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THE DEVIL

Rain pounded against the top of the car. Rosco and Bozolli sat inside.
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The two men stepped out of the car in their tattered overcoats, and entered the
downfall. Rosco tugged on the rim of his brimmed hat. Bozolli blew smoke through the strands

of hair hanging in front of his eyes. He let his distant thoughts manifest.
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Bozolli patted Rosco on the chest. He took three steps back and rushed the door. It

crashed open with him slowing to a stagger. The darkness of the room flooded out and sucked

in their shadows.
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Bozolli walked to the back of the room and stopped at a desk. Behind it, a man sat

slouched over in a chair. Bozolli grabbed him by his collar and lifted him to his height.
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1 SNB Bo&o pdligdd éhain link and let it go. The light bulb swung in circles,

lighting parts of the room in its orbit.
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Bozolli stared at the man. The limp head pulled downwards in a bob. He lifted the chin

and beheld an arc of sliced flesh.
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Bozolli let go and the body sank; the limbs turned and rolled. Rosco drew open a closet.

Books and rubbish fell down atop him.
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Bozolli looked at the corpse.
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He opened the center drawer in the desk. A plastic bag of colored powder lay where his
eyes fell. It was over-packed and bulging with a plumpness that looked attractive to him. His
eyes darted up. Rosco was noisily upturning furniture. Bozolli licked his lips and fell into an
ecstatic nostalgia of doing blow and getting the rush. He checked Rosco again, snatched the

bag, and shoved it in his pocket. He heaved the desk over with a grunt and searched the ruin.
 2dz FAYRAY3I FyeGKAy3Is .21 2tfAKE
bl KX GKA& FdzO1 &aLISyid SOSNE RAYS KS KIFIR® !
G, SFX FdzO01 GGKAa 3Fdz2d LQY GKANBIED® | Sesx &2dz
GLQff YSSG dzld 6A0GK @l ® L ySSR G2 GF1S O NB

G! £ NR IAKI o K S iNdOTS2dzi i KSNB b€

|6 |



Rosco and Bozolli raced down the stairs. They stood under an awning by the car,
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the gutters. Rosco slapped him on the back.
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Bozolli nodded.
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pocket. The mere thought sent his flesh crawling in excitement.

Jogging over to the subway entrance, he descended the stairs. He gripped the bag
firmly, liking the way it felt in his hand. Picking up speed, he brushed by people, avoiding faces.
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face in a sickly glow. As his eyes adjusted, his dominion returned. He fought the anxiety

coursing throughout his body down towards his shaking fingertips.

Bozolli walked into an open stall and latched it closed. He carefully took out the plastic
bag and held it in the light. The powder was a potent, dark red. It looked almost as if old Mr.
Vast had cut his own throat all over the coke. He opened the bag, dabbed it with his pinky, and

brought it to his tongue. Sulfur laced it with a sting. He lifted his eyebrows in shock.
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Bozolli reached for his wallet. He slid a razorblade out.
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He poured the powder onto the toilet paper dispenser. A large pile of the red sat in a
clump. With practiced skill, he spread the powder into six lines ¢ the perfect length, the perfect
width. Bozolli smiled for the first time in a while. He slid the razorblade back into his wallet and
took out a dollar bill. He pinched an end and rolled it. Wiping the sweat from his forehead, he
bent down for the line. Bozolli held his left nostril closed and inhaled a line smoothly. He tilted

his head back and inhaled again.
dalyz GKIFIG aKAGQa LIzNB dé

He licked his pinky and lifted some powder to his gums. Nodding his head, he put
George Washington down for another line. Deep inhales followed. Music crept through his
mind, an industrial beat of pistons shooting in and out, in queue with his breath. The drip hit
him. His eyes sparked. Water dropped from his hair down to his mouth. Sweet, dirty rain
soaked into his tongue. He nodded his head harder to the music. He held the other nostril

closed and snorted a line. The sulfur-like, bitter taste hit the back of his throat.
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Bozolli did the last three lines in quick succession. He fumbled the bag of powder back

open and tossed more of the hellish dust onto the toilet dispenser case. His shoulders and torso
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were now in the rhythm of the hypnotic sounds. At lightning speed, he crafted the lines,

dashing the razorblade side-to-side, extracting the fine powder.

Inhaling and sniffing the dust, the drip became more noticeable. The numbing feeling
raced through his throat. He bit his thumb and swished the chalky powder around his mouth.
Laughter hit him, tears rolled down his cheeks and slid into his mouth. An iron-like saltiness hit
his taste buds. He leaned over and did three more lines, and stared up to the ceiling, still

inhaling. He closed the plastic bag and stuck it in his jacket pocket.

With his throbbing fist, he punched down the stall door with ferocity. He inhaled hard
and stretched the muscles in his neck, straining them out. He growled and flexed his hands,

tensing his whole body.
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was hard and constant; the music pulsed deafeningly loud in his ears.
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his right. He shook violently with sweat pouring off his face in rushes. The salty taste flooded his

throat, liquid and wet; it rolled over his tongue, down his throat. Bozolli roared. He ripped the
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with a newspaper entered the bathroom, saw Bozolli, and ran out with saucer-like eyes. Bozolli
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Bozolli rocked back-and-forth, inhaling and exhaling hard. He spit phlegm and looked
down, surprised to see blood. He rushed over to the mirror. Splattered red covered his face. He
ran in a scurried half-fall out of the bathroom, through the hall, up the stairs, and back into the
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Bozolli breathed hard and let the rain wash over his face. He looked up at the moon. Its

craters formed a face that he swore was the devil himself.

FACE CUT

The man cleared his throat and knocked on the door. It swung open.

Gl 2¢ 82dz R2AYQKéE IS adlyySR KAaa Tt 5. 2 dz

O«
(0p))
©
Q

. Sz (KIF{iQa YSoé

|10 |



GLQY . NRyazy® [/ 2YS GKS Fdz01 Ayo»é¢ | S
out into the hall, checked both ways, and closed it. Latching the deadbolt, he turned to

Clarence.
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Bronson led Clarence through the dark apartment. Knives and razors lay scattered
across the floor. Coats soaked in a dark red hung over the windows, blocking the light. Bronson

wore a stained wife-beater, his gut hung out under his shirt.
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the seat.

Clarence sat down, straightening the wrinkles in his pants and adjusting his shirt. He
looked ahead to the broken mirror. Above it was a single pulsing light bulb. Pieces of glass lay
jagged on the counter, giving off odd slivers of reflections. The wall behind the mirror bore

deep scratches and bloodstains.
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Clarence removed his jacket, unbuttoned his pants, and laid them in a neat stack by the

wall. He stood, not welcoming his vulnerability, and sat down in the chair. The air was a musty
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dampness that kept his eyes wider than he wanted them. He took deep breaths, trying to
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smoothness.
GLQY 3FA2yyl a0NI L) 82dz Ay> | f NRAIKGKE

a. SI o¢

5

G, 2dz GKAY] o62dzi I yIYS FT2N &82dz2NJ ySg Tl OSo
Ga® Y2UKSNIYFYSR YS IFG4SNI a2yYS alAyid 2N az

b2z AGQa | Llzaade ylIYS FTNRY | Lldzaae alAydo

KSNE 2y dé

Clarence sighed and looked at the scratches in front of him, contemplating what was
next. He focused his eyes on them, projecting himself into a meditative state, trying to fall into

the scratches and surf them like waves.

