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      Okay, first things first, that bitch Samantha has to die.

      Just the fact that she’s still out there, walking around, breathing free air, not in excruciating pain, the fact that I failed… I’m not having it. Marvin Brumlow doesn’t fail, not at killing, anyway. I am seven feet of hateful, disfigured, redneck violence. Dirty and sweaty, stinking and cruel, that’s me. I’m a psychopath and a sadist, and I’m the newest superstar in Hell, killing in the Boogeyman Championships to the delight of legions of fans. I’m literally immortal now. And yet, some dingbat, squeaky little goodie-two-shoes manages to survive?

      No sir, that will not do.

      Getting an unsanctioned pass through the veil is not hard if you know the right people, though it is expensive. But I’m a superstar, so I can afford it. It’s been a little over a month since my first clash where Samantha got away, a year in Earth-time. I guess it’s now 1981 up there already. So weird. In any case, Jim has my next clash set up for this coming Friday night, so I’m taking care of this dang thorn in my side first. I’ll step through the veil, kill that little bitch, and come back without anybody even knowing. Unsanctioned travel between worlds is highly illegal, but what are they gonna do, send me to Hell?

      I sit on the couch in my luxury apartment. The floors are polished marble. The bathroom has heated floors and a jumbo jacuzzi. The bedroom is outfitted with two king-size beds pushed together to accommodate my big ass, and I have a personal bar stocked with the finest spirits and crystal glasses. I’m wearing a red silk robe and pajamas and I sip aged brandy through a straw. Hey, after blowing the lower half of my face off years ago in a botched suicide attempt, it’s pretty much impossible to drink anything without a straw. Floor-to-ceiling windows give me a panoramic view of downtown Malavista.

      I watch the traffic, the flashing billboards, the greed, the road rage. I smell the gasoline and rubber, sweet and salty delicacies from the street vendors, the filth and rot of the alleyways. I see crime and poverty and homelessness, and it all looks the same here as it does back on Earth. The rich fat cats still drive by in their sports cars and pay no mind. The whores still flick their cigarette butts into alleyway puddles before getting into cars with the rich fat cats and taking slop-shots to the face. I love it.

      Slurping the rest of my brandy through the straw, I look at the clock on the wall. 10:35 p.m. One more thing Hell and Earth have in common: dealers are always late. I grumble and stand up, pacing around. Waiting is one of my least favorite things to do, but this is important. I pace, swing my arms, check the clock again. What the fuck? Jim told me this guy was reliable and discreet. I swear, if he fucking flakes… Knock knock knock!

      Aha, here we go. I open the door and there’s this skinny little tweaker dude in the hallway. His eyes go wide when he sees me. He’s got a raggedy mohawk, shabby clothes, backpack, and a skateboard. Yup, dealers are the same everywhere.

      “Wow… I mean hi, uh, Mr. Brumlow,” the kid says.

      Jim says the little troll goes by the name Snapdragon, but I’m not even gonna try to enunciate that with my mangled mouth, so I quietly step aside and let him in. He seems nervous, so he’s either terrified of me, or a big fan, or both. Either way, I want to get this over with. I hand him the money agreed upon, and he pulls out this weird little thing from his pocket. Looks like a fancy garage door opener or something. The kid explains to me that this is called a “cell phone,” and it has a special “app” in it which allows interdimensional travel. I don’t know what any of that means, but I take his word for it.

      One of things I’ve learned during my time in Hell is that the availability of technology is decades ahead of what’s on Earth. Sort of like how it takes forty-fifty years for technology and fashion from America to make its way to third world countries, the same is true here. The most cutting-edge stuff is available here first, then a few decades later, in America and other first-world countries, then a few decades after that, maybe it trickles down to the little brown people in the third-world. So now I have to learn what all this new shit is. Same thing with those little hummingbird-camera-fuckers that follow me around during clashes.

