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Nightfall

Nightfall peeked through the window, making the stove
start to paint dancing shadows on the wall. The flames of the fire
glanced at me curiously, wanting to know what I was doing.

Nothing. I was doing nothing; only watching fire
dance through the opened door of the old stove. I loved to do it;
just look into the flames and listen to the crackle of the
smouldering firewood that flies from the old, rusty, metal
cylinder.

Ashes of forgotten memories lay in the corners;
beneath broken cobwebs of vanished dreams. Nobody bothered their
doze because I was alone in the little house; immersed in the deaf
silence of calm; that surrounded me and gently rested my head in
her bosom.

Only that sound should not have been there. The tiny
sound that began to increasingly annoy me. The ticking of the clock
broke the peace of silence and forced me to withdraw my gaze from
the fire. I hated that sound. Because if somebody hears that sound
in the empty silence of a room, it denotes that somebody is going
to leave that room. Forever. And it was always too painful for me.
It filled my soul with the sadness of the fade away; and it was
hard to get rid of. There and at that time, I did not want to fight
against it. But also I did not want it to carry me off and devour
my soul. I would have liked to stay. To feel the warm calmness and
look into the fire. Thus, I stood up. I put on my jacket and went
out of the house. Yes. I fled from the sound. From the sound of
passing time.

There were not clouds above the forest.
Needle-speckled dots, ice-cold stars were sparkling in the frosty
deep of the dark sky; and the pale light of the moon was brightly
reflected back by the snow. The chill slapped my face. The mist of
my breath glided away rapidly from my lips into the early
night.

Accompanied by the crunching snow under my boots, I
began at pace to the forest. It would have been more convenient to
go to the village on the road to the little pub, but I was hurrying
and the path through the forest was shorter and faster. In
addition, I loved the forest. It was my second home.

I entered the trees and followed the path. Nothing
was moving in the air. Emptiness was swinging amongst the tree
boles and life did not quiver under the blanket of snow.

The path was mainly used by me. My shoes flattened
the awakening grass to the ground; my boots trod the fallen leaves
into the mud; the wheels of my car pushed the saplings on the
track. That path was mine. It was my track through the forest.

I knew what to expect when I would reach the
village. For who I was important, they were not. For who I was not
important, I was just a face from the edge of the village in the
pub with many strange stories. Stories, which were bygone like old
tales; and tales can only be heard.

However, I still wanted to be amongst people. For
where there are people, there is also life. And life suppresses the
ticking noise of the clock; which rigorously measures time and
packs its weight; and its noise does not echo in lonely nights and
never dies away in an empty room.

The whiskey flask was filled to the brim in my
inside pocket – as always – but I did not wish for it. I was
running away from the sound that was mauling my chest from
within.

I did not care for anything; just going forwards as
fast as I could to reach my asylum: the company of people. And
suddenly I realized, I had fallen.

The weight of heavy silence descended on the trees
and pushed down relentlessly their branches. And I knew I was not
alone. What I was running in my soul away from; I was running
straight ahead into; its arms were stretching out towards me.

I stopped and surrendered myself. But not entirely.
If I had to fall then I wanted to feel myself pleasantly, at
least.

I never drank except when I was gleeful. People
usually drink to be merry. But I only drank when I was chirpy. Even
though I definitely was not in my best mood, I wanted to feel the
taste of the sunshine that is closed in liquid rye. I reached into
my jacket and pulled out the whiskey flask. I unscrewed its cap and
lifted it to my lips. However, I could not drink from it. As I
tilted the flask, I looked up skywards. At that moment, heavy
snowflakes started to fall.

Nevertheless, no cloud was in the sky. High, far
away, beyond the falling snow, the moon was shining, and the stars
were blinking; and I also had to blink. As if it was shaken from a
pillow, large snowflakes fell sharply into my eyes. And then I
heard voices.

They came from behind my footprints that were being
covered by the snowfall. The cheerful chatting of girls; they were
laughing amongst themselves.