Bronson walked out of the room and returned with a war-damaged toolbox. He opened

it and began lining up the tools on a nearby table. Different sized knives, needles, scissors, and
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Clarence bit down on the toy. His forehead was oily with sweat. Bronson turned and hit
a button on a small device. Music came blaring out. Slow, heavy beats played at low tempo.

Bronson crouched next to Clarence.
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Clarence shook his head and swallowed, tasting the grime and spit that covered the ball.
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beat of the music. He picked up a rusted hunter blade and a stone rock. The knife scraped
against the rock in razor-tearing grinds. Bronson flashed a grin and slashed Clarence. A sunken

dark line appeared on his left cheekbone down to his chin. Blood drizzled.

Clarence fought to keep his focus on the scratches in the wall. Bronson hacked from ear
tolipd ! &1 S6SRX o6f SSRAYy3I ONRA& gl a GKS aGFNL 27
two near the corner. The flaps shook in fright. The once smooth surface was warped.
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nostrils: four lines on the left side and two on the right. Taking a razorblade, he made shallow
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drips. Bronson chose another blade and held it at a downward angle. He cut across the cheeks,

and tore upwards through the lip. The blood in his mouth dripped out of the punctured hole.
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his face. It felt like the inside of his face was slowly sliding out in distorted lumps.
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Bronson walked out of the room and slammed some doors and cabinets in another
room. Clarence waited with blood droplets in his eyes and a stream of red running out his

nostrils. He grated his teeth, adjusting the slick toy in his mouth.

Bronson returned with a sandwich, dripping mustard, and a beer. He shoved the bread
into his mouth, picked up a scissor, and cut away partsofflesh2 y / £ I NBy OSQa T2 NBK:

flaps dropped to the floor. Each resounded with a flop in the growing red puddle.
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lines, now drowning in them, pulled around by the oceanQa @ KA Y ®

NREYy&az2y LIAO]ISR dzLJ I RFIISNI gAGK | f2y3 oft
adzadF NR RNALILISR FNRY GKS &l yRgAOK R2gy (G2 [/t
and ran them through his neck. Blood sloshed out the thin holes. He stuck a skewer through an
eyebrow and forced it into one of his nostrils, severing it. Clarence breathed in his blood and

spat it out in gobs, stringy with saliva.
NREYy&az2ys OKdzZA3IAYy3a KAa 0SSNE 20aSNIBBSR /I NB
and picked up a gun with a blue torch roaring out. Its light cast an eerie mood, making
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the angles of his new face. Hair was singeing off. The smell of burnt flesh filled the room. He put
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neck. The thick goo smothered the wounds.

Bronson finished his beer and nodded to Overdrive.
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Overdrive had hardly lifted his lips before stopping his movement. The wounds were
deep. The pain hit him in rushes. Sporadic, it moved over his forehead to his nose, neck, and
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Bronson lifted him out of the chair and set him on the floor.
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clung to him. Writhing in torment, he shut his eyes.
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Frank Spade of Ranicla Police Department and his partner Charles Botzon walked out of the
headquarterstothe OF N CNJ y|1 2LISYSR GKS RNAGSNDaA R22NJ 2

the roof with sprawled arms.
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Both were drinking Morn Emporium coffee. It was sludge dirt so bitter that it killed your

taste buds for the whole day. Grinds floated throughout it with every gulp.
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come off with just water. Charles looked up to the clouds.
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The officers got in the car and slammed the doors. Frank started the engine and
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He placed the radio back down and shifted the car into gear. The car crawled out of the
lot. Charles took off his hat and ran a hand through his balding hair. They headed to the

neighborhood of Rotten.

Streets lay grimed and filthy. Once-white sidewalks were now caked with yellow and
green. Rats ate in the street, darting in and out of the sewage grates. The sky above lay a

dormant grey ¢ desaturated and thick, holding the atmosphere of the city and compacting itself
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inward. A frost traveled through the wind like a light-set freezer. Bums hid in shadows, passed
out and asleep. Broken glass laid at the shop fronts and cigarette butts lined the streets like
ants. No one cleaned up Ranicla. Sanitation consisted of garbage trucks that litter half of what

they take with them. The growing repulsion of the city worsened as they approached Rotten.
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Frank nodded. They passed by 48™ seeing two men conversing and making swaps.

Nothing dawned on Charles. On 53rd, a homeless man was beating an old woman.
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the car and walked towards the shop. They looked around at the people inside. There were two
old men playing chess, a businessman with a paper, and a kid drinking coffee, writing on the
table in scratches. In the corner was a tall man with a dark coat. The cops walked to a booth

and sat down.
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the woman clerk. The man had her wrist snatched in his left hand, and held in his right hand a

Kris blade pointed in her direction.

The girl shook her head. She handed him seventy dollars ¢ a wad of bills in mostly ones.
He took it, sliding it into his breast pocket, and slipped the knife close to his wrist, up his jacket.
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Charles was confused for a beat, and instinctively reached for his gun, unlatching the
top button. The man smashed Charles in the face with his fist ¢ a clean shot, it wavered
/ Kl NI SaQa 06 NI AY O nstidbs. Thes fiefkicked 2rourt KegainfhgfaRafeidds.dzy” O 2

The tall man had run out of the shop.

Charles staggered, getting up, while Frank unhooked his gut from beneath the table. He
looked to his right, spotting Charles, and darted left out the door. The tall man was running up a
high-slanted street and disappeared out of sight. Frank made it to the top of the hill, heaving,

but the man was gone.
Frank walked back to the shop. Charles was sitting at the table with a bundle of food.
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Frank bit into the muffin, and drowned himself in espresso, switching each cup and
taking bites out of each of the goods. Charles was dipping an éclair into his coffee and slopping

off the chocolate, meticulously leaving the donut naked.

119 |



QX
(0p))
(0p))
>
-+

G2S OFy KAG dzLJ GKS DNRgYySNRa LI I OS:
G{dzNB>X y20KAy3 StasS 2 R2®¢ [/ KI N Sa NHzmo6SR

Sti 0SSLISRO®

(@]]

Theradio2y CNJ y 1 Qa
G{ljdZc R yHz 0O2YS Ay dé¢
Frank picked up the radio and held down the output.
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Frank chugged his drinks, shoved the rest of his food in his pockets, took out a cigarette,
lit it, and motioned Charles to follow.
G, 2dz RNR OS¢

They got in. Charles slammed his foot down on the accelerator. They peeled out with
high-toned squeaks and a wall of smoke. The car barged down the curb and drifted, taking the
O2NY SN ¢KS o0fFO1 yQ 6KAGS NRIFINBR (GKNRddzZAK GKS

without hesitation.

