
  
    
      
    
  


  Book Description:


  Steven is the worst form of human scum.
  

  
But it’s not all bad; he accepts it. He accepts that he has an adoring girlfriend and yet, despite that, still cheats on her with dating app “leads,” as he so calls them. He accepts his addiction in maliciously upsetting others, intent upon producing uneasiness and outrage. But can the people that he encounters accept him?
  

  
Mix the cutthroat persona of American Psycho’s Patrick Bateman, the journey similar to Knut Hamsun’s Hunger, and with the attitude of Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer, and what you got is the story of Steven, WASP IN THE OPIUM FLOWERS.
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    A Note to Reader

    



The word cringe often comes to mind when I reflect on this book you now hold in your hands. Whenever it arises in conversation, especially in relation to my early serialized works, I imagine snickers and pointing fingers, though perhaps that’s merely my own self-consciousness at play. Still, this is a book I once loathed yet have found myself increasingly fascinated by over the years since its publication.

This is the story of a man named Steven—a character whom I can only describe as a thoroughly flawed and contemptible human being. The choice of his name may have been a subconscious or even conscious dig at my father, Steven Klix Sr., a man I’ve since forgiven but whom I have long viewed as a catalyst for my struggles with mental health and the challenges of early adulthood. In hindsight, I can now recognize that, though he may have impacted my life, his absence during my formative years ultimately benefited me. His self-destructive tendencies and addictions might have left a darker imprint had he been more present. I couldn’t have known that then, during the writing of Wasp in the Opium Flowers.

The book’s title itself is another curious aspect. Originally, it was not called “Wasp in the Opium Flowers.” The name serves as an homage to Iain Banks’ The Wasp Factory, symbolizing Steven as a wasp—a teeming, predatory creature lost in a field of opium flowers. To me, the “opium flowers” represent the women in his life, his addictions, and the collective soul of everything he both despises and craves—a potent drug he can’t resist. Yet, ironically, the book was first published under the title No Lives Matter, a direct play at the time against the political atmosphere surrounding the Black Lives Matter movement, reflecting a raw, defiant attitude that mirrored my own turbulent emotions. As a nihilistic atheist, I could not wrap my mind around the idea that human beings had any inherent value when we are stuck inside a chaotic and violently emotionless universe destined to destroy us without remorse or care, rendering us a mere blip in its nonexistent mind. That is simply how I felt.

When I wrote Wasp, I was in the throes of recovery from severe anxiety, depression, and depersonalization disorder. I had recently ended a relationship with a woman who, in my mind, had ripped my heart out. I’d traveled thousands of miles to be with her, only to watch it all unravel, partly due to my own mental health struggles. . . . In the aftermath, I found myself both disillusioned by and deeply drawn to women. I craved affection and validation, yet I kept my distance, indulging in superficial dating and pushing emotional boundaries, all while reflecting on the complexities of modern relationships. Though my behavior was often reckless and detached, I assure you it never crossed into physically harmful territory—but I recognize, in hindsight, the emotional toll my actions took on both myself and others.

This period coincided with the inauguration of President Donald J. Trump, an event that ignited fierce animosity across the political spectrum. I found myself drawn to the chaos, often adopting an online contrarian stance purely with the intent to provoke. In some ways, it was thrilling to “troll” others—deliberately making controversial comments online, seeking that visceral reaction from strangers. It was a peculiar form of power, an odd satisfaction in igniting reactions in people I would never meet. . . .

Combining my recent heartbreak, reliance on dating and hookup apps, the polarizing inauguration of Donald J. Trump, recovery from mental health struggles, a return to Florida’s hedonistic club and bar scene with longtime friends, and a deep dive into nihilism and atheism through YouTube and books, I crafted a character like Steven—infamous, detached, and sociopathic. Using my writing skills, I forged a narrative steeped in debauchery and, arguably, evil.

The book contains extremely offensive language, much of which I had to censor with black bars because it was too distracting. From a distance, you can see just how excessive the inappropriateness of the prose is. Ironically, this censorship creates a lens of detachment, allowing readers to focus on the message I was trying to convey: debauchery as a cautionary tale, a reflection of what I learned during my struggles to find my place after recovery, and a clear statement of who I am and what I refuse to become. . . .

Take this story with a grain of salt and try to enjoy it for what it is, despite everything else. Thank you for opening these pages. Thank you for allowing me to share this piece of myself with you. If nothing else, I hope this book inspires you to reflect, to feel, and to grow. And perhaps, like me, to find hope in the most unlikely of places.

