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Okay, that has to be a lie.

Because everybody lies.

Stating the obvious, but yeah.

What can I say, the guy seems all of a sudden on the level.

That kind of cash? For a simple body snatch?

Simple?

You know, assuming.

Apparently, this chick’s got some heavy-duty clout.

But twenty-five large?

Each.

Shit!

Hard to pass up, right?

Yeah, unless it’s a lie. Which I’m pretty sure it is.

Sasha:

Trying to explain Chloé. Or maybe start with something simpler. Bringing the dead back to life, for example. Call this thing that possesses her an irresistible urge to complicate.  Let’s say you speak without thinking, say something idiotic, like ... it’s obviously a clearcut matter of black and white. At which point she’ll devour all the oxygen in the room until you’re bleeding from your ears, forced to agree there is no such thing, that all situations exist in multitudinous shades of grey - be specific: fossil, smoke, thunder, trout, lava, shadow, anchor, charcoal, etc. - and anyone who doesn’t grasp this is an achromatic idiot.  Meanwhile achromatic? Who the fuck even says that? 

She’s also not inclined to trust. Suppose I can’t blame her. She has been through a lot, or  at least so she claims. Repressed childhood trauma once again to the rescue. Daddy was a brute, Mommy a passive-aggressive psycho. Wait, don’t tell me, one night you tiptoed into their bedroom and murdered them in their sleep. Tried, anyway. Well,  A for effort, babe.

So yeah, the people we’re usually dealing with can hardly be considered trustworthy.  Barely human, most of them. Cheating motherfuckers, the lot of them. But sometimes you’ve just got to go with it. The flow, you know? Take things at face value, dial down the goddam paranoia.  

Lucky for Chloé she’s also gorgeous. I dropped dead the first time I laid eyes on her. Literally, I mean. Had to be revived with one of those portable defibrillators. Did learn subsequently that I’ve got heart issues, a fluctuating arrhythmia, or some such. Meaning my heart has a tendency to beat erratically. Not sure what the big deal is. I mean, take a look around. What’s not erratic? It’s when things go all smooth, steady and predictable that we’re in trouble. As my Daddy used to say ... Chaos rules the roost, little lady, and don’t you forget it!  The emergency room doc could have cared less, had other places to be, but took the time to explain that the big deal would arrive in the form of a sudden and totally unexpected termination of all significant life indicators.

In plain English, Doc?

You’ll be dead.

So Sayonara, Sasha.

Yeah, pretty much.

Sounds bad, sure, but maybe not the worst thing in the world. At the very least, it kind of puts things in perspective. Let’s say you’re in the middle of something so mind-numbingly tedious that you’re actually considering killing yourself, anyway. Like having to lecture Chloé for the zillionth time on the dos and don’ts of underwear; that underwear drawers are meant strictly for underwear, and furthermore that said underwear should be worn at all times. That there are rules about such things. As she rolls her eyes, silently vowing to resist this, as she puts it, panty-related tyranny to the bitter end. And then out of the blue, Sasha drops dead. Chloé has no choice but to reconsider her slovenly ways. Maybe if she had just tried a little harder to comply with your not at all unreasonable underwear demands. Instead she made jokes about it. And now Sasha is no more. 

I know, what about chaos ruling the roost, you’re wondering. To which I can only say a roost is one thing, an underwear drawer quite another. 

Or she might be so conflicted about it, so riddled with guilt, that she decides to stop wearing underwear altogether. Sort of missing the whole point, but whatever. Thing is, Chloé in underwear is a sight worth standing in line for. With most girls you’re in a big hurry for them to lose the underwear, just so you can see exactly what you’re dealing with; and then you’re either pleasantly surprised, like God must be in a good mood for a change, or much more likely you’re forced to do the grin and bear it thing, maybe ask if the lights can be lowered, or better yet turned off altogether, because you’re more or less pathologically shy. 

Really? You didn’t strike me as shy when you had your tongue stuck in my mouth earlier this evening.

It was less about my tongue needing to be there, more about avoiding the conversation we would have been forced to have if it hadn’t been.

And your hand down the front of my jeans?

A childhood compulsion to make sure people are always wearing underpants.

That’s, uh, pretty sick.

Hey, I’m not proud of it.

One more reason, I suppose, to avoid random hook ups in bars.

Okay, yes, it was in a bar the first time that Chloé and I randomly hooked up.

