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  English version




  This ebook, in origin “Zed Experiments series”, was published as an experiment in English language with Zed Lab.




  The ZEdEx stories and novels are translated into a "hybrid" (automatic) version, waiting to be corrected by a reader who knows the target language. Next, the hybrid version was edited by a translator, and this is the final version in the English language.




  Now, from this version you can make a comic, an audiobook, or a direct translation in another language (excluding Italian, English and Spanish).




  If you can do it, come with us to Zed Lab.




  With Zed Lab you can:




  Experiment




  Learn




  Have fun




  AND MAKE MONEY!




  www.quellidized.it/zedlab
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  "Do not fight the monsters!"


  "Why monsters? When a blind man, an idiot, a murderer is born,


  this seems to us disorder, as if order was known to us,


  as though Nature acted for an end!"


  


  (Gustave Flaubert, Bouvard et Pecuchet)




  I'm a Howlin' Wolf




  I've been Howlin' all 'round your door




  I'm a Howlin' Wolf




  I've been Howlin' all 'round your door




  I see your smilin' face




  You will not hear me howl no more




  


  





  (Muddy Waters, Howlin' Wolf )




  


  





  


  





  


  





  To my father




  


  





  


  





  


  





  The checked Moon




  


  





  White. At last the room would be white again.


  Police investigations had not proved anything, and even if forensics did not explain the cause of the grooves on the wall, the case was closed as a suicide.




  She was no longer in any danger, still she did not feel like calling the painter.




  No one should enter the room. Not yet, at least.


  She would do that alone. She was accustomed to doing things alone.


  She had arranged everything she needed on the floor: old sheets, newspapers, rollers, brushes and paint cans.




  White.




  She loved white.




  A ladder. To reach the ceiling.




  There were stains as high as twelve feet, but it was nothing compared to the walls. It did not look like blood anymore, it was so dark and clotted.




  She smiled.




  Usually, things start from the bottom. A career starts from the bottom, a skyscraper is built from the bottom, she too had started from the bottom, a very low bottom, but a room must be whitewashed from the top.




  And that's where she started.




  The roller was swallowed by the paint with a thick gurgle and she thought they had all come to the same end.




  They were all gone.




  The only thing that mattered now was restoring the room to its natural white.




  Because white does not ask questions.




  White would cover the stains.




  Then she had to take care of the bars. Certainly she could not take them off by herself.




  But the blood first.




  The blood had to be removed immediately.




  


  





  


  





  


  





  June 15 – 19:02




  Alida called Luca’s mobile four times before starting to get seriously worried.




  The heat wave news bulletin had been announcing since the beginning of the week had come, silent as a gas cloud, but that wasn’t the reason why her forehead and palms were moist and sticky.




  Why wasn’t he answering?




  In the elegant top floor apartment in Viale Romania, one block from Viale Parioli, the silence was broken only by the television. No one was watching it. Alida was too tense to be sitting in an armchair.




  After travelling about fifteen miles around the whole house, reducing stress by munching an infinite series of bread-sticks, she walked barefoot to the kitchen and opened her phone book at letter D. Before calling, she looked at the cordless, hoping for it to ring until the last moment.




  She was a rational, moderate woman. She knew how much Luca appreciated her balance, but discretion does not mean total indifference for one’s companion.




  The phone didn’t ring and no one soothed her pain informing her that he was stuck in the traffic in Muro Torto.




  Alida looked at her watch again.




  The possibility that Luca had forgotten it provoked her violent palpitations in the middle of her chest, and she hated him for that.




  Why did she have to feel so bad?




  Why did he have to make her feel so bad?




  She returned to the living room, turned the television off and stared at the screen, reflecting her slender figure dressed in white.




  White had entered her life along with the rabbits.


  She dressed in white for them, as a sign of respect, from the day their meat had become indispensable for her.




  It was Luca’s idea. A proposal that she had initially frowned upon, but now, seeing the good it had done to her, she considered the best intuition to ever come from the mind of her husband.




  Rabbits acted as a sedative. And not only. They also made the night pass more quickly.




  She looked at the phone and thought that if Luca wanted to get into trouble he was free to do so. At least he would learn his lesson.




  Sure, good Alida, very good! Then what?




  The consequences would be catastrophic. She reviewed them one after the other, and realized with dismay that all of them led to the same conclusion.




  They would trace him back to her in a few hours.




  Eventually she made up her mind. She started the call and put the phone to her ear.




  First ring.




  I reminded him twice this morning...