They made it to 33" and noticed a commotion by the dirt lot. A man was running with a

briefcase.
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Charles hit the brakes, skidding the car to a stop before the dirt.
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Frank got out of the car and began running with Charles trailing. Both cops were holding
their belts up, breathing hard after only a minute. The man, now in the distance, was climbing a

cliff, twenty feet upwards, which had a run-down shack atop its edge. The windows were

boarded up.

Vicious dog growls echoed through the air. Some sounded like starved dogs, others like

vampires. Frank and Charles turned around and watched them tear through the wind.
G2 KFdG GKS FdzO1 K¢ CNIyl |ailSR

The dogs gained ground faster than the cops could run. Frank and Charles were
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visible through cracks in the boards.
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The officers made it to the base of the rocky, dirt cliff. They started climbing, aware that

they were no longer on a chase.
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The dogs closed the gap between them. Frank was scurrying near the top, but Charles

was only half-way. The dogs hit the base and leapt vertically off the rocks. They snapped their
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teeth and pounced upwards. Frank stood atop the cliff and pulled out his .357 Magnum. He

pulled back the hammer, ground his feet, and held his arms open in a circle.
GCdzO1AYyQ R23a 2F | Stftd [SGQa aSS AT &2dzQNB

The magnum thundered. A dogQ ldead exploded, leaving a headless body falling over
mid-leap as if he finally got tired of running. Frank pulled the hammer again, but four more
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right leg.
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Charles was almost at the top of the cliff. A dog clung to each of his legs. More of them
climbed the rock-face cliff and would soon be eating Frank instead of Charles. Frank looked
around in hurried fashion, and then he looked at Charles with different eyes. Without a second
thought, he lifted his foot and kicked Charles in the shoulder. Fear and pure stupidity were on
/| KI NI SaQa FI OS | &theldgs witthd td devRu? him/ Histbd€\Svas@oinkoF ¥ 0 2
patches.
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then shut it behind him, and held his magnum out. Frank crept through the house, keeping

silent. Through his mind raced whether or not anyone would know that he kicked his partner to
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He opened a cracked door ahead of him, and slowly advanced inward. A hand appeared,

af I YYAY 3 CNJI ydod¥f@meFHis AbS braky dn Enpatt End shifted out of place. A
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splatter of blood shot out. Frank kept his grasp on the magnum and fired into the dark at chest-
level. The muzzle flash illuminateda Y y Q&4 FIF OS® | S RNRLILISR GKS KI Y
streamed out in a thick circle, but the body came at him, throwing him into the wall. Held,

Frank pulled the hammer; he knew a few bruiseswoulRY Qi &Kl {S KAa FAY 27FF

Fingers clasped onto his face. Each finger pressed inward with weight impossibly strong.
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Sy i SNBR CNJI Yy @ and adtdrivo, thide | 1#s,Ififtle& Rmes. Frank felt his upper
torso folding inwards. A puddle spilled out of his stomach. His body wanted to fall, but the man
stilhSf R KA Y® CNI yiXal SRlisthidhedk@ADd gSeR ligh. We caught a
glimpse before losing consciousness. He had seen the scratches and deep scars. The graze on
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Waking, he pulled out his radio and attempted calling in, but all that came from his
mouth was gurgled blood, which rushed up and down his throat as if he were drowning.
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Frank released his finger off the button and lay on the hard ground as if unable to sleep.
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THE COVE

Bozolli walked out of Morn Emporium on 29" Street with a cup of coffee warming his
hands. He drank the sludge. The grinds stuck to his tongue, flooding his palette with bitterness.

He lit a smoke and fell into pattern: inhaling, exhaling, and taking swigs.

A car slowed to a roll beside him. The passenger window slid down. Bozolli could realize

it was a cop car. He looked inside.
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nose; a distinct redness ran to his lip.
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Bozolli passed over the coffee. The sludge flopped out the top, covering the shifter.

Rosco took a gulp.
G! KT NBFTNBaKAyIdE

Bozolli looked out the window and watched the drunks who crawled in the morning

frost.
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like a knife toward their surroundings.
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Bozolli threw the cigarette butt out the window and lit his Zippo. A large flame bellowed
out in fiery orange. The flame was larger than usual. He cupped his hands around it, ridding the
stiffness in his fingers. He snapped it closed and looked up, seeing seagulls fly through the air.
They were hideous birds that dwarfed all the other flying creatures. Obnoxiously, they cawed in

union. Their bodies were white dots in the distance, littering the dockside.

The boardwalk was mostly broken and forced upwards as if the wooden boards had life
in them. Next to the dock was the sewer system ¢ a massive concrete dam. The sewer

floodgates seeped out more than just liquid.

Rosco parked the car and got out, Bozolli tailed, lighting a smoke. The waste smell hit

them instantly: fish, human corpses, and chemical waste.

The architecture towered above them a hundred times their height. They began the

walk upwards on the steel-grated staircase. Bozolli was sniffing, wiping the mucus residue from
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his nose, and taking drags off his smoke. Rosco walked with his hands in his pockets. He wore
multiple layers of jackets, making his posture stiff. Bozolli moved cowered over. His back dipped

in spasms as if ghosts were flying through him.
a[ 221 G GKAA FdzO1AyQ LI OS® WSadzadé
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The walls were an off-white color covered in green lines endlessly running down. There

were stains of orange, red, and purple, which came from who-knows-what kind of waste.

The wind picked up as they approaching the top of the stairway, blowing their jackets.
Their steps sounded with metal bangs on the catwalks above the pit of filth. Bozolli looked over
the railing. He pried his eyes down at the pool. Furniture, limbs, and entire bodies lay faced up
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He started counting the corpses. He saw eight, but then realized there were over
twentyZ KS O2dzf Ry Qi 0SS &dz2NB P ¢ K Sheydlgatedaldrig thas S NS

waste, rising and falling, twisting around.

There were neither light fixtures nor cameras at The Cove. No one could see anyone or
anything that happened. Bozolli remembered dragging at least a dozen corpses up the giant

flight of stairs. At night, the place was spooky, but daytime revealed its horror.

Rosco led Bozolli along the crisscrossed catwalks. The walkways shook from their
weight. Bozolli thought of the other night with the red coke, and looked at his once blood-

covered hands. Fleeting memories appeared and vanished, prodding his mind. Sifting through
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his mind, he remembered killing dozens of men, but he had never been as monstrous as he was

that night.