But so completely different. You can hook up a thousand times, with a thousand different  women - sometimes more than one in a single night - and then it’s number 1001 and magic happens; love at first sight - no, that can’t be right - let’s go with irresistible lust at first sight. Chloé and I took one look at each other and just started making out. No small talk required. No seductive eye contact. Not even enough time for me to tell my one and only bar joke guaranteed to break any and all ice - the one about the guy and the giraffe. Should I tell it now? Not exactly relevant to the trajectory of the text. Sub-textually, maybe, but then I’m no expert ...

Anyway, you go through life always feeling like you’re missing something. Even the fun shit is never quite as fun as it should be. You begin to disparage yourself. You’re the destroyer of fun. A monster in a pretty girl’s body. And then you meet someone and suddenly the nasty fog lifts. The possibility of total satisfaction has appeared before you in the guise of an angel who’s not wearing underpants, because the only reason she made the trip all the way down from heaven is to be discreetly and skillfully fingered by you on a bar stool.

And you never want the night to end.

And you somehow resist the urge to interrogate her about the missing underpants.

And then you have a fucking heart attack.
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Chloé:

Fine, whatever, knock yourself out; call me wary, suspicious, gun-shy. Call me the leery lezzo bitch threatening to fuck up the near-perfect plan. Or even better, don’t call me at all. I’ll call you. Or I won’t. Much more likely the latter. Bottom line: I don’t trust Vernon Buck. And I’m not the only one. The consensus around town is that Vernon Buck is a low-life, a double-crossing son-of-a-bitch.  He says, blah, blah, blah, easy money, relatively risk free, practically a dyke dance party, home in time for din-din, plenty of pussy for dessert, and my immediate reaction is ... first, go fuck yourself, Vernon, and second, what a complete crock! Vernon’s an ugly lying motherfucker, and everybody knows it.  So why does Sasha think this guy is all of a sudden on the up and up? I mean, it’s not like she’s some I’ll-believe-anything-I-hear airhead with the brain of a bug and a body to totally die for. It’s like she’s suddenly blinded by the cash. Or maybe it’s her weird unresolved issues with underwear distracting her. I mean, you’re asked are you wearing panties? enough times and whatever implied sexiness there might have been just jumps right out the window, happy enough to free-fall the thirty-two stories straight to the ground. And all you can think of to say to her is ... yes, Mom, I am wearing panties, and no Mom, I won’t be showing them to any boys at school today, let alone removing them for some pushy lesbian who wants to suck me off in a toilet stall. Let’s just say Sasha tends to get hung up on the details. She flashes those big brown eyes of hers and the world melts away. She could name her reward, make slaves of us all; instead she wants to make a list of the possible damages. Yes, okay, she’s an amazing fuck, but that will be of little consolation when the mob is hunting us for putting the grab on Vito Minetti’s girlfriend. Not even to get into why Vernon Buck would want to mess with the likes of Vito Minetti.

Uh, is that it, Chloe?

It is. Why?

It’s just that Sasha went on for three pages.

If you’re trying to get me to say that Sasha talks too much, or has a big mouth, or doesn’t know when to shut up, forget it.

No, no. We’re just thinking equal time, you know?

I’m sure that, by the end, my critical contribution to the text will be abundantly clear.

And when you speak of the ‘text,’ to what, exactly, are you referring?

Who are you guys, anyway?  What is it you think is happening right now?

Well, uh, we were hoping you might be able to provide some insight into that.

Jesus Christ!  Just go away,  get lost,  haul it the fuck out of here.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2


[image: ]


We now join

The Rachel and Tommy Show

(already in progress)

Tommy:

Who is ... standing in the doorway, watching Rachel, as she sits at the kitchen table, ostensibly eating breakfast. Ostensibly because a) he wants you to know that he’s not as big a dumbbell as most people think; he knows some big words, even knows what a few of them mean, and b) Rachel hasn’t moved a muscle in what feels like an hour. 

Have I been standing here that long? he wonders. Seems unlikely, knowing how antsy he can get just standing around. The last time he checked, his watch had stopped. Rachel’s spoon, which appears to be fully loaded with corn flakes, or more likely those whole grain super flakes she claims will help them live to be a hundred, not to mention keeping them as regular as a German watch on a Japanese bullet train, also hasn’t moved. At the moment it’s hovering somewhere between the bowl on the table and Rachel’s lips; her slightly parted lips, in anticipation of something, a kiss he would like to say, but that, he realizes, would be dangerously flirting with unreality. 

Or is this perhaps an example of alternative worlds theory? He’d like to think it is, if only he knew what that was, because at least it might give him some options. Different possible versions of a seemingly beyond-all-hope situation.

So for the moment at least, let’s go with that.