      Snapdragon instructs me on how to use this “app” thing, explaining that once I step through the veil and arrive at the desired coordinates on Earth, I have only one hour before the signal would cut out, and the veil would close for good. Any longer than that costs a lot more. That’s fine. An hour is all I need.

      That’s an hour in Hell-time, not Earth-time. An hour in Hell is several hours on Earth. So a three-hour clash actually takes about a day on Earth for the victims. Don’t ask me to explain the specifics, I don’t fucking know. Anyway, once I get back to Hell, I have to immediately take the memory card out of the phone and discard them both, before my little transgression is tracked by the authorities.

      “You need anything else?” Snapdragon asks. “Guns? Coke? Speed? Girls? Cheese? You name it, man, I can get it.”

      I shake my head no.

      “Well, uh… you got the number if you ever need anything. Say, uh… my little nephew is a big fan,” he says, pulling out a small pad of paper and a pen. “Could I maybe get your autograph for him if it’s not⁠—”

      I give him a hard look.

      He clears his throat and takes the hint.

      “Right, no worries,” he says, deflating as he backs out the front door. “Uh, so if you ever need anything else, just… yeah.”

      I close the door in his face.

      
      One step through the veil and I’m in suburbia. Chilmark, MA. Little coastal fishing town. It’s dark. I can smell the sea. According to Snapdragon, the coordinates he entered will bring me within fifty yards of my target. Perfect. I look around to take in the scene.

      Looks like I’m standing in an alley behind a row of townhouses overlooking the harbor. I look down and find my big bare feet in a puddle. It must have just rained, because all the streets are wet. For an alley, it’s pretty clean back here. Trash cans stand upright, not overflowing with garbage. No rats or cockroaches scuttling around. No needles, no used condoms, no whores swallowing prick-snot for a few bucks behind a dumpster.

      Nope, this is a rich neighborhood, everything nice and clean. Fucking yuppies. I hate them all. Makes me want to kill this bitch even more.

      I need to work fast. Suburbia has never been my element; I stick out like a sore thumb. Well, like even more of a sore thumb than everywhere else. Too many people, too many lights, not enough places to hide. But it’s late and quiet and it looks like all the little yuppies are tucked snug in their beds. All but one. There’s a light on in one of the townhouses, second floor. Could that be you, my sweet little darling?

      There is a fire escape, so I put that shit to use. I creep up the wet, rusty stairs, and the structure creaks under my weight. I try to go slower, to step more gingerly, but let’s face it, I weigh four hundred fucking pounds. Reaching the second story window, I see the curtain is conveniently pulled aside. Thank you very much.

      I’m at the kitchen window, looking in on a sink full of dirty dishes. Past that is a living room with clothes strewn everywhere. Hm, piggy-piggy, not what I expected, Sam. There’s posters on the walls of actors and pop stars, and some wussy named Phil Collins is on the TV singing about how he can feel something in the air tonight? Oh yeah, I feel something in the air tonight too. Murder.

      There she is. Samantha. Wearing sweats and an oversized football jersey, she comes around the corner with a phone in her hand, twirling the cord around her finger. She paces in and out of view, rolling her eyes, obviously getting an earful from whoever she’s talking to. Then she starts speaking and it makes sense.

      “I know, mom,” she says, “but I just need some time to myself, okay? You did say I could stay here for a while, right? …Well, I don’t know how long.”

      The conversation continues and I’m getting bored. Time’s running out. I could just smash through the window, charge at her… Nah. That’s no fun. Patience, Marv. I keep watching, and things begin to heat up. Samantha tosses a purple bath robe over the couch and begins pulling off her sweats. Yes!

      “Look, mom, I’m trying to put my life back together, and this is the only way I know how to do it. I’m sorry. No, I know. Yes, of course, I love you too…” She finally says her goodbyes and cradles the phone. Bye bye, mommy. Last time you’re ever gonna hear your little girl’s voice.

