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A little town on the seaA little town on the seaA little town on the seaA little town on the sea    

I left you but you nevI left you but you nevI left you but you nevI left you but you never leave meer leave meer leave meer leave me    

Wherever I go, whatever I seeWherever I go, whatever I seeWherever I go, whatever I seeWherever I go, whatever I see    

It’s in your loving walls I long to beIt’s in your loving walls I long to beIt’s in your loving walls I long to beIt’s in your loving walls I long to be 

 





 

 

 

 

I welcome you to my last of three 40% stories. Like the ones before, the 

basic idea was taking little moments in my life, something that had happened to 

me, and bury it in fiction, letting a story grow out of it. In this case, the goal was 

to bury it deep, as much to somehow hide it from my own reality as to let it build 

up to be something else. This story also happens to involve the least amount of 

fact mixed in with the most powerful fiction. What started as a basic idea rolling 

around the back of my head while I dealt with some of the worst things I’ve ever 

had to go through, slowly changed over time, so that by the time I started writing 

the story, there were many pieces I couldn’t even recognize. These characters are 

not me, nor are they anyone I know, but somewhere, buried deep down, are little 

fragmented seeds of my memories. The characters that appear in this story are 

very much their own people, and they let me know that straight out. From behind 

my keyboard, I watched it all unfold while I wrote, sometimes struggling just to 

keep up with my fingers what I was seeing with my mind’s eye. There were parts 

that were powerful because of how they reminded me of my own experiences, 

and parts that were more so because of the emotion they showed me for the first 

time. Either way, this one is my undisputed favorite of the 40% stories, and I 

hope you get something out of it. Thanks. 

 

—GS 
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Opening Argument 
 
 
 
 

You have too much trust in your fiction. Not you personally, mind. The 
last thing I need to do is convince you to put this book down before reading 
further. Think of it more as a general statement. Something that applies to all of 
us raised in the world where stories and fiction are such a foundation of our lives. 
There are libraries full of books and studies on how much television a child will 
watch before it becomes an adult, on the percentage of time we spend with 
stories as compared to people. The studies normally focus on the violence of it, 
the lack of morals. They say we develop an altered sense of reality, is pertaining 
to our sense of right and wrong, or even our own mortality. That’s not the worst 
part. Even if it’s true, and I doubt that this is the case, such a problem occurs to a 
small minority of our population. The problem isn’t in the bad thoughts someone 
might experience from watching a movie about crime. No, the most damage 
comes from the simple fare, the stuff we allow to the smallest of children. It 
comes from our expectations of love and happiness. From the happy endings and 
the last-minute saves and the little miracles that cause everything to work out for 
the best.  

I’m not going to try and convince you of how deeply this may be ingrained 
in your psyche, nor am I going to waste your time trying to tell you to change 
your opinion. I just want to tell a story. One that’s realistic. It’s not going to be 
all sadness and pain. But it will be realistic. No miracles of fate, no surprise 
rescues, and nobody rises from an apparent death, just to make you sleep at night. 
Its fiction, but don’t brush it off right away. Hopefully, it’ll be real enough.  
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Chapter One 
 
 
 
 

Kurt spent a lot of time alone. It was normal part of life for him. Not 
because it was what he wanted for his life, or what he would have chosen. It was 
just the way things happened, how events fell into place. And, after a while, it 
was what he was used to. Lived alone, went to movies alone, slept alone. This 
isn’t to say he had no friends, or even that he didn’t like people. He worked with 
people, he had good friends who cared about him, and he enjoyed their company, 
but that doesn’t change the fact that, the majority of the time, he was on his own. 
The result of this, mainly, is that he had a limited amount of social ability. Which 
is to say, when he was around people, a clock started, and when it ran out he was 
all out of steam, and a desire to get away kicked in. To be in the quiet, to not 
have to make sense and be polite and clear. It wasn’t a limiting handicap as far as 
working or meeting people went. But it did make it difficult to spend any large 
amount of time around one person. Most of the time, when he took a vacation, he 
went by himself. Vacations with people ended up to be more trouble than they 
were relaxing. He spent half the time trying not to keep whoever he was with 
from having a good time, and the other half trying to cool off from the first part 
so he didn’t leave vacation more stressed out than he started it. His efforts 
weren’t always successful on either account. Which is what made what happened 
so unusual for him. 

He’d been working as an office assistant for an office supply distributor for 
the past six months. When his birthday rolled around, he decided it was time for 
a vacation. Kurt was big into tradition, and since the first job he ever held, he had 
only worked on his birthday once. It was a fifteen hour shift in a different office, 
done mostly as a statement of self pity. More or less to prove to himself that his 
birthday was so insignificant an event he may as well be working and doing 
SOMEONE some good, since he sure as hell wasn’t doing himself any. It had 
proven to be a moot point, since nobody at the office knew there was anything 
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about the day to make it different than the ones before it, or the ones that would 
come after, and, frankly, it had been a long day. When has feeling sorry for 
yourself ever made a long day any better? So he went back to his usually 
tradition of taking some time off, and getting away for a while. Since he hadn’t 
had any vacations in the six months he’d been working, he figured it was a 
perfect opportunity. Earlier in the year, he’d been intending to go visit his friend 
Heather down in Arizona, but those plans got all messed up, and he ended up 
somewhere else entirely. But around the time he was discussing his need to get 
away with Heather, she was thinking about how the colleges in Tempe were all 
about to get off for a much desired spring break. And since that week happened 
to be the week right after his birthday, plans were made.  

The nice thing about these plans for Kurt was that Heather was an old 
friend. Someone he had known in school, and then moved away, and by the twin 
forces of the convenience of the internet and the tenacity of a girl with Irish 
blood, not only had they remained friends, but they grew even closer. Years later, 
she knew as much about him as anyone else, despite the two thousand miles 
between her home in the desert south, and his in the rainy basin of Seattle. And 
since she was well versed in the quirks that made Kurt who he was, he wouldn’t 
have to spend all that time trying to act friendly and sociable. When someone sits 
through as many hours of teenage melodrama and whining as the two of them 
had, it’s a lot harder to offend someone than by simply being a little quiet or 
standoffish. You can pretty much count on them accepting whatever you come 
up with. So if you intend to spend a week doing nothing much in particular, 
besides drawing and reading and drinking, then your friend is likely going to see 
this as being a good idea.  

Everything went according to plan, too, for the first few days. He went and 
saw Ryan Adams play at a bar that had a walled outdoor enclosure, like a cross 
between an old stables and a patio with high stone walls. He socialized and met 
some new people, and spent a lot of quality time lounging out on Heather’s 
couch, chatting with new friends and sketching a little and having absolutely 
nothing to do with a world of offices, business, or the entire world of commerce. 
It continued to go as planned until the fourth day. That day, everyone was 
scheduled to work. Heather, as well as her two roommates, would be out of the 
house early in the day, and would be gone until the late evening. Kurt would be 
on his own. This wasn’t the problem. He, in fact, had the entire thing worked out. 
He was going to wake up at around 10 or 11, walk around half-naked in someone 
else’s house until he felt like taking a shower, and then he was going to drink and 
work on some art for his passion and pet-project, a developing web-comic, until 
he felt like stopping. Granted, this was not an overly complex plan, and certainly 
wasn’t the kind of thing that would make the 5 o‘clock news, but he felt it was a 
good plan nonetheless. It was just how one should spend a vacation. And the 
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execution started out really well, too. He woke up just after 10:30, which is right 
in between 10 and 11. It was a nice day and he wanted to go out, so he didn’t 
spend too long walking about until he chose to take a shower, but once he did we 
made way immediately to a convenience store to get some kind of juice or soda 
to mix with alcohol. He had the foresight the night before to buy a bottle of citrus 
Stoli and another of 100 proof Hot Damn, but he hadn’t thought about mixers. 
The thought of a kitchen so devoid of beverage that there wasn’t anything with 
which to make a simple two-part cocktail was absolutely absurd. Whoever heard 
of such a thing? And at a quarter to noon he returned to Heather’s place, pockets 
full of a variety of beverages, and got started on the real meat of the plan.  

Two hours and several drinks later, things were moving along at top speed. 
Kurt was forced to admit the efficiency of his plan. He had spent some time 
turning a rough layout for some comic strips, into a series of decent scripts, an 
had finished two pages of inked work that was good enough to be seen. He was 
just starting a third when the door opened, and Heather walked in.  

“You didn’t burn down my house yet.” 
“Well, I was waiting for the sun to go down. Glows real pretty in the dark 

sky, and it’s sure to bring round the locals.” 
“You may be waiting a while. You’re in the desert, and the days are getting 

longer.” 
“You know, if your ancestors had any sense they would have realized as 

soon as the gold ran out that the desert was no place for people to live, and 
moved on to somewhere with trees and water and seasons.” 

“Hey. We’ve gone over this. They aren’t MY ancestors. I’m not from 
here.” 

“You’ve been here a long time, and you ain’t moving.” 
“Yeah, so what are you doing visiting this place then, if it’s so bad?” 
“Well, I had it on good authority I would have time to work on some stuff. 

Speaking of, why are you home? It can’t be seven yet.” 
“Boss said I looked like hell, and I needed to take a sick day.” 
“Bah, you don’t look so bad. How do you feel?” 
“Like I have a cold or something.” 
“Creepy Old Uncle Kurt can fix that right up. Hold one, let me show you 

what I discovered.” Kurt boosted himself off the floor, where he had been sitting, 
and walked to the kitchen. It was in those first few steps that he discovered he 
was slightly more intoxicated than he thought he was. Which was a fine thing to 
discover, considering the basis of the plan. 

“Do I even want to know what Creepy Old Uncle Kurt discovered?” he 
returned from the kitchen with a glass, a pitched, and a bottle. 

“Yup. Watch. You take this god-awful bland and flavorless nestea that you 
people have in such abundance around here, and you pour it in a glass. It is 



 - 6 - 

important to remember not to drink it at this point, since this filth is not fit for 
human consumption as is. And then you add in some of this here Hot Damn until 
it turns a bright angry red color. Now, drink.” 

“You realize that this thing you’re handing me is the color of theatrical 
poison. Should I really drink it?” 

“Would I give you something bad?” 
“You most certainly would.” 
“Drink it soon or I’m taking it for my own.” Heather took a cautious sip. 
“Wow. Creepy Uncle Kurtis!” 
“You likes?” 
“It tasted like an Atomic Fireball.” 
“Plus, it’s booze.”  
“Good show.” 
“So, the doctor says to keep drinking those until you feel better.” 
“Hey, doctor’s orders are doctor’s orders.” 
Heather stood and left the room to change out of her work clothes. Kurt 

returned to his sprawl of papers and supplies on the floor, a fresh drink in hand. 
When Heather returned, her glass was empty, and Kurt had to refill it. He found 
himself doing so again a half hour later. What went unsaid about this particular 
homemade cocktail was that it was surprisingly strong. Using strong liquor and 
tasting like candy as it did, Heather was halfway into her third, thinking she was 
simply feeling better now that she had come home. So when Kurt announced that 
he wanted to go grocery shopping, she had no reservations about driving. She 
was, after all, nowhere near as drunk as he was, happily greeting random patrons 
of the grocery store and throwing random assortments of goods into a basket. She 
couldn’t account for the level of concentration she had to put on driving, or how 
the road kept listing to one side or another. She had one more when they got 
back, as Kurt fixed a late lunch, and it occurred to Heather that she wanted to 
invite some people over. Kurt was completely oblivious to this, as he set about 
making his own hot sauce for a Mexican dinner. Even while she was eating and 
talking on the phone at the same time he didn’t notice, and when he cleaned the 
dishes and went back to his work, it still hadn’t completely set in. If she had been 
talking to several people or one, he couldn’t say. He had his own plans to 
execute. The only thing that got through was when he heard heather mention 
Erika’s name.  

When they were first discussing his plans to come down and spend some 
time in Tempe, one of Heather’s first responses was ‘Hey, you’ll finally get to 
meet Erika.’ She had been telling him various Erika stories for a while now, with 
her public antics and willingness to humiliate strangers for her own amusement, 
humiliate herself for the amusement of others, or a combination therein. Above 
all, though, was the quickness with which she dealt with people who she felt had 
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wronged her in some way, or were possibly considering wronging her. Public 
confrontation and a strong will were attractive qualities in a girl. Since that time, 
she had insisted Kurt write to Erika, to announce his visit. Which he was more 
than happy to do, one evening, sitting on the computer at his friend’s house after 
a night out. It is safe to say that his letter, while perfectly polite, and even cordial, 
was not a traditional introduction in it’s mention of doing things to her involving 
tongues and sweat, and a salutation line of ‘start saving up your strength now.’ 
Regardless, she had found the somewhat non-traditional version of manners to be 
entertaining, and responded. Between that time and his actually appearing in 
Arizona, they had exchanged several letters ranging from casual, friendly 
correspondence, to borderline pornography with all manner of offers and 
insinuations. So in learning that Heather was inviting Erika over, Kurt started to 
wonder to himself if this meeting would have quite the physical impact that he 
had threatened and, indeed, hoped it would, even if his actual expectations were 
minimal. He listened more closely to see if he could tell by Heather’s responses 
whether or not she was coming for sure, or if she was asking about him. He 
learned little, and when Heather hung up, he put it out of his mind, and went back 
to work using a rather portable flat scanner to upload his drawings into his 
laptop, so he could put them all together and color them.  

So it was that, when the first of Heather’s guests arrived, Kurt didn’t even 
notice. He continued to work on projects and drink, the level of his bottle slowly 
getting lower, somewhere outside of his field of notice. He assumed that either 
the same people kept making trips outside to their cars, or that people came and 
went a lot. There was music playing, which kept him from hearing much of the 
conversations happening in the rooms outside the main one, and he was attached 
vaguely to the fringes of the conversations happening directly around him. 
Meaning he would throw in an odd comment or joke when applicable, but didn’t 
necessarily notice the people he was speaking to when he did so. The only thing 
that got him to pull both his eyes and his mind away from what was doing was 
the loud crash of the door, followed by some maniacal giggling as two girls 
entered the apartment. One of them was Erika, and the other was introduced as 
Catania. Or Catrina. Or possibly Catherine, but Kurt couldn’t be entirely sure. He 
was pleased at first, to see how this meeting would go, but before he could get 
out more than a warm smile to Erika, she looked at him blankly, and followed 
Heather into the back room, where the music was coming from. Catania got a 
beer from the kitchen and sat on the couch. She was a pretty girl, but seemed to 
be mostly interested in the bit of candy she had with her, and the way the beer 
and the candy were interacting. From her expression, Kurt didn’t think it could 
be an entirely pleasant combination, but was too involved to take in outside 
commentary, so he returned to what he was doing.  
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While he was indeed very involved in his work, the girl on the couch did 
not entirely escape his notice. He was aware of the fact that she had taken to 
watching him, and that the expression she wore as she did so was not one of 
kindness or interest. He wondered to himself if he had perhaps met her at some 
point in his past, and wronged her in some way. Maybe he ran over her cat or 
something. That would explain the looks. But he was pretty sure the only animals 
he had ever run over were dead already, and he was certain that he hadn’t met 
this girl before. He had a way of remembering girls with flowing auburn hair and 
well-shaped faces. Any girl who could be that attractive while glaring at him as 
an enemy is certainly something that would have left a mark. So he did his best 
not to let it affect his work. And he did a pretty good job of it, too, only looking 
up to smile at her in discomfort twice, before she finished her beer and went to 
the kitchen for a second. This time, when she returned, she did not go to where 
she had been sitting across the room, but walked directly past Kurt, to sit on the 
couch right behind him. As she walked past, she smelled vaguely of salt water 
and plants, like a nursery. It was pleasant.  

“And what’s happening in that computer that’s so important then?” Catania 
was leaning forward, looking over his shoulder to what he was working on.  

“I don’t know that it’s terribly important. I was just getting some work 
done.” 

“Is that a comic strip?” 
“Yeah. It’s a comic I do, for the internet.” 
“Something new you’re trying?” 
“No. I’ve been doing it for almost two years. This is strip 128, here. I 

thought it would be a good time to work on some stuff, since I had some peace 
and quiet, on vacation here.” 

“It looks pretty cool. Is that what you do for a living?” 
“No, I have a job. This doesn’t make anything yet. I’m building a base 

before I put all the money and time into setting it up, so I can work on keeping it 
alive. There’s not a high success rate with these things, you know.” 

“But you’ve got a serious plan. Cool.” She was much nicer now, the scowl 
gone from her face. Kurt turned himself on the floor so that he was almost facing 
her. They started talking about cartoons, which led to the movie Naked Lunch, 
and the conversation wandered from there. As the evening went on, Kurt was 
spending more time talking to the girl, and less time focusing on his work. She 
finished another drink, and he immediately offered to get her a refreshment. 
Being the first time he had to stand in many drinks, what started as an energetic 
spring to his feet became a high-velocity stumble, and ended in a long skidding 
fall to his knees covering several feet. Before he could lose momentum he 
hopped back up and kept going to the kitchen, and then walked back managing to 
spill nothing. No beverages, anyway, as his left knee was bleeding quite a bit, but 
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the alcohol numbed him to the sensation for the most part. Erika passed through 
the room, and noticed the blood. 

“Kurtis. What have you been doing?” 
“Fell.” 
“Riiight. If that’s what you call it.” 
“Fine. I met this trucker earlier in the day, and I didn’t take the asphalt into 

account.” 
“Needed some money fast?” 
“Oh, the money was nice, sure. Paid for the alcohol. But, really, I mean, 

how do YOU make friends?” Catania started laughing, and almost spilled the 
packet of pop-rocks that she opened while Kurt was gone. She expression on her 
face made him forget about the rest of the pain that the alcohol didn’t have 
covered. He presented her with a fresh beer, and resumed his seat. They 
continued to joke about, until she paused, smiling, and watching his eyes. Like a 
mongoose and a snake staring each other down, he couldn’t move. And then she 
turned her head to the side a little, and reached out a leg, folding his laptop shut 
with her bare foot.  

“Enough work. Time for you to come here on the couch with me and join 
the party.” He considered the laptop for a moment, and wondered whether his 
work needed to be saved, but then decided it really didn’t matter, and he stood. 
Catania made room for him on the couch, but only enough room that he wasn’t 
sitting directly on top of her. She was still sitting closely.  

It is safe to say that by this point both parties were at least a little 
intoxicated, partly by the contents of their bloodstreams, and party by a new 
attraction. Kurt found himself being fed poprocks by hand, even as the charming 
young woman was licking them off of his own fingers. Some came loose before 
she was able to eat them, and they stuck to her chest. He was invited to get them, 
and chose to do so without hands. He has also noticed, for the first time, that 
there was an actual party going on around him. It has been a few years, since his 
days in college, that he found himself in the middle of a party that he hadn’t 
intended to be in earlier. Anymore it was all dinner parties or office gatherings, 
and he wondered when his life became so much less interesting. The question 
became moot, as Catania found some money on the coffee table that was Kurt’s 
contribution and change from getting pizza the night before.  

“Whose money is this?” 
“Em. Yours.” She pointed the bills accusingly at Kurt. 
“This is yours?” 
“Most of it.” 
“It’s mine now.” 
“I can live with that.” 
“I feel bad just taking it.” 
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“I’m giving it to you.” 
“No, you have to actually GIVE it to me.” She pressed it into his hand. 
“Do you want me to just hand it back?” 
“Some of the customers at work like to tuck tips into my pants.” 
“This is better than a tip. C’mere.” Catania leaned over, smiling devilishly 

and striking a cheesecake pose, so Kurt could tuck the bills into her blouse. She 
stood back up blushing and laughing. 

“God, I feel cheap.” 
“Well, you look beautiful.” Catania sat back down beside him. 
“Yeah? You’re repulsive.” She stuck her tongue out at him.  
“You say the sweetest things to me.” He leaned over and kissed her on the 

cheek. She blushed and lost the mock scowl she had been wearing for his benefit. 
She wrapped an arm around his shoulder, and played with his hair, grinning. 
When she discovered the PopRocks to be gone, she reached into a pocket and 
pulled out a bag of Skittles.  

“Did you rob a little kid, or are we interrupting your wholesome lunch?” 
“Shuttup. It looked good at the store. And it’s not lunchtime anymore. Its, 

like, nighttime.” 
She proceeded to dump the contents of the bag into the coffee table, and 

sort them by color. Kurt watched, thinking how adorable it was as she 
meticulously piled them all into groups, and arranged the groups according to the 
size of the pile. He was smiling to himself, when she caught him out of the corner 
of the eye, and shoved a skittle into his mouth. As she pulled it out, he made a 
show of running his tongue down it, and kissed the tip of her finger. She blushed 
again, and bit her lip to hide a smile.  

“You…” 
“You liked it.” 
“I’m keeping my damn distance.” She picked up another skittle and threw 

it at his mouth, making it inside.  
“It’s more fun the other way.” 
“You’re just intimidated by my aim.” 
“Bah. Bet you couldn’t hit Jake over there.” Heather’s roommate Jake was 

kneeling on the floor, putting in a DVD of Eddie Izzard about four feet away. 
“Hey, Jake! Open up!” He turned in time to get hit in the face with a piece of 
candy. He quickly snatched it off the carpet and popped it into his mouth. 

“That didn’t count, his mouth wasn’t even open.” She tried again, and 
missed him entirely. Kurt took a turn, and landed a green one on Jake’s cheek. 
One after another, they took turns trying to toss skittles into the goal of Jake’s 
mouth, as he grabbed up anything nearby, and let the rest bounce off to some 
hidden corner. When the line of skittles was almost gone, Kurt finally landed one 
in. Catania swore, and scooped up what few  pieces of candy remained, 
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determined to get one in before they were gone. When the last skittle got caught 
in Jake’s hair, she swore again.  

“Ha! I win!” 
“Loser. Now I’m out of candy.” 
“You’re the loser. So what do I get for winning?” She tilted her head and 

hummed, while her eyes seemed to search for a suitable prize.  
“Well, my neck is sore. You could always give me a massage.”  
“That would be a fine prize if YOU had won. What good is that to me?” 

But he was already moving himself behind her, running his finger over her neck. 
Catania seemed to be enjoying herself, until something snagged her skin. She 
grabbed Kurt’s hand, and pulled it until she could look at the fingers.  

“Heather!” Heather stuck her head from the back room. “Do you have a 
nail file? And some lotion?”  

When Heather returned she filed off the offending nail, and then put the 
bottle of lotion into the same hand.  

“Use this.” She stopped and put her hand back on his, looking over her 
shoulder at him. “If you want. I’m being a demanding bitch.” 

“Nonsense. There is nothing in the world I want more right now than to be 
right here, right now, giving you a massage.” She smiled and kissed him on the 
cheek, and then pulled her hair out of the way.  

Possibly because of how much he had to drink, possibly because it had 
been a while since someone had taken so active an interest in him, and very 
likely because he really did like her more than he could have expected to, Kurt 
lost track of everything besides the girl. The room, the people, the stand-up on 
the television, even the furniture. There was nothing besides him and Catania. 
Not even time could touch him. The only way he could have measured time was 
that every once in a while, she would turn and whisper, just above hearing level, 
how good something he had just done felt, or how much she loved his massage, 
or how much she wished he never had to stop. Sometimes she didn’t even get out 
words. She turned and opened her mouth to say something, and then closed her 
eyes as she moved to a new spot on her shoulders, and all that escaped her lips 
was a low, sexy, contended moan. For his part, Kurt could barely remember what 
words were. Sometimes he would respond. Sometimes he would lean and 
whisper something in her ear, about how soft her skin was, or how strong her 
shoulders were, how lucky he was to be able to touch a girl as beautiful as her. 
Sometimes she would just smile, and concentrate on breathing. Sometimes she 
would try to convince him that he was only saying these things because he was 
drunk.  

“I cannot deny that I am drunk. But I promise you, I mean every word I 
say.”  
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And he truly did. The rest of the time he spend just appreciating the way 
her skin felt, the way her muscles rolled underneath. As his fingers pressed 
against her skin, sliding over it, his mind brought up pictures of large jungle cats, 
with their lithe muscles rolling underneath clean, velvet fur. He couldn’t believe 
how much this girl had in common with the strength and beauty and exotic force 
of animals like that. Catania, the Jungle Cat. The longer he massaged, the more 
she was leaning against him, sitting completely on his lap now, her head pressed 
against his. He could smell her hair, mixing with the lotion. There was the faint 
smell of sweat, of her shampoo. It smelled to good. Her skin smelled good. His 
nose brushed against her neck. He hadn’t realized she was that close. He 
whispered to her. 

“You smell so amazing.” She turned and opened her mouth to say 
something, but whatever it was became lost, as he pressed his lips to her neck, 
and gently kissed the skin there. Her intended words became nothing more than a 
squeak, and, as he kissed again, a short, gasping sigh.  He continued to kiss her 
neck and her shoulders. And it took her a while to regain her ability to speak. 
When she did, her whispered voice was shaky.  

“You’re so good at this. I feel amazing.” 
“I know I’m impressed with you.” 
“You’re just—” 
“No, I’m not. Really. I like you. I like this.” She pressed her head against 

his. Her shoulders moved as she took breaths, rising to press against his lips, and 
falling. Her mouth moved, looking for words.  

“I…I…I can’t do this.”  
She stood up and walked away, disappearing into the back room.  
Kurt’s body was cold where hers had been pressed against it. He was 

suddenly aware that he was in a room full of people. There were noises and 
conversations. A few people were trying actively to not notice him sitting there, 
alone, Catania having walked off quickly and mysteriously. Kurt wondered what 
was happening. He wondered if he should go after her. He decided it was 
probably best to wait a moment. He picked up his empty glass, refilled it, and 
tried to drink nonchalantly, smiling politely in lieu of actual conversation, and 
thinking about how to get the girl back.  

 
He didn’t know how long she was gone. His sense of time had been greatly 

flawed, and just as he had no idea that he had been giving the girl a massage for 
well over an hour, he did not know if she had been gone for hours or minutes. He 
was starting to worry about if he had done the wrong thing, if he should go after 
her, when she reappeared in the doorway. She stood for a second across the 
room, then, with her shoulders back, and her head held high, she strode across the 
room directly to Kurt. She took the glass from his hand, and set it on the coffee 
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table, replacing it with the lotion bottle. She sat down on his lap, pulled her hair 
off her neck, and pulled her sleeves down off her shoulders. She turned her head 
slightly, looking him in the eyes and grinning a reasonably flat grin.  

“You can continue.”  
Kurt held the back of his fingers to her cheek, and looked into her eyes, 

trying to see if he had offended her. The corner of her mouth pulled into a smile, 
thin lines forming at the edges of her cheeks, and her eyes looked at him as 
though she didn’t want to be anywhere else. She leaned her head into his hand, 
just a little, and then turned to press her lips against his fingertips. Knowing that 
she was back was enough, and he started massaging her shoulders again, as 
though he hadn’t stopped. And, after a while, she was leaning back into him, her 
head pressed against his, her breaths coming out in purr-like sighs, and he found 
himself draw again to kiss her shoulders. They continued to whisper, until her 
whispering became so faint he couldn’t understand. His right ear was far from his 
best ear for hearing anyway, as a result of years of concerts attended with that 
side far too near the speakers set next to various stages. After she repeated herself 
twice and he still couldn’t hear, he shifted so she was talking to his other side.  

“I wasn’t kidding. You really are amazing at this. You must have had 
training.” 

He could have answered that he read books on massage once. He could 
have mentioned that he dated active girls in the past, and learned how to best 
treat sore muscles. He could have told her that he was motivated by the simple 
fact that he couldn’t remember having wanted so badly to make someone feel 
good in a while. But, having moved positions, he was facing her much more 
directly now than he had been. And all he could think about was how absolutely 
beautiful Catania was. Well, that, and how much he wanted to kiss her.  

It turns out he didn’t have to think about it for very long. Before he could 
even finish the thought, his lips were pressed to hers. He broke away, looking in 
her eyes, waiting to see if she would leave again, or perhaps just hit him. She 
wrapped an arm around him, and pulled him in to kiss her again.  

In the same way that he had been lost to the world during the massage that 
stretched over two hours, so was Kurt completely lost in kissing Catania. Where 
he was, who he was, all of this was secondary to the girl sitting on his lap, with 
her arms around him. Thoughts took him ages to generate, and never constituted 
more than a single sentence. The fact that the combination of candy and beer that 
he tasted on her kiss was nowhere near bad. That he couldn’t remember ever 
having kissed a girl with a pierced tongue. At least not like that. That it had been 
a while since he had whole-heartedly made out with someone. That he was 
warm, and happy. That he really liked this Catania girl. Or Catherine. No, 
Catania, he was sure of it. When they broke, they spoke in whispers so quietly 
someone standing six inches away wouldn’t have been able to hear. And then 
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they would be back at it. They existed together in their own timeless universe for 
an hour and a half, while a party went on around them. When they separated 
once, not talking, just smiling, foreheads resting together, Catania heard her 
name somewhere on the outskirts of the world. She turned, and the world came 
back into some focus.  

“—ever get done in there, we should be going.” It was Erika. Catania 
listened closer. 

“Are you talking about me? Hey!” She kissed Kurt quickly, and stood, 
walking to the door to the balcony, behind the couch.  