I took the flask from my mouth. Turning back, I
stared into the white curtain. Slowly, they emerged through the
pelting flakes. I could see them just as they got close to me. From
the hoods of their coats, they gave me a smiling look and went on.
They did not hurry. I watched them as their shapes disappeared into
the snow, and their titter faded.

There was no silence. As well as those girls, others
came. With smiles, they emerged from the mute blizzard and went
away.

I blinked in confusion after them. They looked
familiar. Like forgotten, long lost faces.

The next who came was alone. I recognized her. Slim,
unruly locks peeked out from underneath her knitted cap – just as
in Salzburg on the Interpol seminar.

I guessed who would come after her. I knew my senses
were playing with me. My own personal past caught up with me and
was ambling in front of my eyes.

I calmed down. Running further was not possible.
There was nowhere for me to go. I screwed back the cap of the
whiskey flask and put it back in my pocket.

I waited. I knew she would come. An unfinished
chapter in my life. And she came. With swinging hips, she stepped
out from the seconds of streaming white flakes of time. Because
time was trickling onto my head; and covering the land.

Her long, reddish hair flowed freely on her
shoulders. She got beside me. Glancing at me warmly, she moved on.
However, something glinted in her grey-blue eyes. The shy, worry
dressed look that I saw only two times from her in my life.
Stepping to her, I accompanied her and gave myself up to the flare
of memories.


I.

Maya was writhing on the pole, slowly peeling of her
bra. She did it really sensually. I had already seen many talented
strippers, but she was by far the best amongst them. During her
show, her natural pheromone radiant being manifested so strongly
that all men’s eyes were stuck breathless to her; making their
hearts pound somewhere beneath the underpants, following the slow
pace of the music. At least, almost everyone’s.

Two tables away, right from me in the corner, a guy
in his fifties tried to transfer his Maya triggered reactions in a
go-go dancer who was beset in his lap. Although a glacier amount of
vodka was steaming in the man, it could not obstruct him to divide
his attention into three parts: the girl who wanted to get rid of
him, Maya, and me. He provoked me with his eyes. I knew that he
could see I was getting nervous; so he was doing his own show
straight at me. Nevertheless, this also had him worried. Although I
was aware that, I was not able to exclude him from my attention.
Bullying women always made me angry, and I could never conceal
that. However, Yadranka – in my arms – was busily taking a selfie
of us with her mobile phone. Full of sequin, slashed-to-navel, mini
dress left her slim, sexy back free, and she was not wearing
panties. Casually, I could see peeping out the wattles of her
labium; although they were not addressed to me. That belonged to
her role – however nobody asked that of her.

The air ran out from the club, and a deep murmur of
dismay burst out from the lungs. The drunk vodka-fighter turned to
the stage his eyes bulging out.

I also turned to the stage and my eyes also bulged
out.

Maya revealed her bosoms; which were hidden by her
hands until now. They were gorgeous. No wonder man-kind forgot to
breathe, and the look in the molls’ eyes changed to envy. Maya’s
bosoms stared forwards stone hard and stood so jauntily as with
women in their twenties had never yet – without silicone. But
inside those tits there was not even a molecule of plastic. As Maya
did not contain a trace of minimum of age either – that would have
been required for her show.

The heavy, stifling gloom of the club was swimming
in lust, erotic brain-fog, as Maya began her final act: getting rid
of her panties with seemingly endless tweaking after she had flayed
the tensed nerves. And I was looking forwards to it. Nobody in the
club wanted more than me to see Maya’s nude body. Not because of
her butterfly weight – in her clear, one-hundred-pound erogeneity –
acting as if a pallet of Viagra was pressed into a man by a
45-tonne truck; not at all. I wanted Yadranka to take a picture
with her mobile phone for the prosecutor; so that we could initiate
a judicial proceeding against the club and Maya.

