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    Chapter One




    CONSPIRATORIAL




    Eight egotistical NYU graduate students promised to get one of their classmates some of the best sex of his life just before the big graduation day. The woman they promised to set him up with, a true knockout with charm and wit, awaited him inside some cheap motel just a short borough from the NYU campus. The major lowlife player in the prank was Anthony Greenstein. At five-foot-ten and a hundred and sixty pounds, Anthony was the proud owner of a lean and muscularly frame, highlighted by glistening blue eyes and a clear, robust complexion.




    A head of thick black hair accented his boyish good looks. Never would Anthony have shed the arrogant demeanor he’d been groomed to carry through life. He enlisted the services of another major prankster named Megan Piccirillo. Megan had to be one of the cutest Italian girls in all of New York City. With a body to put a Greek goddess to shame, she loved shaking her long black hair with thick roots from side to side. Her natural olive skin glowed like a setting Caribbean sun. Anthony and Megan decided to pick out some old motel right at 720 East 33rd Street in the Bronx. The name of this rat hole was called The American Shore Motor Lodge. The neighborhood was beyond bad and the people were much worse. Drugs and prostitution and murder flourished. Total disenfranchisement ruled the atmosphere. Gunshots suddenly erupted from in front of a rundown building just across the street. Another drug deal in the Bronx, New York had gone sour.




    Four masked gunmen pumped a volley of slugs into a slickster who thought he’d gotten away with stealing their drugs and money. The price some silly fools had to pay. For such an affront, it was business-as-usual in this particular section of the South Bronx. Another body was sprawled out in the street in his own pool of blood. Long after neighbors peeked out their windows, someone decided to call nine-one-one. Forty minutes would be the maximum time before police arrived to process the murder scene.




    Anthony and Megan were scrupulously cautious of being robbed or losing their lives. The gunshots were heard quite clearly from inside the room where they stood. Emergency vehicle lights spilled into every residential and business window within the vicinity. The hotel room Anthony and Megan occupied was infested with the biggest rats and cockroaches. Large rat holes were chewed into the adjacent walls. Final arrangements were made to make the prank a success. Coming from a wealthy Jewish background, Anthony had no problems paying for the room. He threw in a little extra to make some of the disgusting hotel undesirables disappear.




    “Anthony, what was the shooting outside all about?” Megan asked, frightened from the unexpected outburst of violence.




    “This is the Bronx, sweetie,” Anthony nodded his head. “Anything goes in this borough.”




    “Think it had something to do with drugs?” said Mega.




    “Dope, money, territory, take your pick,” said Anthony.




    “All of Manhattan isn’t exactly pristine.”




    “You’re right, Meg. Manhattan isn’t exactly a borough to raise priests and choir boys.”




    “Maybe we should’ve come with some extra added security.”




    The chaos out on the nearby street had escalated. The street dwellers only wanted to heat things up by arguing with the NYPD and other neighbors.




    “Meg, do you remember what to do?” Anthony asked Megan, speaking to her as though they’d rehearsed for a major Broadway play.




    “Like clockwork, Anthony,” Megan responded, eager to play out her part.




    “Stuart should be here shortly.”




    “Who’s driving him over here in the Bronx?”




    “Taylor and John are bringing him here.”




    “And to think, graduation is only three weeks away.”




    “Having this kinda fun before getting our diplomas is cool.”




    “Gosh, I wonder if we’ll ever see one another again?” Megan questioned Anthony, sad they’d eventually go separate directions.




    “I’m sure we’ll all keep in touch.”




    Megan hummed to Anthony. “You know, Anthony, Stuart has got to be one of the weirdest guys I’ve ever known.”




    “Weird doesn’t even begin to describe Stuart,” Anthony contested. “That guy would rather fool around with a bunch of animals than spend an intimate evening with a woman.”




    “He’s like the Dr. Doolittle of the Twenty-First Century.”




    “Alright, let me hear that seductive voice of yours.”




    Megan cleared her throat. She massaged her neck with her three middle fingers. “Hey, Stuart, come closer to the bed, baby.”




    “What else?”




    “Don’t be shy, Stuart. I won’t bite you, I promise.”




    “And after that?”




    “C’mon, Stuart, get over here and get some of this good stuff.”




    Anthony snapped his fingers with aggression. “Perfect, Megan! You’ll do great.”




    “Trust, I have the kinda voice that’ll charm Wall Street brokers out of billions.”




    Anthony and Megan stepped over by the king-sized bed and pulled the covers back. Underneath was a Centerfold Fantasy Love Doll by Topco Sales.




    “Must say, she’s a beauty,” Anthony approved, proud of the sex doll he’d handpicked.




    “She’s every horny, dorky, nerdy and lonely guy’s dream.”




    “There’s none finer. She’s got curves to even put your body to shame.”




    “Her measurements are a perfect 36C bust, a 24 waistline, and a 36 hips.”




    “No man could ask for more. How tall is this beauty?”




    “A lean and trim five-feet-seven,” Megan chuckled, looking down at the masterpiece of a mechanical sex doll. “Now, I’m jealous of a doll that’s not even living or breathing.”




    “I made sure it came with remote control features.”




    “How technological of you.”




    An irritable squealing noise shot from one of the corners of the room. The noise suddenly sent Anthony into a wild frenzy of fright. The sound of a creature in search of a meal resonated deeper into the room.




    “What the hell’s that?” Anthony inquired of Megan, chills jolting through him.




    “Doesn’t sound like anything we’d be interested in,” Megan feared, clamping the arms of Anthony with her icy cold hands.