“Well, look who came up for air.”  
“Shut it. What are you talking about.” 
“I was just saying we should go soon.”  
Kurt felt like he had been recharged by a bolt of lightning. This time, he 

was going to go after the girl. He stood up slowly, but did not stumble. He 
casually went to refill his glass again, and noticed that the bottle of vodka was 
very nearly empty.  

“Holy hell. We have decimated this poor thing.”  
“We nothing. Nobody has touched that but you. I have you at about a 

quarter of the Hot stuff, too.” Heather stood in the doorway, grinning at Kurt, 
before stepping inside, followed by a small cluster of other people, all of whom 
had left to find less awkward ground when it became clear that the two on the 
couch weren’t stopping. Catania stepped back in with the cluster. Kurt’s hand 
rested against the small of her back, and she smiled sideways at him.  

“You see this?” he held up the bottle, with a mixture of pride and 
confusion. 

“I did. And here you are, standing and talking. You’re a badass.”  
“Don’t know about that. But I feel like one right this second.” Catania 

stepped closer and they kissed. She took the bottle and poured it into a glass, and 
held it to his lips, and then took a drink herself.  

“I have to go home, you know.” 
“Do you?” 
“I’m afraid so.” She looked genuinely disappointed. 
“I don’t suppose I’m going with you.” She shook her head. 
“Erika says no.” 
“Then, frankly, I don’t think you should go.”  
“I have to. She’ll carry me out if I don’t.” 
“I want to see you again.”  
“Me too. I guarantee you we’ll get to see each other again soon.”  
“Yeah?” She smiled.  
“Promise.” And she kissed him, warmly, slowly. When she was done, they 

both smiled, and said goodbye, and Erika led Catania out by the shoulder. He 
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was grinning after her even after the door was closed, and they were long gone. 
When he stopped, several pairs of eyes were on him. Jake and Curly were 
looking at him like little kids would look at their baseball hero. Heather was 
shaking her head and laughing. Heather’s sister, who had only arrived after 
Catania and Kurt had already started the massaging, was smiling from behind her 
drink. Several others decided it was time to wrap things up and go home as well, 
and they all said goodbye. In the end it was Jake and Curly, Kurt and Heather 
talking in the living room, about movies and comics. Kurt turned to Heather, 
serious for the first time all day.  

“Please tell me you have her number.” 
“Whose?” 
“Catania!” 
“Just checking. Yeah.” 
“Can I have it? Please?”  
“You’re not going to chicken out in the morning when you’re sober?” 
“Hell no. I like that girl.” 
“I hadn’t noticed.” 
“I think she likes me, too.” 
“I don’t even have to wonder about that.” 
“Huh?” 
“When she came back here, we had a talk about you.” 
“Bad things?” 
“Not really. Worried things. She thought you were just saying things 

because you were all fucked up. I had to explain to her that you weren’t that type. 
So we discussed you for a while, and she started smiling, and she went back out.” 

“Cool. Heather?” 
“Yeah?” 
“I REALLY like that girl.”  
“I know. I’m happy for both of you.”  
Kurt made everyone confirm the number and the spelling of her name 

several times before he would put away his phone. They all talked a while longer, 
and then the alcohol started to outpace the adrenaline, and Kurt got very tired. 
Curly said goodnight and left (only to sneak back in later, to be with Heather) 
and Jake joined his girlfriend in the other room, who was already asleep.  

Kurt stretched out on the couch and slept, smiling to himself the entire 
time, thinking about what an amazing night he’d just had, and the girl who was 
responsible for it. 
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Chapter Two 
 
 
 
 

Kurt certainly and without doubt slept well, and woke with the same smile 
on his face he had when he fell asleep. The first thought in his head was ‘my 
mouth tastes of pretty girl and death.’ He was happy to see the sun shining in, 
and greeted it warmly, with no headache, nor any other sign of hangover, aside 
from the inherent sense that he wouldn’t be wanting solid food for a while. As he 
lay there, three more thoughts came into his head, one after another. ‘Last night, I 
made out with a girl I knew for a few hours, while drunk off my ass.’ ‘This is the 
same girl who came to the party with a girl I had open claimed dibs on, and then 
spoke to only a handful of times.’ ‘Somewhere in the middle of that making out, 
I seem to remember the girl mentioning she had been supposed to get married 
this week, and my only response was that I was glad she decided against it.’ The 
early morning joy faded a little at the realization that if Catania remembered 
these things as well, she was sure to realize that he was an absolute asshole. 
Which put a real cramp on his hopes of seeing her later in the day. He pushed 
that particular thought out of his head, and sat up, to survey the damage of the 
night before.  

There was a sense of pride, looking out over the room, that he had been in 
some way responsible for the party that created such an absolute mess. A multi-
colored rainbow of candies littered the floor, among the empty beer bottles and 
knocked-over glasses from drinks that had been finished and forgotten for new 
clean glasses with which to fill with alcohol. Turning a nice house into a 
disgraceful shambles without even knowing what was going on was enough to 
make Kurt think ‘I really hope Catania isn’t waking up regretting kissing that 
drunken asshole from last night.’ 

Well, that kind of thinking wasn’t going to get him anywhere. He turned 
his energies to cleaning up. He shuffled around like a hairy French maid, picking 
up the empties and putting them into the boxes from whence they came, 
collecting glasses and loading the dishwasher, wiping up spills and fluffing 
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pillows. It worked for about twenty minutes when he came to the couch, which 
was still somewhat dislodged from when he and Catania had been rutting around 
on it the night before. He sat down, awash in his memories, drifting backwards 
through the evening, re-capping how much he had enjoyed her company, even 
before his lips touched her soft skin, or sweet, candy-flavored lips. 

Giving up on second-guessing, he went out to the porch with his phone, 
holding the crown jewel of digital information, Catania’s phone number.  

“Hello?” She sounded a little sleepy. Or suspicious.  
“Catania?”  
“Kurtis?” Her voice lifted. She certainly didn’t SOUND appalled to hear 

from him. “Did you get my number from Heather?” 
“I did. I forced it out of her last night.”  
“You could have asked me.” 
“Perhaps, had I not been so in awed by meeting a girl like you, I surely 

would have.” 
“Plus you drank an entire bottle of vodka.” 
“Well, yeah, there was that.” 
“Don’t sound embarrassed. I was impressed. You drink really well. Plus 

you’re a really cute drunk. You may have noticed I liked you.” 
“I had an inkling.” She giggled.  
“You had more than that.” 
“So, yeah, what are you up to today?” 
“Still in bed.”  
“Did I wake you?” 
“No, I’ve been laying here for over an hour. Why, you don’t want to wake 

me up?” 
“Not with a phone call.” 
“Hmm. And what are you doing today, Kurtis?” 
“I have no plans as of yet.” 
“Well then you should come hang out with me.” 
“Yeah?” 
“Of course. I’m going to the lake tonight with Erika and her folks, but you 

could come over until then.” 
“Jake did say he’d take me if I wanted to go somewhere.” 
“You have to wait till he gets off work?” 
“No work today. He’s in bed as well.” 
“Looks like you’re the only one out of bed.” 
“I don’t have a bed to be in. I have a couch.” 
“And are you in couch?” 
“No. I’m on the back porch. Couch is a lot more lonely this morning than it 

was last night.” 
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Kurt could hear her smiling over the phone, and forgot how to talk. Luckily 
Catania had her wits about her, and she kept the ball rolling. He sat out on the 
porch, enjoying the calm and warm breeze and talking to this girl who not only 
didn’t think he was a jackass, still seemed to enjoy him. For someone who 
actively avoided phone calls, and never spoke on one for more than ten minutes 
to close friends he enjoyed talking to, their conversation rolled on for a half hour. 
Finally, she stopped talking abruptly.  

“Not that I don’t like talking to you, but are you going to come over or 
what?” 

“Of course, as soon as he wakes up.” 
“Well then you go wake him, and tell him you need to be driven up here 

immediately.” 
“Thy will be done.” 
“Good. Call me when he’s up?” 
“Yes. I shall.” 
“Bye, Kurtis.” Catania hung up the phone, and Kurt went inside to rustle 

Jake out of bed. He knocked on the door, and listened to the sounds of a 
hangover from the other side.  

“Whaddup?” 
“You still up for driving me up to see Catania?” 
“Said I would. You call her already?” 
“Yeah. She wants me over there whenever you can get me there.” 
“Damn dude. Yer good.” 
“She’s good. I’m just hooked.” 
“Lemme take a shower. Then we go.”  
Kurt called her while he was in the shower, and got directions. She was 

going to leave the door unlocked, so he could get in if she was in the shower. As 
long as he promised to stay in the living room and not peek. Or rummage through 
her panties. He agreed. 

When he got there, she had just gotten out of the shower. Her bedroom 
door was open, and the bathroom door inside there. She yelled through them both 
to stay out where he was, and play with the dog, whose name she said was Jack 
Daniels. He couldn’t blame her for the warnings, since he hadn’t been much of a 
gentleman the night before, but he couldn’t help feeling a little like he was just 
accused of being a Peeping Tom. Much as he may want to see her naked, he 
certainly intended to wait until she was ready to show it, instead of stealing a 
glimpse through a crack between the door and the wall. He had, on the way over 
to her house, realized that he should be an absolute gentleman, just to show her 
that, even if they were making out hours after meeting, he did actually like and 
respect her. So he sat on the floor, playing with Jack and looking around himself, 
at the scattered piles of clothing, the art books, the sparse furniture, a single table 
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with a wooden chess set on it. After a few minutes, he heard Catania swear, and 
then she called out to him.  

“Yeah?” 
“Uh, there’s a pile of clothes by the counter. You see it?” 
“Yeah.” 
“There should be a pair of jeans there, with a studded belt. And a, um…a 

purple bra. Could you bring them to me?” 
“Course.” The jeans were right on top. Most of the rest of the pile was t-

shirts and halter-tops and panties, but near the bottom he found the 
aforementioned bra, and pulled it free. He draped them over one hand, and 
walked into her room, towards the open bathroom. He held his arm out blindly 
towards the opening, until he felt them lifted off his hands. He started to walk 
away, but a hand caught his.  

“Kurtis.” 
“Yeah?” He turned cautiously, until he could see her face, peeking out 

from behind the door, blushing a little. She smiled when he looked in her eyes. 
“Thanks.” She bit her lips and made a sound like a suppressed giggle, and 

ducked behind the door. 
“My pleasure.” She made another choked off noise as he moved back to 

the ‘safe zone’ with the dog and the chess table, taking a quick look at the 
bedroom. A mattress on the floor, a small bookcase, a very short, one-drawer 
end-table with a candle on it, and a lot more clothes, gathered in random stacks. 
He heard the door swing closed and bounce back open a ways. 

“Out in a sec.” 
 
The light switch snapped, and Kurtis looked up to see Catania walking out 

towards him, smiling. She looked even better than he had remembered, and took 
every step with confidence. She smiled wider when he met her eyes. 

“Hi.” 
“You look beautiful.” She blushed quickly, and then composed herself.  
“Are you hungry? I thought we could go get something to eat at this place 

down the road.” 
“I don’t think I’m hungry for real food, but some tea would be nice. 

Something to nibble on.” Catania smiled over her shoulder at him while getting 
her keys and finding her wallet and handbag. 

“How hung over were you this morning?” 
“Wasn’t really. No headache or anything. Stomach’s just a bit too acidy for 

too much solid food yet. That’ll be gone by this evening.” 
“I’m impressed. Shall we go?” She dropped a pen in her handbag, and 

grabbed a notebook on her way towards the door. Kurt opened it for her, and set 
his hand on the small of her back as she passed through. She stopped just on the 
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other side, leaving only enough room for him to pass through and close it behind 
himself, pressed right against her. She locked up, and they walked together down 
the stairs and up the sidewalk.  

Along the way, they talked. They talked about the area, about the trees that 
lined part of the walk, blossoms just starting to fall to blanket the ground. At the 
mention of the plants, she took him slightly off their path to the ASU Arboretum, 
which Catania admitted was probably her favorite part of living around there. 
Surrounded by the largest collection of plant life in Tempe, the conversation 
continued: talking about Kurt’s job, and trying to maintain financial 
responsibility without giving in and getting credit cards, and how Catania didn’t 
drive, or even have a current driver’s license, and that she grew up as a Ward of 
the State. And even though they were talking about those kinds of getting-to-
know-you things, there wasn’t that feeling of forced conversation, like they were 
trying to get somewhere. No pauses and awkward questions intended to start 
something. As far as they were concerned, they already knew each other, and 
were just working out the details. It was subversive, in that way, sneaking into 
each other’s lives through some kind of hidden entrance, built by paranoids in the 
early 20’s in case the place was raided by special agents. Through one night, they 
broke the barriers, they went from strangers to intimates, and now they simply 
were…something. Neither one of them would have been able to define it, but, 
then, Kurt never bothered with definitions, thought it was a waste of time, and 
Catania didn’t trust labels and names.  So they had a connection, and neither 
questioned it, they just enjoyed each other’s conversation, on the mile between 
her place and their destination, the Kova Kafé. A coffee house that wanted to be 
a restaurant, or a restaurant that had decided to re-invent itself as a coffee house, 
they still had a full menu of a mélange of different foods, and two pages listing 
the various brews and mixtures available. Catania ordered a taco soup, which 
Kurt assumed was the kind of thing you were liable to run into as you got closer 
to the Mexican border, and she chuckled to herself as he ordered a large chai tea 
and a small fruit plate. The fruit, clearly, was seen as a punishment for a night of 
drinking. She stopped in the middle of a sentence, dropped the strip of tortilla she 
was picking apart with her fingers, and wrote something down in her notebook.  

“What’s that? Your hurt log, like in rain man? Is it…is it 20 minutes to 
Wapner? Do we need to go?” 

“No. I was just writing down something I was thinking about.” 
“Oh? Anything I can read?” 
“Mmmaybe. Do you want to?” 
“Of course. I like words. And the things you do with them. If you let me 

read yours, I’ll let you read mine.” 
“I don’t need your permission for that, did you know that?” 
“Umm. No, actually.” 
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“Heather gave me a book you made of some things you wrote.” 
“When?” 
“Last night. When I went in the other room. We were talking about you. I 

thought maybe you were just saying some of the things you were because you 
were drunk and thought maybe you wanted to fuck me. And she told me that you 
weren’t, that you liked me, and I asked about the stuff you were working on, so 
she showed me some things you drew and some cartoons you sent her and this 
book of things you wrote, and said I could read it. It’s in my bag, back home.”  

“Well then I have nothing to offer you. I wanna read something anyway 
though.”  

Catania flipped through pages of the book until she found something she 
approved of, and slid it over to him. 

 
I hate you. I fucking hate you, for everything that you did to me. For I hate you. I fucking hate you, for everything that you did to me. For I hate you. I fucking hate you, for everything that you did to me. For I hate you. I fucking hate you, for everything that you did to me. For 

lying and cheating and for treating me that way, for every time you hurt lying and cheating and for treating me that way, for every time you hurt lying and cheating and for treating me that way, for every time you hurt lying and cheating and for treating me that way, for every time you hurt 
me. Some nights I wish you were dead, some nime. Some nights I wish you were dead, some nime. Some nights I wish you were dead, some nime. Some nights I wish you were dead, some nights I wish I never met ghts I wish I never met ghts I wish I never met ghts I wish I never met 
you, but I always fucking hate you. And I hate that as much as I hate you, but I always fucking hate you. And I hate that as much as I hate you, but I always fucking hate you. And I hate that as much as I hate you, but I always fucking hate you. And I hate that as much as I hate 
you, I miss you. Miss having someone warm in bed with me, miss the you, I miss you. Miss having someone warm in bed with me, miss the you, I miss you. Miss having someone warm in bed with me, miss the you, I miss you. Miss having someone warm in bed with me, miss the 
way you touched me sometimes. Who are you touching like that now? way you touched me sometimes. Who are you touching like that now? way you touched me sometimes. Who are you touching like that now? way you touched me sometimes. Who are you touching like that now?     

The way you’d put your handsThe way you’d put your handsThe way you’d put your handsThe way you’d put your hands on me. I could tell you wanted me,  on me. I could tell you wanted me,  on me. I could tell you wanted me,  on me. I could tell you wanted me, 
because of how you’d grab me. Feeling me all over, letting me guide you because of how you’d grab me. Feeling me all over, letting me guide you because of how you’d grab me. Feeling me all over, letting me guide you because of how you’d grab me. Feeling me all over, letting me guide you 
to where I wanted you. Pulling me closer and taking my clothes off. to where I wanted you. Pulling me closer and taking my clothes off. to where I wanted you. Pulling me closer and taking my clothes off. to where I wanted you. Pulling me closer and taking my clothes off. 
Couldn’t even see you in the dark, just feel you, and hear you breathing. Couldn’t even see you in the dark, just feel you, and hear you breathing. Couldn’t even see you in the dark, just feel you, and hear you breathing. Couldn’t even see you in the dark, just feel you, and hear you breathing. 
HarderHarderHarderHarder and faster. Faster and harder. Hands on my body, fingers in my  and faster. Faster and harder. Hands on my body, fingers in my  and faster. Faster and harder. Hands on my body, fingers in my  and faster. Faster and harder. Hands on my body, fingers in my 
mouth so I can suck, pulling my hair. Slap my ass. Hold me tight. I get mouth so I can suck, pulling my hair. Slap my ass. Hold me tight. I get mouth so I can suck, pulling my hair. Slap my ass. Hold me tight. I get mouth so I can suck, pulling my hair. Slap my ass. Hold me tight. I get 
sweaty and hot and you still go until I’m burying my face in the pillow sweaty and hot and you still go until I’m burying my face in the pillow sweaty and hot and you still go until I’m burying my face in the pillow sweaty and hot and you still go until I’m burying my face in the pillow 
and screaming ‘Ooooh myyyy Gaaawd!’ and screaming ‘Ooooh myyyy Gaaawd!’ and screaming ‘Ooooh myyyy Gaaawd!’ and screaming ‘Ooooh myyyy Gaaawd!’     

If I could If I could If I could If I could have that, I don’t want the rest.have that, I don’t want the rest.have that, I don’t want the rest.have that, I don’t want the rest. 
 

“That was…most certainly pleasant.” Kurt tried not to imagine Catania in 
the things she was writing. She was looking at him with a sexy, sinister smile, 
and he found it hard to keep her out of his head.  

“I just like the end. ‘Oh my gawd!’ Hehe.” She blushed a little. 
“The end was my favorite. Is there anything else I can read?” She took the 

book back, and started flipping through. Then she started to fold the corners of 
some pages together. Then she slid the book back. 

“You can read any of it that I haven’t folded together.” As Kurt began to 
read some entries at random, she set a pen on the table between them. “And you 
can write something in there if you want.” 
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Kurt was excited to be allowed to read Catania’s journal. He had only read 
one other girl’s journal before, someone he had dated in high school. It had 
comprised of three pages of her talking about her last boyfriend dumping her, and 
how bad it made her feel, one page of her wondering why guys she slept with 
couldn’t care about her afterwards, even if she knew they wouldn’t love her, she 
at least wanted them to be her friends or be nice to her, a short list of bands she 
thought rocked, and a few sentences that outlined an idea for a movie about a sad 
British businessman. It was nothing like this, which was a scattered series of 
entries, from thoughts she had on a bus that she didn’t want to loose, to pieces of 
poetry or stories. She never wrote any two entries on successive pages, so there 
was no timeline, no progress. Just a series of thoughts and feelings and ideas. For 
example; 
 

It makes me feel goodIt makes me feel goodIt makes me feel goodIt makes me feel good    
It helps me sleepIt helps me sleepIt helps me sleepIt helps me sleep    
It helps me wake up in the morningIt helps me wake up in the morningIt helps me wake up in the morningIt helps me wake up in the morning    
It makes me smell goodIt makes me smell goodIt makes me smell goodIt makes me smell good    
It’s good exerciseIt’s good exerciseIt’s good exerciseIt’s good exercise    
Sometimes it makes me want ice creamSometimes it makes me want ice creamSometimes it makes me want ice creamSometimes it makes me want ice cream    
I get to cuddle afterwardsI get to cuddle afterwardsI get to cuddle afterwardsI get to cuddle afterwards    
I get to cI get to cI get to cI get to come during (usually)ome during (usually)ome during (usually)ome during (usually)    
I forget all the bullshit (sometimes)I forget all the bullshit (sometimes)I forget all the bullshit (sometimes)I forget all the bullshit (sometimes)    
It’s cheaper than a movieIt’s cheaper than a movieIt’s cheaper than a movieIt’s cheaper than a movie    
It’s cheaper than drinkingIt’s cheaper than drinkingIt’s cheaper than drinkingIt’s cheaper than drinking    
It’s more fun than movies and drinkingIt’s more fun than movies and drinkingIt’s more fun than movies and drinkingIt’s more fun than movies and drinking    
It’s more fun than a lot of stuffIt’s more fun than a lot of stuffIt’s more fun than a lot of stuffIt’s more fun than a lot of stuff    
    
Sex is definitely a good thingSex is definitely a good thingSex is definitely a good thingSex is definitely a good thing 

 
would be directly followed by: 

 
I’ve hI’ve hI’ve hI’ve had enough of the lies and the hurt. I don’t know who I can ad enough of the lies and the hurt. I don’t know who I can ad enough of the lies and the hurt. I don’t know who I can ad enough of the lies and the hurt. I don’t know who I can 

trust anymore. I don’t think I can trust anyone. Not for long enough trust anymore. I don’t think I can trust anyone. Not for long enough trust anymore. I don’t think I can trust anyone. Not for long enough trust anymore. I don’t think I can trust anyone. Not for long enough 
anyway. You get in a relationship, and you think everything is going to be anyway. You get in a relationship, and you think everything is going to be anyway. You get in a relationship, and you think everything is going to be anyway. You get in a relationship, and you think everything is going to be 
good, and then the longer it goes on, the worse it gegood, and then the longer it goes on, the worse it gegood, and then the longer it goes on, the worse it gegood, and then the longer it goes on, the worse it gets. It always happens. ts. It always happens. ts. It always happens. ts. It always happens. 
What is a boyfriend? Someone you keep around to hurt you and fuck you What is a boyfriend? Someone you keep around to hurt you and fuck you What is a boyfriend? Someone you keep around to hurt you and fuck you What is a boyfriend? Someone you keep around to hurt you and fuck you 
at the same time, until he hurts you more than he fucks you. Or just fucks at the same time, until he hurts you more than he fucks you. Or just fucks at the same time, until he hurts you more than he fucks you. Or just fucks at the same time, until he hurts you more than he fucks you. Or just fucks 
you over. Or fucks around you over. Or fucks around you over. Or fucks around you over. Or fucks around –––– they all fuck around. Always fucks up. Better  they all fuck around. Always fucks up. Better  they all fuck around. Always fucks up. Better  they all fuck around. Always fucks up. Better 
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not to get invnot to get invnot to get invnot to get involved. Better not to pretend to trust someone. Find someone olved. Better not to pretend to trust someone. Find someone olved. Better not to pretend to trust someone. Find someone olved. Better not to pretend to trust someone. Find someone 
to fuck you without hurting you. Find someone who isn’t a boyfriend. Just to fuck you without hurting you. Find someone who isn’t a boyfriend. Just to fuck you without hurting you. Find someone who isn’t a boyfriend. Just to fuck you without hurting you. Find someone who isn’t a boyfriend. Just 
a hard cock. A warm body. And then gone. Let him hurt someone else a hard cock. A warm body. And then gone. Let him hurt someone else a hard cock. A warm body. And then gone. Let him hurt someone else a hard cock. A warm body. And then gone. Let him hurt someone else 
this time.this time.this time.this time.    

 
A page with a single line: 

 
Some nights, whSome nights, whSome nights, whSome nights, when nobody is here and I feel so alone I think maybe en nobody is here and I feel so alone I think maybe en nobody is here and I feel so alone I think maybe en nobody is here and I feel so alone I think maybe 

the world is ending and nobody bothered to tell me.the world is ending and nobody bothered to tell me.the world is ending and nobody bothered to tell me.the world is ending and nobody bothered to tell me.    
 

and then: 
 

I’m trying to Bear my Sole, but I don’t know if I should make my I’m trying to Bear my Sole, but I don’t know if I should make my I’m trying to Bear my Sole, but I don’t know if I should make my I’m trying to Bear my Sole, but I don’t know if I should make my 
feelings hibernate for the winter or take off my shoes. feelings hibernate for the winter or take off my shoes. feelings hibernate for the winter or take off my shoes. feelings hibernate for the winter or take off my shoes.     

    
Shoes are easier,Shoes are easier,Shoes are easier,Shoes are easier, I think. Then I can throw them. I think. Then I can throw them. I think. Then I can throw them. I think. Then I can throw them.    
    
Shoo, fly!Shoo, fly!Shoo, fly!Shoo, fly! 

 
Directly following this of course, would be a four page story about a 

woman and a ring she had from her Grandmother, which symbolized her 
grandparent’s marriage, which truly did last until they died, and how the woman 
felt that the ring itself was too important for her to wear, since she couldn’t 
conceive of a relationship that lasted that long, and was afraid her grandparents’ 
spirits would be embarrassed for her lonely life, directly in the middle of which 
there was a page comprised entirely of random scribbles which seemed to have 
taken shape, in the middle, of a dancing woman. This shape had been encouraged 
by squiggles from another pen thickening those areas that were a part of the 
curved woman’s figure, her dress, and the air swirling around her. The book was  
a very intimate look at the way Catania thought, and Kurt didn’t want to stop. 
Every once in a while he would comment about something he really liked, or ask 
a question about a scribble or a sketch or a word written in the margins, and they 
would chat while he memorized the lines of her handwriting, and she continued 
to tear her lunch apart with her fingers, and eat small bites.  

When she excused herself to visit the restroom, he flipped to a random 
blank page, and took the pen.  

 

Images and drunken memories like new land 
through an ocean fog, all of them as warm and 
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joyous as memories of home. There isn’t a lot to 
see, but all of it is beautiful, each new second I 
recall better than the last, and all of it makes me 
happy. 

 
Just because I was drunk, 
Doesn’t mean I didn’t mean it, 
Nor that I didn’t see what was really there. 

 
He carefully returned the pen to where it had been, and returned to where 

he had been reading before she came back. They discussed a short poem for a 
while, with beautiful summer imagery, and he reluctantly gave the book back to 
her.  

 
Catania suggested they go to the diner next door, a sort of Americana Diner 

type of place, and play pool. One of her jobs was working behind the counter 
there, making food and taking orders. It was nicer than a fast food place, and not 
as nice as a sit-down restaurant. More a college-level eatery. But they didn’t 
make her pay for beer, since she worked there, and they weren’t at all busy, so 
she and Kurt could play pool all they wanted without interruption. Even with 
home-felt advantage, they were pretty evenly matched, and Catania had 
developed all kinds of questions for Kurt about growing up around Seattle. He 
tried to explain that he actually grew up in Lake Stevens, which is a small area 
north of there, not very ‘Big City’ at all, but that just brought on more. They 
talked traded stories for some time, Catania learning about growing up in the 
northwest, Kurt learning that she used to be a paralegal, and did some pretty 
serious work with a big firm in Boston for a while, before deciding she couldn’t 
stand it, just contributing to a screwed up system, and came back to Tempe to go 
to school and teach grade school. This went on until Catania’s phone rang, and 
her plans with Erika started to come together. Her parents would pick up Catania 
at the diner (Jude’s Jukebox, alliteration was a theme in this particular strip mall), 
and take her and Kurt back to her place to pack, and grab her dog, and then 
would pick Erika up at home, and they would head out to the lake. Which meant 
they had until the Folks arrived to hang out. Some kids showed up and they 
surrendered the table, and sat in a booth, talking and critiquing the game, making 
penny wagers on who would make what shots. When they had been playing 
themselves, the only time comment was made about the game in question was if 
a shot went off particularly well, or if the 8-ball was being called, which was a 
nice change from the boasting, bragging, and belittling of the guys he played 
pool with a couple times a month back home. The last quarters were played on 
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old arcade machines, most of which only half-worked, which meant one player 
watched while the other used the one working gun to shoot alien zombies in a 
graphic way that amused Catania to no end. From the game pool, they could see 
a sedan pull up outside that she recognized right off, and they went to meet it, 
and rode back to her apartment.  

Upstairs, Catania ran around frantically, tossing clothes from the scattered 
piles into a suitcase. Kurt stood, feeling useless, watching her, feeling a sort of 
disappointment grow inside of himself that she was about to take off and he 
would have to go back to Heather’s. Not that he didn’t like Heather’s. He just 
liked Catania more. 

“Hey, can I help?” 
“You’re helping now. You just need to stand there and look cute.”  
“Anything else?” 
“Find my dog’s leash, I think it’s by the table?” It was under a phone book, 

under the chair by the wall. He bundled it up and set it on the counter, as she 
darted into the kitchen (coming out with a handful of cloth that she hurled 
towards the suitcase, and then headed to another pile. He watched her scurry, 
admiring her form, and the organized madness she operated with, at the same 
time thinking about the fact that she was packing to leave, and that just 
downstairs were people waiting to take her away. He wasn’t ready for the day to 
be done. He hadn’t had enough time to listen to her talk. He wanted to know 
more about her childhood. He wanted to hear more about how she thought. And 
he really wanted a chance to kiss her again. But with every frenzy of movement, 
he lost more of the time they had left. As she passed by him, Kurt put a hand on 
her back. She stopped moving, and squealed, dropping the things she had been 
carrying.  

