul start throwing plates and glasses at 
them, but bullets cut through the broken glass and into their skin. They go down like pine 
trees, their tall frames crumpling as their legs give out. The sight and sounds are a million 
miles away. The disconnection is strong enough that I feel numb. All of the people that 
previously surrounded me at the Thanksgiving table are disappearing in puffs of gunsmoke 
and explosions.

“Well now,” Rick snarls, his gaze on Sam like a sabertoothed tiger. “Look who's been 
hiding from Daddy after all. I told you I'd get you back, I did. You can't up and quit me 
forever, not after all that I've done for you.”

I want Sam to retaliate. I want her so bad to smack him in the face and explain that 
everything she did was for his fucking club and for the money in his pockets. The sixty dollars 
I gave her last week wouldn't have gone to her groceries, I realize. But instead of bringing 
this up, she whimpers and squeaks with her face clenched in his fngers. With his other hand, 
he beckons some of the lackeys to grab Jimmy and Paul and the others to get behind him. 
They do so and raise their guns. “Search the place for others,” Rick smirks. “We'll take them 
all back to the club. No sense in letting them tell anyone about this little skirm. And this 
one...” He points to me with a fat fnger. “Kill him, why don't you. He's pissing me off.”

“YOU FUCKER.”
Robbie fies from the table – really fies, like a squirrel with wings – and rolls under the 

barrage of bullets that attempt to pierce through him. He pulls an uppercut right into Rick's 
family jewels, sending the fat man doubling over in pain. As proud as this makes me, I turn at 
the sound of one of the lackeys shouting “Hey!” and see Adrian trying to sneak out the 
window. He shoots, she falls; three stories later, I can assume from the screaming that she is 
in pain. Serves her right, I think, for being a betraying hipster bitch through and through.

I turn back to Robbie and see him in a lackey's chokehold despite his bravery. In fact, 
now all of my friends that are still in the room are in the hands of the men in black. Sam and 
Lexi are still screaming and crying without any intention of escape, regardless of their 
captor's repeated pistol whipping. Monica is still choking on the ground, trying to stop the 
fow of blood. Robbie is swearing up and down, calling the lackey all sorts of dirty names. 
Jimmy and Paul are discussing their situation matter-of-factly (“Well, this isn't very good, is it 
Paul?” “Why no, Jimmy, I should say not; this is rather uncomfortable.”) This is what all of 
them are like at the core, I suppose. In a time of crisis, there really isn't much that they can 
do to mask their true feelings.

Lexi is still a sad and tormented child.
Sam still sees herself as submissive.



Robbie is still my immature best friend.
Monica is an overzealous girl who bites off more than she can chew.
Adrian is still a faky hipster.
Jimmy – and Paul, in the short time that I've known him – are constantly cool-headed.
And here they all are, held before me like a jury against their will. The sight causes 

stones to fll up my heart. It becomes harder for me to breathe with every second that I look 
at them. Rick's soft laughter at my plight is demonic in my eardrums. My greatest fear has 
sprung to life and is about to swallow me whole. I am rooted to the spot on which I stand.

“You know,” Rick snickers, wiping a tear from his eye, “I think I'll just take your friends 
'n let you live. Looks like this is torture enough for yous already, eh?” He snaps; and like an 
apparition, the lackeys and my friends are gone. The girls' screaming follows them all the 
way  down the stairs and out the door.

You'd think that the police would have heard the gunshots and come to the bookstore 
within seconds. You'd think that, and you'd be wrong. It turns out that there was a cat stuck 
in a tree that was too scared to come down, and the old lady who owned it threatened the 
force and fre department within an inch of their lives if they didn't rescue it. 

Apparently, this bizzare lady is more important than seven injured bodies. Apparently, 
a scared teenager is nothing to them.

Because I am very scared. I feel worse than shot. I feel even worse than dead.

Once I work up the strength to leave the blood-covered apartment, I walk down the 
stairs to the coffee shop. Tom is sweeping up broken glass and spilled drinks that frightened 
customers had left behind. He looks at me, refecting my own grief in his eyes. “The lines are 
dead,” he mutters. “They must have cut them from the upstairs somehow. Someone from 
next door is calling though; the police say that they'll be here soon as that damn cat's out of 
the tree. As if a broken storefront isn't more important...”

Words in my mouth can't come out. Instead, a growl like a wild animal escapes and 
uncontrollable rage overtakes me for the frst time in my conscious life. I kick over a table 
and throw boxes of collector's comic books in the air. Tom's begging not to can't stop me; I 
am a one man wrecking machine, devoid of a reasonable brain. Tears are streaming down my 
face. If I could make out the words coming out of my mouth, I'd probably be swearing. At 
this point in my behavior, I'm not quite sure who I refect most; my girlfriend, my childish 
brother from another mother, or his girlfriend.

“Calm down!” Tom shouts, laying his hand on my shoulder. “This violence won't do 
you any good!”

“I wanna kill,” I growl. “I wanna tear that fucker limb from limb--”
“And what good will that do you?” he asks, his ponytail waving at the side of his face. 

“You've already seen that direct violence won't do anything to his forces. If you try to attack 
him, you'll only end up doing damage to yourself. You must think carefully, Will; otherwise, 
you'll fnd yourself in worse trouble than you're already in.”

“I don't care,” I growl, still fghting against Tom's grip on my shoulder. “I told them – I 
told them put me in an asylum, I'm crazy without them; you see me now, you see how I've 
become--”

“Then let this be an impetus to form a plan of attack,” Tom guides, his voice soft. He 
pats my shoulder and lets me go; though he is reluctant and expecting me to lash out, all I  



can do now is shiver. “Get some rest and clean Jimmy's place up. I'll talk to the police when 
they get here; rather, if they ever do. Then once you've found some peace of mind, think up 
ways to get your revenge without putting yourself at risk.”

I mull the words over in my head, my breathing becoming easier. Then Tom gets close 
to my ear and whispers: “He ruined a whole stack of vintage Green Lanterns and tore up a 
Detective Comics worth $15,000. For the love of Thor, have his head on a fucking silver 
platter.”

Oh, you can bet that I will, Tommy boy. You can bet your sweet geek old man ass that 
I will.

In The Space I begin to draw up plans. Tom is right; if I act too rash, I'll only add one 
more to Rick's army of slaves. The wastebasket begins to fll up with rejected ideas. The 
skirmish needs to be foolproof and effective; something that will destroy Rick's institution 
from the inside. Maybe, as I think about it, something that will also destroy Rick as a person 
should be in there. It would defnitely be a wake-up call before his untimely demise...

Yes, I have it. The plan is so simple. Destructive and wild, but simple. And only those 
that need to die will die, and those that need to be free will be free.

Let the battle begin.



Hell's Bells

Robbie

This sucks beyond belief. This sucks worse than the fat stripper. I've forgotten her 
name. It doesn't matter; she's fat and doesn't deserve one. If anything, she deserves two 
names: One for her and one for her fat. I really don't mean to bash fat people, but to have 
Lexi up there working for the flth of society like that is setting my mind into “fuck 
everything” mode. I don't care if I'm a hypocrite; this is my girlfriend. Do you think any of the 
other hired lovely ladies have boys waiting at home? The answer is no. There you have it.

Down here in the wash room with the other guys is like calculated torture. I'm sure that 
Dick's got a big chart up there in his offce drawing diagrams of just how many thongs and 
frilly dresses it'll take for me to clean before I explode from sexual frustration. He doesn't let 
us see the girls, not once. And while it isn't so much a problem for Jimmy and Paul – though 
I'm sure Paul would rather be helping the strippers with their problems and Jimmy would 
rather be running the sound board – cleaning for them is trivial. 

As I run another sparkly red thong through the wash I can't help but wonder what's 
been rubbing up against the fabric. How the straight and sex-crazed man's mind is wired! 
Visions of pink against pink, red lips opened in ecstasy, the heat of the moment; all of these 
things attack me at once, flling my brain with endless images of the lovely female form. I 
close my eyes and fall prostrate to my knees, overtaken by the desire; the sound of soft 
female voices enters my brain and teases me, and then the sound of my own voice 
screaming out for mercy--

“Robbie, get a hold of yourself!” Jimmy snaps from a distance. “He's coming down!”
I scramble to my post as fast as I can, getting to work again on the wash. Dick fings 

open the door and doesn't hesitate to appear behind me. “So,” he grouses, his warm breath 
leaking down my back like sweat, “we're a little stressed, are we? Can't handle the smell of 
raw puss not, can we? Perhaps you'll think twice now before you steal one my girls.”

“I never stole your damn stripper,” I growl. “Besides, I'm very used to the smell of 'raw 
puss', it's just that you've got the smell I'm used to reserved upstairs for strange men to 
sample without my consent--”

Blows to the head never shut me up so quickly. One to the side, then one to the back; 
I end up with my temple hitting the counter hard enough that I just barely get a concussion. 
Dick chuckles in his fat voice with his fat juggling about like a fresh tub of Jell-O. Then his 
neckless head turns to the two lovers in the other corner. “And you two!” he snaps. “Where 
are you with your workload?”

“Oh, done with it hours ago,” Paul chimes. “Those silk bras you said would cause us a 
problem? Not a problem!”

“God, we've had to deal with each other's briefs,” Jimmy adds. “You'd think we'd be 
used to cleaning nasty undergarments by now.”

Dick smacks the counter and sends water fying in every direction. “God damn!” he 
bellows. “What did I tell you boys about acting like fairy little twats in my club? I won't have 
any of it while you're under my control! I'm gonna make you into well respected men even if I 
have to force my girls on your dicks!”

He spins back around to face me as I start washing a pair of pantyhose. He stares; I'm 
not sure he knows quite what to bash me for this time. His face looks like an over-ripe beet. 
“You don't wash those in the detergent,” he mutters. “Rough against the skin. Use the fabric 



softener.”
“You would know,” I mock, wondering how he knows how rough it is.
He picks up a cinderblock on the ground and chucks it at my head. It whizzes inches 

above my hair and hits the wall with a smack, disintegrating into a million little pieces. “Keep 
washing!” he barks. “And I don't wanna none of you necking over there,” he orders, 
motioning toward the two lovers. “Now I'm gonna go back upstairs 'n check up on my girls. I  
hear that Blondie does a little extra for a higher price. I'm gonna go see if the rumors are 
true.”

His voice cuts through me like a knife. Once he turns I jump over the table, grab a 
piece of the cinderblock, and chuck it at his head.

