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I was in the middle of fucking the hot librarian in the ass when this car busts through the wall.

I was there to check out my favorite book, Moby Dick. God, I love that book. Been a while since I’ve read it and needed a little pick me up. I still can’t figure out why ‘ call me Ismael,’ is the most popular line in literature but it’s an awesome book.

Anyway, I had a handful of her long blonde hair and was reaming away when the car plowed through the brick wall knocking us on our ass.

Damn them bastards.

Fucking the librarian was a bucket list thing. I’d always wanted to do it. Right there in the lit aisle while looking over the thousand-page monster Moby Dick.

Makes me feel better about things. Gets me in the mood.

I brush the brick dust away from my eyes and stand up. I was surrounded by a pile of bricks and the dust in my throat was making me cough something furious.

Ohhh shit.

The librarian was through the windshield.  Good thing she didn’t know what happened.

I guess you could say it was her lucky day.

She was already dead.

Another thing on my bucket list completed.

Kill somebody. Might as well have been her. The fucking her in the ass was an extra. Something I’d thought about once the deed was done.

I had stopped by a couple days ago and looked things over. I found out when she got there and when she was about ready to lock things up.

I followed her down the aisle and smacked her in the back of her head rubber mallet. I made sure it was rubber so that the metal detectors didn’t go off. Detectors are everywhere these days. Too many loonies walking around.

I whacked her.

Her head went THUNK, and she dropped like it was hot.

She was hot. For a librarian.

Not anymore.

Now her face was scarred up from smashing through this moron’s windshield.

Damn. A perfectly good piece of ass ruined.

I needed to know who was driving this car. It was red and from the front I see the Ford emblem.

Ford. Fix or repair daily.

They make good trucks but their cars ain’t worth a shit.

I make my way over the rubble and peek in the driver’s side window. Blood was all over the windshield and the seat.

What the hell happened here?

The woman’s face was smashed into the steering wheel. Narrow rivulets of blonde streaked from her forehead, along the steering wheel and collected in a puddle on the floor.

I grabbed a handful of her long black hair. I love chicks with long black hair. In fact, I like them more than blondes, except blondes are easier.

I know. Sounds like I’m some sort of pig.

Her eyes were rolled to the back of her head. Her teeth were smashed and crooked and her lips swollen.

She had on red shorts. I also couldn’t help but notice her nicely tanned legs.

Beside her was some dude. Honestly, I could care less about him but this whole situation had disaster written all over it.

Something wasn’t right.

His head was laid back and tilted to the left. Blood on his forehead and I could tell his nose had been bashed in pretty good.

He had tattoos all over his face, bald head, his arms and on his fingers. I’ve always despised tattoos on the fingers. Not to mention the dude was like three hundred pounds with arms the size of my waist. He was obviously too big to be driving this car. I don’t know how he fit. It was like fitting a giant in one of them matchbox cars.

Oh well. Sucks to be him. It was obvious to tell these two were gangbangers.

A gun lay beside him. I saw a bag in the back. My nose hairs tingled as I smelled piss and ammonia. At first, I thought one of them had pissed their pants during the whole crashing process until I saw a crack pipe in the girl’s lap. I shake my head, disgusted at all the drugs going on these days.

The back door was too bashed in, and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to open it. I climbed over the dead thug. The heal of my shoe dug into his face. I heard a squishing sound.

I look back and see my foot sinking into his nose pushing it even further back into his nasal cavity.

I manage to grab the bag.

It was obvious these two had just robbed a convenience store. How about that? My guess was that CV Mart on the corner. It was always getting robbed for fast cash. At first it was happening in the late hours before closing but lately there have been a few robberies in the middle of the day.

Drug money.

Tweakers.

I was also curious about something. I back climb out over the tattooed dead thug.

Something grabbed my leg.

My first thought was I had caught it on something. Like the small center console latch.

I yank my leg.

It pulls bag.

I hear a groan.

Seriously? No way.

More groans as I feel something grabbing the cuff of my pants.

Fucker was still alive.

Ohhh shit.

I hear him breathing heavily through his nose making a soft whistling sound. He groans something incoherent.

Doesn’t matter.

This dude was near dead and was about to be dead. I just hoped there was enough money in the bag to make it worth my while. This whole thing wasn’t exactly going as planned.

I yanked my leg free from his grasp and give it a good ole fashioned kick in the head.

He groans.

I kick him again. This time I heard a crack as a severe pain shot up from my ankle and around my kneecap causing me to scream.

I tilt my head to the side as I catch my breath and a break. Hot thug chick was staring at me with her dead eyes. I hold my hand over her mouth to check for air. Never know with the way this whole thing was going.

The pain in my leg was throbbing. I knew I broke my ankle. Of all the luck. At this point all I wanted to do now is get this bag and get the hell out of here.

Be rich.

Tattooed thug was quiet and I think I put him out of his misery at this point. That one good kick in the head must’ve done him in pretty good.

I back climb over him, and my foot hit the horn and scared the shit out of me. 

My friend moaned again.

Seriously? I say to him.

This dude just won’t quit.

He grabs my leg just as I climb out and get my foot on the ground. So, I grabbed the first thing I saw. 

Moby Dick.

Big thousand-page fucker. 

I slam him in the face over and over. The bones in his scull crackling with each slam.

WHAM WHAM WHAM

Blood spurt out of his nose as I continue to bash his face with the book. I have to admit the book is quite heavy. Couldn’t have happened at a better time.

I chuckled at the irony.

Through all that I still hear him moan. It was slight but enough to let me know he was still sticking around.

Ha. Not for long.

I bash him harder and harder. My arms feeling heavy.  Blood all over Moby Dick and my fingers.

Oh God. I couldn’t stand the sight of his face and I’m a killer, that’s how disgusting it was.

His eyes were black and swollen. Narrow rivulets of blood oozed out from between the corners of his eyes.

His nose looked like it had spent the night with Mike Tyson’s iron fist. His cheeks were black and blue, and his jaw was twisted to the side.

Still, with all that as I stopped the bashing momentarily to take a quick breather, I could see his chest moving in short rapid successions.

It was okay. Part of being a good killer is that you have to stay in shape. It’s hard killing someone. The body doesn’t go down as easily as they do on the TV shows.

Hmmm. Makes me sick to my stomach the way the movies make killing for the killer look so easy.

I do a lot of cardio work for these occasions.

I gave his face a couple more whacks with Moby and then move to his stomach. I slam the book as hard as I could on is ribs, so hard I heard them crack followed by a gasp
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