“So…nothing?” 
“Mmm. I don’t know. That’s nice.” She stepped towards him, letting his 

arm wrap around her. He brushed hair out of her face that had come loose in her 
running around. He kissed her gently. She sighed, and kissed him back, longer 
and less gently. “God, I wish I had more time.” She set her hands on his arms, 
and took a half step back from him.  

“Me too.” 
She squeezed his hand and started walking back into her bedroom. He 

squeezed back, and when she got to the length of their arms, neither let go, and 
she snapped back to him .Their arms wrapped around each other, and they kissed 
once more, all of the passion from the night before still there, stronger from the 
politeness of the day gone by.  

“Someone’s parents are waiting for me…” She set a hand on his face, 
kissed his cheek, and turned from Kurt again. She packed with a mad frenzy 
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running this way and that, shouting over her shoulder. “Do you need me to ask if 
they can give you a ride back south?” 

“No, you ain’t going that way, and Jake said he’d come get me if I called.”  
“Okay. You call him yet?” 
“No, but I will.” 
He made the call while listening to Catania sing to herself. Jake said he’d 

be on his way in a minute. He hadn’t been doing anything but sitting at home and 
reading Kurt’s comics anyway. 

“So when’s he coming?” Catania was around the corner, gathering things 
together in her room. 

“He’s leaving in a minute.” 
“Yeah, but it’s like thirty to get here.” 
“About that.” Catania came to the doorway and dropped a backpack, which 

had not been the original bag she was filling, near the doorway. 
“I don’t think we can wait that long.” 
“I can wait outside.”  
“It’s cold outside.” 
“By your standards. I’m from the north. This is like summer for me.” She 

walked back to him and draped her arms over his shoulders.  
“You’re so cute. It’s cold. You’re not sitting outside in the cold.” 
“No?” 
“Nope. You can wait in here. I’ll leave you the key. Lock up when you 

leave, and you can give it to me when we get back.” 
“How do you get in when you get back?” 
“Erika has a key.” 
“You sure you want me here? I have no problem sitting in the grass 

outside. Truly isn’t cold.” She smiled and kissed him.  
“You’re waiting in here. You can go through my stuff all you want, just 

don’t steal, and don’t wear my underwear. That’s weird.” 
“True. I think it probably looks better on you anyway.” 
“You think?” She dropped her eyes in a coy, playful expression. 
“Probably. You should probably show me, though, just to be sure.” She 

made a noise somewhere between a giggle and a sigh, and they kissed. 
“Mmm. When I don’t have people waiting for me downstairs, maybe.” She 

ducked under his arm, and got a plastic grocery bag from the kitchen, and threw 
in the leash and a towel and the remaining things she had decided she needed. 
She stood perfectly still for a second, like a lioness stalking prey, looking around 
her apartment, and they decided she was ready. She took her apartment key from 
her keyring and pressed it into Kurt’s hand, and then called for her dog. Kurt 
pocketed the key and grabbed her bags. After loading the car, just before she got 
in, she looked at Kurt, and then ran over to him to say goodbye. They kissed one 
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last time, and she told him she would call him just as soon as she got back in 
town, and then they said goodbye, and she left. He waved and watched them 
drive off, wondering vaguely if she was at all embarrassed at Erika’s parents 
watching her kiss someone, and then went back upstairs.  

He didn’t really poke around much. He spoke to the plants and he looked at 
the things hanging on her refrigerator. He found a piece of blank paper under a 
stack of her mail and sat down to write her a note. He told her he had a great 
time, and he couldn’t wait until the next time they got to see each other. At which 
point she owed him an ass-kicking at chess, which Heather had warned him he 
was bound to get. Jake phoned to say he was almost there, so he locked up her 
apartment, and ran down the stairs feeling charged with energy, to wait in the 
warm afternoon for Jake to pull up.  

 
He was right, in that his stomach was better by evening. That night he went 

out to a poolhall with Heather and her boy Curley and some friends of his. The 
place was pure Honkytonk, with an assortment of neon beer signs, some hub-
caps hung on the wall for style, a lot of faster-tempo country music playing 
loudly, and a cadre of serving wenches dressed in an assortment of denims and 
tanned leather. They drank (Kurt with a good deal of moderation) and ate cheap 
greasy food and played a few games and had a good time. But Heather would 
often have to remind him that it was his turn, or point out that he was staring off 
into nothingness, and it was plain to all who could know that he was thinking 
mostly about the girl he had just met the night before, but was already quite taken 
with. After everyone had gone home for appearances, he and Heather talked, and 
she was almost excited for him as he was for himself, and proud that he had been 
given her key, since it showed not only trust, but that she wanted a guarantee to 
see him again. And Kurt admitted to being completely dumbstruck, since nothing 
had ever fallen into place so well for him before, when someone he got along 
with so well and was so attracted to actually felt the same way and wasn’t, you 
know, married or promised to the Sultan of Brunei or something. For the second 
night in a row, he went to sleep with a smile on his face that couldn’t be erased, 
and dreamt of Catania all night. 

 
The sun was shining and the apartment was quiet when he woke up. 

Heather had written a message by the door in French saying she would be at 
work until 5. The lack of any other sound could have meant that the other’s were 
sleeping, or that they were already gone. Either way, he had some time. He 
checked his bag to make sure Catania’s key was still there, just in case the entire 
thing had been an alcohol induced dream from that first night, and then took a 
shower and got ready. Get ready for what, he had no idea, since he had no plans 
to speak of. But he shaved and got dressed anyway, and then decided to go for a 
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walk. Nothing like anxiously awaiting the call of a beautiful girl to make the air 
taste sweet and the sky to be beautiful. He walked up and down Tempe streets 
until he was certain he had lost himself, and then tried to find familiar things 
again. He played this game for hours, until he found himself standing in the 
middle of a green park, watching a complicated fountain consisting of all manner 
of concrete pylons and spinning metal cups. He found it a little boggling. As he 
was trying to figure out just the exact point of this bit of modern art was trying to 
do, his phone started to ring.  

“Hello.” 
“Kurtis?” 
“Heh. Pretty southern girl.” 
“What are you doing?” 
“The science you people have mastered amazes me. It is a small wonder 

than you have not taken over the world with your metal things of cups that spin 
and fling water.” 

“You’ve been drinking, haven’t you?” 
“Just a little. That bad?” 
“Only because I’m not there to see it. You’re a cute drunk.”  
“You’re a cute everything. How’s the lake?” 
In actuality, Catania had been enjoying her time at the lake very much. It 

was easy for her to let the world go, when she was away from the place that 
troubles came from. Aside from having to make excuses to step outside with her 
dog in order to smoke away from Erika’s family, the entire time spent there had 
been relaxed and happy. It had also given her plenty of time to think about the 
guy she had just met and had managed to make an impression on her. Most of the 
morning had been spent with Catania and Erika sunbathing on the shore of the 
beach, dozing and talking, until Erika had suggested she stop rambling like a 
high school girl with a crush and call him.  

“It is so nice here. I’m laying by the water with the sun hitting me and I 
feel warm all over.” 

“Sounds amazing.” 
“It is. You should be here.” 
“I agree. Any chance I could still make it there by bus?” 
“If you tried to make it here by bus you’d be just arriving now if you’d left 

last night.” 
“I was afraid of that. You could borrow Erika’s car and come get me.” 
“I’m not moving. Your chances were all with Heather last night.” 
“Yeah, well, she was spending time with Curly and his people. Good 

impressions and quality time, you know?” 
“I know. Same thing I wanted. You guys have fun?” 
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“Eh. Close group of friends I’ve never seen before. Was all military talk 
and gossip about people I’ve never heard of. Plus one dude kept arguing with his 
girl, who seemed pissed about something, and may or may not have been doing 
the military guy as well.” 

“He said that?” 
“No, they just had that kind of awkward weirdness between them. She had 

that guilty ‘I-know-what-your-best-friend’s-dick-tastes-like’ look. And he had 
the respondent, cocky, overcompensating ‘why-would-my-girl-fuck-around-
when-I’m-such-a-badass’ attitude. Military guy was a military guy, and considers 
all women his until he says otherwise. Not wild about military men.” 

“That’s because military men are assholes most of the time. None of them 
can hold their liquor and all of ‘em spend too much time holding their own cocks. 
And if you have to go near them for any reason, they grab your ass.” 

“I have to say, one has never grabbed my ass. But, then, my ass isn’t nearly 
as nice as yours.” 

“I like it.” 
“Your ass? Who wouldn’t. Especially after all that time in the sun, by a 

lake.” 
“I meant yours.” 
“Well, there’s no accounting for taste.” 
“If you’re trying to ask me to lick your ass, you should say please, and 

maybe I’ll think about it.” 
“Oh, you magnificent creature, you’ve made me blush.” 
“Good. Me too. So, are you going to hang out with me when I get back?” 
“I hope so. If you’ll let me.” 
“Why do you think I’m asking?” 
“Then just try and stop me.” 
“Mmm, no.” 
“When will you be back?” 
“We’re leaving in a few hours. Takes like two to get back. I think I’ll be 

back around 3 or 4.” 
“Are you passing through this part of town, or does a guy have to find his 

own ride up to see you?” 
“Your own ride. Or the bus. Erika’s parents are going to drop her off at the 

mechanic to get her car, and then she’ll take me back to my place.” 
“Okay. Guess who gets to spend some time on the internet trying to figure 

out your bus system.” 
“Heather can’t bring you?” 
“Non. Elle n’est pas á la maison, maintenant. Elle travaille.”  
“What?” 
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“At work. Until later than I want it to take before I get to see you.” He 
could hear Catania smile on her end of the phone. 

“Do you know how long of a ride it is across all of town?” 
“Hell, girl, I don’t even know what side of the street to stand on to catch 

the damn thing. I haven’t been on a bus in nearly a decade. But I’ll find out.” 
“Lucky me. Sounds like you have some research to do. I could tell you the 

route, if I was there.” 
“If you were here, I would already have everything I want.” 
“Soon enough. But for now, I’m going to go, because I need to turn over 

before I burn.” 
“Okay. Call me when you’re back?” 
“I promise.” 
“Bye.”  
He stood, realizing that he was still staring at the fountain. Through the 

fountain, really, trying to picture Catania, laying out in front of a pure lake in the 
beautiful Arizona landscape, so beautiful one would think the sun had stopped at 
sunrise, and decided to take a nap before letting the day begin. It was a while 
before he shook the image off, and gathered his bearings enough to figure out 
which way he thought Heather’s house was in. His wandering game went into 
sudden death as he tried to reason the quickest way back, so he could start his 
journey. It would probably take him as long to get from Heather’s to Catania’s by 
bus as it would take Catania to get back from the lake. Plus he still had to figure 
out how the hell city busses worked around there.  

 
Turns out they didn’t work well. After nearly an hour on Heather’s 

computer, he had learned that, for a city of it’s size, there were no direct bus 
routes from the south of the city to the north. To get to Catania’s house could 
take one of three routes, each one involving at least two transfers. The quickest 
route, by a matter of a handful of minutes, was still an hour and forty minutes. 
That wasn’t taking into account any missed stops or backtracking, since the 
shortest one of the routes involved changing over at some odd locations, that 
looked to be nowhere near the main hubs or busy city centers, and there was no 
guarantee that Kurt would be able to find them. So he had lunch, and made sure 
he had whatever he may need for a day of bus travel, and an evening hanging out 
with Catania, and started walking. According to the map on the computer (which 
he had to copy by hand, since Heather didn’t have a printer hooked up), there 
was a bus stop just down the street. Of course, he STILL didn’t know what side 
of the street to stand on.  

Before he could be forced to face the fact that he didn’t know which way 
was north in this city, and therefore really didn’t know which direction he needed 
to start his journey in, his phone rang.  
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“Is your sexy ass on a bus yet?” 
“Frankly, my ass doesn’t know if it’s coming or going at this point. What 

the hell direction is north around here, anyways?” 
“North is north. Clearly your schooling covers different things than ours. 

Did you know that the earth is not the center of the universe?” 
“That’s a damn lie, witch-girl!” 
“Yeah, I was trying to sneak one past you.” 
“You southern gurls shore is smart.” 
“Well, I had to come up with something since my breasts aren’t very big. 

That’s how you catch a man.” 
“You’ll not speak ill of them in my presence. I like a lot of stuff about 

you.” 
“You’re sweet. But you can’t figure out the bus. And I don’t want to wait 

around for hours waiting for you to find the right one.” 
“Hey, lady, I’m out here trying. I am staring right at a pair of bus stops. My 

plan just involved asking that man over there who looks as though he would 
smell of urine which direction he was going, and make my judgment based on his 
answers.” 

“You would follow a man who smells of urine?” 
“Sure. They’re our modern sages. Plus, I don’t want to wait around for the 

next bus, since it’s going to take me two hours to get from here to there anyway.” 
“That’s funny. I’ll get there before you, and you’re even in the same city.” 
“Less funny for me. You’d better be as cool as you were yesterday.” 
“Would it be worth it if I promised to kiss you?” 
“Yes. Yes it would.” 
“Well, maybe. So, seriously, why can’t someone just drive you?” 
“I’m not from here. I know very few people. They’re all doing stuff that 

isn’t driving me to see you.” 
“They’re priorities are all fucked up.” 
“I know. I tried to tell them.” 
“Um…I’m going to call someone. You just sit tight and look pretty, and 

I’ll see if I can’t get you a ride.” 
“You know, when you talk, I am usually turned on?” 
“I know. It’s great. I’ll talk again soon.” 
Kurt looked around, picking his confusion up right where he’d left off. The 

ragged man with the supposed urine scent had already gotten on his bus, leaving 
nobody behind for Kurt to question. He sat on a bench and waited for the next 
bus. He’d be able to ask the driver, if nobody else came along before then. Before 
the next bus showed, his phone rang again.  

“Yeah?” 
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“I’m told you’re struggling with the busses and need a ride to see Catania.” 
It was Heather. 

“I wouldn’t call it a struggle so much as a slow and uncertain journey to 
victory.” 

“Did you figure out which direction you wanted to go.” 
“Not yet, but I haven’t given up trying.”  
“Yeah. Well, a certain someone doesn’t want to wait the hours it’ll take 

you to reach victory to see you.” 
“It’s not like I’m passing up my own car to do this.” 
“As it happens, my boss thinks I’m still to sick to work today, so I’m on 

my way home now. I guess I could drive you up there.” 
“Much obliged. I can give you gas money.” 
“No you can’t, I’d just give it back. Now, step away from the bus stop 

before you get hurt, and I’ll be home in a bit.” 
“Cool. Thanks. I’ll see you then.”  
He made an obscene gesture at the approaching bus, half out of frustration 

at not having the opportunity to prove he could beat it, and half out of victory at 
not having to waste so much time. He walked back to Heather’s apartment, and 
sat down. His phone rang again. 

“You didn’t get on the bus yet, did you?!” 
“Nope. Heather called.” 
“Okay. I was going to call you right after she agreed to drive you, but I got 

distracted.” 
“Shiny thing?” 
“Dog. Shuttup.” 
“Right. Did you convince her to play sick, then?” 
“No, I was just going to ask if she knew when her roommates were getting 

off work, or if she was close to any of her neighbors. That part was just luck.” 
“You were going to have her pimp out her neighbors to give me a ride?” 

Catania sounded somewhat abashed. 
“I figured it would be cheaper than a cab, and you’d get here faster.” 
“Well, now I have a faster ride than you.” 
“Yeah, we’re leaving now. If you leave in an hour or so we should get 

there around the same time. You have a key to my apartment if you get there 
first. Just hang out a while. But try to stay away from my underwear drawer.” 

“I can try.” 
“If I get home and you’re wearing my panties, it’s going to be weird.” 
“No less weird for me, trust me.” 
“I do. I’ll see you Kurtis.” 
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He tried to read, but couldn’t get past a single page. Every other sentence 
he would look up at the clock, and then forget what he had just read. The 
situation didn’t really improve when Heather showed up, with her too sick to 
maintain focus on much, and he far too anxious to fare any better. He did feel bad 
about asking her to drive, when he saw how sick she looked though. He couldn’t 
be sure if she looked worse than she had, or if he was just more sober and paying 
closer attention than he had been, so he didn’t want to say anything too 
specifically. When he asked if she was sure she felt like driving, she insisted she 
was, and he wasn’t really in a position to want to talk her out of it too badly. 
However, while he really didn’t want anything much more than to be on his way, 
it was more than an hour until they finally left. Heather insisted that it would take 
longer for Erika to get her car and get them back than Catania suggested, and 
Kurt was beyond clock-watching, having moved on to the much more useful task 
of pacing fretfully around the apartment. On several occasions Heather started 
laughing so hard she was sent into coughing fits.  

“You’re going to kill yourself mocking me, which will be karmic justice, 
and I’m stealing your car.” 

“Ghoul. You should see yourself. It’s…cute, is what it is.” 
“Bah.” 
“Really. Whatever happened to the tough Kurt? The one who doesn’t 

particularly care what people think of him? You remember that guy?” 
“I LIKE this girl. Is that hard to understand?” 
“Not at all. It’s perfectly normal, healthy, and understandable. I’ve just 

never seen you this way. And I find it cute.” 
“Do I mock you about Curly?” 
“No, but you did get shithouse drunk and publicly announce that I should 

make my move while he wasn’t expecting it.” 
“I have no recollection of this and find you to be lying.” 
“Do you remember anything that happened that did not directly relate to 

Catania?” 
“No comment.” 
“Then you keep quiet.” 
He kept quiet but kept pacing as well, until Heather finally announced it 

was time to go. Like an excited puppy, he bounded to the car, and sat anxiously 
in the passenger seat, looking around from window to window, grinning madly. 
Halfway there, his phone rang. 

“Yeah, maybe you can help me. I ordered a boy from your company, to be 
delivered to my place, and he hasn’t shown up yet. What’s up with that?” He 
could see Catania in his mind, standing and trying to look angry, with her hands 
on her hips and a grin on her face. 

“We’re on our way now. Ten minutes.” 
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“Good. Just checking.” He could hear her making a noise he would have 
defined as a giggle right before she hung up. Heather was chuckling to herself. 

 
When he got to her apartment, she and Erika were nowhere in sight. When 

he shut the door, he heard Erika yell. 
“Cat! Boy!” 
Catania came rushing from around the bedroom, smiling. She froze in mid 

step and turned around, and then turned back. 
“I haven’t showered or anything today, and I’ve been laying at the beach 

all day. I’m gross.” She looked out from behind slightly disheveled hair, 
somewhat apologetically. Kurt walked towards her slowly, a little unsure of his 
footing. For every step he took, she matched.  

“Not gross. Beautiful.” Now they were only three feet apart.  
“Liar. I probably stink.” When she was standing right in front of him, Kurt 

put a hand on her arm. He leaned in, his nose right above the curve of her neck, 
and he took a deep breath. She smelled the same as before, mild layers of flowers 
and lotion and weed, with a slightly salty hint of sweat and lakewater. It made his 
heart beat faster. He lifted his head just enough for his lips to be right by her ear, 
and whispered. 

“No. Also beautiful.” He stood straight again. Catania looked at him, 
smiling, and bit her lip, before putting her arms around him and kissing him. For 
Kurt, it was like suddenly taking a breath, after spending too long underwater, 
and wondering if he may, in fact, drown. He looked in her eyes, and saw the 
same happiness and relief reflected back at him. She smiled, and turned around 
and walked back into the bathroom to freshen up a little, despite Kurt’s assurance 
that she didn’t need to, and change.  

 
Aside from spending as much time with her as possible, Kurt had no real 

plan. He sat there, talking to Erika and to Catania, enjoying all the moments 
between them. Whenever she stood behind him and played with his hair idly, 
while she was talking to Erika. When she paused for a moment, sitting on his 
knee and having a drink. When Erika left the room, and she leaned close to him 
and snuck a kiss. But he was also a little disappointed when an hour had passed 
and Erika was still there. Even more so when Catania told him they were going to 
go down and have dinner at work with some friends. He could feel his time 
running out, before his vacation ended, and he wanted to spend more time alone 
with Catania. He didn’t know what good it would do. He’d be leaving anyway. 
But he wasn’t done yet. He felt way too happy every time she looked at him for 
to be done just yet.  

They met Nora and a few of her friends who were too high to introduce 
themselves, and all got a table to eat. Catania rested her hand on Kurt’s leg under 
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the table, giving a reassuring squeeze any time the conversation took her 
attention away from him for too long. When he set his hand on hers, she took it 
tightly, and gave him a sideways smile. He recognized his own thoughts flashed 
back to him in her eyes. More people joined the table; another coworker, Doug, 
and Miller, the guy from the café the day before. The conversation went on. 
Eventually, some people left, and Catania suggested they all go back to her 
house. Erika drove the others back and let them in, while Kurt and Catania 
walked to the liquor store, to get something more to drink, and then to the 
convenience store. When they got back to the apartment, Nora’s boyfriend had 
shown up after work as well. Pillows were substituted for chairs when seating ran 
out, and everyone drank, and talked, and smoked a little weed. Kurt called 
Heather to invite her, and a chorus of voices demanded she bring chips.  

Two hours later, Nora and her man said their goodnights and took off, and 
Heather hadn’t shown. Shortly after that, Catania excused herself to the 
bathroom, and never returned t the main room. Erika went through to the back, 
and returned a little later.  

“Shit. Kurtis, will you bring some pillows back to Cat? I don’t want to get 
up again.” 

“Sho nuff.” When he went back there, Catania was laying fully dressed on 
top of her bed next to her dog. She smiled when she saw Kurt come in.  

“Hey you.” 
“Hey. You okay back here?” 
“Yeah. Tired. Me and my doggy had a long day.” 
“He looks a little more out of it than you.” 
“Yeah. He’s being a sweet doggy. He never, ever lays like this. He likes to 

sleep on the foot of the bed or in the other room.” 
“Everyone needs a cuddle sometimes.” 
“Yeah. You should go and get me a beer, and then come back and lie with 

us.” 
Kurt returned with a beer as he was told, and then lay down on the other 

side of the dog. They watched each other warmly, and talked quietly in the dark, 
while conversation and music drifted through from the next room. After a while, 
Catania stopped, and dropped her head down.  

“Shit. This is…this is really bad, you know?” 
“What’s bad?” 
“This. You. I mean, I’ve known you for a few days, and I’m already crazy 

about you, and you live all the fucking way up in Washington.” 
“…oh, that.” 
“You probably don’t care. You think I’m crazy.” 
“I think you’re amazing. And I couldn’t care more.” 
“What are we going to do?” 
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“I don’t know. I wasn’t planning on meeting you, you know. I didn’t have 
a plan for that. I thought I’d be bringing home some tequila and maybe a fancy 
hat. Not…” 

“Not a girl?” 
“Right.” 
“I haven’t thought about being with anyone in a long time. After things got 

all fucked up before, with that guy who treated me not-so-nice. But then you had 
to be there that night. And now you’re going to go back. And it sucks.” Catania 
looked away. Kurt brushed his hand across her face, and watched her, his heart 
pounding. 

“We have good schools up there, you know. U-dub is one of the best.” She 
looked back at him. 

“We have jobs down here, too.” 
“True. Either way…I like you way too damn much to just leave. I wasn’t 

expecting you, but whatever it is between us, I kindof want to keep around.” She 
smiled at him. 

“Yeah.” She pulled him closer to kiss him. When they separated, Kurt felt 
a huge pressure in his chest. He heard Catania exhale, her breath shaking. He 
knew that it was real, that something big was happening for them. They kissed 
again, and again, holding each other closer, talking softly and laughing, saying 
nothing, pressing their lips together, completely writing off the rest of the guests. 
Eventually, Catania looked at the open door, and then back at Kurt. 

“They’ll be leaving soon, and we can be alone. Erika has to work in the 
morning, and Miller needs her to drive him home.” Sure enough, twenty minutes 
later Erika stuck her head in to say she was leaving and dropping him off. When 
she heard the door lock, Catania smiled and pushed herself closer to Kurt, 
leaving little room for Jack who ran off to find a safer place to sleep.  

Finally alone, the soft kisses and quiet affection were being rushed by 
passion and heavy breathing. Like a tiger released from a cage, Catania and Kurt 
held each other tightly, kissing deep and hard until they needed to stop only for 
air, hands exploring each others bodies, and stripping off articles of clothes. The 
both of them were naked to the waste, lips exploring lips and necks, chests and 
stomachs, when there was a knock on the door. They froze, and Catania held 
Kurt’s head tightly against her chest while they waited to see if the noise 
continued. He counted time by the beating of her heart through her soft skin. 
There was another knock.  

“Shit!” Cat was more disappointed by having to stop than by being 
unprepared to answer the door. 

“Maybe they’ll go away…” 
“They’re your friends, too.”  



 - 38 - 

“Right.” They both rolled off the bed, looking for clothing. Kurt scooped 
up his shirt, while Catania picked up and discarded clothes, looking for what she 
had been wearing.  

“You go answer the door. Cover for me.” Kurt started walking to the door, 
reticent to leave the half-naked girl behind. “I can’t believe you got my bra 
off…” Her voice betrayed her approval, but she snapped him in the ass with the 
undergarment to get him moving faster. He pulled his own shirt on in the steps to 
the door, and opened it to see a confused looking Heather, standing next to her 
sister, Jessie.  

“Hi. Sorry about the wait. Catania just stepped into the bathroom. Come on 
in.” Heather eyed him suspiciously and walked in. The new guests sat down at 
the table, and Kurt tried to act friendly and casual, as though he wasn’t 
disappointed and worked up. The bedroom door opened and Catania came out, 
straightening her clothes and trying to smooth down her hair. Heather’s eyes 
darted from the one of them to the other, and Jessie smiled to herself.  

“You came! You want a drink?” Catania was trying to hide that she was 
still flushed. 

“Sure.” 
“Ran out of beer. We’ve got JD, Coke, and Sprite.” 
“Jack and coke then.” Heather’s voice matched the suspicion that grew on 

her face.  
“Yes, please.” Jessie was more amused than suspicious. Catania returned 

with a drink for each guest, and sat on an oversized ottoman. Her eyes darted to 
Kurt, as they checked each other to see how well the casual ruse was working. It 
didn’t look good. The four exchanged small talk, and Jessie stepped to the 
balcony for a smoke.  

“So, Heather, feeling better?” Sitting wasn’t working for Cat, so she got up 
and started tidying up. 

“A little. Really tired, though. We can’t stay long.” 
“Oh. So you just came to pick Kurtis up and leave?” 
“Mostly.” The host nodded as she stacked empty glasses from earlier, and 

walked to the kitchen. She stopped in the doorway of the kitchen, watching Kurt 
try his very best not to pay overmuch attention to her before stepping back into 
the room. 

“Okay, here’s the thing. When you leave here, you can only take one 
person with you, so you’re going to have to decide who that’s going to be. And I 
don’t want to hear any complaints out of anyone.” The last part she addressed at 
Kurt, who was failing to suppress a grin. Heather was shocked, suddenly all-to-
aware of the passionate glances still firing between the two. She nodded 

“Jess! Time to go, honey!” Neither Kurt nor Catania could hide their 
smiles. 
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“But I haven’t finished my drink.” 
“Were you going to?” She wore the same mask of concern that a hostess 

might over an unfinished meal. 
“Well, it’s a little strong.” 
“Then don’t worry about it. That’s what Kurtis is here for.” She took the 

drink out of Jessie’s hand and handed it to Kurt. He smiled. 
“It’s what I do.” 
“O…okay. Um. Bye, guys. It was nice seeing you again.” Heather helped 

guide her to the door by her arm.  
“Should I come get him tomorrow?” 
“What time do you work?” 
“Ten.” 
“I may not be done with him then. He’ll call.” 
“Okay. Em. Bye.” 
“Thanks for stopping by!” Kurt waved from his seat as the door closed. 

After it had been latched, Cat strode back across the room, with her poise and 
determination, and sat down on Kurt’s lap, taking a drink from Jessie’s oversized 
cup. She set it on the table and kissed him. A peace settled over them as they 
were left alone again.  

“Do you want to play?” She nodded sideways to the chess table. 
“Yes. I find that I do.” She grinned widely, wolfishly, and twirled from his 

seat to the one across from him.  
 
Now, chess was something that Catania took seriously. It had been one of 

the first things Heather mentioned when Kurt tried to figure out more about the 
girl who had just rocked his drunken world unexpectedly at a party. He had seen 
the books she had, seen her board, positioned in the place of honor. For Kurt, 
chess was something he hadn’t done in years. There was a time when he played 
constantly, but over years of really boring matches with friends who could use a 
few years worth of lessons on sportsmanship, and matches with random stranger 
that were completely unenjoyable, he had given up on playing a decent game 
with anyone. Instead, he settled for an occasional game against the computer, or 
the palm pilot, both of which had a tendency to make his best moves look 
remedial. He was surprised to find that they were well matched. Even more so 
that, while the game played out, there was never a point in time in which it 
stopped being fun. The obligatory stories about previous chess matches (a way to 
make the player look good, even if they loose this game) and constant taunts and 
trash talk (to make the player feel good as the current game went on) that he had 
come to expect were absent. They were playing a game that was just that: a 
game. It wasn’t a symbol for IQ or an opportunity to prove anything. They 
discussed Dali and surrealism, they discussed old Grunge music and it’s place in 
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the world. Any time the conversation turned to the game, it was to point out a 
weakness in their own defense, which was ignored just as often as used, 
depending only on how it fit into the strategy laid out. They passed the plastic 
cup back and forth and talked, until the board was almost free of pieces.  

