

[image: cover]




[image: images]








Dedalus Original Fiction in Paperback





The Romeo & Juliet Killers





Xavier Leret was born and bred in Bristol.





He has written and directed two feature films and numerous theatre productions. He now lives in a small village not far from Bishops Stortford.





The Romeo & Juliet Killers is his first novel.




For Sharon







“The latter contemplated the carnage (fragments of red flesh in the prairie, yellow flowers, men in black suits), sighed gently and turned around to his companion, saying, ‘it’s a moral duty, John’.”





Michel Houellebecq





The Possibility of An Island




Contents


Title


Dedication


Quote





Act I


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5





Act II


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4





Act III


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4





Act IV


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7





Act V


Chapter 1


Chapter 2





Copyright




Act I




1


He was on his way home from school, walking with his head down, his sports holdall slung over his shoulder and he was terrified. A letter was going to be arriving the very next morning that would throw his parents into a puritanical fury. A teacher at his Catholic Free School had caught him watching a filthy movie on a friend’s mobile phone.


Some parents might laugh off such lurid transgressions, perhaps even celebrate the sexual awakening of their sons. Many of the parents of his pals, he was sure, would do just that. But not his. Not in a month of Sundays. His parents being religiously strict in the most steadfast sense. His pals all had mobile phones and game consoles and their own computers in their rooms, and would regularly swap just about anything personal across innumerable social networking platforms. Many of them also seemed to have vast collections of dirty movies on their phones, some of which involved themselves, well that’s what they claim. He wasn’t allowed none of these. His mum was particularly disparaging of mobile phones and the internet claiming that they are like the many heads of the beast as chronicled by St John The Apostle in the Apocalypse, and would often argue that he was simply not old enough to withstand such temptations. His dad would rant on too, about the dissolute ravages of contemporary society and modern life.


But worse than this was that now he felt raw with shame, wishing that he was stronger, better able to fight temptation, better able to understand his own body, knowing only too well, and indeed, fearing what his parents might say about his sexual awakenings, a topic he had never once dared to discuss with them, and an issue of his development they had never once raised with him. Were it not for the movies that he watched during his lunchtimes he would be entirely in the dark and out on a limb as to how to deal with girls and, more specifically, the passions that were raging within him. With his friends, in the playground, he achieved not just camaraderie but a sense that what he was experiencing was normal.


He walked and looked at the houses to either side of him and wondered what happened behind the windows, whether all family life was the same as his family life, whether their lives were populated by shouts and screams, visions, scourges, blood, demons, eternal damnation.


He wanted to pray for an end to his torment and some heavenly reprieve before the morning, but he didn’t know how to, his problem being that he just couldn’t believe, an unfortunate failure of his nurturing and not one that he could in any way explain. If only he did believe, life for him would be so much simpler. There certainly wouldn’t be any letters home from school. On one level he sort of felt the presence of an alternative spiritual reality populated by the Trinity – Father, Son, Holy Ghost – saints, angels, cherubs and all the rest of them – it was, considering his home life, difficult for him not to. At the same time, however, his internal voice whispered that none of it was true. And as he walked that internal voice was working overtime, reeling off an angry monologue about how unfortunate he was, and how cruel life had been to him for giving him the parents that he had, when it suddenly fell silent. Just up ahead of him, slap bang in the middle of the pavement, blocking his way, stood a girl, his age or thereabouts, in a short skirt with bare legs, her figure tall and slender, her hair short, spiked and fiery red, her eyes like emeralds. A small silver handbag was slung over her shoulder and she was wearing a T-shirt with the words, Heaven Sent, embossed in gold across her young breasts.


She pretended not to see him, keeping her gaze on something way off down the street, but when he didn’t move she scowled and said, “Fuck off”.


He coughed, said, “Sorry,” turned and, feeling that he was trapped in clothes two sizes too small for him, began to walk away.


“Wait,” she called.


He stopped and turned.


“D’you’s gone red,” she said.


“Have I?”


“Yah.”


Afraid of the silence he quickly said the first thing that popped into his mind, fluffing the natural beat of the conversation by swallowing the very first word of his sentence. “Wh-at school do you go to?”


The question made her blink. “School?” she said, which in her thick Bristolian accent, sounded more like scawl.


“Yeah,” he said.


“I don’t go a scawl.”


“You don’t?”


“Nah.”


“How come?”


“Taint no scawl that wants I.” The light in her eyes flinched. “Etz a fucker,” she added, off-the-cuff-like. She took a pack of ten Marlboro Silvers out of her small handbag, put a cigarette to her lips and just before she lit it said, “Whir d’you goes?”


“Bart’s,” he answered.


She took a deep drag of her cigarette, blew out a shaft of smoke and nodded seriously, like she was aware of the esteemed holiness of the institution and felt nothing but sympathy for him for having to experience it.


“My name’s Franky,” he said. “What’s yours?”


Her eyes squinted because the sun was behind him. “Daizee,” she said.


“That’s a nice name,” he said softly.


