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"To those of you who are filling the universe with their creativity, it reaches us intentionally or unintentionally."




“The memory of humans is a pandemonium of unspecified possibilities, rather than their combination together”


Jorge Luis Borges
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I dissolved into tears. This is the third time I felt weak in my life. The conflicted feelings in my being had been swept by the gray stream that went through my frailty and made me feel dizzy.


Someone knocked the door and asked to come in. I was surprised that I could not recognize the voice. His hands grew tired since they couldn’t unbolt the metal knob. His attempts were in vain, as I bolted the door by the key so no one could see my tears. I went toward the door and my body went right and left like a clock that had finished its tour and its pendulum refused to stop. My steps were getting heavier; and the universe around started to spin. At my last step, I fainted and felt nothing.


-“what is the matter?”


-“psychological trauma, something distressed him and he couldn’t handle it.”


I understood the content of the brief dialogue. My sight followed a light that came from a small window by the atrium, I was still looking at things from the standpoint of a spider which was resting on its web and working hard to feel its prey. The web shook after a long period of waiting in part of the hungry hunter. The spider went to its prey.


The doctor looked at me with sorrowful face and said, “And what made him upset... what led a boy in his age to have a psychological trauma?!”


Disturbed by the doctor’s bothersome curiosity, which had inspired memories that were meant to be suppressed, my mother replied, “His best friend passed away”


I closed my eyes, but a lonesome tear slid towards my nose and went to its final place resting between my lips... I tasted it; it was bitter since it reminded me of my catastrophic situation. The spider devoured its prey in zest, the pendulum stopped moving after small movements and the fish hanged in a small hook ended its protest and gave up in a tired compliance, announcing its satisfaction with the reality and fate.


-“That’s a tranquilizer, let him take it every night. I advise you, in case he did not get better (God forbid), to take him to a psychotherapist”, announced the doctor to my mother.


I heard the doctor while he was getting away little by little until there was nothing left but his monotonous feet then the noisy sound of the apartment door squeaking followed by a strong coalescence; announcing that the door went back to its normal position, I fixed my gaze at the light that ended its long trip in the wall opposite me, I looked at the body of the wall for a while, then I went back to my coma willingly.


In a desperate attempt to forget, I got up from the bed after a period that I could not identify, got around the apartment, and moved from the kitchen to the bathroom then to the bedrooms. I opened the door of the apartment. Whoever would watch, might think that I was escaping in my bed clothes, I opened the elevator door. I entered and closed the door. I did not feel what happened after that.


My mother sat at the edge of the bed and tears were pouring from her eyes, while my father was standing by the bed side. His face expressions were changing so quickly that I could not understand them.


After they made sure I was sleeping peacefully, they left. I pretended to be sleeping just to satisfy them; I got up to open the closed window. The wind was blowing heavily and the sky was pouring drops of rain.
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We drove the car speedily on the road. I was listening to the sound of the drops of rain as they crushed against the floor; the weather was really bad... I closed my jacket zipper to protect myself from this cursed wind shaking me off. I began following the quick movements of Adel’s car wipers, while thinking of who was behind making us travel to Alexandria now. Maybe it was Khaled or “Strong Desire”, as I nicknamed him!! I came across this name while watching a foreign movie; one of the characters had the same moral features of Khaled. The other one who encouraged this bad idea was Adel. He prepared for Khaled all the suitable circumstances; the car, the apartment over there, Baker, the doorman. All those circumstances made Khaled cling to his idea. For me, I wasn’t enthusiast about this trip but when I thought about it for a while; I decided to travel with them. We are together all the time, our projects are one, and sometimes we have these common crazy ideas. But today I felt strange as it was the pressuring force.


I cut into the silence that had overwhelmed the atmosphere and said: “We must rest as soon as we arrive there.”


“Are we going there to rest?!” said Adel.


I cursed him secretly, since his desire prevented him from thinking about anything else now.


“What do you think?” I asked Adel.


“I don’t think about anything now. You decide and I agree”


I knew this very well; Adel was taking the side of Khaled.


Silence took over once again, cut by the sound of the rain pouring upon the car. Two hours ago, we stood by the doorstep of Kareem’s house, he came to us, we told him where we were going, but he refused to come with us. “If it is about money I could lend you some” I said it sarcastically! As I knew his father’s condition; the latter could buy me and my family as well.


He smiled and said: “Frankly, I don’t want to. I decided to give up, I asked a religious person and he told me that there are other activities that can prevent me from doing such things”


-“But these things are forbidden as well”, said Khaled.


-“You think that things are like fasting or regularly praying” I told him


-“Kareem, I know what you mean, but I heard Sheikh on television saying that he who masturbates is cursed”


-“And which one of us didn’t do it before?!”


-“No one, but not like the way you do. You do it constantly. You know, even after you get married, you will still love this habit”


-“Enough... Khaled, leave him, He is free”, I said it to end that fruitless conversation, Each one of them had his distorted information and I was not better than them to interfere in the religious matters they were talking about.


After Kareem had invited us to come to his house for a little bit, we said bye. Khaled refused firmly the invitation, saying that he was in a hurry. Kareem said, “Send my regards to Bakr”, before he disappeared from our sight.


We arrived at our destination; we came close to 1El-Montzah as Adel’s family apartment was there. Khaled smiled, I smiled too. I laughed at Khaled since he was getting himself ready now. The car stopped in front of this towering building, we got off.


