

        

            

                

            

        




	


	











Café of Villainy


	


	


	JIMI ALAN


	 




	


	



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 


	Copyright Ⓒ 2021 by Jimi Alan


	All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without written permission of the copyright owner. 


	First paperback edition February 2021


	Book design by J A Brown









ISBN: 978-3-96931-350-3


Verlag GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG


E-Book Distribution: XinXii


www.xinxii.com


[image: logo_xinxii]












	Summary


	A teenager, a doctor, and an imposter sat in my café. The three of them have no idea what I had planned for them. But waiting was boring. 


	So. I let each of them tell me a story. 


	I already knew bits and pieces of each one of their stories, from when I scouted them. But as they began, I started to wonder who these three people truly were. And why were they so willing to meet with me.


	The teenager, who was known around our crime riddled city for slicing and dicing up complainers, was such a nice girl at heart. Then there was the doctor, who stitched his beloved daughter back together. And my personal favourite, the imposter who needed to take someone else's face to stay alive. 


	Well. I should confess to them about my intentions. But I’m not bringing them together to hear about the heroes they’ve killed, or what made them into such monsters. Or how they got away with doing such beautiful work, for such a long time. But I have a job for them. 


	I wonder if they’ll take it?  


	 







	Disclaimer 


	Not all content may be appropriate for all readers. Reader’s discretion is advised. 


	Each chapter can be downloaded in ebook format. If you don’t read the chapters in order, then the content will vary and spoilers may occur.  


	The full version is available in paperback. Purchase your copy today at any kindle associated stores or outlets. 


	 







	


	


	


	


	


	Chapter One


	Munchy


	


	Walking into the café, I looked around. I saw the delicious sight of people, waiting to be tasted. But I wasn’t in the café, to devour them.


	Moving my feet away from the doorway, I headed towards a table. I arrived early to our meeting. But there was a woman sitting at the table before me. 


	She was familiar to me. Like I had seen her somewhere before. Her eyes looked at me. I had a feeling that she had seen me somewhere before. 


	The woman’s stare was cold and distant, like she wanted to be left alone. But she had told me to meet her here. 


	I heard the sound of my footsteps on the café floor. The tiled flooring was a nice marble, with a small blue trimming around the edge. I had no idea if the people in the café even noticed her. But I had a feeling that they did.


	The woman sitting at the table, looked normal. Besides her cold stare. She had a fake smirk on her face, which made her seem kind. Her fingertips gripped onto the handle of a coffee mug. She wore a navy business suit over her average, white clothes. If I didn’t know better. I would’ve thought that she was pretending to be someone she wasn’t. 


	Reaching the table, I moved my hand towards the back of the empty chair. I pulled the chair out from the table. I had a feeling that all the delicious meat in the café, thought I was her child. 


	The thought made me feel warm on the inside. It was like a spark somewhere inside me wanted to be her child. But I had a feeling that she wouldn’t be that kind of mother.


	Lowering my eyes, I sat down into the chair. I felt my shoes scuffing up against the tiled flooring. I felt the soft waxed covered surface of the flooring. The feeling of the wax made me think of ice. I was surprised that I wasn’t slipping all over the floor.


	My back leaned up against the back of the chair. I slouched down into the chair. I wondered if the woman would care about my posturing. 


	A smile went across my face as I remembered what I had for breakfast. My precious, Munchy was still in my tummy. I knew he would be a nice way to start my day. But the only person I had for lunch was the old lady. 


	The old Lady’s my next door neighbour. She’s your typical old lady, who complains that you make up too much noise. Even when you haven’t been home for the past two weeks.


	But, I have to admit. The sound of mechanical tools was probably strange to hear from a sixteen-year-old apartment.


	My parents aren’t around to deal with the complaints. It would be nice to have someone around to deal with that annoying woman. But now she’s in my fridge, with the rest of the complainers. 


	I have one freezer, for my delightful Munchy. And another one for the complainers. I thought about getting a third freezer the other night. But my electric bill has been pretty high. So. I’m a need to hold that off, for the time being. 


	Maybe, I could kill one of my co-workers and get a promotion. Or something. But the last time that I did that. I didn’t get any promotion. Instead, Karen got it. She’ll make a delightful meal. But I’m not sure if she’ll be too tough for my taste.


	Now, Munchy. He’s plump and filled with so much goodness. I could keep him forever. But even the good things in life, would come to an end. 


	Sitting at the table, I folded my arms across my chest. I had a feeling that the businesswoman had something for me. I wondered if it was a job. Or if she wanted me to protect someone.


	I don’t mind protecting those who are weak. In a way, I’m doing so by killing those who complain too much. But, money is money, either way. 


	A sigh slithered over my lips. “So.” I wondered. “How long have you been waiting here for?”


	“Not long.” Her mug lowered down to the surface of the table. “But, we have a few other people, who we’re waiting on.”


	“Oh.” I wasn’t really surprised. I figured she might’ve had others, who she wanted to talk to. “Really.” I was just a little surprised that she wanted to meet all of us, at once. “That’s cool.” I looked over my shoulder at the door. “I don’t mind waiting with you.” I told her. “But can I order something, while we wait.”


	Looking around the café, I knew the place was out of my monthly café budget. I don’t have much money. Killing complainers used to make me a lot of money. But now, I’ve been finding it harder to find the wealthy ones.


	“If you don’t mind.” I said. “I’ll put it on your tab.”


	“Sure.” The businesswoman smiled at me. “Order whatever you like.”


	“Thanks.” I smirked. “This is some fancy place.”


	“Really.” She folded her hands before her chin. “Thanks.” She told me. “I bought it from the owners, a few weeks ago.”


	Her hands folded below her chin. I saw her eyes staring down at the table. She looked tired to me. I guess owning her own business was a hard task. 
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