Rosco stopped just past the middle of the entire structure. The distant walls had an ugly

green that sloshed out in bursts then dribbled back down.
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Bozolli looked down at the muck below.
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Bozolli lit another smoke and bent over the rail. Rosco looked down the other side.
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out and its head just beneath the surface with its straggled hair spread out. He thought he saw
the corpse move, but the distance between was a good fifty feet. He leaned farther over,
puffing his cigarette. His weight shifted as the rail lowered with a sudden snap. Bozolli went to
pure hysteria and tried to jump to the grate near Rosco, but the platform tilted to a vertical
af 2SS ¢KS OFrdGglftlQa atAaolySaa Ol dzaSR KAY G2

outstretched hands.

Rosco held the rail behind himself with crouched legs, planting his weight. He

A
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his head downwards towards his future acid bath and laughed in his fear. He wondered if the

surface of filth below would be a liquid or a hard film.

z
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spine shook with reverberation. He pulled his head up and flailed his arms, grabbing for
something to stay above the surface. He threw his weight on a dark floating piece nearby. It
sank as he leaned on it more, and it began turning over. He scurried on top of it, and noticed
the skeletal frame. He jumped, but forced himself to hug it closely. The rotted corpse had been
bathing in waste for what must have been months. The skin moved with his touch, falling off

the bones.
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fingers. The waste around him was cold, not freezing, but cold as if it were separate from the

air and world outside.
He breathed out the disgusting batter. It rushed down his throat regardless.
Rosco hurried down the inner stairs, bouncing up and down, holding his hat.
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Bozolli flapped his arms in the slime. It drooled off him like saliva. He remembered the
briefcase, and searched blindly while clasping onto the floating corpse. The stench gravitated

towards his nostrils, making him vomit.
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from chemicals to rancid food to human feces.
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Bozolli shoved the corpse away and plunged himself under the film, clenching his eyes.
The muck crawled through his ears as he surged deeper. He smashed his face on the bottom,

and raked the ground with his fingers. The gritty textures buried themselves against his skin.

Running out of breath, he madly dashed his back along the floor, pushing with his heels.
His right hand latched on to a square object, he grabbed it with both hands, pressed it to his
chest, and launched off the bottom. He came to the surface like a sea monster. His coughs shot

sludge out of his mouth.
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Yellow went up his windpipe, sending him into a spasm. Rosco took out a blade and

removed his jacket. He ripped and cut the fabric, making a single long piece, then threw it to
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Bozolli. He caught it, and let Rosco pull him inwards. He looked to the sky, watched the stars

through the grated catwalks above, and wished he could see the moon.
Rosco pulled him out by his arm. The suitcase clung to the filth, and snapped free.
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flesh from the corpse still clinging to him.
Rosco helped Bozolli up, and headed out of The Cove.
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Rosco burst out laughing and jogged away.

Bozolli took his clothes off, walked to the water, and jumped in. As he submerged, The
| 2 @&ukiloated away in clumps. He rubbed his skin until it was red. He drank some water
to purge out the vomit taste. Rosco pulled up the car, walked out, and popped the trunk. Bozolli

pulled himself out and took the jacket from Rosco. He wrapped himself and got in the car.
Bozolli exhaled a long sigh.
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Bozolli reached in and pulled out a pack of smokes and a Zippo. He took one out and lit
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Bozolli reached in the back seat and pulled the briefcase to the front. He started playing

with the locks.
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Bozolli pried the lock off the left and started on the right. Rosco reached for the case
and hit the wheel with his shoulder. The car turned towards the side of a building. Bozolli

opened the case. Coke ¢ red coke.

.21 2t f ApQuiveréd 2HiE Susldesfinvoluntarily convulsed. He started breathing

hard, and reached to touch the bags of powder.
Rosco swerved the car back onto the road.
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Bozolli pulled his knife and held it at Rosco.
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Rosco saw his own reflection in the blade. He pulled down the brim of his hat more,

covering his eyes in shadow.
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Bozolli held a bag in his hand. The feeling of it between his fingers was like touching

clouds.
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Bozolli closed the briefcase, shoving a bag up his right sleeve, and latched it closed.

APT #606

The heavy, robust door to Apartment #606 was like the window of a furnace. Inside

were men with deranged scars and burns ¢ Face Cutters. Edgar and Louis sat at a wooden table,
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playing cards. Tyrant sat atop a woman on the floor, pinning her down. Each of the men wore a
suit: Edgar, a midnight purple; Tyrant, a charcoal; and Louis, a black. Their noses all had the red

line of evidence.

Tyrant held the girl beneath him by the throat. The lack of proper breathing caused her
face to look like a drowning victim. Each breath was a desperate gasp as if she were trying to
breathe small pockets of air underwater. He released his grasp on her, and sneered while
lowering his mutilated face. She squirmed. He grabbed her nose, twisted it, and ripped the flesh
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pants, tore them to the side, and drilled her.

Edgar took out his metal sniffer and a handful of red. He flipped a razorblade out of his
front pocket, and let the powder sift through his hand as he crafted it into thick lines. He

shoved his head down and snorted them in a brutally long inhale.
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all hair follicles and missing layers of skin. His face appeared to be actively singeing under a

flame to no end.

Louis had slicked back hair and held an air of confidence. His facial scars were mostly
GKAY fAySa 3ANIOSTFdzte& YIN]JSRY 6KAES ¢eNryd KI

Like a fleshy collar, his neck had slashes of faded red.

Tyrant had a crazed stare; he was haunting the girl to the peaks of her dementia. Louis
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checked his clock watch from a sliver chain.

"0315. Cotrelli wants that new attorney in town to be welcomed to Ranicla, nice and

proper."

Edgar slammed his cards down and pulled his jacket tight. He opened the closet door,

took out a second pound of red, and placed it in his briefcase.

Tyrant finished inside the girl, snapped her neck, and kept turning it vertically until the
tendons ripped and her face grotesquely lay upside down, still attached in a convulsed, twisted
manner. Edgar bent down, popped a knife out his pocket, and sunk it in her left eye. He turned
the knife in a scoop, scraping the eye out like an egg out of a shell. He lifted the eye and
watched the pupil roll upward as he shoved it in his mouth. The whit white secretion spewed

forth as he chewed down. Edgar slapped Bruno, the guard, on the shoulder.

"Come on, chap."

The men hurried out of the back exit of the building. Bruno cruised around in the
limousine, and the Face Cutters entered. Edgar and Louis sat facing the front with a small black
table at their knees, and Tyrant sat across from them. Edgar placed his briefcase on the table
and removed the bag of powder. He punctured it with his razorblade, and poured a large lump.

The limo took off, heading north.
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a large pentagram shape. The three sniffed it. They sat back dazed with the feeling of the

oncoming drip. Edgar poured another lump and carved out a swastika. They did the lines. Hell
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erupted in each of them, driving their adrenaline skyward, enveloping them in a twisted heat.

The limo came to a stop. The Face Cutters rushed out with their veins strapped against
their skin and their eyes tensed. They bounced through the street in excitement. Louis grabbed

their shoulders, and swiped his nose.

