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Okay, I admit, it was a stupid
idea. No, that’s an understatement. It was the stupidest idea I’ve ever had. I
can’t expect you to understand, but when I came up with the plan, I was high on
a combination of model glue, and from huffing all the gas out of my mom’s
whipped cream cans.


Mom always has
two cans in the fridge in two flavors; one in plain, and the other in
chocolate. Without the gas, the cream isn’t whipped cream. Then it’s
just...just cream, I guess.


The plain can
sputtered flat cream down my throat in a way that felt dirty in a gay kind of
way. Even if I was high, I ain’t a homo. The only dick I’ll suck is the kind
coming with the offer, “suck this or die.” And then, fucker had better have a
gun, or I’m gonna be giving him a gnaw job.


I tossed the
can in the trash bin in the pantry, and I was looking for a way to distract
myself from thinking, Willy Strewth, cum-chugger.


I found the
space saving television under the cabinet, and I rushed to turn it on for some
noise. I’m still not even sure what the movie was, something like Mute
Button of the Mutton, or some such bullshit. It was almost over, and I
probably should have changed channels.


But I was
still thinking while I watched. It’s just, with the glue jamming my brain,
every thought was like, I need... and then there was nothing, because I
didn’t have a fucking clue of what I needed.


But in the
midst of this drug induced state, I saw her, and then, I knew.


I needed a
woman in a pit.


It seemed so
clear to me then, while I watched this chick clutching some dumb fucking mutt,
begging to this wannabe drag queen to let her call her mommy, or she’d kill the
dog.


I thought, Well,
fuck, I don’t have a dog, and I wouldn’t kill her either. Nah, I’d take her out
of the pit like once a week and be “nice” to her. Then, I’ll bet I could get
some fucking poon-tang.


The fact that
I lived in an upstairs apartment did not seem to be a problem to me in the
slightest, or it was no more of a problem than the fact that I was a twenty-two
year old idiot.


I knew there
had to be a way to make a pit, even if I didn’t have a basement. Maybe
somewhere near the apartment complex?


The nitrous
oxide started to wear off, and working only on my remaining glue high, I started
doing some critical assessments of my plan. What if someone found the pit? What
if the cops did, and then they stuck around to arrest me? 


I thought, No,
I’d have some kind of hidden alarm that the cops would have to trip to expose
the pit. 


But anyone who
found my woman would trip the alarm, and I’d never be able to go back either
way.


This would not
do. I mean, if I was going to go through the trouble of digging a pit, rigging
an elaborate super secret alarm system, and trapping a chick to occupy my
tunnel of love, if would blow monkey chunks if my prize got discovered only
days after I’d begun my plans. Hell, there was a good chance that my pit would
be found before my love slave would put out. And that really would not
do.


I went
downstairs to bug my neighbor, Mr. Tran. He’s just about the fucking coolest
guy I know, and I’m not just saying that because he has a porn collection so
big, he never notices tapes missing. I could swipe four or five at a time,
watch them all, and then take them back the next week, and he’d never know the
difference.


Mr. Tran doesn’t
watch his porn. He writes the scripts, and the companies send him contributor’s
copies. 


Mr. Tran is a
homo, and he’s got a big black boyfriend named Mikey. I know this, because Mr.
Tran’s bedroom is under mine, and half the time, I can hear him screaming, “Oh
Mikey! Me Likey!” 


You really
don’t want to know what Mikey calls Mr. Tran when he tops off the tank.


One of these
days, I really ought to sell the movie rights on this shit.


So, Mr. Tran
lets me in, and he headed back to his room to get back to work writing. For a
little while, I just stood behind him and read. I’d been hanging out to check
out his stuff since I was nineteen and he first moved in. He’s never minded, probably
because I keep my mouth shut while he’s in “the zone.” 


Half the time,
his shit isn’t bad. It’s those stupid bitches that can’t act, and they
“improvise” on their lines. What Mr. Tran wrote in the script was usually
better than the movies themselves. Seriously, if you read one of his scripts,
and then you saw the movie, you’d never complain about a “Hollywood hack job”
ever again.


