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The sun was up blazing. Razor looked out to the street, his right hand on the table stained with spilled coffee, ink and other things he could not recognize. He loved eating at J's diner but he could not deny that the old man needed someone to work with him. He was almost seventy and he still runs the place on his own, except the days his son comes around. Razor puts his hand through his dark long hair and sighed. The street was getting tense. He could feel it. It was as if everyone wanted a piece of the same thing and they didn't know how to get it peacefully. Not like peace was a big topic out there. A beautiful Buick passed and the kid sitting with his whistles. He turned to the boy. His eyes were heavy from crying now and then, and his hands were filthy. Razor sighed again. 

"You sure you don't want anything Billy?" Razor asked. He had offered to get breakfast for them both but it seemed like Billy lost his appetite. He had a T-shirt under a chequered long sleeve on. Razor could tell that was the shirt he was wearing when his mother left. The thought made him angry. The world was filled with parents making silly decisions. Billy shook his head and rolled it until he was looking out. He was a good kid, and that was the problem. Good kids 

don't survive in the world Razor lived in. They either die fast or get locked up in a cool, lonely box somewhere where people can’t see them. 

"How long are we waiting for?" Billy asked. Razor looked at the clock hung behind the old man. He raised his five fingers up to indicate they needed five more minutes. It was not necessary, he was just acting the big man role. It was what he did whenever he brought someone with him. He needed it to look professional or they would see it as another piece of shit. 

"How are you holding up?" Razor asked. Billy shrugged. He was the recent addition to the street kids. He was halfway there before but now he was deep into things he shouldn’t be in. Razor raised a brow so he would go on talking. 

"Nothing to say, man. She left and my father is a bum. Nothing to say. Not like I can cry out money or care or love. Those things are, like, gone forever and I can't get them back. My father doesn't even care about the hole she left in the house. I mean, who loses their wife and goes on drinking like a rag soaking up water? Who the hell does that?" 

"A man who was actually tired of his wife?" Razor said. He was not asking but he needed it to sound that way. He had been with women and the whole lot of them could tire out even Jesus. He shrugged to himself. The kid’s face was getting darker and if he knew anything, he knew Billy was about to cry. He looked at the old man at the counter, his face buried in a magazine that was probably a couple of years backdated. 

They had to leave anyway. He needed things to settle and they were settling fine. He liked Billy. The kid talked less and did more. He understood the dynamics of being under the structure of life and is willing to live hard enough to survive. That was all Razor needed. He scratched an itch on his thigh and then his hair and touched his lips. He watched another car pass and then another and finally someone walked by like a zombie. He looked back into the diner and then at the table. They had been here for about thirty minutes and the old man must be wondering what they wanted. Billy put both hands on the table and looked at Razor like there was something in him to decipher. Razor looked back and after a while, looked away. The boy was tired and hungry and sad and Razor needed money. They both needed money. Razor stood up from his chair and Billy followed, they walked to the counter where Razor dropped a dollar for what he wasn't really sure and nodded at the old man. They walked out into the heat. Billy raised his hands to protect his eyes from the glare of the sun. They turned right, towards the gas station at the far end of the street. 

"When I was little, she always said we were gonna be together forever,” Billy said with his hands deep in his pockets. For a seventeen years old boy, he sounded like a kid, a spoilt little kid and Razor wanted to shout at him to stop acting like he still had diapers on but he sighed instead. The boy just lost his mother and he was feeling pain. Razor shrugged.

He had lost his own parents long ago before people started calling him Razor. He had lost them because he was not the kid they wanted him to be. He wasn't book smart or people friendly and that had cast him out as a strange child. Then he stopped going home and started hanging around with the kids out in the streets. Those who lost their own parents like he did or those ones whose parents were already living a rough life. It was like easing into a life they had known all their days. 

Then he killed that boy with his shank knife and that had gotten him the name that followed him everywhere. It was the name that had saved him, helped him. It was the first and the last time he had killed someone but there were other stories of him killing people he had never met or never actually killed. 

Razor nodded as Billy said all that he had. The boy stuttered and he was very close to crying. Razor held his hand and made him stand. No one told him what he was about to tell Billy when he was disowned but he felt the boy needed it. He was about four years his senior, and he was his friend. 

"Forget about her, Billy, she’s gone. But I'm here, and I am your new family, alright?" 

Billy nodded and they started walking again. The man in front of them stopped and started to check his pockets like he had forgotten something. They walked closer to him and as they passed, Razor nodded. The man’s black wool of a beard needed shaving and his dark eyes looked tired. His shirt was rumpled but fresh, same with his pants until you looked at the helms and his shoes that were covered in dust. You could see under it all was a strong handsome black man. It was obvious that he had been walking for a long time. Razor stopped and walked back to him. 

"Hey man, do you have a smoke on you?" He asked. The man looked up, his brown eyes fixing on the two kids in front of him. The man was busy with his own thoughts and didn’t say a word. Billy shuffled a bit and stopped. Razor looked ahead, towards the gas station. It was close, they just had to cross the street, and that was it. The man checked his bag and fetched a pack of Lucky smokes. He opened it and each kid took a smoke. Razor could smell the stress of him. The man gave them his lighter, Razor lit his cigarette with a smack of the lighter like it was done in the movies. He passed the lighter to Billy as he sucked on the butt of his smoke. 