"Edgar storms the back ¢ | take theside¢¢ @ NI yi KA Ga GKS FTNRYylodh

and his eye muscles twitched.
They broke their huddle with nods and ran off to the house in demonic speed.

Brun2 NBYIFIAYSR Ay (KS RNAGSNNRaE aSrHaz FyR

kissed the crucifix around his neck.

Tyrant stood at the front door. He leaned back and pumped his leg forward, kicking the
door down with his heel. The door swung open. He growled deeply and ran through the house,

smashing things down.

Louis shattered the glass on the side of the house and climbed inside, sticking himself on
glass shards. Edgar broke through the bathroom window from the backyard and snaked himself
through. The Face Cutters ran through the halls, closing in on the bedrooms. Each of them

barged down a door.
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Tyrant, with a grin, pulled her by her legs. She fell out of the bed, shaking. He jumped into the
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air and proceeded stomping her head. Her vision rose and fell like the sun. She shrieked until

her face collapsed.
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Edgar, seeing no life inside the room, kicked outthewiy R2 6 Q& 3If F aad FyR NI Y
center of the backyard. He spun in circles, looking for life. A doghouse caught his eye. He ran to
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relentless knuckles smashed into its face, leaving his hand riddled with open cuts. The dog lost
consciousness. Edgar picked up each of its four limbs, and snapped them over his leg, leaving a
bag of dog flesh. He took out aclaw-4 KI LJSR of F RS | yR Odzi (tes R23IQa
in his pocket, then threw the limb-broken obscenity into its doghouse. He lit a smoke and

jogged back to the limousine.

Louis flung his door open and charged. The attorney sat on his bed, quivering with a gun
aimed at Louis. The man fired the 9mm. Louis pounced at him in curved leap. He ran his tightly
Of SYOKSR FTAa&al Ayild2 GKS YIyQa FILF0O0Se® ¢KSe& Gdzyof
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ripped downwards. The man spat and screamed. Louis took a razorblade from his front pocket
and cut down the corner of his lips. Berserk with strength, he tore the remaining flap off. A

desperate moan echoed through the house. His exposed lower teeth gushed blood in spurts.
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PANDEMONIUM

Bozolli walked up 55" and headed right on Humbert Street. He smoked and swigged a
bottle of Stone Tea. With his coat pulled tight, and his hair hung low over his eyes, he blocked
out the world, indulging in his own reality. He took a business card out of his pocket, and read

Wandemonium: 83166 { (i NB S Qo
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Bozolli rummaged through his pockets. He dropped four nickels overtheml y Qa4 KSI R®
The bum reached for them as Bozolli soccer-kicked him in the eye. The man screamed. Bozolli

0Syld R2gy> (KNBg (GKS YlIyQa ofly]1Si 20SNI KAa 7T

GCdzO1 Ay Q 020714adz01 SN . 20KSNJ YSKE

A ~

Aslopofbloodracedacrosda . 21 2f t AQ&a SéeSo IS aftAR GKS vy

reclaimed his walking path. He lit another smoke and pulled his jacket tight. His eyes darted in
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anxiety.
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be blocked by a guard talking on a phone.
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Bozolli took out his magnum and pulled the trigger halfway. The guard dropped his
phone and put his hands up to his chest. Bozolli squeezed the trigger. The hammer dropped
with a click ¢ no ammo. The guard reached for the gun. Bozolli let him grab it, took his blade
2dzi 6AUK KA&a STl FyR at AOSR (UKS YlyQa gNRa(O®
hardcore beats. He pushed his way through the crowd to the bar.
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The bartender nodded.

Bozolli looked around. His hand was on his knife and was drawing it slowly. A hideous,

burned face smiled at him.
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Franko sucked his bleeding wrist. Edgar looked at him with disgust.
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Franko stood, trying to comprehend.
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He grabbed Franko by his nose, pulled upwards, and slugged him in the stomach. Franko

stumbled back, coughing, and hurried off.
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Edgar grinned and nodded.

G/ 2YS BA0GK YSodé 1S £221SR G2 GKS o6F NISYRSN.
the music, and locked eyes with Edgar.
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Danny saluted him.

Edgar led Bozolli through the club. In the back, they entered through a door with a
warm red light shining through. The room had a one-way glass on the wall, looking out to the

club. Edgar took a large bag of powder out of his pocket.
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Bozolli slammed the rest of his drink. Edgar pressed a button on the intercom.
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Ten seconds later, a dancer came in with a glass.
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full of fear.
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Bozolli winced and took a gulp of his drink.
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Edgar bent down to Bozolli, touching his face with his own. Bozolli could feel the glazed-
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Edgar took out a razorblade and two steel sniffers. Bozolli slouched over the table with

his eyes penetrating the coke in the distance. He picked up a sniffer.
Gal&oS3s¢ KS alAR®
G CcdzO01 WYl @80SQo¢é
Bozolli tapped the desk with the sniffer.
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Edgar shrugged and waved towards his masterpiece. Bozolli hunched over and did the
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appeared in its devilish crater formation.
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Bozolli paused.
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outward. A round circle of the moon with the craters perfectly aligned lay atop the table.
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Edgar licked his pinky, swabbed the desk, and rubbed his gums.
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BAGEL

Rosco woke up at 1300. He walked into his bathroom, ran the water, and looked in the

mirror. Black tissue surrounded his left eye.
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and brushed his teeth with his index finger. Pulling on his jacket, he yawned, and ran a hand

through his hair. He braced himself on the walls as he walked out the door.
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Outside, he lit a cigarette and inhaled. Instantly the smell of Ranicla mingled with the
smoke, awaking him to another day. He walked to his car, yawned, got in, and started it. He

rolled into the street and drove to Bagel Boaster.

He parked his car around the corner from the store. Getting out, he put a fresh smoke in
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Rosco pulled out his wallet. It could barely fold with the large stack of bills inside.
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The kid snagged the wallet and took off running. Rosco reached in his jacket and pulled
his revolver. It sounded. The kid collapsed, screaming, and his gun slid ten feet away from him.
Rosco jogged over, picked up his wallet, and put it in his pocket, then bent down and threw a

punch, knocking him out. He walked to his car with the kid over his shoulder and threw him in

his trunk, then walked back to the Bagel Boaster.
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cranberry loaf. Oh, and a large coffee, and some orange juice, largect £ S &S d¢

Rosco sat at a table with his food. He picked up a newspaper from the seat next to him

and began reading. Two cops stepped through the door.
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Rosco stared at the paper and ate his bagel.
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An idea came to Rosco. He sat with his eyes large, pouring orange juice and coffee down
his throat, feeling them separate down in his stomach. Rosco finished his meal and shrugged to

himself. He approached the door and nodded to the officers as he walked out.
Gl1aS | 322R 2ySsé w2a02 alAR®
The cops looked at each other.
Gl F @S @2dz 4SSy KAY 0STF2NBKE
GL R2y QG 1y28x KS t221SR tA1S a2YS2yS (K2dz

Rosco walked in a wide line around the car and crept up behind it. He sat on the asphalt,

sweating.
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Rosco looked at his watch.

