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	My day at the factory had been overlong, but I couldn't keep saying no to Richard and hope to remain on his good side. He had connections in the business hierarchy that allowed him to take off more time than anyone else I knew. Truth be told, I never actually saw Richard working on the line or in the office. Whenever he appeared, he always seemed to be passing through between shifts without a care in the world. 

	Privilege came with certain benefits. As did associating with Richard. I had yet to take him up on his offer of a night on the town despite knowing it would improve my social standing. I hadn't worked up the nerve to accept. 

	"What? No takers?" 

	He flounced up and down the assembly line, looking for someone to succumb to his wiles. His blue eyes met mine before I could duck my head and focus on the task at hand—planting a square-shaped metal component on one side of a roundish aperture in a much larger cube-shaped mold. I didn't have a clue what these parts would eventually be used for. The management kept us in the dark about such things.

	Working beside me, stoop-shouldered Peter cursed under his breath at Richard's sudden appearance.

	"Ah, Anthony! Now there's a young chap with a keen eye for adventure. What do you say? Are you with me?"

	"I-uh—" 

	Peter's gnarled hand clamped my wrist, and I turned to find him glaring at me through his iodized goggles.

	"It's not for you," he grated out in a harsh rasp. Word on the line was he'd once swallowed something thinking it was vodka, but it had burned its way straight through him. His throat had never fully recovered—nor anything else along the fiery liquid's exit route. "I've heard horrible things about that place."

	"Is that what you are, Peter?" We had Richard's full attention. "Some fellow's old wife? Don't fill Anthony's head with such nonsense. Our Tony is a full-grown man!" He clapped me on the shoulder and squeezed what little muscle he found there. "Take it from me, chum. There are certain appetites that can only be satisfied when you have the right connections. I'll get you in, of course, and from there, you're on your own. No one will pressure you into doing anything against your will." He lowered his voice almost conspiratorially. "I'd go alone, of course, but where's the fun in that? Revelry loves company!"

	Peter released my arm, shoving it toward me and Richard as if to say he'd washed his hands of the situation. 

	"It is the same with any addiction," Peter said. "You must have someone to share in your debauchery. Then it does not seem so reprehensible."

	"You would know." Richard winked lewdly and licked his lips. Then he grappled with his own throat all of a sudden and shrieked, "It burns!"

	Peter cursed him and returned to his work. The conveyor belt before us slowed for no one. Except Richard, of course, who seemed unaffected by its demands. But I couldn't for the life of me figure out how. Was it truly just a matter of knowing the right people? Greasing palms, as my own father—God rest his soul—used to say? He'd never believed it possible to improve his station in life and had remained confined to his working caste till the day he died. Richard came from money, by all accounts. The way he wore his collar unbuttoned, his tie loose, and his dress shirt untucked, he had the appearance of a rich boy slumming it. But I couldn't help wondering if there was more to his story.

	Regardless, what mattered most was spending time with my girl. These sixteen-hour shifts on the line were killing me. When I saw Lenora in the evenings, I was so exhausted from standing on my feet all day in unyielding work boots that all I wanted to do was collapse beside the fireplace and have her massage my cramped feet. She deserved so much more: to be courted properly by a fine gentleman who would take her by coach out on the town to see the opera, followed by supper at an elegant restaurant with a hot meal cooked by someone else, where a string quartet would play as they dined by candlelight. That's what our evenings could be like if I was afforded more time off this blasted line. Even a less extravagant outing would be a great improvement.

	Often I feared she would leave me, though she never gave me cause for such a concern. There are worries a man carries regardless of reality, and they are what rob him of sleep at three O'clock every morning.

	"Is it a date then, Anthony?" Richard gave my shoulder another squeeze. "I'd say so. Soon as your shift is over, you come and find me, and I'll show you a night you'll not soon forget."

	With that he was off, sauntering up the line and playfully smacking a pair of buttocks here and there as he went—male, female, it made no difference to him.

	"Thought you were spending the evenings with your lady friend," Peter said beside me, his voice a low growl barely audible over the hum of machinery.

	"What's it any business of yours?" I jammed another square piece onto one of the round ones and glanced up to find Richard had moved on to another section of the factory floor, no doubt to pull one of his mischievous little pranks. How he managed to spend so much of the work day not working at all... It boggled the mind.

