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People call me a lot of things. Bitch. Slut. Witch. Or worse. To some I’m a complication; a fly in the ointment; a real pubic hair on the motel soap. To others, I’m more than that—a threat and one that should promptly disappear by any means necessary. A friend of mine calls people in my line of work: Hidden Hands. We’re the gun under the table. The gun you don’t see ‘til it’s too late. To a few—those who’ve reached a point in their life where shade has snuffed out the light—I am not only a last resort, I am a Seraphim sent from the heavens. I don’t know about that. My name is Zady Proya and I have a complex relationship with all things godly. If I’m honest, I prefer being called a witch.

Let me tell you a story. Let’s start at a little King’s Cross coffee house.  It was filled with the usual brand of transients, try-hards, and has-beens. You know the types. I tried to convince myself that I wasn’t one of them as I necked a handful of aspirin with my paint-stripper-strength long black. It hit me in the guts like a bowling ball. The bearded barista who had made the concoction had irritating please-like-me-eyes. He watched me from across the café and I pretended not to notice. It was hard: I notice everything. I noticed the two women talking in hushed tones at the table opposite. They were most likely breaking up, judging by their body language. I’m good at deciphering body language. I noticed the balding man trying to discreetly look down the top of the waitress who was dutifully cracking pepper over his eggs benedict. I also noticed that his wife was noticing it too. 

A thin man in his mid-forties made a big show of reading a leatherbound book of poetry. Lord Byron. Wanker. His expensive collared shirt was the color of phlegm. His woolen trousers: a kind of shitty brown. His closely shaven face had the sheen of moisturizer and his eyes had an odd, pulled look—like he’d just recently gone under the knife. I wondered if this was his first mid-life crisis, or just one episode of a whole series. His woody aftershave filled the room and frankly, made me feel the subtlest tinge of nausea. 

I massaged my temples before tying back my dark hair with an elastic band. My gray eyes felt as though they might pop out of my skull at any moment. Do you like how I casually throw in the odd descriptor, so you can picture what I look like? That’s how I roll. Anyway, I caught my reflection in the polished surface of a metal napkin dispenser—my normally caramel-colored skin had paled to a hue not unlike bald-pervy-man's hollandaise. Not good. I stood up a little too quickly and the room began to pirouette like a drunken ballerina. Please-like-me-eyes lurched forward from behind the coffee counter, making a show of how he might just run to my side—check if I was alright or something. He didn’t. 

I smoothed out my burnt orange blouse, careful to ensure my hands lingered over my breasts. Was phlegm-shirt watching? No. I faked a yawn, followed by a mildly orgasmic grunt. Yes. I had him now. I casually ‘dropped’ my bill so I could bend over to pick it up. My dark blue stretch jeans did their job and phlegm-shirt was hooked. I grabbed my brown leather bag off the seat opposite and threw it over my shoulder revealing a hint of bra-strap.

After paying the bill—being sure to cut please-like-me-eyes off before he could ask me out—I left the café and turned right down Darlinghurst Road. I listened out for phlegm-shirt’s footfalls, which proved easy enough as he was wearing hard-soled mules that assaulted the concrete with every step. Prey and predator walked the long line of strip clubs, souvenir stores, and sex shops as the clouds massed and the smell of rain defeated the scent of cheap perfume and pathos. ‘Hope this wraps up before the storm comes,’ I thought to myself as I turned into the park. It was early afternoon but the thick, dark clouds made it seem like nightfall had come early. ‘Good. The darkness is good.’ People everywhere began dashing for shelter. Fewer people meant less chance of rubber-necking, which was a real bonus. 

I slowed and pretended to search my bag for an umbrella.

“Ahoy there, milady!” called out Phlegm-Shirt. 

‘Milady?’ I thought. ‘Fuck me.’ I spun around. “You talking to me?” I answered.

“You know I am,” he began. “Where is the lovely maiden headed?”  

“Home before the rain.” I dabbed my bottom lip with my tongue and smiled.

“You don’t like getting wet?” Phlegm-Shirt asked.

I stood to my full five-feet-nine and thrust out my chest. “Not really, no. Not ‘rain-wet’ anyway.”

A homeless man lay sprawled on a bench not five meters away. He yelled something out to no one in particular before rolling over and drifting off to sleep.

“You’ve been coming to The Brewer’s Bean for a few days now. I’m in there all the time. Should I be flattered?”

“Do you feel flattered?” I asked.

“Maybe. Women in that joint seem to appreciate the more refined, older type,” oozed Phlegm-Shirt.

