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Guy slit his date's throat.

He'd had her strung up by a thin chain around her feet that he looped through a pulley attached to the ceiling of his basement.  She'd stopped whining half an hour ago and half an hour ago Guy had stopped whacking her with a 2X4.  Before killing her, he took a scalpel from his pocket, knelt next to her and whispered, "Would you have dinner with me?"

Dazed indifference.  Guy might as well have told her he embodied the reincarnation of Elvis Presley, which would have been impossible since Guy had been in his teens when the late King keeled over.

"If you'll have dinner with me," he said, "I'll let you down from there and we can go upstairs.  As long as you promise not to poison me."

At the sound of those words, I'll let you down, she became aware.  Her eyes rolled toward Guy and a thin smile tried to spread across her face.  She made a gesture with her swollen head that might have been a nod.

"You will," Guy squealed.  "Really?  Oh, good.  Well, it's a good thing I cooked something before I picked you up tonight.  Now, let's get you down from there."

Then he pulled her head back by the hair with one latex-gloved hand and used the scalpel to slit a deep gouge from one side of her throat to the other.

Blood flowed in a thick stream that soon became a river, washing down her neck and chin, falling to Guy's basement floor.  She convulsed, her arms flailing and the chain around her feet rattling.  Watching it flow, Guy thought of his own blood, which was not his blood, but which flowed through his veins and when the time came he would give it up for the Golden Age.

A vision appeared to him then.  Something resembling a cross, but a set of wings had replaced the arms, and two serpents entwined around each other up the middle, meeting just below the wings.  As he watched the cross that wasn't a cross—he wondered what this symbol was called, if it had a name—float in the air before him, the serpents turned their heads toward him, drew back, then lunged, spitting blood at him, his blood—but not his blood—as they attacked.  Before they struck, the vision disappeared, and Guy was left standing alone in his basement with a dead woman hanging upside down, blood dripping from the end of her chin.

* * *
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FROM A BRIGHT, STERILE room with a large one-sided window looking down on a small padded room, Drs. Logan and Chapman watched the patient wandering around, his arms in a straitjacket.

"So, what exactly is wrong with him?" Dr. Chapman asked.  Samantha Chapman had a thin woman-moustache and the hint of a future woman-beard with a half dozen small black hairs trying to grow from her chin, and if not for the D-cup, anyone would have gotten the first impression she was a man in women's clothing.  She'd met Dr. Logan here tonight at the Anton Asylum for the Criminally Insane at Dr. Logan's request.
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