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Rex Menudo and Satellites 
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Rex Menudo was a mathematician by trade. Rex never gave much thought to his career path; he had always been especially gifted in math. Numbers just made sense to him. Rex had never taken notes in any of his math classes (he preferred to listen without the distraction of taking notes) and he had also been president of the Math Honor Society in high school and college.

Rex lived in Contention County. Contention County was the largest County in the State. It was made up of several smaller districts. 

Mary Copa worked with abandon at Rex’s favorite luncheonette. Mary was beautiful. She could have flown her hawk at any game and been successful but for some odd reason, she was strongly attracted to Rex. Maybe it was his self-possession. He had always been too cool for school, except when he was in grade school (more on that, later). Still, he couldn’t believe his good fortune. Where would he ever find a beauty like Mary to love him? She had it all. Not only did she possess a lovely face, but she also had a voluptuous figure. She had wonderfully perky breasts, and each one was better than the last. Her breasts were juicier than one would find in a bucket of chicken.

Rex and Mary’s first date was revealing. Rex tried his hand at small talk and told of one of his former roommates in a group house, Kelly Attica, who was a character and a bona fide lesbian.

Mary looked away and sadness flashed across her face.

Rex, who could sometimes be a bit socially awkward, feared that he might have offended Mary. “Did I say something wrong? Is it something I should not let us talk about?”

“No, no,” Mary quickly countered. “It’s just that it hits close to home. My father is a lesbian.”


She also frequently answered Rex’s pillow talk with the phrase ‘la la’. She 

thought it meant the same thing as ‘I love you’ because she had heard it in a song. Rex 

had to face the music that Mary was an idiot. She had just barely graduated high school at 

the foot of her class. So it wasn’t just that she was an idiot compared to Rex’s genius-

level intellect, but from a more objective point of view. But Rex didn’t much care. He 

could always get mental stimulation from his co-workers at Parietal Lobe Laboratories 

where he worked. But where would he ever find a woman as beautiful as Mary? Rex 

decided he’d rather be in her orbit than to be without her in his. He needed to lock her 

down as soon as possible, so he made her his bride. Mary loved Rex, and Rex loved Mary 

for loving him.



Rex’s family adored Mary from the start, but Mary’s family was more particular. After much painful vetting, the outlaw in-laws decided that Rex was upscale enough to marry their daughter. They decided that Rex and Mary were of the same caste and at long last gave their approval to the match.

After the marriage, Mary quit her job to be a stay-at-home mom. Well, she wasn’t a mom yet, but the Menudos were thinking about raising a family. A family costs a lot of money so they kept their eyes peeled for a place with an inexpensive rent. They settled on the Stately Arms high-rise apartments and promptly made it their base of operations.

Even though Rex was still quite young, he had already been through a lot. Mary was actually his second wife. He had married his high school sweetheart, Nina Hemingway, right after graduation. They lived in his parents’ basement while they saved to buy a house. But they never made it out of the basement. First they argued about money, but then they began to argue about everything. Nothing was too trivial to argue about. Eventually, it would turn personal as they attacked each other with all the hurtful expressions their verbiage permitted. In the end, they got a divorce. Their marriage had lasted barely a year. They were too young and stupid to be married, anyway.

So after the whole first marriage debacle was over, Rex rented a place in the ‘murder row apartments’. Actually, they weren’t known as that when Rex moved in. It was just a row of twelve one-room dwellings that didn’t have a name. The moniker ‘murder row apartments’ came later. Heck, let me just explain the whole thing to you and then you’ll understand:

Lester Moore was one of the tenants in the apartment complex. He wanted to become a superhero in the worst way. Even though, as a youngster, he spake as a child, Lester, as a man of five and twenty years, had yet to put away childish things. One of those childish things that endured was his dream of one day becoming a superhero. To that end, he encouraged spiders to bite him, even though he always still needed his glasses and was frustratingly unable to shoot spider webs from his wrist. Nevertheless, he never gave up. He reasoned that it just hadn’t happened yet.

Lester, or Les as his friends called him (except that he didn’t have any friends; it was just what he called himself), lived in the same row of apartments as Rex. Everyone kept to themselves, so the two men were unacquainted. Also, Rex lived in the end unit at the far right of the complex, and Les Moore lived toward the left side. As the crow flies, the apartments were at the edge of the largest district in Contention County, but in a car it took a bit longer.

Back in school, Les had been in the same year as the manager, Alan Stewart. Alan managed the units for his paternal uncle who was busy running a popular fishing concern on the waterfront called Stewart’s Rod and Reel.

Les lived next to the laconic John Muenster and his precocious cat Baby Swiss. Les and John had exchanged pleasantries but Les had a better relationship with Baby Swiss than he had with John. Les could often be seen outside playing with Baby Swiss, who was extremely friendly. ‘How friendly?’ you may please to ask. Let’s put it his way: If there was a Supercenter staffed completely by cats, Baby Swiss would be the greeter.