“You’re going to have to beat me or call stalemate. I don’t care if my king 
is all that’s left, I won’t give in.” Her eyes were kind and serious. She was 
planning on playing it out.  

He didn’t say anything, but instead traded his Pawn for a Queen, and got 
her into check. She looked at him from over the board. She looked defiant and 
irritated, but happy, too. 

“Do you have any idea how long it’s been since I lost? I don’t lose. 
Nobody beats me at chess.” 

“Hey, pretty kitty?” 
“Yeah?” 
“I won.” 
“Bastard.” She was smiling through the words, and her eyes lit with 

passion. He took the empty plastic cup to the kitchen. “You want to play again?” 
He came back and stood in front of her, holding out a hand for hers. 

“Tomorrow.” She offered her other hand, and he took it. She looked up at 
him from behind her hair.  

“You have to be crazy if you like me.” He pulled her arms, and she stood 
up, wrapping them around his waist, and looking into his eyes.  

“Then I am absolutely fucking nuts.” 
“I mean it. I’ll tear your world to pieces. I’m a catastrophe.” 
“My world is pretty tough.” She smiled and kissed him. They stumbled 

together back to her bed, and landed on it with limbs a-tangle.  
This time where were no friends to knock on the door. No interruptions to 

the passion. Kurt’s heart pounded seeing her body lit with the dim light coming 
through from the kitchen. He rested his head on her knee, unable to tear his eyes 
away from her. She was staggering. Every curve was a work of art. She was 
watching his face with the same intensity, and reached up, running a finger along 
his chin. He kissed her fingertips, her palm, her knee, and then worked his way 
inside her thigh. Every inch, and every new sense with which he experienced her 
drew him in further. Her hands took hold of his hair, pulling, but the pain was 
good. She vocalized her pleasure clearly, even with his ears muffled, and he only 
thought for a half second about the neighbors. When she pulled his head up to 
kiss her, he reacted before there was pain. They worked together. Her body, slick 
with sweat, was as comfortable to him as his own home. When they were done, 
they lay so close together there was no telling what flesh belonged to whom. 
Catania caught her breath and kissed him, smiling. He stroked her hair.  

“Do you have a girlfriend up in Washington?” 
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“No. Would I be here?” 
“Maybe.” 
“I wouldn’t. That’s not my style.” 
“Your school there is good?” 
“Yeah. Will you let me show you?” 
She smiled and sighed, pushing her nose into his shoulder. He opened his 

mouth to say something, but when he saw her eyes, still looking up at him, 
glowing with affection and happiness, he closed it again. He didn’t have to say. 
She knew already. Her head nodded down slowly as she fell asleep, and he 
followed shortly after.  

 
While he slept, Kurt dreamt dark, surreal dreams: 

 

It was a room he recognized. The back room in his grandmother’s 

house, the one that was always cold, and had that door that didn’t 

open in one corner. He was always afraid of the door as a kid. Just 

because he couldn’t get in, didn’t mean something couldn’t get out, 

if it wanted. He tried the door, to make sure it was locked, just out of 

habit. This time it opened. A long hallway was in front of him, lined 

in dark paneling, cluttered with discarded furniture; desks, 

bookcases, chairs. Dust and cobwebs indicated that this place went 

unused for a very long time. Fear gripped his stomach, but he 

stepped through anyway. Instantly, he knew he wasn’t in his 

grandmother’s house anymore, but somewhere else, far away. He 

walked to the end, stepping over furniture. There were rooms to the 

side, but he didn’t look in. The hallway turned a corner, and he kept 

following it, until he got to the very end, where a door was open. The 

door led to a bedroom. Somewhere familiar. There was a beautiful 

girl on the bed. When he saw her, he stopped breathing and stopped 

moving. She was the most beautiful thing in the entire world. When 

she smiled at him, he thought he was going to die. Or had died 

already. That would be okay with him, he thought, as long as she was 

there. Anywhere with her was good. She was special. Then he 

remembered her. Catania. He smiled. This girl was someone he really 

liked. She was better than an angel greeting him; she was an angel 

who knew him, and liked him. She kissed him and his heart started 

beating again. She was happy to see him.  
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The room kept getting darker, and smaller. That was a familiar 

feeling, too. She looked afraid, so he held her tight, and told her he 

wouldn’t let anything happen to her. This was familiar to him. He’d 

been though this a thousand times if he’d been through it once. She 

was going to have to run a lot. Stay close to him, and if something 

ugly gets too close, if she falls behind, or if he suddenly looks 

different, scream until he comes to her. She’ll get through okay, 

because he’s never wanted to be with anyone more. Nobody has ever 

been worth fighting for in the way she was. She held his hand, and 

did not doubt him for a second. They rushed through the doorway 

together, as the room collapsed on itself and became black 

nothingness. The door shut on the void and became a wall.  

Cautiously, the two of them walked down the hall. She held 

tightly to his hand whenever he stopped to peek around the corner of 

a room. The hall seemed longer now. Too many rooms on the side. 

Too many doors for shit to jump out of. That was never good. Ever. 

But he WOULD make sure the girl got through. Nobody was going 

to hurt her again if he had anything to do with it. And as long as she 

cared for him, even a little, he God damn well had a say in it. He 

looked back at her, and she smiled at him, though her eyes looked 

afraid still. She trusted him. 

There was a sudden slamming. They stopped moving at the 

sound of a dozen pairs of bad monsters in man suits charging down 

the hallway, that WAS getting longer and more cluttered with 

furniture and paper and age. He pulled the girl into a room, and 

tried to shut the door. They crawled into a nook, under a large table 

with a bed turned on it’s side in front of it. It was one of those 

hospital beds, with the metal bars at the foot and head. One of the 

bars had fallen off, and was laying on the floor, two and a half feet 

long. He grabbed it, and held tightly to the girl. She was shaking a 

little, so he kissed her to make her see it was okay. As long as he was 

there, it would be okay. He could take care of her. He was born to 

take care of her. The man-shaped monsters were searching rooms 

now. Scattered. Monsters always scatter. They think they can search 



 - 43 - 

more. It’s easier to hide from a mob, because mobs are big. But it’s 

easier to kill a single monster. You can’t kill a mob with a metal bar.  

The door creaked open. Something came in. It wore clothes, but 

just had a smear with fangs were a face should be. The fangs said 

they could smell the girl. The monster man was going to do 

something to her. He threw a scrap of a burnt book into the corner of 

the room, and the monster looked to see if it was the girl making 

noise. The beast-demon rushed out from under the table and hit it in 

the smear. He hit it again, and the smear was dark red. He had been 

holding a short sword. Swords are better than guns, because 

sometimes the monsters make guns not work. Too much can go 

wrong. A sword is safer. He found a rusted steak knife in a desk 

drawer, and a poker by the fireplace that had half fallen down long 

ago.  

He told the girl to stay, and offered her the sword. She would 

only take the knife and the bar with blood on it. He promised her she 

would be safe if she stayed where she was. It wasn’t a lie. They 

couldn’t see her. He was going to go clear the hallway. There would 

be noise, if he didn’t make it. She would know. If he didn’t, she had to 

run. Run to the end of the hall, through the door to his 

grandmother’s cold room. She might make you eat peas, and you 

can’t go into the other room if they’re eating, but you can go outside. 

The laundry poles are ‘safe.’ He went into the hallway, armed, ready. 

There were three of them there. Three isn’t good. He fought, he killed 

one and hurt one. He was trying to kill the one he hurt, when the 

other one hit him. He turned quickly to try and fight it before it did 

anything else, but it was on the floor. It hit him falling down. The 

girl stood there, knife and bar in hand. She wasn’t going to let him 

go alone. He was as important to her as she was to him. She would 

fight, too. He gave her the sword, and took the knife. Stabbed the two 

hurt monsters. He smiled at her, and she smiled back. Not because of 

the monsters. Because everything would be okay. Only eight left, 

versus two of them. He’d done this a thousand times if he’d done it 

once, and nobody has ever, EVER helped him fight. Nobody ever 

stood up beside him. This girl was something special. 
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Chapter Three 
 
 
 
 

Catania woke in the early morning to get a glass of water. Kurt felt the bed 
shift beside him, and struggled to open his eyes, soft padding footfalls leading 
away from him. By the time his eyelids finally lifted, letting in the dim blue light, 
filtered through an old bedsheet that served as a curtain, she was around the 
corner. The blur of the room, the doorframe, finally set straight as she walked 
back, slowly. She seemed to pause as she came through the doorway, though he 
couldn’t say if it was her, him, or all the world that made the moment last. Her 
naked body was smooth and perfect, every curve and limb outlined in a soft blue, 
streaks of gold reflecting the light form her auburn hair. She was a walking 
statue, a goddess made flesh, a dream come to life to drive the world to keep 
turning. Kurt’s heart froze, and he didn’t breathe again until she was back in bed 
beside him, curling close, running her hand down his face before closing her eyes 
and nestling in to sleep. He wrapped his arms more tightly around her and kissed 
her forehead, his own eyelids giving up.  

Hours later, they woke up. She kissed him good morning, and smiled at 
him as he slowly gathered his wits. Kurt looked up at her and played with her 
hair, running the backs of his fingers across her shoulder and down her arm. 
Catania flushed to his touch and covered herself demurely with the covers. She 
announced she was going to take a shower, wrapped herself in a sheet, and 
walked majestically to the bathroom. Kurt lay in bed and listen to her shower, the 
splashing and singing. She emerged in her underwear and got dressed, slowly for 
Kurt’s benefit, and then took Jack out for a quick walk. Kurt got up and took a 
shower. As he stood in front of the mirror, he was surprised to see himself 
covered with bruises and bite marks, left over from the night before. His arms 
bore the oval-shaped bruises, teeth-marks still pressed into skin, that were the 
prize of Catania’s pleasure. He laughed to himself, having done much in the past 
decade that SHOULD have caused bruising and damage, yet the first thing that 
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had actually left a mark on him was a slender girl, who made him happier than he 
had been in ages. By the time he finished brushing his teeth, Catania and Jack 
had come back.  

They went to breakfast at the Kova Kafe and ate. Miller was there, slowly 
catching on to the fact that Kurt was still wearing the clothes from the night 
before. When they were done eating they worked on a crossword puzzle from the 
paper together for over an hour, until it was complete. They walked back to her 
apartment, hand in hand, stepping slowly, and enjoying the morning air, before 
the day got hot. She kissed him on the cheek as they walked through the front 
door, and for a moment it felt to Kurt like he was coming home. As though 
waking up there, having breakfast with her, coming home together was the most 
natural and beautiful thing in his entire life. He looked at her face. The single 
most attractive girl he could ever remember seeing, and wondered if she felt 
anything like he did. And while her thoughts didn’t shape themselves the same 
way, for the first time in a long time, she was happy, and she felt calm inside. For 
the first time since she had moved into the small apartment, there was something 
new and warm about it. And that was enough for her, she didn’t need to find any 
more words for it than that. 

The two of them sat at the table, playing another game of chess and 
looking at each other as though they had discovered a new dimension to life. 
They talked about new things; about dreams and plans for the future, about ideas 
and stories, and about the happiness of finding something special that you didn’t 
count on. It was another drawn out game, ending with Kurt winning. This time 
Catania didn’t even feign anger, but just looked at him with, smiling with pride 
and affection. 

“You win.” 
“I do. What do I get?” Catania got up and left the room, returning with a 

bottle of lotion. “So every time I win something, you get a massage?” 
“Isn’t that fair?” she kissed his neck, and he could smell her hair and her 

skin. 
“No, it’s fair. But I’m going to have to start throwing games to find out 

what happens when YOU win.” 
“You wouldn’t throw a game.” 
“No?” 
“No. I thought you were going to last night, to make me happy. But you 

didn’t.” 
“Would you respect someone who let you win?” 
“Probably not.” 
“Then there you go. It’s not like it was easy to beat you. It’s only a matter 

of time before you learn my tricks, and then YOU’LL be throwing games just so 
you remember what it was like to get a massage.” 
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“You won’t give me one if you don’t win something?” She stuck out her 
lower lip. 

“Isn’t that fair?” 
“Yeah, but it sucks.” 
“Well, then you just count your blessings that you’re the sexiest damn 

thing I’ve ever seen. You couldn’t keep me from you if you tried.” He stood up 
and took the bottle of lemon-scented lotion, and walked to the doorway of the 
bedroom. “You coming?” 

She ran past him, into the room, and turned to wait for him. He tossed the 
lotion on the bed, and walked into her open arms. He kissed her softly, and lifted 
off her shirt. She kneeled on the bed, taking off her own bra, and lay down on her 
stomach, sighing happily. He sat next to her, running his hand across her smooth, 
soft back. She made contended noises, like a kitten in the sun, while he gave her 
a massage. The longer it went on, the more deeply happy her noises seemed. He 
wasn’t sure if she was falling asleep, or forgetting to make noise. He whispered 
into her hear, and she rolled her head a little to reveal she had been drooling. She 
laughed at herself, and leaned back to kiss her masseuse before returning to her 
stomach. He continued, keeping time by the steady, slow rise and fall of her back 
as she took deep, hypnotic breaths. He stopped when her breath caught, once, and 
she reached back, and held onto his wrists, pulling him down on top of her. She 
whispered gibberish and affection before rolling over to face him and kiss him 
her thanks. One kiss led to two, and two kisses led to more, until they were naked 
and sweating in the afternoon heat. When they finally collapsed together back 
down on the bed, sheets heaving for oxygen, bodies trembling, they had lost all 
track of time. They just lay there, talking and holding one another and letting the 
sweat dry from their bodies, until Cat’s head lolled to the side, and caught sight 
of something in one of the clothes piles. 

“Shit! Sonofabitchdamnhellfuckcockbitingbastardsonofamotherfucker!” 
“What’s wrong?” 
“I have to work today. What time is it?” 
“Almost noon.” 
“Fucking clock!” She got up, gathering clothes and throwing them on, 

rummaging through various stacks of clothing for the cleanest work shirt she 
could find. “Didn’t do laundry for my entire vacation, and now everything I need 
is dirty.” 

“Anything I can do?” Kurt watched her scatter and pulled on his pants.  
“Find something for my hair? There should be hair bands…somewhere.” 

She waved her hand madly to the ground. Kurt scanned the carpet, picking up 
anything that looked like a hair band while Catania changed. She stopped in mid 
sprint form the bathroom to the living room to kiss him, and he held up his 
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fingers, displaying what he’d found. She plucked one off, tapping his hand 
displaying the rest with a finger. 

“Bathroom counter.” 
He put them away as instructed. Her phone rang from underneath last 

night’s jeans. She dug it out.  
“Hey, Erika, honey.” She dashed from her closet to a chair, pair of shoes in 

hand. “Fucking running late.” Realizing she had two shoes from different pairs, 
she ran back to the closet. “No in about, oh, ten minutes.” She slid a pair of green 
mules with flowers printed on them. “Twenty-something minutes, fifteen minutes 
if I run.” Piles of paper were flipped off the counter as she frantically looked for 
her keys. “Well, I’d break my damn neck. I can barely walk right now, my knees 
are shaking so hard.” Kurt held up keys from one of the chairs. She grabbed them 
from his hand and kissed him on the cheek. “Shuttup. Yes. You’d have done it, 
too.” Her lips shaped the word ‘wallet’ as she overturned pillows. She paused, 
and looked at Kurtis, picking up her scatted mail and putting everything back on 
the counter, looking for her wallet. “Yeah, he is. God yes, it SO was. He’s…” 
Kurt cheered victoriously, and turned to her, wallet in hand. She stood up and 
walked over to him, taking it with her free hand, wrapping an arm around him, 
thanking him with her eyes, teasing his ear with her tongue. “I don’t know. I 
really, really don’t. We’ll think of something.” Her head rested on his shoulder, 
and she held on tight. “I didn’t think you had to work today. Oh. That would be 
great.” Her eyes closed, and Kurt held her while she stood against him, perfectly 
still, like she was hoping he would keep her from something. “Okay. I’ll see you 
in a minute.”  

“You got a ride?” 
“Yeah, Erika is going to pick me up on the way. Are you going to stay 

here?” 
“I want to. There’s nothing I’d like more than to go shopping so I could 

cook you dinner for when you got home. But I should probably go back to 
Heather’s. My stuff is all over the place there.” 

“You probably have to pack, huh?” 
“Yeah. Make sure I can hang out with her a little before I leave.” 
“Yeah. How are you getting back to Heather’s?” 
“You have a phone book?” She left him to go into the kitchen to get one. 

He picked a company at random, and called. He took a piece of mail from the 
pile to give them her address. What he got was a post-card sized piece of paper 
from her landlord, reminding her that her lease was up in three months, and the 
rent would be going up a hundred dollars. He tried to make it look as though he 
hadn’t read her mail accidentally, focusing on the mailing address. Catania 
Hedwey.  

She started to take her apartment key back off her keyring. 
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“Should I take this to mean I’m going to see you tonight?” She nodded, 
and swallowed hard, like she was trying not to think about something. 

“You leave tomorrow?” 
“Yeah. In the morning.” 
“You’ll see me tonight. I’m going to call, maybe I can borrow my 

neighbor’s car and come down there.” 
“You’d better. I’m not ready to leave you just yet.” She smiled.  
“Good. Come downstairs with me, Erika will be here any minute. Then 

you can wait up here for your cab.” 
They walked down together, and sat on the steps in front of her building, 

leaning in together. Neither of them said anything, both thinking about the next 
day, Kurt leaving to go home, and what that might mean. It was only a few 
minutes before Erika showed up. They kissed goodbye, and Catania promised to 
call as soon as she got off work. Kurt went back upstairs to that strangely 
comfortable apartment, and waited for the cab to show, so he could take a $60 
cab ride in the opposite direction from where he wanted to be.  

 
Heather’s apartment was littered with Kurt’s things. It wasn’t entirely his 

fault. His laptop and sketchpad and all his work was all still hanging around 
under the coffee table, and on the floor around. He’d left it in a stack, but the 
wind could have blown it around, or a passer-by could have grown curious, and 
lacked the coordination or sobriety to neatly stack papers. His books and graphic 
novels were spread about, as Jake and Heather and Curly had all enjoyed the 
sight of new reading material. The same went for his cds, which were mostly 
stacked by the stereo in the living room, some having found their way into 
Heather’s room. The clothes were his fault. He looked at the pile of dirty clothes 
beside his bag, and smiled. Something else he had in common with Catania, then. 
A few things lingered in the couch that was his bed for those nights, and while 
they had helped themselves, nobody had moved what remained of his candy or 
his alcohol. He got everything together, and as people came home, he had 
company to talk to. It was a source of gossip and amusement, his staying out the 
night before. The guest on the couch had moved on to a bed. Closer in the 
evening, some of Heather’s friends came over. Some of them had already been 
informed of Kurt’s progress. Those that didn’t know already were told the whole 
story.  

It was the last night of spring break for those in college, the last night of 
the local music festival, and the last night of Kurt’s vacation. It was decided that 
they were going to go downtown, and see if anything good was going on. Catania 
called as soon as her shift ended. Work hadn’t been good, and she wasn’t happy, 
but she had been looking forward to seeing Kurt again all day. She wished he 
was still at her place, so they could just sit together. With the noises of people 
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getting ready to go out all around him, Kurt wished the same. She hung up so she 
could see if she could borrow her neighbor’s car. He stalled his friends, until he 
got the green light from her, and she agreed to meet them at the club.  

When they got to the bar there was no music and the bar was packed. They 
went to the open-air tables in back, where the music was so loud from the show 
next door that they still had to shout to talk. And they had to talk, because the 
music was terrible. Catania called so Heather could give her directions. Most of 
the crowd was drinking more than they were smiling, that last-ditch, running-
from-reality need for one more party. Heather and her friends were either beyond 
that, or more used to heavy drinking during the responsibilities of work and 
school, so their own feeling was more somber, the oppressive noise around them 
stifling a chill evening at a bar with friends, and the desperation of the party, the 
looming return of added responsibility, kept them from letting go. By the time 
Catania had almost joined them, they were ready to go back to Heather’s to hang 
out away from the noise. They were standing in front of the parking lot when she 
pulled in. She rolled down her window to kiss Kurt, a flash off relief in troubled 
eyes, and he filled her in on the plan. She was happier to be going there than 
staying with the crowd. Kurt got in with her, and they followed the rest back.  

In the apartment, they sat on the couch, holding each other, not drinking 
much, and failing to join into the conversations with too much vigor. Catania just 
wanted to be held, to feel good after a long day back at work, and Kurt wanted to 
stretch every second with her. Everyone got tired early; the guests went home, 
the hosts to bed. Catania and Kurt stayed on the couch, too tired and weighed 
down with uncertainty to get carried away with the heat and passion. Barely 
speaking above a whisper, Catania sitting halfway on Kurt’s lap, unable to keep 
her head from dropping down onto his chest, unable to keep her eyes open.  

“Hey, pretty.” She was only inches from a deep sleep. 
“Mm?” 
“You staying here tonight?” 
“Wanted to. Wanted to go to the airport tomorrow. But nobody would take 

my shift.” 
“You going to be okay driving home? You can’t even sit up straight.” 
“Roads’ll be clear.” 
“Last day of the festival. Four out of five drivers will be drunk.” 
“We have more beer? I can be five.” 
“No ma’am. Cops out there just waiting for gorgeous drunk girls with no 

driver’s license and a warrant out to fall asleep at the wheel so they can lock you 
up and make you their plaything.” 

“Ew.” 
“Damn straight. ew.” 
“Your phone has an alarm?” 
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“Yeah.” 
“Okay. Lie down. We’re going to sleep a while.” 
He set the phone to play Connection in an hour, and lay down between the 

back of the couch and Catania, pressed tight to him, holding his arms to her chest 
tight, as though he were a blanket.  

“Comfy. I’m YOUR plaything.” She smiled and pressed herself closer. 
“That’s right. And I don’t share nor get shared.” 
“Good boy.” Pleased noises laced her steady breathing. As still as Kurt’s 

body was, his mind wouldn’t stop turning, building up a pressure storm. 
“What happens tomorrow? Or next week?” He didn’t think she was even 

awake to answer. 
“Tomorrow you go away.” Faint words, lingering and dreamy. 
“And this? You just forget me?” 
“What d’you think. You’ll forget me?” 
“Not on my life, no. I’d rather not ever forget.” 
“There’s your answer. I like you. This…between us, it’s really real. It just 

happened. I think we have to just have faith…not in me, I’m a fucking 
catastrophy, but in whatever it is between us.” 

“You’re not a catastrophe. You’re incredible. If anything is worth having 
faith in, it’s you, and whatever I found with you.” 

“So don’t worry. We’ll talk. We’ll see each other.” 
“Good. This is way too good to be over. I’m not done with you yet. You’re 

way too amazing.” He kissed the back of her neck and let his face fall down in 
her hair, smelling vaguely sweet and herbal and salty. She kissed his hand, and 
then clutched it tightly to her chest again.  

 
The phone’s take on Elastica jarred the two of them awake. Kurt shut off 

the noise, Catania’s body settling back against him as her nerves calmed. She 
groaned her disapproval of waking up. Propped up on his elbow, Kurt ran his 
fingers through her hair, the sun-streaks flowing like golden silk, and traced his 
finger along the outside of her ear. She snickered.  

“Tickles.” 
“Does it?” 
“Mm. Some. Feels nice, too.”  
“Hair doesn’t tickle though?” He went back to her hair, the glimmer 

melting around his fingers as they dragged through her auburn hair, the color of 
dark chocolate with all the lights out. 

“No. That feels so good.” She suddenly shifted around to her back, so she 
could look Kurt in the eyes. She examined his with her own, as though scanning 
the classifieds for something good. A crease gradually grew in her brow. “I don’t 
want you to go tomorrow.” 
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“Fair enough. I don’t want you to go home tonight. I’ll stay if you will.” 
“You know I can’t. I have to work.” 
“Yeah. Me too.” 
“You could work here. You have a laptop.” 
“They actually rely on me to do a lot of things at the office. 

Telecommuting would require the boss to have his shit together, and his shit is 
most definitely all apart.” 

“Bastard.” They watched each other’s eyes in silence for another moment. 
“Would you really be happy if I stayed? I mean, you know I’d want to 

spend most of my time with you. You’d get so sick of kicking me out of your 
apartment.” 

“I wouldn’t. You can stay. My bed is big enough for two. And my sheets 
are new. Did you like my sheets?” 

“Your sheets are great. Really nice.” 
“I’m so picky about my sheets. I have all these standards, and they end up 

being really expensive.” 
“You’re a woman of taste. Which is another thing: if I stayed, I’d be broke 

until I found another job.” 
“Are you trying to tell me you don’t want to stay?” 
“Catania, there is nothing I want more than to hang out here with you. One 

look in my eyes can tell you that. But I don’t want you to get sick of me. I don’t 
want to stay here just to be with you, and then have you get tired of me and move 
on. I want you to want to be with me for a long time. I wasn’t kidding about not 
being done with you. You’re one of the absolute coolest girls ever.” She 
narrowed her eyes, looking for a crack in his words, and then smiled, and buried 
her face in his chest.  

“You’re insane. It makes sense, but you’re insane. And I wouldn’t get sick 
of you.” 

“If you wouldn’t and I don’t stay then I really am insane. But I’m not going 
to rush this. Like you said; we have to have faith.” 

“Okay crazy boy. Kiss me and then walk me out to my car.” 
He did as he was told. At her car, he kissed her again, and again. Kurt tried 

to memorize every moment; the reflection of the parking lot lights in her 
beautiful eyes, the way hey hair shone and danced in the wind, the warmth of her 
body pressed against him, how gently is curved under his hands, the way she 
smelled, the way she tasted. They held onto each other, neither wanting to really 
say goodbye, neither wanting any kiss to be the last, but, finally, she got in the 
car, and he watched her drive off. As he walked back into Heather’s apartment, 
his eyes burned. He reflected that he must be more tired than he thought. He went 
back to the couch. Jake’s girlfriend heard the front door shut, and stuck her head 
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out to see if everything was okay. He told her it was. His throat was tight, and it 
was surprisingly difficult for him to talk.  

He also discovered he couldn’t sleep. He got the plane tickets from his bag, 
and sat on the edge of the couch staring at them, weighing in his mind the 
arguments for ripping up the tickets and staying, versus going back home. 
Ultimately, he would be too much burden on Heather, the people she had 
introduced him to and especially to Catania. Having a guy she just met move into 
her apartment might be the kind of thing to send her running. And that was the 
last thing he wanted. He left the tickets intact, and tried to get some sleep before 
Heather woke to take him back. 

 
 
Kurt didn’t even make it to the car that morning before his phone rang, 

with Catania wanting to talk to him before he left. She called again while he was 
waiting to board his plane, and made him promise to call as soon as he touched 
down in Houston to switch planes. When he did, she was at work, so he pulled 
out his palm pilot, and started writing down some notes. He was still writing 
when she called back, and she talked to him for the next two hours, while he 
waited for his next boarding call. By the time his plane touched down in Seattle, 
he had written a poem.  

 
Favorite Catastrophe 
To strike without warning, 

To shock without harming; 

Knocking the sense out of me, 

It smashed up my plans, 

And dove into my hands; 

A pretty little catastrophe. 

 

It all seemed so crazy, 

Danger making me hazy, 

The safest option left to run away. 

But I flirt with disaster, 

My heart beating faster; 

One kiss and I knew that I’d stay. 

 

Havoc consumed thinking,  

Drunkenness replaced drinking, 

Pressure and noise give new release. 

To abandon my keeper 

For new goals in and a fever; 
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In catastrophe I found peace. 

 

In the morning I woke, 

Body bruised and skin broke, 

Disheveled mess in all my heart. 

I knew I’d lost control, 

And that though I felt whole, 

Before too long we’d be apart. 

 

Lighting churned the dark skies, 

But was lost to my eyes; 

Flying backwards from where I should be. 

Favorite dreams far away, 

Regret will rule the day, 

Miles taking the warmth back from me. 

 

And now that I’ve left 

I won’t let myself rest 

While distance and barriers remain. 

I’ll return to the place, 

Where peace makes my heart race; 

My favorite catastrophe with me once again. 
 

When she called him that night from bed, so she could hear his voice 
saying goodnight right before she went to sleep, he didn’t mention the poem. 
Whenever he was talking to her, he had a tendency to forget everything besides 
her, there, then, and what they were in the midst of discussing. Nothing could 
possibly have been more important to him. They went on for hours, having long 
discussions on semantics and word roots that didn’t really go anywhere, but were 
fun, and whenever she laughed, or he could hear her smile, he felt as though she 
were sitting there with him, just somehow invisible. After she was finally too 
tired to stay awake, he told her goodnight, and went to bed himself. Her voice 
lingering in his head, bringing her into his dreams where she was finally close 
enough to touch. 

The following morning, he woke to his alarm. Only it wouldn’t turn off 
when he hit it, and instead of beeping, it was singing a Coldplay song. He finally 
caught on that it was his phone.  