Mr. Tran was
working on some foot fetish movie, and I got bored with reading about licking
toes pretty fast. 


I walked to
the other side of his room, where the whole wall was hidden by stacked VHS
tapes. No, there wasn’t a bookshelf. If you wanted a movie off the bottom, you
had to move the whole stack of movies first. During most of my smut running
sessions, I’d intend to get to the bottom of a stack, only to find something near
the top that sounded good.


Mr. Tran will
work on all kinds of movies, so there’s no end to the kinds of themes you can
find. Lesbians, Asian, anal; sub or dom; tickling, spanking or fisting; big
boobs or big ladies; if you can think of a kink, Mr. Tran was the man who could
find something in his collection for you.


It wasn’t
until that visit that I realized something. One whole stack of tapes jutted out
from the rest by three inches.


Stepping back,
I looked around and thought, Wait, where’s his closet?


I asked, “Hey,
Mr. Tran, do you even have a closet in here?”


I had to say
Mr. Tran, because I never did know his first name. Even in his video credits,
he’s listed as The Fantastic Mister Tran.


Mr. Tran never
looked away from his monitor. “Yes, but I don’t use it. Why? You need to rent a
room?” He laughed, a chuckle that was almost lost under the furious clacking of
his typing. “Your mom and dad are not so bad.”


I nodded, and
mumbled, “Yeah.” I saw no point in griping about being a victim of low-scale
neglect.


Then I
realized I hadn’t really given the right answer, and I said, “No, I’m
not renting a room, but I just realized how you’ve got all your porn stacked in
front of the door. How do you get your clothes out?”


“There’s
nothing in there,” Mr. Tran said. “All my clothes are in the dresser beside my
bed.”


“But, where do
you put the saddle?” I asked.


“Saddle?” Mr.
Tran stopped typing and looked around. Then he snorted and rolled his eyes. “Moany
Pony is just a nickname, Willy. Mikey isn’t really riding me...well, just my
ass, really.”


See? I told
you that you don’t want to know. I pity my shrink. I’m probably going to turn
him into a cannibal heckler, or something similar.


But yeah,
that’s where the stupid idea came from. It was one part glue, one part hormones,
and one part dumb luck. And when I say dumb luck, I mean the bad kind.


 


***


 


Over the next two months, I was busy,
and I should have been so busy that I didn’t have time for drugs. But after
every day of work, I rewarded myself with a few bumps. 


I’d take my
plastic Band-Aid case down from my desk and dribble glue across the bottom. Then
I put my mouth inside and started huffing in through my mouth and out through
my nose. When I started to feel dizzy, I’d inhale a deep breath and then hold
it. 


I liked to close
my eyes and think, Now I’m dying, and when I wake up, God’s going to be
here. But no matter how many times I thought it, I’d let go of my breath,
and the fumes couldn’t stick around long enough to kill me.


Sometimes, I
think that I should have been sucking gunpowder, but I was always afraid that
I’d pull the trigger, blow a lead sleeping pill through the back of my throat,
and still be unlucky enough to survive. Then instead of being unpopular and
uncertain, I could be both and a fucking cripple to boot. No, fuck that. 


I wanted a
slow, relaxed suicide, a coward’s suicide. I wanted something without pain.
Glue didn’t hurt, but the shit wouldn’t kill me either. But then again, maybe I
was supposed to drink it, instead of trying to asphyxiate on it. 


Fuck, I think
I might have had better odds with tobacco.


Where was I?
Oh, right, the “pit.” 


First, I
waited for a night when Mr. Tran went over to Mikey’s place for a change of
pace. Then I went downstairs and used the key that he kept under the Garfield
mat that read, “Fuck off!” 


I don’t think
it was an officially licensed product, but Mr. Tran buys all his shit at the Dollar
Store, from the Arabs. We’re all multi-cultural an’ shit in my hood. 


Back in Mr. Tran’s
bedroom I took down six rows of videos. For like two minutes, I was looking up
to avoid looking at the titles. I didn’t want to get distracted...but fuck, I
was high on glue, and I started playing with myself while I was working. I
know, it sounds idiotic, and you can go ahead and laugh. 


