
        
            
                
            
        


	Scion

(part V, Vasectomus Collection)

 








Scion

 

 

 

A Novella By
Tim Eagle

 


An Angry Trout Production 

Part V, Vasectomus Collection

Published by Lake Leviathan Books

 

 

 Copyright © 2024 Tim Eagle 

 

 

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book, or portions thereof, in any form
 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real people or events is coincidental. All rights reserved.

 


Chapter One

“Are you okay?” Selima asked the small girl.  

The little girl grunted. Her eyes were soft and large terrified jewels reflecting the full moon. An autumn chill weaved through the bare trees. Dark woods spread behind them as they neared a road ahead. The dewy grass licked their legs. 

Eva was small, too small for nine, and an awkward tail dangled out her backside, her lungs heaved in and out as she struggled for breath. Her hands were deformed. Her feet pigeon toed. Her mind simple like that of an infant. 

“Take a break, Eva. Even mommy needs a break.” 

The child shifted feet awkwardly and plopped down on the wet grass. “Oh, honey, not there, you’ll get wet.” Selima lifted her and put her on her hip.

Selima was functioning on adrenaline and the last energy drink she guzzled hours ago. After contemplating her own invitation to the Stencil, Selima decided to write something explaining her life, and the death of her deceased husband, Sabre, emptying her conscious. The scent of smoke from the large bonfire at the Stencil had filled her clothes and stuck in her nose. Her face itched from the arcane mask that she had worn for anonymity. She read with Eva standing near her. When she finished, the audience, all standing in silence watched as she threw her mask into the fire, indicating she wanted to be done and continue her life, rather than join in their work. In her reading Selima revealed more truth than anyone else, and if anyone there was associated with the law, she had to avoid everywhere, everyone, and everything in town. Selima took this opportunity to escape the suffocating arms of Stevats. Years of hiding, years of pretending, was catching up and the Stencil Ceremony was what was forcing her further away from the town she called home for so long.

“We’ll be fine, baby.” Selima said, trying to convince herself. She kissed the top of Eva’s head, “I have to find a place away from here, a safer place.” 

Eva’s stomach rumbled.

“Your stomach is grouching. Here, eat this.” Selima always had a stash of Eva’s favorite junk food in her purse. She took a three musketeers bar out and smashed it. She held it out and Eva grabbed the chocolate. Wet raspy respirations escaped followed by happy grunts. She moved the gooey goodness around with her tongue and a thick ooze of brown drool slipped out of her lips before swallowing the sludge.

“Silly girl. Let me clean you up.” Selima took a wet wipe from her purse and swiped the mess, “There, much better. You are such a beautiful girl.” Eva smiled huge and toothless; her face beamed.

A large sedan rumbled up the road. Headlights blinded the twosome as it wound around the curve. Selima stuck a thumb out.

The car, driven by a stocky man, slowed, and pulled onto the shoulder of the country road. As he opened his door to exit, his female passenger leaned to look out. The dashboard illuminated her brown dress and smeared red lips. “Sorry, the window doesn’t work. I could use some fresh air anyway,” he said shutting the door, he moved with stealth for a larger man. He wore a brown plaid sport coat with patches on the elbows. A long, silver goatee hung down his chin and he pushed a pair of crooked spectacles up on his nose. “It looks like you need a ride.” The beard moved when he spoke like an entity dangling off his chin.

“My name’s Selima, you offering?”

“I’m Sal, the wife and I are from the City, just out here for a wedding. Is there someplace in town you want to go?” Sal asked. His eyes glanced over Selima’s shoulders and into the woods, he squinted behind his spectacles. He shifted from foot to foot, like his body was telling Selima to hurry up and answer, and he hungrily took in her body.

“No, the City sounds perfect,” Selima said. There’s really no place up here for a wedding or reception, Selima thought. Sal acted shifty but she was confident enough to escape if there was trouble, even though the car would be moving. She was prepared for a fight, and the weight of her knife in her leg holster was some reassurance.

“Well hop on in, and we’ll get you there. Don’t worry about Nancy. She won’t bite, but she might slur a bit,” he formed his hand into a fist, the thumb sticking out forming an imaginary flask, and tipped it to his mouth, “she’s had a good night.” Sal laughed. The woman gave a sideway glance but didn’t say anything. She smiled and her eyes peered back out the front window. 

