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  Patriot Master

  
  



The homeless man was already at my door before I could roll down the window.

He wore a filthy jacket and sunglasses.

I flinched.

He said, “Shit, you’re not Hard R. Rick.”

I said, “Wait a second, man. What’s your name?” 

“My name? Call me Patriot Master.”

We shook hands.

I introduced myself. “My name is Richard Chubb. Could you do me a favor and get me a pack of American Spirits from inside? I’m not of age, but as you can see, I’m a man. A man on a road trip to the Emerald City. Between you and me, I’m in desperate need of a job at a Moving Picture Studio.”

He laughed. “Young man, if you opened your eyes, you would see you already found a place among the old masters. But who am I to judge a man who can’t even buy his own cigarettes…What brand did you say again?”

I replied, “The golden American Spirits.”

“Right, right.”

I handed Patriot Master the money. He nodded and made his way into the gas station.




The moon peeked through the clouds.

After longer than expected, Patriot Master trotted to my car and tugged on the passenger door handle. I unlocked it. He slid inside, sat down, then tossed the cigarettes onto my lap.

“Thanks, man. Aren’t you waiting for someone?” I said, hoping he’d leave.

“Yeah, that son of a bitch Hard R. Rick. I’m gonna kill him.” 

“Does he deserve it?” 

“I’d say so.” Then he turned on the air conditioner.

“Anyway, I gotta get going, man. I appreciate you getting the cigs. I hope that son of a bitch Hard R. Rick gets what’s coming to him.” 

“What’s the rush? Hard R. Rick is gonna be here soon. Mind if I throw on the radio, and have a smoke while I wait? Won’t be more than a few minutes.”

I sighed, “Yeah sure.” I peeled the plastic from the box. Plucked a cancer stick with my teeth, then handed one to Patriot Master.

I lit mine, took a puff, then passed him the lighter.

He took a drag, held it, then exhaled slowly.

I was anxious to get going, but Patriot Master was in no rush at all, even with murder on his mind.

He said, “Look at us. Two men in a car, smoking the American Spirit. The stars are out and I’m high as heaven. How beautiful, man. I promise you, it doesn’t get any better than this.”

Yes, it does.

That’s what I thought.

But I didn’t say anything. I just nodded, took a drag, and watched the smoke dissipate into the night, like every man I’ve met on the Yellow Brick Road.
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  Beanstalk

  
  



I do not have legs, but I’ve got above-average upper-body strength and a point to prove. They don’t let just anyone be an alternate in the Special Olympics, not even me, so you can imagine my frustration—and sheer determination—as I hauled myself up that beanstalk, gripping branches and vines like my life depended on it, because it did. 

Life is about having sex and doing drugs, if anyone says different, it’s because they’re a fuckin loser.

Halfway up, I heard a voice drifting down from above; it was God herself:

“Meet me on the water ride in Slave Central. Don’t be late!”

I had no clue what the fuck that meant, but I was determined to find out.




With a smudge of elbow grease and luck, I grabbed vines twisting like veins into the sky. As I broke through the clouds, I found myself surrounded by rainbows.

The final vine led me to a manhole cover. I had the power of many men—I threw open the manhole cover, then pulled myself up into an alleyway. The sun was shining. It smelled like decay.

A sign hung crookedly above me: MALNOURISHED ALLEY.

Three women lay motionless against the wall, their arms peppered with needle marks, their chins slick with blood and spit. A sunburned man in shorts and a beekeeper’s hat crouched beside them, snapping photos with his camera flash. His wife stood a few feet away, pelting the lifeless women with peas.

The couple cut a baby from a dead woman’s womb, wrapped the fetus in a towel, then fled. 

There were hordes of children in various stages of living decay just standing around. I asked one of the older kids where I could find Slave Central, and he informed me it was a hop, skip, and a jump through Labor Camp Lane, which was where he escaped from. I used the heads of dead children as gloves for the rest of the journey because the concrete dried out my hands. 

I silently wished the children luck as they disappeared behind me. Crawling out of Malnourished Alley, my hands wrapped in babies, I emerged onto the city streets, where the sidewalks were full of men and women, too large to walk, they rolled across the pavement like whales, their clothes soaked with feces that coated the ground. The skyline stretched high, but every building was either a Loss Department Store or a Burger Barn, neon signs flickered through the pollution that coated the buildings in sludge.

As I crawled past, I noticed the onlookers—bloated, filthy, gelatinous figures, gawked with admiration at my physique. 




I took my time crawling, thinking through everything Black Grandpa Steve would’ve told me to say to that skyscraper of a woman when I finally saw her:

“Bitch, what the hell is wrong with you? Making me haul my black ass up this humid, mothafucka. I ain’t no vine swingin’ nigga, and I sure as hell don’t chase no pussy. You owe me for this one—I’m taking yo’ big ass to meet Jack.”

She’d blink, all innocent, playing dumb. “Who’s Jack, baby?”

I’d grin. “Me. I’m Jack. Now bend over bitch.” 

Black Grandpa Steve was my hero. Agent Orange only made him stronger.




Signs in cursive read, “Slave Central: You’re Almost There!” guiding me, and when I finally arrived, it was breathtaking. 

The Labor Camp Lane at Slave Central was a monstrous hybrid of Loss Department Store, Burger Barn, and an arcade stretching for what felt like eternity. Inside, the place buzzed with activity—a perfect split between families in various stages of obesity and the skeletal Labor Camp Limbs, who wore little more than rags, suffering and sickly from various infections and diseases. 

My mixed feelings deepened as I spotted two morbidly obese men at separate picnic tables, furiously masturbating while their families ate beside them. They locked eyes across the distance, wheezing out of sync, sweat pooling beneath their chins. No one else acknowledged the spectacle. 