    “This room is starting to give me the creeps.”




    “Must I remind you what borough of New York City we’re in?”




    The biggest rat one could’ve imagined jumped on top of a night table. The critter stood right up on its hind legs. Its razor-sharp teeth flashed right before Anthony and Megan. A pair of menacing, glowing eyes stared straight at Anthony, like he’d owed him some big money.




    “Where’d that big giant rodent come from!” Anthony cried out, his back literally to the wall. “Megan, I hate rats! I hate them! I hate them! I hate them!”




    “Anthony, this is New York City. What the hell did you expect?”




    Megan reminded her classmate how New York City was flooded with big rats. Food and garbage were plentiful to keep them growing larger and larger.




    “The Greenstein household has never had to deal with living around huge rodents.”




    “Welcome to the real world.”




    “Rats turn my stomach inside out. They carry real nasty diseases.”




    “Anthony, let’s finish setting up here in the room. John and Taylor are gonna be bringing Stuart over real soon.”




    “Rats just give me the------.”




    “Anthony!” Megan fizzled, stopping him in mid-sentence. “I hate ants, buddy. Always have and always will. Ants have given me the creeps since I was a little girl. You surprise me by acting like you’ve never seen a big rat. When our ancestors got off the boats here in New York, the rats got off with them. Now, let’s finish getting things set up.”




    The humongous rat seemed to have disappeared into thin air. Walking into the low-lit room was another prankster in the major plot. Dana Potts strutted across the room with her mouthwatering hips. Her luscious curvy backside swung any direction it desired. Quite sexy and attractive, she couldn’t have been prouder of her mocha brown skin and her shimmering hazel eyes. Being a mixture of Nigerian, Brazilian, and French, she had to be one of the finest specimens from the female gender.




    “Got the goods?” Anthony asked Dana, staring up and down the walls and ceiling with his weary eyes.




    “Paranoid, Anthony?” Dana smiled, holding a large brown sack in her left hand.




    “One of the biggest rats in all of New York City was just in this room. There’s a hole in one of these walls the size of a bank vault. Like I told Megan, I hate rats more than anything on this Earth.”




    “Better call the Pied Piper,” Dana joked, sliding the medium-sized bag to the floor.




    “I’d call a thousand of them if I could. I’d give up the Greenstein fortune to rid the world of every single one of them creepy things.”




    Dana added more into their brief conversation. “Anthony, you hate rats, and I simply hate bees. My grandmother had a farm way off in the country. Talk about bees, there were thousands and thousands of them around that farm.”




    “Now, we know one another’s phobias,” Megan clarified to her fellow classmates. “Anthony hates rats, Dana hates bees, and I hate ants. Everybody’s got a fear of something. Dana, I see you came in with the bag that we requested.”




    “All twenty pounds of it.”




    Dana did her part to help complete the prank designed exclusively with Stuart Duffelmeyer in mind. She lifted the bag into the air. A hole the size of a dime was punched at one of the corners. A couple of fresh maggots crawled out.




    “Where’d you get those creepy-crawly things?” Anthony questioned Dana, twisting all about in the face.




    “Will’s Bait and Tackle Shop in Queens.”




    “Eeeeeky!” Anthony shivered. “Take a guess, about how many of those slimy things are in that bag?”




    “The owner at Will’s told me that there are thousands of them inside this bag.”




    Anthony stepped over to the bed. He pulled the covers further down the frame of the sex doll. An episode of surprise filled the eyes of Dana. “Where’d you guys get her from?”




    “One of the best sex shops in all of Brooklyn.”




    “You’ve got real taste. She’s certainly a beauty.”




    “Stuart won’t have any complaints.”




    “That is, until Stuart sees his dreamgirl is only a fantasy girl.”




    A fourth conspirator walked into the sleazy motel room. She held a big bucket in her hand. Prudence Penelope Cundy was the name she’d been given. Prudence had the looks of your typical average woman. Still, she’d been able to turn a few heads on her best days. She kept her body slim. Feathery red hair and those cute little red freckles around her nose were the highlights of her average looks. Those with wrecked dental works would’ve killed to have her straight, gleaming white teeth.




    “Where do we stand, guys?” Prudence inquired of her other three co-conspirators. She looked over in one of the corners at the big rat hole.




    Anthony hummed while he looked around the room. “It’s like this, Miss Prudence Cundy. Megan has her voice tuned to perfection. She sounds good enough to charm a billionaire right out of his life savings. Dana brought us the bag of creepy-crawly little things.”




    “The maggots?” Prudence asked.




    “Oh yeah, the disgusting white slimy maggots,” Anthony said.




    “Did you get what you were supposed to get?”




    Anthony rolled back the padded covers on the bed. “Tahhhhh dahhhhh! What’cha think, Miss Prudence Cundy?”




    “Must say she’s a true beauty.”




    “Like I told Megan and Dana, the best that any porn shop in Brooklyn had to offer.”




    “Bet she cost a pretty penny.”




    “A few bucks.”




    More gunshots rang out within a much closer proximity. This put a huge fright on Megan and Dana and Prudence. A bullet completely shattered the window of the motel room right next door. The party of four hit the ground and sheltered themselves with only their arms.




    “Whoa!” Prudence chanted with caution. “What the heck was that?”




    “Prudence, welcome to the American Shore Motor Lodge at 33rd Street in the South Bronx,” Anthony scrutinized. “There’s enough dope being peddled around here to put every street pharmaceutical out of business. There’re enough guns in this part of the Bronx to put the entire Middle East to shame. Darling, this very motel complex is filled with everything under the sun.”




