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It was bound to happen, again. And they wanted to keep it a secret. Something only God would know. And never their mother who wondered why they preferred the dark. She once called her child a vampire, saying she knew what they had to go out to the Halloween dance as. And the name—vampire or if their mother had her way, Dracula—never stuck, though the comment stayed with em to this very day.

They were on their computer, their room dimly lit and their bed unmade but they never made their bed which infuriated their stepfather who had mad-fun taking them apart with a snide comment here and a snide comment there and they came, the comments, when their stepchild couldn’t predict and they always found a way to be a syringe in their heart which was covered by fingernails and pinkies and the stuff underneath the fingernail was vulnerable and soft and the syringe finding its way under the nail and digging deep and the imagined pain was piercing and immense.

That night, they were filling out a form, and the form was for a site called death/site. By doing this, they were able to predict the death of someone whose contact information they had.

Having filled out the form, they sat back, and they grabbed their can of soda and they pursed their lips around the plastic straw and they sucked the drink into their mouth and then they set their drink aside and looked at it and turned the can and then they were looking at what they just did. Now, all they had to do was hit the OK button.

They could feel their heart pounding in their throat like a bit of climbing vomit, wet and chunky and sticking.

Their pointer hoovered over the OK button, and then, in a quick moment, with their heart pounding harder and louder, they pressed it.

A screen came up and it said, Are you sure you wanna predict this person’s death? And beneath it was a Y button and an N button.

They thought about what they were doing, and what they were going to do, and they hit the button which made them believe something incredible was going to happen but did they want it to happen and were they looking towards it—the death and being free from a site they wished they didn’t use but thought it was a joke and then they were told and they witnessed the unthinkable—the death of their first victim.

They looked at their computer screen, then they looked away, thought deeply about the life whose death they just predicted.

One more and they’d be free, the person being their collateral would be off the cuff and free to live life as they saw it. If they waited any longer, their collateral would be locked in a coma and their death would be assured. That is, if they did nothing but would they’ve.

They looked at the glowing screen of their computer and they logged out and they shut the private window.

They were told so long ago that their friend had used it and the site chose them as their friend’s collateral, wondering if it was true. A thought that sent them here and a thought they wished they never had as it led em to this foul place.

Sleep wouldn’t come easily to em. A couple hours a night was all they had.
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The next day, at a kid-crowded school, they walked through the schoolyard as they watched a couple girls run and jiggle as their feet slapped the red gravel of the track and field track, turning and looking and being obvious, and they turned once more and they walked to their friend, who was waiting by the back of their car with their back turned to them and they took this moment to do something painful. They carefully raised their hand and they flicked the back of their friend’s ear, the friend now paying attention.

The friend turned and turned their head and they held their throbbing ear and they said, Hey.

Hey.

How’s it going.

Not bad. You.

Could be better.

How so.

Didn’t get laid last night.

It sucks to suck.

The friend wanted to say, If I only as long as you; but they thought otherwise, thinking the user had other lines within their head locked away as they always had lines to say for such an occasion.

There was a moment of silence, then the friend broke it.

Did you do it.

The user didn’t know what they were talking about.

Do it, they said.

And the friend said, You know.

The friend was considering the people around em, not wanting to alert the crowd of kids who were walking past em.

And they didn’t know. And the friend said in a lowered volume, The site, did you use it.

And the user knew what they were talking about and they said that yes, they used it.

Mind letting me in.

I’d rather not, the user thought.

Come on, come on, the friend said. I told you about my experience, didn’t I.

And the user, the current user, hoped, looking back, that their friend didn’t tell em about this hideous site.

Since using it, they had a hard time with their head which was going in all sorts of directions, wondering if they were a good person or whether they were doomed to fail.

They knew one thing alright. Sooner or later, if they were pushed too far, the friend, the former user, would be one of their victims. This person had to pay, but would they, the user wondered. They had written everything in their journal. Then they ripped the pages from their journal, a spiral notebook, and they went outside and sat on the steps to the stone back porch and they burned the pages as they didn’t want em to be found and used against em.

But were they victims, the people whose deaths they predicted, the current user wondered.

The friend looked at the user and said, You ok.

The user was silent, breathing, wanting to talk but thinking otherwise.

Hey.

The user looked at the friend who spoke.

Are you okay.

Ask me some other time.

Not in the mood.

I haven’t been in the mood for sometime now, have I, they wondered.

Is it…the site, the friend wondered.

The user looked at their friend, but only for a moment, looking away and within.

Then—the school bell rang and the friend said, We might as well.

Mmm.

I’ll talk to you later, alright.

Sure.

Lunchtime then.

Yeah.

I’ll see you then.

Yeah.

Then and there.

Yeah.

The friend walked away with the user staying near the car. The friend’s vision turned to the school and the two open doors and the many kids filing into the two storey building.

The user then walked inside, wondering if their day would keep going downhill from here. I guess they just had to wait for the lunch hour to come to be.
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They were waiting in the hall and kids were walking past em and then the teacher opened the door and the first students walked inside.

When they were done, the user was standing out in the hall.

The teacher looked at em and wondered if they needed someone to talk to. The teacher also wondered if they should slip em a note or give em detention and if the teacher had what it took to take em out of this hideous spell.

At the end of the day, the teacher decided to let it go.

The student turned and opened the door and walked into class, the teacher speaking.

So nice of you to join us.

It was comments like that and from these kinds of teachers that meant nothing to em. They found their seat and they sat, taking out their school things, and the class went on without a hitch.

Beside em sat a dark minded individual. A friend from a long time ago.