Nearby, a dying Labor Camp Limb lay sprawled on the floor, his body a barely functional trash compactor. According to his handler, he survived solely on eating the handouts of others. A father and son, giddy with purpose, concocted a potion of pigeon heads, pinky toes, fish, blood, and a handful of soggy peanut shells. They delivered the foul concoction to the dying Labor Camp Limb, whose mouth, eyes, and asshole oozed blood.

Children shrieked with delight.

Just as I thought I couldn’t grow more indifferent to this world, a gasping noise broke through the chaos. At first, I assumed it was the dying Labor Camp Limb, but no—it was one of the masturbating fathers who managed to cum all over his own face. Beads of lard-laden sweat dripped from his forehead, mixing with the ejaculate. Then he wheezed, coughed, and hacked up a glob of green mucus onto his stomach. Across the way, the other father—still stroking, still trying to cum—suddenly stopped. He hung his head in defeat.

His wife and children exchanged glances, unable to comprehend their patriarch’s failure. But the losing father simply sighed, wiped his hands on his shirt, and muttered to his family, “Pack your bags. We’re going home.” They rolled away. Their time at the Labor Camp was over. And honestly, I was ready to call it quits, too. I couldn’t help anyone, I could barely stay awake.




Then I came across a clue. The attraction was called Chef Poe in Cosmopolitan City. It’s where my beautiful bitch was waiting for me.

I first heard about it from a fat boy in a wool sweater. He was explaining the ride to his father, who, without shame or hesitation, was pissing himself.

The father let out a fart possibly shitting himself before turning to his son. “Kiddo, people like you get greedy and take risks. You should be worryin bout gettin a job at the Burger Barn and findin a girl to fuck. You’se not smart enough to invent something so sophisacated.”

The boy seemed deflated mentally by the criticism, so he started chain-smoking blunts, while his father seemed to be suffering a stroke. I didn’t stick around long enough to see the outcome of the medical emergency.




Behind me in line for the water ride where my bitch and I we’re gonna bang, stood a couple, no older than eight, still blessed with the use of their legs. The girl wore a shirt full of sweat that exposed her belly, and the shirt itself read, “I’m with stupid.” 

The boy, dressed in a striped tie, sported the counterpart shirt, “I’m stupid.” They could’ve passed for twins. The boy looked frantic, while the girl licked at an ice cream cone. Her voice was a rasp, as if she’d been smoking for twenty years. “After this ride, you’re gonna get that train on the tracks and choo-choo down my fun pit,” she said, slapping his ass.

The boy smiled back. Suddenly, it smelled like latex and cum.

“Excuse me, sir,”

I turned to find a man in a leather bodysuit and dog mask. Holes were cut out for his pierced nipples and penis. “I am Ludeacious, the gayest man in the world, here to escort you to the front of the line!” He said, then did a twirl.




I didn’t know if Ludeacious was the gayest man in the world, but he was surely the gayest man I’d ever met. He offered to carry me, but I politely declined, even though truthfully, I was beyond exhausted.

I asked, “Is there a tall girl in there with black hair, waitressing at the end of the line?” 

Ludeacious responded, “Is you talkin’ ‘bout Peach?” 

I said, “I don’t know her name. All I know is I went back to her place, and she told me to meet her here after work.” 

He said, “She left forty minutes ago, boo-boo. Her shift’s done. You lookin’ for her, though? Why you got them babies on your hands?” 

I glanced at my arms covered in mashed-up babies. “I found them, I needed gloves because my hands hurt. The fact that they’re black is just a coincidence. I’m not a racist.”

Ludeacious gave me a look, but didn’t press further. He led me through a side entrance, where the lights flickered overhead.

He said, “Peach has all kinds of men comin’ for her, usually they find out she’s gone at the end of the ride. That girl goin’ around town suckin dick for a promotion, that’s how I got this job.”

“Does it pay well?” 

“Not really. Shoot she probably already found another dick to suck cause you weren’t here on time. She be playin’ games like that. If you want I can suck yo dick ‘fore you get on the ride. I feel bad, so this one’s free, but the next one’s gonna cost ya.” 

After some mental back and forth I decided to let Ludeacious suck my cock in the hallway. 

I said, “What happens at Slave Central stays at Slave Central.” Then did the rock and roll sign with my fingers and stuck out my tongue.

Ludeacious rolled his eyes and got to sucking. It was excellent, a real treat. I came in his mouth, and he swallowed it all.




I boarded a raft filled with the morbidly obese, its surface slick with grease and bodily fluids, we slowly drifted toward a tunnel. Around us, animatronics were seated at dinner tables, robotic figures chewed their food. 

The boat descended into darkness, the very same darkness that the little boy had warned his father about. I wasn’t angry, just… resigned. I was covered in gore, shit, and vomit. If I didn’t have my stupid disability, I would’ve been inside Peach’s beautiful body, not this gay tunnel made for kids. 

I had little hope of finding my way back home. Maybe I’d get a job as an ice cream scooper at Slave Central. Surely there are no local softball teams to bully me up here.

Without the immediate yearning for sex, I could enjoy Poe in the Cosmopolitan City. It was a surreal piece of art, a technological marvel.

But just as the melancholy drifted away, a worker emerged through a secret door. The boat halted abruptly, and the worker told me to get out.

He said, “You don’t weigh enough. We need someone heavier for the ride to work right.” 

I blinked at him, confused. He was offering no apology. Just stating the facts. I offered to stuff rocks in my pockets, but he said that wouldn’t do. 

The other riders were whining, threatening to sneeze and vomit on me if I didn’t get out.

I sighed and climbed out of the raft. Everyone cheered, and my heart sank further into the pit of my stomach. The idea that my lack of weight was the reason I was being displaced from a momentary escape felt absurd. 

A monstrously obese person took my place, and that was that. There was no room for the disabled, the weak, or the lonely in this world.
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  Bar Fight

  
  



I was about to tip my beer all over Dangerous Dan, but before I had a chance to initiate the fight, Dan’s chair screeched, he stood, wide-eyed and drunk. “I’ll fucking kill everyone you love you sack of shit!”