By chance, Yadranka’s hand touched my groin. It was
tightly stretching my trousers and soaking my underwear. And she
left her hand there for too long a time. And it was very pleasant.
Nevertheless, I did not bring her with me for this. I was very
aware that she wanted to get me; there were unequivocal – but
restrained – signs of her intentions. But not that was the cause
why I agreed to bring her with me to the club – on her own
suggestion. I accepted her idea because she was the most suitable
person for this mission in the district police department. She
aboriginally was so nutty that she was able to stupefy anybody
around her. Furthermore, she spoke Serbian without an accent; that
made her totally suitable to act the role of a beginner
millionaire’s drunk bitch. However, at this time, she was consuming
her first husband; so I put her out of my interests.

Without looking, I murmured to her, ‘Don’t overplay
your role! Focus on the task at hand!’

She leaned to my ear. Her lips caressed my earlobe
as she whispered with deliberate exaltation, ‘I’m not playing. I’m
focusing on the essence. But you’re too blind to see where you
should look.’

Her hand moved out of my lap lazily. Very lazily. So
far, if I had not been too convinced about whether she would like
to have deepened the good relationship between us, then I would
have been a hundred percent sure now. But I caught on to the
situation. So my certainty grew a thousand percent. It was a very
pleasant feeling. Inside my underwear, I winced for it. However, I
calmed down. The placing of her hand meant that she had not drank
too much vodka; which we had drunk because of our roles before we
came to the club – although, to tell the truth, we drunk much more
than was necessary. Well, perhaps it was not my intention to fuck
her, I tremendously enjoyed being in her company – although the
theme of ‘what would be if...’ ran through
my mind many times during our everyday work.

Maya’s last piece of clothing flew away with a kick,
and her granite-solid bottom began – slowly circling – to turn her
body towards us. Male and female desires spouting waves licked her
shape. Paralyzed tongues stuck to dry lips. Petrified pairs of eyes
swam into hot, lush, meat lined fantasies. Time stopped, and Maya’s
lust-hissing spirit devoured the audience.

Maybe if I had not believed that I was watching a
juvenile, then her show would have fully impressed me; and I would
not have heard that faint, typical sound – the tiny, aid seeking
scream of a girl. But I heard it and looked to the corner. The
vodka-fighter looked at me in his pride of I-can-have-everything.
The go-go dancer wanted to escape his grasp, but he did not let
her; although he did not care for her. His aggressive attention
directed solely at me. As our eyes made contact, he dropped a rough
shout at me. He said something but I did not understand. By the
time I had realized that he had grunted at me in a foreign
language, it was too late. Perhaps, if I had not risen up
instinctively to better understand what he wanted to say, I could
have escaped. However, it would be a lie to state that Maya’s
charisma left me absolutely cold. It had an impact on me, and my
increased hormone level suppressed my coolness. My legs
automatically pushed my body up, and I leaned towards the man to
hear better his words. It was a mistake. Even if it was
unintentional.

As I rose, two wardrobe-sized men started to gallop
towards me from behind the vodka-fighter’s shadow. They were his
bodyguards. I knew the workings of these clubs. I knew that – from
the opposite direction – at least three other security guards of
the club had already launched against me. Five versus one – not a
good ratio. In a movie, that is not a problem for a Chuck Norris.
But this was not a movie, and I was also not famous for my
spinning-rotary kicks. I was not carrying a weapon; the security
could have spotted it during entry.

Pinching my cufflink, I activated the panic button.
I calculated it would take about fifty seconds for my colleagues to
reach me; thirty seconds until they get to the door of the club
from their outside concealment, three-four seconds while they got
past the security, then up to the stairs, finally to the room of
the club. Too much time. By that time, about as much would remain
of me as caviar in a tadpole.

I shoved Yadranka out of my arms, picked a whiskey
glass up from the table and flung it at one of the wardrobes who
was closer to me. This was as effective against him as braces on
Bluetooth – but halted him for tenths of a second. While pieces of
the cracking glass were flying in all directions off his head, I
snatched a small round-table and beat his chest. This stopped him.
Twelve-year-old rye nectar was leaking into his eyes. I felt sorry.
For the rye nectar. It was Tullamore Dew aged for more than a
decade. Every drop of it was worth gold. I really felt pity for it.
The wardrobe also begrudged as it pinched his eyes mercilessly. His
tears overflowed.