“Motherfucker!” I shout.
The block hits the exit sign and it goes black. The door slams closed with Dick on the 

other side on a beeline for Lexi.
“Robbie, you really have to calm down,” Paul coos.
But it's no use. My heart is overclocked with natural liquid nitrogen. “I want to kill,” I 

mutter. “I want Monica to escape and beat the shit out of him, I want Will to be here and 
beat the shit-- where is he, huh?” I start pointing in random directions, hoping to point at 
Will's face or his body or something about him. “Will would be here by now, wouldn't he? 
Couldn't survive without his friends? He'd better be dead if he's not here, because if he's 
betrayed us, I'll... I...”

Jimmy crosses over Paul and puts a hand on my shivering shoulder. “Listen,” he 
whispers. “Will is going to get here sometime, I'm sure. He wouldn't let us rot here forever. 
He's your best friend, for heaven's sake; do you expect anything less of him? And his 
girlfriend, and us... he wouldn't leave us behind.”

“Then where is he?” I shout, not caring if Dick hears. “Why hasn't he shown up yet to 
help us all? The more time he takes, the less of a chance we have of getting out of here!”

But Jimmy and Paul do nothing but smile at me. “Trust Will,” they both say in perfect 
unison. “He's the only hope we have.”

It sets my teeth on edge. If my best friend cared, he'd have been here by now. I don't 
see him being a hero any time soon.

Monica

There's something in front of me. I can't quite make it out. It's very blurry, but I can tell 
that it's big and white. By big, I mean very wide; sort of like a polar bear or rhinoceros 
standing sideways. On top of this mass is a tuft of white like moss. It's making a funny sound 
too sort of like an animal in pain.

As I start to regain feeling in my body, I cringe in pain. Then I remember the previous 
events of the night: Being shot in the shoulder and the boob, being dragged down three 
fights of stairs, and vaguely being stuffed into the back of a sedan. That's where memories 
fail me. However, the sting of the wound is still as fresh as it was when the bullet entered my 
skin. I wonder how much blood I've lost. I touch the spots and fnd no hints of a bullet. They 
must have had the courtesy to at least doctor me up a bit before putting me here in... in God 
knows where.

Now that I've gotten wind of the pain, a different feeling starts to rise in me. It's a 
warm feeling, like a tickle fowing throughout my veins. It isn't drugs, I'm sure. It's like 
electricity building up inside of me, the charge building up to a point of near ecstasy. Feels 



good. It feels, now that I think about it, like when Will and I have just come back from a night 
of drinking, and we hop into bed and start making love right there on the spot without even 
getting undressed--

Wait.
My vision becomes clear.
That isn't a bear or a rhinoceros. That is a man.
That man is naked. I am naked. He has inserted himself into me.
Every feeling disappears again.
There's a scream; it's mine, but it sounds disconnected, as if I've left my voice in my 

throat which is still prostrate on the fat that I have been laying on. I pull myself away from his 
grasp and his prodding device and swing around to stand at the far end of the fat. He hops 
on top of it and beckons me toward him.

“Don't come any closer to me!” I scream. I look frantically around for a door or 
window. There is none; this room looks like a holding cell for crazy people in an institution. 
Considering the consequences, I'd say that I've been thrown into one of those.

“Come on, sugar,” he growls, drunk with sexual desire. “I left the money in the bin 
outside. Come give daddy what he deserves.” 

He looks like he could be someone's dad. Regardless, even if he is, he doesn't 
deserve to have children. “I never signed up to fuck you, old man,” I snarl, raising my fsts. “I 
don't care how much you paid at the door; you're getting out of here or I am taking you 
down.”

Daddy laughs, his belly and junk shaking with every chortle. “Tough girl, I like that. 
Shouldn't hurt your clients though, girlie. You should know that. Submission gets you good 
reviews – gets you money – makes you look like a good girl. 'Sides, what could you possibly 
do to a guy like me? Didn't they weaken your muscles like veal in training or something?”

He inches close, which is a mistake; the upper ground allows his family jewels to 
dangle right in front of my face, which is what I assume he wants. He begins to crouch, 
bringing them closer. He wants me to open my mouth and accept them. I can see it in his 
eyes. I will accept them; but not with my mouth. My knuckles, however, would gladly 
appreciate their company. 

I connect my fst with his two friends; and he topples to the foor below, landing fat 
on his back. He grunts and squints as he grabs his crushed eggs. I straddle his upper torso, 
spreading my legs and teasing him with the sight of me. “So,” I say, my voice sticky sweet 
like maple syrup, “are you ready for me to be submissive now, Daddy?”

“You crazy bitch!” he coughs. “I should report you – unacceptable – why would you 
ever think of that--”

“Now come on,” I interrupt, shrugging my shoulders. “I didn't mean to do that. It was 
a nervous twinge, honestly. Come on, I'm giving myself to you now. Do what you will with 
me, master.”

He eyes me for a few seconds as I continue to straddle him. Finally, he sticks out his 
tongue and waggles it close to me, trying to get a good taste. Before he can so much as 
touch the surface, though, I grab his tongue and pinch it between two of my fngernails. He 
screams, making a funny sound with his speech impediment. “Now who's submissive?” I 
shout, yanking on his tongue with every sentence. “Who's a good girl now, Daddy? I 
certainly don't care about being good, because it doesn't matter who's a good girl and 
who's a bad girl, you see. It's a matter of being a girl, period! And you don't – fuck – with a  
girl – no matter what!”



He screams as his hands fy to his mouth. I let go of his tongue and see that he cannot 
retract it back in between his lips. I might have pulled a muscle in his mouth while yanking on 
his tongue. No matter; he won't be using it for a while anyway. I start scrambling around the 
room to fnd my clothes, which is hard considering the lack of light anywhere besides above 
the fat.

“Thankless whore!” he attempts to shout, with not much emphasis on the consonants.
I straighten up, the words driving into me like stakes. My blood runs fery inside of me 

and threatens to burn me up. I walk back over to him, watching as he tries to get up and 
fails, and raise my foot right above his neck. He screams one last time.

BOOM. CRUNCH.
His vacant eyes stare up at the ceiling as the last bit of air escapes his shattered throat. 

I feel nothing looking into them; it feels strange, knowing that every other injury I've 
committed was followed by me going into shock. And this wasn't even an injury. This was a 
murder. I have just committed full-blown murder against another human being.

But I had a reason for killing, I suppose. A rightful and justifed reason. If anything, 
they should send his empty body to the gulags and give me a medal of honor. Or a purple 
heart, seeing that I've been attacked. A hooker with a heart of purple. I like that idea. It's 
nice to have a bit of a laugh after a kill, I suppose. 

Lexi

I truly believe that I've found Hell.
“Now are you ready?” I hear my mother's voice snarl. She's right for now; dressed in 

this red skimpy outft that barely covers my tits or ass, I feel like a whore. Correction: I'm a 
stripper, which is slightly more dignifed. So says Vanilla, anyway. I still feel like a dirty rag 
with which men can wipe their rods with. I'd rather be one man's rag than the catch-all, at 
least.

“Ready to what, Mom?”
“To stop running, of course. To accept what you are.” Her voice is sickly sweet in my 

ear, as if stating an obvious fact.
“I can't run any farther, Mom,” I sigh, burying my hands in my face. I rub a bit of the 

makeup that's been caked on by one of the other girls. “I'm here. I'm in your place now. Are 
you happy that your seventeen year old daughter's fnally taken on the family business? 
Because I'm sure ready to straddle some poles, I am.” I raise my voice. “Oh yeah, all those 
damn poles, waiting to be waxed by Sexy Lexi Levane, daughter of a world famous porn 
star.”

“Lexi, look at me and stop being ridiculous.”
It may sound strange to you that my dead mother has just asked me to look at her. But 

I close my eyes as I lay down in the resting area and open them in an open feld, face to face 
with the blond body double of me. She is dressed in the same black skirt and white blouse as 
every time. And she's smiling at me. Why does she always smile at me? My mother never 
smiled at me once in her life.

“I don't want you to wax any poles any more than you do,” she says, her voice soft. 
“You were not made to do that. That was my job, and no one can match loveless Linda 



Levane, three time champion of the Adult Film Association's Wildest Woman award; not 
even my own daughter.” 

“But I've accepted that I'm a porn star's daughter, right?” I stammer, not sure of what 
the spirit of my mother is getting at here. “That was the deal; stop running away and stop 
fghting against it and that'll be the end of it. Now you're saying that I'm not supposed to be 
doing this at all? God, this is all confusing!” She starts laughing, her voice high and cold. 
“Mom, stop laughing! You always do this... you never care... stop... stop laughing! Stop!”

I stomp on her foot with my boot. She yelps and jumps in the air grabbing her toes. 
“What was that about?” she screams, looking past my teary eyes.

“Everything!” I shout back. “That was for everything, Mom! How you neglected me to 
focus on your job, how you would take out your anger on me, how you would look to me to 
be the scapegoat for all of your problems; I'm sick of it! Talk about people who run away; 
you're the grand mistress, and I'm your star student. Isn't that it?”

I fall to my knees; my shoulders are shaking hard and it's painful for me to stand up. 
“Then that's it; I'm done with running away. I'm going to stay right here and become what 
you were. I'll be a stripper and make money, but I won't do it for anyone else. I'll do it for 
me. That way, at least I'll know that I have some goddamn control over my life.”

She doesn't respond. Maybe I'm right and she knows it. Perhaps this really is where I 
belong, back in the place where my roots lie. As much as I hate to admit it, I feel okay with 
this destiny. I'll make friends at the club, I'll make money; and someday I'll fnd a way out, 
once I feel like it...

“But it isn't what you want, is it?”
I look up, but realize that my mother is kneeling in front of me. “You always were very 

creative, Lexi. You'd run to your room, sometimes crying because of my antics, and you'd 
write and draw about all of the things that I'd do to you. I read these, of course, when you 
would go to school. It hurt, of course; but what could I do? I was too stupid and too deep 
into the drugs and the sex to hit the brakes for you. And the worst thing was that the harder I 
tried to stop, the faster I went.”

“Then you were gone, and I couldn't believe myself. I had just let you slip away from 
me; my own daughter! It was more than I could bear. The pain, you'd think, would have 
given me a kick in the ass and caused me to try to get you back. Instead, as you know, I  
spiraled even further. I wanted to run away from the life I had lived; but instead, I ended up 
running toward it at full throttle until I crashed.”