    “But why pick out a rat hole like this?” Prudence detested, growing more frightened by the minute.




    “Should I have picked out The Waldorf Astoria or The Hilton or The Ritz-Carlton?”




    “Not necessarily.”




    “Any of those upscale hotels in Manhattan would’ve been too risky. Did you bring what you were supposed to bring?”




    Prudence stepped over by the door and lifted up a twenty gallon bucket. “Everything’s right here in this bucket.”




    She raised the bucket up to waist-level. Anthony smiled and rotated the container in a three-sixty formation. “The slicker, the slimier, the better. This crap is slippery enough to make King Kong fall on his backside. Where’d you get it from?”




    “At a hardware store over in Queens. My friend’s dad has an account there.”




    The contents inside the bucket were a grayish slimy compound used to help seal up holes in walls and floors and the concrete. Anthony jerked his head from the floor to the ceiling and around the walls. Paranoia had gotten the best of him.




    “Anthony, what’s the matter with you?” Prudence wondered, watching the master plotter breathe heavy and break out into a mild, cold sweat.




    “This very room gives me the creeps. In case you didn’t know, rats, especially the really big ones, drive me nuts. I just saw one with big glowing eyes.”




    “You’re from New York City, Anthony. New Yorkers can’t help but have a fear of big rats. They’ll bite a hole into you the size of The Grand Canyon.”




    “You’re right, Prudence. Us New Yorkers know about big rats.”




    “I take it that big rats are your biggest fear, like your number one phobia.”




    “Yes they are!” Anthony spoke with tremor.




    “Know what my biggest phobia is?”




    “Tell me.”




    “Bats!” Prudence detested.




    Anthony ceased from his brief tremor. He couldn’t believe what his ears had absorbed. “Did I hear you say that bats were your biggest phobia?”




    “Yes,” Prudence rectified.




    “Guess bats and rats can both be creepy.”




    Megan didn’t quite digest what Prudence just told them. “Bats remind me of those old vampire movies.”




    “Ironically, bats look like rats with wings.”




    Dana belted out a strong giggle. “You guys, we’ve all got something that we’re in fear of. For example, I’m scared to death of bees. The little buzzing insects nearly have me jumping right out of my underwear every time I see one or two or three or more.”




    Megan conjured up her own worst living nightmare. “Ants are my biggest fear. Those little tiny critters send ice cold chills through my blood and spine. If I never see another one as long as I live, it’ll be too soon.”




    “Then it’s official, guys,” Anthony affirmed. “I’m scared as hell of rats, especially the really big ones. Megan is scared as hell of ants. Dana is scared as hell of bees. Prudence is frightened out of her mind of bats. None of us would be human if we weren’t afraid of something. Does everybody know what they’re supposed to do?”




    “Sure, I do,” Megan vindicated, her voice trained in preparation for the big prank. “My voice will be sweeter than fresh cotton candy.”




    “Dana, how about you?”




    “The maggots will be crawling all under the sheets. They won’t be anywhere on top of the covers where he’ll be able to see them.”




    “And you, Prudence?”




    “The floor will be drenched with this slippery compound. Stuart will fall harder than he’s ever done.”




    “I’ll be working the mechanical controls for the doll. Remember guys, we’ll all have to be working in unison with one another. Let’s get this prank over and done with, so we can enjoy a lifetime of something to laugh about.”




    “Got that right, Anthony,” Megan agreed, eager to get the prank rolling. “We’ll sit around and tell our kids and friends about this prank.”




    “Our friends and co-workers will be laughing their heads off when they hear about this,” Dana added, her hazel eyes looking like two glistening marbles.




    Anthony pompously snapped his fingers. “I’ll be the one who’ll never use the term co-worker. No one with the Greenstein name will ever work for anyone else. That’s quite beneath my family. The Greensteins are natural born leaders, not born to be followers.”




    Megan and Dana and Prudence knew they were in the presence of a young man with an ego bigger than the Chrysler Building and the Empire State Building combined. The smaller people in life were of no account to him. They didn’t mind, knowing how throughout their college years, Anthony always picked up the tab for their conventional womanly and worldly desires.




    “What’s the latest word on John and Taylor?” Prudence asked, her own safety issues of being in the South Bronx growing by the minute.




    “They’ll be picking up Stuart from the pet shop in Manhattan.”




    “Do they know the routine?”




    “Like clockwork.”




    Dana signaled to Anthony with a waving hand. “How about Abdullah and David?”




    “What about them?”




    “Do they also know the routine?”




    Anthony released a gust of wind as though he’d grown tired of explaining himself. He couldn’t help it. It was just a part of his arrogant demeanor. “Guys, for the last time, John and Taylor will be picking Stuart up from the pet store. Abdullah and David will be controlling the lights and music and special effects we’ll have set up here in the room. By now, I would hope that everybody knows their part. We can’t screw things up, especially with all the money I pumped into making this prank work the way it’s supposed to.”




    Anthony certainly put big money into making his pitiful prank a success. In fact, the cost ran into the lower thousands. With hundreds-of-millions of dollars swollen into the family coffers, those very thousands were just tiny crumbs from off the Greenstein dinner table. It must’ve been true in most cases. Rich kids were spoiled rotten and sometimes engaged in erratic behavior. Anthony was no exception.




    “Abdullah and David are expected at what time?” Megan inquired, ready to leave on a moment’s notice.




    “At least an hour before John and Taylor bring Stuart here. They’ll be hanging out in the pet store to sort of keep an eye on Stuart.”




    “Then, I guess there’s nothing more to talk about.”