  Second ring.




  I can’t go crazy each time he’s not back in time...




  Third ring.




  Could he have forgotten?




  Fourth ring.




  I must hear his voice.




  Instead, she heard that of the secretary of the De Santis law firm, still lively in spite of the hour. She asked her to talk to Luca Menozzatti, introducing herself as his wife.




  "He left an hour ago. He had an appointment" the woman promptly informed her.




  "An appointment so late?" Alida asked, less than convinced.




  "It is written on his organizer, have you tried to call his mobile?"




  "Not yet, I will try now, thank you."




  She hung up without waiting for her reply. She was annoyed that a stranger could sense her anxiety. That's why she had lied. Even if that woman was doing her job, she was annoyed that she could poke her nose in Luca’s appointments while she, her wife, was kept in the dark.




  She walked a stretch of the corridor and stopped in front of the door. The heavy security locks shone in the half-light. She decided that, if Luca wasn’t back in time, he would find the door locked with the extra latches.




  Oh yes, this time you’ll need a cannon to come in. As far as I’m concerned, you can keep ringing the door bell until your finger bleeds.




  Alida examined her nails. They always grew too fast. She decided to clip them, at least she would get her mind off Luca for a while. She went to the bathroom, but froze in the doorway.




  She saw Luca lying on the stretcher in an ambulance launched in traffic in the throbbing sound of sirens. Under no circumstance, even if he had been victim of an accident, they could run the risk of letting him spend the night outside. She tried to rationalize. If a tragedy like that had happened, she would have been the first to know, and at least someone would have answered the phone.




  She dispelled tension by rummaging in the bathroom cabinet, she took the toiletries and settled on the terrace of the dining room, taking advantage of the evening light to do what, under normal circumstances, she would have done once a week.




  


  





  June 15 – 20:48




  The phone rang again.




  "Who the hell is it?" the girl in the Audi asked to the man dressed in blue linen in the driver’s seat.




  They were parked in a cul-de-sac in the countryside of Labaro, just outside Rome.




  "Work," Luca said, straightening his trousers. Then he silenced the phone and placed it in the glove box next to the gear shift.


  Alida would keep calling until he got back home, which was what he would do if Giada let him go without questions.




  By mid-afternoon, while examining some files, the physical need of her had overwhelmed him. He had ordered the secretary to update his organizer, making up an appointment, and walked out wondering if she had noticed the bulge in his pants.




  Come on, you can admit it. You could not say no to a fuck in the car. What’s the harm in that, except that you've been married for ten years?




  When Luca had become aware that a quickie on the roadside was not even part of his early twenties experiences, anxiety to return home had become as heavy as a wet coat.




  The sky above was darkening quickly.




  "Giada, they keep calling me, we have to go."




  The girl looked at him askance. He hated to be always the one who took decisions. Not even the time for a fucking cigarette.


  "We? It’s you who want to go. Or rather, have to" Her blouse was undone and he could see the erect nipples in her perfect breasts. Giada was fifteen years younger than him. A difference which resulted in an unpredictable, stormy personality. Worse than a teenager.



  





  With a sudden movement of her arm, Giada removed the keys from the ignition.




  "I'm fucking tired of letting you treat me like a whore you can screw every time you want," she said aggressively.




  "I'm not starting an argument now, give me the keys," Luca said, buttoning his shirt.




  "And when are you? We’ve been hanging out for three months, always as it suits you best. Not only you choose the days, you even count the hours."




  Luca opened his mouth, but Giada struck him dumb. "You watch the clock every ten minutes, which means you’re thinking about your wife, cause she’s the one who drowns you in questions if you’re late for dinner. You feel free to use me as you please, and always in this lousy car."




  Luca tried not to, but he couldn’t resist. He looked at his watch again. Luckily, Giada did not notice, she was looking out the window.




  "How many times have we done it in a bed?" she asked with a hint of sadness.




  Luca ignored the question. The night was about to devour every bit of daylight. He had to hurry. "Will you give me the keys?"




  "I asked you a question."




  "You think I don’t know? Never, we never did it in a bed, what can I do if you live with..."




  "I didn’t ask you to come to my house, neither I demand to come to yours. But you could make an effort and get a room. Any hotel. Anything is better than fucking once again in the middle of the countryside, even a filthy motel on a highway, at least I would have something to clean myself with."




  Luca was nervous and had trouble hiding it.




  Why is it so hard to pull something out of the hands of a woman?