“Great,” I mutter, sniffng back tears. “Another thing that I'm the cause of, I see.”
“You don't understand!” my mother cries, tears now streaming down her face. “You 

were never the cause of anything! It was me from the beginning, always screwing up and 
causing you to be screwed up! I never had a clue what I was doing, and if it hadn't been for 
my own stupidity – well – we might have been a happy family.”

She sniffes and, without warning, throws her arms around my shoulders. I tense up, 
freezing at her touch. “I don't want you to stay here now that you've found me. Go, run 
towards you heart's desire. But don't say that you're running away. Look where it got me; and 
even better, look where it got you.”

I still hate her, and every fber of my heart wants me to throw her off of me and run 
without a second glance back. But one little piece of me nags me to hold on a little bit 
longer. That one little piece must believe that she's right; if I run away from my mother, I 
become her more and more. I realize this; and the more I don't want to think about it, the 
more I think about it. The more I don't want to see myself on that catwalk, the more I know 



I'm going to have to be on the catwalk.
My God. My mother has, for the frst time in her life, helped me. “How do I know that 

this isn't just me?” I whisper, my voice coming out in little sobs. “How do I know that this 
isn't just some projection that I'm making up?”

My mother separates from me and pulls off a gold necklace with an amulet like a hand 
hanging from it. “This necklace,” she says, “belonged to your grandmother years ago. When 
I ran away from home, I took it to spite her. Now I think it belongs to my own runaway.” She 
fts the necklace around my head and the amulet falls neatly in my cleavage. “There; fts like 
a glove. It must run in the family.”

“Lexi?”
From somewhere far away, Sam's voice rings out.
“I have to go, Mom,” I whisper, fnding my way back into her arms. “But thank you.”
I'm fading fast; I shiver as if a cold wind is blowing through. She says something that I 

can't make out. Then her body disappears, followed by the stark landscape of the plain; then 
I'm back in the resting area lying on the bed with Sam hovering over me.

“Jesus, Sam!” I cry, my eyes growing wide at the sight of her face. “What happened to 
you out there?”

Sam is completely naked, no doubt just coming off of a shift; but there are two shiners 
in her eyes and blood coming from her lower lip. “You slept right through your turn up just 
now and I flled in for you. When Rick found out, he stormed over and gave me a what for. I 
couldn't stop him; he was crazy.”

“So he's coming for me next, I assume.” 
“Too right,” she says, rubbing at her black eye. “Chances are that he'll do you in some 

other way, though. Rumors have been going around that you give good head. I don't know 
who started it – could have been Vanilla, she's a blab – but he's gonna get you for that, I'm 
sure of it.”

I think about kneeling down in front of Rick, having to smell him, having to touch him. 
The thoughts make me retch a bit, causing Sam to jump away. “Chill, babe!” she shouts. “I  
have to go up again because Rick won't let us switch! I don't want you dirtying me up!”

The unfairness of Rick's management puts the thought of blowing Rick out of my 
mind. “Alright, look,” I say. “I don't want to hold you back, so you go up and knock 'em 
dead a second time.”

“Okay. And if Rick tries--”
“Go!” I shout, pushing her away. She walks backwards a few steps, then turns on her 

heel and exits out the door. After a few seconds, she pops her head back in.
“By the way,” she adds, “Will called for you a few minutes ago. Luckily he used an 

alias so that Rick didn't know that it was him. I'd suggest that you call him back using the 
payphone outside.”

So Will isn't dead from loneliness yet. I nod my head and send her back out the door. 
A few seconds later, she pops in yet again. “Also, I meant to ask: Where'd you get that 
necklace? It's absolutely stunning.”

Her face disappears as my hand fies to my chest. There around my neck is the 
necklace; still gold, still adorning the hand dangling from the chain. My jaw drops as light 
refects off of it like little yellow sparks. I look up, hoping that she's watching me now; 
knowing that even though she's wronged me for seventeen years, she found a way to 
apologize in the end.

“I love you, Mom.”





Through The Fire And The Flames We Carry On

Will

Heading on down the road, brave, brave, brave. Has anyone ever sped down this road 
at eighty miles an hour before? I'm sure that someone has; but that person has probably not 
been smart enough to slow down for a police offcer. There have been two so far that I've 
seen; they were a bit of a setback, but I seem to be making good time. If I can just get a hold 
of Lexi before I hit the parking lot, everything will be golden. Hopefully she isn't being fayed 
alive by Rick's meat yet.

My phone sings Barbie Girl – Lexi's ringtone – and buzzes. Jackpot! Sam gave her the 
message. Reminder to self – trust strippers more often. I pick up the phone and hold it to my 
ear, controlling the shaking steering wheel with my other free hand. “What up, blondie?” I 
shout.

“Will?” she cries. Do I detect abuse? It's Lexi; of course I detect abuse. “Oh God, I'm 
so happy to hear your voice.”

“I'm glad. Listen,” I order into the mouthpiece, “I need to do to something that you're 
probably not going to want to do. It involves sexually harassing another person, and as a 
victim of sexual harassment I don't want you to feel uncomfortable. Do you understand?”

“Is it against Rick?” she asks, hope thick in her voice. I make a sound of approval. 
“Then I'm all ears.”

“Okay, here's the drill...”
I tell her the whole plan, from the initial attack inside the club to my appearance in the 

building to the parts that we'll have to improvise on. Every once In a while she makes a 
sound to let me know that she's in sync. It sounds crazy coming out of my mouth, I can tell. I 
myself am even shocked at the schematics. But she just follows right along and agrees with 
everything.

“So you're clear with the whole deal?” I ask.
“Yes, Will!” she says. “That's only the third time you've asked! And look, if anything 

goes wrong, we'll make do with what we can.”
“Whoa!” I cry.
“What?”
“Deer,” I explain as a family of deer crosses the road in front of me. I stop to a screech 

as two of the babies stare into my headlights. They show no signs of getting along anytime 
soon. “All right, this might take a while. If I only knew how to use a shotgun I'd make Bambi's 
mother out of these two. I'll be there as soon as these small fries get out of my way. Until 
then, just carry out the plan as best as you can.”

“You got it,” she whispers. “I'm all out of quarters and Rick just saw me. I'll meet you 
here in a few.”

“Great,” I say. “Oh, and Lexi?”
“Yeah?”
“If you see Monica, and she's cracking skulls, tell her not to hold back. That is, if she 

hasn't killed anyone already.”

Lexi



I hang up the payphone just as Rick barges out the door. He sees me in my red dress 
and jerks back a bit. “The fuck are you doing out here in that when it's so cold?”

“Oh, so you care about your girls now?” I say, trying not to snap at him. “Scared that 
they'll get a little chill?”

He chuckles again in the way that makes his bulge move up and down. “Don't get any 
ideas, babe,” he grunts. “You could've just as easily used the phone inside instead of looking 
like a dumb bitch. Get in here before any incoming clients see you being stupid.”

I try to sneak in through him, but he puts a beefy arm around me and whisks me into 
the club. I feel his hand pat against one of my butt cheeks. It rests there for a few steps, then 
pinches. I jump a bit and let out a yelp, but he only pinches harder. His grip on my butt and 
my accordance with the plan brings the both of us to his offce. He slams closed the door 
and sits in a chair, spreading his legs a sickening distance apart. “So,” he says, looking at me 
eye his crotch. “Vanilla and her friends tell me that you give some pretty good blow jobs, 
Sexy.”

Not for strange men; but I'd say that the rumor is spot on otherwise. Robbie tells me 
so, at least. “Oh God, yes,” I lie, continuing with the plan. “Guys wither up when I lay my lips 
on them. It's like, when I start licking their dong, they just can't get enough. I leave a 
permanent mark on them forever after I'm fnished.”

Again, he chuckles. His bulge is like a smothered bobblehead. “Good, good!” he 
grunts. “Then what are you waiting for? I suppose Sam didn't tell you about your 
punishment, did she?”

I nod my head yes. He slaps the arm of his chair. “Then kneel down and get to work, 
girl! This dick needs a polishing, eh?”

I do hope that Will gets here soon, because I can't seem to delay this for long. I get 
down to my knees and reach for the zipper, my hand trembling as I do so. From outside the 
room I can hear a man screaming at Sam, saying “I ain't paying tips to a bitch with two black 
eyes!” I feel awful; but the plan has to go through if we're ever able to right these wrongs, no 
matter what risks we have to take.

My mind is torn between my past and present. I recall how I used to feel as my mother 
would kneel down in front of strange men, a different one every day, and use her own 
polishing skills to please them. It used to pierce my heart with arrows every time she jutted 
her head forward. He would choke her and hold her in place and pull at her hair; the look on 
her face was anything but grateful. When he would fnish on her, it was like watching her be 
coated in the blackest slime of shame even though the slime was not black at all. She tried to 
smile and accept it, I could see; but her true feelings were refected on my own face. Her 
tears were my tears, her shaking shoulders were my shaking shoulders.

Was I my mother's sadness when she herself could not be sad? Was I her hidden grief, 
stored away until she needed it back after the crew and man had left? And when she had 
that grief with her, did I have a personality at all; or was I just the passive shell that my 
mother then used to take her anger out on?

Well, that's about to change. I will no longer be passive no matter how little of my 
mother is left to absorb. It is time to take action. It is time to run toward something instead of 
away; if not for me, I'll do it for the woman who taught me everything I know.

I sigh as I reach for the zipper and pull. 

Monica



The door to the room was easier to fnd than I'd expected. Just like one of the rooms 
in an institution, it was hidden among the padded walls. Props to whoever designed that 
little space of the club, really. Unfortunately, their taste in design is covered in blood as of 
now. I hope he doesn't mind.

I stumble along the back hall of the club, still sans closed, hoping to fnd a familiar 
face. Once in a while I pass by a stripper who looks at me with disgust, thinking perhaps that 
I'm a fellow employee who's simply gone mad. Luckily none of them run and tell Rick, 
otherwise I'd probably succumb to his will in the worst of ways. I hope no one else has had to 
deal with him yet. I can only imagine what his sick and twisted mind has in store for them, 
given what I know about my punishment.

Aha! Here's a door with a sign on it. It's a staircase, so it says. I try the door; it's locked 
tight and won't budge even a bit. I start to walk away, dismissing the way out as useless, until  
I hear voices from downstairs.

“What do you think this covers?” one of them says. It's a smart sounding voice that is 
as sweet as sugar-infused butter.

“It looks like a snake skin,” another voice answers. His voice is rougher and sounds 
much like a jokester. “It's as tall as me, for the love of Christ. When would someone possibly 
need to wear this?”