	"I am just saying, lad," Peter continued, "that if you go where that fool plans to take you, your girl may not ever want to see you again."

	My brow furrowed at such a perverse suggestion. 

	"You keep that long nose of yours out of my affairs. And stop talking down to me." He may have been as old as my grandfather, but I was no child.

	What passed for mirth appeared in Peter's grey eyes. 

	"You're not ready for what he will show you. That place—it's a den of evil."

	"How would you even know where he's taking me?"

	"It's where he takes all the young men." 

	That didn't make one lick of sense. I had certainly never seen Richard intent on inviting anyone else. For some reason, he'd set his sights on me alone. 

	I shook my head and determined to focus on the job at hand until the whistle blew and I could meet Richard for whatever he had in store for us. Lenora would understand that in the long run, this would be for the best. With a friend like Richard, there was no telling what sorts of benefits we would reap in the future. 

	That's what I told her over the telephone while Richard made faces and crude hand gestures at me through the booth's smudged glass—when he wasn't flipping off the rest of the factory crew who passed us on their way home for the night.

	"Go back to your miserable hovels!" he called after them. "You don't know what you're missing."

	"Is that your friend?" said Lenora over whirring static on the line.

	"That's Richard," I said.

	"Not like this fine bloke here!" He grabbed hold of me, tugging me away from the booth and stretching the phone's tether by its frayed cord. "Time to hang up, chum. We've got morals to violate!"

	"What?" Lenora said, her voice sharp.

	"Don't wait up for me," I managed, raising my voice as the receiver slipped from my grasp. "I love you!"

	It dropped from my hand and swung hard against the glass with a clatter.

	"Oh, how sweet." Richard guffawed, slapping me on the back as he steered me through the throngs of workers. We made our way down a backstreet sodden with rotting garbage and alive with skittering rats. "I have a feeling you'll forget all about your little missus before the night is through."

	"We're not married." Not yet.

	"Living in sin, are we?" He gave me a broad wink. "And here I thought you were such an upstanding citizen, young Anthony! Tell me, is the fornication going to damn your eternal soul? I've always wondered about that. How could something that comes so naturally be a sin?"

	"I'm not a regular church-goer—"

	"That makes two of us." He slapped me on the back again, and this time it stung. "A good thing, too. For I don't believe any of the Faithful could possibly pass through Madame Antic's doors with their salvation intact. They would most certainly burst into flames upon crossing the threshold!"

	A heavy weight slumped in my gut. I had been told Richard had no taste for brothels, and I was glad, for the last thing I wanted was to carry some foul disease back to my dear Lenora. But now I was beginning to have my doubts. I stiffened at the thought of visiting such a place of ill repute.

	"Madame Antic's?"

	"Heard of it, have you?" Another wink from Richard as he forged ahead of me half a yard in the lead, his chin held high, his hands stuffed into the pockets of his tight trousers. He walked these dark backstreets without fear, as if he had every right to be here. What's more, he had the air of a man who owned them. Perhaps he did, at that. Obviously, he did not have a care where the nightly curfew was concerned. "I'm sure half the stories you've heard won't hold a candle to actually being there, Anthony. You're in for a real treat, my friend."

	I licked my lips with a tongue that had suddenly gone dry. "They do use protection, of course?"

	Richard laughed. "Abandon all concerns you have for safety, my friend. Madame Antic's is the last place you'll need to worry about such a thing. Prepare yourself to feel more alive than you ever have before."

	Each alleyway led to another darker, dirtier, more slovenly backstreet, narrow enough for foot traffic alone. Richard and I were the only ones weaving our way through this maze that he had apparently memorized. We were delving deep into the city, digging our way into the folds of its ugly underbelly, passing lopsided tenements I had never seen before. In all honesty, I didn't think much of the little flat Lenora and I shared; it was all we could afford. But to see these towering monstrosities, I couldn't help but observe that we lived quite well in comparison.

	"Do you come here often?" I struggled to keep pace with Richard's longer legs. My sore feet made it no easy task.

	"The pits, isn't it? They call it HellTown, you know. Their term of endearment."

	I didn't know, but I nodded anyway. "Fitting." 

	"The Blue Men don't tread this far out of the city proper, and most here are fine living by one rule." He glanced at me to see if he had my attention. Of course he did. "Survival, chum."

	"You mean there's no law?"

