VOID


My girlfriend of two and half years split up with me three weeks ago.  One night she just didn’t come home.  The next morning she split up with me, and just like that I’m single again.  My better half is gone.  My soul feels lonely and empty.  The day she broke from me I cried harder than I’ve ever cried.  I sat on our bed alone.  The queen mattress that used to be too little for us now seems so spacious and vast.  I wake up thinking she is there, and then I’m deeply saddened to realize she is not, she won’t be…probably ever.

The pain her departure caused me only runs so deep though.  I already felt better the next day, and was quite over her in general.  She was right to end it.  It was a slowly decaying relationship.  We didn’t do anything.  We stopped going out, stopped talking, stopped having romantic evenings or good sex.  We watched TV together – that’s about it.  We were so routine.  I think that she got bored faster than I did.  She seemed a lot less sad about breaking up than I did.  But it was only a matter of time before I too was going to ask myself if there was anything else in life, anything better, and break it off just like she did.  Of course, not the way she did.  She didn’t even say anything, just didn’t show up one night and made me worry.  It’s tempting to call her a bitch for it, but she was never perfect, and I’m sure she could have broken up with me more harshly.  She was honest with me.  She cheated on me.  She actually forgot about me and didn’t even feel guilty about it until later.  I appreciated her honesty; it was respectful to our relationship, and had I cheated on her, I would have done exactly the same.  The fact that she forgot me, though, that was painful.

Even more painful to me now is getting over this loneliness.  I haven’t adjusted yet from having some one there everyday to being by myself in this apartment.  A week after we split up I cleaned the whole apartment and didn’t have to get in stupid arguments over dishes or loud music.  I was ecstatic.  But the next week I began to feel very alone, and I haven’t climbed out of this rut yet.  Being in such a committed relationship, I cut off most of my friends - just stopped talking to them.  Half of them didn’t like Amy and the others I just forgot to call back.  I want to hang out with guys, but I also want to go out on a rebound.  I’m only thirty.  I’m still kind of attractive.  There’s got to be some single women out there.  Tonight is the night I go out for the first time since the break up.

Smitty’s is a nice bar.  People my age hang out there.  There are definitely some attractive ladies there.  It’s a short walk from my apartment.  I’ve called all my old buddies, but only gotten their answering machines.  They’re probably all out – it is a Friday night after all.  I used to go here with Amy every other week to throw darts, but we got tired of the scene.  It’s rather crowded tonight.  I just want to get a beer and sit over at a table – get warmed up, scope out the scene.  The bartender is cool.  I think his name is Randy.  He’s helped about seven people since I’ve been standing at the bar now.  I’ll flag him down.


“Hey bar keep.”


I got his attention.  I figure I’ll give him a friendly, “sup.”


“What’ll you have?”


He doesn’t seem to recognize me from when I used to come here.


“I’ll have, uhhh, ohhh, make it a Guiness.”


Some bartender chick is talking in his ear.


“What?”


“A Guiness.  One pint.”


The only available table is off in the corner.  It’s kind of dark, but I guess corners are a pretty good, inconspicuous place to scope out the scene.  I generally need a good buzz before I get up the courage to talk to women or challenge someone to a game of pool.  Guiness out of the tap is just not as good as out of the can.  This tastes like any old dark beer to me.  It’s even a little bitterer than usual, with less body.  I forgot about that.  I can’t believe I tipped Randy, or whatever his name is.  He actually wasn’t very friendly.  I mean, he wasn’t mean, but I’m sure he makes damn good money on tips every night and he should be friendly.  I should have become a bartender.  It sounds so much better than sitting at a desk, balancing my company’s bloated check book on the computer every day.  I’m not feeling very sociable.  I should have stayed inside.  I’m out of here after this beer.  I don’t think I am as over the old lady as I thought.  Holy shit, it’s Sandy Baker!

Oh Sandy, oh Sandy, oh Sandy.  She is so fucking hot.  I knew her through my friend Patrick five years ago.  We used to party.  I always wanted to get in her pants, but she was seeing this fucking lame ass dude.  What was his name?  Mark.  The idiot.  I hope she’s single.  Either way, it will be good to say hi.  She’s kind of in the middle of a conversation.  I feel like I’m looming.  This is sort of embarrassing.  I might as well just jump in.


“Hey Sandy.”


She’s giving me that blinking look of ‘who are you?’.


“Heey.”  She’s faking like she remembers me.  I best jog her memory.


“I was a friend of Patrick’s.  Ted.  I met you at Wayne’s and we barhopped a few times.”


Now I feel like an idiot.  We barely hung out for more than a month.  Why would she remember me?


“Oh yeah.  Patrick and Wayne were so much fun.  What are you up to?”

“Oh.  Well.  Me.  Nothing.  Just hanging out.  Having a beer.  I’m kind of down.  My girlfriend and I just broke up.”


Why did I tell her that?


“Ooooh, I’m so sorry.”


Oh yeah, pity.


“How long were you together?”


“Two and a half years.”


“Ohh, I’m so sorry.  That’s a pretty long time.  Are you going to be okay?”


“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine.  Just trying to get back out, you know.  Back in the swing of things I guess.”


“Sandy,” her Asian friend gets her attention.  Whoa.  She’s hot too.  I love sexy Asian girls.


“Oh, Yu Jin, meet, umm, my friend, ummm, I’m sorry, what was your name again?”


“Ted.  Hi.  Yu Jin?”


“Yes.”  She pokes Sandy in the belly.


“Oh, hey Ted.  We’ve got to work early tomorrow morning.  So we’re going to go.  It was nice meeting you again.”


“You too.”


“I’ll see you around some time.”


I’ve heard this line before.  It means nothing.


“I haven’t seen you here before.  Do you come here a lot, or what’s the deal?”

“Umm, actually, no.  I’m usually on the East side.  Like Rick’s or McGinnity’s, sometimes the casino.”


“Oh, okay, well I’ll come find you, then.”


“Yeah, okay.”  She and her friend seem to be in a hurry to go.


Man, that did not go well.  I didn’t get her number.  She nor her friend seemed the slightest bit interested in me.  I’ve got to do something to get some spunk.  Maybe I’ll see her again and it will be cooler, or maybe she won’t “have to work in the morning.”  I hate that bull shit.  I’m sure she was being honest, but if she had any interest in me, she would have stayed a bit longer to hang out.  Maybe it was just that fucking Asian girl who wanted to go.  What was her name?  Yu Jin.  Oh, drool, she was so hot too.  Now that I’m single I should be getting with hot girls.  I was at the top of my game, but instead I settled for mediocre Amy.  No, no.  She was pretty.  I shouldn’t be bitter.  I am not in a good mood.  It’s time to go home before this bar gets too uncomfortable for me.  Everyone here seems to know someone.  Next time I will come with a friend.  Oh wait, next time I’m barhopping the East side.  Never mind this place.  Fuck fucking Shitty’s bar.  I’m grabbing a couple friends and we’re going to have a good old fashioned night of barhopping all the bars on the East side.  That will be a good way to possibly bump into Sandy or some chicks who really like to have fun.  Alright, now I feel okay.  This is a good way to leave the bar.