He was taller and thinner and he had the yellow, grimy teeth of someone who didn’t brush or when they did, it was for a special occasion. School, I guess, wasn’t one of em because when it came to school, he approached it like it didn’t matter. Farts were more entertaining and held his attention longer than the teacher who droned on about the day’s special subject like his job was secure and nothing was going to happen to him.

The one time friend felt the eyes of this other person and he turned his head and he looked at them and they were looking at each other and the one time friend says, Yeah.

And they blinked and they looked away and they returned to their schoolwork.

And the one time friend said, Tch, from between their grimy teeth and said, Figures.

And they looked at this one time friend but the friend wasn’t looking at them and when they returned their eyes to their textbook, the one time friend had no idea they were looked at for a second time.

The school bell rang and they went their separate ways. The user going to his next class and the one time friend going to the school cafeteria. His second class was his spare. And he thought only a retard would design his school day like this, trying to get the first period class off but the school not letting that happen.

The user walked into his second class and the second ticked away like the pulling back of a gun’s hammer. The slower it was, the more dramatic, the more the director believed it held you attention. If only they knew better, the user thought, the user registering every blink they made during that class.

When it was over, it was the lunch hour. They walked to the school cafeteria and found a teacher placed at the door, telling kids they couldn’t go inside, and the kids wondered why because they wanted to get something to eat and something to drink and the teacher telling em that they’d know in time which infuriated the kids.

Paramedics were inside, and cops.

The user walked through the school cafeteria hall and they looked through the large windows and they knew without seeing who it was they were putting on a gurney, a sheet covering their face.

Then a paramedic slipped and nearly fell.and the user knew or at least had a good idea as to what the paramedic slipped on—a bright green shiny marble. They marked many of these sights. And the user was privy to only two of em. One of their own making and another was the making of their friend, who was kind enough to introduce em to this mad inducing site.

When they walked outside, there were many kids milling about. Some had the good fortune of sitting on the bleachers. Others went to their car and ate and drank.

The user, on the other hand, was a bit too late.

They walked to the tree and the exposed root and they sat and they threw their bag in front of em. They went through their sack and they found their lunch and the sandwich was squished but edible.

They pulled it out and from aside pouch, they took out their drink and they were sitting and eating and they were trying to keep their mind off of what just happened, but sometimes, they couldn’t.

They heard the key phrases from the other kids, who wondered what went on in their school cafeteria and whether and when they would be told.

The friend was coming out of the school and they saw the user and they raised a hand and the user swallowed their many times chewed bite and they raised their water bottle which was filled with juice and the friend nodded and walked towards them.

The friend wondered if they could go to the burger joint nearby as the friend always bought their meal, whatever fast food the school cafeteria was serving, and the user said, sure, and the friend said, I’ll buy you something, too.

And the user smiled.

It was the first time they did so in some time. They could feel their unused muscles go to work.

And their friend looked at the user and they wondered what happened to such a face.

When they got to the burger joint, the user just said, Get me what you’re getting.

And the friend did and arrived at the table with their two meals.

The user said, Two down. One to go.

That was you.

Mm hmm.

How’re you feeling.

Two down. One to go.

No, man, how’re you feeling.

The user looked at their friend and the friend knew then that they weren’t going to be talking any more about it. Maybe some other time, perhaps, the friend wondered.

How’d you know him.

Old friend.

You were friends with the guy.

Long time ago.

What happened.

Drugs.

That’s all.

Prostitution.

Sold himself, huh.

Mm hmm.

Helluva thing to do.

Caught almost everything you can, too.

Really.

Mm hmm.

Wanna talk about this.

Not really. Just keeping you informed.

Any thoughts as to who the third one will be.

Not a clue.

When you figure it out, the friend said.

I’ll tell you. Always do, don’t I.

You didn’t tell me about him.

I’m telling you, aren’t I.

The friend looked at the user, taking em in. They spoke.

Yeah, I guess.

There was a moment of silence. Then the user spoke.

How’d you take it again.

The deaths.

Hmm.

Hard, but not too hard.

Helluva thing.

Always is, eh.

They finished their meal and walked around and said almost nothing else. Then they went to school and it was then that they heard what happened. A Hampton Granger overdosed in the school cafeteria. They, the school, were offering the teachers’ assistance. If the kids needed anyone to talk to, the teachers were open minded enough to listen, but would they conflict with what they were told.

An English teacher walked up to the user and asked em if they needed to talk and the user said, No, I don’t think so.

You knew the guy, didn’t you.

A bit, yeah.

And you have nothing to say.

Kids were looking at em and the English teacher and the user wondered if this was truly the best way the teacher could be approaching the matter. The user also wondered about the other kids and whether they knew what or who, more importantly, was behind such a thing.

They wondered about the death ball, which was the bright green marble, and who found it and whether they knew about the mad inducing site they were using.

The teacher kept standing there, wondering if they had nothing to say.

And the user said, Not to you. And the teacher saw a distance between em. They had been teaching em for a couple years and they thought they had grown close. Not close like friends but close like a student with a good inspirational teacher—that close. I guess things have a way of changing and they can change without you knowing it. .

The teacher was bowing their head and they said, If you need anyone…

And some of the kids nearby were laughing up a little storm of ha ha ha’s.

And the teacher and the student left it at that. And the user returned to their school assigned book and they kept reading as it was the only thing they had that could keep their mind off of what happened. That hideous thing that needed to occur. A much needed death, indeed. They wondered if they should tell em, their collateral, and whether their collateral would understand and whether their collateral would be appreciative or whether they’d wanted to’ve been killed.

If only they brought it up with their collateral.

I guess a sullen mind has a way of not talking about itself.