	"A little slow on the uptake, but that's just one of your charms." He clapped me on the back again, and I tried to hide my wince. "Rape, murder, theft, battery—we're likely to see more than our share tonight. Survival of the fittest and all that. Isn't it thrilling?"

	Not the word I had in mind.

	"Ah, and here we are." Richard came to a dead stop at the end of the alley. Feet spread apart and hands on his hips, he stood like an explorer surveying a magnificent vista. 

	All I saw was a run-down hotel with jittery, scarlet-colored lights that would have spelled MADAME ANTIC'S if they'd all been working properly. Whatever colored gas had been pumped into the curvaceous glass tubes appeared to have lost its potency. Wedged between drab tenements on either side, the hotel's upper levels sported rickety iron fire escapes. They did nothing to alleviate my fear of the place; the whole block looked like a line of firetraps waiting to erupt. 

	"Looks closed." There were no lights in any of the windows, and no signs or sounds of life emanated from the dilapidated building. In contrast, screaming contests and crashing noises came from nearly every floor of the tenements on either side, bursting with irascibility.

	"All part of the fun, Tony. You don't mind if I call you Tony?" 

	"My friends do," I faltered.

	"Friends we are, then." With another wink, Richard struck off across the street without bothering to look both ways. 

	There was no traffic, wheeled or otherwise, to impede us, but it was force of habit that induced me glance up and down the uneven cobblestones before rushing to join him. Together we stepped up onto the curb of the cracked sidewalk.

	"The windows, you see, have been designed to give the illusion that no one resides in those rooms." Richard craned his neck back as he gestured toward the floors above us, each of them dark, devoid of any spark. Even the great double doors before us appeared to have gone long without use—carved ironwood by the looks of them, perhaps imported from the jungles of Africa or somewhere equally exotic. "One-way glass, I believe, is the name for it. Just a sample of the wonders you're about to witness, chum." 

	With a wink, Richard strode forward and raised his fist to pound twice upon the right-hand door.

	"How did you first hear of this place?" I glanced up at the jittery sign above us. The scarlet gases inside the glass seemed to slither like one long, non-corporeal serpent cut into several pieces, each alive and able to move autonomously. "Seems a bit out of the way."

	Richard's chuckle drew my attention back to him. 

	"My dear Tony, you really need to get out more. Madame Antic's is the only place that matters. There's nowhere else like it—not in this city, at any rate. The French, of course, have their own version of it, as do many other European city-states. But we can't afford to take a steamship over there anytime we like, now can we?"

	I knew full-well I couldn't—not that I ever thought about such things. The factory consumed my life, providing income that covered only necessities. I had never seen a steamship, much less considered affording an excursion aboard one.

	Which brought a single thought crashing into my mind: Who was going to pay for our night of adventure? My next paycheck wouldn't be cut until the following week, and my billfold was sadly lacking. 

	"Uh-Richard, I probably should have told you before, but I'll have to owe you..." 

	"Ah," Richard sighed with a satisfied smile that stretched his narrow features.

	The ironwood doors had creaked inside, just when it was beginning to appear that no one was there. Now they pivoted on their hinges, opening of their own accord. I looked for a doorman but couldn't see anyone of the sort—nothing at all beyond the threshold. Instead, the most impenetrable black met my eyes.

	"Wonders, chap." Richard clapped me on the back yet again, but I grit my teeth and didn't utter a sound.

	My complete attention had been stolen by the automaton wheeling out of the darkness to greet us.

	"Welcome, deviants." It uttered the words in a low monotone. Its eyes, a pair of magnifying lenses, locked onto each of us in turn, the metal box-head squeaking as it pivoted left to right. Its steel arms wielded pincer-claws that beckoned us to follow as it wheeled backward, returning from whence it had come. Wheeled was perhaps the wrong word to describe how it rolled upon treads similar to a tank's. In height and girth, the thing was only as large as an average ten-year-old child. "This way, if you please. Your night of transformation is about to commence." 

	With that, it disappeared inside—literally. On our side of the threshold, the machine had been clear to see; as soon as it crossed over, however, the blackness absorbed it completely from sight. Grinning at me, Richard followed the automaton into the darkness that swallowed him whole. 

	Alone now, I stared at the black wall that rippled like a vertical pool of ink. No sounds emanated from within.