But there I
was, moving one tape at a time, reading the back while I cranked my dick with
my other hand. I wasn’t trying to nut, so I didn’t think about lubricant, or
finding a tissue. When I was ready to let go, I set the tip of my dick on a
photo of some bitch with her mouth open, and I groaned, “Yeah, take it, baby.”


I then set
that down on top of the other tapes and kept working. And by working, I mean I
was still yanking my pole. By then I was so excited that I was dribbling
pre-cum all over the place.


So, like every
ten or twenty videos, I’m setting down a layer of glue, right? Well, that’s how
I was thinking of it then. The point is, I was leaving behind all kinds of
evidence and not thinking about it.


Once I exposed
the door, I installed five slide-bolt locks on the outside, and I locked all of
them before I restacked the tapes. Then I was moving them back ten and twenty
at a time, to avoid looking over my “best hits.”


 


***


 


Cutting a hole in the floor
nearly killed me, and once again, I blame the glue. I took my dad’s jigsaw, and
his rotary drill, and I started cutting out the entire floor in one section. Yeah,
I’m like a fucking poster child for anti-drug campaigns. “Kids, this is your
brain. This is your brain on modeling glue and Whip-Eez. Any questions?”


Yes, where do
I hide the bodies? 


So anyway, I
was working of the back half of the closet when I heard this loud ass groan,
and I thought, Maybe Mr. Tran hadn’t gone to Mikey’s after all.


Then I
realized the groan was too low to be Mr. Tran, and Mikey is louder. I was still
trying to decide who was groaning when the sound turned into a lot of cracking
wood sounds, and the floor tipped over, rolling me into the closet downstairs.


No, I didn’t
get stuck. Fuck, I wish I had, because then I wouldn’t feel quite so fucking
stupid now. I wish the damned ceiling would have finished falling, so I could
be crushed to death. But no, I was the “lucky one.”


The shelves
were still in place on the right half of the walk-in closet, and I was able to
climb onto it and pull myself back into my room. I knew I’d have to get rid of
the shelf, or my woman would get away using the same “ingenious” method.


 


***


 


Soundproofing took me another
week, and I went all out. First I put down two layers of foam rubber, and then
I built a plywood box inside the closet. I set up a frame of two-by-fours on
the floor, and I rolled out foam padding. Then I laid down a separate floor.
There are cheap recording studios that didn’t make this much effort.


But then I
wanted to get the aesthetic qualities right. My pit didn’t look like a pit. It
looked like some stoner’s failed shop project, like an oversized bread box
missing a lid because the stoner was too stupid to buy hinges on his own time.


I painted the walls
with this craft shit that Mom had. It has grains of marble and glue and
glitter, to make fake rocks, or to make ugly rocks into pretty rocks. 


When I got
done, the pit looked like it was made of wet cement. The glue fumes were
fucking glorious, and I don’t remember much of that week clearly. 


I used some Styrofoam
blocks, painted red to make a “broken-in ceiling,” and when I got done, I had a
pit that would have made any madman proud. I’m telling you, if Poe could have
risen from the grave, he would have said, “Yay verily, that pit doth rock my
socks.”


But I wasn’t
done testing to make sure my plan couldn’t fail. No, I thought I was making up
the best evil plot ever.


I bought a
copy of Napalm Death, and I loaded it up in my boombox. Then I lowered my
boombox into my pit with the volume cranked to ear bleeding level. So imagine
this rocky pit, now filled with guitar, drums, growls, and “death screeches.”
From where I stood at the top, it sounded like I was torturing a rock band down
in the bottom of my own private hell. I was like Satan then, only rounder.


Then I went downstairs
to bug Mr. Tran.


In his room, I
heard nothing at all, and it was the sweetest fucking sound, that sound of
silence.


The silence
sounded like victory.


 


***


 


Her name was Clarissa Yardling,
and people around here are still laughing at me over picking her. I’m not sure
why, but it don’t matter now. Clarissa was in my Philosophy class. 


Yeah, I
majored in Philosophy. It was either that or take my old man’s suggestion to go
into the municipal college for their business math degree. But that would mean Dad
would hire me to be the accountant for his dental practice, and I would have
rather worked for Mr. Tran as a fluffer.