“Murrr…” 
“Hey, sexy, this is your AM wake-up call.” He instantly felt a little more 

awake. 
“Mornin’, Pretty.” 
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“You shouldn’t call me that.” 
“Why? Fits.” 
“I don’t think so.” 
“You’re wrong. Why should I change because you’re wrong?” 
“I don’t know. Did I wake you up?” 
“Yes.” 
“Good. I didn’t want the alarm clock taking my fun.” 
“Why are you awake this early?” 
“Jack wanted to go out. And you know what?” 
“What?” 
“I’m naked under my robe.”  
“And I am jealous of every neighbor you have. And your dog.” 
“Jack doesn’t care if I’m naked. He sees me naked every day.” 
“All the more reason. Not only do I want to see you naked every day, he 

also gets to sleep in your bed every night.” 
“If you were here, and maybe you should be, then you’d be sleeping in my 

bed every night and seeing me naked every day, too.”  
“I know. Wish I’d have had the sense to tear up the tickets.”  
“It’ll work out. Not like you’ll never see me again.” 
“I need to save a little more money, maybe. Start looking for jobs around 

there, maybe start looking for something you could do around here, send you 
some info from the schools here, see if I can’t convince you you’d like it here.” 

“Think you can?” 
“You willing to let me try?” 
“Probably.” 
“Yeah, it’ll happen.” 
She kept him company on the phone until his alarm did go off, and then let 

him go so they could both get ready for all the things they had to do.  
At work, they noticed the changes in Kurt right away. Suddenly, his best 

moods before were his worst moods now. He smiled more, he spoke more, and 
he had more energy. Of course, they also noticed the more obvious changes; the 
bruises on his arms, a scratch on his forehead from overzealous fingernails. And 
a newfound fascination with communication technology. His bosses, the brothers 
Wyrm (or the Worms, as he called them), thought it was great that he was finally 
more excited about his job. Up until then, he had been showing severe signs of 
low morale, making jokes with coworkers about some of the clients, and 
preferring listening to music over talking about the minutia of the business. And 
while he still listened to music all the time, he kept it turned down when he was 
on the phone, which was a good deal more than it used to be. Even though he 
didn’t seem to care any more about business specifics, he at least spoke to the 
Wyrms more when they called him into their offices to ask whatever questions 
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fluttered through their brain cavity, which was enough for them. And they found 
all manner of new reasons that first week he was back, for no other reason than 
they thought it was funny to bring up the bruises. All he would tell them is that 
he got them from a girl. He didn’t mention much more about them than that, and 
they liked that the subject could bring color to his cheeks. On Friday that first 
week back, after a week of their jokes, he turned the tables on them, telling them 
a heaping helping of vivid description on exactly how he got those bruises and 
bite marks, and exactly what they were doing surrounding the time they 
appeared. Both Wyrms, his coworker Kayla, and the office’s receptionist Bobbie 
all had their turn at blushing, and since he wasn’t trying to hold his thoughts in 
anymore, Kurt’s color changed not a bit.  

His friends were the happiest of all. The longer they had known Kurt, the 
more dissatisfied he seemed with most people he met. He would date girls that he 
was attracted to, but didn’t enjoy being around at all, or girls he thought were 
funny, but he had no interest in touching ever, or girls he thought he fully 
appreciated, and who turned out over time to be unhappy or unpleasant, or, in 
one case both illiterate and extremely bigoted towards all minorities she could 
think to name. And during all that time, not one of them had made him as 
glowingly happy as Catania had. Since the first time his friends Paul and Anita 
had picked him up from the airport, they realized that he had found something 
with this girl he didn’t even know existed. They were both looking forward to 
meeting her, just to see what kind of a girl could make him so happy, and to 
welcome her to his life. 

And Catania was very much a part of his life, even all that distance. In 
place of a picture, he framed the paper napkin he still had from that first night at 
the party, on a green paper background. With all the wrinkles, and the color 
bleeding through from the other side, it was art, and it made him smile when he 
saw it. Almost every morning she called him, assigning herself the position of 
being his new alarm clock, and any day he woke up to the sound of her voice was 
a good one for Kurt. She was usually walking to school while he was driving to 
work, so they would share the commute on the phone, and she would call him at 
work whenever she had a spare moment. He went from making a point to spend 
less than a quarter of his time on the phone, to spending almost three quarters. 
Instead of listening to music at work, he listened to her. It didn’t matter if she 
was saying anything important or not. Sometimes she sang to him, sometimes she 
rambled and spoke gibberish, sometimes she whispered dirty things in his ear. On 
occasion she would go to the computer lab at school, so she could instant 
message him at the same time. Which meant he could finally respond to her 
secret, sexy whispers without people nearby hearing. On good days she would be 
full of energy and random things to tell him, and on bad days she would ask him 
to tell her something happy, or something that would distract her during work. 
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While a couple might plan to have lunch together if one of them had some time 
freed up, Catania and Kurt would spend their free time together in their own way.  

It was a few weeks after they’d met, and Kurt’s company had some end of 
quarter reports due, which meant Kurt’s bosses each had quite a bit required of 
them, which meant Kurt had the work of two people ahead of him. Catania was 
talking on the other end of the line, with an hour between class and work. 

“You’re awful quiet today.” Catania was trying to make it sound casual, 
but there was concern in her voice. 

“Sorry, Pretty. I’m just…trying to make sense of two different gibberish 
languages.” 

“What?” 
“I’m supposed to be doing a report on our customer base; how many new 

customers we’ve brought in, how many old customers we’ve kept around and for 
how long, and how many old customer’s quit using us. To see where we need to 
be focusing our advertising and incentives and such, right?” 

“Right. Semi-annual business planning bullshit, you said.”   
“Exactly. Only Worms don’t keep this information in an organized way. 

On one hand, I have King Worm’s stuff, which is mostly two boxes of filled 
order slips, filed for each customer, and their information. Only none of it is done 
alphabetically, there are about five hundred slips that haven’t been sorted at all, 
some are misfiled, and I have a folder here full of notes that I’m told are 
important, only they’re mostly illegible and written on the backs of business 
cards, or on envelopes, or scraps of paper.” 

“How does he expect you to do anything with that?” 
“He considers it organized. On the other hand, I have Baby Worm’s little 

pseudo-customer log. A cute little database of customer information and order 
history detail. Only some of it is entered wrong, and the thing is incomplete, only 
dealing with the customers that he himself has primary contact with, or has 
largely taken from his brother. But since he’s always going on about how paper 
is the way dinosaurs did business, and we need to be totally electronic, he throws 
away everything he considers to be entered into his log.” 

“Which is also retarded. Hasn’t he ever heard of a filing cabinet?” 
“Yeah. He keeps his lunch in it. And blank stationary for thank you cards. 

Anyway, I have no idea where one info set overlaps the other, if anything is 
missing, or how to fill in the bad data. The only thing I have to keep track of both 
sides is the company’s order history, which is really sparse, and I can’t alter, but 
does list every transaction we’ve done. The day is half done, and I haven’t even 
come close to cracking this thing. Keeping in mind, I also have to do a profit and 
loss statement for King Worm, to show that we’re making money even though he 
spends so much on advertising, and Baby Worm wants me to put together a 
presentation demonstrating why we need to start thinking bigger, and trying to 
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get money to buy up some other companies, and spread out to more than out five 
states, because, and I quote: ‘Ten percent successful isn’t enough. If you knew 
you could have a hundred dollars, and I tried to convince you to just take ten, 
would that make sense to you?’ The jackass.” 

“Do you want me to leave you alone so you can work?” She felt bad for 
him having to work so hard, and felt worse for thinking she was making it worse. 

“Hell no. So far, you’re the only good thing in this damn day. I just…don’t 
know what to say. My head is spinning with this shit. Do you want me to read 
you how many reams of paper Bob’s Copies in Tukwila ordered last year?” 

“No. I mean, if you want. Anything sounds kindof cool through your voice. 
But I’d rather you tell me a story.” 

“What kind of story?” 
“Any story. Whatever kind of story you want to tell.” Her voice was 

lighter. She loved to be told stories, and it was becoming one of her favorite parts 
of having Kurt around. 

“Hmm…”  
“You don’t have to, if you don’t want.” His pause caused her doubt to 

come back. He tossed the folders of invoices that hadn’t been filed back in the 
top box, and shut the lid.  

“Cat-girl, there is no higher priority for me. If there is ever a time when I 
have something I’d rather do than tell you stories, it’s going to be a troubled time 
indeed.” 

“Except fuck me.” 
“I can’t tell you a story while I fuck you?” 
“…You can bet I’m going to expect you to try it now. That’d be so fun.” 
“Indeed. But for now:” He started working on the profit and loss 

statements, which were more simple math and less detective work, and listened 
to Catania’s patient, happy sigh as she got comfortable on her end of the phone.   

 
“Grant was a fan of Mythology. It came from his upbringing. He 

was raised on all those fairytales, with their blue fairies and fairy 

godmothers and witches. He loved every one of them, and believed 

them as much as most people believe newspapers. He would stay up 

all night, talking to his own Fairy godmother, trying to make her 

appear, and sometimes he would sit outside all night, just waiting for 

a falling star to wish on, so he could find his own Sleeping Beauty or 

meet Snow White or see the Blue Fairy and talk to her. When he was 

still too young, he went to the library, and was looking for more of 

these stories. What he found was a book of the original Grimm’s 

fairytales. His parents were worried for a while that he would have 

nightmares, and lose a part of his childhood that made him one of 
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the most patient and cheerful children they had ever seen. Only these 

hard, sometimes gruesome versions of his favorite stories didn’t 

make him shy away from the stories at all. They made him want them 

more. Because the stories had all the things in them that the real 

world had, too. All the bad things in the world that his mom and dad 

tried to keep him from, that all parents try to keep from their kids, 

and so few really succeed in. The stories had murder and rape, 

violence and theft.”  

 
“And necrophilia, if you consider Snow White, or Sleeping Beauty.” 
“Gross but true.” He continued: 

 
“People lost their loved ones, people were sad, people had sex, 

like they did on the TV, like he saw Mommy and Daddy doing that 

one time. And if these things were real, maybe the rest of the story 

was real, too. They made them SEEM like stories so people wouldn’t 

believe. But, really, the picture he saw on the news that one time of 

the red-headed girl who was all cut up, maybe it wasn’t the funny 

looking man with a knife. Maybe she was Red Ridinghood, and the 

wolf just caught up to her. Maybe when the news had pictures of 

those people’s houses taken away by tornados, it was really the big 

bad wolf, who had huffed and puffed and blown them down. It 

opened doors for him. The library was full of these real-life versions 

of fairy tales, with new clues. Not just from Grimms, but there were 

legends and myths everywhere. He was eight years old, and he had 

been given his purpose for life.  

He studied these things his entire life. Camelot, Robin Hood, the 

Norse legends, Native American stories, tales about the great Roman 

Gods, Aesop’s fables (he suspected all the animals were actually 

people like the Disney version of Robin Hood). Every country had 

these legends, had gods and magic and wonder. He knew, deep 

down, that the worlds couldn’t have had that much magic in it just a 

few hundred years ago, and then have it all disappear. It had to be 

there somewhere. And he would find it. Track down the hiding places 

of those ancient gods and the sources of those amazing magics, and 

be the one to bring them back to the people. By the time he was 

finishing up college, he had learned to hide his true feelings.”  
 

“Mostly because he sounded crazy, and delusional Folklore Majors don’t 
get any tail.” Catania had adopted her best orator voice.  
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“Except at the renaissance fair. But those girls are scary, and tend to insist 
that giving head, most positions, and the strip tease are not ‘time period 
appropriate,’ so you miss out on some good stuff.” Catania laughed. 

“And butt-sex. But condoms are okay, because it’s really hard to wear a 
bodice when you’re all knocked up.” 

“Either that or crocodile dung. Nature’s spermicide.” 
“You have to never mention that again.” 
“It’s for the best.” 

 
“He called himself a historian, a caretaker of Humanities 

legends and make-believe. Over a decade of having people point out 

that his dreams were foolish, that everything he had ever studied was 

useless, taught him the better of it. But deep down, he knew better. 

They were just hidden more than he had once thought. He studied 

maps, cross-referenced legends to fact, trying to re-analyze the 

findings of those who came before. Trying to find the location of 

Camelot. Atlantis. To find the places where the roman gods had the 

most power and influence. In an effort to find a link between himself 

and these places, he started studying transcendental meditation, 

hypnosis, astral projections. He looked for answers in séances, and 

past lives. He took acid and yage, smoked opium and ate peyote. And 

he traveled the world, looking for the powerful places. For a week he 

camped atop Mount Olympus, calling and praying for God’s to come 

home while he fasted. He visited Delphi, in Greece, for a trace of 

Apollo, and found nothing. He saw the Omphallos, the stone that’s 

supposed to be the very same one Zeus’s mother fed to his father, 

Kronus, in place of the baby god himself. He never admitted it to a 

single soul, but he caught a small hare nearby, and killed it on the 

rock, hoping the blood sacrifice would draw the old god out. Nothing 

happened.  

  One day he was in Baghdad, where there are ancient legends of 

a magical race of Djinn, made of smokeless fire. This was between 

Bushes, mind you, when an American could still visit Baghdad as 

long as they were careful. He had hoped he would be able to find 

more information once he arrived, but his arrangements for a 

translator fell through, and he had no idea who he could contact. 

The palaces and holy places were off limits, for the most part, and he 

didn’t speak the language. At a loss of things to do, he ate some 

Peyote caps, because it is far easier to smuggle drugs OUT of 

America than into, and walked the streets, looking for anything at all 

and praying to long-forgotten gods. As the chemicals that used to 
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give medicine men their visions and let tribal people speak to their 

gods and ancestors soaked into his brain, he failed to notice the 

barricaded off street. He mistook the large machinery and utility 

vehicles that were there for the work crews as giant, ominous statues 

of warding. The gaping hole in the street that was taped off so the 

people’s government could get around to repairing the water and 

plumbing whenever they God damn well felt like it, that was a mystic 

cave, full of promise. In the static world, the only promise that the 

hole gave was the promise of structural collapse. The tunnels had 

been open for far too long, with vehicles and people pressing down, 

leaking water all eroding the ground and the supporting structures. 

So as Grant stood at the edge of the hole and peered in, the simple 

stone wall that supported the street, which was, in turn, supporting a 

supply truck, a lifting crane, a lot of pipe, and one too many Folklore 

Majors, started to collapse. As the wall crumbled, so did the 

cobblestone street, and Grant with it. The crane fell halfway into the 

hole, it’s long arm crashing through the wall of a nearby house, 

which had been vacated as those who lived there visited relatives 

until such a time as they could have running water or electricity in 

their own home again. It would be a long time until someone came to 

clean up the mess, and the single American tourist, with a head full 

of drugs, disappeared.”  
 

“Happens to all of us, sooner or later. Get fucked up, wander around, 
disappear forever into a sewer.” 

“This is the hidden secret behind alien abductions, child runaways, and the 
Bermuda Triangle” 

“Really big sewer in the middle of the ocean?” 
“You got it.” He went on: 

 
“On the way down, Grant hit his head on a rock. It would be 

closer to the truth to say many rocks hit his head. Either way he was 

unconscious. And aside from the fact that he was in a dark hole in a 

country that didn’t know he existed, unconscious while the effects of 

the drugs he spent his parents’ hard earned money to buy faded 

away, his luck was with him. He hadn’t landed among the stagnant 

water, filth, and sewage of the tunnel. He landed instead on the other 

side of that wall, in an ancient cavern that nobody else knew existed. 

So he had that going for him. When he woke up, he had no idea 

where he was. He couldn’t recognize the shape of what it was that 

was blocking most of the hole to the room he was in, letting in only a 
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small amount of light. But as his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he 

realized he was in an ancient chamber of some kind. Aside from the 

building stones strewn about from the entrance he had just helped 

make, there was a heap of rubble on the other side of the room, 

along with dirt and dust, and something pointy. He took a few steps 

closer to examine the pointy thing, and tripped on something 

crunchy. A second examination revealed the room to be full of 

skeletons. ‘Was it some kind of tomb?’ he thought. Looking carefully, 

under the dust, there were ten bodies lying around, including one 

strewn over the rubble, whose ribcage was the pointy thing he had 

been wondering about. In the center of the room was a raised stone 

dais. He examined the closest body. There were dark tatters of a 

heavy cloth that fell apart when he touched it. Lying under the 

skeleton was a large metal sword, the blade having rusted severely, 

and whatever had made up the grip was deteriorated. A thick coating 

of dust wiped off the hilt to reveal the sickly green of aged copper 

and tarnished silver detail, with a jewel inset at either end. Another 

body in the corner had a sword exactly like it, half-hanging out of 

the ribcage. Most of the bodies were lying around the center of the 

room. They had no tatters on them, but seemed to be lying on what 

looked like it had once been several different fabrics. It turns out that 

he had, in fact, fallen into some kind of ancient chamber designed for 

the protection of a wealthy man’s greatest treasures. Guarded by 

four armed and well-trained men, the place had once been full of 

tapestries and pillows, on which rested six of his most beautiful 

women. They would have been the most valued thing the man had 

owned in all the world, if not for what had been on the dais, and was 

now resting under one of the skeletons, catching Grant’s eye. He 

picked it up, and dust fell off under his touch. The metal was not 

tarnished, but shone like the morning light. It was warm to the touch, 

and as he held it in his hands, he swore he could hear it humming. 

After all the prayer and searching, Grant had just found a magic 

lamp.” 

 
Before he could get out another sentence, there was dead silence on the 

other end of the phone. He hung up and dialed her again. 
“Sorry, sorry. Disconnected.”  
“Better now?” 
“Yeah. Keep telling me your story?” her tone belied her guilt over making 

him stop when she had been enjoying it. 
“What was the last part you heard?” 
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“Grant found a magic lamp.” 
“Right. Okay, so Grant can hardly believe it. I mean, It can’t be re—” Her 

phone was disconnected again. His phone rang seconds later.  
“Listen, I’m sorry, my battery is dead. But they’re getting busy here 

anyway, so I’m going to go ahead and start early. I’ll charge my phone in the 
back while I work, and call you after, okay?” 

“Of course.” He heard her smile.  
“And Kurt…thanks for the story. I really love it so far and I…don’t know. 

Wish you were here. I really miss you a lot today.” 
“Me, too.” 
“You’ll tell me more later?” 
“I’d love to.” Catania was in the middle of saying goodbye when the phone 

cut out again. Kurt went back to work.  
 
Hours later, he was still there. The Wyrms had gone home. His coworkers 

went home. Nobody was there but Kurt, working in a dim office, entering the 
recently-sorted data from the elder Wyrm into a spreadsheet so he could start all 
over keeping the information organized. He hadn’t even realized that his cd had 
ended and he was sitting in silence until his phone rang.  

“Girl, you just made me jump out of my damn chair.” She laughed 
playfully. 

“A little strung tonight?” 
“A little delusional from exhaustion. Plus it’s a tomb in here.” 
“You’re at work?!”  
“Told you. Shit to do.” 
“Well, you can stop doing shit now and talk to me.”  
“Cool. Done for the evening?” 
“Yeah. Hanging out on the steps waiting for everyone else to close up.” 
“Going out?” 
“Just going next door for a few drinks.” 
“Good deal.” 
“Not really. But since all I REALLY want to do is take you home and 

listen to you tell me a story in between screwing my brains out until my voice is 
hoarse, and you’re not here, I agreed to go with them anyway.” 

“I’m sorry. You want me to quit and come down there? I can be there by 
noon tomorrow, you know.” 

“I do. You shouldn’t, but I do. I miss you. And I’m kinda…worked up.” 
“If you can wait a little while, we can work something out. It’s harder to 

get people to call you back when you’re applying for jobs that are a thousand 
miles away.” She laughed excitedly.  

“You applied for jobs?” 
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“Well, I can’t see you from here. And much as I like hearing your voice 
when I wake up and fall asleep, I’d rather hear it without answering a phone first. 
I told you I want to be with you, right?” 

“Yep. Which is good, because it means we’re on the same page. But you 
know what we can do right now?” 

“What.” 
“You can keep telling me a story.” 
“You don’t want that.” 
“The hell I don’t! I’m sitting outside on concrete steps so I can hear it, and 

they wouldn’t let me take a beer out here. I’m here sans beer, Kurtis. Sans beer. 
Because I want to hear you talking, and I want to know what happens.” 

“Then I suppose I could keep going.” He could hear her doing a seated 
victory shuffle. 

“You’re so good to me. Grant just found a magic lamp in the hidden 
harem.” 

 
 

“He thought he had to be high, still. This was like the time in 

Mexico when he was trying to have a spirit dream, waking up next to 

a beautiful woman who smiled at him and beckoned him to make 

love to her. In the end, it turned out to just be his backpack, which he 

had to spend a good deal of time cleaning afterwards. But the 

lantern was vibrating in his hands, and he could hear the damn thing 

singing in his head. He held it tight, and commanded the Djinn to 

come out. There was an explosion of fire and heat, and Grant 

dropped the lantern, hitting the ground and trying to remember what 

to do in case of a grenade attack. When he heard the derisive 

laughter of a woman, whose voice was like a birdsong and an 

earthquake all at once, he lifted his arm away from his eyes.  

The chamber was full of light. In front of him, hovering in the 

air, was a woman whose skin was glowing the color of a match right 

after you strike it, a golden yellow that hurt the eyes to look at. Her 

hair was a dark red, and danced like fire, streaks of gold lighting up 

like flares. Her eyes burned like black fire, light and dark at once, 

and her face was at once the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. 

She was also completely naked, and had a body that knew exactly 

where to curve. She could have been the ugly showoff sister of a 

certain girl I know in Arizona.” 
 

“Are you picturing me naked and on fire?” 
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“Glowing, not on fire. With dancing hair. And hell yes, I am. Only Grant 
doesn’t get you. He gets your inferior Genie sister. You’re way too sexy for 
Grant.” Kurt could almost hear her blush. 

“I like the way you lie. Story on!” 
 

“He would have pissed himself if his entire body wasn’t frozen in 

fear. ‘What kind of coward is it who has summoned me?’ her voice, 

beautiful and terrible, shook Grant free. ‘Grant. My name is Grant.’ 

As he said it, Grant wished he could have thought of something more 

to say. The Djinn woman sneered, unimpressed. When she grew tired 

of him staring at her, this gorgeous creature of fire and magic 

demanded he make a wish. He didn’t even need to think about his 

first wish; he’d been wishing it all his life. The thought that it might 

come true made him bold. He stood up, and stepped closer, looking 

the woman in her eyes, and then her breasts briefly, and then her 

eyes again. ‘I want the world I live in to be full of the gods and myths 

and legends of the old world; for them to be real, and for me to be 

able to find them.’ This time he was proud of what he said, and 

waited expectantly. The corner of her lip rose. ‘It is done. What 

else?’ she demanded. ‘I want to be powerful. To be immortal, to be 

tough enough that someone else can’t kill me, to be a magician so 

strong and knowledgeable that I can will things to happen, with no 

need for spells or potions or limitations.’ The Djinn’s half-smile 

disappeared. ‘Done. And lastly?’ He sat in silence, trying to decide if 

he felt powerful. He wanted new clothes, since his were dirty, and 

with a wave of his hand, he had, in fact, changed. Grant smiled.  

Traditionally, the third wish is always used to put the Djinn back 

in its prison, so that its powers could be used by someone else, 

another time. But Grant had been a fan of hero stories all his life, 

and had watched Disney’s version of Aladdin more than was 

healthy.” 
 

“That one was good.” 
“You just like to hearing Robin Williams make jokes about spanking his 

monkey.” 
“I’ll spank YOUR monkey if you keep talking like that. He’s way too furry 

for me.” 
“If you were in the same room as me, you’d have already done that tonight 

at least once.” Catania laughed, and Kurt went on: 
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“He had almost all he ever wanted. But in the stories, Djinn 

were often spiteful things, prone to violence and not to be trusted. He 

regarded the woman who had been glaring at him since he 

summoned her, and was struck again by her beauty. ‘Do you want to 

be free?’ ‘Would you like to be a slave?’ was her response. He shook 

his head, and tried to look unafraid. ‘If I were to wish you to go free, 

would you make a deal with me?’ ‘Why would I do that? If you want 

me to do something, you have but to command it.’ ‘And if I do that, 

you will do my bidding, but still be a slave. I’m offering to let you go, 

in exchange for two favors.’ She observed his face suspiciously 

before answering, ‘What are they?’ ‘First, I want your word you will 

let me leave without trying to kill or harm me, directly or indirectly, 

or chase me down.’ ‘You have it. Your second promise?’ Grants 

courage waned a little. ‘I want you to sleep with me.’ The Djinn 

woman looked astonished and appalled. ‘You want what?’ ‘You are 

incredibly beautiful. I want you to make love to me before you go.’ 

There was rage in her voice. ‘My kind does not bed yours.’ ‘Your 

kind can live for all eternity in a small lantern then.’ She glared at 

him with eyes that burned with anger, and then smiled a sickly sweet 

smile. ‘Fine. Agreed.’ ‘Then on your word, I wish you free.’  

The Djinn hit Grant in the chest, pushing him back and setting 

his clothing on fire. He willed a bed of pillows to break his fall, and 

the clothes vanished in fire without his skin being burnt at all. Naked 

from the fire, the Djinn woman approached and mounted him. Her 

skin was liquid fire, so bright that it hurt to look, but too beautiful to 

look away, too hot to touch, but too soft and sensual to dream of 

stopping. There was no noise in the chamber, except Grant’s 

breathing, because Sex among the Djinn involved a mingling of fire 

and magic, not just of bodies. Whenever his hands grabbed her 

burning flesh, whenever he groaned or spoke to her, her glare 

worsened, and she slammed her body down on his more forcefully, 

as though trying to strike his body with her pelvis for the very insult 

of the act and everything that went with it. It didn’t last long before it 

was over. Without saying anything, she stood, and stepped away 

from him and into the air, her eyes projecting her disgust and hatred. 

The light of her skin became a burning fire, burning brighter and 

hotter, like she was trying to burn the filth of his touch from her 

body, and then flickered out, leaving no trace that anyone had ever 

been there, aside from a shattered metal lantern. Grant summoned 

clothes for himself, and then made appear a door that led elsewhere 

in the city.” 
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“That was sexy. I mean, really. I know she wasn’t liking it, but the part 

with the slamming pelvis and the grabbing flesh? I felt that.” She WAS breathing 
a little deeper than normal. 

“Are you too wound up for me to finish my story.” 
“No. But warn me if there’s more of that because now I just might have to 

run home before I go to the bar tonight and take care of business. If you know 
what I mean.”  

“God, you’re wound. You would be so fun tonight.” 
“I’m warning you, seriously, if you elaborate on that, I’m going to have to 

go.” She was breathing even deeper. Kurt bit his lip, torn between wanting to 
respect her wishes, and picturing her worked into a frenzy. But he was at work, 
and she was in Arizona, so what would it accomplish? 

  
“Baghdad was brighter than it had been. The streets bustled 

with people, merchants, animals. There were no cars, no motorized 

vehicles, and no military presence. All the walls that had been 

pocked with gunfire were repaired, and there wasn’t even a trace of 

any graffiti or propaganda posters. In the center of town, a palace 

rose high into the air, shining brightly. He witnessed what he thought 

was a carpet flying from one tall tower to another. Well, he figured 

When in Baghdad, so he approached a carpet vendor, and pointed at 

a small rug, with beautiful detail in greens and blues. He showed the 

man at he stall an open hand, and then made a fist, holding it over 

the vendor’s own hand, and when he opened it a handful of gold 

coins showered down. He took his rug and unfurled it, only it never 

quite landed on the ground. He climbed aboard, and astonished the 

crowd around him by flying far away.  

He couldn’t believe his luck. He had never been happier. For 

days he flew around. He went to England, and impressed the citizens 

of Camelot with magic and wealth, until Arthur himself invited him 

to dine at the fabled table with his knights. He flew to London, and 

saw the famous Tower haunted by the ghost of a dead celtic god of 

ravens, and the Temple of Diana, which was full of a warm, motherly 

presence. His carpet took him to Italy, where he made a grand 

sacrifice at a shrine of Dionysus, gaining the favor of both the God, 

and the priestesses of his temple, who joined him in drinking late into 

the night, and then joined him into a bed he pulled from 

nothingness.” 
 

“Didn’t I warn you?” 
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“I wasn’t going to go into any detail.” 
“Sure.” 
“Serious. Believe me, Pretty. If there are two things in the world you 

should know, they are this: One, I am absolutely crazy about you, and wanna 
hang around you just about as much as possible. And two, there is nothing, at all, 
that I want in the entire world more than to be there with you tonight. When I 
heard you breathing earlier, I wanted you, I want you now. And I do mean that. I 
if had the choice of a million dollars and being down there with you right now, 
I’d be poor and with you. I would keep you up all night long, and make you very 
late for work the next day.” 

“Mmmm…okay, gorgeous. My friends just got off work, so I gotta go, but 
you and me are going to work something out, because I really need you here. 
Okay?” 

“Perfect.” 
“I’ll call you if it’s not too late when I get home. Pretend I just kissed you 

goodbye. Really good.” She hung up. Kurt sat, staring at his desk, thinking about 
her. He decided it was truly time to go home. He packed up his laptop and all the 
files for the project, and went home.  

 
According to the clock on the VCR, it was two in the morning, and Kurt 

was still hard at work with the data logging. He had nearly finished inputting the 
paper information. Next he was going to have to copy over all the data, correct 
and incorrect, from the younger Wyrm’s list, and then compare the combined list 
to the master he had of all the sales, to see if anything was missing, as well as 
check the bad data from the lesser of his bosses. His eyes burned from staring at 
the computer screen. He was questioning himself on whether he should take 
down another energy drink and finish the paper, or call it a night. He’d opted for 
energy drink when the phone rang. 

