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Deep red liquid soaked through the
immaculate white t-shirt. He could feel the blood, warm, against
his skin. Looking down at his hands all he could see was the thick,
almost black fluid which stained them. Wipe. Still it would not go.
Wipe. A bead of sweat trickled down past his temple. The cooling
sweat was refreshing against his fiery red-hot skin. It was warm
that day, the sun high in the sky piercing everything it touched.
The asphalt outside was softening under the baking heat of the
bright yellow sun.

Quickly he closed the door. Fumbling for his
keys, he stood there, trembling, the adrenalin pumping through his
veins. Time was passing. He had to act quickly. Finally he squeezed
his assortment of keys out. He flicked through the metal, the keys
clicking together as he searched ruthlessly. Found it. The lock
shuddered as it clunked shut. He slammed another key into a box
next to the door. The loud whirr of the motorized shutter filled
his ears as it thundered down.

Good. No possible interruptions.

Looking back from the door, the shop looked
deserted. There was not a soul in it apart from him. His shadow
cast against the shiny checkerboard floor, dark, black. Rows of
shelves, stacked floor to shoulder height, lined the store aisles.
There were items strewn about in different locations, peppering the
floor. He stood at the door, staring, waiting, thinking. His mind
raced.

He had to act fast.

He purposefully stalked towards the rear of the
store. Bloody footprints bright red under his dark shadow. Closer
to the rear of the store, the footprints disappeared under a pool
of dark red blood. It slowly oozed towards him. His breathing
quickened, sharp shallow breaths of life giving air. More sweat
built upon his brow. Wipe. The sweat was gone but the heat was
overwhelming, it wasn't long before he wiped his brow again. The
cold lifeless body lay there.

The phone rang...




Chapter 1

The buzzing from the alarm pitched louder,
waking him from his slumber with a start. He quickly glanced over
at the clock, instantly reaching out a hand to turn off the source
of the noise. The clock read 5:00am, the time he awoke at every
morning. The sun was rising just above the horizon, a warm orange
glow wrapping over the hills in the distance. It appeared that
today was going to be a beautiful day, like most other days in
California.

He sat up slowly, enjoying the comfort of
his bed for a few moments longer. Gazing at the sleeping form lying
next to him, he noted the way the silky white sheets wrapped
delicately around his wife’s body, revealing her feminine form. Her
long dark hair covered her young looking face, unblemished and
smooth. He felt a pang of regret every time he left the comfort of
the bed, knowing that his wife would not be waking for a few hours
yet. He smiled, reminiscing about some of the joyous occasions he
had spent with her, long walks along the beach, treks in the hills
and other active pursuits that piqued both their interests.
However, it was a smile that hid a dark secret, something that his
sleeping wife knew nothing about.

Reaching over to the bath robe hanging next
to the bed, he shrugged it onto his shoulders before carefully
tying it closed. The soft robe smelled delicately of lavender, a
permanent presence in the household being one of his wife’s
favorite scents. Glancing over to the other side of the room he
spotted movement within the crib, a ray of morning light stealing
its way towards it. He gently crept over, ensuring that no sound
emanated from his feet on the hardwood floor. Standing over the
crib, watching as his sleeping son tried to get comfortable, his
eyes still gently shut.

His son’s birth was still in the forefront
of his mind. It had only been about six months since that fateful
day which changed his life forever. He was a father now, a
protector, a life giver. It was the most amazing feeling, watching
the birth of his child. Tears filled his eyes as he gently held the
delicate bundle shortly afterwards. He felt clumsy at first,
thinking that he would hurt the small boy, instantly sitting on a
chair to prevent dropping him. It didn’t take long for him to get
over the initial awkwardness, carrying out tasks with one arm was
the norm now. The little guy was now the centre of his life, he
would do anything for him. He had never felt happier than he had on
that day, knowing that it would be a moment he would remember for
the rest of his life.

Turning away from the crib he quietly crept
towards the en-suite bathroom, to prepare himself for the day
ahead. He opened the door, a slight squeak greeting his ears,
reminding him he still had to fix the door. A quick glance back
into the bedroom revealed no movement. The door closed over behind
him with a soft click. The beige tiled floor felt cold under his
feet, quickly bounding over to the bath mat sitting in front of the
sink.