Then another boy answers, his voice more high-pitched than the others. “I've seen 
that before, actually. Girls will just wear one of those as a cover-up. You can see right through 
it and everything; really it makes no sense to wear it, it just smooshes everything together...”

They sound familiar; but who do the voices belong to? In my need to fnd out I charge 
up all of the energy in my leg, shake it out a little, and line it up with the center of the door. 
I've only done this once before, when I was afraid that Will might have been cheating on me 
with that red-headed slut. He won't say that she was a slut – she wasn't, really – but to think 
that he would do that with her... the thought gets me more fred up, I draw my foot in, and--

BAM! The door slides down the stairs and lands with a clunk at the landing. I thunder 
down the steps and see that the amount of light is limited. But the voices are clearer and 
much more recognizable; and my eyes grow wide as my mind registers who I've just joined 
the company of.

“What the fuck was that?”
“Probably Rick again. I wouldn't put it past him to check up on us every so often.”
“Didn't he say that he was going to have Lex blow him?”
“I'm sure he fnished early; seems like he'd be the type of guy to blow his load on a 

dime, maybe that's why he's so frustrated.”
I can't take not seeing their faces. The light isn't bright enough for me to even see 

their backs clear enough. I feel along the side of the wall for a light switch – there's one – 
and fick it up. White light foods the room, exposing the white walls and foor covered in 
grime and fetid water. A rotten smell flls my nose as I register the sight. The three other 
individuals in the room fing their arms in front of their faces as they turn to face their new 
challenger. “Listen Rick,” says Robbie, whom I recognize by the shaggy blond hair. “You 
can't just come down here and blind us if you want us to wash your dirty slips for you--”

They blink a few times as they turn around to face me. Robbie is the frst one to react, 
stumbling back a few steps and crying out at the sight of me. “Jesus, bitch! You're naked!” 
he shouts as he crashes against the wash basin. “Put some clothes on before you scare us 
like that!”



“Oh, come off it,” I snarl, looking at Jimmy and Paul who are unphased by my 
nakedness. “This probably isn't the frst time you've ever seen me like this. Bath time when 
we were kids during the holidays, the times that you would run around at the pool with your 
bathing suit off. We're cousins, Robbie, family! I'm sure you can deal with this.”

“It's different! You've got tits!” he shouts, getting himself out of the water pooled on 
the foor.

Paul's eyes widen for a different reason. “Monica, you've got blood on you! Who did 
you kill on your way here?”

I look down at myself, noticing the dull blood splattered on my legs and covering my 
hands. “It was for a reason, Paul. Here, everything's for a reason.”

“Throw this on,” Jimmy says, tossing me a pair of black leather leggings and a white 
tank top. “It's not clean in the truest sense of the word, but it'll cover you up and spare your 
cousin the sexual frustration.”

“Nice to know that it's his cousin frustrating him,” I mutter, a little sick at the thought 
of my cousin trying his hardest not to fantasize about me. “Meanwhile, his girlfriend is 
upstairs in the company of the creatures from the lagoon.”

Jimmy gulps as I yank on the leggings. “Worse than that, girl; she's down in front of 
Rick licking some lollipops, if you know what I mean.”

My voice sticks in my throat as I freeze putting on the tank top. This is Lexi's worst 
nightmare, having to repeat the life that her mother lived years ago. I can imagine her trying 
to hang herself with Rick's belt just to get away from the humiliation.

“Did you understand that?” Jimmy asks, noticing my silence. “Here; she's waxing his 
pole, if you know what I mean. Staining the wood, perhaps.”

“Or,” Paul adds, “what about 'vacuuming the lawn?'”
“Vacuuming the – that doesn't make sense, darling --”
“Will you two shut up before I wreck one of you?” Robbie shouts. “She's blowing him, 

we know that! And that's why I want to run upstairs right now and twist that pole of his 
around his neck and strangle him! What are we wasting time for?”

He lunges forward, but I block him from the front as Jimmy and Paul grab him from 
the back. “Listen, Robbie,” I whisper. “I know that I'm the frst one to want to rip a slime ball  
apart limb from limb. But we can't just go off on our own if we can help it. We're going to 
have to work together if we want to get out of here. We can't afford to lose anyone else.”

“Like Adrian,” Jimmy sighs.
“Yeah, like her,” I spit. “They left her behind, and for good measure. Maybe once she 

comes to and realizes that no one helped her, it'll be a wake up call.”
“Perhaps,” Paul agrees.
“We're not going to waste any more time,” I smile, my lips curling up. “We will take 

this place down by any means. We will destroy everyone and everything in our way. And we 
will get back to Will, if he isn't already on his way to us frst. But we're all going to do it 
together. Everyone got that?”

I put my hand into the middle of us. Robbie slaps it and keeps his hand on top of 
mine. “You're the boss,” he whispers, holding back his rage with every breath. 

“For sure,” Paul adds, putting his hand in.
“We'll give Rick the gayest beatdown ever,” Jimmy growls. We all chuckle.
“Find the darkest clothes in there that you can,” I order. “Get me a black jacket or 

cover-up if you can fnd one in that laundry pile. We're gonna have to be stealth if we want to 
kick some asses.”



“Gentlemen, this is our time,” I chime as they dig for their uniforms. “We will no 
longer be trapped in this world of hate and ignorance. For today, we will become free 
bitches, every one of us.”

Lexi

I grab the zipper and freeze. I can't say that I'm expecting the standard issue male 
genitalia upon the release of this beast. Something that moves when its owner laughs is 
defnitely nothing to deem “normal.”

“What are you waiting for, slut?” Rick growls, forcing my head closer to his crotch with 
a beefy hand. “Stop thinking and start sucking! I didn't hire you to start being wistful about 
nothing!”

Stop thinking and start sucking. That seems like something most of the girls around 
here have heard enough times to start believing. I pull down the zipper slowly, teasing Rick a 
little by toggling it up and down. He can't seem to take it well; I can feel his junk throbbing 
like a bass drum. He grunts as it presses against the fabric of his khaki pants. “Come on, girl;  
it's ready,” he says. “Just let it out.”

I do as he says, reaching through the hole in his pants. I fsh around his boxers for the 
opening, which is like sticking my hand into a humidifer or an incubator. A stink rises from 
the hole like warm pasta that's been sitting out for too long. This is a very bad sign, so I 
gather.

Finally I hit jackpot; and I choke as my hand clenches around its girth. It's not the 
width of his snake that causes me to throw up a bit. His rod is covered in something wet, the 
exact solution of which I don't want to think about. It's not smooth, either. Little bumps and 
calluses cover the surface, as well as patches of a faky substance that scream bad hygiene. I 
am becoming sick just holding on to his dick; I can't imagine what I'll do once I have to look 
at it, much less put my mouth around it.

“Pull it out, babe,” he snarls. “Don't waste time.”
Slowly I retract my arm, letting the beast out of its cage. It's not long – it barely juts 

out of the hole – but it stretches out the hole due to its width. The structure inside of this 
meat of his must be sideways; its the only explanation for this freak of nature. Just as I felt, 
it's covered in pimples and patches of strange substances that fake off in my hand. I swallow 
back vomit threatening to come up. Rick laughs; and to my astonishment, the beast dances 
in my grasp. It doesn't move in any way that is natural for a penis to move. 

The sound of Rick's bellowing laugh echoes in my head, the sight of his meat resting 
in my grip burns itself into my eyes; and I am transported back three years, to a time when I 
was in this exact situation.

It was a particularly active day for my mother drug-wise, who had decided to start 
experimenting with heroin. I can't imagine that she was too happy at that moment, 
considering that she had laid hands on me just then for letting her tea cool down on my way 
back to the bathroom. What makes the combination of tea and heroin so tasteful, I'm still not 
very sure. I went to cry in my room while my mother readied the spoon over the fre.

Minutes later I heard a thunk. I ran to the bathroom and saw Linda sprawled out on 
the foor with a syringe in her arm. The heroin must have been too strong for her. I didn't 
know that a drug could affect someone so quickly. Then again, my mother wasn't necessarily 
what you would call a heavyweight. A good daughter would have helped her mother no 
matter how passed out from drugs she was; but I was past the point of being a good 



daughter. There was no point, really, when my mother didn't show me that she cared. I 
closed the door on her and started counting down the hours until she awoke from her coma.

As I walked back into my room, I heard a car pull into the driveway. Doors few open 
and slammed closed. Men were screaming and cursing outside; and even when I put my ear 
to the window to get a better listen, their words were still hard to make out. They were big 
and old from what I could see. One of them reached into the trunk of the flthy maroon van 
and pulled out what looked like a very professional looking camera.

I then remembered that today was one of my mother's biggest flm shoots in years. I 
had overheard the discussion between her and an agent about how mature porn was 
becoming more popular, and how this could be her biggest comeback in seven years. My 
mother looked young with makeup, but was nothing of the sort without it. In fact, you could 
say that I was her without the wrinkles and baggy eyes.

The door opened in the kitchen and the men stumbled in. “Oy!” one of them 
shouted. “'S anyone home?” His voice was slurring; the words were incoherent because he 
was outside, but because he was inebriated.

So was his friend. “Linda,” he shouted, though it sounded more like “linna.” “We 
ready for you to come out now! On a tight s-schedule, babe!”

There was no answer from her, but they didn't know that she was passed out in a 
drugged haze in the bathroom. I heard their footsteps come closer down the hall, falling in 
an erratic rhythm. I could hear the camera rattling on the tripod. They weren't opening any 
doors; only calling out “Linna!” and hoping that she would answer. I curled up on my bed, 
hoping that they wouldn't look in here. Maybe they'd just pass by without a second glance, I 
thought...

And then their heads popped in from around the corner. I screamed at the sight of 
them. Greasy hair, fat faces, yellow teeth, and dirty beards; that was only half of what these 
men looked like. They weren't dressed to impress; although in the straight porn world, it's 
not the men who have to be impressive. 

“Ah, there y'are!” the fatter-faced man snarled. “Why din't you answer when we were 
yellin'?”

“I'm sorry, I'm not who you're looking for,” I whispered, not able to look away from 
their train wrecks of faces. “My mother's in the bathroom. She'll be out in a few minutes.”

“Nonsense!” said the thinner one, showing his entire self as he entered my room. His 
shirt and khakis looked as though they hadn't been washed since the last shoot. “Linna, stop 
foolin' around. Ye got your makeup on 'n everything. Why you fooling around with us, 
Linna?”