In one version, Rachel has already forgiven him for the little white lie he told her. In another, there has been no forgiveness. In Rachel’s interpretation of the lie it is neither tiny nor white. It is a glaringly large lie, the darkened color of clotted blood.  In version one, they are currently sitting at the table together, making casual, occasionally bordering on sexy, banter. They are both busy consuming whole grain flakes, because this is true love and neither of them wants it to end anytime soon. In version two there is nothing he was able to say to convince Rachel that him being out all night was work-related. What kind of work, she would have wanted to know, and of course he wasn’t able to say. Leaving her to draw the only conclusion possible: he was with another woman; not only with, but most likely naked with, certainly not chatting about breakfast cereal choices or the goddam weather. Whatever conversation there might have been peppered with dirty talk related exclusively to the sexual act in progress. Assuming, of course, that Tommy was able to, as they say, get it up. Not a given, by any means.

This mythical female - call her Candy, because he’s always wanted to know a girl named Candy, just so that during the process of performing cunnilingus he could look up with his trademark idiotic smirk and say, you know, your vagina tastes just like Candy. While acknowledging that his use of the word vagina, instead of pussy, or some other cruder variation, might have had a negative effect on the overall sexual authenticity of the moment. 

In version one, Rachel says something along the lines of ... you don’t have to explain yourself to me, Tommy, darling. I trust you implicitly. And after all, your work comes first, especially as it is top secret and classified by the highest echelons of government. Also, I really want to suck your cock. Or penis, if you prefer, although I’m not sure why you would.

In version two, she actually spits at him, screams right in his face, you’ll say anything to save your lying ass, you inadequate piece of shit. 

And now here we are in version three, the resulting mutation of versions one and two, plus countless other variations which neither of them can even begin to fathom.

In this jumbled up multi-version, time has apparently stopped. 

~~~
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Rachel:

Why is Tommy just standing there staring at me? He hasn’t blinked in I don’t know how long; not even sure he’s still breathing, or if I’d especially care if he wasn’t. As if he’s the victim here, the injured party.  Sorry babe, the shithead has the nerve to say to me, got stuck at the office, a goddam all-nighter. Knows full well that I know he hasn’t worked in an office a single day in his entire pathetic life. Common knowledge the only job he can hold down is shoveling shit out at old man McGinty’s pig farm. The man comes in every night smelling of pig shit, and I’m supposed to smile and say,  Hi honey, how was work today at that office of yours?  He’s been looking at his watch for like the past thirty minutes. Maybe he forgot how to tell time. Along with taking a shower and washing his hands before putting them on my body. Not that that’s likely to happen again anytime soon. I mean, it’s one thing to betray me, stay out all night with some mentally challenged stripper named Cookie, or even better, Candy; another thing altogether to lie to my face about it.  All men lie, at least according to my Mama. Thing is, none of em are any good at it. So now it’s this weird fucking stand off, mannequin boy and me, sometime on a Wednesday morning. I’d be more precise, but the clock on the wall has stopped. Now I’m staring at it and I can’t seem to look away. What’s happening with my whole wheat cereal is anybody’s guess. Feels like forever since the last spoonful reached my mouth. I’m actually hungrier now than when I sat down at the table.  
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Tommy:

Wonder what she’s thinking about. She’s been staring at the clock for awhile. Refuses to even glance my way.  I don’t really get what the big deal is.  I mean, which is worse, the lie that keeps her safe, or the truth that possibly gets us both killed?  What am I supposed to say to the woman I love? That’s Rachel, just in case there’s any doubt. Not Candy. There is no Candy. Never was, most likely never will be. Who names their kid Candy anymore? Truth be told, I wasn’t with a woman last night. I was with two women.  But it’s not what you think. Definitely not what Rachel thinks. Not even sure if it’s what I think.  Hard to say with these two. Also hard to say no to them. Pretty sure they’re lesbians, but that doesn’t mean they’ve forgotten the secret art of guy manipulation, particularly a guy who needs the cash and will do almost anything for it.  So that’s me, Tommy, the guy who does the grunt work, rubs elbows with the worst a fucked up society has to offer. Anything for a buck Tommy, they call me. Not that there aren’t perks. The opportunity to feast eyes on Chloé is a definite perk. The other one, Sasha, isn’t bad either, but it’s Chloé everyone desires. She’s the gorgeous demon playing the part of sexy angel, using her eyes to seduce you, making you come in your shorts before you even know what’s happening; and the weird thing is, you don’t even mind. And all the while, as you’re ejaculating into your last pair of borderline-clean boxers, she’s picking your pockets and stealing what’s left of your broken down soul. 

Seriously though, why isn’t Rachel moving? Isn’t she going to be late for work? She works in an office, like me, only she actually does. I’ve never even set foot in an office. If I ever did, it would no doubt be to plant a bomb and blow the fucking place to smithereens. Shit, I actually spelled that right. Rachel had me up against the wall, stammering and stuttering, trying to come up with the perfect answer to the question ... where is it again that you work, Tommy?  Shoveling shit at McGinty’s pig farm is the only thing I could think of.  And Rachel was like ... what the fuck are you talking about? We both know there is no such place as McGinty’s pig farm.  And I was like, so answer me this, why is it that I always smell like pig shit?

Prompting the following exchange:

( unexpurgated, in the interest of full disclosure)

Rachel: Because you’re a shit for brains lying motherfucking pig, not to mention a two-timing son of a bitch.

Tommy: Try three-timing, babe!  Wait,  no, didn’t mean to say ... that.

Rachel: Fuck you, Tommy. You and your baby-sized, perpetually limp dick.

Tommy: Okay, if you must know, I was helping these two chicks dispose of a body. For which I got paid 500 bucks.

Rachel: That is such a fucking obvious lie. Can’t you do any better?

Tommy: Happens to be the fucking truth.

Rachel: So where’s the fucking cash?

Tommy: I stuck it up my ass for safe keeping.

Rachel: Okay, that’s something I almost believe.

Tommy:  You know I don’t trust banks.

Rachel:  And of course the only alternative to a bank is your asshole.

Tommy: Ain’t nobody ever been robbed had his cash stashed up his butt.