      I watch on as she tosses her sweatpants aside, then her socks. Then she pulls off her jersey, and whoah! Two of the biggest flapjack titties I’ve ever seen in my life flop down and slap against her hips. Damn, I knew she had big titties, but had no idea they’d be so saggy. Guess she was wearing a bra last time I saw her, knows how to hide it pretty well. She’s a pretty little thing, not an old maid. Doesn’t want the boys to know she got utters hanging down to her knees. I lean in for a closer look and accidentally bump into the windowsill.

      Samantha hears it and instantly bolts upright, clutching her bathrobe. I quickly move away, hugging against the building where she can’t see me. A minute passes, then I glance over at the window. Her shadow moves across the glass. Can’t see her from this angle, but judging from the shadow, she has something in her hand. A knife? Good girl. Let’s make it interesting.

      The shadow moves in closer, and finally I see just the tip of her nose coming right up to the pane, her breath steaming it up. A long, tense moment passes. She’s shaking, terrified. Good. A year after a run-in with me and she’s still all fucked up in the head. Makes me feel a little better.

      I see her nose pull back inside, then her shadow. I can only assume she’s shaking her head as she walks off, mumbling to herself that she’s hearing things. Nope, it really is me again, bitch. I come back to the window and look, and she’s gone, but now I see the bathroom door open a crack, and steam is rising. Ahhh yes, take a shower, little Sammie.

      I pull out my phone/interdimensional transport-doohickey-thingie, whatever the hell it is, and look at the screen. A half hour is already up. Shit, I need to get this show on the road. But here’s the part where I actually like this technology shit. For the next half hour, I can come and go through the veil as much as I like. Once I’m behind the veil, solid objects like walls and other things on Earth, they’re just like shadows. I can walk right through them.

      So I press the little button to open the veil, and there it is. I step in, and now I’m in the shadow world. I’m a spirit, a ghost. And what do ghosts do? They walk through walls. With a smile on my mangled face, I step forward, passing through the wall like it’s nothing, and find myself inside the apartment. I am standing in the sink, though, so I take another step forward to get clear. Then I step back through the veil.

      Now I’m really inside. Not a ghost anymore, flesh and blood, baby. I look at her kitchen counter, admiring the options laying before me for murder weapons. Big knife, another big knife, spatula—that would be interesting—apple peeler, can opener, cork screw. I keep looking, hearing the sounds of running water coming from the other room. Opening drawers, I find the silverware, and begin to browse. Forks and knives, a rolling pin, an ice pick! I scoop that bad boy up. Yeaaah, I haven’t done it with one of these for quite a while.

      It’s time. Naked girl in the shower. Ice pick in hand.

      I start across the kitchen, the floorboards creaking under me. For a second, I worry that she’ll hear me, but so what? I’m going to kill her anyway. Still, I want it to be on my terms, so I push forward. All over the kitchen counters and couches are sketch pads and papers, with a bunch of pencils and paints and shit. Looks like little Samantha is a bit of an artist… I hate artists.

      I pick up one of her doodles and look at it. Looks like a face drawn in charcoal, some kind of messy pastel colors in there… I think they would call this shit “abstract” art. Or it is “impressionist?” Who cares. I crumple it up and toss it away. Closer. Down the hallway, I move. Closer.

      I feel the steam, hear the sound of the hot water hissing. Samantha is humming some little tune in there. Closer. I step on a particularly creaky floorboard and wince. A second later, I hear the water abruptly turn off.

      “Hello?” I hear Samantha say.

      Shit. She’s coming this way, I have to hide. Have to do this right. Behind me is a small linen closet, and just past that, the hall turns to the left. I back up as quiet as I can and turn around the corner, waiting. A minute later, the bathroom door squeaks open and a very timid little girl begins inching out into the hall.

      “H-Hello? I-Is someone there?”

      Oh, she’s so scared, this is perfect. Okay, this is it. This is it. Whew! I squeeze the ice
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