“I'm not 'Linna', I'm her daughter,” I correct him, my voice getting louder. “Go check 
the bathroom, she's in there, I swear!”

“Frisky, ain't you?” the fatter man growled, carrying the camera and tripod in his 
grubby fngers. “Well, we got a way of dealing with frisky critters like you. Evan here's gonna 
get you under control and get you back up to star level. Your animal tactics'll be a hit with 
pathetic losers 'round the world.”

“You're the losers,” I shouted, jumping off of my bed. “What part of 'I'm not my 
mother' don't you understand? I'd call her to get you brutes out, but she's passed out in the 
bathroom in a heroin coma and probably wouldn't care much otherwise. Now get out before 
I call the cops!”

I was shaking with fear regardless of the brave front; but the men didn't seem to 
notice. They just laughed and spat on the rug, much to my disgust. “Linna, you a funny little 



bitch, know that?” Evan chuckled, chewing on his tongue. “Tryin' to pass yourself of as your 
daughter, that's classic.” He took a swig from a fask, which he then pocketed. “Linus here's 
gonna start the camera now; and don't you go talking any fake shit, this is all going in the 
movie...”

“Yeah, you introduce yourself, answer all the questions that Evan feeds ya, and then 
you gonna strip for us before Evan takes over,” Linus ordered, gesturing with his fngers. 

But there was no way that I was going to take part in any sort of flming. “You get your 
camera out of here and go!” I scream at them. “I am not a whore like my mother! I will not 
strip nor let anyone take over! Get out of my room, get into your car, and leave me alone!” I 
started to turn and head for the window. I thought that I would slide down the roof and run 
next door to call the police.

That never happened, though. Evan grabbed me from behind and fung me hard by 
the back of my collar onto my bed. I'm not sure what surprised me more; the pain of being 
strangled from behind or the force at which a wiry man like Evan could pull me. Then he 
straddled me and put a vice on my neck with his hands. I saw the light on Linus's camera go 
on to capture all of the fun. “So,” Evan snarled, “think you can escape from a little deal like 
this? Can't just drop a contract once you've made it, dearie. We get a fuck, you get your 
money. We ain't just leaving without our end of the bargain.”

Tears streamed down my eyes as he blocked my every maneuver for escape. He 
grabbed a hold of my shirt and yanked it off, hurting my shoulder in the process. I remember 
screaming, but the noise didn't seem like it was leaving my throat. He silenced me by forcing 
his lips against mine and jutting his tongue into my mouth. He tasted like beer and tobacco. I 
bit his tongue in retaliation.

He fung back in pain, grabbing his mouth and screaming all the while. I smiled and 
spat in his face. This would be my chance to escape. I grabbed my shirt and lifted myself up, 
almost getting myself off of the bed and away from the clutches of this demon--

My head suddenly exploded with pain from the back as I few forward towards the 
wall. Then a strike from the front as I connected with it and slumped to the foor. Half of me 
was still on the bed, the half most accessible to use. I couldn't lift a muscle, and my head was 
stinging with little lightning bolts fickering. I was making words, possibly cursing both of my 
captors, but they only came out as little wails and squeaks. I was a mouse in a trap without 
any cheese in sight.

Then I felt Evan grab both my leggings and my underwear in his fsts and pull. The 
fabric scraped against me as he yanked it off, as he hadn't even bothered to take off my belt.  
I felt the air wash against my bottom half as he exposed it, running his hands over it, drooling 
like a dog at the very sight. “What a nice ass,” he whispered. “Like young all over again. 
How do you do it, Linna? How do you keep yourself lookin' so nice and young?”

“I'M NOT MY MOTHER, YOU PRICK” I tried to shout; but the words didn't come out, 
they rolled in intangible syllables like tumbleweed. I yelped as stinging pains crossed the skin 
down there as he slapped me, groaned as he touched me and violated me with his fngers. 
None of the sounds from my throat were words; they were just animal noises, submissive 
noises. It was frightening; I had lost control. They were where they wanted to be, lording 
above me, using me as an object.

Then I heard the sound of a belt clinking and a zipper opening; and the next thing I 
could register was the shameful feeling of something inside of me, something that didn't 
belong. It was a virus that was fowing through my entire body with every thrust of his hips. I 
flled up with unwanted ecstasy, making noises that signaled him to keep going. He did, 



making drunk comments on “how easy I was” and “how tight I still was” as Linus caught 
everything on tape. My face was covered in tears and saliva, which was fowing beyond my 
control. I wasn't just flling up with ecstasy. I was flling up with shame.

 I heard him grunt for a few seconds; and the next thing I knew I was being pulled up 
and forced to kneel in front of him. His wet dick was hanging in front of me, wet because of 
my help. Part of me was on him now; a mark of honor, perhaps. I wondered what number I 
was. One thousand? Two thousand? Three thousand and sixty-three? I was just another 
number to him, I supposed. Just like I was my mother's punching bag. Just like I would be a 
million men's wildest fantasy if this ever made it to tape. I was not a person, so it seemed; I 
was a rag doll.

“Come on, baby,” Evan whispered, shaking his rod in front of my face. “Suck it like a 
lolly.”

Like a lolly. I never sucked a lollipop when I had one in my mouth. Every Tootsie Pop, 
every Blow Pop, every Dum Dum met its sticky end when my teeth crunched into it. Oh, how 
I wish that I could have done it right then and there! How I wish that, instead of letting those 
two pigs leave with their cocks still intact, I had destroyed at least one of them and 
incapacitated them for the rest of their lives! But I didn't; I was submissive then, forced 
beyond my control to pleasure that man. I was his doll, acting in accordance with his twisted 
desires.

Now I come back to the present, where I fnd myself in nearly the exact same position. 
Knelt down with my hair in Rick's hand, I look at his rod in my grasp. I let that memory of the 
past slip away from me as I ran toward the future in my head. I may be in a man's grubby 
clutches once again, but this time is different. I feel good this time.

Because I have control. And with this control, it'll be the frst and last time I use it for 
evil.

I stick my head forward and, holding my breath, accept him whole.

Robbie

The only black thing I could fnd in the wash was a skimpy little dress that Cher must 
have originally owned. The underwear part is crushing my balls and the length barely covers 
my white boy arms and legs. No matter how much the dress hides my middle part, my arms 
and legs are still beacons of light in this dimly lit hallway.

“It's the only choice you have,” Monica says, holding back a laugh. Besides, at least 
they'll mistake you for an employee.”

“This isn't fair,” I grumble. I turn to Jimmy and Paul, who got the good end of the deal 
wearing only jeans and tank tops. “Why doesn't one of you wear this thing? It's more ftting 
for you two, I think.”

Jimmy snickers, raising his nose in the air. “Robbie, love; I've had enough experience 
in my life with skimpy dresses. I think it's time that you know what it feels like for a girl.”

“But it hurts so much!” I whine.
“Shh!” Monica hisses, looking at us with snake eyes. A long-legged stripper shimmies 

by us, not noticing our dark attire as we press ourselves up against the black wall. I breathe in 
as much as I can, hoping that the tight slip around me doesn't burst into pieces. But as I get 
a good look at her ass, which doesn't amount to much, I let out all of the air at once.

“Monica!” I whisper. “That's – that's Vanilla! The chick I banged while I was here!”
“What is she possibly going to do to us, Robbie?” Monica asks. “She looks thinner 



than dental foss. I could sling her over my back and use her as a melee weapon if I had to.”
“It's not what she could do,” I explain. “She's got a good connection with Dick and 

will chew us all out. Just watch.”
We look as she reaches the open door and stops in her tracks. She backs up a few 

steps, making whimpering sounds as she does so. Then she turns on her heel and runs right 
past us, screaming in a frantic voice: “RICKY! THEY'VE GOTTEN AWAY!”

She disappears into the darkness of the hallway. “Shame on her,” Jimmy says, still 
looking in her direction. “She's letting herself waste away.”

“That's the defnition of beauty these days, Jimmy,” Paul adds. “You're either too 
bulked up or you're too thin. It's all about the extremes.”

“She sure is extreme,” I say. “Extreme in bed. And that's really all that matters, isn't 
it?” This is met with the wide eyes of the other three staring at me as if I'd said the Beatles 
were shit. Then, to my relief, they all nod their heads and make sounds of agreement. It 
never fails; sex always triumphs no matter who it's between.

We inch our way along the hall as we head for the exit. Along the way, we get a peek 
into open dressing rooms. I tell you, seeing these girls in their natural habitat is a little 
disappointing. Their makeup makes them look like the dolls in a toy shop; without it on, they 
sort of look like my mother. Wrinkles brought on by stress cover their foreheads. Some of 
them are still teenagers – eighteen or nineteen, or even seventeen – so their faces still have 
pimples on them. Their hair is all put up in rollers and buns to prepare it for the next shift. It 
reminds me of my grandmother as I see it. Then again, I remind myself that these girls can 
fuck great no matter what they look like. Then I get the visual of my grandmother having sex. 
Oh God, make it stop.

Monica stops and we all bump into each other. I scratch along my crotch, the fabric of 
the slip making the skin between my leg and my balls all sweaty. Jimmy notices this and 
gives me a disgusted look. “Oh, really?” he sneers.

“Look,” I snap, keeping my voice low. “If you want to wear this thing and feel the pain 
that I feel, go ahead! Then you'll understand why a man has to scratch every once in a 
while.”

“I know why a man has to,” Jimmy replies. “A man scratches to relieve pain in his boys 
when they're not able to be joggled around. Isn't that right, Paul?” Paul nods in agreement. 
Monica looks at the three of us.

“Joggled around? No!” I say, raising my voice a bit. “I'm just so sweaty down there 
that it's painful to even move. I can't even imagine what it must feel like for girls, what with 
their vag being a fowing source of bodily fuids. Monica, what does it feel like for you?”

Monica jerks her head to one side. “Actually,” she answers, her voice a low hiss, “it 
feels like a period, and it hurts like a bitch. So the next time I'm bleeding profusely from my 
lady parts and crying because I have cramps, and you start complaining about your balls 
being rashy, don't come crying to me.” She turns her head back to the door, then does a 
double take back to me. “And for the record, you were totally trying to jerk it just then.”

I jump in front of her, the rage of man fully awakened inside of me. “Jerk it, eh?” I 
bellow. “Listen, ladies; I have got a pain worth three of your God-damn periods! Why don't 
you come at me for it?”