  He had to get the keys back, and immediately take Giada back home. And also start to think of a good excuse for Alida.




  Are you really so sure you are going back to Alida?




  "It may seem silly, but won’t you like to have dinner in a nice place?" Giada asked, putting her resentment aside to resort to an almost childish, naive tone.




  Luca saw a crack and dived blind into it.




  "Of course, you know what? Tomorrow I’ll book at the Finestre, the restaurant of a friend of mine. Have you ever been there? They serve fish."




  "Fish sucks!" Giada snapped, immediately darkening again. With unexpected speed she opened the door, went around the car and, standing in front of the window, studied Luca as if he were a caged animal.




  "Come back in!" he shouted, tapping his elbow against the glass.




  Inspecting the car keys, Giada noticed there was another bunch dangling from the keychain.




  "I suppose you open your house with these," she said, showing them to Luca, who did not answer.




  "You think I don’t know where you live?" Giada asked with a smile, "Via Matano 14. Or is it 12?" she wondered. "Never mind, I’d recognize the gate. Green iron, in front of an elementary school. I followed you more than once, and I even sounded the horn when you didn’t go at a green light. You're an idiot, Luca."




  "Giada! Don’t you dare..."




  "Dare what? Have a chat with your wife? I’d find her bored in front of the TV. She would be pleased to talk to someone since her husband, so he says, is always busy at work. You can even keep these" she said, pulling the car keys out from the chain and letting them fall to the ground.




  "I won’t lock you inside your lousy Audi, to think about what an asshole you are, only because I don’t want to have you on my conscience. I’ll walk away to call a taxi, no fucking signal here." Giada vanished in the dusk, waving her phone.




  Luca opened the car door, picked up the keys and looked out the windshield.




  Still nothing, but it was a matter of minutes.




  How could he have been so stupid?




  For no reason in the world he should have been there.




  He elbowed the window once again, with the only result of multiplying the stars in the sky of Rome.




  


  





  June 15 – 21:18




  They could have found hundreds of fancier ways to refer to it, but they soberly called it the room.




  During the week, the room door stood firmly closed, and neither Alida nor Luca, when passing by it to go to the bathroom, seemed at all troubled by the fact that that place of blood was less than three steps from their bedroom.




  When Alida walked into the room, the rabbits looked at her standing still. She couldn’t read in their eyes if they were scared or calm, if they were tired of the usual food or wanted fresher water in their plastic tanks. She couldn’t even sense whether they were aware that soon many of them would no longer exist.




  Alida and Luca never bothered to refresh the floor and the walls, and the wear and tear of the place was unprecedented. Why restructuring the room if, when they locked themselves inside once a month, their senses were so altered that they would feel at ease even in the depths of a landfill?




  Only Alida set foot in it every once in a while. Just as long as needed to fill the tanks of the rabbits with water and food, make sure that none of them had died in the meantime.




  The room was completely bare.




  The walls, as well as deep grooves as if someone had ripped them open with a chisel, bore splashes of dried blood, coming not only from the devoured rabbits, but also from the wounds Alida and Luca caused themselves to soothe their torment.




  The places in which the plaster was dirtier were those from which, at three feet from the ground, strong chains stuck out from the walls, facing each other. Each ended with a metal collar, padded with rubber to avoid chafing, and their length had been calculated so that they couldn’t be more than twenty-five inches apart.




  The flooring was covered in PVC like that of a hospital ward, and the armoured door could be further locked with heavier hinges and latches. The power sockets were rendered useless by iron plates. In the corners of the ceiling, a couple of grids that could easily be mistaken for air ducts, were actually speakers connected to the stereo in the hall.




  In addition to rabbits, Alida loved music too.




  A lamp shielded by a plastic protection hung from the centre of the ceiling, the only part of the room where the original white paint was intact, except for some sporadic spots.




  Alida made her way through the rabbits and spotted it between the food and the water tank. She bent down and picked it with the tenderness of a young doctor helping a baby to come into the world for the first time. It was not the first time she had had the feeling that that rabbit possessed something special. What made it different from the others was not the single black spot on his head, but a kind of dormant form of intelligence that was visible in the background of its pupils, dark as chocolate pralines.




  How much time had it spent in the room? Two months? Alida had lost track of time. Incredible how it could always survive. Either, having learned from the carnage its companions faced, he kept at a safe distance throughout the whole night, or it was just Alida who, subconsciously, spared him, feeling that strange attraction.




  She gently stroked it and approached the window, protected by heavy iron grating. Beyond the bars, less and less cars went by slowly, but none entered the building gates.