He studied his reflection in the mirror, his
eyes adjusting lazily to the bright light of the bathroom, the
distinct dark stubble clearly evident on his smooth sallow skin.
Skin, hair and shaving products all stood in a straight line on the
shelf, everything in its place. Shaving was his first task of the
morning, again like every other morning. His routine was precise,
following it almost to the second. Carefully running the blade over
his face he quickly disposed of the stubble to leave his young face
staring back at him in the mirror, a chiseled jaw line and a
slightly delicate looking nose, some would say quite a handsome
looking man.

Sticking to his routine with military-like
precision he quickly disrobed and jumped into the shower, careful
to hang the robe on a hook before entering the cubicle. The water
was warm flowing over him, washing away all his troubles, feelings
of relaxation overcoming him. The water drenching his body,
streamed over his toned abdomen and down his muscular legs. After
thoroughly cleansing himself in the clear waters he stepped out of
the cubicle, the glass door gliding open at his touch. A bright
white towel was hanging on the chrome towel warmer, he plucked it
from its home, proceeding to dry his body, the towel quickly
absorbing the water. Within moments he was dry, carefully replacing
his robe.

The fast rising sun was now blazing brightly
through the window, illuminating the entire bathroom. Making his
way back to the sink to brush his teeth, he applied the minty fresh
paste methodically to the bristles ensuring that he cleaned his
teeth thoroughly. Happy with his now fresher breath, he rinsed out
his mouth with the cool water gushing from the faucet. He replaced
the toothbrush back into the glass that stood proudly on the
shelf.

Turning from the mirror, he started towards
the door of the bathroom, remembering to carefully open the door to
ensure that the loud squeaking sound from when he entered would not
be repeated. He paced over to the walk-in closet, his clothes
neatly stacked on shelving within. As with the majority of couples
he had the smaller share of valuable closet space, his wife’s
belongings taking up a significant proportion of the small room. He
often wondered why his wife required the excessive amount of shoes
that were stacked haphazardly on various shelves, some of the pairs
never actually having been worn, after all she only had the one
pair of feet. His clothes were placed in the order in which he
would wear them, today being Tuesday the brilliantly white t-shirt
was at the top of the pile, ready to be worn, “very efficient,” he
always said to himself. He pulled the cotton fabric over his head,
slipping his arms into the sleeves, the material clinging tightly
over his muscular frame. Quickly slipping on a pair of stone washed
jeans, he buttoned up the fly, sliding a black leather belt around
his waist that he had plucked from a peg on the wall.

A small shelf floated next to the entrance
to the walk-in closet, littered with a small assortment of coins, a
black leather wallet, a cell phone sitting in its charging unit,
his car keys, store keys and house keys. Systematically, he put
each of the items into his pockets, each item having a specific
home on his person, the wallet in the front left pocket, the coins
and keys always in the front right, quickly followed by his cell,
ensuring he always knew where everything was at all times.

He stood looking in the mirror, not checking
his reflection but reflecting on his character, he often asked
himself if he was a good person, a good father, a good husband.
Doubts occur with everyone, often we question our existence, the
purpose of life, but the love he had for his child and his wife
kept him going, he knew that he would do anything for them, they
were his whole reason for being.

After leaving the closet, he gently made his
way across the room, his feet still silent on the floor, making his
way into the hallway. He glanced back across the room at his
sleeping family before closing the door over, the door clicking as
it closed. The hallway was slightly cooler than the bedroom, the
centre of the house shaded from the sun. Dark hardwood floorboards
lined the hallway, sharp contrasting white on the walls. He bounded
down the stairs, cat-like, his feet barely touching each step as he
made his way to the lower floor. The air was cooler again down
here, the cooling breeze of the air conditioning breathing on his
skin, refreshing as he took a lungful of air.

He walked gracefully towards the family
sized kitchen, which was situated at the end of the hall. As he
pushed the door open the light flooded out into the hallway,
illuminating him in its warm glow, a safe feeling enveloping him. A
large refrigerator stood to attention against the wall, little LED
lights blinking on the front. He reached out for a glass from the
cabinet, grabbing one of the clear glasses that lay on the shelf.
He placed the glass into the cove on the refrigerator, pressing the
button above, instantaneously cool refreshing water gushed into it.
He took a drink of the crystal clear water, quenching his
thirst.