They do come at me. Not the ladies I'm staring at, though; within seconds, every 
stripper in their dressing room is peeking their heads out to fnd the source of the 
misogynistic male voice. As they spot the four renegades in disguise, they start asking 
questions such as “Who the hell is that?” and “Somebody call Rick yet? We got an intruder 



or two here.”
Monica gives us sage advice:
“Run.”
We plow out of the door in a clump just in time for a set of headlights to come 

careening toward us. Monica steps in front of us all, blocking the men from the incoming 
doom. This is it, I tell myself; this is how my story ends. I shut my eyes and think about all of 
the things I would have loved to do up until this point. Then I remember: At least I got a last 
look at some beautiful women. My life, I guess, is complete.

That idea changes though as the car screeches to a halt before hitting us. The 
headlights go off, a door opens, and a familiar voice rings out that sends Monica into a ft of  
tears.

“Thank God,” Will whispers. “The whole crowd's here.”

Lexi

I've got a good rhythm on him now. Up and down, one second at a time, swishing my 
tongue around the circumference as I go. It was a bit hard to get in the frst time around, but 
once I had a good position on it I was locked in. Rick doesn't seem to have any complaints; 
groaning like a prize pig, it seems like I'm doing his deed perfectly. I don't remember where I 
learned this technique. Then it hits me; I did this to Robbie once the night we frst had sex. I 
was drunk and didn't have a clue as to what I was doing. I never knew that it would later 
come in handy. Never thought I'd say this; but thank you, Mr. Samuel Adams.

I know exactly when I'm going to strike, too. Once he comes, I'll make the kill; he'll be 
in too much ecstasy to notice what's happened to him. Then he feel the pain, look at the 
wound, and start crying like a little boy. I'll run out of the room, meet up with Will in the 
parking lot, and start looking for the others. That'll leave poor little Rick, clutching at himself 
to try and stop the bleeding; but with any luck, he'll pass out from the pain and lose enough 
blood to stop living.

Shame on Monica for rubbing off on all of us.
The smile on Rick's face is contagious. “Man, this is great!” he moans. “I feel like the 

king, baby!” He just doesn't know what he's got coming. As I move my head up and down, I  
feel like a snake about to unleash its poison into a rat. I feel the venom rising up in me; it's 
the same venom that rose up at the two pigs years before. I get ready to attack, hearing 
Rick's moans get louder and louder. He arches his back, about to release his seed. I brace 
myself for the sudden income of fuid, and--

It doesn't come. Instead, the door fies open and Vanilla storms in. “Ricky!” she 
squeals. “The three boys downstairs got away!”

“What?” Rick rumbles, not moving from his spot. I keep sucking, though my rhythm is 
thrown off by the news. If they're out of captivity, then maybe they found Will and Monica 
along the way... maybe they're already carrying out the plan...

“Yeah!” Vanilla continues. “An' the girl that was passed out in the private room all shot 
up and stuff is gone too! All the other girls are saying that they saw them in the main hallway! 
What should we do, Ricky?”

Ricky takes a big sigh and slaps the back of my head. “Bitch, keep doing that!” he 
snarls. “I can't think when you don't suck!” I keep sucking as he rests his head back in the 
chair, quite clearly trying not to explode.

The thought of all of the others being found and recaptured when they've just 



reunited is unfair to me. I would rather die than see all of us forced to work here for the rest 
of our lives under the realm of “Ricky.” I can see myself working alongside Sam, the same 
glum face on the both of us, delivering our dirty thongs and bras down to the boys for 
washing and constant sexual frustration; and Monica, forced to remain helpless, forced to 
forever accept her submissiveness when she risked her life so many times to stop it. No, I 
think to myself. That's not who we are. I may be the daughter of a whore , but a whore's not 
what anyone else should be if they can help it. And according to the whore herself, my future 
doesn't lie in the family business. There's no time to waste. I have to run toward freedom.

I look up at Ricky. He's smiling again. He arches his back and moans. Warm gooey 
liquid comes streaming out of the hole, and I take a deep breath through my nose--

--and then I sink my teeth into him.
He notices quickly, which is surprising. His wails of pain pierce through the walls as 

blood from the big vein begins to gush into my mouth. I jerk my head back, my entire body 
numb with rage, and turn and spit the mixture of blood and semen onto Vanilla's legs. She 
shrieks as her pale legs become covered in red and white and runs out of the room with the 
liquid dripping from her. I turn back to Ricky and look at his face contorted in a pain of an 
unknown power. His cock is pale, the same color as the rest of his body. His screams have 
subsided, as he is probably too tired to carry on any longer. I lunge for him and he whimpers; 
I bare my teeth, which are still covered in the remnants of my attack.

“See this?” I say, trying to speak and still show him my bloody grin. He nods, so I 
continue. “This is what you get for misusing your control over others. This is what you get for 
throwing around your power. You can have money and you can have girls; but that doesn't 
mean you abuse it. Because when you abuse others, you abuse yourself. Now I have control, 
looks like; but I'm not going to be you. I'm not going to be her. I'm going to make good with 
what I have and be happy; because I'll be damned if I hurt others. I can't understand how 
you could live with yourself before. But maybe now you'll have time to think about that, 
won't you?”

I spit what is left of my attack onto his wound. He makes a fnal sound of agony, and 
then he is still. I put two fngers to his throat and press; he still has a pulse. “Let that be a 
lesson to you,” I snarl at his near lifeless corpse.

Then I take my foot and tip over his chair. The king falls to the ground, stripped of his 
power. I turn and, without a glance back, step out into the imminent chaos.

Will

To see all of my friends together again is like stepping into a warm shower after being 
trapped in the Arctic for seven years. My hands have been covered in ice and my head mired 
in snow; I am shivering from head to toe. The chill has run through my body, draining me of 
any spirit or hope. I have felt without a care, frostbitten and numb, from the moment I was 
banished to a cold and lonely life up until now.

Then I step into the hot water; and all of that melts away as the droplets sizzle on my 
frozen skin. My heart thaws as the ice on my eyes breaks away to reveal the whole crowd 
standing before me. My arms become unstuck as I reach out to hug every one of them; my 
lips become unchapped as I kiss Monica harder than ever. Robbie hits me and wonders 
where I've been. Jimmy kisses me on the cheek and asks me more worried questions than 
my own mother. Paul does nothing more than shake my hand.

I know that it's only been a few hours. You don't understand, though; a few hours 



knowing that my friends are in danger is like a few years for me. I feel like a ffty year old man 
at the moment.

My mind becomes clear as the fog of loneliness subsides. I realize that we are missing 
one of our kind. “Where's Lexi?” I ask, looking at Robbie.

“Alive, I'd hope,” he answers, taking a shaky breath. “Knowing Dick, he probably 
employed her on the spot. Who could blame him; she is a sexy little vixen after all, what with 
her face and her--”

“Stuff it, dress boy,” I interrupt, nodding at his ridiculous attire. “Besides, we don't 
want any jerking while we're carrying out this plan, either of the around or off variety.”

Monica, Jimmy, and Paul all chuckle as Robbie turns a deep red. “I never did anything 
like that!” he shouts. “I told you, I'm really chafng down there! It's not a laughing matter!”

“Robbie,” I explain to him, “I'm only telling you this because I'm your friend. When 
you chafe down there, it's because your sweat glands are activating into sex-crazy mode. 
Then you have the instinct to scratch; but really, that's just another form of masturbation.”

Robbie takes this all in. Then he does a sort of crazy move which involves silently 
cursing and failing his arms and legs around like a drunk karate fghter. I like to call this 
motion the “Robbie Is Frustrated” maneuver. It's a very ftting name, I think.

“Will?” Lexi's voice calls from down the hall. I hear her pitter-pattering footsteps come 
closer and see Robbie's head snap to the sound of them. He fghts his way through the other 
three to reach her; and I see them meet in the dim light of the hall, hugging and kissing as if 
they've been away for years. “I missed you,” she cries, her voice a whisper.

“I missed you too,” Robbie replies.
“In what way?” she snickers, looking at his dress. “You got so worked up that you tried 

to pleasure yourself by dressing like me?”
“That's not the only way,” Monica adds, before she and the rest of us break out into 

wild laughter. Lexi looks down at his crotch and sees the swamp, but only shrugs and looks 
back at Robbie's face. 

“I've just seen worse,” she says. “I don't really care much at the moment.”
“Then you'll believe me if I say that I was never doing anything like that?” Robbie 

asks, putting a grin on his face.
“Oh, of course not,” Lexi replies, wiping the grin away. “You were probably trying to 

wank it so hard that it would come off in your hand if it could. And speaking of penile 
injury...”

She tells us all about how she chomped off Rick's dong and spat the blood at Vanilla. 
She recounts her fnal words to him, how she had all of the thoughts running through her 
head while she was blowing him, and how incredible it felt to have power over someone who 
clearly couldn't handle it. I have never felt more pride for anyone in my life, not even myself 
or Monica. I didn't even feel this proud when my nephew said “Uncle Will” for the frst time. 
Our little Lexi has grown up into a woman; perhaps not in the most traditional way, but she's 
taken that step at least. 

“Now,” I say, as Lexi fnishes her story. “We've got little time to act, so let's go 
through this quickly. Robbie, I want you to get all of the other strippers out of the club, 
including Sam; and don't even think about stopping to change or firt with any of them. 
Jimmy and Paul, you get on crowd control. Get all the straight old men out of there. Gay it 
up if you have to. Just get them out of there no matter how disgusting you have to be in 
their eyes.” The two of them nod; Robbie sniffs at the thought of having to order strippers 
around in a dress. 



“Lexi, you've done enough already; so you and Monica stick with me and start setting 
up the grand fnale. We're gonna leave this hell hole with a bang that won't leave any 
forgetting that we were here.”

“What kind of bang?” Robbie asks. “Is that the one where we all have sex in front of 
the burning club?”

Lexi hits him; but I wave my fnger. “Not quite,” I correct him. “We'll be burning down 
this club, all right; but in the most awesome way possible.”

I open the passenger side car door and pull out a box of matches. Then, to the rest of 
the crowd's puzzled faces, I take out several hundred-foot reels of thin rope. Finally, I drag a 
heavy box out of the back seat, which lands on the ground with a clunk. Several objects 
move around inside; and as I lift off the cover, everybody else's eyes widen at the sight of the 
source of the sound.

“Fireworks?” Robbie asks, his word coming out as more of a shocked expression than 
a question. Monica, Jimmy, and Paul have the same shocked face; Lexi, who knew about the 
plan, giggles at them. “But how did you get these? I've tried for years and couldn't fnd an 
illegal place anywhere in the state!”

