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  ONE


The walls of the room were alabaster; the overhead fluorescent lighting was pale white, and the beeping of machines filled the room with a consistent sound. 
Martin focused on the light above; he squinted his eyes and did his best to blind himself, hoping that he would soon see darkness. He only wanted it to be over. He couldn’t believe that he’d found himself here, of all places, in his late thirties.
The doctor had run the tests, and they all came back bad.
Stage IV Lung Cancer.
It was almost laughable. Martin had hardly been a cigarette smoker, yet now he was suffering from cancer in his lungs that was spreading throughout his body. The fumes in the factory he worked in were to blame. He had a hell of a lawsuit, but he didn’t want to pursue it, and he knew that he’d be dead before a settlement could be reached.
He had no family to leave it to anyway. His parents had long ago turned their backs on him, and his ex-wife had gone into anonymity to escape him; one mistake and he was barred from being a part of the family he’d grown up in.
Fucking bunch of cunts, the lot of them.
The nurse came in, holding a clipboard, and said, “Mr. Kellerman, Dr. Francis has stated you can be released, but he wants you back here in a week.”
“For what?”
“Chemotherapy,” she replied, forcing a smile.
Martin rolled his eyes. “Yeah, right, like there’s any point in trying. I’m dying.”
“Not necessarily.”
Martin looked at her and then looked down at her chest; her breasts were large. She was probably a mother. Probably still tit-feeding her kid. He smiled. “Stick your tits in my face.”
“I beg your pardon?” She looked at him, cocking an eyebrow as he chuckled, coughing between laughs. He shook his head. “Let me motorboat your titties. It’ll cheer me up.”
“Mr. Kellerman,” the nurse huffed. “That is very inappropriate.”
“Why? Don’t worry, I’ll save the milk for your little bastards.” Martin choked out another laugh as the nurse exited the room in a huff before slamming the door. He lay back, still smiling at the thought of sucking on a pair of nipples; it had been too long since he had. Sighing, he watched as a male nurse came in to take out the IV and bandage the bleeding spot, taking care not to hurt him.
Martin put on his coat and hat, exiting the room to head for the hospital’s front door. He didn’t know why he even went to the hospital in the first place. It was always bad news, regardless of why he went to be seen.
Getting into his old Ford pickup truck, Martin started it up and headed into the city, driving with the traffic to get back to his duplex. His eyes looked down to the pack of cigs on the seat; he sighed, reaching down to pop one in his mouth and light it up.
Almost immediately, a coughing fit overcame him, and he nearly swerved into a minivan, catching an angry wave of insults from the driver of the little electric car. He waved it off, smashing the lit cig into the overstuffed ashtray in his cup holder, and recovered enough to pull up to his duplex. Taking a hard and wet sigh, he looked at the papers that the nurse had given him, reading over the diagnosis and test information.
All bad news.
Like everything else in his life.
Getting out of the truck, Martin walked up the porch and unlocked the door, entering his apartment with a slow gait. His eyes darted around to everything he owned. He had nobody to leave it to. Nobody to give all of his possessions to.
Fucking perfect. He threw the keys on the table and sat in his lazy chair. Thirty-eight years, and he was about to get his candle blown out before he turned thirty-nine. What sad irony was that? Just when life was starting to work for him again, he came down with cancer, and it was fatal.
The phone began to ring, and he sat still, looking down at his lap, letting it ring and ring and ring. He didn’t want to answer it. He didn’t want to do anything but enjoy what little time he had left in the world. Yeah, he could get chemo and probably live another year, but who wants to be sickly for the whole last year of their life?
The phone ceased its ringing, and a hard cough overcame him, forcing him to lean over as bloody mucus came flooding out of his mouth. He wiped his lips, coughing more and more, trying to hold back any more hideous ick. The phone started ringing again, and Martin angrily lifted the receiver before dropping it back in place, hanging up on the caller.
Probably a bill collector.
Looking at the TV, Martin briefly considered turning it on and rotting his brain cells with some mind-numbing television, but alas, it wasn’t interesting enough to him. He wanted to do something. He wanted to do something interesting. Something fun.
Something dangerous.
He didn’t know whether it was the fact that he had numbered days on earth or that he was on record already with a likelihood of re-offending, but whatever it was, he wanted to do it. He felt the urge burning in his chest to do something terrible.
Grabbing the phone, he dialed in a few numbers and waited, letting the phone ring before it was answered with a gruff, “Hello?”
“Guess who,” Martin chuckled. The voice sighed and spoke slowly. “Martin Kellerman. You know you ain’t supposed to be calling me. We got a court order saying we can’t have any contact together.”
“Yeah, fuck that,” Martin laughed. “How are you holding up?”
“I’m dying,” the other voice replied. “I got the big C. Rich does, too. That fucking factory is being sued for millions; they screwed thousands of employees over, and now, we’re all sick and dying. What about you?”
“Same, got the news today, stage 4 in my lungs,” Martin sighed. He knew it was that factory, that cesspool of health code violations and numerous safety violations, with an inherent lack of employee healthcare. Hell, it was a matter of time before they’d have a class action suit against them. The voice coughed on the other end. “Well, what are you up to?”
“You and Rich want to hang out?”
“Martin, come on, the judge said we can’t hang out, we can’t communicate. What are you trying to do? Fuck us worse than we already are?”
Martin growled, “Stop being a little cunt, Alton; we’re dying anyway, what are they gonna do? Huh? Meet me at Lucky’s Bar in an hour and bring Richmond; if you don’t, I’ll fucking make you sorry.”
Alton sighed into the phone, “Fine, fucker, we’ll be there. Anything else, your majesty?”
“Yeah,” Martin smiled, “Bring some theater masks from Spirit Halloween. I have an idea or two for us to engage in.”
“Is Spirit Halloween even open?”
“Yeah,” Martin looked at the calendar. “I think it's close enough for it to be open. If not, hit up another costume store. Buy three theater masks, the happy ones. I think the three of us should have a little fun tonight.”
“Okay, see y—,” Martin hung up the phone before Alton could finish his sentence. Alton was such a pain in the ass. For a guy with few scruples, he sure did like to bitch about everything, especially when it came to police and courts and shit. They had gotten into some trouble, but nobody was gonna tell him to stop talking to his friends. Particularly now that there was a death cloud hanging over his head.
Doubling over to vomit blood into the trash can next to him, Martin coughed and heaved, sitting back once he was finished. He had an enormous urge to do something fun, a thrill, something that would be remembered for the rest of eternity. He needed a legacy, but he wanted to make it interesting and ensure it wouldn’t be forgotten anytime soon.