After the refreshing drink he strode towards
the door, grabbing an apple from the fruit bowl on the way. Making
his way towards the main entrance, he put on tan colored work
boots, fitting comfortably on each foot. He reached into his
pocket, pulling the smaller bundle of keys out, a slight metallic
jingle sounding upon their arrival. He unlocked the door, stepping
over the threshold onto the highest step of the porch. Turning back
towards the door he pulled it closed, locking the door, ensuring
his family was safe and secure, no threats could get to them
here.

The sun was just above the horizon, but the
intense heat could already be felt, warming the air around him
uncomfortably, sweat already beading on his skin. A large, silver
colored Mercedes sat in the drive, light from the rising sun
glinting off the windshield. His shadow cast long and dark onto the
stone as he strode towards the vehicle, the small bundle of keys
still loose in his right hand. With a click of the remote, the
familiar tone of the doors unlocking greeted him. The interior light came on but was hardly noticeable in the
intense gaze of the blazing sun. The large door of the car opened
when he gently pulled on the cool silvery handle. Creamy leather
seats awaited his arrival, as he sat down the leather creaked, the
still new smell lingered in the air, almost hidden under a mask of
lavender scent. He sat for a moment in the peace, his eyes gently
shut, silence let his mind wander to thoughts of his wife and
child. Then as quickly as the thought had come it went, his eyes
shot open. The car’s engine turned over as he pressed the ignition
button, the engine purred as it ran at idle, awaiting its master’s
instructions. He touched the button on the dash, it lighted blue
for a moment before the gates to the impressive gardens trundled
open, running across their tracks and gently gliding behind the
garden wall.

He reversed slowly out of
the drive onto the asphalt of Redwood Road, a cul-de-sac on a small
housing estate on the outskirts of the city. Views of the expansive
countryside were hidden behind the large imposing buildings that
lined the street. Flicking the car into Drive the car powered
forward as he pressed his foot onto the accelerator, his head
moving back slightly with the acceleration. The drive to work was
almost always a pleasurable experience. Early in the morning was
always his favourite time for driving with very little traffic on
the roads. The journey was over half an hour but it seemed much
less as he reflected each day. As he passed row after row of
buildings, curtains and blinds still drawn, the occupants still to
rise from their slumber, he thought of the day that lay ahead; the
deliveries that had to be taken, stock that had to be checked,
customers that frequented his shop. Every now and again his
thoughts would stray back to his beloved family that still lay
sleeping back in his warm secure home. The impressive homes were a
distant memory as row upon row of apartment blocks lined the long
straight road, the odd sprinkling of graffiti, ugly against the
brickwork of the massive buildings.

A brilliant red
light, hovering on a post, stood tall
beside the road. The car began to slow as he lifted his right foot
from the pedal, applying a gentle force to the large awkward
footbrake. The car glided to a standstill, the engine purred, the
radio played gentle music through the stereo speakers. Thoughts
again drifted to his silhouetted wife lying in bed, the silk sheets
adorning her elegant smooth curves, waiting for his touch. The
lights blinked to green and the car was moving again, the engine
sang as it accelerated. There were only a few turns to negotiate
before his destination arrived.

The white painted
building stood proud about twenty feet
back from the curb. The large clear window glanced at him from
behind imposing silvery steel shutters, dotted with graffiti which
had been scrubbed clean, but not entirely removed.

The car
cruised about twenty feet beyond the store,
coming to a quiet halt in front of an impressive looking apartment
block. Customers always preferred to park up in front of the store
if they were only darting in for their morning newspaper and some
basic treats. People had some strange rituals that they seemed to
follow every day but he never judged them by their actions, the
majority of them were always pleasant and friendly, flashing smiles
and weary eyes at him in the early hours of the morning.

As he pressed the
ignition button once again, the engine died, he glanced into the
rear view mirror, his deep brown eyes, hiding secrets that no one
could imagine, stared back at him. Those secrets had long been
placed in the back of his mind, locked away to keep him sane. The
darkness tried once in a while to get out from that fortress, small
things would remind him of the darker times that gave those
memories fuel to burn at the locks that presently kept them at bay.
He still had never lost control, always managing to block the evil
that lay there, watching, waiting. His fortress was almost
impenetrable...almost.

