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Star of the Show
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Blood and guts stream across the screen. I laugh uproariously. The only thing scary about this movie is the looks I’m getting from the couple in front. They need to get a life. I mean, seriously, her hiding her head in his shoulder is a sure sign of the first date - make him feel brave and strong, a load of crap.

I’ve long since stopped going to movies for anything to do with romantic notions. I like to immerse myself into the cinema screen and not be bothered by some idiot fumbling beside me. I mean if I want to do that the last place I’d do it is in the cinema. I like my full attention on the task in hand if you know what I mean.

No, these days I have bigger concerns when I go to the cinema, I like to go to horror because, if I can, I like to re-enact what I’ve seen. I’m the ultimate copycat killer. Lazy in murder as I am in everything. Screams and gasps are easily hidden with the inane crowd that flocks to these. I’m merely giving the survivors something they can remember forever.

I usually go for people on their own, the loners that not many will miss, I had one who wasn’t discovered for three days. Three days! I haven’t been to that cinema since. I mean, for fuck’ sake, clean the place. Today may be different as I can’t think of a more deserving couple to serve my needs than the ones in front. If they’re not glaring at me to stop laughing, but laugh I must, there gazing into each other's eyes instead of the screen. Sickeningly, simpering twats, turn my stomach more than the movie ever could.

Oh cool, only about twenty minutes left, and it looks like the couple’s going to get it. Yeah, while they are kissing straight through her head with the knife, he turns around and looks in horror as does his counterpart sitting in front of me. 

––––––––
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I decide to do a little twist because he really is an obnoxious prick, on-screen he’s stabbed in the heart while he leans over to try and restrain the attacker. I go straight for the throat, great neither have the chance to scream, they collapse into each other, to the casual observer in the darkness they’ll look like they're getting it on. I’ve no need to wait until the end I’ve had my happy ending, satisfaction and release coursing through my veins, heaven. I can’t resist taking a quick photo, a selfie with them behind me, these phones are great, I can upload and mess around with it to my heart's content when I get home.

I love the movies, I always end up the star of the show, always the villain never the hero.

I buy more popcorn and coke I have work to do when I get home. My screen may be smaller but the viewing more enjoyable.
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Mine
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I was hooked on his dance moves first he always made me get into his groove and start to move. I then moved onto his eyes and was completely smitten. The only trouble was he was my best friend’s new beau and beautiful he was. Right there and then I decided he was going to be mine and the beginnings of my demise began.

I could not stand seeing the two of them together but to get to him I had to keep Sandra around. That was hard to do when she had the same problem as me we were both obsessed with Tim.

I found out his schedule from Sandra’s whispered phone calls. Learnt when he was dancing, playing football, bowling or table tennis. He was a fitness fanatic; I suppose along with his mother that’s what made that fantastic body. The body I was soon going to be licking all over. I digress. I have to keep a steady head. I need to bide my time.

I suddenly took a keen interest in certain activities, Sandra was bemused. I told her I just did not want to pile on the pounds like her. My beloved friend I watched slowly move away from me bit by bit. I didn’t care she was only still here at all, so I could keep tabs on Tim.

I started sneaking photographs of her and Tim just one now and again, she had an endless supply. I was making a space to keep a record of me and Tim and all our firsts. The first time we kissed and so on. I did have to cut Sandra out and paste me in but I completely forgot that fact when the finished product was under my pillow.

Poor Sandra stopped taking photographs every few weeks as she kept breaking out in some nasty rash and had swollen eyes and lips. Her allergy returned on and off but she never figured out what was causing it. 

I could, I was injecting the very substance she was allergic to into her cream and watched with a smile as she slathered it all over her precious to Tim’s face.

Stupid bitch kept asking my advice.

“Kelly, look at the state of me, what am I going to do?”

I told her she may be allergic to something in the pill and she better stop taking it for a while until she got her doctor to check it out. I then had to listen to her go on and on about how she’d have to curtail her sexual activities with Tim, I already knew that.

Today I am getting a makeover it’s been three weeks and Kelly hasn’t heard anything back from the doctor, she would never risk pregnancy. I’m hoping a virile young man will be just ripe for picking. He has no idea just how close me and Sandra once were as he never sees us together now. So that will be one moral dilemma solved for him.

Sandra was not the stupid bitch I thought she was. The resounding slap she landed on me when I was supposed to meet Tim I deserved. The tablets are now the beginning of my end.

Bye.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