  
  TWO


Briley Delaney was sitting on her bed, reading through the book she picked up from the local library earlier that week. Her long platinum hair dangled over her face as her eyes scanned each sentence of the book that continued to hold her attention. 
Her bedroom was painted a bland pink and had posters of numerous bands stuck on the walls, while her floor was covered in a peach-colored carpet. She hated it personally, but her parents had been intent on ensuring that her bedroom fit the personality of the girl they hoped to have.
Needless to say, they were screwed when it came to having the picture-perfect daughter who would be interested in cotillion and private school. Briley liked to do things other privileged girls didn’t, including going to concerts, partying with public school kids, and generally being loud.
Tonight was going to be a bit different, however, as the little imperfect princess had found herself grounded for sneaking out on a school night to see her boyfriend at the pier. Of course, she’d told her parents that she had simply gone for a walk; she didn’t need them to hunt down her boyfriend and discover that he was nothing like the type they would have picked for her.
Tonight, she was stuck at home, and they confiscated her card. She’d be under the watchful eye of her dad’s 76-year-old mother, and the only “friends” she was allowed to have were over other girls from the prep school—fucking horseshit as far as she was concerned.
Her parents were going to some charity gala that bigwig spenders usually attended, and were leaving her in the house. It was a two-story brick house in the White Edge Gated Community just outside the city. Briley hated her house, hated her parents, and hated her life in general, but there was nothing she could do about that.
At least, not at the age of fifteen.
The door opened as her father came in. The man was wearing a white dress shirt with a black bowtie under the collar and a pair of black slacks. His hair was black with silver strands, while his face was a tad younger than his actual age—the miracles of plastic surgery. He spoke softly, “Knock, knock.”
“Sure, I’m decent,” Briley muttered while not bothering to look up from the book. Her father sighed before sitting on the bed and turning to her. “Bri, are you going to be okay tonight?”
Looking up from the book with a cocked eyebrow, Briley replied, “I don’t know, I might die of boredom from the three basic bitches that you’ve made me invite for a ‘slumber party.’”
Chuckling a bit, her father shook his head and pushed the book down to view her face. “They’re not all bad, are they?”
“Come on, Dad, you know how those types of girls can be. Marissa is boy-crazy, Lizzie is an airhead, and Dona