Don’t be sad about the empty bed.  Oh shit, here it comes.  Great, now I’m crying.  I was in such a good mood, and then I had to come home.  I feel like such a baby.  Fucking buck up and quit crying.  Be a man.  Get your shit together.  Take a deep breath.  Wipe away the tears.  Don’t call mamma, don’t hug no Teddy Bear.  Brush your teeth.  Go to bed.  Good.
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Wow, that was an uneventful weekend.  Friday night I didn’t get anyone’s number.  And Saturday I got a hold of ONE friend.  Shane said he’s down for partying this coming weekend.  Shane’s a cool guy.  Coincidentally, he’s the only single person I know.  He didn’t get along with Amy so well, so this will be a refreshing way to reacquaint with him, and maybe pick up some honeys.  But other than talking to him, I just sat around in my underwear all day, flipping through the channels and eating crap food.


Most people dread Mondays.  I don’t.  I love Mondays.  You get back into the flow of your routine.  I actually like work.  Tuesdays suck because it’s simply another freakin’ day of what I just did on Monday, but Monday….it’s a new day, a new week, a way to clean up Friday’s mess after refocusing from the weekend.


“Hi Thelma, Hi Pam.”


They didn’t seem to hear me.


“Hi Ted.”  Oh, Thelma did.


“Ohhh, Pam?”


“What?”


“Good morning.”


“Good morning, Ted.”


She’s not usually this cold to me.  I wonder what’s wrong with her.  My cubicle is kind of plain.  I guess when you take down all your pictures of your old girlfriend and don’t replace them that’s what happens.  I’ve got a new life without her.  I should express myself a little more - make this cubicle my own little paradise.  I could make it something comfortable, but with some personality.  I do believe that your surroundings affect your psyche.  I need to surround myself with fun stuff.  I’m not sure what yet.  Maybe a black light and some posters.  Hmm, that’s kind of tacky.  Maybe some snowboarding stuff or beer logos, movie posters.  Well, I’ll think about it later.  Time to do some work.


“Ummm, Ted.”


The boss.


“Oh, hey Reggie, what’s up?”


“Can I talk to you in the meeting room.”


“Sure.”


Shoot, did I do something wrong last week?  I always get a little nervous when Big Reggie does this to me.  Usually it’s just to let me know that I did something wrong, or that he is going out of town and he needs me to watch over things.


This one must be bad.  He’s sighing pretty big.

“Ted.  The company is letting you go.”

“What?  Why?”


“We’re in a budget crunch.  Someone had to get the axe, and frankly we can absorb your position.  I’m sorry.”


“Holy shit.”


I feel just like I did when Amy broke up with me.


“You can get your stuff together and leave whenever you need.  I won’t make you stay today if you want to leave, but I’d appreciate it if you went through your folders and cleaned them up so that we only have what we need from your account.  It was good working with you Ted.  You’ll be missed.”

A sturdy hand shake, and he’s back to work.  Well, I guess it was an honest man to man way to tell me.  I’m absolutely shocked right now.  I’m trying not to shake or cry.  I must look really pale.


“Oh my god.  Pam.  Thelma.  They just laid me off.”


“What? Oh no.”


Pam doesn’t seem so cold to me now.


“That’s terrible.  When is your last day?”


“Today, I guess.”


“What?  Oh noo.”


It’s nice to get a hug from two coworkers I thought didn’t care about me.  We had shallow work conversations where no one tries to offend any one else and just talks about TV shows or trite things.  Usually they talk about their kids.  We’ve never really bonded, never hung out after work.  And quite frankly, Pam seemed annoyed by me today.  But it is Monday.  They don’t know I’ve split up with Amy yet.  Or at least I haven’t said anything.  I’m sure the missing pictures should have hinted something to them, but I guess I had those photos in a spot that no one could really see them other than me or someone standing directly over my shoulder.

“Amy will take care of you.”


Now I am balling.  I can’t hold it in any more.  I’ve tried to be professional, but what’s the point?  I think Pam and Thelma just figured out my relationship status.


“Oh, I’m so sorry.”


I know they feel bad for me.

At least I’ll be able to live off the severance for a while.  Maybe this is what I need to clear my head – some time off, another change in scenery.  Out with the old life, in with the new.

Pam and Thelma have consoled me.  They’ve given me their numbers in case I ever want to hang out with them.  As if.

Going home early.  This is not how I expected to start my week.  Soap operas are still on.  I’d be eating lunch at Little Saigon right now.

When it rains it pours.  First, my girlfriend ditches me.  Now my job ditches me.  This is the kind of shit that will make someone go crazy.  Not me.  No way.  I’m a fucking trooper.  This is exactly what I needed.  It may not be pretty, and it is seriously fucking with my happy space, but circumstances are what they are.  I’m not god.  I don’t choose which bull shit is going to happen and which is not.  Just take it as it comes.  Turn off the alarm, because I’m sleeping in tomorrow.  I can collect my severance checks for the next few months, maybe unemployment.  Shit.  I can live it up these next few weeks.  This is like paid vacation.  Let’s see if there is anything good on TV.  Fuck it, I’m masturbating.
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All that time with Amy, what was it all for?  Do I need a human companion that badly?  I’ve been cooped up in my apartment all week and it hasn’t been half bad.  The bathroom and kitchen has never, ever, been this clean.  A week alone with her would have driven me insane.  She used to bitch about how dirty things were, but she raised a finger to do anything about it.  Now look at the place.  Spotless!  It’s got to be.  If I get lucky tonight, I want to make a good impression.  Ohh yeah.
I got in touch with Steve over the week, and he’s coming out with me and Shane this weekend, too.  Wait.  Shit!  I never confirmed with Shane whether or not he meant today or Saturday.  I better call his ass before it gets too late.  Not home.  He could still be at work.  TV sucks on Fridays in my humble opinion.  I’ll turn on the oven, bake a pizza, and call Shane when it’s ready – about half an hour.

Shane, answer your damned phone.  Fuck.
“Hey, you’ve reached Shane.  After the beep, you know what to do.”

“Yo Shane, what’s up?  This is Ted by the way.  Hey, were we hanging out tonight or tomorrow night?  If it’s tonight, then Steve was going to tag along.  If not, then …I don’t know.  Oh well, get back to me, man.  Peace.”

I guess he meant Saturday.  I love meat.  It makes a pizza so much better.  I could never be a vegetarian.  Guess I better let Steve know it’s probably off for tonight.

“Hello.”

“Yo Steve!”

“uhhhh, yeah?  What do you want?”  He sounds suspicious.
“Yo buddy, it’s Ted.”

“Oh, shit, sorry.  Thought you were a telemarketer for a second.”

“What?”

“Yeah, long week.  I’m totally out of it.”