Clarissa was
not your average goth girl. No, she was merely semi-average, and she seemed to
know it. Her dyed black hair always left an inch of her strawberry red roots
showing, and her pale complexion was hampered by her being covered in more
freckles than there are stars in the sky...well, based on a city view. Light
pollution, yanno?


She wasn’t
into body or facial piercing, although she kept four rows of thick surgical
steel rings in her ears, and the rows of hoops jingled whenever she moved her
head. She moved her head a lot in class, and I used to imagine that I might
make her play something musical if she could bob her head fast enough.


The problem
for me was, my plan required getting Clarissa to my room, finding an excuse to
get her to open the closet, and then I would shove her in and take out the rope
I used to get in and out of my modern-day sex prison.


Any smooth guy
would have been able to say something like “Hey, why don’t you come to my place,
and check out my sketches?”


But I’ve been
cursed since puberty, and any girl with hooters bigger than an A cup made my
tongue stop working. Oh, I know what I want to say, but when I start to say it,
my tongue feels like someone injected it with Lidocaine.


And I think
that’s why I wanted Clarissa, because I could at least talk to her sometimes.
True it was usually something like “Who the fuck is Plato?” But I could talk to
her, and I didn’t mumble or mutter. So this seemed like my best choice. 


I was right,
actually.


So, after we
finished up our finals for the midterms, I leaned over and asked, “What gets
you high?”


Clarissa
looked at me funny, like she was trying to figure out whether to insult me or
not. But then she made an O with her thumb and index finger, her other
fingers splayed out while she puckered her lips. A single silver ring adorned
her ring finger, and the cheap green gem set in the band was dull compared to
the gems set in her eyes.


“Weed?” I
whispered.


She nodded and
smiled at me. “You wanna get lit up to celebrate midterms?”


 


***


 


I didn’t expect that she’d want
to fuck before she smoked out, but the moment I shut my bedroom door, Clarissa
dropped her black ankle-length skirt. And then I learned two things at the same
time; one, that she did not wear panties; and two, that she was a natural
redhead.


I should
mention that I was a virgin, aside from solo efforts, and the sight of this
much exposed flesh had more than my blood pressure rising. My dick was poking
out of my jeans, and I swear it grew two inches longer than it ever did from me
touching it while watching porn. 


It hurt, and
it never had before. It hurt so bad, I started to pant. I was thinking, Fuck,
man, don’t blow this. She’s going to laugh at you.


She did too,
but it was a soft, sympathetic giggle as she came to me, still dressed in her
black peasant blouse and leather boots riding up her calves. Her stockings, also
black, weren’t much taller, just riding over her knees. 


It took
everything I had not to bust a nut on her when she touched the hem of my shirt
and raised it. Her eyes lit up like sparkling gems at the sight of my dick peeking
out over my jeans, but I still drifted back from her first touch.


She giggled
again and said, “I won’t break it, Willy.”


I couldn’t
breathe. I coughed and my voice was scratchy as I said, “I...I might...”


She seemed to
understand, and she shook her head, slipping her cool fingers around the head
of my dick. The strength threatened to leave my legs, but I couldn’t fall.
Impossibly, she held me upright with only her limp grip. If she was hurting me,
I couldn’t tell with as much as I was aching already.


Then Clarissa
was moving back slowly to my bed, and I let her lead me on. I was trapped in
her eyes, and the house could have caught on fire without me noticing. No,
someone could have shot me then, and I would have slapped at the wound,
thinking it was a mosquito bite.


Clarissa sat
on the edge of my bed with an easy grace, and her other hand rose to unzip my fly
and pull down my boxer shorts. Then she leaned forward, and she took me to
heaven.


I’d seen five
thousand movies of women who got paid to suck dick, and I never once believed
that they liked it. Bitches can’t act to save their life.


But I couldn’t
be sure if Clarissa was acting or not. She closed her blackened lips over my
shaft and sank down slow, her green eyes locked on mine. I should have been
staring at her legs, her hands, or down her loose blouse at her breasts. But
those shaded, seemingly bruised eyelids fluttered, and I could only watch them.