I said, “You and what army?”

He said, “I got six soldiers right here and they’re made of metal.”

Before I could react, he pulled a gun from his pocket, cocked it, and—BANG.

White heat shot up my leg. I collapsed onto the floor, gripping my foot. Dangerous Dan scooted his stool back into place and sipped his beer like nothing happened. Blood poured into my boot. 

I gasped, “Somebody call a fucking ambulance!”

The bar cheered.

Shaking and confused, I downed a shot of vodka. The pain was unreal. But the worst part? No one gave a shit.

They kept drinking and laughing while I suffered and died.

The bartender leaned over, tossing me a heap of napkins. “You’ve had enough for one night.”

I pointed at Dan. “What about him?”

“You started it.” The bartender said.

“No, I didn’t, he did!”

The bartender ignored me. I was drunk, dizzy, and bleeding out, but that didn’t stop the local tough guys from dragging me outside and throwing me face-first into the parking lot. Gravel scraped my cheek.

“You’ll be sorry for this!” I shouted, fumbling for my phone.

Before I could call the cops, everything went black.




“Where the fuck am I?” I asked.

A male voice answered. “Name’s Wilson. You’re safe.”

I said, “Like hell I am. Let me out of here!”

I was in the back of a car. 

He said, “Shut your mouth! You’ve caused enough trouble for one night.”

I said, “I’m the one who got shot! I’m the victim!” 

He sighed, “You made a fool of yourself.” 

Wilson spoke like a disappointed father. His grip tightened on the wheel.

My foot had stopped bleeding, but my faith in the justice system had bled out.

Many miles out of town, Wilson pulled over. “Nearest cities that way.” He pointed toward the dark. “Start walkin’. Don’t come back.”

I said, “Walk? My truck’s still at the bar.”

Wilson shrugged. “Not my problem.”

I said, “Please, man. Just take me back. I’ll be gone forever.”

He didn’t even look at me. Just did a U-turn and sped off, leaving me alone on the side of the highway.




I hesitated to file a police report. When I tried, they threatened to charge me with making a false statement. I told no one else and called in sick to work.

Every time I thought about that town and that bar, a stabbing pain shot through my foot.

But more than that, I thought about my truck, whose name was Coral. I loved her.

She was there when no one else was. I’d take her to the mountains, fall asleep in the backseat, wake up, and go four-wheeling while masterbaiting.

I spent the next few days in a fog.

I wept in the shower and drank every day. My anger boiled.

I told my doctor what happened. “A crazy man shot me. Then the whole town tried to gaslight me.”

Dr. Smith said, “I think you’re lying.”

I said, “About the story? About the shooting? Which part?”

He said, “All of it. Does your foot still hurt?”

I said, “Yeah, it feels like there’s metal grinding inside my bones.”

He eyed me. “There’s no scar. If you got shot, the bullet just grazed you. What you need is exercise. Walk for me.”

I limped across the room, wincing in pain, trying not to cry.

Dr. Smith nodded, then stepped out. 

I expected an MRI, maybe some OxyContin. Instead, he returned with a cane.

He said, “Heat and ice. You’ll be fine.” He checked his watch. “Oh, and watch your diet. Never ride a motorcycle.”

With that, he left.

I stood there, gripping my cane, rage burning in my chest.

I yelled, “To hell with this. I’m getting Coral back!”




I took a taxi back to the bar in that shitty small town.

Coral was gone; she wasn’t in the parking lot. Just as I was about to scour the town on foot, Wilson walked out of the bar, wearing sunglasses, drinking coffee and whiskey.

I had a feeling that guy was going to try to fuck me over again.

He grinned. “Well, if it ain’t the man of the month. The whole town’s been talkin’ about you!”

My legs shook, I gripped the cane. “My truck’s gone. Look, I don’t want trouble. Just help me find her, and I’ll be gone forever. I swear on my mother’s grave, you’ll never see me again.”

Wilson took a sip. “Should’ve come sooner.”

“What do you mean?”

“They hitched ‘er and were shootin’ up in the back seat. Other than that, it’s fine.”

I said, “Who’s they?”

He said, “I don’t wanna say.”




As Wilson drove me across town to where Coral was, he said, “Listen, I ain’t good with apologies, but I owe you one. We protect our own here, and that ain’t your fault. I knew Dangerous Dan shot you—I should’ve booked him. But I didn’t. And I couldn’t sleep for days knowing I did wrong. I regret what I did, and if it helps, I’ll do what I can to help you get your stuff back.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s not how the law works in this country. If you’re a cop, why don’t you have a badge or drive a cop car?”

He ignored the question.

“We call him Dangerous Dan ‘cause back in high school, he’d try to blow people up in science class. He was juiced up on steroids and beat up the gym teacher. Nobody messed with him, but everyone knew to tread lightly. Then he went to the only place a man like him belongs: war. Bloody God damn war. He did great. But came back drunk and angry. Meanwhile, some teacher named Ray was goin around diddlin kids then killin em.  Got three before people figured it out who it was. At the time, there just simply wasn’t enough evidence to convict, so one night, Dangerous Dan dragged Ray into the woods. Tied him up, pulled out his teeth, face fucked him. Then he cut off Ray’s dick, ate it, and skinned the bastard alive… but that’s just a rumor.”

We pulled into a junkyard, it smelled like burning rubber. A boy with down syndrome stood near a fire, watching the flames dance.

Wilson waved at him. 

“His daddy owns the place. We keep all our stolen vehicles here. So anyway, long story short, poor ol’ Dangerous Dan ain’t got much left except a bottle. He ain’t all that Dangerous now, even if he pretends to be. Plus he might be my half brother but we ain’t too sure on that. Only God can judge a man like Dan properly.” 