“You still up for going out tonight?”

“….yeah, yeah.”

“Man, I don’t think Shane is going to make it out.”

“awwwwww”

“Yeah, we miscommunicated.  I said, ‘we’re going to hit up the East Side this weekend,’ and he was like, ‘fuck yeah dude, let’s do it,’ and, you know, but in more words than that, more solid than that…..anyway, I didn’t specify which day this weekend, so I think he thinks I meant Saturday and I thought he was thinking as soon as the weekend started, i.e. Friday, today.  Anyway, you want to postpone plans until tomorrow night, if I can’t get a hold of him?”
“Awww, no way man.  Tomorrow night, not going to happen.  The wife and kids want to take out her mom, and of course, I’m supposed to tag along and buy dinner.  Then we got church on Sunday morning.”

“You’re going to church now?”

“Yeah, it’s for her mom mostly.  Wants the kids to grow up straight, you know how it is.”

“So, no sinning on Saturday for you?”

“Heh, heh, no naw.  I’m a little more tame on Saturdays these days.”

“Well, I tell you what.  If Shane gets a hold of me before it gets too late, like nine, maybe, then I’ll give you a call and we’ll kick it old school on the East Siide.  But if not, then, next weekend?”

“Sounds good, buddy.”

“Alright, take it easy Steve.”

“Later, man.”

Well that fucking blows.  I wanted to hang out with Steve and Shane both.  But Shane most of all.  I want a tag team member to pick up some ladies with me.  Maybe he can show me the ropes a little.  If he doesn’t get back to me, then, well, maybe tomorrow night.  Could there be any shittier movies on the tube tonight?
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I don’t know what to think of the way Shane looks.  He came by to pick me up in a very hot BMW, and I was expecting to see him looking equally as classy.  He looked very typically metrosexual for someone single my age, with a white muscle T, gold necklace, open blue dress shirt, and khaki pants.  But it was his frosted blonde hair and fake tan that were a little over the top for me.  He’s in good shape and he’s funny and, well, kind of loud.  I suppose I’m not used to this kind of thing.  I haven’t been out with him in years.
We’re at the Roxxy, a dance club on the East side.  It’s dark enough that the guy at the front door has to check my ID.  I actually look well past 21, let alone 27, but never underestimate the power of a strobe light.  Wow.  The DJ is playing house music.  I didn’t know anyone still listens to that crap.  It is kind of getting me pumped up a little.  There are a lot of fucking girls here.  There are even a decent number of women that look to be in my range.  Oh god, is that really how Shane dances?  He’s got that smug look on his face like he’s all that.  Oh no, he did not just ‘raise the roof.’  White guys should not throw in the ‘raise the roof’ move.

“I’m going to go get a drink, what’ll you have?”

“What?!?”

“What..Do..You..Want..To..Drink?”

“Whiskey Sour, Bra!  Thanx.”

The bar is surreal.  It’s nothing but neon and black light.  People’s teeth and eyes look crazy.  I can’t even see the bartender.  There are no women at this bar.  I suppose all the guys are buying them drinks, cuz there are plenty o’ ladies on the dance floor.  I can’t wait to mix it up out there.  Okay, what’s up with me and bartenders lately?  There are three of them and they’ve helped everyone and their mom other than me.  Let’s try and get this one’s attention.

“Yo!”

God damn, the music is so fucking loud.  Perhaps if I flap my arms around.  There we go.

“Vodka Tonic and a Whiskey Sour.”

“Twelve Dollars.”

He’s all teeth and eyes in this black light.  He made those drinks fast and strong.  Already helping the next customer, he’s quite the machine.  Here’s fifteen bucks.  I don’t feel like breaking my five.

Shane is a dancing machine!  Shit, he’s getting down.  Earlier it looked like he was just grandstanding like a pompous frat boy or something, but now he is straight athletic.  I can see the girls checking him out.

“Here’s your drink, bro.”

He stops to take the drink.  Now I can feel the eyes of some of those hotties checking me out.  Wait, never mind, they’re not.  It’s hard to tell.  Your eyes dart around the room and make fleeting eye contact.  You can’t tell if they were looking at you specifically or if their eyes were also darting and just happened to catch yours.  Either way, there is a lot of fucking pussy here.  There’s a lot of competition, too.  I don’t know how I’m going to match up to these guys who are all a little taller and in better shape than me, all a little hipper than I am.  God damn, that’s a strong drink.  I already feel a little buzz.  I don’t mind a strong drink.  My only complaint is that there is too much ice.  I would prefer less ice and more flavor, but no point in splitting hairs.  I’m just here to have a good time.  I better just slam this so I can put down my drink and get my groove on.  Even if I don’t hook up with someone tonight I can at least have a good time to the music.  I must be getting a good buzz, it’s all starting to sound good to me.
Relax.  I can’t get in a good groove.  I’ve caught the rhythm, but I’m too tight.  I’m too conscious of people around me.  There’s some sexy ladies over there.  Good dancers too.  Oh, nice, Shane brought me a beer – something in a bottle.

“Thanks.”

Bottoms up.  The same girls have caught Shane’s eye.  We don’t even have to communicate to each other on this one; we’re over by them like white on rice.  I can dance with a beer in my hand.  Are we going to do the dance up on the ladies thing?  They’ve noticed Shane.  There are three of them.  One is an exceptionally hot blonde, kind of short, excellent body.  She is dancing with Shane.  We are kind of altogether dancing in this sort of five people circle.  The other girls aren’t looking at me, just occasionally turning to each other and talking.  I hate being this stiff.  I need to get more of this beer into my system and loosen up some more.  Okay Shane has taken the exceptionally hot one, but these other two are….okay.  One’s a little chunky but with a cute face, the other has a nice body but kind of a horse face.  It’s a toss up.  They’re both not that bad (not as hot as I thought from farther away, but still...).  I’ll just talk to them when we get a chance and find out which one is coolest.  I gotta pee.
Okay, the bathroom is probably the quietest place in the house.  The music is muffled and guys don’t talk to each other while they pee.  How do I look?  This is bad lighting, but I look good with a little perspiration.  How do I smell?  Not too bad, I guess.  Time to get back out to the dance floor.  Take a deep breath.  Alright, I feel good.  Let’s do this.

Rejoining the group.  Shane is talking to the hot chick while they dance.  The other two leave as soon as I show back up.  Hmm, that makes me feel great.  I suppose this isn’t a great song.  I should head over to the bar for another beer.  Let me interrupt Shane.  He’s almost finished his beer.  He won’t be able to hear me, I’ll just tap him on the shoulder and point to his beer and motion that I’m going to the bar.  Okay, he’s confused, I have to shout.

“I’m going to the bar!  Another beer?!”