	"Richard?"

	I reached forward, wondering if it would stir at my touch like a pond of murky water or a column of fog. Would my fingers dissolve into it, merging with the black, so that it appeared I'd lost them altogether? Would a force of some kind draw me inside once I had breached the darkness? Did it run on a power source of some sort, or was it merely an example of the same technique used to cover the windows? One-way glass, Richard had called it.

	How had he walked through such a thing?

	I paused before my fingertips breached the black. Less than an inch away, they hovered indecisive as my thoughts returned to dear Lenora, alone this evening. How long did Richard intend for us to remain at this strange establishment? Not even through the door, and I already wanted to return home. I missed her.

	But this had to be done. For weeks, I'd weighed the advantages and disadvantages of taking Richard up on his offer. If I truly wished to improve my station in life, I had to become his friend. I refused to imagine myself twenty years from now as a middle-aged man still chained to that damnable assembly line—standing on my feet all day with no concept of the bigger picture, simply a cog in a greater wheel, never knowing what sort of machines we assembled.

	"Coming along, chum?"

	I jumped back with a start at the sight of Richard's disembodied head floating before me. The black soup rippled as he laughed and wagged his face side to side. 

	"Through the looking glass you go! This is your night, Tony. We'll pretend you're getting married tomorrow to that girl of yours, and I'm your best man. Let the debauchery begin!" 

	After a wink, his head dissolved, vanishing inside.
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	Left with only one decision to make, I clenched my fists to my chest and shut my eyes, forging into what I was sure would feel as cold and wet as the deepest sea. But the sensation was nothing of the sort, and it took only a moment to pass into the glowing warmth of a small hotel's receiving area. Every surface that met my gaze was either velvet or silk in shades of crimson or the colors of autumn: golds and rust hues with silver ribbons, drapes and furnishings more lavish than any establishment I had ever set foot in my entire life. 

	I must have been a sight, gawking at everything like a country bumpkin, for Richard burst out laughing as he approached me. His arms had gathered two damsels cinched into rib-crushing bodices that exposed their ample cleavage so generously they resembled pairs of ripe buttocks rather than generous feminine curves. As I stared at their chests—for I found I couldn't take my eyes away—I realized with dread fascination that was indeed what they were, as if their own behinds had somehow been transplanted to sprout where their bosoms had once resided. 

	"Oh come now, Tony, let's see a smile!" Richard nudged my shin with the toe of his boot. 

	My face had often received the criticism that anyone could read it like an open book. I must have winced sourly at the two girls and their bizarre endowments. 

	"This is Cinderella," Richard said, squeezing the young woman on his left. "And this is Rapunzel. Or is it the other way around? I have no idea!" 

	The three of them laughed out loud.

	I nodded politely to each of them and averted my eyes from the obscene jiggle of their chests. This place had the look about it of a well-funded brothel, and I assumed Richard would be whisked away to one of the rooms upstairs in a matter of minutes by his companions. Did they mean for me to join them? Just the thought of it filled me with revulsion. These two females were Mutilators, by all appearances. I shuddered to think what they would do to him up there.

	Peter had been right. If this place was filled with such people, it was indeed the lowest den of debauchery in the city. No wonder it was so well-hidden in the heart of these hellish outskirts.

	"Come along, Tony!" Richard turned an about-face all of a sudden, and the two girls shrieked with delight as they were whipped around toward the magnificent spiral staircase. "We'll show you to your room. You've got a nice one next to ours, so you'll hear each and every scream." He growled that last word into Rapunzel's ear, and she jumped with a shrill laugh, slapping him hard across the face. Yet she smiled without a hint of malice. "They do like to play rough." 

	Richard winked back at me. His lip had broken and now blossomed with fresh blood. Cinderella noticed it and ran her tongue across his mouth with wild abandon.

	My stomach muscles twisted, and I flinched.

	"Feeling all right?" droned the automaton.

	I hadn't noticed the machine beside me. In fact, I hadn't been aware of there being anyone at all around me, so keenly had I been focused on the spectacle of the room. But now as I turned my attention to the blurs moving about, I recognized the shapes of dozens of people ascending and descending the stairs, most of them in pairs but many moving alone, all of them smiling and cheering one another on as if they were members of the same rugby team. Many of the women wore costumes as gaudy as Rapunzel and Cinderella's, but just as many looked to have come in off the street like Richard and myself, perhaps after a long day working under similar factory conditions. Which is to say, those of us wearing work clothes appeared to be your normal, run-of-the-mill human beings, while the men and women decked out in the garish attire of circus performers looked as much like mutants as I could ever have imagined. Whether their bizarre transformations were temporary or permanent, I could not ascertain.