Baby Swiss liked being stroked with the brush that John kept outside on a ledge under his awning. Baby Swiss liked to be brushed hard and put away wet. The attention Les lavished on Baby Swiss did not go unnoticed by John Muenster. When John had to go out of town for a week on work-related business, and since he had no other friends, he asked Les to feed Baby Swiss while he was away. Les gladly agreed and John gave him his spare key.

“Baby Swiss is easily distracted, so he needs absolute silence when he eats,” instructed John Muenster.

“OK,” returned Les.

The day after John left, Les entered his apartment in order to feed Baby Swiss. But beforehand, Les looked around (he had never been inside John’s residence before). His design aesthetic was spare, but organized. There were the requisite items (television, chest of drawers, nightstand, etc.) Indeed, the apartment was as boring as was John. But Les was intrigued to find that John slept on a waterbed. After snooping around a bit longer, Les entered the kitchen to feed Baby Swiss. Les discovered that Baby Swiss’ ever-widening girth was due to the fact that he was a voracious eater.

“Don’t come running to me if you get fat,” Les warned Baby Swiss, “not that you’d be able to run, anyway.”

Baby Swiss just glanced at Les and, having finished eating, entered the living room to begin the long process of grooming himself.

“That’s right,” Les opined. “Clean yourself up a bit. You’re a mess.”

Then Les went back to his own apartment. He filled his time with mindless television programming and even more mindless video games. But Les kept thinking about John’s waterbed. Les had always wanted to sleep on a waterbed. Eventually, he gave in to temptation, and entered John’s apartment that night in order to sleep on his waterbed.

It was everything he had hoped it would be. It was a wonderful experience. The only thing missing was being able to pet Baby Swiss. Even though at pain of loss of one of his lives, John forbade Baby Swiss to climb on anything (sofa, chairs, tables, etc.) John especially prohibited him from climbing onto the waterbed. But Les wasn’t aware of the many admonitions John had imposed on Baby Swiss, so before he fell asleep, he pulled Baby Swiss onto the bed next to him. While Les slept soundly, Baby Swiss discovered that the bed was good for sharpening his claws.

Les awakened the next morning feeling more refreshed than usual. Baby Swiss was asleep at his side. Les reached over and scratched the cat’s ears vigorously. If there was any problem at all, it was that Les felt a little cold. Even though the days were warm, the nights could get a bit chilly, and John’s one blanket was not sufficient defense from the evening chill.

The next evening, Les went over to sleep on the waterbed again. But this time, he was armed with his trusty electric blanket that had never before let him down. He located the nearest outlet, plugged in his counterpane, and fell asleep.

In the morning, Les felt different. Something had changed. Could it be that, at long last, Les had become a superhero? Les noticed that he was a little damp. Probably, he had perspired as he metamorphosed into a superhero; transforming into a superhero was hard work. Les sprung out of bed and began to prepare himself for the myriad tasks of superherodom.

Of course, there was a more reasonable explanation for the difference Les felt that morning which eluded him: While Baby Swiss was sharpening his claws, one of his nails had slightly punctured the waterbed. As the water slowly leaked out, it came into contact with the electric blanket. Les had suffered mild electric shocks all night long. But try telling that to Les! He wouldn’t have believed you, anyway.

Besides, his mind was already full of making plans to be a superhero. After rushing back home, he took out a sheet from one of his drawers and tied it around his neck as a cape. He also retrieved a sleep mask that he sometimes used, cut out places for his eyes, and put it on his head as a disguise. He turned to something that was requisite for all superheroes: a utility belt. He found a 70’s style wide belt in the back of his closet, and began to affix superhero-type items to it. First, he adorned it with the numerous bottle caps he had collected over the years (he was particularly precise at snapping his fingers and ‘shooting’ them across the room). He also attached bread ties and random bits of rope in order to subdue villains. Les also attached numerous rubber bands (he was skilled at stretching them to the limit and letting them ‘fly’ at targets). At last, Les was ready. He gazed into the looking-glass while adopting his best superhero pose with arms akimbo. He liked what he saw reflected back at him.

Then, he took off his superhero costume. He would only wear it at night, under cover of darkness (usually the best time to fight villains, anyway). Besides, someone might recognize his true identity if he wore it in the daytime and that would be like kryptonite to a superhero.

He went for a walk to burn off excess superhero energy. He passed Roxanne Byule as she entered her apartment and he said hello. Roxanne was young and beautiful. She lived a couple of doors down from Les. She was usually friendly, but today she acted differently, as if something was on her mind. Les took a big superhero chance and asked her if everything was okay. Roxanne immediately put her head in her hands and began to cry. Les comforted her the best way he knew how.

“There, there,” he said, “it surely can’t be that bad.”

Les must have said something wrong because Roxanne began to sob and she cried even more. “Oh, what a fool I am,” she choked out.

She ran into her apartment and threw herself face first on the sofa. In her current state of mind, she either forgot to close her door, or else she was subtly inviting Les inside to share in her misery.