The officers turned around to an alarm beeping. A pager was going off on a table inside

the bagel store. He jumped off the asphalt, got in the car, and slid himself down by the petals.
GLQY (22 FdzO1AYyQ o6A3Id { KAUGHE
Rosco waited, saying another prayer, and put the keys in the ignition.
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He turned the key and popped his head up slightly. The cops ran out of the door, holding
their guns pointed at the car. Rosco ripped the rear-view mirror down and leaned back all the
way in his seat, then slammed his foot on the gas. He laughed, seeing the cops in the mirror
scurry. They shot at his tires. Both of his front wheels popped. He drifted the car hard to the

left. A large cloud of smoke emerged. The back wheels swung, slamming into one of the cops.

Rosco opened his door and hunched while getting out with his revolver in hand. He
peeked around the corner of the taillight. A cop was jogging up to the front of the car. Rosco
took the shot. The bullet exploded out, nailing him in the throat. Rosco dropped to the floor,
remembering the fallen cop. He saw him from beneath the car, smiled, and pulled the trigger.

Rosco jumped to his feet, looking around wildly. A car pulling in the driveway slammed on its

148 |



brakes in front of him. He ran over to the window and banged on it.
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The man got out, confused. Rosco pushed him to the ground, and drove the car over to
his painted black n' white. He popped the trunk. The kid leaned up. Rosco smashed him in the
F2NBKSIFR 6AGK KAa 3Fdzyz LIAOI SR KAY dzLJz | yR KN

peeled out, heading east.

He parked the car at The Cove, pulled the kid out the trunk, and rolled the car off the
dockside. Rosco unlatched the handcuffsonthe { A RQa TSSOz Sl @Ay3a 2yfe ¢
walked up the staircase heading to The Cove with the kid in front of him and in his other hand

he carried a bottle of vodka.
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The wind kicked up. They had reached the top of the catwalks and were standing
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The kid nodded. Rosco stared at him.
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and shot. Rosco lifted his body up and over the railing. It fell through the air, just like Bozolli,
but he knew no one was coming out today.
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DROOFUS

Droofus slept on a freight train with a bottle of rum pressed to his lips. He awoke rolling
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down the hillside by the tracks, confused and perplexed. A heavy darkness clouded his vision

and forced him to plummet into the dirt for the night.

He awoke the next morning with the sunrise. With his booze depleted, he managed a path to
the city of Ranicla. He stumbled into walls and brushed himself down an alley. With an open
mouth and squinted eyes, he saw a basket of booze. There were glistening bottles of vodka and
gin. He hobbled over and picked up a bottle to see if they were real. He smiled with his broken

teeth, unscrewed the vodka, and poured it down the hatch.

Footsteps sounded down the alley. Droofus hid on his stomach under a heap of trash
with the bottle sticking out, horizontal to his mouth. With his eyes pried, he watched. A body
flew past his sight. A man in a suit with a fucked up face strolled by his hiding place. Droofus
tilted the bottle more and gulped the liquor down. It glugged obnoxiously. The man in the suit

paused. Droofus shook in fear and clenched his eyes.

The man lifted his shoe slowly. Droofus tilted the bottle more, dowsing every corner of
his mouth in the oily substance. The shoe lowered. The bottle exploded. Glass jammed its way
into the roof of his mouth. He blinked with blood in his eyes. The shoe came down again, and

he blacked out.

Droofus awoke with a mouthful of glass. The crate of alcohol was gone. He tossed the
garbage heap off himself, and licked the wet newspaper and nearby fruit peels, trying to find
the taste of alcohol. He stood up with one eye closed. A demolished body lay near him. Droofus
staggered out of the alley. He stopped, rubbed his chin, and crawled back to the corpse to

check its pockets. He took the two crumbled twenties he found and walked out of the alley,
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pulling glass from his mouth.

SCRAPE
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He ran his hands over his face, pulling eye muscles, loosening his expression as if it had

settled to stone. Fluidly, his face smoothed from rage to a sinister grin. Fangs stomped again.
G2 KSNBE | NB (0KSeéH¢

Rolling his hair back, he bent to his knees and took out a cigar-cutting guillotine. He tilt

his head and grinned.
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detach the tendons; and grind, wavering on the bone until it snapped through. He popped off

all but the thumbs.
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Fangs shoved them in his pocket. He hopped up and pushed open a heavy door. Sunlight

blinded his eyes white. He strolled out, one hand in his pocket, twisting the fingers.

He took three small tubes out of his pocket, popped the corks, and snorted the powder

inside.

Glass shattered above him. A body dropped toward him fast. He caught him by his

torso.
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Xizor scurried to his feet, regaining his balance.
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The face cutters rushed the building. Fangs popped three more vials and snorted the
dust. A spasm riddled through him. They leaped up a staircase. Fangs flew through the open

door in a lunge.
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His hands clutched eyes, nose, and mouth. He twisted it savagely, dislodging the face. The man
grabbed his shoulders to throw him back. Fangs bit into his lips and tore. He chewed and spit

his way through his face.

Xizor rushed through the door, charging the standing man. He kicked his shin and bent

his forearm in a snap. The third man on the floor cowered; there was a bulge of fabric by his
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the window, and threw his body out to hang. He twisted his neck. Cracks and pops sounded
from the dangling man. The man flapped and screamed. Xizor let go, sending the body down to

a crash. He pulled a pipe from his breast pocket and lit up some powder. Toking it deservingly.

The man with chewed off lips gurgled and drowned in his own blood.
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He stood up and threw Fangs a briefcase. They ran out the door, jumped down the
stairs, and took the adjacent narrow alley, banging into walls. A chain fence was at the end.
Fangs threw his case over and scaled it. The fence rattled, folding with his weight. Xizor threw

his case over and Fangs caught it. He climbed over and the fence rebounded back.
Cry3aa NI}y (G2 GKS aiNBSOi FyR aLINI g¢f SR
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Xizor opened the passenger side and struggled with a child seat on the chair. He unlatched it
and flung it to the street with a snap of his arm. It careened across the street. A shape in

blankets spiraled out with a whining noise.

The old man in the driving seat ran after it. Fangs squealed the car around in senseless
circles. Xizor held on, trying not to fly out the window. Cop sirens screamed red and blue in the
distance. Fangs popped a vial, snorted, pulled the car toward the man, and floored it. The old
man picked up the bundle and jumped out of the way, saving the child with the ripped, road-

scraped face. The cop cars ahead drove toward the face cutters.
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Fangs revved towards the cops. One cop car hit the brakes and pulled sideways, landing
the car on two wheels and resting back straight. The other car barreled straight on for them.
Fangs sped up. The cars collided. Both cars launched into rocket flips, landing upside down,

sliding and tearing the roofs on the pavement with sparks showering out.
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pulled his head out of the windshield and kicked himself to the street. Fangs grabbed the cases

and bailed. The car crashed into a light post, causing it to snap down.

