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Night Time Is The Right Time




"H





ere's your coffee." Said the waitress. I had ordered a regular coffee, black with some sugar packets.


"Thank you." I said as she walked away. It must have been 12 noon or something. Perhaps a bit too late for coffee. But coffee has never worked too well for me anyway. It wears off pretty quick. I just like the taste. It's always better when someone is at the other end of the table though.


Then I looked up and saw a woman. She was reading a book. She looked like someone that had been haunting my dreams. But in a good way. She had raven black hair. Short. But not too short that it appeared that she was attempting to make some sort of statement. She looked like a type of chick that took no bull from anyone. But kind at the same time. She wore no makeup. But unlike some other women, this did not hinder. Perhaps it aided her, it exposed her natural beauty.


I all of a sudden had all of these feelings arise in me. It was as if this woman was activating memories that I had long forgotten. Without even speaking to her I was having an emotional response. I knew that I had to speak to her.


I got up and walked right to her. I submerged all of my feelings of nervousness as I walked over to her. I knew that I had to meet her.


I arrived and she looked up to me. Her eyes were greenish brown. And they had a sparkle to them. She looked mystical without trying. Most women could only achieve that by wearing some sort of garden crown on their head.


"Hey." I said to her. "I don't believe that I've ever seen you here before."


"Doesn't look like it." She said with this ooze of coolness.


"Let's rectify this." I said. So far I was on point. I sat down right in front of her. She appeared impressed by my take charge attitude.


"Name's James." I said.


"Katrina." She said as she took a sip of her drink. I believe that it was some sort of tea. Perhaps green tea.


"Is this your first time here?" I asked.


"At this hour." She replied. I had a long night.


"Ah, what happened?" I asked.


"Let's just say that I am not having any dinner tonight." She said.


"We'll that sucks." I now were are just going to have to get drinks." I said with such confidence that I had a cool experience happen to me. I can't say that it was an out of body experience. I was firmly in my body. But it was an out of mind experience. I was so impressed with myself. She just smiled realizing the good game that I was spitting.


"You’re so cute." She said.


"I wish someone would just say that "you’re so hot." I replied.


"Depending on how you are you could be a bedroom nine." She said. I could tell that I was getting her on my hook.


"What are you reading?" I asked with honest curiosity. She picked up the book and showed me. It was Infinite Jest by David Foster Wallace.


"Oh wow, good luck" I told her.


"I got through in search of lost time, I'm good". I said with a smirk.


"I love Proust." I said. She began to light up.


"He knew what he was talking about." She said.


"At least he did at the end." I said.


"What do you think that he was trying to tell us? " She asked as though she hadn't come up with a concrete conclusion of her own.


"I believe that he was saying that art gives life meaning." I said." That it allows us to escape the dread of our everyday life.


"That's my guess." She began to smile. I believe she was liking what she was hearing.


"Look, I got to go." She said which made me believe that what I was doing wasn't working.


"But, we should hang out tonight." Whew.


"Yeah, sounds epic." I said regretting using the word epic. It was not epic. It was cool. Epic made it sound like I barely got women or something.


"Yeah, epic." She said with a devilish smile. "Why not spectacular?"


"Let's see your performance first." I said. I couldn't believe what was leaving my mouth. I was still on a bit of a roll.


"Good point." She said. She took my hand and wrote her number on it. "Call me." She said as she got up and walked away. Even the way that she walked was cool. She had such grace at style. Yet didn't feel airy.


I sat there just staring at my hand. It had worked. I got initiative. I went for what I wanted. And I got the result that I was looking for. I now had a hot date.


It was night. I had texted Katrina and the date was all set up. We were to meet at time square, get some drinks and see a show. After which I had a game plan to get her back to my place a good time. Everything was in place and I couldn't wait.


I began walking down towards time square. I had a little pep in step. I love how this place looks at night. I always imagined that the electricity used here could power a small country with ease. But hey, it's America so, reasons.


As I continued to walk a woman ran into me. She was pretty. But she looked a little off. She was dressed up a bit sloppy. None of her clothes fit. Her hair was nice and messed up at the same time. I didn't want to jump to conclusions. But I was pretty sure that she was a hooker.


"Are you okay?" I asked with genuine concern.


"Yeah, I think so." She replied.


"Great, I've got to go." I said as I started to walk off. She then grabbed my arm.


"What?"