“Hey, you.” 
“What are you still doing up?” 
“Been trying to get away and get home for a while now. I wanted to talk to 

you.” 
“Held you captive at the bar, eh?” 
“They kept saying ‘just one more, and then go.’ Which means I got a lot of 

free drinks.” 
“Someone special trying to get you drunk?” 
“Nothing special about them. You’re special though.” She had been 

drinking beer, so she wasn’t drunk enough to be lost, just enough to sound really 
cute when she spoke. 

“Am I?” 
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“Yeah. I’ve been thinking about you the entire time I’ve been drinking. I 
almost told them no when we were talking after work.” 

“You couldn’t do that. Free drinks.” 
“Right? I didn’t know about free drinks then, though. It’s just that I told 

them I would already. Still wish I could have been talking to you.” 
“Would have been nice.” 
“So what are you doing?” 
“Would you believe that I’m working?” 
“Kurtis, you are not still in that fucking office!” 
“No, I brought the work home.” 
“That’s wrong. I don’t want you talking to me while you do that shit. Put it 

away.” 
“I put it away the second I knew it was you. I have priorities.” 
“Am I a priority?” 
“You are.” 
“How much?” 
“Top priority and rising.” 
“How high do you think I’ll go?” 
“Hard to say. It depends a lot on how you feel, and what happens and stuff. 

But I can tell you honestly I can see you getting right up there with breathing, 
and eating.” 

“Can I be put together with eating? I mean, can I be eaten? By you?” 
“You’ve been thinking dirty thoughts for the past five hours, haven’t you.” 
“Yes. I told you. I’m horny right now.” 
“I know. Just like YOU know I wish I could do something about it. Which 

has been what I’ve been thinking about for five hours.” 
“Have you thought about my story?” 
“Your story?” 
“Mm-hmm. With Grant and the Genie girl.” 
“A little, but it’s really mostly just as-you-go, this game.” 
“It’s a game?” 
“It is. To see how you inspire me, and how much I can entertain you.” 
“How do you win?” 
“I say something that you like so much you want to move here 

immediately and be with me for a very long time.” 
“Okay. I inspire you?” 
“You seem to. Unless it’s not a good story.” 
“So everything you write will be happy now?” 
“No. Even if it ends badly for the characters, a story can still be beautiful. 

That’s what you make.” 
“Okay. Tell me the story.” 
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“You’re so cute. Okay.”  
 

“In the morning, Grant turned his attention to talking the more 

beautiful among temple courtesans to come with him, weaving his 

small rug into a conveyance big enough for more people, and some 

frolicking.” 

 
The phone connection was lost. His phone rang again. 
“I swear, I didn’t hang up on you. I really want to hear the story.” 
“Sure...” 
“No, sometimes my phone doesn’t work. It’s a piece of shit, but it was 

free.”  
“That’s okay. We can deal.” 
“So, you’ll keep telling? I didn’t really get any of that.” 
“Okay.” He started to retell what he had just said, but the connection ended 

again. Catania called back instantly.  
“I’m sorry.” She really was, as though she thought he would be mad about 

her phone. 
“Not your fault. Maybe the gods of technology don’t want me telling this 

story tonight.” 
“Why?” 
“Well, because there are a lot of gods in the story, and not them.” 
“But I want to hear it.” 
“You just might have to wait until we’re together next.” 
“When will that be?” 
“When do you want it to be?” 
“Soon.” 
“Then it will be.” 
“Don’t tease.” 
“Firstly, you like being teased, and secondly, I’m not.” 
“Good.” 
“In the meantime, it’s your turn.” 
“To tease?”  
“To tell a story.” 
“I’m not good at that.” 
“You are. You’re a really smart and creative girl. I read your journal, 

remember? You just think you’re not.” 
“But…I…” 
“Now isn’t the time to argue.” 
“…what kind of story do you want?” 
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“Whatever kind you want to tell.” There was a pregnant pause in there. 
Kurt heard Catania take a deep breath.” 

“So, it’s a story about a girl.” 
“Cool.” 
“And the girl was touching herself.” Kurt’s brain jumped, as though hitting 

a speed bump going way too fast. 
“Really…” 
“Mm-hmm.” Her response came as an exhale through her nose. Her story 

was definitely based on current events. He turned off the lights, and sat on his 
bed. 

“Go on.” 
“I’m not good with stories like you.” 
“Describe the girl.” Breath escaped through smiling lips.  
“She’s laying on her back, on her bed, on the floor, wearing her 

underwear.” 
“What happened to her clothes?” 
“Took them off cause they smelled like a bar.” 
“And what’s she thinking about?” 
“This guy. She really likes him, but he’s too far away to touch right now.” 
“That sucks.” 
“Yeah. It sucks most of the time, but especially now, because he’s really 

hot, and she loved the way he touches her, the way he does…stuff.” 
“How does he touch her? What stuff?” 
“He…mmm. Kurt, honey, you gotta help me now. Say things.” Kurt 

smiled. He could hear her voice tensing.  
And Kurt said a great many things, and got Catania to say more. It was a 

new experience for Kurt, phone sex. He always thought it sounded weird. He 
associated it with those 900 lines they advertise late at night. But talking to 
Catania, to someone he knew intimately, someone he cared about and could 
picture, knowing that every breath and noise he heard on her end of the phone 
was real. There was something to it. He felt better when they were done. That 
dull ache he had been feeling for her subsided, just a little. She was sighing 
happily on her end of the phone. He could picture her glistening with sweat. He 
didn’t know if she was even awake still. 

“Hey.”  
“Mm?” Not too very awake. 
“Was that what you mean when you said we had to figure this thing out?” 
“Mmno. But we do that tomorrow. Sexy boy make me feel good. Ima sleep 

now.” 
“Okay. Goodnight. Sweet dreams. And Cat?” 
“Mm?” 
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“You’re incredible.” 
“You’re incredible. I’m lucky. Goodnight.” He made sure she actually 

hung up her phone, and then went to bed.  
 
Catania slept late the next day, having gone to sleep before she could turn 

her alarm on, and didn’t have time for more than a quick good morning before 
she rushed off to school. It wasn’t until the afternoon, when she was done with 
her classes, that they had the time to talk about their plans. Kurt had been 
thinking about it all day in the office as he sorted and made sense of the 
incompetence offered him by his superiors at the office. Catania, having just 
explained her way through a scolding for being late, had been daydreaming about 
it all day herself. So it was clear to both of them that they wanted to see each 
other, the sooner the better. Kurt was willing to buy tickets that day to fly down 
and see her. Catania was thinking she would like to go up and see what Seattle 
was like. The thought of seeing Kurt again in two weeks made her smile and 
made her heart beat a little faster, but she knew she couldn’t afford it. He offered 
to pay the ticket price, but she refused. She didn’t accept that kind of thing. She 
paid her own way. Always. She was going to need to see if she could get extra 
shifts, and get some time off. But she would think about it, and work something 
out. By the time she called him again after work, walking home, it’s safe to say 
she had thought about little else. Which was a bit of a problem, because she got 
some boiling hot chunk of something gross on her face while cleaning the 
kitchen out after work, not watching what she was doing. But when she was 
done, before she was even out the door, she was calling Kurt. 

“Hey gorgeous. What are you doing, and you BETTER not say working?” 
“Sitting around with no pants, drawring pictures.”  
“Hmm. And where are your pants?” 
“Somewhere else. I draw better without them.” 
“How does that work?” 
“Dunno. A good stiff breeze up a guy’s shorts lights the fires of creativity, 

I suppose. How was work?” 
“I hurt myself.” 
“How?” 
“Burning goo to the face?” 
“You okay? We going to need to get you one of those Phantom of the 

Opera masks?” 
“I’m fine. And I can’t play the organ anyway. I’d have to be the Phantom 

of the Circus, so I could play a Kazoo or something.” 
“With a rainbow mask, and matching wig. Festive!” 
“So, there’s good news and bad news on my coming up there.” 
“Okay, give it up.” 
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“I don’t think it’d be a problem to get the time off. But it’s going to be a 
problem getting the money. I mean, I asked for extra shifts, but we have plenty of 
people, and nobody else is going on vacation or anything, so, I don’t think there’s 
anything they can do.” She was trying to sound less disappointed than she was. 
When she did the math in her head, over and over, she started getting so 
frustrated she wanted to hit someone, or cry, or both. 

“Sucks. Say, wouldn’t it be cool if there was someone somewhere, let’s 
just say Seattle for instance, who was so into you that he actually wanted, really 
wanted, to pay for you to get plane tickets and come up here? Wouldn’t that be a 
gas?” 

“Kurtis…I…” 
“You?” 
“I swear to God, I am going to pay you back for them.” They smiled in 

unison, on opposite sides of the country.  
“I’ll order ‘em up tomorrow. You find out for me when exactly you’re 

coming up, yeah?” 
“I, uh, already know. I told them already. I was going to try and work up 

the courage to ask Erika if I could borrow the money…” Kurt started chuckling. 
“What’s funny?” 

“Nothing. It’s just cute. Very cool. You really want to see me.” 
“You may not have noticed, but I like you. Just a little.” 
“Hadn’t noticed.”  
 
Like any two people who are that driven towards each other, the longing 

got worse the more time they were apart. While they both did alright for the first 
few weeks, the desire for one another’s touch hit them harder and harder, in less 
and less time. Knowing they would be seeing each other soon only made it 
worse. As much as she wanted to feel his lips exploring her naked body, Catania 
wanted more than anything for him to kiss her again. And while he wanted just as 
badly for her to be in his bed, sweaty and panting, what he wanted the most was 
just to lie next to her and hold her, listening to her sleep. But the need would hit 
again, and he wouldn’t be able to concentrate for all the thoughts in his head 
about Catania. And the hormones and the need and the passion would only get 
worse for the both of them in the coming weeks. 

With eleven days left before she would be visiting him, Catania woke up 
early to take Jack Daniels out, and called Kurt. Kurt was in bed, sleeping the 
sleep of the horny dead. In his mind, Catania was laying next to him, naked, 
running her hands across his body, focusing on the first parts of him to wake up 
in the morning, lust in her eyes. He barely recognized the phone ring. 

“Good morning, gorgeous. You awake?” Her lips didn’t match what she 
was saying, but he was glad she was there.  
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“I will be if you keep that up.” She bit her lip and gave him a sly little 
wink. 

“Keep what up? You okay?” She must be playing with him. 
“I’m great. And you’re amazing.” 
“You’re sweet but your mumbling. Are you sure you’re awake?” 
“I…Pretty?” 
“Yes?” She was on the phone, which he was holding in his…free hand? 
“I thought you were here. I was dreaming about you being here, and then 

you were talking, and you were, uh…touching me.” 
“Touching you, huh?” 
“Yeah. And it was nice.” 
“So is someone else there touching you? Should I be jealous?” 
“No. I think now it’s probably me, but I’m in denial. I still say it’s you.” 
“Good. If I were there, I would be.” 
“This is early even for you. Couldn’t sleep?” 
“Jack couldn’t. You’re still mumbling.” 
“Sleepy.” 
“Yeah? I’m sorry.” 
“Don’t ever be.” 
“I’ll let you go so you can sleep, but you have to promise to call me.” 
“I promise. You going to the computer lab today?” 
“Should I?” 
“Mm-Hmm.” 
“Then I will. Until then…” 
“Cat?” 
“Yeah?” 
“You make me so happy. Meeting you is the coolest thing that ever 

happened to me.” There was something about the way he said it, so sincere and 
honest in his half-asleep state, that made something well up in Catania. Her 
words caught in her throat.  

“I feel the same way. About you.” 
“Cool. You know what else?” 
“What else?” 
“You’re still touchin’ me…” 
“Good. Don’t let me stop. Go back to sleep now, beautiful boy.” 
“Talk soon, Pretty.” He barely got his phone closed before he drifted back 

to sleep, his dream still there, completely uncertain what was real and what 
wasn’t. He was late getting to work, and Catania was already in class by the time 
he got there. So instead, he wrote her a short story, put it in an e-mail, and sent it 
out to her. Then he got back to work.  
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It was nearly lunchtime when Catania finally made it to the computer lab. 
She kept getting caught up. She always loved reading things Kurt wrote, his 
stories or a web log. Even more when he sent her letters. She hoped he 
remembered he told her to check her mail. Even though she expected it, she was 
still happy to see something there with his name on it. The e-mail itself was 
short; it just said good morning, thanked her for calling him, and told her that 
what she was about to be read was the morning as he saw it, surrounding their 
conversation, but there was a file attached. She opened it, and read: 

 
To Wake With You There 

 

I woke with hands on me, and the image of your face smiling in 

my head, your words beckoning me to wake, the day threatens to 

take me, and turn your hands into mine. I think I do wake, but then I 

close my eyes and suddenly it’s your hand again, and you’re there 

with me. In my imagination, I can smell your hair, smell the faint 

trace of your breath every time you exhale.  

 

The hand moves slowly and gently. It’s your left hand, the one 

closest to me as you lie there. Your eyes are half closed, and I can’t 

even tell if you’re awake; your breathing is so even. It’s a full minute 

before your eyes flutter, and you look from your own hands to my 

eyes, smiling with just the corner of your mouth.  

 

You change hands, and roll into me slightly, hooking your right 

leg between mine. I can feel your breath against my shoulder. You 

still look so close to sleeping, barely holding onto consciousness. 

You sigh, and start shifting the weight of your legs, so slightly at first 

I barely notice, and build momentum, grinding against my leg 

slowly, rhythmically, by nature and instinct more than choice, almost 

completely unaware that you’re even doing it. Little hairs tickle my 

legs, warm and damp. The warm air from your lungs cascading 

against my shoulders comes in deeper, hotter, a little faster.  

 

You let go of me, sliding your slender fingers to my side, and dig 

in with your nails. Your left hand creeps up again, tickling, teasing, 

playing with me a little. The nails pull me closer, and I roll with them 

until I am on my side, facing you. My leg is no longer there to press 

against, but your hips continue their motion anyway, completely 

unaware of the change. With my fingers against your cheek, I guide 

your face up from the pillow just enough to kiss. Down your neck 
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and shoulders, I slide my hand. Across your beautiful breasts, with 

perfectly shaped nipples, and down your side to your thighs, still 

moving of their own accord. With my hand inside your thigh, I lift 

your leg, exposing the soft parts of you. I am close enough to feel the 

warmth of you; to feel the steam and anticipation. I shift myself 

nearer to you, and slowly slide inside; so hot, so intense, so 

wonderful. Your eyes flicker, and look up at me again, the haze of 

sleep being replaced by something brighter. Something that makes it 

hard to breathe, makes me dizzy in the head.  

 

I’m kissing your neck, shoulders, your soft, gorgeous lips, my 

hands sliding across your body, a combination of gentle palm and 

clawing fingers, bringing you closer to me every time you throw your 

head back, arching your back, letting loose a noise from somewhere 

deep in your chest. Your teeth sink into my arm, muffling your voice 

briefly, until you release and kiss, gently as an angel, the same 

places still bearing your dental imprint. Like a force of nature, I can 

barely keep track of what’s happening; there’s just soft flesh and 

sharp nails, soothing kisses and savage biting. I can’t tell anymore if 

we’re moving faster or if time is moving slower. The wall shakes as 

you pound the flats of your hands against them, my ears send 

lighting tingling all over my body at the sounds coming from your 

throat. Your hands grip my back and pull me in, clutching me to you 

so tightly I cannot fill my lungs, and kissing me, breathless. I don’t 

need oxygen anymore, with the air from your lungs, and I don’t need 

sunlight with the light from your eyes. For those moments, there is 

no time, and you are the entire world.  

 

Finally, you let me go. My back tingles from where your fingers 

had been, where there will be bruises later that I will cherish more 

than old memories. I catch my breath, playing with your hair, which 

has fallen in front of those eyes, getting caught on the lips I see even 

in my dreams. You whisper something to me, and I don’t know what 

you said, but it doesn’t matter. I kiss you slowly and hold you close.  

 

The hand disappears from my body. I open my eyes. I am lying 

alone, a pillow in my arm that was wrapped around your shoulders 

just seconds ago. You are two thousand miles away, and have never 

seen my bed. I shake a little, and take deep breaths, reluctant to 

move so much as a finger, afraid I’ll lose the memory, the smell of 

you I still could swear I had on me. But reality creeps in, and 
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eventually I have to give in, and get up. But the memory will linger, 

at least a little, until I get to hear your voice again, until I get to hold 

you in my arms.   

 
The phone at Kurt’s desk rang, and he answered.  
“You sent me a letter.” Catania’s voice was breathy and low, dripping with 

passion and sex and promise. 
“You read it?” 
“Oh my Gawd! A room full of people are probably wondering why I was 

suddenly flushed and breathing hard and running out of there clutching onto the 
pages I just printed.” 

“Does that mean you liked it?” 
“Christ, Kurtis, my heart is pounding so hard that my hands are shaking, 

and I would pay anything in the world to bring you here just so I could fuck you 
until your eyes roll back in your head.” 

“So…yes?” 
“This really happened this morning?” 
“Yes. You made my morning good.” 
“That is so hot. You made my morning good, too. Course, I’m going to be 

late to work, but right now I don’t even care.” 
“Why will you be late?” 
“Because Erika is on her way here now to rush me home so I can enjoy 

your letter more privately.” 
“You didn’t pull her out of class for that?” 
“No. I called her as soon as I was out of the lab and told her I needed to go 

home NOW. She probably thinks something’s wrong. But she’s here now.” 
“Okay. Let me know how the private reading goes.” 
“Kurtis, this is…God…this is so cool. Oh my Gawd! Thank you.” 
“Anytime. Really.” 
“Okay. I need to go now. I’ll be thinking about you. Really hard.” 
Right before she hung up, Kurt could hear Erika asking if something was 

wrong, because Cat was flushed and sweating. He let his mind linger for a 
moment on what she was driving out to do, and then went back to work, his day a 
little more complete. 

 
When they were T-minus 8 days until Catania’s visit, Kurt got another late-

night call from her. She got home and read his morning story again, and she 
wanted him to talk dirty to her again. They had another long-distance sharing, 
and when they were done, Kurt tried to kiss her through the phone. She swore 
she could almost feel it, her voice light and tired and happy. They wished each 
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other goodnight, and Catania was asleep before the sweat could dry and her 
breathing slow down. They both had dreams heavy with lust. 

Three days later, Catania sent him a text message in the morning from a 
guest-lecture she had to attend for class.  

 
Dreaming bout U again. Woke up hot 4 U, wished you were 
there. 
 
Less than a week now. Not like there’s only 

one reason I want to see you but every cell in 

my body is turned on. 

 
Me 2. Think about U way 2 much. Have to make more time 2 
deal w/ it 
 
Am I taking too much of your time up with 

dirty thinking? 

 
Dunno. Do U think 4 times a day is 2 much? 
 
No, but you just made my day. You get hot 

thinking about me that often? 

 
Way more. Only do something about it that often. Y? Don’t U? 
 
Think about you and get strung? Constantly. Do 

anything about it? Not in days. 

 
Y not? Something wrong? Losing interest? :( 
 
NEVER. Don’t think it. You’re AMAZING. I’m 

just holding off the release. 

 
U R CRAZY!! 
 
You made me that way. 

 
I not tell you 2 stop. 
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I decided a few days ago that I was going to 

hold it in until the next time we had a…shared 

touching.  

 
U like that? 
 
With you.  

 
Cool. I like what U say. Ur words R incredibly edible. 
 
You should try it, you know. 

 
Ur words? 
 
Letting it build.  

 
U just want 2 hear 
 
Damn skippy. 

 
I try 
 
No pleasuring yourself without me on the line? 

 
Yes. U still think of me? 
 
Always. 

 
How? 
 
Shouldn’t you be learning. 

 
Bored. How? 
 
Aside from playing chess and talking with me 

about music and words? 

 
Yes.  
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I get a mood, I can think of is your touch, 

your taste, your scent… can hardly believe how 

sexy you are, how much I want you. 

 

The way your lips part and you breathe so 

sharply when I pull your hair… 

 

Standing behind you, my face buried in your 

hair, hand on your stomach, so I can feel you 

start to breathe a little faster 

 

The tips of my fingers slide beneath the top 

of your panties, just barely, and you push 

yourself back against me 

 

You can feel the hair on my chin brushing 

against your neck, my head tilting down, my 

lips on your shoulder, kissing you so gently 

 

My free hand slides up your thigh, your waist, 

your side, fingers on tingling skin. You raise 

your arms for me to lift your shirt off 

without noticing 

 

The air feels slightly cold against your warm 

skin. My fingers trace the lines of your bra, 

my lips kiss along the line of your jaw 

 

You turn, first your neck, your body follows, 

so you can kiss me easier, your arms wrap 

around me 

 

You kiss me hard, and then gently. Something 

glances against your shoulder, and you realize 

your bra just slid off, outside air making 

your breasts alert 

 

You fumble a little undoing my belt, and then 

leave it to remove my shirt. The hair on my 

chest tickles your sensitive nipples 
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There is a slight tug as I unbutton your 

pants. You can feel the warm air from my lungs 

against your cheek. I kneel as I pull your 

jeans off 

 

I look up at you, hands on the backs of your 

legs, kissing and nibbling from your legs, 

starting with your calves 

 

Your knees shake a little when I kiss the 

insides of your thighs, and I think you might 

fall down 

 

I push my face into your crotch, against the 

soft cotton of your panties, damp w/ passion, 

my hands on your ass, keeping you close, 

holding you up 

 

Hooking my fingers through the narrow strips 

of cloth, and pull off your panties. You can 

hear me catch my breath, feel my heart beating 

through my hands 

 

I tease you with my tongue, eyes closed, 

savoring the taste of you, slick and hot. You 

have to steady yourself, leaning on my head 

 

I dig my tongue in deep, and you shake. I kiss 

it gently, and you sigh. With tender lips, I 

work around your stomach, slowly standing 

 

I rub my cheek along your breast, then my 

lower lip, licking, scraping my teeth, sucking 

your nipples, so beautiful 

 

I turn my neck up to kiss you, but am stopped 

by your hands holding my pants. I push them 

off to get closer, to taste your lips 

 

Your fingers caress my cock, take hold, and 

you can feel my pulse pounding with wanting. 
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My leg slides between yours, until  your 

warmth and wetness 

 

Too impatient, too hungry for one another to 

go somewhere else, we sit, stumbling, on the 

floor, and you slowly lie back, still holding 

on to me 

 

You pull me closer to you, and I slide inside 

you slowly, your lips closed tight, a low 

noise coming from your throat. 

 

I push into you, my body into yours, into the 

heat and ecstasy of you. Every time I dive 

into you, you can feel my heart beat through 

your chest 

 

Like a dance, our bodies moving together, 

glimmering with sweat, lips chilled from heavy 

breathing, hands grasping and scratching 

 

My hand tucks underneath your knee, holding 

your leg up, so we can get closer, so I can 

get even deeper inside you 

 
Kurt tried to keep typing, but the message disappeared as his phone rang. 

He answered, but before he could say hello, he heard a sharp pant. He stopped 
working, and his eyes grew wide, as one pant followed another, with a gasp and a 
cry to God. Kurt sat still as a statue, half-wondering if anyone else could hear 
her, mostly not caring about anything but listening, as Catania’s breathing grew 
louder, her voice broken with gasps, cries, squeals of delight. He could 
practically see her throwing her head back as she climaxed. The noise hurt his 
eardrums in the very best ways, and he knew the phone wasn’t even right near 
her mouth. He could hear the quiver in her breathing as she tested her voice, 
trying to steady herself enough to speak.  

“Kurtis?” Her voice was still weak and shaky. 
“Uh-huh?” It was the most articulate thing he could say.  
“THAT is what you do to me. I just wanted you to know.” 
“Best use of words ever. Where are you?” 
“We had fifteen to stretch our legs. I’m in Erika’s car hiding under a 

blanket.” 
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“She’s a good friend.” 
“I was squirming in my seat a lot. I think she thinks I’m sick. But it was 

just tingling a lot.” 
“Really?” 
“Yes. I think if we wouldn’t have had a break, I would have just started 

going at it right there.” 
“Good lecture.” 
“Good messages. Not very good at holding it though.” 
“S’okay.” 
“I have to go back in now.” 
“I…am not going to get anything done today.” Catania laughed. There was 

a pause, and then she kissed her phone and hung up.  
 
By the time there were only three days left until their get-together, the heat 

was on. They would call each other frequently in the day, for no reason than to 
remind each other that there were only three days. Kurt had never been so 
excited. He wondered if she would be as happy to see him. He wondered if they 
wouldn’t have gotten so used to the phone that there would be weird moments 
when they were together again. He wondered about a lot of things. They’d grown 
to know each other so much more over the past weeks, with long conversations 
about their pasts, and their thoughts. It was like a race between their hearts and 
their libidos, and it would be a photo finish. Kurt’s plan to hold off on his 
releases just added to it, and Catania didn’t make it any easier on him. Since she 
knew his plan, she would sometimes call up, purring and talking sweet and dirty 
all at once, just to get him going. But that night, eleven days after they made their 
plans, three days until the finish line, and he’d made it so far. That night Catania 
called, having left the bar early just to go home to call him. They agreed 
beforehand that this was going to be the last time they got off before they were 
together in the flesh, and then they started whispering things to each other, 
talking, playing their distance game. Catania finished before Kurt, but kept 
going, getting more into it. Already, since the first time, she was more 
comfortable with her storytelling abilities when it came to sex (which actually 
improved her storytelling abilities when it didn’t, as well).  

The ‘Explosion’ theory had been accurate enough, taking so much out of 
him he was too lightheaded to speak. When his silence stretched out, he heard 
Cat whisper. 

“You survive that one, Gorgeous?” he couldn’t summon more than a 
whispered response. 

“Yeah.” 
“That was intense, huh?” 
“Good Lord.” 
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“I could hear it, when you were talking. I’ve never heard anyone want me 
that bad before. I couldn’t stop myself. It was just intense!” 

“Going out with a bang until we don’t need the phone?” 
“I’ll say. Who thought you could have seconds with phone sex?” 
“You never cease to amaze and astound, Pretty Kitty.” 
“Same.” 
Neither could speak properly for a while, but neither would hang up, either.  
 
They managed to keep to their agreement though. There was no undue 

touching, and the only stories they told each other were clean. A little short and 
disjointed, as nervousness and excitement toyed with their focus, but still fun. 
The nerves seemed to counter the excitement as far as their sense of time went. 
Even though each of them felt like children waiting for Christmas morning, the 
time passed quickly, and soon enough, the day had come.  
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Chapter Four 
 
 
 
 

Catania called early, excitement making her voice sing, waking up Kurt 
and reminding him what the day was. Erika was on her way to get her already, 
because she had to stop by the school and re-print the ticket confirmations that 
Kurt had sent her when he ordered them, and then it was off to the airport. She 
had a stopover in Salt Lake City, and then she’d be in his arms. He was barely 
awake, but he couldn’t stop smiling.  

“You’ll call from Salt Lake?” 
“I will. I can’t wait. I’m so excited I can’t think and I have to go now 

anyway, but I’ll see you soon, okay?” It was like someone wired a car battery to 
his chest, and something was going to burst or stop or set on fire. 

“See you soon, Pretty.” She tried to say something three times, and then 
just started laughing and hung up.  

Since he was getting the tickets so last minute, there weren’t as many 
options available as he may have hoped. She supposed to show up in the 
afternoon, which meant he would either have an extremely long day sitting at 
home looking at the clock every thirty seconds wondering why it wasn’t moving 
faster, and shower it with insults, or go to work for a few hours to keep himself 
busy. Since he was already awake, there wouldn’t be any going back to sleep, he 
got up, got ready, and went to work. And while he was driving into the office, 
thinking about the way Catania’s hair smelled, thinking about the look of 
happiness and thought while she played chess, the way she danced after her sixth 
or seventh JD of the night, she was riding to the school, fidgeting and rambling 
enough to test Erika’s patience, and thinking about the serene look on Kurt’s face 
when he’s really happy, the way he laughed at her jokes, the passionate 
concentration he gets when he reads something she’s written. And there was only 
a hiccup in her own excitement when she checked her mail to get what she 
needed for the airline, and saw something new from Kurt, that he had sent the 
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night before. The e-mail just said ‘Something to read on the plane,’ with a file 
attached. She opened it, and bit her lip, printing it to read when she wasn’t in a 
room full of people. She didn’t even hear Erika asking what it was, driving to the 
airport, reading to herself: 

 
This One Dream I Had Last Night: 

 

I was sitting on the edge of my bed in my room, daydreaming. When 

I looked up, everything started to melt and grow. The room became 

long; a wide living room. Even my chair had stretched into a sofa. 

The window was now a huge glass door, and I didn’t recognize the 

view, so went outside.  