I stepped out into the junkyard, surrounded by rusted cars and barbed wire. The sun beat down and for some reason, I felt aroused. The smoke burned my throat, but I didn’t care. I was getting Coral back.

Wilson walked off through the rows of cars while arguing on the phone. 

He returned nearly an hour later in a car with a broken headlight, shattered windows, and a flat tire. No plates. No tailgate. Green, rusted, ugly, and barely running.

I blinked. “What the hell is this?”

He hopped out. “Your car.”

I stared at him. “My truck is dark blue.”

Wilson checked his clipboard. “Not what it says here.”

I ran a hand down my face. “This isn’t even blue!”

He said, “You sure? I’m color blind.” 

I said, “Yes. One hundred percent.”

I limped through rows of rotting, raccoon-infested vehicles. No Coral. My excitement faded into dread.




While driving back into town, Wilson said, “Don’t know how this happened, but you can have the car. Free of charge. Drive it, sell it, burn it, I don’t care. Consider it a gift for all the trouble.”

I shook my head. “I don’t want a damn car. I want my truck.”

He scratched his chin. “Tell you what—I’ll put out some feelers, see what I can dig up. In the meantime, I’ll set you up at Pam’s bed-and-breakfast. She makes some mean pancakes. Need a toothbrush? Change of clothes? Dinner?”

I sighed. “A toothbrush would be nice. And yeah, I could eat.”

On the way to the bed-and-breakfast, sirens howled, and cop cars sped past.

“Oh fuck!” Wilson did a U-turn and followed the cop cars racing through the dirt streets. Maybe he was a cop after all.

We screeched to a stop near the courthouse. Wilson ran out. I stepped outside. 

It was night. Five officers moved cautiously toward a cloud of dust, guns drawn. A floodlight snapped on, washing the courtyard in white. That’s when I saw him.

Dangerous Dan had driven Coral into the courthouse.

He stood, head bleeding, in front of Coral with a bomb strapped to his chest, a finger on the trigger.

Wilson ran up, gripping his gun but not raising it.

“Stay back!” Dangerous Dan yelled. “Stay back, or I’ll blow us all away!”

The officers hesitated.

Wilson took a step forward. “Dan, let’s talk this out.”

“There’s nothing to talk about. This is my truck, I ain’t giving her back!” 

Coral’s tailgate was scratched, she was covered in mud, and had a pair of pink nuts dangling from the hitch.

I said, “Unhand her, you bastard!” 

Wilson told me to shut up then said, “Come on, man. Put the trigger down. He’s a stand-up guy; he’ll fight you for the truck fair and square. I’ll give you a ride home, we’ll get some dinner.” 

Dangerous Dan said, “There ain’t gonna be no more dinner. If I can’t have this truck, no one can.”

“You’re drunk,” Wilson said carefully. “You don’t wanna do this.”

Dan smiled. An awful smile. “Let’s see how drunk I am.”

Then he pushed the button.

Dan exploded and obliterated Wilson, Coral and I as well as half the town. 
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  The Big Spook

  
  



I’ve never been fucked by a man before. There’s a first time for everything. 

Thankfully, he’s wearing a condom. I think my asshole is bleeding and shitting simultaneously. My wrists and ankles are tied to leather walls. I am entirely naked and have been for hours.

At first, the drugs kept me numb, but the pain is catching up. I start peaking while Darrius fucks me. I scream and scream, “I love Mike’s Hard! I love Mike’s Hard! I love Mike’s Hard Lemonade!”

Oh, great, just my luck. Viewers will assume Darrius’s name is Mike and that I’m screaming about his dick—not the smooth, refreshing taste of Mike’s Hard Lemonade.

After an hour of drinking only Mike’s Hard Lemonade like a gerbil, I start to suspect there’s something else in it. My suspicion turns to certainty when the walls begin melting and the ceiling breathes. I can’t believe I consented to this.

Acid makes me a jolly fellow, so I push away the bad thoughts and focus on the tickling spreading from my knees to my small intestine. It could be worse.

I giggle like a schoolgirl as Darrius takes off the condom and finishes inside me.

Darrius lowers my restraints, I collapse onto the floor. He pisses on me, then leaves without a word. I bid him farewell.




Human feces splashes against my back. Some gets in my eyes. Small children scratch at my skin with forks and stab at my thighs with scissors. They are quickly tossed like ragdolls into the crowd by my bodyguards, whose only job is to keep the mob from tearing me apart. Traffic halts. People leave their cars and peer down from skyscrapers, just to get a glimpse of the blood dripping from my asshole. I enjoy the attention. The acid and the Xanax are wearing off, and the comedown is brutal. The mob’s hateful words sting more than my ruined asshole, which desperately needs ice and stitches. Tears welled in my eyes. I try to fight them, but once I start crying, I can’t stop.




The Big Spook lasts three days, but I am already exhausted. I expected ghosts, ghouls, and vampires. Instead, I was raped, beaten, stabbed—and it’s still only day one.
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  Sloppy Joe

  
  



1.




It’s always just before the weekend that I do things like this. Matching numbers and stacking boxes, all day it’s stack, stack, stack until two A.M. Two o’seven, I clock out, and if I’m lucky, I watch Mera pull out of the parking lot in her Black Sonata. Mera is eighteen, the youngest girl in inbound; the rest are big old bitches. We work together on occasion.

I sit with the girls at lunch, and Mera sits next to Orlando, who has elephantiasis on both hands. His fingers are swollen nubs; his palms are puffy; he’s missing a ring finger on his left hand. Orlando is obese from lumps growing all over. Everyone is friendly to Orlando. They give him fistbumps.

Mera and I are co-captains on set one. One day, Mera bent over to set down a box. I brushed my hand against her ass, and heat radiated from her vagina. It felt good. Mera stood up and walked away; she went home early that day.      

I follow Mera home after work. She lives with her boyfriend, and they have a dog named Harper.