    More gunshots rang out from down the street. Everyone in the room was desperate to leave until final plans were ready to be executed.




    “Let’s get the hell out of here,” Anthony proposed to his other three co-conspirators. “This place is beneath me, quite a detriment to the Greenstein character.”




    The party of four exited the room. They jumped into their cars and didn’t look back.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    SET IN MOTION




    The very person Anthony Greenstein and the other conspirators targeted was Stuart Duffelmeyer. Known as “The Whiz Kid”, Stuart worked hard to become a perfect 4.0 student. The soon-to-be NYU graduate would be the proud owner of a doctorate in veterinary medicine. The secret had gotten out he’d been a virgin throughout his entire teenage and young adult life. Things hadn’t changed up until the present.




    Stuart wasn’t a bad looking young man at all. In fact, the women who ran close within his circles, they considered him to be somewhat decent looking. Except for glasses thick enough to see on the other side of the moon, and the dorkiest hairdo within decades, he possessed a kernel of spunk. Some dressing tips and lessons in being more machismo wouldn’t have hurt matters. The brilliant young man of elite Jewish descent considered this to be one of the most important nights of his life. Losing one’s virginity had to be one of the greatest milestones of their lives. Stuart ached deep down in his bones to bring such a milestone into fruition. Customers walked in and out of Pet Emporium on one of their busiest Saturdays in months. The Manhattanites ran low on pet food and had to stock up for the coming fall and winter months. Dogs barked. Cats meowed. The noise shot from one end of Pet Emporium to the other. Fish of many species swam around the sanctum of their tanks. Birds from the tropics chirped to the beat of their own music. Snakes slithered around inside their cages. A pet store wouldn’t be normal without lots of noise.




    Two more conspirators in the well-plotted prank against Stuart were temporarily stationed at the back of the pet store. Abdullah Tariq Muhammad, a native of Nigeria, waited just a few feet from a cage housing a large brown Boa Constrictor snake. Abdullah became a real prize with women on NYU’s campus. His shiny Hershey chocolate skin, bleached white teeth, and solid muscularly build, were the features many women craved. Yes, they loved their dark chocolate! He remained their flavor of the month. Saturdays were usually casual days for him, wearing just an African print shirt from his native land and a pair of faded Levi jeans.




    David Nguyen, an American-born Korean, parked his stick-like body right next to Abdullah. David also turned a few heads amongst NYU women. He kept his physique lean. Periodically, he got facials and manicures. He dressed in fine threads from top New York department stores, keeping the sportiest hairdo with a little help from expensive styling gels. His parents owned a chain of grocery stores and he didn’t mind helping them spend some of their hard-earned cash.




    Abdullah and David were in the very back of the store. The pair zoomed in on Stuart. He was up front helping a mother and her son pick out a puppy. When approached by Anthony and the others to be a part of the prank, they eagerly obliged. Why not have some fun just before graduation? You only live once. That’s exactly how they approached life. Stuart was so busy up front, he had no idea two of his fellow NYU students were in the back plotting on him. More customers poured into Pet Emporium to buy food for their pets or just purchase a beloved animal. Abdullah fished out his cell phone and punched in the numbers to try and locate the master conspirator.




    Three short rings were enough for Anthony to pick up. “Yes, Abdullah, what’s the latest?”




    “David and I are in the back of the pet store,” Abdullah answered back, slowly backing away from the cage with the large snake.




    “John and Taylor will be there in about a half-hour,” Anthony reminded his novice plotters.




    “We’ve been keeping track of time.”




    “Good.”




    “We’ll be leaving here in about ten minutes. I wanna get to the motel to make sure the lights are working correctly.”




    “What’s Stuart doing?”




    “Helping some woman and her son pick out a German Shepard puppy.”




    “Stay under the radar with this guy.”




    “He won’t be able to detect us.”




    “Me and the guys left the motel after we heard gunshots. We’ll be meeting up again to make sure everything falls in place.”




    “What’s this about gunshots?”




    “The motel’s located in New York’s crackhead capital.”




    “Why pick out such a dangerous location?”




    “It’s the only spot we could put this prank together.”




    “Do you or any of the other guys have a gun?”




    “I’ll make sure somebody brings protection.”




    “Great!” Abdullah cheered. “David and I will see you at the motel soon.”




    “See ya soon.”




    Abdullah flipped his cell phone shut. Cautiously, he backed further away from the cage.




    David cracked a big smile. “Abdullah, what’re you so afraid of?”




    “Snakes, David, snakes!” Abdullah grumbled, the palms of his hands sweating from fright.




    “Oh, those reptiles wouldn’t hurt you unless they felt threatened by you.”




    “Particularly, I’m afraid of a certain type of snake.”




    “What type is that?”




    “Diamondback rattlers.”




    “How come?”




    “That rattler at the end of their tails, it just gives me the creeps. The sounds of hearing that noise just makes me break out into a cold sweat.”




    “Their poisonous fangs are what you have to worry about.”




    “Guess you’re right.”




    David scratched his head and grunted. “You’ll never guess what I’m afraid of?”




    “A vindictive Korean girl with papers to take everything your family worked for.”




    “Ha, ha, very funny,” David rejected. “I’m scared to death of tornadoes.”




    “Tornadoes? But, why?”




    “Ever since I was a kid, watching tornadoes sweep houses off the ground, knock down trees, turn cars over, slam people into the side of buildings, I get sick to my stomach thinking about it.”




    “It goes to prove, everybody’s got something they’re afraid of.”




    “My phobia will always be of tornadoes.”




    “Hurricanes, do they bother you?”