	Rumors of illegal places such as this ran rampant, of course, but I had never known how to find one. Nor would I have wanted to. Growing up, there had been talk of self-made mutants—men and women who'd grown tired of their God-given flesh and bones and sought to change themselves into unnatural things: moving or adding limbs, replacing skin with a clear-coat or fur, turning one's face upside-down. I had never believed any of it, of course, just as I had never truly believed there were serpents in the sewer lines. But that didn't stop me from checking the toilet bowl every time I took a seat.

	Perhaps my fears were unjustified. The girls with Richard had merely been blessed with unnaturally large bosoms. As for the other guests...birth defects could explain their abnormal appearance. Madame Antic's was not a Hotel Grotesque. It was merely what it appeared to be: a very popular brothel for the discreet and adventurous. The problem was, I didn't belong there.

	More than anything, I wanted to go home to Lenora, and I would have embraced any excuse to leave the premises. Richard had already said we were friends, hadn't he? He'd called me Tony, a nickname I hadn't heard since high school—back in the days before I'd been drafted by the factory. Of course my fiancé called me Tony as well on occasion, but that was in an entirely different context. Regardless, enough progress had been made for one night. Richard would understand if I needed to leave. Wouldn't he? He couldn't possibly hold it against me. 

	"Sir?" The automaton prodded my arm with one of its pincers. 

	"I'm fine." I took a step away from the machine.

	"Your friend wishes you to follow him." The pincer rose to gesture halfway up the staircase where both Cinderella and Rapunzel were trying to kiss Richard at the same time. "It would be best if you did so. Madame Antic's can be a disorienting place without the proper guide."

	"He said I—" A frown creased my brow. "That I have a room...?"

	"Yes, of course. Tailored to your specific requests."

	"But I haven't made any requests." I wouldn't have known what to ask for in the first place. It wasn't as though I had put any advance planning into the evening. I was simply tagging along with Richard on one of his late night adventures. Had he known all along that I would join him—that I would say yes tonight? And if so, how? "Out of curiosity, whose name is my room under?"

	"Why yours, of course."

	"And that would be?" 

	"Peter Gideon—the name you use every time, sir."

	I blinked at the machine as if it would recognize my confusion and do its best to explain matters. Why would Richard have made a reservation in Peter's name—the old man with the burned throat who worked beside me on the line? The same man who had warned me not to join Richard in his revelry. Had the two of them come here before? I had some difficulty imagining a straight-laced man like Peter entering such a place; but if so, why did this robot seem to think I was him? We looked nothing alike.

	"You need your lenses cleaned," I muttered. 

	"How's that, sir?"

	"I'm not Peter."

	"My mistake, sir. Of course, within these walls, you can be whomever you wish." The treads retreated a few inches as if in apology. "Nevertheless, your room is ready. You are welcome to choose from any of the girls who suit your fancy."

	My gaze narrowed at the machine. I'd had quite enough of this place. But I didn't think it would be wise to leave without Richard as my guide. For one thing, I wouldn't have known how to get out of HellTown, and the screams I'd heard earlier were enough to keep me rooted where I stood. At least here I was among fellow human beings who didn't seem intent on tearing each other limb from limb.

	"Tony, they've got me!" Richard hollered as his two escorts hoisted him lengthwise between them, charging up the remaining stairs to the floor above. Their cackling laughter more suited to witches than princesses. 

	They whisked him away with glee, and just before they vanished from my sight, I saw something on Richard's face that gave me pause. Until that moment, he'd been his jovial self, in complete control of the evening's festivities. He'd had the look about him of a man who darkened these doors regularly. There was nothing here he hadn't participated in before; he'd seen it all, done it all. Yet as he'd called my name, as those two strong women hauled him like a length of rolled carpet—when just a few moments before, he'd been leading them up the stairs with an arm around each one, whispering things into their ears, making them giggle and blush—there appeared on Richard's face a brief look of uncertainty. In that instant, all his bravado disintegrated.