I follow Mera’s Black Sonata. I work ten hours a day, Tuesday through Friday. It is my third night in a row following Mera home. I think I’ve developed a nasty habit. 

Target Warehouse is the only place in Pueblo that pays twenty an hour to dropouts, felons, and senior citizens. She pulls into the Seven-Eleven that plays Beethoven’s Fifth. I park adjacent to the Applebees. I would never do anything criminal. I want to see her outside of work, that’s all. When Mera walks in her front door, I’m four houses down in my car. It’s better this way. I’m better this way.  

I follow Mera to El Dorado, an upper-middle-class neighborhood. My face is hot, trying to figure out what this bitch is doing. I hope her tire blows and she’s stuck with me.  

I’ve implied we should hook up, but she plays it off, “You’re old Joe.” She’s right. 

But I am subliminal, like how the stars spell ‘sex’ in The Lion King. Maybe one day, she’ll catch on. Right now, she’s making me angry.  

Mera parks at a three-story house with a backyard and swing set, and I am four houses over and nervous. Mera disappears into the home, my stomach growls, and I’m shaking, unsure why. 

I scoot closer to the house. The bedroom light is on. I wait, wait, wait. Through the red curtain, I see Mera getting fucked against the window, I masturbate, and they move away. I wish I could hear. I wait, wait, wait an hour and a half. I miss Mera; I miss her more than ever. After an hour and a half, Mera walks out the door, her fading purple highlights tied hastily into a messy bun; she seems relaxed; there are bags under her eyes. A bald, middle-aged man in a white t-shirt kisses her goodnight and sends her away.  

A woman is a reflection of the man she is with, but money is the only thing women find attractive. Mera is a ‘one of the boys’ type gal, so flirtation is a part of her personality, but to go as far as infidelity is an act of greed and lust, two cardinal sins of the church. Furthermore, Mera cheated out of malice but not out of spite. Mera mentioned that her father was emotionally dismissive in passing. Mera’s relationship with this older man does not strike me as unnatural. Daddy issues mean she is attracted to financial, mental, and physical stability. Fatherly guidance is absent with Chris, her current boyfriend, who has her busting her ass with crooks and felons. For Mera to indulge in such explicit adultery without the knowledge or consent of her boyfriend is a blatant disregard for her boyfriend’s care. With his strong sense of smell, Harper, her dog, is aware of the infidelity. He is a silent bystander in this disgusting act of perversion. This man is a father, and sex is playtime in a home she’s never had. Perhaps the sicko fetishizes her youth. Mera is eighteen, almost nineteen but looks twenty-two. She looked sixteen when she started working at Target, but that was nine months ago. This married man has nothing better to do than pick up young girls.  

I am hungry and irritable, and hot blood circulates through my cheeks and forehead. If this stupid bitch doesn’t drive straight home, I’m going to ram my car into hers at a stoplight and fuck her on the pavement like her boyfriend should and like her sugar daddy wishes he could.  

For a woman, taking a beating is like getting fingered.  

Perhaps I am exhausted because I accidentally stopped beside Mera at a red light.  

My heart is racing, and I refuse to look at her. We are the only cars on the street. How could I be so careless? Mera knows it’s me, but I’m scared to make eye contact. When the light turns green, I floor it. 

I don’t sleep, eat two McGriddles, and watch Deal or No Deal, followed by The Price is Right. Shit, shower, and shave. I’m smoking cigarettes the whole time and take six or seven shots of Bacardi before heading to work. I clock in with three minutes to spare. Thank god it’s Friday.    

“First shift forgot to call in a fucking pallet truck, so all we have is a pile of broken fucking pallets, and both the lines are congested to shit. It’s my full pallet one’s second day on the job, and Zack is in another fuckin dimension, so yes, some assistance would be nice!” I say to no one in particular.

Eric sent some orange vests to help us. They take over for the throwers, and the throwers step out of the trucks to build pallets. As captain, I ensure all pallets get staged for warehousing so they can be moved by forklift.   

“If I wanted a bunch of scruffy-looking orange vests from Depal, I would’ve asked for them. What I asked for are some fucking pallets, okay. I need to get these lines moving and grooving so Eric doesn’t jam a fork up my ass.” Every time the conveyor gets jammed with boxes, I sweat profusely.  

If the operating manager (OM) is notified that we are moving too slowly, the OM informs the leads, who check their laptops to confirm our sluggish pace. From there, shit rolls downhill, and I get reprimanded in front of everyone. I then have to stop Full Palette One from doing whatever they’re doing and criticize them. Then, they reprimand full palette two, which condemns full palette three. As captain, I must also inform the semi-truck unloaders if they are negligent. We clear ten thousand boxes per line on a good day. 

I raised my voice at Larry; Larry was a gay stripper. Larry provides me with a stack of four palettes, which annoys me.  

“Larry, you sick bastard, I need a truck full, not four fucking pallets.”  

“I’ll get on it, boss,” Larry assures me.  

I suspect Larry is on the autism spectrum.  

Zack, my full palette two, is tripping balls and staring at the boxes. Zack is usually high on uppers. He rambles about his rap career and upcoming tours. It took several months for me to realize it was a complete figment of his imagination. Zack dropped a full palette on Mark’s foot last week. He was demoted and can no longer operate a forklift. 

On Mark’s first day, he wore a shirt that said, ‘Keep your hands off my daughter’s tools.’ I’m not a fan of Mark, and he smells. 

“Zack, is it that hard to keep your head on your neck for ten hours out of the fuckin day.” Zack doesn’t hear me; he is high, and I stare at him for several minutes to get his attention. My face was red, my back hurt, and the newbie printed a sheet of incorrect labels. 

“We gotta love the big bitches too,” I hear from a black kid in an orange vest. I laugh, I laugh, I laugh so hard I cry.  