"Want to hang out?" She asked in a desperate way. I surveyed her and it was confirmed that she was a hooker.


"What's your name?" I asked.


"Abigail." She said.


"James." I replied. "Look, Abigail, you seem like a nice girl..."


"Thank you." She said.


"But I have other plans, I have to go." I told her as her heart sunk.


"Come on!" She exclaimed as she went off as like a child. "Don't you want to have some fun?"


"I already have something going on." I told her.


"Nothing like me." She said as she showed some kind. I was a little impressed.


Then all of a sudden this man runs up towards us. He was wearing a bandanna, a gold tooth, and he was wearing a purple leather jacket. He was clearly a pimp. Yay.


"What in the hell are you doing?" The pimp asked Abigail commandingly.


"What's it to ya?" Abigail replied with confidence that was beginning to come out of nowhere.


"I own you." He said as he turned to me. "Do you have anything to do with this?"


"Nah man, chill." I said suddenly attempting to talk street.


"Don't play with me cuzzo." The pimp said as he drew a knife on me.


"Look, I don't want any trouble." I told the pimp. "I was just on my way."


"Is this true?" The pimp said as he turned to Abigail. Abigail then got this smile and twinkle in her eye indicating to me that she was about to lie.


"He was trying to get it in for free." Abigail told the pimp smiling at me the whole time."


"You have got to be jacked up!" The pimp yelled as he swung at me. I was able to duck and run. The pimp started chasing after me. I began running as if I was running track.


I ran for a good for blocks until I made a turn. I then ran into this woman big time. I knocked her on to the ground. She looked like Winona Ryder from Beetle Juice. She had the Gothic get up and everything.


"I'm sorry!" I said. "Are you okay?" I extended my hand to help her up. As she got up a fake spider fell out of her purse.


"Yeah, I'm fine now." She said with this beautiful creepy smile. I don't know why, but it seemed like I was all of a sudden hot stuff. Like the smell of me going on a dating was attracting women towards me. Only weirdos.


"Glad to hear it." I said as I began to think of my way out. "I'll see you around."


"Wait!" I said. "I'm Callie." She said.


"James." I replied.


"James." Callie said as she got in closer to me. "We just had a meet cue." I held back rolling my eyes.


"Excuse me?" I said.


"A meet cue." She said. "It's a beautiful thing. "It's in the movies. "When two characters meet together for the first time in an interesting way. "This was it."


"That sounds nice." I said going for the easy letdown. "But I really have to go."


"You don't like me?" She said with these pup eyes.


"No, no, no." I said. "It's just that I have other plans, I have to go."


"Come on!" She said giving me some deja vu. "Keep it loose!" She then went into her purse and handed me a piece of hair.


"What is this?" I asked with curiosity.


"It's a merkin." She said as I jumped back. The chick officially crossed over to crazy person territory.


"Look, I'm going." I said still trying to be nice.


"What is your problem?" She said.


"I have no problem." I told her as I began to make my exit.


"You're weird." She said. "Creep."


"What?" I asked with confusion.


"Creep!" She yelled. "I need help!" She continued to yell.


I suddenly saw three guys start to come towards me. I was in a position again where I had to run. And I took off. This world was relentless. I could hear her in the background going "he's going that way!


"Don't let him get away!" I suddenly had three guys, I believe Hispanic, chasing after me.


I continued to run into I got back into the middle of time square. I was able to loose them after a while. I was drenched with sweat and smelly as hell. I saw a store, went in and sprayed myself with old spice. I was ready for the date.


Somehow I wasn't more than five minutes late. I ended up not too far from the location. My luck appeared to have been getting better. I couldn't believe it.


I started walking down and I saw her. She looked fantastic. She was wearing this black little dress with red leather boots. Without makeup, she looked gorgeous. With makeup, she was other worldly. I was beginning to get excited again. This was a hot date. And despite all of the events that have taken place tonight, I was ready.


I walked to her and said her name. She turned, gave me a glowing smile and a big hug. The hug was one of the warmest hugs that I had ever had. And after how the night had gone, I really needed it.


"Hey!" She said with a smile. "Great to see you!"


"Great to see you too." I said with a slight sigh of relief. "You wouldn't believe what's happened to me."


"What's going on?" She asked.


"Don't worry about it." I said as I began to guide her as we walked away.


The night appeared to have finally turned a corner. It looked like everything I went through was maybe for a reason. Now I would get to relax and be on a date with this great girl.


