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Chapter One

	 

	 

	 

	“‘Rob ‘em all, rape ‘em all, and kill ‘em all’ isn’t that what life’s about?” Benson Rhoades asked no one. He was quoting another psychopath, from another era. If walls could respond, the apartment walls would run from the madman.

	Cigarette smoke rose from Ben’s mouth like a chimney. He paced the room; his face beet red. Smoke stung his eyes like ethereal shards of glass. The night outside the apartment was black as tar. There were no stars, just loud traffic from the streets and occasional blur of headlights. He hated the conurbation. He detested the intense heat and endless oceans of cement, not to mention the people. The people deserved to die. The bright side of this congestion was Ben could blend in. 

	He had no friends. He was a lone wolf, the guy looking for a fight, looking to crush someone’s face. People didn’t need to breathe the same air he did. They were the curse on this overpopulated earth. 

	The cigarette burnt down to a smoldering filter. He threw it on the floor and twisted a work boot over it, pulverizing it into the small cracks of the hardwood. His head was clearer. That had been the last smoke in the pack. He reluctantly left the confines of his apartment and darted into the thick suffocating air of the City.

	The store was only a few blocks away. He walked through the alley. His shadow swallowed by the blackness until a working streetlight threw the silhouette into existence. The sounds of the city streets were muffled by buildings and seclusion. Ben’s eyes darted around cautiously. In one crevice there was a woman moaning as a man’s head was between her legs. In another the flash of a needle from a junkie titillated the eyes. There was no hiding in these dark places. Eyes were always, judging, hateful, yet, Ben was invisible. He held his hate close, more intimately, especially when he saw acts of social behavior. A chime on the door of the store sounded as he sauntered in.

	He was greeted by an Indian talking rapidly on the phone in his native language. The place was run down. Grimy floors, dirty glass on the coolers where handprints and grease were smeared. There were shelves of dusty product that hadn’t been sold in years. There was a couple opening and closing the cooler doors unable to decide what to drink, they needed to die, Ben thought. There was so much rot, hiding in the aisles, in the City, in the world. 

	There were three beef cakes standing in the corner and Ben saw them eyeing him from his peripheral. Eye contact with anyone was forbidden. There was a lanky young man at the register buying a carton of generic menthol cigarettes. He leaned into the counter to avoid falling over, he needed sliced up too, but Ben was patiently waiting for the right person. His prey was going to come to him tonight.

	The clerk had a pack ready for Ben. He wanted to kill the man, but knew it wouldn’t be safe, he could be discovered, and that would identify and shatter a lifetime of future kills. Ben handed his bait, a fifty-dollar bill, and took his change. He knew the three men saw the cash. He snatched the pack of smokes and left. No sooner did Ben start packing his cigarettes on the palm of his hand and he heard the chiming door open behind him. He could hear the three men murmuring softly and using the dark as cover. He continued walking back through the obscurity of the alley, slowly and patiently. Ben’s hate for life festered and flipped the switch inside. The kill switch, turned on, he would kill, turned off, he would not, it was a proverbial switch in the deepest recess of his primal brain. Ben heard the men speed up, and then his prey was running up on him. The switch flipped on, almost instantly. Ben knew their type, adorned in leather jackets, knives in their pockets, brass knuckles on their fingers. Each one sneered and they were ready for a fight. Ben lifted his fists and made his stance, legs apart slightly, a glare on his face, and his hands balled up and held close to his chest.  They were in the wrong place at the wrong time. They wanted Ben’s money, and Ben needed a kill.

	The largest of the group stepped forward, “You’re a big man, huh?” He asked.

	 He stood over six feet tall. His forehead was bulgy, his hair receded to the nether regions of the top of his head, and his eyes were set further apart than usual. He threw a right hook toward Ben as the other two cronies cheered and laughed, encouraging the dual. Ben let the man do his thing, a left then a right, the giant’s blows were hard and bloodied Ben’s mouth. He spat and after a swift kick to the stomach Ben was brought to his knees.

	The man kicked him a few more times for good measure. Ben grabbed a knife from his boot. He sprung into the air and swung the blade, deeply slicing the fighter’s face and then spun his boot in the air connecting with the jaw. The man fell back flailing his arms. The other two men ran when they saw blood. Ben kept throwing one punch after another.

	The tall man gasped for air, holding his hand over the bloody cheek, “Please, stop,” he wheezed.

	Ben stood above him, his shadow cast like a giant’s, and the kill was almost complete. “I have to finish what I started.” He said through clenched teeth.