Friday nights, after I got home, I would sneak into my daughter Laura’s room while she slept. I would go through her phone. Messages, pictures, Instagram, Snapchat.  

Laura’s mom, Melanie, had a heroin addiction and asphyxiated on her vomit, lying with me in the Motel 6 bed. Laura was on the floor next to us. I woke up at dawn to a dead fiancé and a crying daughter. Melanie’s eyes were in the back of her head, and orange drool Dangled from her blue lips. I climbed on top of Melanie and scooped the vomit out of her mouth. I shook her and shook her, and shook her. But she wasn’t waking up, so I cried and cried and held my fiancé’s dead naked body. I kissed Melanie, tasting the throw-up lodged in her throat. The baby would not stop screeching; all I wanted, all I needed, was some quiet.  

My eyes turned cold, and the TV turned on itself, playing silent static. I stepped off the bed and onto my daughter’s plump, squishy skull—the size and texture of a ripe peach. If I kept pushing, her brain would mush. My infant daughter screamed louder as I pressed harder. Her diaper was soiled, and blood came from her nose and ears. There was so much blood from such a tiny baby. Melanie stopped doing heroin for six months so that the little runt wouldn’t be a retard. Now Melanie is dead. I stopped pressing down on the baby’s head before her skull shattered and her eyeballs popped out of their sockets. If I kept going, I’d have to explain why there were two dead cunts in my room. Not just one.

Blood crusted on my daughter’s face. I put on a fresh diaper and wrapped her in a pink polka-dot blanket. The baby passed out, so I walked her to the emergency room five miles away. The sun hurt my eyes, and I couldn’t cry. All I could do was walk. I told the doctors and the cops I rolled onto her. I gave my mother’s address as my home address. The police never questioned me about Melanie’s death. I drive by the Motel 6 where she died every day on my way to work.

My daughter was never in the autistic classes, but she is slow, and her teachers never asked much of her. Laura lived with her grandmother while I got clean and bounced from warehouse to warehouse. We lived in a two-bedroom apartment from seventh grade to her sophomore year.  

Looking through her phone, I found out she was sexting boys, so I beat Laura with a belt and locked her in her room. I remember her bruised, swollen face in the corner of the room. I grabbed her by the hair and slammed her head into the floor. I wanted to step on her skull again. This time, it would burst open like taking a sledgehammer to a watermelon. Instead, I walked out, slamming the door and nailing it shut.  

Three days later, I removed the board and nails and went to the bar. Laura was gone by the time I got back, and I never saw her again. I don’t tell anyone about my daughter. A child from a previous relationship is the ultimate reminder of a life we do everything to forget.  

Football Sunday, I sit on the couch and pray Jerry Jones dies—eleven to eleven every Sunday, August to February. The Cowboys play primetime against the Saints. I threw the remote at the wall when the Saints went up by three with five minutes left in the fourth, then God heard my prayers, and Jerry Jones died in his seat at AT&T Stadium mid-game. The footage was quickly available online, showing his last breath leaving his body. A hot blonde with big tits tried to shake good ol’ Jerry awake to no avail. I get distraught when the Cowboys lose; I’ve been kicked out of Applebees, Buffalo Wild Wings, and several local bars for being too loud, so now I watch the games alone.

Tuesday, it’s back to the box trenches. I am captain on line four. I get there, it is clean, and a full pallet truck is ready. Setting down my Target-issued clear water bottle and ToughTek work gloves, Mera walks towards me. She is Captain on line three. Thank God I can stare at her ass while I work. I watch Mera’s eyes to gauge her reaction to my presence. All seems well until just after lunch.  

“Where were you going last Thursday?” Mera asks.

“Oh y’know, out and about.”

She says nothing else. 

I am sweating profusely and start stacking a palette of kids’ castles.  

Mera would have to assume that I followed her from work to 7-Eleven and across town to El Dorado, waited until she finished cheating, followed her home, and then decided to blow my cover.  

Although it is a bold assumption, I did all those things.  

Mera must’ve thought about me all weekend long. Perhaps being stocked excites her sexually; what I did was not illegal, only frowned upon. 

An hour later, Mera approached, “You gave me a heart attack on Thursday. I thought you were going to kidnap me.” 

I am in a spaceship, ramming my dick into Mera’s plump white ass.  

“In your dreams, Mera, I was out and about because I’m having an affair, but you’re too young to know anything about that, ain’t ya?” 

“You’re crazy, Joe, and if you were a stocker, you wouldn’t tell me anyway, but don’t cheat. That’s not good. I didn’t know you had a girlfriend.”  

“Don’t tell anyone.” 

“No worries, I got you.” 

“If I stocked anyone, it would be Zack. Ain’t that right, Zack?” 

Zack is back on uppers, “Oh fuck yeah, bro. I see this homie everywhere I go. He’s up in my trash cans like Oscar the Grouch fighting fuckin raccoons with rabies. I had to train my dog Bae-Bae not to attack his ass on sight. The funny part is, Joe does all that just to get a whiff of my dirty undies. He was even scoping out my last recording sesh. I thought he was there to steal my bars,” Zack shakes his head, “but nu-uh, he was there to steal my heart.” 

Mera says, “I’m watching you, Joe.” 

Sometimes, I need to remember to blink. 

I’d tie her hands and legs if I could grab some zip ties from the spill cart. I’d force her pants off while everyone stopped what they were doing to watch. Mera would kick, scream, and convulse her body like a dying fish, but I’d threaten to open her throat with the boxcutter holstered to my hip. Her big tits flop out, revealing a pink nipple. I fuck Mera in the back of the semi-truck. Our co-workers hear the moans echoing out of the steel chamber, but do nothing.  

“I’ll knock you out if you don’t stop squirming bitch!” Mera bites her lip. Her pussy clenches and squirts. I would suck on Mera’s ear until I cum inside my favorite co-worker. 
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Just after Wednesday’s start-up, Eric, our OM, said, “They need you in HR.” 