Selima guided Eva into the backseat. She saw the man pull a shawl over two masks that looked like the masks people wore at the Stencil she was just escaping. She put her arm around Eva and heard the car shift into gear.

The past week was a blur in her head, an almost fevered dream that led to her hitchhiking on this backroad in Audubon Hill, but she knew, every time she pinched herself awake, that her life was far from a dream. She had been invited to read a Stencil or a farewell to the deceased, nearing a damn confession. 

She was wrapped up in thought and had not realized that the car was idling down the country road. There was no traffic and the hum of the tires more soothing than they should be. She noticed Sal glancing back at her and his eyes shifted from her to Nancy and back to the road. His movements, his eyes, all his actions were putting up a dozen red flags. Selima tried the door handle and it moved but didn’t open. It wouldn’t budge.

“Child locks are on, don’t want anyone to get hurt.” Sal said from the driver’s seat.

Nancy shrugged her shoulders, shook her head, slowly as to not alarm Sal, and her eyes tried to move to a peripheral gaze for Selima to see. 

“Okay, I get safety.” Selima said. Dread had been something she was familiar with in her life and if the woman in the passenger seat could scream, Selima knew it would be ear shattering. The slowly driving Sal, his hungry eyes, the humming road was fuel adding to the nightmare that had started with reading that fucking Stencil. Selima already feared what she had made the wrong decision to clear her conscious. Hell, she had endured worse in her life, years of verbal abuse and aggressive behavior from Sabre. She was used to that, and knew she signed up for it, but there was something sinister in Sal’s jovial veneer. 

“Safety, safety, safety.” Sal said. He glanced and winked at her in the rear-view mirror.

Nancy tried to shake her head “no” but Sal took her face in his hands and kissed her, stopping what Selima saw as a warning. The car swerved a bit, and he hurriedly gained control.

“I think Nancy’s good night turned into a headache, and major dehydration. Right darling?” He asked, releasing her face.

Nancy nodded, her eyes fearful, watery on the surface, wordless. She was an older woman, and reminded Selima of a maternal type. She had soft empathetic eyes as she glanced down to Eva and then hurriedly out the front window. 

Sal whistled through his teeth which sounded more like a deflating tire, and the sound was like nails on a chalkboard. Eva rocked in her seat slobbering on a mouth full of chocolate sludge, her eyes droopy. 

Selima had known these woods. She explored them many times in her youth and escaped to the trails often during her adult life. The road straightened out, the right side wooded, the left an abutment down a cliff. She reached down and double checked to confirm her knife was still sheathed. 

“So where in the City do you live?” She asked.

“Just outside the business district. Where are you from?” Sal asked while his right hand slid from the steering wheel down to his crotch. 

“Rent these days keeps going up. Eva and I are in between places.” Selima said.

“The economy’s a shit show, definitely not something a mom and child could navigate easily.” His hand moved over his jeans and Selima heard the zipper. Chills coursed up her back, as he stroked himself. 

Nancy’s eyes grew sad, her face disgusted as if she wanted to cry, but held it in as she swallowed hard. Sal was too occupied to see.

Vomit filled the back of Selima’s throat and she pushed it down. Eva started to nod off and Selima put her jacket behind her head. 

Sal turned down a bumpy dirt road. There were only two places on Audubon that Selima knew: Suncrest Nursing and Darkrest University, and both places had a more civilized entrance. Sal’s eyes flashed in the mirror and as he climaxed, a grunting, animalistic sound left the back of his throat. 

“Don’t worry, I just need to piss.” Sal said as he zipped up.

“I’m not worried,” Selima said, her voice flat and unwavering as she tried to mask her anger. Whatever motives drove this asshole were of no interest to her or her daughter. She had dealt with worse. 

Nancy shifted herself. She looked like a person trying to avoid combusting, or screaming, or jumping out the door. She tried to turn her head, but Sal rested his hand on her leg, pinching the top of it. Nancy grimaced.