The other wardrobe jumped into the air and – after a
ten-point somersault – landed behind me. They were not the usual
meat-tower bodyguards, but real professionals. Compared to the
security staff at the club – of whom many were off-duty policemen,
which was prohibited – they had advanced melee combat trainings.
More exactly, they were at least regional champions of any martial
art, before they were hired for the job. This aerialist got the
legs of the table in his abdomen. He staggered back, but it was
nothing to him. I was sure that, under his five-hundred-pound
shirt, he wore such a six-pack abs that even the most wooden-pussy,
christian-communist, secretary of state for education would have
flown herself at screamingly. Unfortunately, he did not have to do
one of them but me.

I pulled back the table and pushed it by its top in
the Tullamore Dew lamenting’s head. It knocked him out. I focused
immediately on the aerialist.

In the meantime Yadranka also went into action. She
threw herself against the security guards who were running to us.
Five feet five inches of slimness.
One-hundred-and-twenty-seven-pound fatless fitness-muscles. The
hard curls of her permed, long, blonde hair loped in the air as she
jumped at the club’s guards. In the twinkling of an eye, I was able
to gain a deeper insight into her private sphere as her spinning
trained, muscular thighs flashed out her inner lips; when she
kicked in the head one of the security guards in a simple movement
– with her five-inch heel.

‘What a woman!’
rushed through my brain; at the same time as a not too perfect kick
hit my chest. Well, work or sex. The two do not go together. Except
if it is somebody’s job actually.

 Fortunately,
my erotic contemplation took just a moment, and I was already
moving when I swelled that kick. After flying seven feet, I landed
on the red, velvet upholstery of another box – into a very female
shaped girl. My nose drilled in her huge, risqué cleavage. It was
so large that its five feet tall owner1 was
not accepted at Hooters – claiming that she was too oversized. I
knew that because I knew her. Once I freed myself from the
bio-airbags, I was faced with Samantha’s surprised face. I was also
surprised. Samantha’s operational area was quite far from the world
of elite clubs. In spite of her wit and body features, she was not
a too popular lady of pleasure. She was always choosing road
sections where she should have never stood. Additionally, she was a
self-respecting personality – with a genetically programmed desire
for freedom and human rights – and stubbornly insisted on those
areas. Once or twice a simple constable collects her next to the
Saint Georgina catholic kindergarten, but when on the fourth time
he is called to the same place because of Samantha, then he chooses
an easier way to solve the problem. He knows that a bitch is going
to be free no later than the next day. So saving himself from the
unnecessary administration work, he picks up the unswerving worker
girl, takes her beyond the border of his police department and
drops her out from the police car next to the headquarters of the
Clear Nation and Morals Foundation. However, a police officer is
everywhere just a police officer. It is the same as well a district
away. And there, the police officers also want to avoid the
procedure of pointless paperwork – and like saving trees too. Thus,
Samantha was always teleporting back to our district quite fast –
owing to another police car. I had had to investigate her cases
many times. All the time, it was a pleasure to be in Samantha’s
company – and not only for that. It is
funny to interrogate a lady of pleasure; and Samantha could assert
the facts particularly well. During the formal procedures, I had
regularly stretched out from laughing. I had not seen her since
half of a year ago. According to my information, she had become a
fire and occupational health and safety inspector; and she audited
multinational companies internally.

As an answer to her widely opened, astonished eyes,
I muttered an ‘I’m sorry!’ She began to scream politely.

I jumped-up. I dodged a kick; that was roaring away
next to my head after a three-yard soaring approach. From the
corner of my eye, I saw Yadranka kick a club’s guard’s leg out and
slam him down to the ground with an arm-twisting. I cannot imagine
how her warrant card came into her hand; but shouting, ‘POLICE!’
she pushed it into the face of another security guy who had grabbed
her hair. He stopped immediately.