I bit my lip.
I had to hurt myself to bring myself back to the real world. But I felt nothing
of the pain. I raised my hand, awed by her. Her eyes flicked right, following my
hand. I wasn’t sure, but I thought I saw fear then, and it hurt my heart. 


Yeah, it sounds
like shit you’d hear in a chick’s book, but my heart skipped a beat, and it
fucking hurt all over my chest. I cupped her cheek, brushing my thumb over her
soft, spotted skin. 


Her eyes
locked on mine, and the way she looked at me then was...it’s the closest thing
I’ve ever seen to real love. She started to pant really fast, and she put her
fingers down between her legs. 


I wanted to
touch her too, but I couldn’t do a damn thing but stand and stare at this angel,
who held control of me with the lightest touch of her lips, her tongue. The
most I could do was brush my fingers over the side of her face, and she was
reacting as if I were touching her someplace private, someplace special for
her.


At one point,
her upper teeth flitted over the side of my dick, and even that felt nice,
because she was moving so slow.


That first
knot built up...shit, nobody told me it was that good, and nothing I ever did by
myself made me groan the way she did. I did warn her, even trying to ease her
back off. But she pushed my hands away, moaning quietly as she started to rub
herself faster. But not me. No, she was still tormenting me with slow strokes,
and I was so close to collapsing over her.


I came, and
she gasped, backing away while my dick was still spurting. Cum streaked her
face, her hair, and her neck. I’d never felt more guilty in my entire life as I
did right then. Clarissa...even with what she’d just done, she was something
pure, and I’d tainted her by making her look like any one of those bitches in
the porn flicks.


Only, I
didn’t, because she didn’t look like them. She didn’t look like she was
thinking, When can I get out of here?  Instead, there was still an excitement
in her eyes, and it was stirring me already.


I ran out of
my room sputtering excuses for her to stay, and with my pants around my ankles,
I shuffle-jogged to the bathroom to grab a washcloth and soak it in warm water.


She let me
wash off her face, and with my fluids, her black makeup came away as well.
Then, my angel became shy too, as if the makeup was a shield that she hid
behind.


I pulled off
her top, and then I saw the scars. Each one was perfectly round, maybe three centimeters
in diameter. I realized they were old cigarette burns, and suddenly, a great
deal of my fire was cooled.


Clarissa took
my hand, pressing my fingers to touch a scar on her breast. I felt woozy, and
she read my expression and pouted, her eyes filling with a fear that I didn’t
like at all. “Am I ugly?” 


Twenty-two
years, I’ve looked at myself in the mirror. I know what I look like, and I know
I’m no catch. Clarissa was the best catch of all, and she was worrying over
some dots in her skin. Ain’t life a bitch?


But I couldn’t
have said that to her. Not with her staring at me, looking like a little girl
afraid of getting slapped again, or burnt again.


I pushed my
hand up to flatten my palm over her breast.


I wanted so
badly to sound cool. Instead, my voice croaked as I told her, “Baby, you’re the
prettiest thing I’ve ever seen.”


I didn’t have
to lie. She was pretty to me before, when she had on clothes, and I never once
thought about “undressing her with my eyes.” Now, with her sitting in front of
me, her freckled pert breast in my palm, she was Diana. She was Aphrodite and
Venus; she was Ginger and Mary Ann, rolled into the same, ever so slightly
flawed frame.


She took over
then, and sometimes I regret that. I wish now that I’d been more suave and
manly, like the stupid studs in the porn films. But what the fuck did I know? I
was a chubby twenty-two year old dork who hadn’t seen a real vagina since leaving
my mom at the hospital.


Clarissa
pulled me over her body on the bed. I still wanted to use my fingers on her,
but once she closed her fingers over my shaft, she had full control of me
again. She guided me to lay between her legs, and then I felt something hot and
slick. I froze, gasping at the sensation, but she let go of me and then used
her legs to ease me down into her.


Her eyes got
really big before I was halfway inside her, and then she was panting, just like
I had when my dick felt too hard. I tried to stop, but she kept pulling with
her legs, urging me to keep going. 


I whispered,
“I’m not hurting—?”