“I know a guy,” I explain, smiling all the while. “Kept in touch with him after he got 
kicked out of school for selling pot. Turns out he has friends in the freworks industry, too.”

“But there must be hundreds of kinds in here!” Robbie stammers as everyone starts 
digging through the box. “Rockets, apollos, whistlers, peonies, M.Ks... I can't believe that 
you were able to get your hands on these! Are you a wizard or something?”

“We've got a lot to do and time is short,” I announce, in a louder tone than usual. 
“Everyone get cracking on your positions. Let's start getting ready for our dynamic exit.”

If there's any better way to scare a room full of straight men and strippers than to 
present them with something unconventional by conservative standards, I'll eat my boxer 
shorts. Jimmy, Paul, and Robbie were excellent in carrying out their part of the deal. Robbie 
threw Stormy off of the catwalk and began doing a dance while wearing the dress, every 
once in a while fashing his junk to the unsuspecting men circled around. It probably felt 
good for Robbie, at least; his package was withering away inside of that tight slip. Meanwhile 
on the other catwalk, Jimmy and Paul had begun to make out at full force in front of 
everyone. All of the strippers were drawn to this gay loving until the two of them turned on 
the crowd and began to fake seizures. They blamed it “on account of their gayness” and told 
the strippers to “run, lest they catch the disease and pass it on to their future clients.” The 
dumb and judgmental bitches ran like cattle. Within minutes, the club was completely empty 
except for the limp body of Rick. It was a sight to behold, I'll tell you that.

Now, with the freworks set up and the fuse seconds away from being lit, I look back 
on my friends' previous place of captivity and sigh. It seems so extreme for me to be 
destroying a place of business that certainly doesn't deserve the punishment. The 
punishment was already doled out to the man responsible for our woes. Why push it further?

“Monica,” I say as I look upon the set up of destruction. She walks over and puts an 
arm around me. “Is what we're doing right?”

She lets out a laugh; it's not in response to a joke. “Why the sudden modesty, Evil 
Knievel?”

“I don't know,” I answer. “I don't think that it's right that we're making more of this 



than we need to. We already took down Rick; do we really need to go any further? I know 
that I set this up, and I know that this was all my idea. But I only did it for you guys, and it 
was only because you were all so helpless that I wasn't really thinking straight.” I shake my 
head and look down as everyone else comes in close to us. “I don't know; I just really need a 
second opinion before we go through with this.”

“Or a third, or a fourth... or a seventh,” Robbie adds. Lexi giggles and kisses him.
Monica comes around to face me. “William Michael Robinson, listen to me. You are 

the most reasonable person I know; no lie. You can hold back when rage tries to take over. 
You can take control over a situation when the situation seems to get out of hand. You can 
act maturely, but with some kind of emotion rather than none. And furthermore, you don't 
fake out on your friends and end up with a broken leg in the hospital.”

“You are the opposite of all of your friends' faws, Will. Your faw, though, is failing to 
realize that's what you are. And even if we're locked up in a cellar somewhere, we're always 
going to be with you right in here.”

She pokes me right in the chest. It makes me finch a little, but I laugh regardless. 
“What I'm trying to say is,” she concludes, “if you fuck with Will Robinson's friends, you fuck 
with Will Robinson.” She kisses me hard; tastes like fre. “Now you light that fuse.”

I take a step toward the end of the rope laying on the ground. I pick up the book of 
matches sitting by it and pull one out with a shaking hand. I strike the match across the box a 
few times; on the fourth attempt, it lights. That's a new record, I think to myself. As I look at 
the fame, I see the faces of all of my friends – old and new – illuminated in the orange light. 
The look of all of their smiles is contagious. I feel my own lips curl up to my ears and a sob 
welling up in my throat. “Thank you,” I whisper, the words barely able to come out.

“What are you thanking us for?” Lexi asks, laughing at my face.
I think for a moment, then shake my head. I swallow the sob back down, instead 

letting a tear fall down my cheek. “I don't know,” I answer. “Just because.”
The match has gone out. Everyone groans in disappointment, but it's a sarcastic sort 

of disappointment. I can't help it; I double over on the ground and laugh at the chorus of 
their voices. Their own laughter follows, creating a sound that can only be described as holy. 
In fact, if a black cloud of evil was hanging over Kumas' Charmers on Route 79 on the night 
of November 25th, our cloud of heavenly laughter was washing it away in the early morning 
of the 26th. The cloud of evil is screaming, although we cannot hear it. The demons 
embedded inside of it are weeping as their insides are being torn out from them, the white 
angels in our laughter slicing them up with their swords of love and goodwill... I don't know 
what I'm saying. My mind is going into happy places, forgive me. All I know is that we are all 
laughing and I'm on the ground holding a box of matches next to a display of freworks. 
“Hell,” I chuckle, getting the last of my laughs out. “Let's let these babies free.”

I light the match on the frst try. I touch the fame to the rope. The dry fringes soak up 
the fre as it travels down the way, never stopping to go out--

And then with a boom and a whizz, the rockets start fying. Colored light and joyful 
sound flls the air, the sound of celebration; and what a better sound there never was! 
Huddled here together with the people I love most, watching these explosions is almost a 
religious experience. The sparks rain down on the club, still occupied by the most evil man I 
know, and set the home of the devil in its rightful place; within a sea of fames licking the 
walls and resting on the ceiling. We watch as the dry wood falls away to expose the inside of 
the club, which with all of its lights and electronics catches fre rather quickly. The explosions 
of the bulbs and the equipment only adds to the triumph of our revenge. The whistlers cry 



out about our victory, and the whirly-dads dance in jest.
Then we hear sirens. Of course, leave it to the police to catch the tail end of the 

celebration. “We should go,” I advise, and the rest of them agree. We all pile into my car – 
two in front, four in back, and one in the trunk – and pull out of the parking lot, leaving the 
burning effgy of despair in our wake. 



Dreaming About The Future

November 27 – Jimmy

I seem to be the frst one up in the apartment. Paul is still sound asleep, snuggled 
under the covers in the fetal position. I try not to wake him up as I swing my legs around to 
the side of the bed. As I go to hop off, however, my feet land on a squashy pillow. Then I 
realize that those aren't pillows; they're a pair of boobs, the owner of which is now crying out 
in pain.

“Jesus Christ!” Sam screams, bolting upright in her bed. “What are you trying to do, 
get me killed again?”

“Sorry, Sammy,” I whisper. “Paul's still sleeping, though; try to be quiet.”
“Yeah, be quiet when I'm dying of pain. That's easy.” She gets up and stretches, 

looking out the window onto the alleyway below. “Did you forget that I was laying down 
there?”

I think for a moment, remembering all that happened among our arrival back at 
Autumn Leaves. Tom was still up cleaning, but took a break to welcome us all back and thank 
God that we were all safe. We helped him put some bookshelves back together before 
climbing the steps and breaking out copious amounts of alcohol in the apartment. The 
adrenaline from burning down the club was hot inside all of us. We played music with the 
amps turned up, danced like no one was watching, and drank until the foor was covered in 
beer and liquor. I didn't care about the rug at that point. Then, as far as I know, the straight 
lovers went to be nasty with each other while Sam, Paul, and I all retreated to my room to 
have a pillow fght. I was the last one to fall asleep, which happened at around 3 PM.

“Yeah,” I reply, rubbing my aching forehead. “I guess I did. The recycling bin will tell 
me just how much I should be forgetting, though.”

Sam giggles and pats my cheek. “Jimmy, if you weren't partial towards dudes I'd kiss 
you for being so adorable.”

I smile at her as I hear a rustle from behind me. Paul lifts up his head and stares at us 
both with a drugged out look in his eyes. “Wuzzah?” he mumbles, his voice but a croak.

“Good morning, sunshine,” I coo, going over to ruffe his bedhead. “How are we 
feeling today?”

He starts to answer, but retches and turns his head to the side of the bed. I look away 
as vomiting sounds enter my eardrum; Sam blocks her ears and squeezes her eyes shut. I 
think I hear her start to sing the ABCs. “Yeow, Paul,” I cry as he fnishes expelling every bit of 
food and alcohol from his stomach. “How much did you put away last night?”

He catches his breath and looks at me with a pale face. “Just one,” he manages to 
whisper, before turning and exploding on the rug once again. Now I do mind stains on the 
rug. I sigh and order Sam to run and get some paper towels and the Resolve from the 
bathroom. She does, fumbling for the doorknob as she keeps her eyes closed. I look at Paul 
and realize that not only is he skinny enough to be a lightweight, but that he has not been so 
hyped up in his life. Psychiatry is not what I would call an extreme profession.  

Once Paul is fnished being Mount Vesuvius, we clean up the mess as Sam stands and 
watches from a distance, asking every second if it's all gone. Then we shower and dress, with 
Paul and I forcing Sam into some of Adrian's old hipster clothes left in my closet (“You're not 
even going down to the coffee shop looking like your old self!” I order her.) Then I check up 
on the other four, who are all somehow crammed into Lexi's bed. It's somewhat disturbing to 



see them all so close together sans clothes – especially when seeing Monica and Robbie 
separated only by Lexi's small frame – but I just tell myself that it's all love and that helps 
make the visual a little more acceptable.

We descend the stairs to the café, which is looking more in order than it did last night. 
Tom is at the counter looking haggard, but still smiling at us as we reach the landing. 
“Morning, Tom,” I say as he waves at us. “How long were you here last night?”

“Not much longer,” he answers, stifing a yawn. “Took a few hours longer to reset the 
comics and take inventory on what those cheapskates destroyed. Had to mourn the loss of 
Amazing Fantasy #14 for a while, too. Can't fnd many more of those on the market these 
days.”

“I'm sure,” Sam says, a hint of sadness in her eyes. “I mean, as if Amazing Fantasy 
wasn't hard enough to fnd any more. There's a mint version online for $50,000; that's as 
cheap as I've been able to fnd it.”

Tom's mouth falls agape. “Who are you who is wise in the ways of comics?” he 
bellows, probably waking up the four lovers upstairs. “Have these two boys transformed you 
from your old behaviors? Jimmy, now's the time to admit you're a wizard!”

I smile, brushing my bangs out of my hair. “Trust me, Tom; you're not going to see a 
scar on my forehead anytime soon.”

We sit at a table and order coffees, which Tom puts on the house. “I've always liked 
comics, really,” Sam explains. “But at the club, Tom would never let me read them or any 
other book for the matter. He thought that it would make me too smart. They really weaken 
girls like veal at those clubs, you know.”