The other cop car pulled up to the face cutters and drew their guns. Xizor and Fangs
scurried through the nearest doorway. They hurtled up a flight of stairs, glass still falling from
their suits. Limping with full adrenaline, they hobbled into a run onto the rooftop and jumped
to the lower roof behind it. Cops sirens continued to blare. Fangs kicked down a door, ran down
two flights, and barreled through another door. Xizor dragged himself in. Fangs locked the door,

heaved the cases out of sight, and waited.

PETE™ S BAKE

The face cutters snorted the red in apartment 606. Louis put the phone down and

looked at Tyrant.
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Louis tapped the desk with a thin, metal tube. Tyrant reached in a safe and pulled out
another pillow of red. He slashed it with his claw knife and used a razor to push the content out
in sweeps. He crafted sixteen lines. Louis dropped his head and snorted, vacuuming up the devil
granulates with fever. Half of the room began bending, sucking the room inward, and spewing
black souls from a dark chasm. They rushed towards him. He snatched his head back in reflex.

Tyrant jumped to his feet.
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They walked out and entered the limo. A ten minute drive led them to a storefront with
OKSI L) 3fFaa 062dzyOAy3 Ay YR 2dzi FTNRMW.LAdKS 6AYR
and Tyrant stepped out and strolled through the front door. Bells rang their greeting.
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walked around the counter and into the back room. A television set roared with static
distortion. Pete lay on his side sleeping. His unshaved mouth had chocolate smudges. Flies

buzzed around in circles.
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The man remained dormant. Louis grabbed his nose and twisted it up. The bone

dislodged, spraying blood. His eyes shot open.
G2 K23 gKI GKE
His face scrunched in pain, but gave a sharp film of recognition.
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Pete sat up, holding the spray of blood back.
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A shot of awakening stirred through him.
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Crashing sounds came from the main of the store. Pete jumped with each bang. He tried

to go back to sleep. Louis sat with a pensive face.

QX
No
_<
(0p))
Z
&

G, 2dz 2dAKGGHF €SI Ny

Kl

?S

6dza Ay SEaaKE

(p))

¢
-+

J2yyl

(p))
(SN

157 |

(0]

@2dzNJ Y2y Seé d¢

S

(SN

>

(p))

(p))

(0]



G[ 2212 02YS 06101 CNARFI&ed LQff KIFI@S a2YSIHKA
The cash register opened and closed, followed by smashes. Pete flinched.
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Louis lowered his face to Pete. A drunken sleep was quickly overcoming him.
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He dug his forefinger into the corner of an eye.
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determined face and fell into reverie.

* * *

Edgar had walked through the door with Tyrant.
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Tyrant smiled and hopped over the counter. He snatched the girl in loving arms, tore her

dress off, and crammed his fingers up her.
aQ9eHe
Pete sweat, staring at Edgar, enduring his lack of power.
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Pete fell to his arms on the counter, burying his crying eyes.
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Pete wiped his face. It was a disgusting red. He set the cake on the counter. Edgar ate
with bloodied fingers.
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He reached in his pocket, pulled out an eye, and set it in the center of the cake. He
dropped his face on it, chewing through the iris, flooding his mouth in the puss. Pete cried with

his arms hanging at his sides.
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Pete awoke from his recollection. His right eye tugged outward. Louis stood above,
F20dza SR® t fed Bureéd, afd Andpped. Yle bt iBtcFhis tongue, longing for Vodka,

licking his chops, trying to excrete alcohol from his saliva. The left eye popped out.

Pete heard footsteps, glass cracking, and the crumbling of cellophane. Car doors

slammed outside and tires peeled away.

BAVARIA

The limo drove through Slashaven, the western tip of Ranicla. Edgar had carved 33
short, fat lines on a glass table in the limo. The Face Cutters took turns, ripping the powder,
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The sky grew thick as they approached Bavaria. Fog covered the town in a dark grey
cloth. Rain fell, trying to dissipate it, but the fog closed around the penetrated holes.
Thunderclaps boomed, holdingtK S | 1 Y2 aLIKSNBE 2F |y SyRfSaa &l NJ

walls.

The grey engulfed the car. The thick blankets rolled against the glass and lit their faces

with whiteness. The deep scars on their faces illuminated.
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The limo came to a stop. They exited one by one, walking into the fog. The grey bellows

entered their lungs with a coldness that revitalized their minds.

Edgar straightened the collar of his purple suit jacket. Louis padded his pocket, checking

for his pipe.

Run down cars scattered the street in lumps of twisted metal. A glimpse of light caught
[ 2dzA aQ&a SeSe® 9RAFNI aLI G FYyR F2t{ft286SR KAY R2gYy
made of newspapers and twigs. He held a dead rat above it, shifting it around as to not burn his
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his thumbs into his eyes, pushing them inwards. The bum shook and dropped his rat, spitting

ambers on Edgar.
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The bum sputtered. The liquid of his eyes ran down his cheeks. He coughed wetly on
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Edgar pushed him against the brick wall and slid him down. He dropped his shoe on his
neck. The pinned bum tried to scurry away and reach for his rat. Edgar crouched and flicked his
blade out. He scraped the eyes onto his knife, stuck his tongue out, and lapped each off the

knife.

Louis stood behind Edgar, lighting his pipe. The bum swung his hands, trying to grasp
something. Louis stepped out of the alley with a black cloud of smoke trailing behind. Edgar
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Tyrant walked up a wooden plank leading to an open window. The floors had dusty red
carpets grimed over in dirt. He took cautious steps with his hands slightly raised. He walked up
a stairwell and passed the second story. Making his way upwards, he lifted from his pocket a
small, tied bag and a pipe. He unraveled the top, poured it out, lit it, and inhaled the black
smoke of the red powder. He breathed out slow, letting the smoke crawl through the air. The

stairs screeched. He entered the room on his right.

The window ahead of him was a large hole in the wall, inviting the abundant fog. On the
floorwask IANI Qa &a0AFTF yIFI{1SR 02Re&® | SNISYGuANBS o02R

the floor. Blonde-brown streaks ran through her long hair, down her back.