"What do you think of strap ons?" She asked with honest curiosity. This, of course, caught me off guard and I needed a beat to gather myself back up.


"Come again?" I asked hoping that I just heard wrong.


"What do you think of strap ons? She asked again. It appears that my strange night was not over.


"As in using them?" I asked.


"Well, them being used on you." She said with honest eyes.


"I'm not into that." I told her bluntly.


"You don't like to experiment a little bit?" She said with a twinkle in her eyes. I could see where this was going.


"Do you use strap ons a lot?" I asked her.


"I tend to gravitate towards them for sure." She said. I couldn't believe what I was hearing.


"How many guys have you used it on?" I asked her almost not wanting to know the answer.


"Not just guys, girls too." She said with a smirk. While the girl part soften the blow a bit, it was clear that this chick was a freak.


"Well, it's not my thing." I reiterated.


"Lighten up, trying some things." She said as she slapped my ass and decided to put her finger in it. I jumped up like a horse.


"What are you doing?!?" I exclaimed. "I never want anything going in back there!"


"Just a compliance test." She said as if she was making complete sense.


"Who are you?" I bluntly questioned her with 100% seriousness. This was not what I had expected.


"I'm just a girl that into things." She said with a great deal of innocence. Yup, she was crazy. A bit bat crazy if you asked me.


"If I were up for anything what would you do to me?" I asked regretfully. Part of me just wanted to see where this would go.


"I'd tie you up, ball bust you, slap you around, get the strap on and then have it." She said with a glowing smile to my horror.


"What has happened to you?" I asked with fear.


"The same thing that happened to that chick from 50 shades of Grey." She told me.


"Look, I don't know how this is going to work on." I told her.


"Quit being a baby." She said as she poked my ass again. This time I had enough.


"Stop!" I told her. "What is wrong with you?" "I just wanted a normal date with a cool girl and it looks like I stumbled upon the craziest femdom bdsm fanatic out there!"


"So you know what's good?" She replied.


"Goodbye." I said as I walked away.


"Come on!" She yelled. "Once you get it on your back you can never go back!


I walked away with a great deal of anger. I couldn't believe how the night had turned out. Nothing had gone right. All three of these women that I meet tonight were attractive, that's for sure. But all three were messed up in their own unique way. Whatever happened to meeting a normal girl? Getting drinks and seeing a show? Does that still exist?


As I got back on the main streets I looked across the street and of course I saw Callie, Abigail, and the pimp. They had a nice crowd of other guys with them too.


"There he is!" Callie yelled. "Get him!"


They began running after me like the crazy mob that they were. I smiled for a quick second and ran off. It looked like my night was just starting.




Cabin of Memories




S





aturday, 10:30 am. Trevor was laying down on the couch. Dr. Leykis was sitting down listening to him. Trevor has had a lot of problems lately. These problems have driven him to go and get a shrink. A shrink that demanded $200 an hour.


"Life isn't just what I thought it was." Trevor told Dr. Leykis.


Dr. Leykis appeared that he was aggressively taking notes. But he was working on a drawing that he felt was just the bees knees. He was a robot. He wasn't sure what kind of robot that he wanted to draw.


"I knew it wouldn't be easy." Trevor continued. "But I didn't think that life would be like this."


"What did you think it would be?" Dr. Leykis asked taking a break from the action.


"I don't know." Trevor pondered. "More fun?"


"What is your definition of fun?? Dr. Leykis asked actually getting interested.


"It was hanging out with my girlfriend." Trevor said with a heavy heart.


Trevor's girlfriend, Sara, was no longer with us. She has passed away. Leukemia was the perpetrator. She was only 23 years old. It didn't seem fair that someone so young would die of cancer. Her parents had to watch her die. Going to her funeral was a nightmare for Trevor. He just about did not want to go. But he knew that he had to. And it haunted him.


"I just haven't been the same doc." Trevor managed to muster out. "I just can't get passed this."


"Son, you need a vacation." Dr. Leykis said pretty much grabbing something out of his ass. "You need to get out there and do something."


"Like what?" Trevor asked hoping for some magical answer.


"Like camping." Dr. Leykis said to Trevor's dismayed. Trevor hadn't been camping since middle school.


"Why camping doc?" Trevor asked.


"You need a break from everyday life." Dr. Leykis said now actually engaged. "You need to go and clear your thoughts.” Right now everything that you do is clouded in the past. You need to be able to break free from this."