Clarissa shook
her head, raising her arm to clutch my neck in a loose embrace. She pulled me
down, and I wasn’t sure what she wanted, but once I was so close to her, all I
could think about was finding out everything I could. I wanted to know how her
sweat tasted, and I wondered if her skin would feel like silk on my lips. 


It didn’t. It
felt even softer than that.


I kissed her
shoulders, her neck, her breasts. I tried to kiss each one of her scars, but I
kept losing track. And every time I looked up, her eyes watched me with an
adoration that was supernatural.


The knot in my
groin was building again, and I started to move faster, even if I didn’t want
that moment to end. As soon as I started to speed up, Clarissa moaned her
approval, and she laid her head back on my pillow, shutting her eyes.


Finding release
wasn’t so quick the second time. I felt like I was on the cusp of exploding
inside her, but the knot just built more tension, never relaxing. I was hurting
again, but it was such an amazing contrast. The head of my dick burned with the
heat inside the knotted muscle. That was a bad heat, but the fire blazing
inside Clarissa? That was like reaching out to touch a piece of heaven itself.
Every thrust into her felt so good, and no matter how hard I thrust, Clarissa
whined, “Yeah.”


She tensed
under me, and the next “yeah” was much longer. Her voice warbled, and then she
whispered, “Fuck me, daddy.”


The knot
burst, and then I realized what she’d said. I froze, only my cock still moving
in spasms. I stared at her, dumbfounded. 


She stared
back, shame bleeding from her eyes along with her tears. Her pale cheeks glowed
with radiant color, and I had never felt more conflicted in my entire life.


 


***


 


We’d been laying together for an
hour when my mom walked in on us. She was carrying a sack of groceries, and
she’d started to say, “Willy, help me get—”


She stopped,
and I think she smelled sex before she saw us. Her eyes snapped up to meet
mine. Clarissa’s leg rested over my crotch, and her chest was hidden because
she was laying on my ample side.


She didn’t
move. Didn’t even raise her head when the door opened. I got the feeling she’d
been in more awkward situations than this.


Mom backed up,
her face shifting to a beet red tone as she looked away. “Oh, you—I guess I
should have knocked.”


She shut the
door, and then Clarissa made a soft giggle. “She’s nice.”


I neglected to
mention how much I hated her, for ignoring most everything I said or did. It
didn’t seem like the right time to bring it up.


Instead, I
said, “I’ve converted my neighbor’s closet into a pit.”


“A what?”
Clarissa raised her head off of my shoulder to beam a confused smile at me.


“A pit. Like
in that one movie, where the drag queen keeps a woman in his basement?”


Clarissa
didn’t seems to be able to put together two and two at that point. She giggled
at the idea and said, “But you live—”


“I know,” I
said. “But I cut out the floor, and I made his closet into a pit. I
soundproofed it and...and he doesn’t know, because he’s never used the closet.”


Clarissa’s
eyes narrowed, and she arched her eyebrow at me, like she was trying to imitate
Spock. “Intriguing, Captain,” she said. “Was I supposed to go in the pit?”


“Probably,” I
said, sounding guilty. It was still too much of a lie, and after she’d bared
her soul to me, I had to offer her just as much honesty. “Yes. I’m sorry. I...I
never know how to deal with girls, so...I came up with the idea when I was
high.”


“Oh, good
idea.” Clarissa rolled away from me and crawled across my bed to open the
window. She moved around to the other side to of the mattress grab her bag from
the floor and then she took out a baggie and started to roll a joint.


No, that’s an
understatement. Clarissa rolled a fucking hog-leg from hell, and she lit it up,
taking a long puff before she passed it to me.


My first girl,
my first sex, and my first contact with real drugs. Clarissa was probably the
kind of girl Mom would have warned me about, if she could have stopped talking
about herself for ten minutes.


She got me
really high within just a few hits, and then she set the rest down into the
metal window track to burn out. She lay down on top of me, her breasts resting
on my stomach, and her head over my chest. I think she was listening to my
heart.


She said,
“Let’s put my dad in the pit.”


I said, “Okay.”