The car bumped down the road as gravel crunched under tires. Sal pulled into a desolate parking lot. The headlights exposed weeds growing up through cracks, and blacktop that had seen better days. A rusty “Audubon Realty” sign swung lazily in a night breeze. Random leaves danced around abandoned playground equipment. The windows on an old church were boarded up with gray weather worn plywood. The tarnished copper cross on the steeple rose into the air, above the tall trees of the surrounding forest. 

“Where are we?” Selima asked. She never remembered a place like this. 

“Don’t worry about it, doll. I’m just gonna piss, nothing else is going on,” Sal said.

“I’ve lived in Stevats my whole life and never knew this place was out here.”

“It was probably built when you were spreading your legs for every man in Stevats.” He snickered.

“I don’t know where you get off,” she stopped herself, “you piece of shit.” Selima hissed. She wanted to take the knife and slit the asshole’s throat, but waited.

“You’re way too fuckin’ serious. I’ll be right back.” Sal said.

Selima watched the man adjust his spectacles with two slick fingers as he grabbed the keys from the ignition, got out and locked the doors. He ambled into the darkness and out of the headlights that were directly showing an old set of swings swaying eerily.

“We need to get out of here, I don’t trust this son-of-a-bitch.” Selima whispered to Nancy.

Nancy turned around, her eyes watery, “He’s a monster.” She sobbed.

“Do you think? He just jacked-off while my kid was back here.” Selima said with contempt. She wanted to puke remembering his slick hands sliding his glasses up his face.

“He drove me, in my car, from that Stencil Ceremony. He parked at the side of the road, he raped me, and as he finished, he saw you and your daughter run out of the woods.” Nancy had fear in her watery eyes. She looked exhausted, overwhelmed, and like she was living her final days, as if she were a prisoner on death row.

“That sick motherfucker. I fucking hate rapists” Selima wanted to kill this fucker, her rage an internal fire that she was trying to contain, but knew it would be fuel if she shoved it down and regained control of what was happening.

“He’s wants you.” Nancy said, her eyes darted out the window.

“He’s not touching me.” Selima sneered, “Can you watch her?” She laid the little girl out on the back seat, covered her, and kissed her forehead. For the first time in a long time, she met someone with empathy, and a sense of how to be helpful and without judgement.

“Sure,” Nancy reached around and patted the little girl’s head.

Selima hopped over the front seat and before opening the driver’s door, “I’ll be right back. Cover the dome light with your hand. I’ll take care of this prick.” 

“What happens if…” Nancy stammered.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.” Selima got out.

A chorus of night insects, and frogs rang out loudly from the wood line. Selima peered through the darkness beyond the light, but Sal wasn’t anywhere in sight. She heard gravel crunch underfoot behind her, but it was too late. Selima was shoved to the ground, and the night blurred in slow motion. The gravel scratched her palms, the wind knocked out of her lungs. She laid, prone, the scratching rocks scathing her cheeks. Sal’s sweaty large hands held her arms behind her back.

“Now, bitch, I can do my true work. Bitches like you always show up for the fuck.” 

She felt spit hit the back of her neck as he said “bitches.” Selima struggled, but said nothing. 

“Since I heard you read, I knew I wanted you. This tight body, this ass,” He smacked her ass cheeks and yanked her pants down, “has been waiting for my chubby the whole night.” She tried to kick him, but his body held her legs down, his weight an anchor. “Sabre really didn’t know how good he had it with you.” 

Sal spat in his hand, and shoved his fingers into her. His calloused palms itched her flesh; his fingers dry despite the spit. Her insides were fire as he shoved them in, neglected hangnails tearing her labia. 

“I don’t want the pink; I think I need the stink.” He spat again, forcing three fingers into her ass.

The pain was excruciating as he pulled his fingers out and forced himself into her. His girthy, albeit small, dick ripped and tore, the heat of his body burning her. He thrusted hard, and she lost her breath. The rage inside fueled her as she struggled to get loose. He held her down tighter with each fiery thrust, like monster to prey.

“Take it, bitch, take it, take it…” he chorused until a warm gush seeped out of him dripping over her back like a Cinnabon glaze. He let out a hissing groan and she felt the gooey liquid rolling off. She kept her eyes closed. The one lesson in life was when something, or someone, viewed you as defeated was to act defeated, play dead, but keep the defenses up.