He’s in.  How about the lady?  She’s shaking her head, no.  Alright, then.  Another frustrating trip to the crowded bar for two drinks.  Now I’m getting a little angry about bartenders overlooking me.  Okay, I’ve waved him down and he’s helping some one else.  Oh, he’ll be right with me.  Yeah, I’ll keep waiting; I guess I have no other choice.  Fuck, now he’s helping someone else.  Fucking bitch ass.  I know what gets their attention, I’ll flag him down with a twenty dollar bill in this time.  There we go.
“Two Coronas!”

“Eight Dollars!”

He’s split my twenty.  Normally, I’d throw the two ones in his tip jar, but I’m not in a good mood any more and he kept helping other people, who came after me.  Fuck him.

The two girls returned to the circle.  Here’s your beer Shane.  He’s still talking to that hot chick.  Good for him.  This is a good song.  I’m going to stop thinking about those two ladies next to me, close my eyes and go with the music.  Now I’m loosening up.  This is fun.  I don’t need anyone else.  I am my own person.  This is a great attitude.  I know it will inadvertently increase my chances of hooking up with another woman.  Thank God I’m finally getting over Amy.  She hasn’t called me in over two weeks.  You would think that after two and a half years of being virtually best friends she would at least call me.  But it doesn’t matter right now.  Shane is going off to the side of the room with that girl to talk some more.  Good for him.  No.  Okay this is awkward.  I’m dancing next to these two girls who have paid no attention to me whatsoever.  Now is the time to make some moves, start dancing a little closer to them.  Oh, great.  Here come two guys to dance with us.  Would you like a little man with your muscle, ladies?  Fuck, these guys must spend all of their free time in the gym.  The gender mix was in my favor, now it’s in the ladies’ favor.  Okay, now they’re paying attention to these two guys.  I’m practically invisible here.  Why am I dancing to this bull shit?  I couldn’t be having a much worse night.  The music is giving me a head ache.  There’s a high stool and stand up table over there.  I think I’ll just go there to finish my beer and regroup a little.
The DJ feels the need to talk:

“How y’all doin’ tonight?!?  Y’all ready to partaay!”

I do not share the crowd’s enthusiasm.  Let me look at my cell phone.  No calls, it’s 11:37pm.  I should give Amy a call tomorrow and see how she’s doing.  To be completely honest with myself, the single life sucks.  If she were to call me right now and be like, ‘let’s get back together,’ I would say yes in a heartbeat.  I wouldn’t have a week ago, but now I really miss her.  I’m tired of this.  I’m tired of trying, of participating in the human mating rituals, trying to attract mates.  If aliens had a National Geographic special on humans and their mating rituals they would show footage of club scenes like this.  There are more guys here now than there were before.  Some big guy has just sat next to me at the table.  He’s looking out over the crowd, not even glancing my way – how uncomfortable.  This sucks.  I’m going to go tell Shane I’m going.  I can catch a cab back home.  Where the fuck is he?
A quick walk around the club has yielded nothing.  He must have taken off with that chick.  It’s so crowded in here now, I could have missed him.  I’ll just go and tell him I went home when I get a chance to call him.

It is such a relief to get out of there.  The air is so much less muggy, so fresh out here.  Come on cabbies, one of you has to stop for me.
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Sunday, Fun day.  The day I can do nothing and feel just fine about it.  Though today I’m going to call Amy.  The Ex.  The love of my life for a couple years.  I’m a little nervous about it.  First I should call Shane and apologize for taking off without telling him.
“Wassup?”

“Yo, Shane daddy.”

“Oh hey man, how’s it going?  Sorry about last night.  I took off with that chick.  She is so fucking hot.”

“Oh yeah?  Nice.  Nice.  Did you, umm, ?  You know.”

“We just made out a whole bunch.  I told her I want to take it slow.  We’re meeting up for dinner tonight.”

“Nice!  Congratulations, man.”

“It’s nothing.  I don’t want to get to excited about it yet.  She could turn out to be a nut case, you know how chicks are.”

“Yes, yes I do.  Hey, don’t feel bad about ditching me last night….fucking asshole! Hehe, I actually might have taken off before you.  It got to crowded and I needed to get out of there.  I’m still not on my game.”

“You will be.  But I got to get going, I’ve got a bunch of shit I need to get done before I meet up with Cindy tonight.”

She didn’t look like a Cindy.  Best of luck to Shane.  She was gorgeous.

“Alright, I’ll let you go then.”

“See ya.”

“Tata.”

Phew, okay.  Now it’s time to call Amy.  I’m really nervous.  I wonder if she has a new boyfriend.  She’s probably fucked like eight guys already.

“Hello.”

“Hi.”

“Who is this?”

“Umm, it’s me.”

“Who’s me?”  She sounds playful.

“Umm, Ted.”

“Oh.”  She sounds disappointed.

“Oh?  Oh?  Come on, you sound so disappointed to hear from me.”
“I’m sorry to come off like that.  How are you doing Ted?”

How do I answer that?

“Okay, could be better.  Could be worse.  I got laid off.”

“Ohhh.  Teddy, I’m so sorry.  You didn’t like that job any way.”

Actually I did.  It wasn’t perfect, but….

“Yeah.  It’ll be good for me.  I was getting too comfortable there.  I need to change my life around a little.”

“Are you looking for a new job?”

“Not really.  I can live off the severance pay for a while.”

“Well that’s cool.”

I wonder how over me she is.

“Besides, now that you’re gone, I can afford to live cheap for a change..”

“NAAAAAAAH!”

“NAAAAAAAH!”

Okay, she’s cool.  We used to make those noises at each other any time we made a playful dis.

“Amy.  I miss you.”

“I miss you too Ted.”

“I know it’s dumb of me to say, but we went out for two and a half years and I have to at least give you the courtesy of trying:  Do you want to get back together with me?”

“You know I can’t, Ted.”

“I know, I know.  I just had to try.  I figure if I’m going to get over you completely, I’ve got to at least make sure there is no chance we’re getting back together.  I’ve got to move on without wondering if I wouldn’t have been better off backtracking and maybe, maybe being with you more.  You know, at least trying to do something about it.”

“That’s actually very sweet of you to say.  I don’t know what to say to you, Ted.  At least not that I haven’t already said.  I need to find myself.  I need to get to know myself.  I can’t do that with you.  It wouldn’t be fair.”
I haven’t completely bought her argument, but I understand it and respect it.

“Well.  Okay.  In a couple years, if I’ve completely changed and you’ve completely changed and we’re ready to settle down.  Then, do you want to get back together?”

“Maybe.”

“I’ll take a maybe.  Are you still staying at Tabetha’s?”

“Huh?  Oh yeah.  Hey Ted, can I call you back?  I need to go.”

“Okay, sure, sure.  Take it easy, Amy.”  I love you.

“Good bye Ted.”

That was kind of pleasant.  Disturbingly pleasant.  How am I ever going to find a girl like Amy again?  I can’t believe how much I took her for granted.  If I had just stopped and realized how much she meant to me, I’m certain that we’d still be together now.  I’m so pissed at myself.  I’m thirty years old.  Mom and Dad were expecting grandchildren by now.  I was supposed to be thinking about tee-ball practice and college funds now.  Look at me.  I’m alone.  I need to talk to my mom.