~~~
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Rachel:

The thing to remember about guys, particularly guys like Tommy, is that some version of the truth is almost always hidden inside their lies. Not a lot of truth, more like little specks of it, easy to miss stuck behind the giant dark clouds of their obsessive need to deceive. It also helps developing a knack for sniffing out clues. Guys secretly want to get caught, even if they don’t know they do. Exposure is a kind of validation for them. It’s like ... now that everyone knows I’m a fucking liar, and there’s really no way for me to lie my way out of the fact that I am, I actually feel better.

Think I’m really starting to hate the man I live with.

Hold on, since when are you living with some man?

You, Tommy. The man is you.

Hey, thanks for calling me a man, but big fat bummer on the whole hate thing. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

3


[image: ]


Veronica:

So where is the asshole? And no, it’s not an anatomical question; I know where the actual asshole is, and what it’s for. I also know what some perverted male bastards think it’s for, but let’s not even go there. In this case I refer to a person who is an asshole. Where is he, that asshole, is what I probably should have said. Supposed to be meeting me at 9:30. It’s now 10:27. And if there is one thing I don’t like, it’s being kept waiting.  My own fault most likely for ever thinking Vernon Buck (the asshole in question) could pull something like this off. Let’s face it, he’s a total moron, and total morons are called total morons for a reason. So definitely my fault, not that I’ll ever say this out loud in front of potential witnesses. As far as the public at large is concerned, it’s never my fault. Sitting in this God-awful, out-in-the-boondocks bar, for example. Totally Vernon’s idea. Meet somewhere out of the way, he said. Somewhere that no one will recognize you. A place that neither Vito, nor any of his army of thugs, would ever frequent. Only gee whiz, Vernon, I’ve been sitting here for 45 minutes, and already I’ve seen three guys I’m pretty sure are on Vito’s payroll. Needless to say, I am in disguise, but even so it won’t take a genius to recognize me. Possibly it’s my size. Think of me as a large-boned girl, a bit over six feet tall, with what have been called on numerous occasions unnaturally large hands, feet and, in particular, nose. My nose is like a weapon, a dagger, a missile about to blast off from the surface of my face. One time, upon entering a crowded elevator, everyone took one look at it and began handing over their wallets, watches and cell phones.  And yet, my natural feminine beauty has never been disputed. Men have always sort me out, eager to proclaim their love, willing to say or do whatever’s necessary in order to caress my ample yet exquisitely firm and finely formed breasts, my wonderfully taut ass and, yes, truth be told, my nose. The majority of my lovers begin with the ass, then move to the breasts, always saving the nose for last. And isn’t it interesting that so many men, the sort that would kill at the mere suggestion they might not be entirely straight, find the greatest erotic satisfaction fondling a nose that, at a certain angle and in just the right light, resembles nothing so much as an erect penis? 

Why am I even admitting all this, you might ask? Well, for one thing, my real name is not Veronica. Who I really am, or where I’m from, or what secret agenda I either am or am not pursuing, remains cloaked in mystery. It’s even
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