She looked at him like she’d heard that before. “Ez et?”


“Yeah, it’s a summer name, like the flower.”


She laughed and put up her hand to block out the sun. Her eyes narrowed. “What, d’you’s a poet?”


He shrugged his shoulders and did his best to appear relaxed, though deep down he wished he hadn’t said it, not that he didn’t write poetry because he did, it was just something that he kept to himself, hidden away in an exercise book under his bed, at home.


“Well, what can I do for d’you’s then thur Mistur Shakespeares?”


“I’m going to get a coke, Daizee. Do you want one?”


Franky heard music. Her hips began to hustle. “A coke?” she said.


He couldn’t help but smile as he watched her do a little jig. The movement of her hips making her pert breasts sway. “Yeah,” he said.


“I don’t jus go with any old cock, I’m not that sort of… D’you’s got cash?”


Now Franky had managed to save two-days dinner money, which he planned to spend that weekend at the church youth club. Fasting to save was his parent’s idea.


“I got meez a righteous feeling bout d’you’s, ur lover,” she said with a wink and took what little money he had, “like destiny jus poked I. Yah, tis troo,” she grinned.


They went for a walk. He bought her an ice-cold coke and they sat in a park with swings, a slide, crushed in by houses, two tall-rooms high, with skylights scattered into the rooftops, the main road adjacent rammed with rush-hour traffic. And they chatted. And it was like a real date. She even took her phone out and snapped a photo of the two of them, cheek to cheek, said she’d text it to him, but Franky didn’t have a phone, so she said, “No bother, I’ll keeps it for d’you.” A little while later she said, “Times up,” so he said, “can we meet again?” And she said, “Yeah, sure fing, sweetz, I’z iz ooked all week but I can squeeze a bit of room for d’you’s on Thursdi, so ow’s about that?”


He nodded and said, “Ok.”


She looked him in the eyes and smiled, a genuine, warm smile. “D’you’s got yurself a pen then thur Mistur Shakespeares?”


“Yeah,” he said softly.


“Well geez et ere then.” She picked a piece of paper up from the floor, laid it on the bench and wrote her number down on it.


When Franky got home he put her number in the bible that his dad had given him as a child. His dad had inscribed it with, ‘Don’t loose your soul, Francis, whatever the world might offer.’
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When she left him Daizee wandered into the town centre to a MacDonald’s in the Union Gallery which was her favourite. She ordered herself a large chocolate thick-shake, sat by the window sucking on the straw and took her phone out to look at the photo of him.


There was a MacDonald’s clown in a purple jumpsuit and a hooter of a red nose laughing, blowing up balloons, then letting them down whilst making a farting noise with his mouth. This little girl was laughing and laughing. All the clown had to do was make that farting noise and the girl would fall about in fits. Her laughter was totally infectious, bringing a smile to Daizee’s face and before she knew it she was giggling along too.


Later, when she finished her shake she got up and walked pass the little girl and her mother. The girl smiled and waved. Daizee waved back. The mother looked up, smiled, but her eyes dropped when she saw who it is was her daughter was waving to. Daizee didn’t mind a bit, she was happy. Once outside she lit a cigarette and walked past the shop windows. The mannequins were at play in the windows, walking hand in hand, lovers in swimwear.
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Franky’s day began as his life had the moment he first saw her. He sat bolt upright, smiling, went straight to his desk, took out his bible from the drawer and retrieved the scrap of paper on which she had scrawled her name and number, then lay down again and just stared at it.


The door to his bedroom flew open and his mum stormed into the room. He saw the edge of the screwed up letter poking out from her fist, and immediately felt sick.


“You have demeaned yourself”.


“Mum –”


“Let me finish!” she said pronouncing every syllable as she was casting out a demon. “Have you no shame? Lusting over that filth. You corrupt yourself, just by looking at it.”


“It wasn’t like that –”


But she wasn’t listening. “What am I going to tell your dad?”


His eyes were closed, his skin burning, his heart beating erratically. There was a barrage of words exploding inside his head, but none that he could harness into a coherent sentence, or utilise into a rational argument. And there was blistering shame. A searing disgust in himself and his body’s unquenchable need for sexual fulfilment, that he could in no way control. There was no running away from it, it was always there, if not at the forefront of his mind, then in the shadows of it.


“And look!” she shouted, and held up the scrunched-up letter from the headmaster. “You’ve fallen so publicly. It is not just your shame, it’s now mine and your dad’s. Everyone will know. Each and every one of those parents, that called themselves Christians. I’ll never be able to show my face at church again. We will have to go into school, and sit in front of your headmaster, that self important bank manager of a man, and share in this indignity. How am I supposed to tell your dad about this? What do I tell him?”


“I’m sorry mum.”


“Sorry to whom? Me?”


Tears welled up in his eyes.


“Who you should be sorry to is our Father in heaven,” she hissed. “He is disgusted by you, he is defiled by you.”


He didn’t know where to look so he looked at his feet which made him feel even more like a little boy.
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