“You’ve reached the Brueners, please leave a message after the tone.”
“Mom, Dad.  You there?  Hello?  I guess not.  Hey, it’s Teddy.  I just wanted to talk.  Okay, love you, bye.”

I feel a big depression coming on.
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Amy said she was going to call back.  I knew she wasn’t really going to.  That’s no big deal.  But Mom and Dad always call me back.  Fucking hell, it’s past their bed time now.  Did they not check their messages?  This is not a time for me to be alone.  I really wanted to talk to my mom.  There are no female figures in my life.  No one I can call.  I’ve lost touch with all my female friends while I was with Amy.  She got jealous.  Just another small way she’s fucked me over.  Those CEO fucks at the company are such assholes.  ‘Sorry, we can’t afford you, I think I’ll go buy myself another yacht.’  Greedy sons of bitches.  I’m crawling out of my skin.  I don’t want to go out.  I don’t want to be here.  I don’t want to get drunk.  I don’t want to be sober.  I feel like absolute shit.  I haven’t eaten all day.  I want to scream at the top of my lungs, but I’m not going to be that inconsiderate to my neighbors.  I could scream into my pillow.  I’m such a pathetic mother fucker.  No one likes me.  I don’t like me.  I’m going to the bank, then I’m going to the store and I’m buying some nachos, some POG and Tanqueray.  Then I’m going to get wasted and forget this weekend ever happened.  Maybe I’ll get some inspiration and be likeable while I’m drunk.


First, I’ll hit up the ATM and get some cash.  I need to make sure I’m taking it easy on my debit transactions, in case I can’t find a job right away after my severance runs out.  Wait a minute?  $735.33?  My fucking pay should have been deposited by now.  I do not want to eat rice and beans all week just so I can pay rent this month.  I’m not dipping into my savings account.  I’m not the government, I know how to be fiscally sound.  Okay, that sucks.  I’ve already withdrawn a hundred dollars, so I better make it last me a while.  Don’t worry about money right now.  Just go get food and liquor and get fucked up at home.


I Looove Tanqueray!  Put another dime in the jukebox, baby!


Fucking Joan Jett fucking rules!  She is one hell of a rocking chick.  She still rocks out.  She’s like punk rock, or that butt rock, but pop rock, but cool without selling out.  She just, she just fucking rocks.  POG.


“Passion!  Orange!  Maangoo!”


Shit, I meant:


“Guuuuaaaavaaaaa!”


POG, it makes Tanqueray the tastiest shit on earth, motherfucker.  Joan Jett fucking rules.  Amy and I saw Joan Jett a couple years ago.  She still rocks and she just fucking rules.  I’ve got nothing else to say.


Oh shit, someone’s knocking on the door.


It’s my Korean neighbor upstairs.


“Can you prease tuln the music down?”


“Sure thing, boss.  Sorry to bother you.”


I never see that fucker.  He has never stopped by my place.  And now he wants me to turn down my music.  Fucking people!  They don’t want their little happy spaces invaded.  They don’t want to know that there are other people out there.  They don’t want to hear them, they don’t want to see them, they just want to watch their fucking TVs all day, and be a bunch of zombies!  No wonder Amy left me.  I was a fucking Zombie.  Joan Jett is just not the same quiet.  I’ll just crank it on that motherfucker’s ass!  Yeah!  No.  Be cool, man.  That’s not cool.  Shit, the room is spinning.  I’m drunker than I thought.  Nachos!!!


Some fucking chips!  Some fucking cheese.  Yo, can of motherfucking beans.  I forgot the sour cream.  I’m such an ass!  I can’t even get my head straight and get some sour cream….and I was sober then.


Amy, come back to me.  I’m so miserable.  Nachos were so much better when I made them for two.  It’s too late to call her.  She never called me back.  Neither did my parents.  I’ve failed them.  They must be ashamed their son is a nobody.  The microwave is going, I need to pee.

Look in the mirror.  Look at yourself.  Where am I?  Am I hallucinating?  I don’t see myself in the mirror.  What the fuck?  Wash your face.  There I am.  I must not be even looking at the mirror straight.  I’m spinning so bad.  Nachos are ready.  I can finally ground my stomach.
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This is so fucking annoying.  I already worked it out with HR how I was going to get paid, and yet here I am calling them AGAIN.  I have such a hang over, I do not want to be doing this.

“Human Resources, this is Adrianna, how may I assist you?”


“Yes, this is Ted Breuner.  I was laid off last week, but I talked to you right after and you assured me that my paycheck was still going to be deposited last Thursday, and that my severance pay was still going to be deposited every other Thursday afterward.  But I just went to check my bank account last night, and it wasn’t deposited.”


“Alrighty.  How do you spell your last name?”


“B. R. E. U. N. E. R.”


“And your first?”


“Ted, T.E.D.  It could possibly be under Theodore, too.”


“Okay, let’s see here…hmmm, I’m not seeing anything here.  B. R. E. U. N. E. R. right?”


“Correct.”


“We don’t have a single Breuner on our pay system.  And there doesn’t appear to be any alternate spellings.  We have  a Brillhart and a Bryant, but no Breuner.”

“Well, how do we fix your system, because I need that pay to get by.”


“Hmmm, well, until we find you in the system, we’ll need to have your old manager fill out a form saying that you did work here, how long you worked, etcetera.  We usually use those forms for temp workers, but we can still get it to apply to you in the mean time just to make sure you get paid, alright.”


“How long does that take to process?”


“Mmmm, usually just a week at the most.  Would you like me to email your old manager with a form?”


“Yes, please.  The sooner the better.”


“Okay, and who was your manager?”


“Reggie Davis.”


“Okay, he shows up as REGDAV.”


“Yes, that’s him.”


“Okay, let me find the form…..here we go, and I just sent it to him.  Would you like me to transfer you over to him so you can let him know about it and we can get that back from him as soon as possible?”


“Yes, please.  Thankyou so much Adrianna.”


“No problem, buh-bye.”


Fuck.  Reggie is never in his office to answer the phone.  He was so busy he didn’t always respond to messages.  This is going to suck.

“Accounting, this is Reggie.”


Wow!  The old fucker is there for a change.


“Hey, Reg.  It’s Ted Breuner.”


“Who?”


“Ted…..I used to work for you…..I was laid off a week ago.”


“Oh, right.  Ted.  It’s good to hear from you.  I’m in a hurry, how can I help you buddy?”


“Look, HR messed up again and I’m not on the payroll, even though I have at least one week’s pay, followed by a severance package.  They sent you a form to fill out so that I can get my paychecks until they figure out what happened.  Could you fill that out for me?”

“Sure, no problem, Ted.  Let’s see…here we are: HR, Ted Breuner needs his paycheck.  Yep, there’s the form attached.  I’ll have this filled out before I go home tonight.  I’ve got to get to a meeting right now.”