“Try to, at least,” Paul adds. “But you're anything but weak, darling. You're a survivor 
of the death camps. You're a full-blown steer.”

“Thanks for making it sound like I'm either a Holocaust victim or a male cow,” Sam 
sneers, trying her best to hide a smile. Paul shrugs and looks to me for agreement. “But 
thank God I'm out of there, for sure. I'm not sticking around here any longer, just in case the 
ghost of Rick rises and opens another club somewhere in the spirit world. I'm heading to 
New York and taking that audition at the end of the month.”

“That a girl!” Paul cheers, slapping her on the back and causing her to spit out her 
coffee. “Meanwhile, I've got to get back to work sometime today. I called in and cancelled 
all of my appointments yesterday, and I don't think the crazies will like it much if I postpone 
for too long.”

They both look at me as I sip my coffee. Silence falls like a brick thrown from a 
window. “And what about you, Jimmy?” Sam asks. “What does your future hold outside of 
captivity?”

I put down my coffee cup and sigh. “I don't know,” I answer. “I don't think I'll do 
anything different from what I was doing before captivity. I think I'll be just relaxing around 
here and playing music at the bars until I can think of some other plans. It's worked so far; 
why fx something that isn't broken?”

Sam puts down her coffee cup and stares wide-eyed at me. “Jimmy, you can't just 
expect that playing guitar at bars is going to become your career!” she cries. “I know that I 
was working at a strip club for four years; but that's a completely different situation, as we all 
know. You have the opportunity to take your music major beyond Riverbrook. What was your 
concentration, anyway?”

“Composition,” I answer. “I was top in my class at writing original pieces. The teacher 
said that I could have a career writing musicals.” I gulp, and then continue talking. “I've 



actually been writing one over the course of the year. It's not quite fnished yet, but I'm still 
looking for a little bit of extra inspiration before I feel the urge to add the fnal piece.”

Sam cocks her head to the side. “Well, why don't you come to New York and fnish it 
there?” she asks. “That way, you'll be close by Broadway already and can get the production 
started. You're not going to get a musical produced here in Riverbrook, that's for sure.”

“What's that?” Paul adds, gulping down his coffee a little too fast. “New York? You're 
not planning on leaving town, are you?”

My palm fies to my forehead. “No, silly,” I laugh. “I'm defnitely not leaving 
Riverbrook yet. Sorry, Sam; but I know where my loyalties lie.” She shrugs and mutters 
something that sounds like “I was only trying to make a suggestion...”

“And what's this about a musical?” Paul asks, turning to face me. “You've been writing 
a musical this whole time and never bothered to tell me? Is that why you've been hiding in 
the apartment and noodling around most of the month? Answer me, Jimmy!”

I smile at him and touch his shoulder. “I wanted it to be a surprise for you, actually. It's 
a rock opera about a homosexual boy who can't fnd love in the world. He feels blank and 
emotionless; out of touch, if you will. That's until he fnds someone just like him in every way; 
not just physically and mentally, but a blank slate himself. It's only at the very end when he 
realizes that the other boy is actually another half of himself, which was separated at birth 
and made to spend the rest of his life looking for his companion.”

Sam lets out a little noise that sounds like “Aww.” A little tear falls from Paul's dark 
eyes. “That's beautiful,” he whispers. “If you don't mind me asking; if it's a rock opera, what 
band are you focusing the music around?”

I grab his other shoulder and stare directly into his deep pools of blue. “Freddie 
would be proud, Paul. He would be very, very proud of the both of us.”

Paul's mouth drops open as he understands the reference. As if by magic or Tom's 
iPod, “Somebody To Love” comes over the PA system. Freddie's voice rings clear over the 
soaring instruments as Paul laughs louder than I've ever heard him. Then we kiss as the 
chorus blasts through the coffee shop, not giving a care about the two customers who are 
ordering sandwiches at the counter. There's no better song for two men to kiss to, if you're 
wondering. 

“Well,” comes a voice from the staircase. “I thought we were done with the romance 
yesterday afternoon.”

Paul and I break apart and look at Sam, who is stifing a laugh and pointing at the 
stairs. There stands Will, behind whom are Robbie, Monica, and Lexi. They are in their 
pajamas, clearly having just woken up.

“The romance never dies,” I answer. “It just takes short breaks.”

Will

I jump down the last four steps and run over to the table where the three older kids 
are sitting. “Freddie asked us to fnd him somebody to love,” I explain. “We had to wake up 
and heed his word.”

“That,” Monica adds, holding me around the waist from behind, “and that orgy was 
kind of a startler. That's the last time I wake up next to my cousin without pants on.”

Robbie sticks out his fnger and jabs it into Monica's shoulder. “In my defense, you 
drank enough rum and Coke to kill seven towns,” he says. “And when your boyfriend has the 
nerve to ice me three times in a night, anything's gonna happen.”



“Right,” she says after a moment of recollection. Then she slaps me across the face.
“The hell was that for?” I ask, rubbing my stinging cheek. “Robbie and Lexi could 

have easily picked another bed to sleep in, you know.”
“Right,” Monica repeats, turning to slap Robbie instead. He ducks and her hand hits 

Lexi instead. “Sorry, Lexi. When you get a moment, can you pull a Ricky on your boyfriend 
for me?”

Robbie's face blanches as Lexi's lips curl into an evil grin. “Oh God no,” he pleads. 
“Lexi, you want that as much as I do. Don't do anything rash, I beg you.”

“That's what they make prosthetics for,” she responds, sending Robbie into a ft of 
fright. He crouches behind me and I try to shake him off.

“I didn't know that we were using 'Ricky' as a verb now,” Jimmy jokes. “Take a seat, all 
of you. Tom, four more coffees!” We all sit, even though Robbie is still a bit reluctant to be 
near his girlfriend. She lunges at him and he screams like a girl. We can always leave it to 
Robbie to be a source of humiliation for a laugh.

“Good news, everyone,” I announce, patting the table a few times. Their faces snap 
to attention. “I fnished my novel last night.”

Monica kisses me on the cheek and shakes my shoulder. “God, that's incredible!” she 
squeals. “How did you even fnd the time to write with all that was going on?”

“Eh, a few words here and a few words there,” I explain. “It's amazing how it builds 
up. Speaking of which, your art show. How's that coming along?”

She shrugs her shoulders and sighs. “Well, it's nowhere close to being fnished. But 
with Adrian gone, I'll be able to get things done a lot faster, that's for sure.”

“Betrayal's good for somethings, I suppose,” Jimmy says, causing Tom to drop two of 
the coffees in a ft of laughter. I didn't even know that he was listening in on the 
conversation. Leave it to Tom to be a closet creeper. “I'll go fx up two extras for you,” he 
stammers, scuttling away into the back in shame.

“Speaking of which,” Jimmy continues after watching Tom shake his head in self-pity, 
“who wants to come with me, Paul, and Sam to see Adrian in a little while? It's only right that 
we visit her, even if she is a cold and hateful hipster bitch.”

“Whoa, Jimmy Finkle calling his own sister a hipster bitch!” I shout, clapping my 
hands in agreement. “Never thought I'd see the day that it happened!”

He makes a sound of indifference. “She's had it coming for a while. I'm really just 
going to give her the ultimatum. She needs to learn that if she's awful to others, then others 
are just going to be awful to her.”

“Damn straight,” Monica agrees as she pounds the table. Tom comes over with the 
coffees and puts one down in front of her. She takes it and takes a swig regardless of the 
heat. “Thanks, Tom. I'll come with you to the hospital, Jimmy. Your ultimatum will be a lot 
stronger if I have to beat some sense into her to get the general idea.”

“I think you've done enough beating for a lifetime,” I say, smoothing her hair. “Give 
yourself a rest. Lexi, Robbie; are you two interested in coming with us?”

“No,” Lexi spits, throwing wide eyes at Robbie.
“And you're saying that because...”
“Sex,” Robbie answers. He turns to face Lexi as she nods. “Lots and lots of sex.”
“Why am I not surprised,” I say, lacking any emotion in my voice. I sip my coffee and 

raise my eyebrows at the both of them.
Everyone copies me, picking up their coffee cups and taking sips before putting them 

back down. Nobody says a word in the process. Not even Tom, who always likes to chat with 



the customers no matter what they're in the middle of doing. This is a record, I believe, for 
the longest amount of time spent not talking to one another while we're all in the same 
vicinity. Seconds pass like hours. Every once in a while we shoot a feeting glance at one 
another, but that is the extent of our communication.

Finally, Lexi breaks the wall of silence. “I don't want to be the frst to ask,” she spits, 
“but why us? Why did we have to be the ones to get roped into Rick's little scheme? He 
didn't have to cause all that trouble to get Sam back, you know. Why did he go to all that 
trouble?”

“Questions,” I ask, “which are very complicated indeed.”
“Besides,” Monica chimes in, “we all have our own problems already. I'm an 

uncontrollable beast when provoked, Lexi's got the ghost of her mother to deal with, Jimmy 
and Paul have to bear the brunt of society, and Will freaks whenever he's alone.”

“And I'm a complete hypocrite,” Robbie smiles, seeming proud of this proclamation.
“Whatever,” Monica says, rolling her eyes. “But in the end we overcame those 

problems to get out of a shorter-term issue. What I think we should be asking ourselves is: 
Could we learn to handle our long-term problems from this experience?”

“I don't think so,” Jimmy sighs, putting down his coffee cup. “I think that we're all 
going to have these problems for the rest of our lives. It's part of our character, or who we 
are as humans. If there was nothing wrong with us, life would be really boring and we'd all try 
to kill ourselves anyways.”

“We would?” Monica asks. “But how is that even possible? I mean, why would people 
want to kill themselves if they had nothing to hate about themselves?”

Jimmy takes off his glasses and wipes them on his shirt. “It's simple, really. It's what 
I've been saying since the beginning of forever. There's no other explanation except that 
people are just naturally fucked up in the head.”

And as we all look at each other, taking in Jimmy's wise words, we realize that there's 
really no better way to explain ourselves. Each one of us has a problem. Those problems are 
only made more frustrating by life's little hiccups. And our biggest faw is thinking that we 
can right ourselves in terms of the big picture while ignoring the little things. We all made 
right a small part of our lives; I think it's time to stop fxing things until another small part 
goes wrong.

We all pick up our coffee, as if linked by a group mind, and sip.
“This is really good coffee,” I say.
“Yeah,” Monica agrees.
Drink up, buttercup.