The weather began to calm down and the rain stopped, I called Bakr as he knew my voice well, Khaled went toward the room and knocked on the door, Bakr came out and he seemed unhappy, but when he saw us, he drew a big, bright smile that swept away the sorrow that was on his face. He knew well that we were one of his income sources, our presence meant that his pocket would no longer be empty, “welcome... welcome... why did not you say you were coming... I would have spread sand on the road”, said Bakr.


-“anyways, Bakr... you know our demand very well”


-“Do you think you will find anything now. We are close to dawn”


-“I am your servant, sirs. But if you want it right now. You have to pay extra money, but if you can wait till tomorrow that will be better and will be cheaper for you.”


“Damn you Bakr; you are acting as if you were worried about our money!”


-“No... It’s necessary now. You always get what you ask for”.


-“Ok, sir Khaled, half an hour and you will find what you want”


We went to the apartment, Adel kept searching for on his pocket but he couldn’t find it.


-“Stupid... you should have made sure you have it, where are we going to stay?! At the neighbors’ house”, said Khaled.


-“ok let’s give up the idea and go back,” said Adel despairingly.


-“you two are not able to think, there should be a copy with Bakr. Did he not rent the apartment to you at school time?”


A smile was drawn on Khaled’s face, a smile of hope, he said; “hats off for your intelligent manner of thinking”


We stopped in front of the door till we heard Bakr’s voice, he opened the elevator door, and he appeared with his tan face with the special scar on his forehead: “the girl is downward”.


-“Let her up.” murmured Khaled with his drool excitement, and then added, “First give me the keys of the apartment which are at your disposal.”


-“Ok, Mr. Ahmed... right away... But before all of this, the girl wants a lot of money”


-“Why? Is she a high school student?” said Adel ironically.


-“Shut up... We agree on anything”,


-“Who agreed? Talk about yourself, Khaled, we should know How much does she want, first?”


-“Not important, it’s too late. It’s her right to get whatever she wants, and let us see Adel’s opinion.”


-“get your voice down, guys, and you ,Bakr, let the cursed girl up before someone sees her and this affair becomes a scandal, we are going to talk inside the apartment.”


White beautiful face, excellent breasts, a butt that indicated that the universe was still good; she seductively put her index in her mouth in a professional manner.


-“Yes, she is worth it”, said “Strong desire” (Khaled)


Khaled reached his climax, I believed if Bakr had brought him a dog from the street he would say about it excellent and would start negotiating with Bakr; considering him the dog’s agent. “The excellent” started discovering the house on her own; she reached the bedroom with her sixth sense, turned the lights on, entered and closed the door. As usual we started quarrelling about who was going to go in first. It costed me extra money. We eventually came to a suitable solution for all parties. I would go first then Khaled and after that Adel. This solution made me pay extra in addition to what Bakr was going to take from me. I knew that very well.


He surely charged the girl with a lot of money; and he undoubtedly have accumulated a fortune by now. Khaled woke me up and said nervously: “Get in; we are not going to wait for a long time”. I did not argue with him. I went to the room, entered, I was sure of that; she had already taken off her clothes. She was still seductively putting her finger on her mouth.


I went towards her, turned off the light. At that moment, the prayer started from the mosque that was close to Adel’s house, I turned the light on again and pointed at her to wait. After few minutes, I switched off the light. She didn’t talk much and that was usually the way professional whores did. For them it is a career, they did not enjoy it but they were only interested in the income they received from it. Girls, who have sex for the first time, shiver and feel frightened initially, but gradually they break the psychological barriers and become professionals in the business.


I have memorized these steps by heart, I got a little bit of sexual pleasure out of them. Time passed by quickly. I finished what I was doing... I heard her voice for the first time; she said: “are you done. You are so quick”.


“Yes, that’s my habit... what do you want...” she slept on her stomach implying that she wanted anal sex. I understood the gesture and refused it totally.


-“we will add this to the sinful act we have already did!” I continued, “No, you can ask someone else. That’s enough filth for me for today”


I got up and turned on the light, wore my clothes, she pointed at me while I was opening the door to let the next directly in. I heard Khaled’s foot coming close, he came in with an enormous smile on his face. I went to the bathroom, took of my clothes, and went under the water to purify my body from this act. But would it cleanse my soul?! I closed my eyes; perhaps this water would be poured inside my soul. Perhaps I might get rid of that sinful boy, who just committed that sin, and who once thought he would never do it! Why did he do that? Why was he doing this sin? Why did he follow their lead in doing such sinful deeds and was even the first to do? There is still innocence inside us. I went out of the bathroom, I heard the door bell ringing; Bakr brought some food, he came in without saying a word, he put the bags and then went outside quickly. I heard groans coming from the room, Khaled felt happy since he was the kind of person, who loved to hear these alluring sounds. The whore charged him with money for uttering such sounds. The paid-for moans compensated for the flaw in his manliness and satisfied his sadism. The groans continued, as I went far from the room; went to sit down with Adel who was searching the food bags. I got a big bag of chips. I opened it, put it aside and looked at the rest of the food, which Bakr brought.


-“Look! The son of the bitch did not bring ketchup” I told Adel, angrily.


- “Eat... you are not going to die without ketchup.”


I started to devour the food with fake expression of anger on my face. I closed my eyes and slept for a little bit. I woke up by a strong shake from Khaled’s hand and his voice, “Money, the girl is leaving” .I cursed him; saying outrageously” Do not you know how to take what you want from my wallet without waking me up!” I closed my eyes again. I woke up to the sound of the doorbell, Bakr asked us if we needed anything. Khaled thanked him. I looked at my watch to find it was past eight


-The man in charge of the filthy missions became so greedy, Said Khaled.
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