“Okay, thanks Reggie, I’m really going to need those paychecks.”


“No problem, I’ve got it all squared away for you.  Got to go.  Good to hear from you.  Don’t be a stranger.”


“Bye.”


That is really frustrating.  Half the time he says he’s going to do something before he goes home, he tells you the next day that he didn’t have time to do it, but he’d get right on top of it.  I’ve seen shit like this drag out for over a week.  I’m going to have to keep calling him and reminding him.  Ugh, I want my money!


Do I really want another accounting job?  It’s where I have experience, and I don’t mind the work, but I’m not meeting people.  I’m not having fun.  I don’t need a huge salary any more now that Amy is gone.  She spent hours in the shower, always had the heat or air conditioner on, and she was so picky about what to eat, grocery trips were hella expensive.  No one to take out to dinner is pretty good on the wallet.  If I were laid off and still dating her, I would have absolutely no money right now.  She would be yelling at me about how we never do anything and then I would be yelling at her to get off her ass and get a real job, or quit spending her own money on bull shit like make up and hand massages.  How am I going to make enough money to get chicks and meet women who will keep me company?  I should become a bartender.  I would do a better job than those assholes who keep overlooking me if I got good at it.  I would work out late, meet girls, make good money on weekends – cash in hand.  I’ll look up a bartending school right now.  This is it.  This is where my life really changes for the better.  It will be a little pricey and I’m sure their classes will be booked for a while, but I’ll get on the waiting list, I’ll pay the price, I’ll do the classes, I’ll start small and work my way up.


Bartending Academy, an appropriate name.


“Bartending Academy, my name is Julie, how can I direct your call?”


“I’d like to sign up for some classes.”


“Hello?”


“Yes, hello.  I’d like to sign up for some classes.”


“Hello?”


“Hello!”


She hung up on me.  Must have been a bad connection.  I’ll try again.


“Bartending Academy, my name is Julie, how can I direct your call today?”


“Hello, I’d like to sign up for classes.”


“Hello?”


“Hello!  Can you hear me!”


“You don’t need to shout sir.”


“Oh, I’m sorry, we must have had a bad connection.  I’d like to sign up for some classes….”
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Okay, two months from now and $700 later, I am going to be a Bartender Academy graduate.  My new life is going to start.  There is no way I’m going to stay inside when I feel this good.  I don’t care that it’s a Monday, I don’t have to do anything tomorrow other than call Reggie again.  I’m going to shower, then I’m going to get all GQ’d up.


Lately, since the break up anyway, I like my showers to be really fucking hot.  I’m lobster red when I get out of the shower, but it feels so good.  It reminds me that I’m alive.  I’m lathering up everything, because I’m going to be fucking hot tonight.  I’m going to be fucking squeaky clean, and any lady who lands me is going to be one lucky chica.


I can’t see myself, the mirror is so foggy.  I’ll use the hand towel to wipe it off.  Whoa.  Weird.  I’ve never noticed that before.  By some sort of mirror trick – I guess how it was manufactured – I can see the towel rack behind me through my chest.  Weird.  I wonder why I’ve never noticed that before?

I look good.  I look like I could be a male model for a fancy suit store.  I’m wearing their casual line and I look fucking sharp, except for that transparency in the mirror.  I wonder what makes it do that?


One more spritz of cologne.  Okay, I’m good to go out.  I’m going back to the East side.  I want to run into Sandy Baker, she’s so fucking gorgeous, and I remember she was fun too.  I’ll try McGinnity’s first.  She said she goes there, and it’s a fairly nice looking Irish Pub.  My nice clothes won’t clash with the scenery too much there.


It’s not as dead as I would suspect on a Monday.  This is cool.  Let’s see, there are actually some women here.  Holy shit, and look who it is over by the pool tables - Sandy and Yu Jin.  I got to play it cool.  Go to the bar first, get a drink, then I’ll glide over to her and say hi.  This is such a better setting than last time I bumped into her.


“Can I get a Long Island?”


This bartender has actually noticed me.  There wasn’t a line this time.  I suppose it’s easier to notice people when they are the only one standing there.  She looks like she is in a bad mood.

“Eight Dollars.”


What do I say to warm this poor bartendress up?


“It’s pretty nice here for a Monday night.”


She doesn’t seem to have heard me or cared.  Damn she’s cold.  I gotta keep the smooth act going though.  Here’s a ten dollar bill.


“Keep the change.”


OOO-wee, that’s a good drink.  She still put the two dollars change on the bar.  She must not have heard me.

“No, keep the change.”


Now she’s on the other side of the bar wiping something down.  Alrighty, I’ll just leave that there.  Now to go say hello to Sandy.  She is talking to Yu Jin.


“Hi Sandy.”


She has not broken her conversation with Yu Jin.


“Hello Sandy, Yu Jin.”


Is she ignoring me?


I’ll tap her on the shoulder.


“Ohh!  You startled me.”


“Hi Sandy.  Hello again, Yu Jin.  Fancy bumping into you here.”


Sandy is chuckling a little.


“Do I know you, Mr. Well Dressed Fellow?”


She doesn’t recognize me in my dress clothes.  You can tell it has gotten her attention, though.


“Why in fact, we met the other night.”


“We did?  Please, sir, refresh my memory.”


“I am Ted.”


She and Yu Jin are giving me a blank look.


“I am Ted Breuner, I met you both at Smitty’s.  And you, Sandy, used to know me from back in the day when we partied with Patrick, Wayne, and all them.”


“Oh my god.  I’m so sorry.  I’m drawing a blank.  I met so many people that night.  Well, it’s good to meet you again, Ted.”


Her hand shake feels good.  Her hand is cold, but her skin feels so smooth and delicate.  Yu Jin is rather cordial as well with the hand shake.  I can already tell I’m hitting off with a different vibe than I did at Smitty’s.


“So, anyway…”


What?  She just turns her head and talks to her friend again.  That’s not very nice.  I remember Sandy was always a little obtuse, but that was just rude.  I guess I did sort of interrupt their conversation a bit.  Since we’ve reestablished our acquaintance I suppose it would be okay for me to listen in and join where ever necessary.  They are talking about people I don’t know.  I’m starting to feel a little left out.  Perhaps I should find out if she still talks to any of the old gang.


“Hey Sandy.”


She didn’t seem to hear me again.

“Sandy!”

“What, Mr. GQ?  I’m having a conversation with my friend here.  Do you have to interrupt?”


Oh my god, I give up.  I like people who are little obtuse, but she is just being straight up mean.  She wasn’t like that before.  It’s incredible how people change.  I don’t know if I was coming off like an ass or what, but it seemed like I was doing everything right.  Fuck her.  If she’s like that she doesn’t get to be with me.  I’m not going to let that little encounter break my spirit.  There are other fish in the sea.  I’m heading over to the casino.  There’s always a friendly girl somewhere in there, and the drinks are cheap.