Tyrant stalked into the room, breathing out black. He pulled his pants down and planted

his knees on the ragged, red carpet. He placed the pipe in his mouth and grabbed the side of

162 |



her thighs. It was cold. He dug his fingers in and heaved her towards him. Her legs were stark

straight like she was mid-flight. He lifted the pipe from his mouth and spat a loogey on himself.
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opened her nether lips and shoved himself in. Holding her waist, he pulled her towards him and

chugged along the dead train, sticking the girl as if his dick was a knife. He rammed her hard,
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Tyrant zipped himself up.
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He cleared his pipe and breathed out.
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He grabbed her stiff shoulder and rolled her over. Tyrant jumped back, dropping his

pipe, slamming against the wall across the room. She had a mustache.
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He kicked her till she was entirely faced upwards.
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%S Nﬁe%ﬂd@t’ﬁ. He closed his eyes and poured more powder into his pipe, lit up, and stared

into nothing.
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splattered out.
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Xizor and Fangs walked into a collapsed building.
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Xizor wore a gasmask that attached to a tank on his back. He turned the valve on the
device, inhaled hard, and tightened it again. Fangs snorted vials of coke and smashed them on

the ground like stink bombs.

He put a finger up to quiet Xizor, and crept through the dilapidated room. Broken slabs
of concrete and roof shingles were scattered on the inside. Fangs grabbed the mask. Xizor
GdzZNYy SR (KS (y20d ! 3IARReéx ftAFGAYy3a 2F KAa SeSo
between two slabs of concrete. Fangs pointed to him. Xizor pointed to the mask. Fangs shook
his head. He bit into his lower lip and leaned back with his right leg high in the air and eased it
down. He backed up, bracing himself against a grandfather clock, and ran forward, jumping and

landing on the slab with his shoulder. Blood splattered out. Xizor and Fangs laughed.
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They heaved the slab up. A demolished face of broken bones stuck to the slab in a red

mat.
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river streamed on both sides.1 S 31 1 SR | (varied&ftop tekights. RHe grey Bofd of
fog lofted throughout the town. He spotted Xizor and Fangs dumping three bodies into the

water.

The sound of footsteps came from the stairs. Tyrant turned, ready to pounce. A man
with one eye that was spitting blood fellat Tyrl YV i1 Q& T S S tvabked.Edgdt. Xhf iRan K A Y
looked at both of them in fear and jumped off the terrace. The water splashed upward as he

plummeted in.
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like claws.
* * *

Louis sat crouched on the brick chimney surface, waiting. The sound of something

coming out of water echoed, followed by heavy breathing. A man with one eye padded the dirt
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floor of the crawlspace with his hands in a scurry. Louis waited. The sounds became louder. The

man screamed. Louis twisted his neck, grinding the skull off the spine. The body fell limp.
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jumped to the next rooftop, slid down to the ground, and ran up the wooden stairs of the tower
above the center bridge. They creaked madly with his vaulting speed. He slowed, pulled out his
pipe, and sauntered over to the Face Cutters, puffing smoke. An eye was in his hand. Edgar

snatched it.
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bridge.
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Rosco scrunched his face in disarray.
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Bozolli looked down.
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held both of their attention.
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Rosco slammed him in the head. Bozolli flew back to the concrete, spitting blood. His

eyes slunk away and slowly focused. Rosco opened the bag and pulled out a metal sniffer.
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usual. He reached for his smoke that rolled away, and puffed it. Rosco stuck the sniffer straight
into the bag and snorted. He jerked his head up as he inhaled. The bag fell from his fingers,

spilling red coke onto the asphalt. Bozolli scrambled after it and took out his razorblade. Bozolli

pocketed the bag and swept the coke together with his steel slider.
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Bozolli scraped at the grains, pulling ant torsos in half; bits of paper; brown specks; and
crumbs. He snorted his scavenger pile and bellowed up in disgust. He took the bag back out,

checked Rosco, stole a sniff, and hid it. Rosco nodded his head forward and looked to Bozolli.
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They jumped in the car. Rosco revved up and hit the road. Bozolli kept a straight face,

7 A

AGFNARY3I Ayh2 GK AARS YANNEBNY IS GFLIWISR KAa A
62 KFd adNBSiUKE
Gl FaKt SNIé
Rosco peeled around the corners. Cop sirens blared behind them.
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Rosco gunned the petal, crisscrossing through traffic. The car banged over bumps,

sliding into a wobble. Bozolli looked intothS YA NNRENE A Iy 2NAyYy3I GKS O NRa
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Rosco braked at the stoplight and unbuckled his holster on his ankle. Sweat ran down

his face, blurring his eyes.
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Rosco pulled off the safety. Bozolli heard the click.
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Vitaly Suits with the revolver swinging in his hand.
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Bozolli twitched and grabbed the bag of coke. He squeezed it like a pair of tits. His eyes
rolled back and his legs straightened. He breathed in the air and fell into a trance.
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The car door flung open and Rosco entered, planting his weight down. He pushed the
drive stick down, and gunned it. Bozolli came back to life and looked at w 2 & (agkéd. 3t was
sprayed with blood. Rosco held out a white orb with a vibrant green. Bozolli took the eyeball. It

stuck to his palm.
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Rosco took off his hat and tugged parts of his face off.
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Rosco gunned the car and wheeled around the corner.
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to my own fucked brain? Bozolli opened the door and tailed Rosco up the stairs.
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He swung the door open. Louis sat in a chair, puffing black smoke from a pipe. He
watched without changing his expression® . 2T 2f f A GNASR (2 Y2dziK 62 NJ
came out C pointless. A flapping sound of skin echoed out of the back room. Tyrant stood

scrunching the ass cheek of a girl, pounding her thoroughly. His face was taut with focus.
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"Is this shit happening?" Bozolli asked.

"You got every right to have the foggy mind you got. Gonna strap you in, guy."

Rosco wound the thick, brown strap across Bozolli's chest, pulling tighter than he
wanted.

"I'm doin this cause | like you, pal."

Rosco held a balisong with double-surrated edges. He swung it in a circle.
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"These guys like you. We're fuckin' family, pal. Brothers."

Rosco swiped his hand down through Bozolli's chin.

"Pain's all neutral. You'll survive and come back swinging."

He slashed across his eye. The blade jumped his eye socket.

"Just pain and more pain, ain't nothin' for a guy like you."

Edgar snarled, walking through the door.

"Bozolli, marked and proper," he spat, falling to the floor with a large gash on his
forehead.

Tyrant hobbled over, carrying a corpse.

"You can fuck as | might." He nodded.

Rosco picked up two matching daggers. He held them face down.

"Bozolli." He hacked through the skin. It forced down from abrasion. Red light seeped
outwards. The blood hit the floor in thick syrup. Bozolli fell to deep concentration. The wet
feeling slid across his face in a tickling sensation. His face breathed like it never had before. His
eyes filled with blood. He closed them, minding to agitation, letting the pain sift through his
whole.

"Is my brain leaking out, he thought. Am | dripping my brain out into a puddle that | can
trip through? The air of the room was still, but felt like it penetrated the wounds in flares. His
flesh hit the floor in splotches, jittering until it came to an organic ease.

Bozolli hit the floor like a bag of meat. He struggled to stand, sprawling in his red. His
eyes wavered, dropping to the ripples. Saliva clung out of his mouth, refusing to be

disconnected.
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"Dream of blood-pointed caps and white truffle curves and prompt meat," Louis said.
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