“I think you’re done for the night, maybe I’ll take that little piece of tail sleeping in the car when we get to the City.” He laughed kicking Selima’s legs.

She knew from experience that defeat didn’t mean weakness. Her strategy was always let men be men. Allow them to call the shots, to grow confident. Confidence is the door through which vulnerability slithers in. She watched through squinted eyes as he walked to the edge of a guardrail and pissed off an abutment. 

The town lights below Audubon twinkled through tree branches. The night was chilly, crisp plumes of air left Selima’s mouth. She tried to slow her mind, her heart, and get calm. Sal turned around before putting his pecker away. Selima charged him, catching him off guard. She plunged the knife into his jugular. It went in like his skin was soft butter. He swung with his left hand as his right tried to stop the flow of blood from the geyser. His small dick hung out of his pants rubbing on the sides of the zipper and she eyed it.

“You liked using that little thing to rape women, huh?”

He gasped for air, his lips moving, but just a hissing noise escaped.

“Out here, in the wild rural ass-crack of Stevats, you don’t know shit!” She screamed, grabbing his cock and slicing it off. 

Blood soaked his pants. Selima pushed him and watched as his body fell over the edge, bouncing off rocks that lined the sides below.

“People like you deserve to fucking rot, alone and bleeding.” She spat.

She took deep breaths, slowly, steadying the adrenaline that coursed through her and got back in the car.

“What just….?” Nancy asked.

“Never mind! Sal’s no longer a problem.” Selima snapped getting in the driver’s seat. “Do you have plans?”

“I need to get back into the City. I live there. It sounds like you need a place to stay, I owe you that much.” 

“If you’re offering, yes. But keys, did Sal take the only set?” 

“No, I have another in my purse.” Nancy dug into her purse and handed a key ring with a smiley face on it.

“Thanks, let’s get the fuck out of her.” Selima started the car and put it in drive.

*

Bright light both welcomed and blinded Selima as they reached the City.  The stars were muted by the intense glow of light pollution. She felt like she had landed a spacecraft on a different planet. There were groups of homeless congregating on corners and other lurid activity hiding in the shadows. She had visited the rotting confines of urban life on a few occasions, she liked it during her youth but this time around, there was something off and less alluring. There were people, endless people, at this time of night, moving around like zombies, staring at screens on phones. They were in a certain mindless dance paying attention to that god-like cell phone in their palms. She saw some, more attentive people, acknowledge the car stopped at a stop light before crossing the intersection. Multistory buildings rose from the pavement, dark and silent. Like the gods of antiquity, these edifices of glass and steel seemed to watch over the population below, but in truth, as in myth, they were as empty as the squalid rats who texted at their feet. The entire urban façade was a darker, grayer world than she had remembered. 

Nancy remained silent. She looked out the window. Lines at the corners of her eyes showed her age. Her worn, leathery hands clasped one another and the dry skin could be heard as she folded them together on her lap. She took a napkin out of the glovebox and flipped the sun visor down looking in a mirror. She wiped the smeared lipstick off.

The silence was a good opportunity for Selima to talk, “First off, thank you.”

“I’m doing what every other woman would do. We need to stick together.” Nancy said. 

“Eva, if you haven’t noticed, isn’t like other little girls. She’s underdeveloped, has a tail and I’ve been struggling for a place to live. What I read earlier tonight,” Selima paused and glanced over to Nancy. Nancy looked at her, an open ear to listen, and a motherly look in her eye. “…was how I saved her life, in essence, the man who put her in me would have taken her out, given the chance. He needed to be taken care of.” Selima neared an intersection.

“Sorry to interrupt, but turn here,” Nancy said, wringing her hands.

“I just wanted to get that off my chest. It’s hard for me to digest, let alone think that another person can understand it.” Selima felt as if a weight had been cast from her.

They turned onto a side street with residential apartments and brownstones, surrounded by two goliath, low-income projects. 

“We all have stories, trust me, and I want to hear everything you’d like to share, but there’s a parking spot, right there in the front, and they’re hard to come by,” Nancy blurted. 
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