
DEATH BECOMES HIM

––––––––

KELLY BARKLEY


Table of Contents

Title Page

Death Becomes Him

Kirk Anderson shuffled along on the sidewalk, feeling like a loser. He had just come from a night out at the bar with his best friend Scott Lane. They had gone for happy hour after work and stayed to try to pick up women. Even though Kirk came out on top in the looks department, Scott always seemed to have better luck with the ladies. Scott attracted women with ease due to his confidence. On the other hand, Kirk fumbled with his words every time a beautiful woman started talking to him. Kirk winced as he reflected on the night’s events. 

“Hi,” said a gorgeous redhead as she sidled up to him at the bar. She took a seat and placed her purse on the top. She was dressed in a sea-green, tight-fitting halter dress with white heels. She ran a hand through her hair and flashed a winning smile at Kirk. “I’m Natalie. What’s your name?”

Kirk swallowed and stammered, “K-K-Kirk. My name’s Kirk.”

“Well, Kirk. Nice to meet you. What do you do?”

Kirk took a deep breath to calm himself. Work, he thought. I can talk about work. Scott, sitting on the other side of Natalie, grinned and gave him a discreet thumbs-up. “I’m a plumber.”

Natalie’s smile faltered a little but she pressed on. “Well, that’s interesting.”

Kirk nodded. “Oh, yeah. If your toilet gets clogged or backed up, I can fix it in no time.”

Scott groaned.

“Mm-hmm. That’s good to know.” Natalie took her phone out of her purse. “Oh wow, is that the time? I really have to get going. Gotta get up early in the morning for work, you know. It was nice to meet you.” And with that, she grabbed her purse and hopped off the bar stool and sashayed away.

Kirk watched her go, wishing that he wasn’t such an idiot. Scott plopped down on the stool that Natalie had previously vacated moments ago. “Dude, I have no words.” 

Kirk hung his head in shame. “I know, I know.”

“You don’t talk about clogged toilets when you’re talking to a woman! A seriously gorgeous woman, at that.”

“Well, what am I supposed to do? Don’t tell them that I’m a plumber?” asked Kirk.

“No, man. You can say that you’re a plumber but just move on quickly from that topic. Don’t go into detail about it. And stop acting so nervous. Every time a woman talks to you, you get all shy and nervous like you’re afraid she’s going to eat you.”

Kirk nodded. “You’re right, you’re right. OK. Next time will be better.”

Scott clapped him on the shoulder. “Yep. It’ll be better next time, buddy.” He stood up and downed what was left of his drink. “I’ll see you tomorrow, OK?” 

“Yep.”

Scott walked out of the bar. Kirk stood up, paid the bill and walked out shortly after. 

As Kirk continued walking along the sidewalk, he slowly became more aware of a convergence of police cars at the end of the street. His curiosity piqued, Kirk began to walk a little faster. Besides, he reasoned, he had to walk past the police cars to get home. As he began to get closer, Kirk saw more of what was going on. 

The police cars were all parked in front of a small, dingy blue house. The officers trained their guns on the front of the house. A crowd was beginning to gather beyond the perimeter. Men and women in their pajamas peered in every direction, trying to get a good look. 

Kirk walked up next to a woman in her sixties, dressed in a worn bathrobe with faded roses on it. “Hey, can you tell me what’s going on?”

“Oh,” breathed the woman. “There’s a man in there that’s holding some poor woman hostage! He’s threatening to slit her throat if the cops don’t leave!”

“Whoa,” said Kirk.

“Whoa is right.” Kirk turned to see who spoke. An elderly man in a blue-and-white striped bathrobe leaned on his cane. “You heard in the papers about the serial killer that’s been murdering these young women lately?”

“You don’t think this is the same guy?” asked Kirk, astonished.

“The very same. I heard one of the cops over there talking about it,” the man said, pointing with a long finger. 

“Wow,” murmured Kirk. A real life serial killer. He focused again on the house, utterly fascinated. Kirk had been following the news lately and recalled the details. Apparently this serial killer seduced his victims and killed them after consensual sex. The coroner never found any evidence of forcible rape in his victims which led to the popular theory that the killer seduced his victims first. The press dubbed him the “Casanova Killer”. 

Kirk turned his attention back to the cops. Why hadn’t they sent the SWAT team in yet?

Suddenly, the front door of the house banged open. Kirk flinched, startled. 

A man came out, pushing a clearly terrified young woman in front of him. He held a knife to her throat and forced her forward. The young woman whimpered. The man’s face shone with maniacal glee. He smiled ominously. Kirk shuddered. The man personified evil. 

The man spoke. “Well, looky here. All our friends came to visit us, honey.” 

A voice rang out amid the gathering of police officers. An authoritative voice. “Let her go, Thomas.” 

“No can do, Captain. I really like her! We had a great time tonight, I would hate to let her go.” He pressed the knife closer to her throat. “Didn’t we, honey? Say yes, we had a great time!”

The young woman trembled and pressed her lips together.

Thomas’s face grew dark. “Say it!” 

“We....h-had a...great time.”

“Good girl,” Thomas stage-whispered. 

“Thomas, if you don’t let her go, we will be forced to shoot.” The police captain lowered his gun. “Let her go.”

“Oh dear,” Thomas giggled in a childish yet threatening way. “I am in a quandary, aren’t I?”