 


***


 


Maybe we should have sobered up
before, to really think through our plan. But drug addicts don’t ever sober up
to consider their plans, do they? We didn’t either. In fact, we got more high,
and we fucked in the shower. 


It wasn’t slow
love making, like we’d had in bed. She got down into the tub on her hands and
knees. And even though she started it, I needed to be rough to find a way to
finish that third round. I was scared that I was hurting her, but every time I
tried to slow down, her hand came back to grip the side of my leg and urge me
to move fast again.


She came
again, and that time, she screamed my name. She started alternating between calling
for me and God with every gasping “oh.”


We passed my
mother in the hall. She looked mortified, like I’d just brought a rabid stray
into the house. I ignored her. After years of her ignoring me, I was glad that
I had a way to catch her attention.


We finished
the rest of the joint, and then we took my Kia to her dad’s house. He didn’t
live with Clarissa anymore. He’d been forced to move out after Mommy learned
how Daddy was playing house with the wrong female in the house.


I expected him
to be a big guy. I don’t know why. Maybe because I’d just been fucking this
perfect girl, and I thought there had to be some kind of price to pay. It
seemed only logical that the price was getting pummeled by her giant hypocrite
father.


But when we
walked into the hallway, he came out of the kitchen from the back of the
hallway, and he was all wrong. 


I realized
that Clarissa got most of her looks from him. He had the same wavy red hair,
the green eyes; even the same delicate facial features. He was shorter than me,
and so slight that I think I could have knocked him down by sneezing.


I felt like
throwing up, but my stomach was empty.


Clarissa
walked up the hallway without a word, and I trailed after her, my eyes never
leaving Daddy. His never left mine, which is why he never saw the Taser in
Clarissa’s hand until she tucked the prongs into his ribs.


 


***


 


It all went horribly wrong in my
room. We’d gotten Daddy into my room when he woke up, and then he started to
thrash. He had no idea where he was, because he was blindfolded. He had no idea
what he was doing when he kicked his legs, but when he did, Clarissa flew back,
through the air, and through the open closet door.


I heard a crunch
as she hit the floor. I dropped Daddy then, and I fell to my knees.


I thought, You
got your wish. There’s a woman in your pit. Are you happy now?


I crawled to
the edge of the closet, and in the dim light, it seemed to me like Clarissa’s
roots were growing out so very fast. 


But of course,
it wasn’t hair. She was bleeding out through her cracked skull, her bight green
eyes already dimmed. No light would ever make those emeralds glimmer the way
they had before.


I looked at
the blood, and then I saw red. When I came to, my mother was screaming. She had
to have been screaming a while, because Mr. Tran and Mikey were standing behind
her, both of them dressed in leather outfits, like they were planning a night
out at the clubs.


I looked back
down at Daddy, but what was left on the floor wasn’t Daddy. I wasn’t sure if it
had ever been human.


I think I tell
myself that, so the guilt doesn’t eat away at me too much. It wasn’t anybody’s Daddy
that I pounded down to a stain in the carpet. It wasn’t a human being that I
broke my hands liquefying. It was just...just a loose end that hadn’t been
dealt with yet.


It’s funny how
things work out. The sperm on the tapes made me look like a latent homosexual
stalker, according to the criminal profiler who handled my case. The way they
laid it out, Clarissa and I made the pit together for Daddy, and Clarissa was
just the victim of a random accident. 


Yeah, I signed
off on their version. How could I correct them? What would I say? “No guys, I
was really planning on trapping a woman to keep her in a pit as my sex slave.”


Right, and then
they’d say, “Well, okay then. Why didn’t you say so in the first place? You’re
free to go.”


So, that’s why
I’m here in the mental ward. Yeah, and all you’re in here for is attempted
suicide. Don’t you feel silly for thinking you’re crazy?


I don’t know
what I’m going to do when I get out of here. Maybe they might sentence me to
prison next, or maybe they’ll just get tired of paying for my pills, and
they’ll kick me out and tell me to get a life. 


But you know
what? Sometimes, I think I want to rent that stupid move, just so I can find
out what happened to the wannabe drag queen. I suppose he probably got killed,
and he didn’t have to hang around and think about the woman in his pit.


Lucky bastard.


 


End
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