The door thumped shut and he put the keys into his pocket. The
heat was suffocating, almost instantly a bead of sweat formed on
his forehead. He wiped at the sweat with the back of his hand,
wetting on his skin.

Quickly he paced over to
the large shop front, heading for the
door, still covered in its metal enclosure, protecting the fragile
looking glass underneath. He slipped the large bunch of keys from
his jeans, fumbling while trying to find the correct one. Sliding
the key into the mechanism beside the grated metal and turning 90
degrees, the metallic shutter came to life, the electric motor
buzzed as the shutter glided up into its housing above the door.
Pulling the key from the silvery grey box, he flipped the lid
closed, finding the key that opened the store door, unlocking it in
the process.

As the door swung open,
the cooling breeze from the air inside the store greeted his
burning skin like a smooth kiss, refreshing it. The door swung
closed behind him as he stepped through onto the checkerboard-like
tiled floor.

Straight rows of shelves
from floor to about shoulder height stood regimented to the rear of
the impressively large store. A dark doorway that led to the rear
storage rooms stood staring at him from the distance. To his right,
there was a large counter that supported the cash register and many
of the sweet and savoury snack items. Behind the large counter
stood the wall cabinet, covered over with a metal grate. The
cigarettes and expensive alcohol peeked out from behind the metal,
jostling for position in the cramped confinements of the
cabinet.

His day began as normal in the shop with a
quick sweep of the premises to ensure no intruders had managed to
bypass the security systems during the long dark night. The sweep
revealed that no penetration had occurred to his second secure
fortress. He had invested much time, effort and money into his
business that he defended it as much as any man would defend his
family. The security system was state of the art, little close
circuit television cameras covering every conceivable angle of the
premises.

The massive stock room was located at the
rear. However, not many people knew about the additional overflow
stock room located in the basement. This secret room housed the
walk-in freezer for the frozen stock and an impressive additional
amount of square footage which was largely under-utilized redundant
space.

With the imminent arrival of the day’s first
customer, a quick stock refill was required for the items missed
the evening before in his rush to get home to his family. The shop
gets a fair amount of trade throughout the day so there was a
significant amount of re-stocking to be done, some of which would
have to wait. The clock hit 6am, he strolled over to the front door
of the store and clicked the lock open.

Within a couple of minutes his regular
customer John Pierce was rushing through the door.

“Morning,” John proclaimed, as he rushed to
the back of the store to the milk fridge, picking up his usual
quart of milk.

“Good Morning Mr. Pierce,” he called back
after his first customer.

He didn’t know all of his customers’ names
but over the years he had learned a good few of the names of his
regular customers which they seemed to especially appreciate. John
Pierce was always one of the first customers through the doors of
the store in the morning. He was a slightly older gentleman, in his
late forties with slightly graying short hair. His face was
slightly weathered, which was to be expected, as after many
discussions with him it was discovered that he worked as a foreman
on various construction sites in the city.

“Why such a rush this morning Mr. Pierce?”
he asked the customer who was ambling up to the cash register.

“I have some government officials on site
today for an inspection of the work so far and we need to spruce-up
the place a little for these suits. They seem to get a little
pissed off if they get some dust on their Armani. How is the young
family doing Ethan?”

Ethan laughed at the joke.

“They are both doing great,” Ethan replied.
“I hate having to leave them to come to work every morning, but I
got to pay for that roof over their head somehow.”

“Well you give that beautiful boy a kiss
from me.”

John was a father of three kids, two girls
and a boy. Ethan had met all three as John was a customer in the
evenings as well as the mornings. He often brought his kids to the
store while their mother was cooking the evening meal, treating
them to some candy that they would be allowed to eat afterwards.
Sometimes it didn’t always work that way though.

“I will. He’s getting bigger every day so I
am sure he’ll soon be fighting off embarrassing kisses from his
father,” joked Ethan.

“Catch you later Ethan,” John called out as
he rushed out of the store into the blazing sun.