Ahhh, the casino.  It’s not just for gamblers.  They make their money off gamblers, but this is a good place to drink.  It’s always busy.  A little bit smokey, but festive.  The bar has a lot of older men and women, but there’s some people closer to my age looming around.


What the fuck?  It’s Amy.  This is really weird.  I want to go say hi to her, especially because she always liked the way I look in this outfit.  She used to bitch at me about never wearing it, and I used to bitch back at her about how there was never an occasion for it.  How wrong I was.  I should have looked good everyday for her.  Every evening should have been candles, slow music, and no TV.  Just more sex, more passionate sex.  I loved the way she felt beneath me.  It felt like being home.  Toward the end of our relationship I became so used to her that didn’t savor our time like I should have.  Sex just became an act – a way to cum before going to sleep.  I want to take her home with me.  I’ll rent a limo.  I’ll get the most expensive wine at the store.  I’ll get the old candles.  She looks so beautiful.  She has a little sparkle in her eyes.  Her smile is brilliant.  Who is she talking to?


Steve?  Fucking Steve who couldn’t hang out this weekend?  Why are they hanging out, they didn’t even get along that well.  She must have needed someone to talk to about me.  He is a pretty nice guy.  They just kissed.  That fucking asshole backstabber!  He’s married.  What the hell?  He has a wife and kids and he’s macking on my woman.  What is she doing?  Their hands are on each other.  This is insane.  They both went behind my back for this….wicked affair.  Amy, you’re fucking up so bad.  This is not like you.  Or is it?  Have you always been a bitch and I’m only now realizing it?  Stop kissing him.  How could you go for one of my good friends?


Now it’s time to drop the bomb.  I will not let this stand.  I’m going to rip into those two so hard.  Once they know they’ve been caught, they are going to feel so guilty.  I better take a picture of this with my phone.  Fucking cheaters.  See how your wife likes that one, Steve!  Here is my moment, my redemption.


“Why hello Amy.  Oh, and hello Steve.”


They are so caught up in making out now, they haven’t noticed me standing there.  I better take another picture.  Ooooh, that one is so much more graphic.  Steve’s wife is going to love that one.  Fuck, Amy was never this passionate with me in public.  The nerve of this woman is pissing me off.  Right now the sight of Steve all over my woman is really, really pissing me off.


“HEY FUCKING STEVE!”


He’s pulled away from her but they are still just staring into each other’s eyes.  She never was so swept away by me like that, oblivious to the rest of the world.  My ego is severely hurt by that, but right now it’s time to punch fucking backstabber Steve!


Oh!  Right in the back of the head!  How do you like that?!?


“Shit.  You fucking asshole!  Don’t hit people.”


“You shut the fuck up Amy!  You backstabbed me so hard.  You slept with my friend.”


Steve’s retaliation to my face – this is pain.  But this is good pain.  I need this pain.  This is physical pain.  My aggressions are only beginning to release.  Take that Steve!  I felt his nose crunch under my fist on that one.


“STOP IT!”


The bouncers have thrown me out of there quick.  I guess security is poised for that kind of behavior.  Sleazy old casino is full of sleazy old people.  My jaw is sore.  Steve gave me a pretty good knock on that one.  I better get home before the police arrive.  I’ll need to ice this one.  Haha, I kicked that fucker’s ass though.  I wonder if he’ll report it to the cops.  I bet not.  It’ll be too much to explain to his wife.  Speaking of…I believe she is on my contact list.  I’ll have to email her this picture.  I better wait a little while, until after he can’t really file an assault claim against me.  He may retaliate quickly if I send this to her now.  Best wait.


I don’t know how I’ll sleep tonight.  I’m so angry.  I’m in shock.  I can’t believe how this night has gone.  I hope he doesn’t call the cops.  I’m sure he won’t, but I can’t be in jail while I’m supposed to be going to the Bartender Academy.  I’ll just watch some TV and wait to see if I get that knock on my door or phone call from the cops.  This is nerve racking.

It was worth it though.  I’ve never been so pissed.  I’m shaking.
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I fell asleep with the TV on.  Ow, my fucking jaw.  I feel a little dizzy.  I think he hit me better than I thought.  What was his name?  Fucker.  Fucking Steve.  I’m so out of it.  I better check out the damage to my face.  I may not want to leave the apartment for a couple days.  Here is the bathroom.  There is the mirror.  And…..where am I?  I’m looking right at the mirror.  I don’t see anything.  Is this a dream?  Is this a joke?  I can’t see my hand.  I can’t see my body.  I can look around.  I can see everything in my apartment.  I can’t see myself.

I’m invisible.


I’m invisible.


I’m ready to wake up now.  This is really strange.  Pinching myself is not doing a thing.  I can feel myself.  I can move things.  How did this happen?  Should I put clothes on?  Should I go outside?  Is this temporary?  Is this some strange side effect of being hit in the head?  I don’t know what to do?  Maybe this is a punishment.  I’m calling Amy right now to apologize.


“Hi, you’ve reached Amy.  I’m not in, so leave me a message and have a great day.”


“Amy.  I’m so sorry about last night.  It’s your life and it was wrong of me to hit Steve like that.”


I’m beginning to cry, but there are no tears.


“Look.  I really need to talk to you about something.  I don’t know what’s going on, but I’ve done something terribly wrong.”


Okay, I’m ready to reappear again.  Let me look outside, maybe it’s happening everyone everywhere.  No, everything looks normal.  Let me check the news.  The news isn’t even on.  Okay, I’m going to slowly venture outside.  I’m not sure what is going to weird people out more, seeing a man appear naked in front of them, or seeing a set of clothes walking down the street on its own.  I’ll just run downstairs naked really quick and then back up.  There’s somebody checking their mail.


“Hey, over here!  I’m naked.  You can’t see me.”


Not a flinch.  Let me see what happens if I touch her on the shoulder.  Whoa!  That freaked her out.


“I’m sorry.”


She doesn’t hear me.  No one can hear me or see me.  If this is a dream, or even if its not, I need to have some fun with it.  What would I do if no one could see or hear me?

Department store changing rooms.  These women do not know I am here.  They do not know I am looking at them, and there are no consequences.  There was one hot girl who came in here to try on a bra.  That was a treat.  Another woman bumped into me and got confused.  That was funny.  But for the most part this has been really boring.  The next woman I see, I am going to feel her up.  Okay.  She’s in her forties, not too bad looking for her age.  Isn’t this wrong?  I don’t know if I should touch her.  I wouldn’t want some stranger touching me.  She’s taking off her pants.  Now’s the time.  I’ll lightly rub her shoulder.  She doesn’t seem to mind.  This is so crazy.  She’s actually liking this.  Let me slide my hand down to her boob.  She is breathing hard.  I can’t believe this.  I’m going to slide my other hand down to her crotch, and press my penis against her from behind.  Oh shit.  Now she’s freaked out.


“Ahh!”