“What for?” 

“I don’t know.” 

I approach HR as capable and willing to play the Crazy card. Nothing besides the incident with Mera comes to mind. Why would Mera approach HR with something so trivial? If this is my end at Target Warehouse, I will cover all these boxes in gasoline and burn all the junkies, whores, and felons. 

I push instead of pulling on the door leading from the warehouse to the lobby. I am nervous. A fat blond girl who likes horses runs security. I scan my badge and enter HR.

“Hey Joe, Leonard will be with you in a moment.” The room is large, and so are the people, but the cubicles and desks are child-size. Seven HR employees stand in the corner of the room, whispering gossip. A man slightly taller than me, with his hair bubble braided to his knees, approaches me and introduces himself as Leonard. I cannot identify his ethnicity.  

“Hey Joe, walk with me, will ya’.” He led me past the cubicles to the only enclosed office. Leonard lowered the shades, but I could hear the heavy breathing of the HR representatives listening from behind the door. Leonard’s desk is massive, taking up eighty percent of the room. On his desk is a picture of his children, who are even more racially ambiguous, which heightens my anxiety. There is no room for a second chair in the office, so I must stand.     

“I will cooperate fully with any investigation taking place. However, I want to continue this conversation, knowing my livelihood is not at risk. I have children who rely on me, after all.” I lied. No one depends on me, and few would care if I died.

“Not at all, Joe. A third party approached HR about a few minor incidents of misconduct. This is nothing more than a conversation between two adults trying to highlight ways to make people feel comfortable in the workplace. Target HR acts as a mediator between both parties to clear any confusion due to a lack of communication and discover a viable solution that satisfies both parties. HR is a way to ensure everyone is comfortable and has a voice in the workplace. We are a family, after all.” Leonard smiled, and I counted his bubble braids while I conceived an excuse.

“Well, after work, I went to Carl’s Jr because that’s the only decent fast food open when I get off. The drive-thru takes forty-five-ish minutes because the bars close at the same time I pull up. Can you believe that bullshit? When they’re taking my order, I realize I left my wallet in my other fuckin jeans, and my wife texts saying she wants a spicy chicken which means I have to go to McDonald’s, and the only open Mcdonalds’ is on the southside. So I went home, got my wallet, and went to McDonald’s, and I hated McDonald’s. When I got there, they were closed due to staffing shortages. By this point, I was fuming. I get sweaty when I get mad. Anyway, I returned to Carl’s Jr, and the drive-thru was empty. On my way home, I saw Marla, not Marla, Mera, that’s her name.”

“Well, we have no way to prove whether you were following her or not. Our cameras only cover the parking lots. As an aside, if you are following that girl, you are going to hell; it’s sick perverts like you who resort to creepy games that prey on young girls. I’ve known guys like you my whole life. A tree falls in the forest, and nobody hears it. Would you fuck the tree?” 

“No, sir, I don’t believe I would have sex with the tree.”

Leonard stares deep into my eyes. 

“That’s what they all say. We want you to move outbound and think you’d be a perfect fit there.”

My jaw dropped. 

“Outbound, I can’t go to outbound.”

“You don’t have a choice, unfortunately.”

Monday will be my first day in outbound. I finish my day as a measly full palette three—a grandma-wearing Copperfit spits on me. After work, I shake in my car from anger and angst. I see Mera walk to her car; this bitch dares to wave. I don’t wave back. 

I honk my horn and roll down the window.

“What, Joe?” Mera says.

“Nice tattle-tail, Mrs. Cheater-cheater, pumpkin eater.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“You sneaky bitch!” 

“Joe, you need help; I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“No?” I froze, “Hope all is well, take care, see ya, gotta go.” 

I drive away while she disappears into the sea of cars.  

I am on edge. I can’t go home. I think I have tinnitus.  I jerk off in the abandoned KFC just off Highway Eight. I cum onto my steering wheel and wipe it away with a Mcdonald’s bag. I sit in silence; cars are scarce in the early morning hours.  

You’ll never share your time with the people in those cars. They are distant and only bring disappointment. Those people cry, love, and smile. They’re big but seem small; be mindful. We’re all getting where we need to go. I smoke a cigarette and go home. 




“To whom it may concern, Mera is cheating on you.”

I will leave the letter on her doorstep during work hours, which will create an emotional vulnerability and instability in her relationship, so that Mera might sleep with me. If I am subtle and quick, it is possible. Thoughts like this make me giddy, and I go about my business with my letter in my pocket.

This idea is wild and genuinely great. Men must conquer, no matter the stakes; this isn’t gambling. I am in control and know when to stop. I don’t stop being awake, sleeping pills I don’t take.




I take Friday off and arrive at Mera’s to settle the rage inside me. Tonight is the night I expel the evil from my body. Mera is home and not at work as I planned. I wait a while. I load my gun and fantasize about killing myself in front of her house. Guns and pills are an effective means of suicide; anything else is a cry for attention. Slitting your wrist in a warm bath is hardcore shit. It is Mera’s turn to confront the desires destroying her soul.  

What is a woman’s soul except purity tainted by vile and filth that dares to call themselves men? Unaware of their true power, they are static and weak. My daughter will only know strong men, men with something to hide.  

If the woman only knew, if the woman only knew.                                   




I set the note on the porch, and her boyfriend opened the door. 

Now there’s brain and blood all over the carpet.  

My ears ring, and I look up. 

Mera’s tits are out, and she sits on the couch. I put her in a headlock and pressed the gun against her left tit.

“Do what I say, Mera, shut the fuck up, and do what I say.”

With my free hand, I pull out zip ties from work.

“If you make any noise, I’ll fucking shoot you, then myself.” I zip-tie her arms and legs. Mera weeps and shakes.  

Her ass cheeks swallow the pink thong, and I throw Mera in the closet. 

“If you leave this closet, I’ll kill you and kill myself. Don’t leave the closet.”