 

Somehow, I was somewhere I had never been before. When I turned 

around there was a two story brown wood house, with huge windows 

on all sides. It stood at the top of a hill, looking down over a lake 

and woods beyond. I was turning around and wondering how in the 

name of holy fuck I got to this place, beautiful though it may be, 

when I noticed you standing a ways away from the house, looking 

out over the view from the top of the hill. You turned and looked at 

me and smiled, like you had been waiting for me. I was so shocked to 

see you just there suddenly I couldn’t move. I tried to take a step and 

my legs almost collapsed. You walked over to me, quickly but 

casually, and held me tight. I was afraid I was going to hurt you, I 

hugged you so hard. We kissed like people dying in the desert 

suddenly finding a cold well. Nothing in my entire life ever tasted or 

felt as good as your lips on mine; it had been too long since I had 

seen you.  

 

When we finally broke apart, smiling, breathing a little heavy, the 

light glimmering in your blue-grey eyes, you looked back at the 

house. Apparently it was mine, and you wanted a tour. You didn’t 

even finish asking before you kissed me again, and we stumbled and 

danced towards the door, hands all over each other. It was almost 

reflex; after having been apart for a long enough time, neither of us 

wanted so much as six inches between us now. Your nails were biting 

into my back underneath my shirt.  

 

Pushing and pulling each other through the door, we tripped on the 

threshold of the glass door, and my back slammed against the wall 

hard enough to tear the drywall. I didn’t even notice, all my attention 
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devoted to the way your neck felt so perfect soft against my mouth, 

the way your legs felt warm and shaking ever so slightly straddling 

mine, the pressure of your body as you leaned into me. You bit my 

lip, and pushed off my body, pulling me along with you. We crashed 

into a table, its contents scattering across the floor. There was the 

loud crack of one of the legs coming loose, somewhere in the 

background, like a gunshot several miles off. The sounds hitting my 

ear directly was your breathing, and a barely perceptible whine 

slipping past your lips, as though you were struggling against the 

laws of nature, because you could not kiss me long enough, with 

enough tenderness or passion.  

 

We finally stumbled over an ottoman and landed on the couch that 

used to be a chair. You were pulling on my shirt so hard I thought it 

would tear in two before I ever got my head through it. Yours came 

off much easier, sliding off, revealing the gorgeous curves of your 

body. With a good tug at the ankles, your pants slid off just as easily, 

your legs smooth and strong and amazing. You bent them until you 

could hook your feet against my belt, and pushed, trying to strip mw 

through force. I fumbled with my own belt, all my focus on kissing 

you, your neck, your shoulders. With a final kick, you got loose my 

pants, leaving me naked. I kicked them free of my leg, and slid off 

your panties, while you arched your back, taking off your own bra, 

unable to wait for me to get back up to you. I looked at you, unable 

to think, unable to breathe, knocked deaf and dumb by the staggering 

beauty of you, until you grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me down 

closer to you to kiss me, your other hand running a finger along my 

back, down my side, and down my leg. Kissing you still, your hand 

went back up to my stomach, and then down until you had a hold of 

me. Our mouths parted only so you could take in a sharp breath, and 

I slid inside you, so hot.  

 

We pressed together sweating and panting, my fingers tangled in 

your hair just as our bodies were tangled together. My head spun 

and my vision faded around the edges; there was nothing beyond 

you. The only sound in the universe was your gasping breath, 

whispering “oh my, oh my,” muffled only when you buried your head 

in my shoulder, and sunk your teeth into me.  

 

Your legs wrapped tight around me, shaking, and your stomach 

convulsed under me. I could see you struggle to breath, your eyes 
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sharp, like they could see everything in me, and everything beyond 

me, al at once. Your legs loosened, and your hand slid from my back 

to my ass, fingernails digging in again, pulled me deeper into you. 

My entire body shuddered with the sheer ecstasy of you, the comfort 

and passion and heat and overwhelming sensation. My arms shook 

until I had to drop my head to your neck, your hair filling my mouth 

when I gasped for hair, and finally let go.  

 

When I lifted my head again, you were looking at me, still and 

serene, the side of your mouth pulling back, causing your smile line 

that melts me completely. Your legs were still shaking against my 

side, your fingers across my face. I took your hands in my own, 

shaking just as much, and kissed you slowly and gently. We lay 

together, looking at the room, completely destroyed by our passion, 

and beyond it to the scenery and the water below, so beautiful. It was 

the perfect place to be, with you there, and I knew that it didn’t 

matter how I got there, or how you got there; but that we were there. 

It was the right place to be. It was happy, and for a little while, there 

was nothing we needed to worry about.  
 

She read it twice until Erika finally got her attention, demanding to know 
what she was reading that had her breathing heavy and turning red. She read the 
story aloud, stopping every once in a while to compose herself. Erika’s 
expression was stone, until she tried to change lanes and almost took out a 
pickup, and she had to let out a held-in breath. 

“Hey, Cat? I think that guy likes you.” Her cheeks colored a little, recalling 
some of the lines. 

“Yeah. Do you think I could talk the pilot into flying any faster?” 
“Maybe if you explain that you really need to get to Seattle fast so you can 

get laid. But I doubt he’d go for that.” 
“Selfish bastard.” 
She read the letter three more times waiting for the plane to take off, before 

putting it with the other one, which she had in her backpack, to be taken out 
several more times before she finally reached her destination.  

At the office, Kurt was doing five things at once, just so he could keep 
going. He was like an excited circus worker with a nervous condition and two 
pots of coffee in him, so much energy that it was all anyone could do to 
understand what he said when he spoke. He was in the middle of showing a new 
hire the kinds of things a processing clerk should be doing, when he got a 
message on his phone. 
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No time to call. Leaving Salt Lake now. Kiss U soon 
 

He stared at the message until the confused worker reminded him that he was 
in the middle of a sentence. He wrapped up the training, finished a few projects, 
and an hour later he was out the door and driving to the airport, so excited he 
thought he may actually have a heart attack. 

While Kurt was working on training someone, Catania was sitting on a plane, 
butterflies in her stomach. She couldn’t even be that mad about her luggage. She 
was irritated, sure, but on any other day she would have found someone to yell at 
and would be there still. Instead, she found herself pulling out her journal, and 
putting her tray table down as soon as the stewardess passed. She wrote: 

 
The plane is just taking off from Salt Lake now. We haven’t even The plane is just taking off from Salt Lake now. We haven’t even The plane is just taking off from Salt Lake now. We haven’t even The plane is just taking off from Salt Lake now. We haven’t even 

leveled out yet, and soon, I’ll be in Seattle. He actually bought the leveled out yet, and soon, I’ll be in Seattle. He actually bought the leveled out yet, and soon, I’ll be in Seattle. He actually bought the leveled out yet, and soon, I’ll be in Seattle. He actually bought the 
tickets. He wants to see tickets. He wants to see tickets. He wants to see tickets. He wants to see me me me me thatthatthatthat    muchmuchmuchmuch! This whole thing has been so ! This whole thing has been so ! This whole thing has been so ! This whole thing has been so 
amazing and awesome and terrifying and incredible, I don’t even know amazing and awesome and terrifying and incredible, I don’t even know amazing and awesome and terrifying and incredible, I don’t even know amazing and awesome and terrifying and incredible, I don’t even know 
what to think sometimes. I meant it when I said I didn’t want any kind what to think sometimes. I meant it when I said I didn’t want any kind what to think sometimes. I meant it when I said I didn’t want any kind what to think sometimes. I meant it when I said I didn’t want any kind 
of relationship, I just can’t trust them anymore. But this is different. of relationship, I just can’t trust them anymore. But this is different. of relationship, I just can’t trust them anymore. But this is different. of relationship, I just can’t trust them anymore. But this is different. He’s He’s He’s He’s 
different. I’ve been in a lot of relationships, and I once moved halfway different. I’ve been in a lot of relationships, and I once moved halfway different. I’ve been in a lot of relationships, and I once moved halfway different. I’ve been in a lot of relationships, and I once moved halfway 
across the country for a guy I barely knew but thought I loved, but across the country for a guy I barely knew but thought I loved, but across the country for a guy I barely knew but thought I loved, but across the country for a guy I barely knew but thought I loved, but 
nothing has ever nothing has ever nothing has ever nothing has ever feltfeltfeltfelt like this before. Kurt does expect things from me. He  like this before. Kurt does expect things from me. He  like this before. Kurt does expect things from me. He  like this before. Kurt does expect things from me. He 
just likes me. He thinks I’m amazijust likes me. He thinks I’m amazijust likes me. He thinks I’m amazijust likes me. He thinks I’m amazing, which makes him clearly crazy or ng, which makes him clearly crazy or ng, which makes him clearly crazy or ng, which makes him clearly crazy or 
something. But he makes me really happy. And even though I don’t know something. But he makes me really happy. And even though I don’t know something. But he makes me really happy. And even though I don’t know something. But he makes me really happy. And even though I don’t know 
what’s going on with this whole thing, I do know I can’t wait to see him what’s going on with this whole thing, I do know I can’t wait to see him what’s going on with this whole thing, I do know I can’t wait to see him what’s going on with this whole thing, I do know I can’t wait to see him 
again.again.again.again.    

 
At the airport, Kurt noticed that the monitors for incoming flights were a 

little jumbled, with flight numbers, cities, and times all mixed up. Catania’s flight 
was supposed to be coming into the B gate, but the monitor told him otherwise. 
At least he thought it was, but none of the flight numbers or arrival times 
matched his confirmation exactly. He couldn’t find anyone to ask about it, so he 
went to B, and waited. After what felt like far too long, he saw people slowly 
trickling down the hall. His phone rang.  

“They fucking lost my luggage!” Airports being the signal dead-zones they 
are, his phone cut out right after that sentence. So was she already down in 
baggage claim? Did he guess the wrong terminal? He was panicked, and tried to 
call her back. He couldn’t get through. He paced around the waiting area, dialing 
again and again, swearing at his phone until he ran out of curse words and had to 
start making up new ones. When he looked up, Catania was standing right in 
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front of him, smiling meekly. He froze mid-curse, his mouth slowly widening, 
until he thought it would crack. She was the single most beautiful thing he had 
ever seen. When she saw his face, her smile grew, too, and they threw themselves 
into each others arms, hugging each other so hard Kurt was afraid he was going 
to hurt her. They finally released their grip just enough to look each other in the 
eyes, and for Catania to kiss him. Once there was one kiss, the both of them were 
helpless to stop, until they realized that they were standing and making out in a 
sea of people. They hugged again, and then joined the flow of people, unable to 
take their hands off each other.  

“Were you trying to hide from me behind that pillar to see if I remembered 
you?” 

“I didn’t know there was a pillar. I was trying to get a signal, because I 
thought I was in the wrong terminal.” 

“Well, why didn’t you look at the screens?” he pointed at one as they 
walked past. “Oh. That’s why.” 

“So I hear they lost your luggage?” 
“Yes, the fuckers. I have to go to the baggage claim desk, and tell them 

where I’ll be, and then they’ll bring it by.” He led her to the desk, and stood by 
her as she filled out the form they handed her. She had to stop writing twice to 
kiss him, distracted by the fact that he was finally there, with her, his hand resting 
on her back. The woman at the counter was flustered by their display, young and 
full of romantic ideals, and stumbled over her guarantee that the bag would be 
delivered later in the day. It was an unbearable test of will, to be that close again 
and still keep their lips from meeting. It was a test they failed, as they waited for 
the elevator to the parking garage, and again when Kurt opened the car door for 
Catania. But they did make it into the car eventually, and then to Kurt’s 
apartment. She set her bag on a chair, and sat on the couch. When Kurt sat beside 
her, she shifted to his lap, her arms wrapped around him, her head on his 
shoulder.  

“I missed you a lot, you know.” She spoke softly, relieved to finally be in 
his arms. There was a pressure in his chest and his head, both so overwhelmed by 
emotion that the signals were getting confused, and his body didn’t know what to 
do. 

“Yeah, I know. I missed you, too. Thanks for coming.” He could feel her 
lips move against his neck as she smiled. 

“I can’t believe you actually paid to fly me up here just to see me.” 
“How could I not? You’re pretty amazing.”  
“No, but you keep on thinking that for as long as it keeps you liking me.” 
They sat and talked to each other a while, saying nothing important, talking 

about the cookies on the airplane and the creepy Mormon families that travel in 
clusters, just so they could hear the sound of each other’s voice, right there in the 
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room with them. After an hour, Kurt offered to give her a tour, and showed her 
around his small apartment. She loved the tile floors that he put in to replace 
disgusting carpet and get a month off of rent from his landlord. And the new 
cabinet doors that saved him another month. All the paintings on the walls, those 
he did and those he didn’t. She was amazed by the number of books he had, and 
even more so by the number of cds, full of so many bands she had never even 
heard of. She stood there, hugging him, looking over his shoulder to read them. 
And then she kissed him. And this time there were no people around, and 
nowhere else they should be, and nothing could slow down the passion that had 
been building for weeks. Clothes were torn off and tossed aside with abandon. 
He lowered her to the bed, and found new places to kiss. Every inch and every 
detail was more beautiful that he had remembered, but the more of her body he 
explored, the more he found scars he hadn’t noticed before, all old and faded. 
When he’d seen a few dozen of them, he lifted his head back, examining her 
body in whole. He was stricken so suddenly by shock, that she could have been 
hurt so badly so many times. Kurt didn’t understand how anyone could ever 
actually want to hurt this girl who he felt so surely was the most amazing person 
he had ever seen. Before he could say anything, she touched a hand to his chin, 
leading his eyes to a smile that reminded him at once of all his passion, and he 
dove back down, lips pressing to smooth skin, taking care to kiss tenderly every 
place that still carried a mark of violence. He let all his senses drink her in, 
savoring the sensations, like a favorite meal you haven’t had in too long. And 
when he knew he had done a good job, and her fingernails released his skin, he 
found her lips again, and her eyes so full of passion and adoration. They had sex 
three times before they even thought to stop, and then once more until their 
bodies were too exhausted to go on without a rest. The sheets soaked through 
with sweat, their throats parched from so much heavy breathing and voiced 
ecstasy, their limbs sapped of all strength. Even as she worked to catch her 
breath, Catania’s lips were stretched in a smile. And as overheated as they both 
were, they refused to let go, to let air between them. Kurt lay there, combing his 
fingers through her hair, wet and tangled, until he could talk. 

“So. Welcome to Seattle.” She laughed. 
“If I knew that was going to happen, I’d have been here sooner.” 
“What did you think I was going to do, suggest we play cards?” 
“No, I knew we’d have sex, and I knew it’d be good. But that? That’s 

was…” 
“That was…?” 
“It was…it was…” She drew her arms tight around his neck and kissed 

him softly, and then looked into his eyes with a look he had never seen before 
from anyone, and made him swell with happiness.  

“For me, too.” 
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“Incredible.” 
“Yeah.” 
“Breathtaking.” 
“Yup.” 
“Fucking unbelievable.” 
“That as well.” 
“Now, do you know what else I want from you?” 
“What?” 
“You have a story you never finished, and I want to know how it ends.” 
“Do you?” 
“I haven’t been waiting this long because I didn’t like it.” 
“You haven’t asked about it.” 
“You said I had to wait. I didn’t want to push you. You told me that the 

story reflects how much I inspire you, how much you’re into me. I don’t want to 
rush it and have it not very good.” 

“Are you saying after what just happened you still aren’t sure how I feel 
about you?” 

“No. But I still want to hear the end of my story, please. With Grant, and 
he just had an orgy with the girls from that Wine God’s temple?” She was asking 
so sincerely, like she was asking him to tell her a mystical secret or give her 
something extremely valuable, that Kurt couldn’t help but smile.  

“You remember.” 
“I remember the whole thing.” 
“Okay. You comfortable?” She nuzzled closer into him, and nodded. 

 
“Waking, refreshed from his drunken orgy with the ladies of the 

temple, Grant was excited about the prospect of where to go. While 

he was deciding, he tried to convince the priestess who had shown 

the greatest proficiency at giving blowjobs to come along with him 

and explore the world. The skies revealed the god’s displeasure at 

his attempt to snake the woman away, and so where to go was 

replaced by the immediacy of leaving.  

He decided there were people back home he wanted to share this 

experience with, a few he wanted to brag to, to show off his new 

abilities and the factuality of the myths he had loved so well. And 

more than a few girls he thought would be unable to turn him down, 

with all his newfound power and knowledge of world matters. He 

opened a door in space, leading him right to his home. But as he 

arrived in the sky over his hometown, he noticed that the town wasn’t 

there. Where it was supposed to be, there were only trees, and a 

scant few cedar longhouses. He flew to the ground, changing his 
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clothes to an ornate costume of buckskin and beadwork. Nobody 

knew what he was talking about. He stood in the place he knew his 

home should have been. The very same coordinates. Instead it was a 

small hut being used to dry venison jerky. Nobody knew anything to 

help, and suggested he attempt to commune with the gods. 

Frustrated, angry, he flew into the air, forgetting the showmanship of 

his carpet, up through the clouds. He called to the gods angrily. A 

giant totem god rose from the clouds behind him. A voice, booming 

like the flapping of a thousand birds taking flight together, answered. 

‘You are not one of ours. And you are very high up, and very 

powerful for a mortal.’ ‘I am not a mortal. I am looking for my 

home, which used to be down there.’ This god was patient in the face 

of Grant’s anger, ‘I do not recall you among the tribe, and my 

memory is very good.’ ‘Not in your tribe. In a city of men, of white 

men. It was there when I left for Baghdad days ago…’ he didn’t 

finish his sentence. It was there before his trip, before he made his 

wish to live in a world with gods. He had imagined to bring the gods 

and myths alive in his world. He thought it, but didn’t say it. His 

town wasn’t missing from the earth, he was missing from the right 

place. The god remained patient and kind. ‘The only white men here 

are in a fort made of fallen trees, down by the river. The People 

trade with them, and they, in turn, honor The People.”  
 

“You can tell it’s a fantasy world, if we’re respecting the Indians.” 
“They have a lot of gods and magic to protect them. When white men came 

here, they didn’t. They just had their one God, who has always been more 
intangible, untouchable, as much excuse as anything. How can he compete with 
so many sets of gods who routinely come down and help their people?” Cat 
giggled. 

“Does this mean we’re not going to church this weekend?” 
“Pretty, there are only two reasons I’ll ever take you to a church. If we go 

this weekend, it would be only to climb on the alter and besmirch us some holy 
artifacts.” 

“Would you really do that?” 
“God doesn’t often impress me. I’d rather worship and honor you. Besides, 

I’d like to hear you moan in a place that echoes.” 
“You honor me so much already.” 
“You’ll get used to it.” 
“Probably not, but I’ll never get sick of it. Keep going.”  
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“Grant was at a loss. He didn’t know what was left for him to 

do, so he did what anyone else did in the times of gods. ‘Eagle God, I 

am in the wrong world somehow. In my world, there is a city here. 

Can you help me?’ ‘I saw you appear through a passage to 

somewhere far away when you arrived. Can you go to your world 

like that?’ Grant closed his eyes as the god suggested, but he 

couldn’t feel his home. He could feel any place in that world, but not 

his own. He explained this to the god. ‘There are places in this world 

where I have no power. The place you came from has skies ruled by 

others, and all the power I have here leaves me there. Perhaps 

another god has taken your home, and made you weak there.’ Or, 

Grant thought, perhaps I had no power there at all. Since my power 

came to me in this world, it comes from this world, and cannot reach 

into that one. He grit his teeth and cursed the Djinn that tricked him. 

He thanked the god, and conjured a doorway back to Baghdad.  

Once he was back, he could feel the Djinn people. Their magic 

was strong there. He closed his eyes and thought about seeing them. 

The sensation was like walking towards the sun, and taking a 

sidestep through a doorway you didn’t see before. Suddenly, there 

was another city, another Baghdad, made of fire and light and 

magic, superimposed over the one of earth and clay. As though the 

earth he knew was simply she shadow of this other city, floating 

overhead. As he thought about the fire-woman he had discovered in 

the cave, he appeared in her home. She stood, astonished, looking 

the same, only dressed in a robe of flowing color, a living rainbow. A 

man, skin glowing a dark orange, was with her. Neither was happy 

to see him. ‘You tricked me’ he accused the woman. ‘I granted your 

wishes as you asked,’ She replied. There was a coldness in her voice 

that was unseemly for a place of such light. ‘I cannot go home. You 

took me from my world. I can’t even sense it.’ ‘You did not wish for 

home, or your world. You wished for this one. I kept my word on all 

your wishes. All of them.’ There was a huge measure of pain and 

hatred on her last sentence. The man of fire at her side put a 

comforting hand on her shoulder, and where he touched her, her skin 

flushed the darker hue of his skin. The man’s eyes glowed with 

unbridled rage for Grant. As soon as the Djinn woman opened her 

eyes again, the man left her side, and grabbed Grant’s wrist. He did 

not mean any goodwill in his gesture. ‘This is how you keep your 

word? You were not to harm me.’ ‘I am not. And I didn’t ask him to.’ 

‘Then what the fuck is he doing?’ ‘What he will. Your kind has 

always misunderstood ours. We were made first, made of fire, in the 
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sky above the earth. You think we are angels, or demons. That we 

are soulless creatures, or tools of power and magic. You can trap us 

and have us do what you want, and we won’t protest. Your stories 

paint us as malicious beasts, who have to be kept bound, and cannot 

be trusted.’ ‘Can you? Isn’t this one acting maliciously right now? 

He doesn’t even know me.’ ‘No. He is my husband, and he knows 

what you did. How interested would you be in granting the every 

wish of someone who kept you chained up for thousands of years, 

away from those you love? It’s true that we live for a very, very long 

time, we Djinn. But that doesn’t mean we cannot feel the years, or 

we don’t miss those we love.’ ‘I set you free so you could see him 

again! I did you a favor!’ ‘You tainted me. You took what was not 

yours to take. You would not set me free unless I bedded you, so to be 

free, to live my own life, I did what I had to. And I came back here, 

dirty with your touch, sullied with your mud-man seed inside me. It 

took a lot of our fire to make me clean again. It hurt my husband to 

see me so wounded, after being gone for such a time. He swore he 

would do to you as you did to me.’  

Before he could react, the furious Djinn’s grip tightened on 

Grant’s wrists, burning so hot that he couldn’t think enough to come 

up with a response. The Djinn man’s every touch paralyzed him with 

pain, leaving him little more than an oversized rag-doll for the man 

to manhandle and position as he saw fit. His vocal chords unfroze 

when his body was pierced by the furious husband. When Djinn 

make love, they use their fire and their magic along with their flesh, 

as I mentioned. So while Grants touch was like a stain on the Djinn 

woman’s body, her man’s touch was like a cattle brand on Grant’s. 

Any place where his hand rested, human flesh seared and burned. 

Magic made his nerve endings crackled throughout his entire body, 

until the Djinn was done with him. He screamed in agony as he felt 

the fire released burning up into his gut. With a gesture, they threw 

him out of their home, built of light and magic, and he could do 

nothing to stop his fall. He landed with a crash against the side of a 

house, landing in the street in the Baghdad of men. A crowd 

gathered to see this man, naked and weeping, permanently scarred 

with the prints of a large hand on his waist and neck, and rings 

around both his wrists. It was all he could do to open a doorway to 

crawl through, somewhere nobody could see him.  

In time, the burns healed, though the scars remained. There were 

times when his body burned on the inside and his nerves tingled, and 

he would flee in panic, at the thought of the Djinn finding him. He 
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had specified in his wish that people not be able to hurt him, and true 

to his wish, people couldn’t. Djinn, on the other hand, could. Worse, 

while he had specified that the Djinn who granted his wishes not try 

to find him, he had not made the same request of anyone else. He 

also hadn’t considered that gods could still hurt him. He lost an eye 

discovering that. Djinn are a clever people, and while not all 

cultures believe in them, or call them that, they aren’t limited in their 

power around the globe as the Eagle God was. The Aztecs 

considered them burning messengers from Quetzalcoatl, the god of 

the morning sun. Many Native tribes referred to them as Sun People, 

or Star People, literally stars and ancestors come down to earth. To 

the Knights Templar, to his hero Arthur Pendragon, they were 

angels. All around the globe, people had been warned about a white 

wizard with scars that would not heal and he could not hide, even if 

he changed his form. And as the people prayed to their gods to rid 

them of this menace…well, it doesn’t take a lot to make an enemy of 

a god. He had to take refuge in empty places, or places like the 

Norse lands, where a harder people regarded his actions as fair 

play. But there are only so many places to hide, and the Djinn could 

always find him if they wanted, so he never stayed anywhere too 

long. And those who didn’t mind his presence weren’t the kind to 

protect him, either. After all, you should not make conquest of a 

woman if you are unable to unwilling to face the wrath of her 

husband or kin. What little support he did get came at the cost of 

huge favors to the people, which took much of his time and power. 

Grant’s world fell down around him, as all his wishes, everything he 

had ever wanted, hunted him down. He once would have given 

anything in the world for his dreams of Gods and Myths and 

Fairytales to be true. In the end, he gave up his entire world for that 

wish, and now he wanted nothing but to take it all back, to go to a 

place where God was just something you used to explain bad shit 

you didn’t understand, and someone to talk to when your friends 

were all pissed at you.”  
 

Catania propped herself up on her elbow, and looked at Kurt, not saying 
anything. Just watching him.  

“Something wrong?” 
“Did you really mean it?” 
“Mean what?” 
“That the way you felt about me inspired you? That a bad story would 

mean you weren’t into me, and a really good one meant you must care?” 
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“Did you like it?” 
“Kurtis, I loved it. I really, really loved it.” Her eyes were glimmering, 

getting wetter.  
“Well, good. Then you know how I feel about you.” She smiled 

beatifically, and kissed him softly with lips that trembled just a little.  
“I have never met anyone anything like you before.” 
“Nor I you.” She gave him another soft kiss, and lay back down, using his 

chest as a pillow. 
“Tell me I never have to leave.” 
“Catania, nothing would make me happier than you deciding to stay here 

with me.” 
“You mean that, too?” 
“I mean everything I say to you.” They lay in silence a while, and then 

Catania leaned up and kissed him softly again. This time she didn’t stop. Her 
eyes were passionate and caring, but they were full of as much softness now as 
they had been full of energy earlier. Their eyes mirror each other, expressing 
everything they needed to say, and giving life back to their tired, slightly rested 
bodies. And if someone were to ask him if there was a difference between having 
sex and making love, to this day Kurt would use that instance as the basis for his 
answer.  

 
When they had been waiting for the visit to come, Kurt and Catania came 

up with all manner of plans of how to spend their week together. Anyone who 
had ever been to the city before gave her suggestions of places to go, and Kurt 
had favorites of his own. But being together changed all their plans, made every 
moment an improvisation. Aside from going to get coffee at a nearby plant 
nursery that had a coffee counter at the back (the trick in Seattle isn’t finding a 
place to get coffee, it’s finding an INTERESTING place to get coffee, and 
Catania loves plants), there was no plan. Or rather, there were a lot of vague 
ideas, with no set way to turn them into a solid plan.  

The second day they went down to the space needle (to the observation 
deck part anyway, since Catania didn’t want Kurt wasting money for an 
expensive restaurant that just spins). They hit the music museum, never once 
bothering with the headphones, providing each other with all the commentary 
they needed. At the end, in the hands-on exhibit, they spent hours screwing 
around with all the soundproof instrument rooms. They snuck into one what was 
out of order, normally housing a Bass that had been unplugged and sent away for 
repairs, leaving the room empty, and had sex. The room was soundproof after all, 
and it would have been a shame to let that go to waste. They had lunch at Zeke’s 
Pizza and went to the science museum. One of Catania’s favorite parts was the 
fake news studio. She wished it had the touristy option of selling whatever she 
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did on a DVD for way too much money. She sat at the desk, with her chest stuck 
out, trying to look dignified, forcing a saccharine smile, and laughing an 
obviously fake laugh. 

“Thanks for the footage, Jerry. I guess that’s one Seattle local who learned 
that there are just some places a gerbil simply doesn’t belong. In more local 
news, an Arizona resident who has been visiting the Emerald City was recently 
heard to comment that she has been having a blast, but is ready to go back to 
Kurtis’ place now. Kurtis is a local man, who the visiting girl is absolutely crazy 
about, and falling for more every day. We have it on good authority that once 
they are back in his apartment, the two of them are likely to drink a little, get 
stoned, watch some movies, and fuck like rabbits, because once in a soundproof 
booth in a museum just isn’t enough.” She cocked her eyebrow at the end, trying 
very hard to look like a sexy female Dan Rather. Before she could leave the fake 
studio, still laughing, she was accosted by the chaperone of a school fieldtrip that 
were passing through to catch her ‘broadcast.’ 

“I can’t believe you would think it appropriate to say that kind of thing in a 
children’s museum!” The woman was beet red. Catania’s mouth straightened to a 
firm line, and her face set for a confrontation. 

“This isn’t a children’s museum. It’s a SCIENCE museum, and the 
reproductive practices, or fucking, of rabbits is a very basic example of the 
biology shared by all mammals, and similar to the process that other creatures; 
fish, birds, insects, go through.” 

“That kind of talk is wholly inappropriate. These children don’t need to 
hear it!” 

“How do you think those children came to be? Or is that it…did nobody 
ever have this talk with you? Basically, a woman has ovaries, which produce 
eggs, which are a sort of biological building block, not quite the same thing as 
what you cook with. And then, during the reproductive process, a man’s ‘penis,’ 
or ‘cock’ if you will, enters the woman’s ‘vagina,’ and after some moving around 
and a lot of fun, if you do it right, and about two minutes of boredom if you 
don’t, the ‘cock’ will release ‘spermatozoa’ or ‘baby batter.’ The sperm are 
produced in the man’s testicles, and look like little tadpoles. Under a microscope, 
I mean. In real life, it just looks a little milky and…well, hold on. Kurt, honey, 
could you come over here a second?” The woman was a statue of rage. Kurt 
walked casually to Catania, doing his best to mask his amusement. 