"Thanks, man," Razor said and the man smiled and nodded. He went back searching for his bag and they walked on until they crossed the street. Billy let out cigarette smoke from his nose and mouth as he watched a beautiful woman doing something under the hood of her classic red sport car. It was an amazing sight. He took a deep breath of the smoke and sighed while releasing the thick grey cloud into the air. 

"You alright?" Razor asked. Billy nodded. They were close now. They took the bend and on the other side was the gas station. The sun was still high up and beating down, but Razor was not feeling it. The next thirty minutes were crucial and he didn't want to mess up. They walked across the road, Billy had his cigarette almost done. Razor was finished, he threw the butt down. Billy stood and finished and gave a satisfied sighed as they walked into the station. A red Dodge Demon car was parked there and a woman that looked like Marilyn and Suzie Sue were filling up the tank now. 

Razor whistled, Billy smiled. He was not sure who or what Razor was whistling at but the woman gave him the middle finger and smiled as she got into the car. She was pretty, made Billy remember his mother for a brief moment and then he shook his head and walked with Razor. His mother was not blonde and she didn't smile a lot. She didn’t look very beautiful too but she was good. The woman was nothing like his mother. 

"Ready?" 

"Yeah," Billy said. They heard the woman pull out of the station and eased back onto the road. Billy looked back at the car and how its red sparkled in the sun like fresh blood or a nail paint. He felt like, at that moment, he would come off stained if he touched the hood of the car. He turned away and back to Razor who was looking at the car as well. There was a smile on his face. 

Razor was not very good looking. He had a face that only a mother could love, and his smile was even more disturbing. It showed all his intent and plans. Depending on the smile, you get to know if he likes you or not. That was how Billy knew he was safe with him. He gave him a harmless smile. Billy sighed as Razor turned back to him, awake from whatever trance the car had put him. They had things to do and he didn't want to be on this side of town for too long. This part was the lazy side. He needed sleep too and a quiet place to close his eyes and cry or think. Billy stretched and raised a brow.

"Alright,” Razor said with a smile and they stepped into the store. The first smell that hit them was bubble gum and citrus and then they heard the voice on the TV and looked towards the sound to find a teenager at the counter. Razor looked through the place and looked at Billy, he smiled and nodded. They both pulled out their guns at the same time. There was no one in the store, so they both walked to the boy behind the counter like he was a friend. Razor was smiling and Billy looked bored all of a sudden. They walked close to the boy. Razor placed his gun on the counter and grinned, showing clean teeth and thin lips. The boy was shaking and Razor giggled. It was fun to see people squirm. He wondered if the kid knew that the gun was not loaded, he wouldn’t be this scared. Then suddenly he frowned. 

"Give me all your money."
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Chapter Two
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The Detective woke up at the slam of the door. The motion made him cringe in pain. He closed his eyes tightly when the ache at the back of his head spread all the way to the front. Then he slowly opened his eyes. With his head still throbbing, he tried to stand up. He could not understand anything for a second or two. Everything was loud and everything hurt. His mouth felt like something had died in it and gone to rot. He groaned and tried to stand but he couldn't, he felt shaky. Then he realized he was holding a gun and dropped it on the table he had been resting his head on. The clattering noise made him shake even more. 

Then he heard a car rev up and drive off. He stood up and staggered to the window and watch the car speed off. He was confused. What was he doing here? It didn't feel like it was his house. If it was not then why was he there? With the pain, questions were unspooling in his mind. His right arm ached and the sting was acute. He pushed his long sleeve up and saw the needle punctures. 

"What the?" He asked and even that made him hold his head in pain. He turned around to look at the house more closely and the dead girl on the couch made him jump. She was dead, he could see the blood. It spilled from where she was killed to the floor. The couch that was a sack hue of yellow before was now stained and ugly. He tiptoed around her to the table. The Detective stood there for a while, looking at the place. He assumed it was going to start coming back soon and then he could fill in the blanks in the story in front of him. He scratched his cheek slowly and his mustache. 

The pain was receding but that was not bringing any clarity. He was not scared, but he interpreted his confusion pretty much the same way. It was a mad feeling, he felt like he was no one, but then why was he there?  Who had driven off?  Why did they, whoever had killed the girl, why didn't they kill him too?  He looked at the needle punctures on his arm again. It was as if he woke up in someone else's life and it was a large screen showing nothing but confusion. The biggest problem of all was that he didn’t know who he was. It was like he was a clean slate. He looked at the gun on the table and picked it up. It felt right. Was it his? Did he...?

He looked at the girl on the couch and moved back. He was not sure why or how but he felt repulsed by himself. He didn't know what she did or why she was worth killing but he felt so bad he wanted to throw up so he ran to the kitchen and threw up in the sink. It was such a fluid motion from the sitting room he woke up into the kitchen but he didn't notice that. The race made him dizzy, he held on to the side of the sink and tried to breathe. The Detective felt empty, he was so blank, and it felt painful. 
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