    “Not really. I do know that they can be just as devastating as a tornado.”




    Abdullah looked down at his watch. Time ticked faster than he realized. “David, we’ve got to get going if we’re gonna meet Anthony and the others at the motel.”




    When Abdullah and David approached the front of the store, they covertly covered their faces. Even with his thick glasses to see almost anything, Stuart had no clue they’d just walked past him.


  




  

    Chapter 3




    DEVASTATINGLY DIRTY DEEDS




    Taylor Warrwick and John O’Connor were the final two conspirators in the big prank. They showed up at Pet Emporium the exact moment they were supposed to. Taylor didn’t quite excel in the looks department. He had a mouthpiece fierce enough to charm pretty women or representatives out of collecting big debts from him. His NYU colleagues agreed how he talked senseless crap most of the time. Taylor wished above everything he could’ve been blessed with good skin and thicker hair. Severe teenage acne and hereditary baldness deducted major points from his overall appearance. What he lacked in good looks, he made up for in shrewdness and intellect.




    John O’Connor, his NYU sidekick, bolstered good looks, high intellect, and family prominence. John kept his fire red hair full on top and neatly tapered on the sides. A muscular body tone had the ladies trailing him for dates which boosted his shining image. The dark red freckles across his cheeks looked like someone had taken a red magic marker and dotted his face for an art project.




    Taylor noticed Stuart towards the middle of the pet store feeding a puppy. “Hey, John, there goes the biggest nerd of the Twenty-First Century.”




    John conjured up a big smile. “Yes, there’s the biggest nerd of the new millennium. The bony body frame and weird hairdo and thick glasses and all.”




    “It’s amazing, he’s been a virgin his whole life.”




    “I’ve known guys dorkier than him who get laid all the time.”




    “Dorky guys with lots of money.”




    “Not necessarily.”




    “C’mon John, how many women do you know will give nerdy guys with no spunk the time of day?”




    John sniffed a noseful of the pet shop odor. “Taylor, my buddy-ole-pal, did you see the movie ‘Revenge of the Nerds’?”




    “Only about fifty times.”




    “Remember the nerd who ended up with one of the prettiest women on the entire college campus?”




    “The one who slipped on the Darth Vader mask.”




    “Yes, my friend!” John recalled, keeping his voice to a minimum. “It wasn’t about how he looked. It was about how he worked his charm and you know what else on her.”




    “In Stuart’s case, he has no charm or nothing else to work on a woman. If we’re going to make our move, it’d better be right now.”




    “You’re right,” Taylor agreed. “The guys at the motel should already be set up.”




    Taylor and John made their move towards Stuart. The pair of conspirators waited for him to sit the big bag of puppy food down on the floor.




    Taylor marched towards Stuart as though he had the prize of a lifetime to present to him. “Hey Stuart, how’s it going, buddy?”




    Stuart jumped at the vibrant octave of his voice. “Hey, hey, what’s going on, Taylor?”




    “John and I are here to pick you up for your big date.”




    “That’s right, tonight’s the night for my big date!”




    John ran his fingers along the metal threads of the puppy cage. “Boy, do we have a real beauty picked out for you.”




    “She’s good looking, huh?” Stuart asked with a blast of excitement, fog smearing up his thick bi-focal glasses.




    “Better than you could’ve ever hoped.”




    Stuart whispered to keep any of the store customers from hearing. “You know, guys, I myself can’t believe that I’m still a virgin. I mean, I’ve tried and asked women out, but they seem to always reject me. Looking around me, there’re guys better and worse than me when it comes to charm and good looks.”




    “Sure there are,” Taylor attested. “But tonight, all the women in New York City and beyond are gonna regret they’ve ever turned down the great Stuart Duffelmeyer.”




    John held in a big laugh before he spoke. “That’s right, Stuart. None of the women in this city compares to the knockout babe we’ve got lined up for you.”




    Stuart cracked a cheesy grin. “I’ll owe you guys a lifetime favor for this.”




    “Ahhhhhh, think nothing of it, Stuart.”




    Taylor glanced down at his watch. “If you’re going to meet this beauty on time, we better get a move on it.”




    “I’d hate to miss out on the biggest night of my life.”




    “So would we, Stuart.”




    “Give me a minute to grab my things in the back.”




    “We’ll be right here, buddy.”




    Stuart walked towards the back of the store with a prideful strut. No one in all of New York City could’ve been happier. To prey on someone’s insecurities was outright cruel. Taylor and John and the others simply didn’t care. The graduate students knew they wanted to have some big fun. With Stuart in the back gathering his belongings, Taylor and John were spared enough time to go over final arrangements.




    “We should give the guys at the motel a call,” John suggested, keeping a sharp eye towards the back of Pet Emporium.




    “Good idea,” Taylor presumed. “They should know that we’re on our way.”




    Taylor pulled his cell phone out of his pocket. Using swift finger movement, he punched in the number for the master conspirator himself.




    After two rings, the crumbled voice of Anthony Greenstein answered. “Taylor, talk to me, buddy.”




    “Stuart’s in the back getting his things,” Taylor informed Anthony, carefully monitoring his voice.




    “Everything’s set up here at the motel.”




    “Again, you guys are at The American Shore Motor Lodge at 720 East 33rd Street in The South Bronx.”




    “That we are.”




    “Traffic here in Manhattan isn’t too bad right now. Once we get on the freeway, we should be in The South Bronx before you know it.”




    “Perfect!” Anthony applauded. “Everybody’s ready to do their part once you guys get here.”




    “We’ll see you at the motel.”