The next couple of hours passed as normal
with nothing really significant that Ethan could recall. Another
day in the meat grinder, but Ethan enjoyed his job. It was his own
business he had started up years before, building up a great
reputation with the local community who frequented his store on a
daily basis.

In return for their excellent custom Ethan
often helped out in the local community by using his business
contacts. He had helped the local school get its budget back on
track after significant cuts from the local government. With the
economy struggling, local government had to make expansive cuts
throughout every community to ensure that targets were met, as a
result, some of the local schools had suffered significant
shortfalls in their budgets. The local principal, Ms. Karen Jessop,
had popped into the store one dark evening a few months back on her
way home from school, hours after all the children had left,
mentioning to Ethan the schools difficulties. Karen Jessop was in
her mid thirties, with long flowing blonde hair which glistened
under the lights of the store. Ethan had noticed that she was
rather striking, her smile had probably melted the hearts of
hundreds of men, but her eyes looked weary, a sign of the
significant amount of pressure she was no doubt under.

With the knowledge of the schools
difficulties Ethan had contacted his accountant, who was also a
good friend, to have a look at the school’s books and see if there
was anything that he could suggest to help the school in its
plight. A large school the size of Brentwood High is like a small
corporation with the amount of suppliers that have to be micro
managed and the massive amount of expenditure that the school was
spending every quarter. Luckily though, some savings were found
which managed to get the school back under budget, which Karen
Jessop was more than happy about. Her beaming smile never faded for
at least a month after the help that Ethan had sent her way.

There were also community projects that
Ethan had helped out on occasion, however his time was much more in
demand now at home with the arrival of his new son so he had to
reduce the amount of time he spent at a local community center
where he helped teach young kids about computers, but it turned out
that he learned more from them than they from him, such is the
computer literacy of young kids these days.

 



Chapter 2

The air conditioning groaned under the
strain of trying to keep the interior of the expansive store cool
in the baking mid afternoon heat. There was a lull in the customers
at the moment which was not an unusual occurrence at different
times of the day.

The store was empty. The busted freezer
buzzed nosily at the back of the store, fighting to over-power the
sound from the air conditioning units. The door buzzed open, Ethan
glancing over quickly at the unknown customer that had just passed
into his world.

A sudden cold feeling came over me. I didn’t
recognize the person that had walked through the door into my life
at first. However, a strange shiver ran through my body. I watched
this older man walk to the rear of the store. It was then that I
recognized him, although much older than the last time I had saw
him. His slight limp was still there but just a little more
pronounced. His hair was much thinner, much more prominently grey.
I knew this man. I was frozen, my limbs seemingly unable to move.
Seeing this man again, so suddenly, ignited the darkness within me
that I had so far successfully kept at bay. A sudden white hot rage
was burning within me, the walls of my vault crumbling away.

“It can’t be,” I thought to myself. “How did
he know where I was? How did he find me?”

My vision was starting to grey out. The pain
was swelling in my chest. I could feel my heart racing. I was
starting to remember. All those evil things that I had managed to
keep locked away within the deep recesses of my being were all
screaming at me, trying to burst out from my mental locks. The
white hot rage within me was building. I could picture all the
things from my past, images flashing through my mind, dark
disturbing images. Things people would not even imagine were
possible. People were clueless to such atrocities, atrocities I had
witnessed first-hand. No, I had suffered them.

The grey man stalked towards the cash
register with his purchases. I could see him clearly now, the
features of his face screamed out at me, that ragged scar on his
cheek I would recognize anywhere. Time had not been kind to the
grey man’s deeply wrinkled forehead. The bags under his eyes spoke
of many sleepless nights. I met his eyes, the recognition was
instant. The grey mans eyes locked on mine. He was obviously
searching his tiny pathetic mind for recognition, he thought he
knew me. He did. I could see his mind working, slowly. His pupils
dilated as his brain inadvertently signaled the shock of
recognition.

He hadn’t found me. He had stumbled across
me. Poor unfortunate luck had brought about this reunion. Poor luck
for him.

I was outside my body now, looking at
myself. It was a strange surreal feeling. Time seemed to be
standing still, everything occurring in some sort of colorless slow
motion. I watched as I grabbed for the baseball bat that sat on
hooks under the counter. I could feel the wooden handle, but I
couldn’t feel it. I watched myself as I effortlessly leapt over the
counter, kicking the cash register in the process. There was a
strange eerie ringing in my ears, sounds were barely audible. I
could see his lips move as he tried to say something. I never heard
it. I watched as I raised the bat high over my head.