  She took out the phone and called Luca once again.




  His phone was off.




  


  





  June 15 – 21:44




  Giada hated the place where Luca had decided to withdraw. It was the opposite side of Rome, and it made her feel dirty, cheap. Less than a mile away, on Via Flaminia, prostitutes of all ages fought against cold in winter and mosquitoes in summer every night of the year.




  Night had fallen, and Rome from a distance looked like an expanse of broken glass on a sea of oil.




  She stopped under a streetlight. The side of the road overlooked the fields and was bordered by the typical pine trees of that area, those that grow more curved by the wind the closer you get to the sea. There had been a landslide in a tract of land, creating a rift that dropped on a dark field sprinkled with electricity pylons.




  Giada looked back to Via di Torre Annunziatella, perhaps one of the longest dead-end streets in the capital. Who ends up there by mistake cannot imagine that within two miles they will be forced to reverse, unless they want to reach Via di Grottarossa walking through the fields.




  Except for a couple of houses with small gardens, some cars parked in front of the driveways, and the pylons that rose spectrally, there was nothing around Giada. She took a step and nearly pierced her foot on a nail protruding from a wooden board. When she kicked it to the middle of the road, the street light wavered, then turned completely off.




  She did not care.




  She was thinking of her threat that had made Luca go pale. She had lied. It was clear that she would not leave that way. Besides, what taxi could she ever take with less than ten euro in her purse? She had wanted to scare him just so he understood that it was time to play less and turn their fucking into something more concrete. If he believed in the two of them.




  Otherwise it was better to end it there, once and for all.


  Anyway, the story about going to tell everything to his wife had worked great. The expression on Luca’s face had been a blast, and elbowing the window must have hurt as hell. What a moron!




  She decided to make him a prank. Something to ease the situation, like suddenly pop in from the car window. She stifled a laugh at the thought of him jumping, slamming his head on the roof.




  Suddenly, out of her purse came the ringtone she had associated to Luca.




  He wanted to ask her to go back.




  What a loser!




  He hadn’t even bothered to get out of the car and look for her.




  He can wait, the jerk, Giada thought, lighting a Merit while Luca watched with irritation his flat phone. Alida’s calls had drained the battery.




  He started the car, manoeuvred and slowly went down Via di Torre Annunziatella, jolting over the swelling made by the roots of the pines, pushing to get out of the asphalt that imprisoned them.




  He saw her a few meters from a curve. Serene and quiet. She was smoking a cigarette as if it were eleven in the morning and she were waiting for the bus.


  He pulled over, pulled the handbrake and rolled down the window.




  "As a pimp you’re not bad. Elegant, nice car. I’d jump in on the fly," Giada said, exhaling a thick cloud of smoke that spread in the Audi.




  "Then jump in!" Luca ordered.




  "Why don’t you come out?" she teased him, unbuttoning her blouse.


  "Giada, I'm not kidding. There's no time!" he cried, strangling the steering wheel in his fingers.




  For the first time, Giada realized that Luca's agitation was not due solely to the apprehension of returning to his wife.




  There was something else.




  His eyes were different.




  They shone.




  They were almost trembling, like the distant lights of Rome she had admired earlier.




  For a fraction of a second they reminded her of those of a frightened dog.




  Animal eyes.




  Giada took a step forward. "Are you okay? You have a face..."


  "Please, come in," Luca cried.




  Giada poked her head in from the window.




  "What have you done? You're all sweaty, why don’t you get some fresh air?"


  "I’m not feeling well, I want to go home and go to bed. I think I caught something."




  "How boring! Me, I felt like doing it out here on the hood. Doesn’t the idea inspire you?"




  "I told you that I’m feeling bad. Why don’t you give up? I’m not asking that much!"




  "Of all our problems, the main one," Giada said, releasing the handle of the Audi, "is that you are old, old and boring. I don’t know how your wife puts up with you. Poor thing. It would have been a wonderful fuck! Your problem. Now take me home if you really want!" Giada sat back and grabbed the belt.




  Luca released the clutch and the Audi began sliding like a shark in dark water, until a sudden explosion forced him to stop.


  "Shit!" he cursed.




  "What was that?" Giada asked.




  Luca got out and walked to the right front wheel, punctured by the nail in the board. Giada remained in the car, puffing like at an algebra lesson. After a while, she rolled down her window and stuck her head out. Luca was squatting in front of the fender.


  "Are you okay?"
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