    “Alright, later.”




    Taylor flipped his phone shut. A reflection of his acne-scarred face was seen from a huge aquarium holding a baby shark. An unexpected wave of fright shot through him like jolts of lightning.




    “Something wrong?” John asked Taylor, noticing shaking motions from his arms.




    “That shark in that tank gives me the creeps.”




    “Unless it’s able to eat through that glass, or jump up and bite us in the face, then there’s nothing we should worry about.”




    “Would you like to know what really creeps me out?”




    “Please tell me.”




    “Sharks!” Taylor buzzed. “I wasn’t even born when the movie Jaws came out, but when I saw it for the first time, I almost jumped out of my skin, only to leave my bones and muscles to fend for themselves.”




    “So, you have a fear of sharks?”




    “Their slippery-rubbery skin, their big, razor-sharp teeth, their long pointed noises, and their big wide fins, just scares me almost into my grave.”




    “Jaws is definitely one of your classic Steven Spielberg movies. I’d watch it over and over again.”




    “Not only does the shark in Jaws creeps me out, but the music played in that movie gives me nightmares.”




    John tuned his voice as he took in a deep breath. “You’ll never guess what I’m afraid to death of.”




    “Leprechauns?” Taylor joked, the humor rippling up his spine.




    “Hurricanes!” John grappled. “Watching those waves of water pound, those strong winds blow over everything in sight, just scares me into oblivion.”




    “Then stay out of the Gulf Coast region.”




    Stuart came from the back of the store with his coat and other belongings. He carried a smile big enough to swallow up the entire borough of Manhattan. Supposedly, with a beautiful date lined up, he was about to fulfill his lifetime fantasy. The drought of being a virgin was about to come to an end. So he thought. Eight of the most atrocious conspirators had something totally different lined up for him.




    “Ready to begin your big night, Stuart?” Taylor asked, a profound look of mischievousness lined across his acne-ravaged face.




    “Readier than I’ve ever been,” Stuart grinned, sheets of blush waved over his face.




    “This beauty we’ve picked out for you is mind-blowing.”




    “Then let’s go see her!” he shouted, happier than he’s ever been.




    Stuart got in on the passenger’s side of the gray BMW owned by Taylor. John climbed into the backseat while Taylor fired up the car. The group of three NYU students were on their way to one of the biggest setups known to mankind.




    Poor Stuart Duffelmeyer.




    If only he knew what the night had in store for him.




    The noise of the violence from around The American Shore Motor Lodge in the South Bronx calmed down long enough for Anthony and the others to put their plans into action. Everything set up to make the prank a success was in place. Taylor and John came around to the back of the polished BMW and opened the door for Stuart. Good actors they were. They had to be given an A-plus for pretending like Stuart deserved such star treatment.




    “Are we in the Bronx?” Stuart asked Taylor and John, staring around at the harsh urban elements up and down the street.




    “The South Bronx we are in,” Taylor replied with such an astute tone.




    “A lot of these people around this motel look like they’re homeless or drug addicts.”




    Stuart studied the troop of street warriors going in and out of the motel. He felt uneasy. Being a native of Rosebeck in Staten Island, he wasn’t used to witnessing this type of madness.




    “This motel houses a lot of homeless families from around New York,” Taylor explained, cutting his eyes over at John.




    “Why’d you guys pick out such a dirty motel in such a bad section of this borough?”




    “We didn’t wanna draw any unwelcome attention. Are you ready to meet the drop dead gorgeous woman we picked out especially for you?”




    “Sure!” Stuart hailed, more excited than a big lottery winner.




    Taylor and John led Stuart up to the door. John tapped on the door four consecutive times. The taps were softly executed. Those on the inside understood rather clearly. The knob to the door turned with seduction. Taylor and John interlocked arms with Stuart and led him to the front of the motel room. The low-lit Christmas lights flashed from one end of the room to the next. Abdullah flicked the lights on and off from inside one of the walk-in closets.




    “Are you Stuart Duffelmeyer, baby?” asked one of the most seductive women voices.




    The sexy voice actually belonged to Megan Piccirillo. She delivered on her promise to Anthony. Her voice crept out of a closet on the opposite side of the room.




    “Yes! Yes! I’m Stuart Duffelmeyer!” Stuart heaved, growing more excited by the second.




    “I’ve been waiting for you, Stuart. Damn, you are one sexy man.”




    “Hope you don’t mind me asking. What is your name?”




    “Rachel, but my friends all call me ‘Desire’.”




    “Desire, huh?”




    “Yes, you’ll desire me in every way.”




    The lights flicked on and off. The voice only got sexier.




    Abdullah and Megan worked their perverted talents like clockwork. A wave of soft love music faltered into the room. Speakers were placed in opposite corners near the bed. David handled the music by hooking a set of jacks into a laptop computer with i-tunes downloaded onto the hard drive.




    “Mind if I come closer?” Stuart proposed, his libido in full throttle.




    “No, babe, not at all.”




    Taylor and John pointed over to the bed. It was their signal for Stuart to make his move.




    “Your voice sounds sexy as ever.”




    “Why thank you, honey.”




    Stuart came within inches of the bed. The flowing blonde hair overlapped the covers. The missile-like breasts made a print which caused Stuart to water at the mouth. The curves of her body brought a high gloss to his eyes.




    “Like what you see?” the sweet voice asked.




    “Love what I see!” Stuart snuffed, his breathing much greater. “But I’d really love to see your face away from the covers.”




    “You will, honey, just be patient.”




    “Looks like you have a gorgeous head of hair.”