Kirk swallowed. He felt a sliver of fear, even behind the perimeter.

The police captain stared at Thomas. “You’re smart enough, Thomas. You’re smart enough to know you have two choices. You can live and get a trial and have your day in court. Maybe even get off death row, if you got a good enough lawyer. But you’d still live a long while before you die by lethal injection. I’m not gonna lie to you. You killed a lot of women, there’s no way you’re getting out of this alive. Question is just when do you want to die. Today? Or years from now? Your choice.”

“Hmm...” muttered Thomas. “When do I want to die? What do you think, sweetheart?” He licked the young woman’s cheek. “When should I die?”

The young woman began crying. “Please, just let me go!”

Thomas grinned. “Nah...I don’t think I will. I think I’ll die today! And I’ll take you with me, sweetheart!” He began to draw his knife across the woman’s throat.

Suddenly, a multitude of gunshots rang out in the air. Kirk gasped. Thomas dropped to the ground. Dead. 

As the cops swarmed the little blue house, Kirk noticed something odd. Thomas lay dead on the ground but something hovered over his body. Some...dark blob, a misshapen cloud. Kirk couldn’t make it out. But as he watched, the cloud started moving. 

With a start, Kirk realized that the cloud moved toward him. He began to back away. The cloud followed.

Kirk moved faster. The cloud seemed to match his pace. Then suddenly, the cloud enveloped him. Before he knew it, his mouth opened and the dark cloud went down his throat. Kirk collapsed and convulsed. 

All of a sudden, he stopped. Kirk sat up and opened his eyes. He grinned. A slow, menacing grin.

The next night, Kirk began his usual routine of getting ready for the bar. Another night of happy hour with his best friend. But this time, Kirk felt confident. He knew that tonight would be a successful night. He would meet a woman and go home with her. He just knew it. 

Thirty minutes later, Kirk sat at the bar with a whiskey on the rocks. He casually leaned back on the bar stool, sipping his whiskey. He surveilled the room, looking for potential candidates. No one really stood out to him. At least, not yet. He would wait.

“Hey man.” Scott sat down on the stool next to him. “How’s it going?”

Kirk nodded. “Not bad. I’m feeling a lot better tonight.”

“Oh yeah?” Scott chuckled. “I hope so. Remember, if any ladies come up to us, do not go into detail about your job. They don’t need to hear about clogged toilets.”

Kirk smirked. “Not a problem tonight, buddy. Don’t worry about that.”

Scott raised an eyebrow. “All right then. That’s the confidence I like to see!” He thumped Kirk on the back. 

“Hi.” A beautiful blonde sashayed up to them. “What are you boys drinking?”

Kirk smiled a slow, lazy smile. “Whiskey, on the rocks.”

Scott grinned. “Same here.”

“Well, let me get you boys another one.” The blonde signaled to the bartender then sat on a stool next to Kirk.

Kirk leaned in towards her. “Thanks. What’s your name?”

“Ashley.”

“Well, Ashley. I’m Kirk. That’s Scott,” Kirk jerked his thumb towards Scott. “And may I say, you are looking beautiful tonight.”

Ashley tossed her hair over her shoulders. “You may. Thank you. You don’t look so bad yourself.”

Scott looked between the two of them. “Well, I think I see someone I know over there. Excuse me.” He clapped Kirk on the back and walked away.

“I’m glad he left. I wanted to talk to you,” Ashley purred. 

“Did you now?” Kirk tilted his head. “What about?”

“Oh...this and that.”

Kirk leaned in even closer. “That sounds fascinating.”

Ashley laughed. “Oh yeah. I love scintillating conversations.”

“What a coincidence. I do too.”

“Want to take this scintillating conversation back to my place?” Ashley put her hand on Kirk’s leg. “We can...talk...about anything.”

Kirk nodded. “Absolutely,” he murmured.

Twenty minutes later, Kirk and Ashley stood in the living room of her house. The room felt small yet cozy. Kirk glanced around. Ashley caught Kirk’s look and smiled. “Yeah, it’s not the biggest house but I love it. It’s mine and it’s the perfect size for me.”

“No, no, it’s a nice house.” 

“Want a tour?”

Kirk grabbed her hand and slowly pulled her to him. “Actually, I just want a tour of the bedroom...”

“Oh, do you now?”

“Yes,” Kirk murmured. He kissed her, slowly and deeply. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back slightly, kissing her throat. “Let’s take this to the bedroom.”

“Yes...let’s...” Ashley moaned. The two of them made their way to the bedroom. 

Sometime later, they lounged in Ashley’s bed, utterly spent. Ashley laid her head on Kirk’s chest. “That was...amazing.”

Kirk chuckled. “You ain’t seen nothing yet, sweetheart.”

“Sweetheart? Are we doing pet names already?” Ashley teased.

“Don’t flatter yourself.”

“Hey!”

Kirk laughed. He looked down at Ashley, secretly marveling at her beautiful face.

Ashley looked back at him and smiled. “I’m thirsty. Want anything to drink?”

“Actually, yeah. Water would be great, thanks.”

“No problem.” Ashley got up out of bed and walked into the kitchen. 

Kirk watched her go, admiring her deliciously naked ass. Once she left his view, Kirk leaned back and sighed, completely satisfied. It truly had been a great night. As Kirk thought about
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