	Ben’s smile was crooked, zany, in a canine way. His work was far from done. He’d performed many kills and perfected his final act. He unzipped his pants, to show the scum that he was in control.  The first kill that Ben stalked and ritualistically took, was sloppy. Ben left too many ends untied. He’d evolved since those days. The scum, dying on the cement earned a kill treatment: Sodomize, Slit and Bless. 

	Ben rolled the body over.

	He spat down into the man. With all his anger, he sodomized.

	The fighter clung to life. There was nothing left. Every piece of shit Ben had killed were the same, they pleaded, questioned “My God?” Was it a final word for Ben to give sympathy? Did these humans mistake Ben for God?  

	He withdrew his weapon, as he had so many times before. He flipped the blood-stained blade open. The steel was narrow from years of sharpening. Years of use, and the chrome beneath could be seen through the crimson in the dim light of the alley. The weight of the instrument was familiar, not too heavy, but consistently the only thing in life that Ben had grown attached to. He grabbed the man’s thick mane of hair. He lifted the head. He slit the throat. Blood trickled like motor oil out of the neck.

	Ben showed no mercy. He took a piss saturating and blessing the dead pile of meat. The act was complete. Ben heard the death rattle escape the man’s lungs.

	“I’m quitting you, you piece of shit.” 

	The frustration of life had ceased, the switch was off, and he ventured home. Ben knew that the two remaining hoods would only come back when it was safe. He knew people, could read them like books, redundant repeated cycles of life. Those two men wouldn’t report to authorities, they had too much to lose, and they valued their own freedom. They wouldn’t as much as step near the crime scene because they would be blamed for the atrocity.

	A trickle of blood bubbled in the back of Ben’s throat. It wasn’t the first time after a kill that this had happened. He let the blood thicken in his mouth, mixed it with spit and swallowed hard to make it go down. Iron, raw and clottish, trickled slowly. 

	The darkness calmed him as he walked back home. From the dark confines of the alley Ben turned to the bustling, honking traffic of his neighborhood. His building was tucked between two goliath low-income structures. He lived in a group of residential housing and brownstones. The City side was well lit. People’s arguments echoed out open windows. Televisions blared incessantly like annoying bugs. Telephones rang, babies screamed, and music played. The louder and more chaotic, the more the City was complete. Tattered blankets, served as curtains and blew out of an open window where there were two lover’s shadows displayed like a movie. 

	Ben stopped outside and lit a cigarette to enjoy the show. A woman was moving up and down, the shadow of her long hair blown by a fan that hummed from somewhere nearby. She stood up, and was replaced by another person, a man. Ben got hard, but didn’t have the patience or the strength left to care, so moved to the door of his building. He stepped to the security pad and entered his code. On the last digit he saw a business card lying on the ground. He picked it up. It was faded and yellow, it read: Killing is Business and Business is... the last word was unreadable.

	It reminded Ben of a heavy metal band he used to listen to. He shoved the wrinkled card in his pocket and bolted up three flights of stairs. He was out of breath entering the apartment and he needed a smoke.

	 

	*

	 

	Ben sat in a plaid chair that he’d picked up at a thrift store on Six-Mile. The ass dent gave him comfort. He didn’t know how long he had the chair, nothing in his life was worthy of owning for very long, nothing. His life had been a wasteland, a hoot, a holler, a tumultuous pummel of shit, and everyone had to pay for that chaos. Ben’s mind was a raceway, always making a full circle and driving that one pounding point home: hate everyone. He tried to fall asleep but an impulse electrified him and slapped him awake.

	He took the card from his pocket and re-read it. There was a faded address on the back. The town’s name was the only word legible: Stevats. Maybe this was a way to escape from the choking hazard of the smog? Maybe a fresh rotting pile of human filth waited for him in this place called Stevats? He had spent the better two thirds of his life in the City. Authorities never came close to him. The police were overwhelmed with their own agendas. Ben was too clever to be caught. Urban chaos was busting at the seams.

	He lit another cigarette and paced the small confines like an untamed animal. This time fury coaxed him into punching the plaster walls until his knuckles bled. Blood dripped from his hands. As the blood was dry and flaking he shoved them into the side pockets of the chair and found the state map. He located Stevats. 

	Stevats could mean new opportunities, and new kills. The City’s streets never shut up. A sunrise could brighten the City, and make it appear normal, but it couldn’t remove the tattered chromatic curtain that concealed real life. Ben would take the road that ran parallel to the Interstate, off the beaten path. He left the apartment, the people, and his small cage behind. 
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