	The arms of the women seemed to have doubled in girth, rippling with hard muscle as they took him away. "They've got me, Tony!" he cried. No one else seemed to notice. They were too absorbed by their own boisterous frivolity.

	I sprinted after him, not entirely sure what I planned to do. Wrestle him free?

	"Enjoy your evening, Mr. Gideon," the automaton said with the congeniality of a butler.

	Not bothering to give it a second glance, I set my sights on the top of the stairs and moved as quickly as I could through the masses. They all seemed to know where they were going, laughing amongst themselves all the way. The human tide ascending and descending didn't seem to mind the brusque manner with which I pressed past. None of them recognized me as a presence worth noting. That suited me fine. 

	I took the stairs two at a time, dodging the revelers and craning my neck for a glimpse of Richard. How had they moved out of my sight so fast? A growing sense of cold foreboding grew in my gut. In contrast, the people I passed all wore the same glazed look, as if they'd gorged themselves and were now feeling the aftereffects: stupefied pleasure that manifested itself in easy laughter, heavy-lidded eyes, and loose smiles.

	I reached the top of the staircase and turned right, the direction I'd seen Cinderella and Rapunzel take Richard. But I came to a standstill at the sight of the vacant hallway stretching out before me, lined on either side by dozens of doorways. Some were closed, but most of them stood open. Out of them came the most unnerving sounds I had ever heard in my life: noises from human throats that were almost bestial in their intensity, mingling pleasure and pain in equal measure. 

	I could only imagine what sorts of perversion were going on inside those rooms. Why would anyone participating in such debaucheries want the doors to their rooms wide open for any passersby to witness them in the act?

	Then it struck me that the rooms with the doors closed were perhaps empty, that it might have been the custom at Madame Antic's to share everything with everyone, including those who desired only to watch. I had seen men and women downstairs flounce from partner to partner as if trying to decide who their first mate would be in a disgusting orgy about to commence. Would I hear a gong sound? Is that what they all were waiting for downstairs? Would I be trampled in a stampede of fleshly desire as they ran to their rooms? If so, then Richard and his escorts had beaten the rush.

	But to what end? Was he one of the victims I heard echoing now in this gaping hallway—so long it seemed impossible that it was even part of the hotel? What were those women doing to him?

	Before my imagination could get the better of me, I forged ahead. Fists clenched at my sides, I stared straight on as I passed the open doorways. In my mind's eye, I saw leather and lace, chains and whips, cavorting flesh—but that could not have been further from the truth. 

	When a guttural scream erupted from my right, I couldn't help but cringe away, half-turning to stare at the source of the horrible sound. This is what I saw: 

	A man hung in a leather harness, chained to the ceiling. Two women were with him, one on either side. Each wore the costume of a fairytale princess, and somewhere in the recesses of my recent memory, I knew they looked familiar. But at the moment, all I could do was stare at the man suspended between them. He no longer resembled any man I had ever seen. Stripped to the waist, his skin looked nothing like human flesh. It had been cut, peeled off. The man hung there with his upper torso, arms, neck, and face skinned down to the bloody pulp of his muscles and organs. Wide eyes stared back at me from the raw meat of his face, the whites standing out sharply against dark crimson that glistened and oozed. Gleaming chrome instruments sat on surgical trays at either side of the poor fellow and in the hands of the blood-spattered princesses.

	"Like what you see?" crooned one of them.

	"Richard?" I gasped.

	"No Richard here," snapped the other woman, dressed like Snow White; her partner could have been Sleeping Beauty—but not from the illustrated children's stories. These two with their low-cut bodices were mistresses of the night; that much was plain.

	"My mistake," I stammered, forcing myself to put one foot in front of the other as the bloody man kept his eyes fixed upon me in the silence. I found it impossible to shake his gaze until his teeth appeared in a tight grimace. A flash of white, and he growled with the menace of a watch dog. I quickly looked away.

	He didn't want my help. He wanted me to move on. I'd seen all he cared to share with an audience. Was he in that room of his own accord? If so, then what had been done to him, no matter how obscene, was his desire. The women carried no weapons, and they did not seem to be compelling him to remain in his harness. He was not chained to it; there were no locks on the leather that held him upright. The only chains present held the harness like a swing on a children's playground.

	As much as it horrified me, I had to believe he wanted to be there
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