You forgot your pants lady.  Okay.  That wasn’t very cool.  Now I feel a little ashamed of myself.  I’m getting out of here.  Oh my god, there she is.   She’s crying on a friend’s shoulder.  She thought I was her dead husband, but got freaked out.  Wow, now I really feel terrible.  I just fucked with her head so bad.  I’m going to go home and drink.  I can’t believe I would stoop so low.

I just realized, I haven’t been hungry or thirsty all day.  I haven’t had to pee or poop.  I wonder if I should drink or eat.  I wonder if I can get drunk.


This would look weird to someone outside looking in.  A refrigerator door opens, a carton of POG comes out, opens, and pours into a glass.  Then the freezer opens, and a bottle of Tanqueray comes out, the top flies off, and it pours into the same glass.  Then the glass lifts up, tilts, and the liquid disappears.  Yes, I can drink.  And yes, Joan Jett is going to be fucking blaring.  Oh, who is that a rap tap tapping on my door?  Why if it isn’t Mr. upstairs’ neighbor.  Now for me to get a pen and pad.  Let’s float it in front of his face so he can see it clearly.  ‘Pull the stick out your ass and let live.’  Oh, he looks scared.  Good bye.

Should I turn it down for when the police get here?  I would actually hate for them to confiscate it.  I suppose I shall turn it down.  Okay, the volume knob is not turning.  Damn, finally.  That was like trying to turn it down with grease all over my hands.  I guess it’s hard to gauge yourself when you can’t even see your hands.  That drink was too effective.  My head is spinning like never before.  I think I’m going to puke or pass out.
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Was that all just a dream?  I don’t have a hangover.  What a strange ass nightmare it was so real.  It…wasn’t a nightmare.  I still can’t see myself.  Let me get off the floor.  This is so strange.  I’m not hung over or still drunk.  Oh, I did puke.  It’s all over the floor.  I better clean that up.

What the fuck?  I can’t pull off a paper towel.  I can’t pick up a sponge.  What’s going on?  I can’t do anything.  I can move around, okay.  I can’t seem to touch anything.  Does this mean I can move through walls or any matter?  Apparently not.  I still have to step over, or around things.  This sucks.  Let me double check.  Yeah, I can’t pick anything up, I can’t move anything.  I can’t affect the world around me, but I am affected by it.  The apartment feels warm, but I can’t turn down the thermostat.  Who is doing this to me?  Why is this happening?!?  I can’t do anything.  I can’t leave the apartment.  I can’t even move the curtain aside to look out the window.  I’m trapped.


There’s a knock at the door.


“Police!  Open up!”


I wish I could but I can’t.


BAM!  They just fucked up my door.  This must be about my assault on Steve.  It took him a while to report it.  A cop is walking right toward me.  Ow!  Knocked me over, but he didn’t feel it at all.  This is crazy.  I’m going to wack him on the head now.  It’s hurting my hand, but he doesn’t seem to notice - his hat hasn’t even moved an inch.


“The suspect may have fled.  I’m going to head back to the car, and call it in.  You boys see if he isn’t hiding in here somewhere.”

This is my chance to get out of the apartment.  I’ll have to wait for someone to open doors to get out of the building, but once I’m outside I can walk around.  I can explore the world, and maybe I can find some help.

Okay, a cop is going back to his car.  I’m in the elevator.  I’m out of the elevator.  I’m out of the apartment.  Phew, I’m free.  I hope I don’t get hungry, because I don’t think I will realistically be able to eat.  I don’t feel hungry.  That’s a good sign for now I guess.


When no one can see you, they aren’t polite enough to not incidentally shove you.  I can’t blame them, they don’t see me.  I’ve had to walk very gingerly, trying to avoid people.  I have to be very careful crossing the street.  Anyone could think they have the right of way and knock me flat.  Would that be so bad?  Can I be killed?  This might be my chance to die.


Where should I go?  Who would be able to help me?  My parents live too far away.  Amy is the only person I can think of.  Surely our bond of two and a half years will make her more perceptive to me than most people.  It has to.  She has to wake me up from this nightmare, or else I’m jumping in front of a semi truck and ending this right now.


I know she’s staying at Tabetha’s place.  It is only a half mile away.

The door is closed.  All I can do is wait outside for now.  It’s a nice day today.  I wonder if this will ever end.  Please let this end.  Why can’t I do anything, but I can feel so sad, so lost?  It’s not fair.  The sun is going down.  How much longer will I wait?  I’m waiting for as long as it takes.


Here comes Steve’s car.  Wow, nice bandages on your face, buddy.  He’s all bruised and ugly.  And there’s Amy.  It disgusts me to see their arms around each other like that.  Never mind that.  I’m here to see her, not him.


“Amy.  Amy.”


Gah, what’s the point?  She can’t hear me.  I’ll follow them inside.  Perhaps if I scream at the top of my lungs or if I send her some kind of ESP signals she’ll hear me.


They’re going upstairs to the guest bedroom.  I suppose that’s where she’s staying.


“Look Amy, it’s over between me and Beverly.  We’ve filed the divorce papers.”


“I’m so sorry, Steve.  I feel terrible.”


“Don’t feel bad.  You are worth it all.”


This is making me sick.

“I can’t believe that guy hit you like that.”


That guy?  That guy?!?  That guy was me.  Me, Amy, Me!


“If he hit me for kissing you, then he’ll have to keep on hitting me because I can’t stop kissing you, Amy.  I’m falling in love with you.”


“I love you, Steve.”


Oh, this is gross.  Stop making out in front of me.  Stop.


AMY!!!


AMY!!! STOP IT’S ME!!! TED!!! AMY!!!!!!!!!!!!!


“Steve, did you hear something?”


AMY!!!!!  AMY!!!!


“What?  No.”


AMY!!!! HELP ME!!!!  AMY!!!!


“I thought I heard something.  Oh well.”


AMMYYY!!!  NO!!!  NO!!! HELP ME!!!! DON’T FUCK HIM!!!  DON’T FUCK HIM!!!  AMMYYY!!!


She’s fucking him.  Right in front of me, and I can’t leave the room.  Now I know what hell is.  I’m going to have to wait for them to finish before I can leave the room.  I thought she heard me.  Let me try to yell again, “.”  This is weird, nothing will come out.  Let me try again, “.”  Now I can’t yell and scream.  That seemed like the only way I could possibly get her attention.  I have to try to send her messages.  Maybe I can get on the bed next to them and do something, anything.


I can’t move.  What happened?  I can’t move any more.  I can’t avert my eyes from them.  I can’t blink.  I can’t even look slightly to the left or right.  It’s like I’m frozen in cement.
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They finished having sex and walked right by me several times.  They’ve turned out the lights and the man is snoring.  I can’t move, I can’t be seen, but I can think.  I have memories.  I can’t remember what right now, but I know I once moved and lived.  Now I am here in a dark room where somebody was having sex.  What was her name?  Did I know her?  How did I get here?


Who am I?


Another Human:  Void.