"And roughing it will do the trick?" Trevor asked not really buying it.


"Get a cabin, I don't care." Dr. Leykis said probably annoyed that he had to pay attention to Trevor. "Just go out there and clear your mind.


And that was that. Trevor decided to take the dr's advice. He came to the conclusion that he had nothing to lose. He couldn't do anything without thinking of Sara. If he looked at the sidewalk a certain way he would think of Sara. He would turn on the shower and think of Sara. He would eat Captain Crunch and think of Sara. He could not get away from her. And it was stalling out his life.


Trevor worked as a cashier at Bullseye. But he hasn't been able to focus on his job in a while. When a guest would annoy him, Trevor would give it right back to them. That was a big no no at Bullseye. He's had to speak to managers about that on several occasions. When he wasn't doing that he was just disengaged. He wasn't interested at all in his job. Not that he was in love with it to begin with. But he used to be able to find something fun about it. Now he lives in dread every day at work.


So he figured that this trip could do him some good. He began to develop a fuck it mentality when it came to this trip. So fuck it why not?


Before he left he went to Danielle's apartment. Danielle was Sara's best friend. The two had become particularly close since Sara's death. They have both even developed romantic feelings for each other. But of course neither one of them knows that they like each other. And neither one of them feels comfortable with disclosing this kind of information to each other. It just didn't seem right in this context.


"You’re doing what?" Danielle asked with disbelief.


"Camping." Trevor said. "The dr thinks that I need to do it."


"Have you ever even been camping?" Danielle asked with even more disbelief. It seemed like she just couldn't see him camping.


"Yeah, like in middle school." Trevor said beginning to become a bit annoyed with Danielle's vocal tone.


"Sorry." She said. "You just don't strike me as the camping kind."


"Well, I'll be roughing it for the weekend." Trevor said confidently.


"Look at you." Danielle said trying to make Trevor feel good. "A regular Davy Crocket.


"Please." Trevor said. "Daniel Bloom."


And so Trevor was on his way. He packed his bags, got himself a nice raccoon hat, got in his car and was off. There was this nervous energy in him. It was as if he felt the rumblings of something crazy about to happen. But he just could not put his finger on it. That feeling of knowing something was just around the corner. But not being able to describe it.


He drove down this somewhat weary road. It was only somewhat weary because of how it looked. It had this Tim Burton aesthetic to it. Kind of quirky, but off enough it was a little scary. It felt as though if he said Beetlejuice three time that the demon was going to just jump out of nowhere.


As Trevor arrived the vibe went from Tim Burton it Sam Raimi. The feeling as though some fucked up shit was about to take place. And you better hide. Oh, you better hide.


Despite all of this Trevor decided to step lively and go in. The cabin was a lot better on the inside. A bit dark and creeky. But not as bad as he thought it would be. Then all of a sudden he saw a shadow that wasn't his own. He knew it. He was in the real life Evil Dead. Only he was on his own.


"Welcome." An ominous voice said.


"Who the hell are you?' Trevor asked just hoping it wasn't some crazed serial killer."


"I'm going to be your guide." The ominous voice said.


"Show yourself." Trevor said just about scared shitless.


The ominous voice appeared. He was a tall bald man. He was dressed in all black. If he wore sunglasses he would have looked like someone from the matrix. He didn't smile though.


"Better?" He asked.


"Better." Trevor said.


"Okay. Let's get down to business." he said making Trevor all the more confused.


"What is this all about?" Trevor asked.


"You are in a cabin of memories." The man said.


"A Cabin of memories?" What in the hell is that?" Trevor asked feeling as though he was starting to lose his mind.


"This cabin has all of your memories." He said as though he was trying to freak Trevor out. "Every wall hear is filled with your memories.


"But how is this even possible?" Trevor asked.


"Thing of this cabin as if it were a parasite." The man explained. "You are now the host." So now this cabin has now absorbed all of your memories."


Trevor couldn't believe what he was hearing. He was really beginning to regret listening to his shrink. Now he was in a less than favorable situation. He was standing in front a random man who was telling him that the cabin that he was in is, in fact, a parasite. This would creep anyone out.


"So what does all of this mean?" Trevor asked just trying to piece all of this together.


"What any of this means is completely up to you." The man told him. "You decide what to do with all of this."


"What should I do?" Trevor asked just trying to get some help.


"I cannot tell you this." The man explained. "You must figure it out."
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