They don’ know that I know.

I can't quite make out what they're saying to each other, but I see her -- with him -- in the reflection of my side-view mirror walking to his hotel room.

Room 7B. I think to myself.

I saw them walking.  She was smiling, looking at him the way she used to look at me.  A knot twists in my stomach.

She stumbles.  Heh.  He got her drunk.  Motherfucker.

I figure five minutes is just enough time.  I figure they should be started by then.  I set my watch.

Five minutes.

A light flickers on from within the room.  Through closed blinds I can see indistinct figures come close together, their silhouettes becoming one massive form.

I throw up.

My hands tighten on the steering wheel.  I can hear the fake leather creaking under my grip.  My knuckles are white from clenching my fists, the joints sore from my strength.

The moon is reflecting softly into my face from the aluminum bat resting in the passenger-side seat.  I can hear the all-too-familiar sound of aluminum ringing off of bone in the well of my memories.

I smile.


The bat tells me not to look so dark and twisted.  I take a look at the bat, and see my distorted reflection on its surface, my grimace stretching more than it should under normal circumstances.

But these are not normal circumstances.

The steering wheel snaps into pieces under my strength.  I pull shards of plastic from my palms, and tell myself to calm down, to remember why I'm here.

My plastic banded Presto Glo digital watch blinks on and off, quietly screaming for me to get out of the car.  "Don't forget the bat," it says.  "You're going to need that bat."

So I grab the bat.

The metal of the bat sings again, loudly, as I wield it.

I stroke it once, admiring its song in the moonlit parking lot of the motel.  I thank it for being such a good friend, for never failing me.

It tells me not to think about it.   No problems.  It's smiling at me, that same twisted smile I saw just moments ago.  We're one single entity now, my aluminum bat and me.

Someday, I just might give it a name.

I kick the door in to Room 7B.  It splinters from the force – wood goes flying everywhere into the room.  The bat says something about the declining quality of craftsmanship these days.  I'm honestly too consumed by the moment to listen.  On any other day, I’d probably have to agree.

She's on the bed, with about a three second delayed reaction to my entrance.  He's got his pants around his ankles, fumbling to get his cock out of his tighty whities.

I run in, my bat is laughing its ass off.
I come swinging down... hard.  The bat crunches through the bitch's ribcage.  She bellows in pain.  She doubles over -- forward, gripping her gut with her arms.
I do a reverse spin and crack her in the nose.  Some of her teeth fly out as I transform her face into a bloody lump of ugly.

By now the guy has his pants back on, digging for something in his pocket.  I grab the bat by the head and swing it into his chin like a battering ram.  He stumbles back, almost unphased.

Wow.  This guy must have some training.

He pulls out a butterfly knife, and flips it open.  He says come get some.

Navy SEAL. I think to myself.  He's holding it like such a fucking idiot.

I could kill him right now.

I could snap his neck in seven different places.

But, no.  I'm going to enjoy this.

He lunges at me with the knife.  I'm too slow to react; he drives it deep into my left tricep.  I wince with the pain.

Too bad for him, but I'm right handed.

I grab the bat firmly and swing it into his kneecap, shattering it.  He doesn't yet realize that his leg will never work again, and as he tries to shift his weight for another attack, his knee bends in the wrong direction and he collapses on the floor bleeding into the shag carpet.

He asks what the fuck am I doing.  I tell him its nothing personal, then laugh and correct myself.  He tells me not to kill him.  He's got kids, he says, a wife.

Fucking scum, I think to myself.  Wrong way to convince this jealous husband.

I walk over to him; grab the knife out of his hands.  The bat can't stop laughing.

I cut out half of the guy's tongue.  Right down the middle, along the crease.  Won't that be a fun story to tell the grandkids, I tell him.  He's crying for mercy.  I tell him even God doesn't have room in his heart for him.  I tell him he'd better get used to the idea that he's going to live through this.

The bat can't get enough of what I'm saying.  It's giving me suggestions, chuckling though his aluminum song.

I ask him what his name is.  "Amah" he says, the sliver of his tongue flapping around in the pool of blood in his mouth.  I can't understand him.  I look at his driver's license.  "Marc".

That'd be a good name for my bat, I say.  My bat giggles at the irony and agrees.

I grab his belt and use his knife to cut a hole about an inch from the buckle.
I fasten it around the shaft of his dick.

I hold the other end of the belt in my right hand.  My massive right hand.

Then I pull.

His member pulls off like a sunflower petal.  I whisper to him that he will never get this fixed.  He whimpers like a wounded dog.  I kick him in the chest for good measure.

His knife is laughing alongside my bat.  The traitorous knife wants in on the fun.  It wants to help me.  It sings to me, harmonizing with my other agents of destruction around me.  Their song joins in unison, compelling me to cause more damage to these foul people.

I cut open his gut with his knife.

I use surgical precision.  You'd be surprised what you can learn while on the job.  He's lying on the carpet, his internal organs now exposed to the world.  I cut a hole into his stomach.

I explain to Marc that what I'm doing now is putting his member into his stomach acid.  It will be fully digested within the hour.  

The surgery is so flawless.  He's lying there, like a bowl on the ground, eating his own dick.

That bitch is folded over on herself on the bed.  I check her pulse.  She's dead.  Been dead for twenty minutes.  The bat is singing to me some hauntingly melodic tune.  It dawns on me that even without some of her teeth, that she is still just too pretty.

I don’t mind fixing that.
The knife, coated in Marc’s stomach acid, cuts so easily into her forehead.  It’s crude, but inch-by-inch, I work the knife to the back of her skull as I scalp her.

I toss her scalp at Marc, nearly passed out from the pain.  It almost lands in his stomach cavity.  I tell him to hold on to this, to put it on a fucking plaque in his home.  I tell him if he doesn’t fucking do this, I’m going to come after him.  Him and his kids.  I tell him I’m keeping an eye on him.  That he’s my new obsession.
 
I always like to scare them with the possibility of an encore performance, just before I leave.

I wouldn't be surprised if Marc decides to kill himself when he recovers from this.

I grab the bat and walk to the car.  It takes a few minutes to get used to the broken steering wheel, but I figure it out eventually.  Blood drips down my arm and from my elbow.  My jeans are stained like hell.

 
I drive home.

I have the greatest dream of my life.