I bolt to the car and park it in the driveway.  

I grab tools from the backseat and go back inside.  

I douse a t-shirt in chloroform and put it over her mouth. Mera is out cold.  

I duct-taped her arms, legs, and mouth. 

“Bitch be cool, bitch be cool.” 

Poor girl is in shock. 

I grab more tit and ass. 

I want to fuck her in the closet, but it’s time to go.  

I cover Mera with a Carhartt hoodie from the closet. 

My heart is pounding. 

I carry Mera over my shoulder. 

I realize the dog is crying in the kitchen. 

I want to kill the dog, but there is no need.  

I close and lock the door. 

The sun is down, and a car passes. Thankfully, it is not a cop. 

I put Mera in the backseat.  

She pisses all over. 

I take off her panties at a red light and shove them in the glove box. There is an abandoned house in the county on 255th Lane.  

I drive the speed limit.

I park in the dirt lot behind the house.  

I chloroform her again; I can do anything I want. Mera’s legs are smooth, and her cunt is covered in prickly light-brown hairs. I hope I have enough duct tape. There’s a futon upstairs. Mera’s kidnapping is far from the perfect crime, but I expel any doubt. 

The house is yellow, and the color is chipping. I hope the paint is not toxic. I can smell the asbestos.  

Rat shit, empty Pepsi cans, and children’s clothing litter the hardwood. I want to get intimate while she is asleep, but she reeks of piss. I splash her cooch and legs with water and scrub, then wipe her clean with the Carhartt jacket. Mera’s eyes open, and she flops like a fish. I toss her on the futon filled with dirt and loose springs. Mera is pale, and her eyes roll into the back of her head. She fights to stay conscious. Luckily she hasn’t shit herself. 

“If you shit yourself, I’ll kill you.”

I stick my ring finger in her vagina, and it moistens. The futon creaks, and so do the floorboards. I sexually assault Mera while she squirms and squirms.

“Don’t fucking move bitch!” I stick my ring finger up to the knuckle inside of her. Mera keeps squirming, so I slap her and then kiss her. Now, there’s blood in my mouth. I’m nervous now. My stomach has butterflies, and I’m horny but not hard. I tie her arms and legs to the bedframe with duct tape.  

“Okay, Mera, this is the situation. Listen, baby, listen. I need all your attention.” She hyperventilates and cries. “I want you conscious while we make love. I am not a rapist, don’t act like you don’t like it.” Mera cries. “You’re so precious, baby; removing you from this earth would be a tragedy. Just lay still for me, baby, moan, cum, and clench your pussy, but no squirming. I’ll hurt you if you squirm.”

Long story short, she squirmed, I cum, beat her, and force-fed her four Xanax. She nearly choked, but they went down with some water. She fights less and less. I kiss her neck and squeeze her tits. 

I cum again, faster this time. Mera’s pussy is very wet. I love her so much that I wish to relieve her of pain, regret, and worry. Mera needs me now more than ever; she is vulnerable.  

I stick a quarter in her vagina, then go to the gas station on the east side where Tom sells good-good juice. When I return, dozens of scurrying rats run through the walls. There are raccoons in the attic. I get undressed and tie her off. I prep the spoon, the liquid bubbles, and the metal turns red. Mera tastes the sweetness of God. Yummy, now she’s mine forever. I don’t need the heroin. She is right beside me. I bite her milk-white thighs and lick her feet. I take the quarter out of her vagina. 
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I wake up, and bruises cover Mera’s body and face. She lies in a pool of vomit. I check Mera’s pulse and pace around the room. This bitch needs a bath. Mera sleeps and sleeps, but she needs to eat. I’ll order a pizza to my house and pick it up. It’s four P.M by the time this bitch wakes up.

She coughs, wheezes, and mutters, “I gotta go to work; I’m gonna be late.” She says. I fuck Mera doggy style while she disassociates. Mera vomits blood, which is not good. I give her some bang-bang in the vein and drive to my house to get the pizza.  

I will dump her body in the New Mexico mountains if she dies. If I were Mera’s father, she wouldn’t make such terrible mistakes. From now on, I must look out for Mera’s best interests. I have to be Mera’s father and lover. Our children will be beautiful. Mera is officially missing, according to police, who found Chris’s body with no known suspects. 

I fed Mera pizza and told her about the Cowboys game tomorrow. The Eagles are going to steal the fucking division. I told Mera, “We can watch the game at my place if you want.”  

“I wanna go home.” Mera’s eyes struggle to stay open. She eats three bites of a slice. I kiss Mera’s lips, clearing a layer of drool, mucus, and blood.  

I give her two Xanax and nibble on her neck. The mice and raccoons smell the pizza; they’re getting close.  

“You’re right, baby. We should go home. I’m tired of this dump.”     

Mera screams.

Mera must have a fear of rats.    

I can’t reason with her, so I use my fist. I tap her on the cheek twice, and she’s out. I put a loose molar in my jeans pocket. Mera’s face is swollen and caked in dry blood. Mera shit herself.  

When will she realize being uncooperative makes it worse?  

I genuinely love her, and love shouldn’t hurt like this. I feel guilty every time I hurt her physically and emotionally. All for sex. That’s low of me. I’m the lowest of the low—a real scumbag. Mera will have physical, sexual, and emotional trauma after this unless Mera dies. Then Mera feels no more pain. Joe knows Mera, and Mera knows Joe. But Mera is with Joe, and Joe keeps Mera sedated. No one knows, no one knows, no one suspects. The sun is coming up. I put Mera in the backseat, and we drove home.




“This place is a pigsty,” I tell Mera as we walk into my house, a quiet two-bedroom and bath in a cul-de-sac. I bathe Mera and scrub the cum and blood from her pubic hair. I showered with Mera, who was at the bottom of the tub. Once again, Mera looks like the girl I fell in love with.
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