Les interpreted it as the latter, and he sat down next to her in silence. It took Roxanne forever to stop her sobbing long enough so that she could explain the trouble she was experiencing. She got up, and barely opening up her tired eyes, grabbed Les by the hand and led him into the kitchen.

“The walls are thin so I need to whisper,” she began. “I know you barely know me, and dealing with a hysterical woman is probably not your idea of a fun afternoon, but I have to tell someone.”

“Don’t worry about that at all, tell me whatever is on your mind,” Les replied. Now that he was a superhero, he had superpowers of sympathy and understanding.

“But don’t let yourself speak of it to anyone else,” Roxanne implored.

“I won’t speak a word of it. It will be on the QT. Just brush it hard and see where the dandruff falls.”

Roxanne only understood about half of what Les had just said (if that), but she went on anyway. “Have you ever seen this girl around here?” She pointed to a picture on the kitchen table of her in happier times with her arm around a sweet-looking woman named Melissa Sharapshooter.

“I may have, I’m not sure.”

“Melissa is one of my best friends. We both come from this small town south of here. I didn’t count on things being so much more expensive in this area, including this dump of an apartment. Back home, you can buy a house for what I pay in rent here. But I have trouble even affording this. So I persuaded Melissa to join me up here to split the rent. I had no idea of the trouble it would cause me.”

It was a bit surprising since he seemed to care so little about everything else, but Alan Stewart was adamant about renting each apartment to only one person. He knew how thin the walls were. He used to rent to couples or friends, but the other tenants would always complain of the noise, and he didn’t need the bother.

“Well, somehow, the tenant next to me, Timeslot Hitte, got wind of my secret ‘arrangement’ with Melissa,” continued Roxanne.

Timeslot was an acquaintance of the landlord, Alan Stewart. Les had never really spoken to Timeslot. They had gone to the same high school, but Timeslot was a year ahead of him. All he knew was that he had a reputation of being a bully.

“Timeslot threatened to rat us out to Alan Stewart. I was frantic and pleaded with him not to tell. Timeslot said the only way he wouldn’t tell is if I would come over at his whim and go downtown to service him sexually. After arguing for a while, he convinced me that he could get us thrown out. I felt trapped so, hesitantly, I agreed. It’s been a couple of times so far.”

“Couldn’t you have just moved back home?” asked Les.

“No, I couldn’t do that. My parents and I had this big argument before I moved up here. They said I’d never make it in the city (which she thought it was, compared to her small town). If I ran home to them with my tail between my legs, it would set a bad ... what’s the word?”

“Precedent?” Les offered helpfully.

“President?” Roxanne said as she screwed up her brow. “Why would that be the word I was looking for?”

“No, I guess it wouldn’t be,” said Les, not wanting to argue with such a tortured soul.

“Example!” Roxanne suddenly ejaculated with more delight than she had a right to feel at the time. “That was the word I was looking for. Moving back home would set a bad example.” It seemed helpful to her to repeat the thought, including the correct word.

“Does your roommate, Melissa, know about the situation with Timeslot Hitte?”  

“No,” Roxanne reverted back to her appropriate gloominess. “Melissa works as a cocktail waitress. She works late into the night and comes home dog-tired. For all she knows whenever the evil occurs, I’m asleep in my room.”

“So you haven’t told her anything?”

“No, I’m trying to keep it a secret. In fact, I haven’t even told my fiancée, yet. He’s got a bad temper. There’s no telling what he’d do if he found out.”

Roxanne had already secured a fiancé (Joey Joe) in the two months she had been here. She hadn’t even had sexual relations with him, yet. In fact, Roxanne had only had sexual relations a couple of times in her entire life. She was sort of saving herself for marriage.

“People in this place are so mean and cold,” complained Roxanne.

“Not all people around here are like that. You just happened to move next door to Caligula.”

“Caligu-who, now?”

Les despaired of Roxanne understanding the reference. But Les was practiced in the art of distraction and he pulled out one of his patented non-sequiturs in order to change the subject. “If I ever again hear someone comparing something to peeling back the layers of an onion, I think it will do my head in.”

Roxanne looked at Les like he was crazy, which was not far from the truth. “What in blazes are you even talking about?”

“Oh, nothing. I’m just talking nonsense.” Les came back to the matter at hand. “So you said your fiancée doesn’t even know?”

“No.” She explained that whenever the ugliness was scheduled to occur, Roxanne would return from dinner or a movie with Joey Joe and then go next door to go downtown and engage in the unthinkable. Joey Joe never suspected a thing because Roxanne always put on a brave face so as not to involve him in the ugliness. Besides she feared what his wrath might cause him to do “But I feel like I’m starting to unravel. I’m stressed out all the time. Melissa is even beginning to notice. She’s always telling me to ‘Chillax’ or ‘Take a relaxative’ or something. I feel trapped.” Roxanne began sobbing as she spoke. “Whatever will I do?”
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