    “Like threads of fine blonde silk.”




    Stuart threw his head upwards. The most inquisitive look came upon his face. “Your voice sorta sounds familiar.”




    “Like who, sweetie?”




    “Like someone I attend NYU with.”




    Megan tuned her voice to higher, more seductive octaves. “Who’s this person you’re talking about?”




    “I’d say Megan Piccirillo, but that’s totally absurd.”




    “No, that’s not me. Like I told you, my name’s Rachel, better known as ‘Desire’.”




    “Can I come closer?”




    “Sure, why not.”




    From inside the same closet as Megan, Anthony was eager to execute his plan. The mechanical controls to the centerfold fantasy love doll were at his disposal. With the push of a couple of buttons, the arms and legs on the doll moved. Megan heckled out a series of moans and groans to entice Stuart. The music changed from one soothing love song to another. With Megan providing the voice, Abdullah working the lights, David playing the music, and Anthony executing the movement of the fantasy doll, things operated smoothly.




    “Don’t be shy, darling. Come closer to me.”




    “Looks like you’ve got a very pretty face.”




    “Like that of a Hollywood starlet.”




    “Who, for instance?”




    “For instance, Brooke Shields or Jennifer Aniston or Charlize Theron.”




    “Boy, do I like them.”




    Taylor and John waved hand signals for Stuart to make his move. And a big move he made. He invited himself to sit at the middle of the bed. Without being told, he reached over and palmed the large and squeezable soft breasts with perky nipples on the centerfold fantasy doll.




    “Like them?” the enticing voice asked.




    “Love them!” Stuart favored, moments away from fulfilling his dream. So he thought.




    “Rumor has it, you’re still a virgin.”




    Stuart grinned from ear-to-ear. “Well, it’s kinda true.”




    “It’s nothing to be ashamed of, honey. That’s why your NYU classmates set this whole thing up.”




    Stuart placed both hands down by the doll’s hips and legs. “Wow, you’ve got some soft legs.”




    “They’re not the only things on my body that’re soft.”




    “Really! What exactly are your measurements?”




    “My bust is 36c, my waist is 24, and my hips are 36.”




    “A perfect 36-24-36?”




    “Yes, the perfect hourglass body.”




    Anthony continued working the controls to the centerfold fantasy love doll like a mechanic working on a fully-tuned car. Abdullah continued flicking the lights on and off at perfect intervals. Neighboring motel residents would’ve thought they were celebrating Christmas in the dead of spring. Megan continued disguising her voice better than any celebrated actress. David softened the music with each passing love song.




    Stuart rolled the covers away from the mechanical doll. The face was easy on the eyes, yet the features seemed artificial. He glided his fingers across the face and the surface felt like that of soft plastic. Out of nowhere, little white insects crawled from under the covers. Hundreds, maybe thousands, crawled from every inch of the bed. Stuart jerked the covers to the end of the bed. How degenerate of him to discover that he’d been talking to a mechanical sex doll with thousands of disgusting maggots buried under the sheets.




    Stuart jumped away from the bed. He brushed many maggots off his clothes. “What the heck!”




    Anthony’s voice rung out from inside the closet. “Go ahead and do it now!”




    Taylor hit the light switch. The whole room lit up with extra lighting provided by Anthony. With about one-third of the bag of maggots left, Dana appeared from out of nowhere and dumped the remaining contents on top of Stuart’s head. The nasty white insects crawled into his mouth and nose and ears.




    Prudence didn’t make her move until Stuart decided to run towards the door. She emptied the bucket of the slippery and slimy compound onto the floor. He fell flat to the floor harder than an NFL star being tackled by an opponent.




    Anthony rushed to the middle of the room and looked down at Stuart. “Stu, congratulations, baby! You’re no longer a virgin, buddy boy.”




    This jerkoff laughed harder than an audience at The Laugh Factory. The coldhearted bastard had no remorse for what he’d just done.




    Megan eased out of the closet and stood right next to Anthony. “Look at it like this, Stuart, your date that we set you up with, she wasn’t bad to be made out of a bunch of plastic and mechanical controls.”




    She laughed so hard until a deep redness overshadowed her glowing olive complexion. How much colder could an individual get?




    Abdullah came out of the closet giggling himself into a coma. “My man, Stu, I hope you enjoyed this as much as we did.”




    Abdullah laughed until a sharp pain hit him at the middle of his back.




    David emerged from the dark closet snickering his windpipe into a knot. “Well, Stu, you’re the first guy that I’ve ever met who broke his virginity to a mechanical sex doll.”




    Dana stepped closer to Stuart. She shook the last few maggots out of the bag and down onto his chest. “Stuart, your date has holes that vibrate, giving you a feeling that’ll send you over the edge.”




    More maggots crawled up his nostrils and into his mouth and ears.




    Like the others, Dana nearly laughed herself into a blackout.




    Prudence positioned herself next to Dana. She shook the remaining contents of the slimy compound onto the top of Stuart’s head. “My friend, Stuart, we only hope that your fantasy girl is everything that you’ve ever wanted in a woman.”




    Prudence laughed hard enough to cough up gooey mucous.




    Taylor and John were over by the door barely able to stand up straight. The pair used one another as leverage to keep from falling to the floor. The laughter was intense.




    “Stu, my man, I’d love to trade places with you,” Taylor mocked, stumbling over his words.




    “Tonight, Stu, you’re the luckiest man in the world,” John ridiculed, holding onto the doorknob to keep from falling down. “You have pure fantasy and fulfillment right at your disposal.”