Signed,

Kevin Klix

December 1st, 2024




  


  
    wasp in the opium flowers

  


  
    one

    



    You imagine railing the hole of a smooth Slovakian hardbody of about twenty-one years of age. Though this is on your mind, you can’t help but think of your girlfriend, Janne. Her looks can be described by this action: She brings you the complimentary Starbucks every morning at about 8- or 9-o’clock when she graciously knocks on your downtown apartment door located near the Publix on Rosemary Street, downtown West Palm Beach, Florida. You think of Janne and how she does this act and what goes through her mind. Could it be that she loves you? Could it be that she wants to marry you? Could it be that she values you as a man? None of these things seem to pop into your head because, again, you’re thinking about railing the hole of a smooth, twenty-something Slovakian hardbody, and Janne seems to be irrelevant at this moment.


    Your phone whistles the urge shrill of bells and you pull it out of your pocket as you’re sitting down bored out of your mind on your living-room couch. You look down at your screen to see you have received a message on your Tinder app. You click passed the message and go straight to this potential hardbody’s profile to see it’s a black woman, 24, lips thin, eyes a bright, bright contact-colored green, the curve of her ass seemingly wider than the length of her waist, the black & white striped shirt she’s wearing that’s probably bought from somewhere local at some thrift store—maybe the Goodwill on Dixie Highway or something of that sort. She’s sexy but appears to be the kind of woman that likes a guy who can spend more than he earns on just her so she can latch her greasy paws on him forever and take half his net worth. . . . So obviously you approve and go back to your inbox to see that her message reads:


    Brittany:  Hey.


    This is pretty standard for women on dating sites, especially one as superficial as Tinder, but no matter, this further fuels your theory of her gold-digging tendencies. So you message her back:


    You:  Um, hey too. Where did you get that shirt? I like the stripes. It accentuates your figure very nicely.


    You type this and read it over before clicking send. Should you put a heart or smiley-face at the end of it? No. That seems particularly lame and only someone—or some lame guy, or whatever—would actually have the gall to place an emoji at the end of his compliment, making the female in question receiving it conclude that he is a “nice guy” and wants to gain her approval and ultimately date her and care for her and maybe even buy her random Starbucks in the mornings for her to look for other male prospects elsewhere, ones that are dominant, “confident,” as some females put, and doesn’t have a care in the world about anything but knowing—without a shadow of a doubt—that they are “the shit” and nothing can stop them.


    As you’re thinking all of this, you notice that you hadn’t even once considered the notion of looking up at what her name is—though it doesn’t really matter on a mindless exchange such as this: You look and see “Brittany.” You lightly laugh in the back of your throat at the name because it reminds you of a slut-whore’s name somewhere in the recesses of your memory. You think of a petite white chick, probably 19-ish, slut-ing around in her mini-skirt, taking shots left and right at the club and screaming, “Fuck yeah!! A-L-C-O-H-O-L! Fuck yeah!” and wishing one day, when she’s in her late thirties, that she will eventually marry a wealthy man, have children with him, live in a nice suburban home near the beach or Intracoastal, and drink tea and read pointless romance novels with her reading group after her nonexistent job ends. You think of this and the name “Brittany” together and then shake your head and realize that this is probably bias assumptions. You click send.


    You are hungry. So you stand up, stretch, and walk to the kitchen. There is a note on the counter that reads: “Left you last night’s din din in the fridge. Love you! XOXO” in curvy, bold, pink, handwritten scrawl. Last night you had McDonald’s when Janne came over, so you squint your eyes and shake your head at the stupidity of this note—because obviously Janne made it to give you a sense of comfort or approval of her to make you think of her as a sweet, kind, gentle woman—almost motherly, maybe-probably—and how her awesome, cute font looks on a napkin that lays atop your kitchen counter, and the “effort” it took to write it before she left this morning (as you remind her time and time again to do, the leaving of your personal dojo). You crumble up the note, vaguely having this burning sensation in the pit of your stomach that you can’t seem to shake, and you toss it in the trashcan, hoping that she never, ever notices by some off chance that you threw her note away. Nevertheless, you’re hungry, so you open the fridge. A McDonald’s bag.


    With it in hand, you sit at the table. There are cigarette butts on top, scattered about. You can’t really remember if it was yours or Janne’s because of the fact that you drank a little bit too much before Janne came over the night before; it’s hard to pinpoint which from when. No matter, you assume it was the both of you and pile them all up together with the intent on throwing them away later. You open the McDonald’s bag. Cold fries and a 10-piece box of chicken nuggets with only 3 nuggets left inside it, and an opened BBQ sauce beside the 3 with a thin layer of hardened crust at the top of it. . . . It’s food though. You shouldn’t be greedy. You should think of the starving children in Africa who would give anything to be in your position, in America, white male, tall, reasonably handsome, light scruff on the face, vaguely long, curly hair, and a modest fashion style of T-shirts, Levis, and Converse Chuck Taylor’s. Or having the IQ of a serial-killing, rapist-like, bigoted, atheist–conservative—a strange but rare combination, you’re aware of—and be able to read books at about 900 words-per-minute with prolific and clear retainment of about 85%. But it doesn’t matter. You scarf down the fries and leave the chicken nuggets for your beautiful doggie, Sparky.