The grey man dropped his purchases. They
crashed to the floor inaudibly. He turned and ran, his limp
hindering his movements. I watched as he rushed to the back of the
store. There was no escape for the grey man now. I kept watching as
I chased him down, swinging the first blow heavily onto the grey
man’s back. I watched as he tumbled to the floor, falling forward
and knocking over the chip stand. Chips spilled over the floor,
crunching under my feet. I watched as I raised the bat again,
swinging it down onto the grey man’s seemingly soft head. Bright
red blood splattering onto the overturned chip stand. I kept
watching as the bat came down again and again. There was no feeling
in my body, I couldn’t feel the swings, I couldn’t feel the
impacts. The blood was spraying with each ferocious blow.

Finally the bat broke. I was suddenly back
in my own body, looking down at what I had done. Had I done
this?

I looked down at the remains that were at my
feet, the face wasn’t recognizable. Bright red blood covering
everything.

I could see that blood had soaked into my
bright white t-shirt. I could feel the blood, still warm against my
skin. Looking down at my hands all I could see was the thick,
almost black fluid that stained them. Wipe. Still it would not go.
Wipe. A bead of sweat trickled down past my temple. The cooling
sweat was refreshing against my fiery red-hot skin. It was hot that
day, the sun high in the sky piercing everything it touched.

Quickly I ran to the front of the store,
closing it. Fumbling for my keys, I stood at the door, trembling,
adrenalin pumping through my veins. Time was passing. I had to act
quickly. Finally, I squeezed the assortment of keys out. I flicked
through the metal, the keys clicking together as I searched
ruthlessly. Found it. The lock shuddered as it clunked shut. I
slammed another key into the shutter control box next to the door.
The loud whirr of the motorized barricade filling my ears as it
thundered down.

Good. No possible interruptions.

Looking back from the door, the store looked
deserted. There was no one in it apart from him. My shadow cast
against the shiny floor, dark, black. I stood at the door, staring,
waiting, thinking.

I had to act fast.

I purposefully stalked towards the rear of
the store. Bloody footprints bright red under my dark shadow.
Closer to the rear of the store, the footprints disappeared under a
pool of dark red blood. It slowly oozed towards me. My breathing
quickened, sharp shallow breaths of the life giving substance. More
sweat built up on my brow. Wipe. The sweat was gone but the heat
was overwhelming, it wasn't long before I wiped my brow again. The
cold lifeless body lay there.

The phone rang...

 



Chapter 3

The loud sharp ringing of the phone brought
my synapses back with a sharp stab. I had to fix this. What could I
do to fix this? My mind raced as I searched frantically for an
answer. Black and white images kept firing through my mind, images
from my past racing out from the vault. The locks were broken, I
couldn’t stop myself as I relived some of those disturbing images
from my past.

The grey man was there, younger, muscular,
taunting me, his foul breath hot against my neck, saliva dripping
onto my exposed flesh as he spat out his vile words.

“We are going to gut you, you little
fuck”

Laughter filled my ears from the others.
Those sick bastards. How could anyone do that to a child?

As quickly as the images appeared, they were
gone again. I was back in the store, my image reflecting off the
dark pool of blood that seeped into the crevices between the floor
tiles. My eyes darted to the phone which was still screaming
loudly, announcing that someone was trying desperately to reach me.
I had no time to answer it, I had to act fast but my mind wasn’t
performing as it should.

Another Black and white image forced its way
in, I was curled up in a ball, my knees held tightly against my
chest, tears stung my eyes, phlegm choked at my throat as deep sobs
lurched from my chest. The pain was excruciating, I could feel it
now, the rope burned deep lacerations into my skin. I had fought to
get out of my bindings, the more I struggled the more the bindings
seemed to dig deeper into the soft flesh of my wrists. The blood
trickled down my arms, staining the skin red.