    Between being set up with a woman who was nothing but plastic and electrical wiring, having maggots and a slimy compound poured on top of his head, and being made a complete fool, Stuart couldn’t help but lay sprawled across the floor while crying his eyeballs out of the sockets. He cried and cried until tears shot towards the very core of his mouth.




    “You guys set me up!” Stuart yelled, his cries being heard from nearby motel rooms.




    A queasy turbulence occurred like a knot inside his stomach. Vomit shot from his mouth. A mixture of the maggots and the toxic compound caused a sickness to come over him. The group of NYU students laughed in unison. Mockery of such magnitude was unforgettable. A prank of such caliber would be unforgiveable.




    The humongous rat spotted earlier re-appeared. The seemingly intelligent rodent looked Stuart square in the face with glowing eyes. The brightest cosmic glow radiated from its body. The dark skies above the South Bronx opened up. The motel room shook with great force. The Universe knew one of its favorite sons had been violated. The two locked eye contact as though they’d been old buddies. A brief exchange of telepathy indicated they might’ve had something in common. Stuart heard big laughter around the room. The torment intensified the longer they laughed.




    “There’s that big rat again!” Anthony squalled, pointing down at the gigantic rodent.




    “Looked like its eyes were glowing,” Megan warranted, holding tight onto Anthony.




    “Why did the room shake?” Dana asked, herself holding on to Megan.




    “There’s some supernatural mumbo jumbo stuff going on in here,” said Abdullah, keeping a tight grip onto the closet door.




    “The giant rat was glowing like an alien from outer space,” said David, using Abdullah for leverage.




    Concentrated tears blurred Stuart’s vision. He looked all of his eight NYU classmates dead in the eyes and said, “You guys are going to pay for this! I swear, I’m going to get even with all of you guys.”




    “Why’re you so mad at us, Stu?” Anthony concluded. “We’re the ones who helped you break your virginity, buddy old pal.”




    The other seven pranksters broke out into a wilder laughter. The big rat discharged a haunting squeal and almost disappeared into thin air. Stuart felt they’d see one another in the very near future. More gunshots erupted from the motel room several doors down. Since the motel housed homeless drug addicts, the ones who’d become slaves to the heartless drug dealers, violence occurred every hour of the day.




    A middle-aged Hispanic man slumped into the street with bullet holes blasted into his chest. He fell to the ground holding the middle of his stomach. Blood gushed out in quantities heavy enough to end his life. Looking out the window, Megan and Dana cupped their mouths in utter disbelief.




    “C’mon guys, let’s get the hell out’a here!” Anthony ordered his seven conspirators. “If that glowing, monster-sized rat don’t eat us first, then these crack animals here in the Bronx are going to fill us up with bullet holes like they did the guy laying out in the street.”




    Stuart reciprocated fierce eye contact with the egomaniacal eight as they exited the room. “What you have done to me, I’m going to do ten times worse to you. What has happened in this motel room will come back to bite all of you in the backside. Literally, I mean that. In the very end, you will come crawling on your hands and knees to beg for my forgiveness.”




    Stuart meant what he said. Every word he said, he meant it.


  




  

    Chapter 4




    RAW REPERCUSSIONS




    Once again, the violence in the South Bronx calmed down long enough for the NYPD to perform their investigation. Deputy Inspector Nicholas Orlando from the 48th Precinct arrived with a team of his boys in blue. They shot across the 450 Cross Bronx Expressway fifteen minutes after they’d been dispatched. The precinct Deputy Orlando represented was described as economically depressed.




    The residents were in the middle-to-lower income strata with a multi-farious ethnic make-up. Orlando wore many years of serving on the NYPD force across his depressed face. The sixty-three year old deputy accumulated thirty-six years on the force. The puffy eyes, coffee-stained teeth, and darkened lips from smoking, proved what he’d experienced over the years. The creepiest feeling seemed to have come up from behind and gripped him across the shoulders. Something about being at the motel made him feel uneasy.




    Orlando looked down at the murdered Hispanic victim. “Any positive identification on our vic?”




    A veteran homicide detective also from the 48th Precinct shook his head. “Deputy Orlando, our vic’s been described as Hector Juan Escobar, a Colombian immigrant, thirty-two years of age.”




    “Any prior convictions?” Orlando queried the detective, emergency vehicle lights from outside coloring his aged face.




    “Several back in Barranquilla, Colombia, while some were here in New York. Convictions were for assault, burglary, immigration fraud, and narcotics trafficking.”




    “A naturalized U.S. citizen?”




    “Here in the United States on a fiancée visa.”




    “So, someone was being paid to help keep him here in the states.”




    “It appears that way.”




    “Sure would be nice to find that someone.”




    Orlando took a closer observation at the gunshot wounds near the victim’s abdomen. “Whoever wanted Hector dead, they certainly went beyond the call of duty. His enemies pumped enough lead into him to build an army tank.”




    “This homicide is definitely drug-related.”




    “I remember the days when no sane person would dare come into this area of the Bronx. Coming here was like taking your own life into your hands.”




    “You and I both. The drug lords, gangs, muggers, and pimps, they claimed every inch of this territory here in the South Bronx. I’d like to forget about the days when even we were scared to do our jobs.”




    “Back in those days, ATM machines and payphones wouldn’t have lasted one minute without being vandalized. Between gangs taking over, city government not caring, and policemen being debilitated, I’d say we’ve made some strides.”




    The detective led Orlando over by the bed. “The excitement hasn’t even started, Deputy Orlando.”




    Orlando bucked his eyes after the covers on the bed were pulled back. “Whoa! What the hell’s this?”
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