    You set down the nuggets on the floor and immediately dopey Sparky comes running up, his paws scurrying and almost slipping under themselves as if he’s almost falling (though he never does). “Come here, boy!” you say to him in a very squeaky, cheerful voice. “I love you! Sparky, boy! Come get the food!” He starts eating aggressively, licking the ground under where (“underwear”) they once were and he looks up with his big, beady, dough eyes and he has his long, pink, wet tongue out, drooling and panting because of how excited he is. You think of him and his life: All he wants to do is gain any standard of pleasure. It’s an animal. It’s a dog. It’s a living creature that wants food, sex, sleep, and to put in the least amount of work into their life as possible. Besides sex—which you frankly wouldn’t mind condoning, but would require you to let him run free which would (a) Create huge problems with the city’s pound, (b) Someone taking him and naming him something like “Spot” or “Rover,” or (c) Have him gain some kind of weird health problem; not from the sex itself but from being out in the streets—you honestly believe that you provide him with at least three of those four things so, in essence, he’s about 75% happy with his existence. That, you’re afraid, is all you can hope for. “Good boy, Sparky!” you say, playfully petting him. He licks your hands.


    Your phone whistles a tone again and you look down to see that you got a new message on Tinder. It’s about 8:05 a.m. on a Saturday. You wonder who in the world would be messaging you back at this time. Then you remember the black hardbody named Brittany and you quickly swipe the message open. . . . You read it over, it says:


    Brittany:  Hey! Thanks for noticing! I actually got the shirt from my church I go to. They always have people donating the coolest stuff. I volunteer, so yeah.


     Well, that’s all great information. She volunteers and is a church girl—and obviously is black. You don’t want to be stereotypical but you assume she is probably a freak in the bedroom, so you message her back. But right before you are about to click send, there is a knock at your front door. You look up, lock your phone, and walk toward it. You twist the knob and open.


    “Hey, Steve!”


    It’s Janne.


    “Got you Starbucks,” she says.


    “Yeah,” you say. “Thanks, babe.” You wave her in.


    Janne plants a kiss on your cheek, hands you your drink, and parades on in. You close the door behind her. You think of slapping her ass as she walks in to showcase your dominance—and maybe your need for sex—but then you realize that you are well passed those types of petty exchanges. Janne is fully aware of your intents.


    “Stevie,” Janne says, pointing at the table.


    “What?” you say.


    “You just leave your trash on the table and all your cigarette butts in a pile and not even care about it? What’s wrong with you?”


    You pause. “Sorry . . . ?”


    She smiles. “Just be more mindful.” She kneels under your sink and grabs a roll of paper-towels—probably the same ones she wrote her note with—and a blue bottle of Windex. She stands up and walks over to the table and squirts the liquid all over the pile of cigarette butts, making a nice, thick paste, and wipes it off the edge of the table and onto her cupped hand. She drops it all into the McDonald’s bag and finally throws the bag full of crap away in the trash. She looks over at you and says, “Steve, you really gotta stop smoking. You’re killing yourself.”


    You laugh and say, “But you smoke too!”


    She rolls her eyes. “I quit yesterday. Remember?”


    “Oh. I guess so.” You don’t because you were too drunk and you honestly don’t give a rat’s ass about her health choices . . . or any of her personal choices for that matter.


    You take a sip of your caramel macchiato and notice that it tastes less sweet. “Um, what is this shit?”


    “Stevie, it’s skim milk.”


    “The fuck is ‘skim milk’?” You know perfectly good and well what skim milk is, but you know that Janne knows that she shouldn’t mess with your coffee or deter from the normal set of requirements for your highly-caffeinated beverage.


    She says, “I think it’s better for you. I want you to make good choices, like me. Gotta start taking care of yourself.”


    You take a sip and think, furthermore, how little you care about her personal choices, but for her to impose those choices on you and dictate what you should and shouldn’t do is absolutely preposterous to you. Nevertheless, you say, “Thanks, babe. Thanks for caring about me so much.”