As Yadranka was standing there countable her every
vertebra facing me of her naked back – with the memory of the judo
throw that burned into my brain and with the knowledge about how
she was wholly nude under her cocktail dress –, she totally
impressed me. ‘Fuck yeah!’ I thought,
‘Such a woman must be banged!’ I decided
that if I survived this night then I would express my gratitude to
her.

I sensed movement behind me, and this drew me back
to reality. Turning, I ducked my head just before a spinning kick
stormed away above me. But I took the acrobatic martial artist’s
other leg in my chest. I fell through the back of the sofa and
sprawled on the floor. I jumped up immediately, but the bodyguard’s
feet stamped next to me right away.

A hand grabbed the neck of my shirt with the tie,
and I could foresee a fist drawn up from the elbow. I knew I would
die.

‘Police! Police!’ roars blared. My team arrived.

The bodyguard’s eyes flashed as he wondered who I
could be. The tightness on the neck of my shirt loosened, but he
did not release me. Like a not too emotional farewell, he punched
at my jaw. Not full force, otherwise I would not be able to yarn
these lines. He knew well that killing a policeman during arrest
would not be a good omen – no matter how expensive a lawyer he can
afford. Therefore, his strike was like a horse’s dick for a virgin.
Just not so gentle. Again, I flipped over the back of the sofa and
my face landed between Samantha’s thighs.

As a promotion – and compulsory professional routine
– Samantha repeatedly offered herself for me, but I always refused.
In the course of time, her offerings piped down during the
apprehensions – and I addressed those with a ‘Someday.’ I think she
had never imagined that during a possible someday, I would scan her cunt this way.

The scent of the abyss slapped my nose. It was not a
difficult task. All around the skin of the slit was soaking in
vertiginous perfume and nothing blocked its way. As the result of
the lack of her panties, my nose wedged straight into the slash. I
was sorry that I upset Samantha’s evening business plan. She could
have prepared this night well. Down there, she was smooth like
marble and warm like the tropics. I do not know what kind of women
do not wear panties nor what reasons; but I like this habit. And
this evening looked like this. Fate brought me together with
pantiesless ladykinds.

Samantha’s fingers grabbed my hair and pulled me out
from under her crumpled miniskirt. I noticed strong nervousness in
the power of her squeeze. From the velocity – that she gave to my
head – I lay back on the floor. But it was a mating dance of
butterflies compared to what I had gotten before. I did not stand
up. I was laying on the floor relieved and let to start the mass
apprehension.

I noticed an inarticulate, baffling speech. Although
I did not understand anything about it, the intention of the
protesting was unambiguous. It was the vodka-fighter. He was burly
cattle; medium-sized but almost as wide as tall with the double
chin of a pot-bellied pig. He tried to wrestle with two of my men.
I picked myself up off the floor. I got there together with
Yadranka. As he was held down, I clicked the handcuffs on his
wrists. Meanwhile, he was bawling Russian.

I looked at Yadranka. Although she was a native
Serbian, it is not so difficult for a Slavic to understand any
Slavic dialect.

‘What the dick is he saying?’ I asked her.

‘That he’s a Swedish diplomat and he’s working in
partnership with the KGB and NATO.’

The laughter that burst out of us, pointed beyond
the cheerfulness that was born of ordinary, funny situations. It
crossed the intimate border that keeps apart two people attracted
to each other. At that time I had no doubt that tonight, I was
going to screw her. I was wrong. It was out of the question, that
would have happened between us had the Russian consul not appeared,
and then afterwards Interpol.

In the office, I took care of Samantha first. I had
Samantha’s deposition recorded – so she could leave quickly. She
did not really appreciate it. There was not even a trace of her
usual cheerfulness in her. She declared her resentment huffily. I
could understand her. Although I would have been curious as to how
she had got from her normal job to a private club – as bio-stuffing
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