“You get a lotta’ action outta’ the place, then?” I pushed.

“I do alright. You’re a little older than the sort I usually attract.”

“I’ve just turned thirty. How young are we talking here?”

Phlegm-Shirt looked me up and down. “Young,” was all he said in reply. “So, where do you hail from?” he asked, his voice dripping with forced gentility.

“Surry Hills.”

“No, where are your parents from?”

“Mum’s from Jo-Berg.” Phlegm-Shirt's eyebrows knitted together. “South Africa,” I clarified. “And Dad was from Latvia.”

“You’re like a Mulato, then?” said phlegm-shirt.

“A what now?”

“Like a half-cast,” added Phlegm-Shirt.

“Sure. I guess. Did you start up this conversation to quiz me on my mixed-race situation, or what?”

“Sorry, love. Being a bit rude, aren’t I? I’m Gordon.” Gordon held out a hand yellowed with cigarette smoke and I moved forward, grabbed it and shook.

“Beyonce. My name’s Beyonce.”

Phlegm-shirt's expression hardened and his voice lost a hint of its original pretense. “That right? Like the singer? You’re bullshitting me.” 

“No. Wish I was. Dad was a real kidder,” I lied.

“I like your kind. Sorta’ black—sorta’ not. Something dirty about it.”

“You like ‘dirty’, huh?”

“Course I do.” Gordon ran a hand down my arm. “So do you.”

“Is my addictive personality showing? You’re confident. I’ll give you that,” I said with a grin.

“Why don’t we head to your place and I’ll show you how confident I am?”

“Not so sure about that, Gordon. Bronson hates it when I bring strange men home.”

“Bronson? Bullshit, Beyonce. You’re not tied down to one partner. I know your type. You’re as down to fuck as I am.”

“A real romantic, hey Gordon?”

“Look. Let’s cut the act!” Gordon grabbed my arm and jerked me back and forth. The homeless man looked up, mumbled something and stumbled off into the shadows. “You knew what you were doing—shaking that ass all the way down here. You can’t just turn me on then turn me off like a light switch, you little cunt!”

That did me. My vision blurred and I felt a jolt surge through my body—from the soles of my feet to my scalp. Time slowed as I brought the heel of my hand up to Gordon’s nose, noting the satisfying snapping sound as it broke. He released his grip on me and I delivered a punch to his throat that sent him reeling backward. Gordon threw haphazard fists, easily blocked and countered with a kick to his crotch. When Gordon doubled over in agony, I brought a knee upward, punishing his already ruined face. 

The man dropped like a sack of shit. I stomped his genitals as he squealed like a pig. Vomit erupted from his mouth and tears filled his eyes. I brought my booted foot down again and again, until he stopped writhing and just lay there—taking it. Lucky for him, I chose not to pull my knife from its ankle-sheathe. I looked around for witnesses before legging it out of there. 

Then came the rain.
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THE DOCTOR LOOKED AT me, his eyes lingering on my blood-stained top. He tapped a pen against his gray-trousered knee and squinted. His blazer had seen better days and his salt-and-pepper hair was unkempt. Even his glasses looked slightly greasy. The man needed some good news. 

I scanned the office; I loved the life-size plastic skeleton and the break-away ear canals, eye-balls, and other assorted horrors. It was Halloween in this room all year round. 

I’d been seeing the same Doctor for a number of years. Our relationship had evolved of late.

“You really messed him up?” the Doctor asked without making eye-contact.

I placed a hand over the Doctor’s, causing all pen-tapping to cease. “I’m not naïve enough to suggest that he won’t repeat what he did to your daughter, Doctor Li.” I squeezed the Doctor’s knee. “Hopefully he’ll think twice at least.”

Doctor Li exhaled and his eyes met mine. “Call me Charles. You’ve done more for me and my family than you’ll ever know.” Charles smiled. “Just not Charlie or Chuck. Hate that shit.”

“Got it,” I replied. “So, about that other thing?”

“I’ll write you a prescription. For what you’ve done for me.”

“Just one?”

“There might be a repeat or two. But one day, Zady—”

“Yes, yes,” I interjected.

“One day,” said Charles emphatically. “One day, I’m going to ask you to rethink some of your choices.”

I stood and headed for the door. “Charles. Thank you.”

“Thank you. I really lost it when that prick got off—on a fucking technicality. What kind of a justice system lets a monster like that walk?” Charles steadied himself, his fingers digging into the armrests of his high-backed leather armchair. “Jenny will never know what you’ve done for her, with any luck
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