    She smiles, steps forward, and you two start making-out. You’re hoping that this will extend further into something, so you, at the same time sucking her face, shimmy you and her both toward the kitchen table and set your “skim milk” Starbucks on top of it. You start groping her ass and lifting her up. She obliges and lifts her leg and you lift it up further. You grab her other leg, the back of her thigh, and she lifts that one, too. She his hugging your shoulders tight. You continue to make-out. You start walking towards the bedroom. You kick your slightly-opened door and it swings outwardly open, making it appear like you’re actually strong—but in actuality, you’re really just showing off. Janne stops kissing you and says, “Oh my! Someone’s an eager-beaver.” She giggles. You could care less, you just want her to get naked. You toss her onto your bed. She giggles again and starts taking off her T-shirt. You pull your T-shirt off, too, and throw it somewhere, anywhere, off in Non-Sex Land.


    You pull your jeans down, not wearing any boxers. You vaguely remember Janne and her telling you she hates it when you “go commando,” and how much she wishes that you would wear the boxers that she bought you for Christmas a couple months ago (that you have never opened and is in the dresser that—oh, look!—your shirt you just tossed is hanging over). You remember this and look in Janne’s eyes and see that it doesn’t vaguely upset her, but she doesn’t want to be a bitch about it and kill the mood so she doesn’t say anything. This is basically the exact reason why you desire sex so much. In the bedroom, a male is always king, you think. He’s the boss. He runs the show. And females seem to love it. They want their love interest to take charge and do whatever they desire to them—within cautious reason, of course. One will not simply consent to sexual intercourse of a weird nature: such as beating her with five dead rattlesnakes or some other weird, and frankly obnoxious, sexual act that you only see in fetish snuff films online. You think of this and grin, and Janne grins too. She pulls her skirt down and you think of imaginary “Brittany.”


    You’re naked, Janne is just in her red Victoria’s Secret panties that you bought last year for Valentine’s day just for this specific sight to occur. You climb on top of her, sucking her face, grabbing her C-cup ta-tas aggressively, and she curls, contorts backward, and moans, “Baby . . .” You move your hand downward and into her panties. You place your index and middle finger on her clit and press down on it and spin in slow, small circles. She moans, “Ah, fuck yes. . . . Yes!” You insert your middle finger slowly inside her hole and slowly pull out and reinsert. This appears to make her go crazy. So you do it faster and start sucking on her right nipple. You aren’t even hard yet; this is just, to you, careless routine sex. Janne grabs your wrist, looks into your eyes, and says, “Fuck me, please.” You pull down her panties and you can feel your cock rising, erecting, blood rushing a million miles-per-hour inside of it, to the tip. Flushing the veins and swelling your testicles with pure ecstasy. And you’re not even there yet.


    Fuck it. You toss her panties over your shoulder, just like your T-shirt, and hope it lands on it. You vaguely want it to, so her drippings can soak kind of into the shirt itself and you can lick and smell it later in the bathroom while you masturbate to Mia Khalifa sucking cock on PornHub. You feel Janne’s hole one more time and notice how soaked she is. She’s ready. You say, “I’m gonna fuck you hard, you little slut.” You look at her and her eyes kind of widen at that phrase, as if you don’t say this shit all the time to her (which, frankly, you do). You think of her being told as a child or teenager about rapists and the weird shit they say, and how this sentence is probably one of those weird things. But at this point, you’re the man and she’s in your room, soaking wet, naked—both of you naked, actually—so you can do literally anything and say anything you want. . . . Obviously.


    Janne says, “Yes, Daddy,” and pulls you toward herself. You start kissing


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  


  twenty

  



  There are two text messages you see on your phone when you wake up in the morning next to your new-found lover. One of the text messages is from your slut-ex, Janne, and the other, well, the other is from the Tinder slut Brittany, who you actually almost forgot about entirely from the recesses of your mind. You open Janne’s message, first, and it reads:


  Joanne??💩:  Hey babe, I’m sorry for being such a bitch to you. Let’s work things out. I’m sorry I judged you about the whole not having kids thing. That was my bad. Can I come over?


  Then you open Brittany’s message, and it reads:


  Brittany Tinder:  Hey sexy, do you want to come over for some Netflix & Chill? Lol.


  You aren’t sure when the messages were sent, and frankly, you don’t even care to swipe left on them to look and see. There has come two choices in these messages: one of them is to pick a girl who wants a relationship with you and to allow her to come over, and the other is to visit a girl who wants your reproductive organ for her own selfish pleasure, which you, obviously, don’t oppose. You can’t decide which to pick or prioritize. So you send them both, in a group message, one word: “Sure.”


  Roll dice. Explore the world. Do your heroin. You check your Tinder app again and see you have 5 new matches/leads, all acceptable to your standards of womanly esthetics. Let’s repeat the process . . . over . . . and over . . . and over . . . You’re thinking about railing the hole of a smooth Slovakian hardbody of about twenty-one years of age, again.
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