I was back, staring at the stock room door
at the back of the large store. My mind walked through the store
room, checking every inch to recall if there was anything of use in
there. A large pallet lay near the loading bay wrapped in clear
plastic cellophane. Instantly my feet skipped over the pool of red,
whisking me towards the stock room door which opened with the
welcome arrival of a cool breeze, instantly refreshing my skin. My
mind cleared with the plan of action. I raced to the rear of the
storage area, like a shining beacon the large pallet called out to
me, the cellophane winking at me from the bright lights above.

I quickly reached for the box cutter which
sat on a shelf nearby, carefully cutting at the top layer of the
thin clear material. I purposefully unwrapped it while
simultaneously rewrapping it into a neat pile which I could easily
transport into the main store. It was surprisingly rugged, it would
be perfect for the purpose I intended to use it for.

I carefully walked back towards the main
store, planning intimately what I would have to do. Images of my
young son and beautiful young wife danced before my eyes, I
couldn’t lose them for this monster. I had to clean up the mess I
had created, the blood that filled the room, the unrecognizable
cold lifeless body that lay there.

The tangy metallic smell of blood flooded my
nostrils, choking the back of my throat. I had a sick feeling
emanating from the deep recesses of my stomach. I took a deep
breath to calm myself, my heart rate beginning to slow. The sight
of the blood was shocking, the amount of blood which surrounded the
body seemed limitless. The dark pool seemed to reach out for me
like a great malevolent arm.

Placing the cellophane on the floor adjacent
to the body but out-with the wet pools of blood, I carefully
arranged it in such a way as to create a large surface area. The
plastic sheeting lay like gift wrap on a coffee table awaiting the
precious gift that was to be enclosed. My strength surprised me as
I picked up the body easily and dumped the lifeless body into its
new home, a low deep thud signaling its arrival.

I searched the grey man’s pockets for any
identifiable objects. A small black leather wallet was in his pants
pocket which I shoved into the back pocket of my jeans. There was
also a set of keys which jingled as I pulled them free, but nothing
else.

I folded the clear plastic over the body,
creating a large package that no postal office would accept.
Ensuring, as best I could, that there was no air gaps in the
wrapping I tied some strong nylon string around the package to
prevent the contents from spilling out. An additional layer of
packing tape was applied meticulously to seal up all the seams and
possible routes for the remaining blood to drain from.

The large package was quite impressive, for
the ramshackle idea that I had thought of it was surprisingly tidy
and efficient. There was no blood seeping from the package which
appeared to be air tight.

One task was now complete. The next was to
hide the body until a permanent disposal could be thought of. An
obvious solution to this problem was the large industrial freezer
that sat idly in the basement. Again with surprising ease I jerked
the body onto my shoulder, like a fireman rescuing an unconscious
victim from a burning building. I whisked my package through the
stock room, down into the basement. The heat was building again,
sweat beginning to emanate from my pores as I reached the large
door, to the salvation that lay beyond. The freezer hissed slightly
as the door opened and the pressure equalized. The cool air rushed
out grabbing at my fiery skin, refreshing, cleansing. The
perspiration instantly stopped as the shock of the cool air stabbed
at my senses.

Quickly, I disposed of my package, closing
over the large heavy door and locking the freezer with the key
attached to the large bundle that I prized out of my jeans. The
lock sounded its closure with a chorus of clicks.

I scanned the stock room for the cleaning
supplies, the large dark incessant pool of blood still at the
forefront of my mind. I grabbed an armful of kitchen towels, a
large red bucket, a long handled mop with a tangled head of hair
and a few bottles of bleach, tucking a few black refuse sacks into
my jeans back pocket.

I rushed back into the main store, towards
the blood. So much blood. It seemed to have a life of its own as it
continued to snake its way about the floor.

Tearing open the kitchen towel packages, I
tore strips off the rolls with haste, placing them with marked
efficiency onto the blood that pooled on the floor, the bright
white towels turning bright red instantly, soaking up the former
life force of the grey man.

As quickly as they had been placed down, I
scooped them back up again and tossed them into the black refuse
sack, the soaked red tissue disappearing into the dark void within.
I repeated the procedure over and over until the blood appeared to
be in a more manageable state. I walked with purpose to the store
room, dumping the two black sacks full of bloodied paper towels
near the loading bay door.

At the sink in the store room I filled the
bucket half way with water, emptying
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