“Yeah?” 
“Drop your pants, honey, I need to show this poor woman what sperm 

looks like.” 
“But I saw on the news that there were going to be people watching movies 

and having sex at my house, we don’t want to miss that.” Catania had to turn 
away from the woman to smile, her poker face momentarily broken. 
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“Well, there was. I suppose…ma’am, do you know what the reproductive 
process actually looks like? We were going to have an example a little later, but I 
suppose we could perform a demonstration right here for you. Kurt, baby, whip it 
out and hoist me on this anchor desk.” The stone-still woman finally broke in her 
disgust. 

“I don’t know where you kids learn your sense of decency, but it’s 
deplorable! You should be ashamed!” She stormed off. Catania leaned against 
the anchor desk, grinning proudly from her minor victory. She put an arm around 
Kurt’s waist as he approached her.  

“YOU made me laugh when I was arguing with that lady. Saw it on the 
news…” 

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to fuck up your game, it was just the first thing that 
popped into my head. You recovered nicely though.” 

“She wasn’t really into it anyway. Telling me to be ashamed. SHE should 
be ashamed of her argument skills.” 

“Either way, you did a nice job with the teaching. You’ll be good with 
kids.” 

“As a teacher anyway. Don’t want any of my own.” 
“That a fact?” 
“It is. I always suspected it to be true, and sometime between 24 and 25 I 

knew for certain. It was concrete.” 
“Just more reasons to keep you around, I say.” She smiled and kissed him 

on the cheek. He took her hand when she held it out to him, and they walked out, 
and went to his place.  

 
And that was the pattern of the week. They would make a plan in the 

morning or early afternoon over breakfast, and then proceed to deconstruct it 
over the day. One day they planned to visit some art galleries and do some 
shopping, and called it a day after visiting the Art Museum. Another day they 
went to the market on Pike, and to the waterfront, but made it no further than the 
aquarium. Kurt drove outside of town, so they could take a long hike, but the 
long hike became a short walk and some time sitting under a tree playing chess 
on his Palm Pilot. She loved everything she saw, though. All the nature, right up 
outside the city, the trees in the middle of town. No matter where they went, she 
was constantly seeing something beautiful that made her like the city. She even 
stopped making fun of it’s nickname, and stopped asking when they were going 
to see colored ponies and the Wizard. Towards the end of the week, they had 
planned to see the Underground, but Catania didn’t really want to go too far. 
They went to the park across the street, and lay in the grass.  

“So what the hell is up with this Monorail business?” 
“What do you mean?” 
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“I mean you guys have, like, NO public transportation. I thought y’all had 
a monorail.” 

“That was built for the fair, so it only goes from the space needle to the 
downtown area.” 

“That’s it? I thought it was supposed to be your answer to a subway 
system.” 

“Well, it is. For that one strip between downtown and the Space Needle…” 
“That’s weak. I was looking forward to the trains. I like trains.” 
“What do you like about trains?” 
“Just like watching them. This place, when I was growing up. A juvenile 

house. When it was night, or when we were in trouble, we were sent to bed, and 
we couldn’t leave. It was dark and they could hear us if we moved around, and 
then we’d just get in more trouble. But I could never sleep at night. And right 
outside the window were railroad tracks, so all night long I would watch the 
trains pass by and count the cars, and eventually that’s how I’d fall asleep.” 

“So it’s a nostalgia thing.” 
“I guess. One of those things that you just got really used to. They were 

always around, you could count on them, some came at the same time every day. 
A constant surrounding, always going somewhere far away. And wherever I 
went, to foster homes or more places like that, if I could see or hear a train, I 
always felt better.” Kurt held her closer to him. 

“You’re telling me you want me to take you to ride the monorail?” 
“No. Not if it’s just some novelty thing.”  
“Sorry. I could make train noises.” She smiled. 
“That’s okay. You don’t need to do anything you don’t do already.” 
“And what’s that?” 
“Make me feel good. Say things I like. Tell me stories when we’re sitting 

around, and at night when we’re falling asleep. Sing to me sometimes. Cook for 
me. That part is awesome.” 

“I can do all those things.” 
“I know. And other stuff. Lots of stuff you do. Like cuddling with me on 

the grass in a park.” 
“I’m all over that one. What else?” 
“I like it when you kiss me.” Kurt kissed her. “Yeah. And I like it when 

you touch me. You know, you touch me more than anyone I have ever known.” 
“How do you mean?” 
“You’re just all about contact. Like if I’m checking my mail and you’re 

making dinner, you’ll walk in and kiss me on the cheek, and then go back to 
cooking. Or put your hand on my shoulder or my hair. You hold my hand when 
we’re in the car. You stay right close by me in your sleep.” 

“Is that bad?” 
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“No, not at all. It’s just new. I mean, for the first few days here, there 
would be times when it freaked me out. But I’m used to it already now. When we 
drive in the city and you have to shift, I feel like something missing unless I can 
hold onto your arm. When we’re watching a movie, it’s not the same if I can’t 
feel you there.” 

“You adapted quick.” 
“I did. It’s because you like me there. You just really like being close to 

me, and you don’t even know you’re doing it.” 
“That’s true. So I don’t freak you out anymore?” 
“Now I just can’t get enough.” She kissed him, and rolled over so they 

were facing each other. They kissed a little more, in the kind of way they 
probably wouldn’t have, if they hadn’t forgotten where they were. As it was, they 
forgot about the world in general, just wanting to be closer. It wasn’t until 
Catania bit her lip to stifle a heavy breath that Kurt realized where they were and 
what they were doing. He pulled his hands back out of her pants, and leaned up. 
When Catania looked confused about why he stopped, he rolled his eyes around 
the park, and she blushed instantly. They got up and ran across the road, and up 
to his apartment. The door hadn’t even finished swinging shut before they landed 
on the floor, pants around their ankles.  

Some days, a good deal of time was spent that way. It is safe to say that 
they were passionate and affectionate with one another. The first thing in the 
morning, as soon as Catania stepped out of the shower, in the afternoon when 
they stopped back for lunch before they went out to see more of the city. Several 
nights they woke in the middle of the night to make love and fall back asleep. 
Sometimes one of them had started something in the field of foreplay in their 
sleep, or maybe one or the other woke up, and started some play to wake up the 
other. The evenings were the best time for them though, the part of the day when 
Catania was feeling quiet anyway, when they were sitting around talking or 
playing chess or watching movies. It didn’t take anything to initiate sometimes. 
A movie would start, and twenty minutes later they would find themselves naked 
on the couch, gasping for air, and having no idea how they got started. As a 
result, they had to watch movies three times just to see the whole thing. But the 
evenings were Catania’s favorite time, too. One day Kurt caught her smiling and 
staring into space. When he asked her about it, she replied: 

“I just really like the way our nights go. From the part of the day when we 
decide to stay in until we fall asleep. And sometimes, even after we fall asleep. 
Because waking up halfway into an orgasm is really fucking awesome.” 

“And the daytimes?” 
“Oh, I love you then, too. But the nights are just amazing.” 
“I think you’re just a fan of sex.” 
“I am, but only because you’re so good at it.” 
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“Nah, that’s more of a team thing.” 
“Okay. Well, we’re awesome then.” 
“Couldn’t agree more.” 
The truth was, neither of them could have. And their agreement went 

beyond their happiness with the sex side of their relationship. They were happy 
with all the time they spent. By the last day, when they went with Paul and Anita 
to see a jazz show, it was like they had been together for a year. Anita later 
admitted that she felt a little jealous, watching them; the way Catania pulled her 
chair a little closer to Kurt’s so she could wrap her arm through his and lean on 
his shoulder, the way Kurt ordered her more wine because he knew what she 
wanted, not because she asked him, and the way he brushed the hair out of her 
eyes and treated her so gently when she was tired and ready to go back home and 
go to bed. While they were sitting on the end of the bed, changing into clothes 
that smelled less like smoke, they realized that she would be going back to 
Arizona in the morning, and sat there holding hands on the bed for a while. 
Neither of them wanted it to end. There were pangs of regret as Kurt set the 
alarm for 4 in the morning. They made love slowly, as if trying to stretch out the 
time they had, to some how get out all that they felt for each other, and didn’t 
want to end. When they fell asleep for a few hours rest before the alarm would be 
going off, they clung tightly to one another.  

Come 4 am, the inevitable happened, and the alarm went off. Kurt was 
already awake. Catania stirred, and clutched his arm.  

“Don’t make me go.” 
“I don’t want you to.” 
“Me neither.” 
“So don’t.” 
“I can’t just stay.” 
“Why not?” 
“I just can’t.” She sat up, to work up the strength to get out of bed. He sat 

up, took her hand. 
“It’s going to be even harder now, you know. Going back to the other way. 

Going a month without seeing you after getting used to waking up next to you. 
Having to call you to say something that just popped in my head.” 

“Not being able to kiss you whenever I want. Not having someone 
touching me just because they like me being there. Not having really great sex 
three times a day. Its going to suck” 

“So don’t make it happen.” Kurt’s eyes were deep with all the reasons he 
wanted her to stay. 

“But…” While she stalled for a reason, Kurt got out of bed, and took the 
ticket confirmation from her backpack that was sitting by his desk. He got back 
in bed, and put it in her hands.  
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“Look, when I met you, I knew you were something special. The last night 
I was down there, after you left, and I had no idea what was going to happen, I 
sat on that couch all damn night thinking about how much I wanted to tear up 
that ticket and stay to be with you. I did what I thought was the smart thing, and 
went home. I’ve been falling for you and kicking myself since then. Now you’re 
here, and it’s been amazing. Really, really amazing.” 

“And you’re asking me to make the same decision? To tear it up or go?” 
“Yes. I know it’s not been that long, and it’s probably a really weird thing 

for me to suggest, but I mean it. When the sun comes up, call Erika and see if 
she’ll watch Jack a while longer. We can go get you some new clothes, get some 
information on the college. I can afford to support us here for as long as we need, 
and we can start looking for a bigger place, some place with grass for your dog, 
and we can go down together and get him, and pack up your apartment. I can get 
a better job and help you with school, you can get a part-time job that makes 
more than you do at the diner, easy. I have never been as happy as I am with you 
here, in my life, and no place has ever felt like home as much as wherever I wake 
up next to you. It’s your decision, and if you don’t want to, the option will 
always be open later, we can do the distance thing for longer. But I’m asking you 
to tear up the ticket and stay.” Kurt could feel his heart pounding in his eardrums, 
and felt lightheaded. Kurt, whose most serious relationship prior to this involved 
buying a girl a toothbrush and clearing out a corner of his medicine cabinet for 
the nights she decided to stay over, was asking Catania to move in, with all 
manner of implications. And he was praying with everything he had she would 
say yes. Time stood still while he watched her eyes, trying to see what she was 
thinking. He didn’t know if she was taking a long time to decide or if even a 
single second had passed. Catania hadn’t moved, she was still looking at him the 
same as she had been when she told him she didn’t want to leave. He couldn’t 
even tell if he was moving. Time had never moved so slowly before that moment, 
waiting for her to answer him. 

The sound of paper tearing was almost deafening.  
Catania smiled and tossed the squares of paper to the floor.  
“So I guess I may as well tell you now, I’m in love with you. Since we’re 

going to be living together, and all.” Her eyes sparkled at him, and she held out 
her hands for him. He took them, holding tight. 

“I…can’t think of any words. I can’t. Except that I Love you. And I’m so 
very, VERY happy.”  

 
When the alarm went off for the second time that day, there was a newness 

in the air. As they got out of bed, Kurt looked at her and couldn’t stop smiling. 
This was the start of something new, of sharing his life with Catania. He couldn’t 
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remember looking forward to something more. She caught him smiling at her, 
and kissed him before going in to take a shower.  

During breakfast in the nursery, Catania called Erika, and explained her 
decision. Erika admitted that she wasn’t terribly surprised, and had no problem 
staying in her apartment until Cat was able to go back to pack up and move 
everything. Free rent, after all. They drove out to the University of Washington 
and got the forms she needed to fill out to enroll, and waited to talk to a 
counselor about transferring her credits, and continuing to pursue her goals of 
teaching. When she called work to explain to them, they had already heard about 
it from Erika when she showed up to start her shift, and were working on 
changing the schedule. They weren’t understaffed, so it wasn’t a problem, and 
they even told her she could come back if they ever decided to move to Tempe. 
Kurt and Catania went shopping to pick up a few things she might need, such as 
her own set of keys, but she had already packed so much more than she would 
need for a week that she wasn’t even out of clean things yet. In the afternoon 
they re-arranged Kurt’s apartment to fit two people on a longer term basis, which 
mostly involved making room in the closet and dresser. They took a break from 
that and went for a walk in the neighborhood, looking at places for Catania to 
apply for work within walking range until they could get her a car and a license. 
And the day after that, Kurt went back to work. There was something absolutely 
natural about coming home to Catania sitting on the couch reading and listening 
to cds she had never heard before that made his heart soar. It felt like home.  
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Chapter Five 
 
 
 
 

It was a month that they lived together, Catania looking for a job in the day 
while Kurt was at work, and planning out her schooling schedule. With Catania 
living there, even without the months of no contact, nothing diminished their 
passion for one another. They couldn’t always have sex in the middle of the day, 
unless Catania visited Kurt at work, but they made the time to make up for it. 
And make up for it they did. Kurt discovered, among other things, that the result 
of losing a game of chess really agreed with him. He never threw a game, but 
there were a lot of nights he was definitely rooting for Catania.  Sometimes, 
when he got home, they would go looking for new apartments. When they finally 
had it narrowed down to two, either of which they could move into immediately 
if they wanted, they arranged for Catania to go down and pack everything up for 
a few days, give notice on the apartment, get her bills all transferred or accounts 
closed, and be back. With her not working, Kurt had been paying most of her rent 
and bills for everything, and every time he did, she would protest, and swear on 
everything holy and some things that weren’t that she would pay him back for 
that. With all of her belongings all packed up, they could then ship it all to 
Seattle. That way Kurt wouldn’t have to miss any more days of work, and would 
be there for when some of the jobs he was looking at followed up with him. 
Catania was starting to feel sick a few days before she left, but they chalked it up 
to spending so much time going from crowded place to crowded place looking 
for work. Bound to catch something from ONE of those people. He made her 
warm meals and held her close, and they talked about how excited they were to 
get a new place together, a place that they only knew as a couple, and then Kurt 
dove under the covers and made her forget about ever feeling ill.  

On the morning he took her to the airport, he felt odd. He would miss her, 
but it wasn’t the same as the last time he had to say goodbye, when he didn’t 
know when he’d see her again. In just a few days he’d be back at the airport, 
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picking her up, and everything would be as it should be. In some ways, this was 
the final security on their life together. Instead of her packing up to leave him, 
she was leaving him empty handed, so she could come back with everything she 
owned. So that his stuff and her stuff could simply become their stuff. And that 
was a thought he liked very much. They said their goodbyes and I love yous, 
Kurt kissed her and Catania demanded he not get sick from it, and then went into 
the airport, and he went to work.  

When Catania called him from Tempe, to let him know she’d arrived 
safely, she sounded sicker than she had when she left. She agreed to take a nap 
before she started packing things up.  

“And you know the worst part?” Catania’s voice was thin and strained. 
“What?” 
“I finally convinced you to stay at work, and that I could pack this shit up 

myself, and now that I’m here I feel icky and would give anything for you to be 
here to take care of me and sleep beside me and make me feel better.” 

“I’m sorry. You want me to come down and join you?” 
“Yes, but don’t. We need you there, you’ve already taken so much time off 

because of me anyway. Then we’ll both be broke and won’t be able to get the 
duplex.” 

“All right. Tonight I’ll call Heather and see if she won’t bring you some 
soup and help you out, okay?” 

“Your proxy in fussing over me?” 
“That’s right.” 
“You’re way too good to me. I’m going to go to sleep now, I’ll probably 

call you soon, when I get bored and need you to entertain me while I pack.” 
“Sounds good. Feel better, pretty kitty.”  
Getting back to work mostly meant getting back to looking for new work. 

There was a company called Emerald Informatics he’d done work for in the past 
as a group leader, until his group had been downsized, leaving him nothing left to 
lead. They were going to be needing a new office manager when the man doing 
the job moved to Chicago. The company was a little smaller, having taken a hit 
when the dot-com companies started falling apart, but they were also a lot less 
volatile, and the job had been more interesting than office supplies. E.I. was not 
only a hosting service for various websites of all kinds, but they also provided the 
supporting business; membership information, business transactions for goods 
sold by the sites, and an accounting department if the customer was a premier 
client. Their slogan had been ‘Making Better Business Easier’ when he was there 
before. But the key was that it paid well. Well enough, even, that Catania 
wouldn’t have to work at all, would be able to focus full-time on school, and they 
could go as far as buying a house, if they saw fit. It meant being patient for the 
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opening, but if he could get the job, it would go a long way to building the future 
he wanted with Catania.  

Kurt’s workday came to an end, and he never heard back from Catania. He 
called her at the end of the day, and didn’t get an answer from her phone. 
Knowing how much she enjoys loud music and lots of weed for any sort of large 
organization project, he figured it was nothing to be concerned about. He called 
her again while he was making dinner, and still got no response. That was when 
he started to worry. Since he had met her, she certainly hadn’t been punctual in 
doing much. She would set down a phone to do something and forget to come 
back, forget that she had said she would call. Even living together, she would get 
up to go to the bathroom in the middle of a movie, and end up playing with the 
cat or stumbling across a magazine article and wouldn’t come back out for a half 
hour, because she simply forgot they were in the middle of a movie. But she did 
always call, and he could usually count on hearing from her, just because she 
wanted to say hi. Especially if she was doing something boring, or not feeling 
well. The longest he’d ever spoken to her on the phone was after she agreed to 
stay, when she was on the phone with him through most of the day. They’d gone 
to try a new restaurant down the street, and the Indian cuisine didn’t agree with 
her, making her violently ill all the next day. She wanted to hear from him to 
forget about her ailments, and couldn’t sleep, so for the majority of that day, if 
she wasn’t in the bathroom, she was on the phone with Kurt. For her to be 
packing up her stuff and not call, while it wasn’t overtly unfeasible, made him 
uneasy.  

It was not quite midnight when Catania called.  
“Baby?” 
“Cat. Thought maybe you got buried alive by your clothes.” 
“I was at the hospital.” The glass fell out of Kurt’s hand, Jack and Sprite 

spilling across the floor as his body went numb.  
“Are you okay? What happened?” 
“I went to bed like I said, but I woke up suddenly real sick. I just started 

throwing up, and I couldn’t stop. Even when I ran out of puke I was dry heaving 
and spitting out blood and saliva, and I couldn’t even stand up. I heard you call 
but I couldn’t move. Erika came over after work and found me and rushed me to 
the hospital.” 

“What’s wrong?” 
“They took some blood and stuff, but they couldn’t see anything. They 

think it’s just a virus that took me badly. The doctor was sure it was going to be 
some kind of liver failure or something. Said if I don’t stop drinking I’m going to 
be back there for real.” 

“Well, we can worry about that later. How do you feel now?” 
“My stomach hurts. I’m exhausted. I’m going to go to bed now.” 
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“Is Erika staying with you tonight?” 
“Yeah, she said she isn’t going to leave me alone until I’m better or I’m on 

my plane back to you.” 
“Good. Do you still want me to stay here, or can I come down there and 

take care of you now?” 
“You stay. Erika has me for now. I’ll be back home in a few days.” 
“Okay. Promise me you’ll take care of yourself. I love you, and when I 

sent you down there you were in reasonably good shape. If you come back all 
broken, it’ll be war with Arizona. It’s the only way.” 

“I’ll be fine. Try not to worry. Go to sleep, have beautiful filthy dreams 
about me, and remember that I love you.” 

“I do. Thank Erika for me, and take it easy. You’ve got plenty of time to 
get everything done, don’t overwork yourself. Get lots of sleep.” 

And he did try not to worry, but when someone you love is far away and 
suffering, it’s natural to have issues with that. As uncomfortable as he was with 
the situation, it was finite, and he figured he could handle it.  

 
Over the next few days, Catania started feeling better. She had her entire 

apartment packed up, and was in better spirits when she spoke to Kurt. She was 
convinced that she must have run into something when she was sick, because it 
hurt to move her left leg. But she seemed to be looking forward to coming back. 
Erika had brought her computer over when she’d been staying in Catania’s place, 
so with the time she had, so Catania started experimenting with a web log. On the 
second day, she wrote: 

 

The apartment has never been this clean!  It was still 
full of mostly-packed boxes for the first two months I 
lived here�  and by the time I was unpacked�  there was 
shit spread out all over the place�  Now everything is 
back in boxes�  and stacked up to get sent in a truck to 
Seattle�  Washington�  Why�  you might ask? Because a while 
ago I met this boy at a party who was so drunk he 
couldn’t stand up�  At first I thought he was an asshole�  
because he was working on his computer at a party�  but 
as we started talking�  he was really funny�  Plus he was 
nice�  and fun to talk to�  and he gave a GREAT massage�  
For like TWO HOURS�  I was practically drooling�  it felt 
so good�  So we were talking�  and he was rubbing my neck�  
and he looks at me like I’m some beautiful painting or 
something�  and then he kisses me�  And I kissed him back�  
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And after a little while I realized ‘Oh my god…we’re 
making out and EVERYONE can see us� ’ But I didn’t care�  
It felt good�  And I liked him a little�  Anyway�  we hung 
out�  and talked�  and had a good time�  and stuff happened 
( exactly what kind of ‘stuff’ is none of your 
business! ) �  and then he went home�  But we spoke almost 
every day�  because by then I really liked him�  and he 
seemed to really like me�  The one day he asked me if I 
wanted to come and see him�  and I did�  so he flew me up 
there�  and we had a BLAST�  I’d never been to Seattle so 
I got to see the Space Needle and some museums and 
everything�  and he was still really funny and fun to be 
with�  and a LOT more stuff happened ( STILL none of your 
business! )  and when it was time for me to go home�  he 
asked me to stay�  And I DID!  So now I had to come back 
just to pack everything up�  because we’re looking at 
this cute little duplex to move into�  with a little back 
yard for Jack�  and the perfect place to plant a little 
tree�  And the flowers up there are too beautiful�   

The whole thing has been this amazing whirlwind�  Ever 
since I met him it’s been these waves of feeling�  I-m 
happy�  and I’m excited�  and I’m scared�  and I’m horny�  
and I’m confused�  I mean�  I didn’t think I wanted to 
have a -boyfriend- again for a LONG TIME�  and now here I 
am�  packing everything because I’m MOVING IN with this 
guy�  But even though sometimes I stop and think about it 
and I think ‘Oh my GOD Cat�  what are you doing?’ it’s 
okay�  because I’m really happy�  and I don’t think I’ve 
ever met anyone who treats me like he does�  He’s really 
nice to me�  and he takes care of me ( and I mean he cooks 
for me and he takes me out to breakfast almost every 
morning and he even paid my electric bill and most of my 
rent for this place down here)  and when he looks at me I 
can just SEE how much he loves me�  And I’m so lucky that 
I found a man so generous and caring and who is so crazy 
about me that he keeps doing this stuff�  In a couple 
days the guys in the truck come and take this stuff up 
there�  and then we start moving into a new place 
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together�  And I’m sad that I won’t get to see my friends 
here that much�  but�  really�  it’s EXCITING!  

 
Towards the end of the fourth day, the pain started getting unbearable. 

Catania thought maybe she tore some ligament around her hip or something, so 
she went back to the doctor. They found an abscess that went from her abdomen 
wall to just under the skin of her hip. Whether it had torn open during her 
vomiting bout, or sometime earlier, they didn’t know, but the infection in there 
had spread widely. They wouldn’t let her go home before they could open it up, 
and then it had to be packed. She was in incredible pain, could barely walk or 
stand up, and the doctor didn’t want her flying for a while. As bad as the wound 
was, they wanted to keep an eye on it, to make sure they got all the infection out, 
and the wound would still need them to pack it for a while, until they were pretty 
sure it wouldn’t just get infected again. It would be another week, probably two, 
before she could go back home. Catania called the moving truck and cancelled. If 
she was going to be staying, she would need some of the clothes she had planned 
on sending. Kurt had to call the travel agent, and see if he could trade in his 
ticket. He’d gotten the insurance, so he got part of the money credited back, for 
her eventual return ticket, but he couldn’t even order them yet, singe he didn’t 
know for certain when she would becoming back.  

“Just think of it like a little reminder of what it was like before I agreed to 
stay.” 

“I missed you before you agreed to stay.” Kurt didn’t like the delays in her 
coming back to him. He couldn’t sleep as well with her gone now, and was 
disoriented every morning when he woke up without her laying next to him.  

“And I miss you now. So we’ll talk on the phone a lot, and you can make 
me laugh and everything, and then at night you can sing to me and tell me stories 
before I go to sleep. And before you know it, I’ll be back up there, with all my 
stuff to move into a new place. And it’s good that we’ll be moving, because 
when I DO get back, you’re going to make me come so loud, so many times, that 
the neighbors are going to have a ringing in their ears for days.” 

“That part’ll be good.” 
“It will be. And you’ll have to take a few days off work, because I’m going 

to drain you of everything you have. You won’t be able to move. I promise.” 
“That part’ll be even better.” 
“So no need to worry. In the mean time, we’ll both just be a little lonely, 

and a lot horny, and impatient for me to heal.” 
“I know. I’ll live. It just sucks is all. I was all excited for you to come home 

this afternoon, and now it’ll be two weeks. It’s like I got a free ticket to a beer 
garden, and when I got there it was just a big white tent full with rows of folding 
tables and no beer.” 
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“Trust me, I know. I was thinking of throwing a chess game tonight just so 
you’d massage me for an hour. And then there’s that place you always ‘miss’ and 
go back to get with your tongue because it’s better for ‘delicate work.’ Instead, 
I’m in serious fucking pain in an apartment that’s mostly empty, aside from 
Erika’s computer and tv and dvd player. Laying around watching movies all day 
is no substitute for good sex.” 

“I don’t know. Are any cartoons?” 
“Family guy. Are implying that watching family guy is the same as being 

in bed with me?” 
“No. I’m just saying. It could be worse.” 
“Yeah, well, we’ll discuss that more later. But for now, you have to go 

back to work, and I have to go give myself a sponge-bath, because I’m not 
allowed to fucking shower.” 

“Ooh. Yeah, how about you not hang up until after the sponge-bath.” 
“No, you have to work, remember?” 
“Nah, these bastards are pissing me off. And nothing comes before 

thinking about you naked. That’s why God gave me eyes, you know.” 
“Cute, but I need my hands for this.” 
“Yeah, that’s the way I picture it.” Catania laughed, and Kurt thought how 

she hadn’t been doing that as much since she got back to Tempe.. 
“Shuttup. The point is to get clean, not talk dirty. If we do it your way, I’m 

going to have to move my stomach, and it’s going to hurt.” 
“I’ll keep calling.” 
“I won’t answer.” 
“I’ll send you messages.” 
“I won’t respond.” 
“You’d just ignore me? That’s cold.” 
“No, I won’t ignore you. I’ll read them. Just not send any back.” 
“Fine. I’ll hear from you later?” 
“Of course. Just because my body isn’t letting me fly doesn’t mean I don’t 

love you.” 
“That’s what I like to hear. Have fun with your bath.” 
“I’m telling you, it’s not that kind of sponge bath.”  
Kurt sat at his desk a while, thinking about Catania. Thinking about her 

made her absence even harder. She was too wonderful to be taken away from 
him like that. He was having withdrawals. Whatever else he tried to do, all he 
could see was her, water rushing over her soft, fragrant skin, her lithe neck, her 
picturesque breasts. He took his phone back out, and started punching in a 
message.  

 
So…have you started yet? 
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Sitting on the edge of the bath, skin 

glistening, damp, almost like sweat, the loofa 

massaging your beautiful curves... 

 

Waters glistening, running down your neck, 

between your amazing breasts, a single droplet 

clinging to your perfect nipple... 

 

Warm water continues to cascade down the skin 

of your stomach, like water fountain art of 

angels, across your stomach, trapped in your 

bellybutton... 

 

Another splash lands on your thigh, so smooth 

and so strong, shining trails of water 

creeping down the subtle fold where thigh and 

pelvis meet... 

 

Slowly, silently down smooth skin until the 

droplets get tangled in tiny curled hairs, 

making you shimmer, like studded with jewels, 

sublime treasure 

 

Water drips off, and I catch it on my tongue, 

warm, tasting just a little like you, but 

never enough, teasing my taste buds 

 

Unable to take it I dive in. You’re so warm I 

can’t believe the water doesn’t steam off. A 

wave of sensation rolls through my mouth, my 

eyes roll back 

 

I lap faster than water drips down, extending 

through every bit of soft pink skin, every 

curve and delicate fold 

 

I breathe out through my nose, a cold breeze 

on tender, wet skin. My hands slide up the 

slick, soapy lines of your legs 
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Muscles tense as fingers glide over them, and 

I can hear your breath catch. With every half-

gasp, I bury my face deeper.  

 
His phone rang, and he answered it, smiling. 
“I wasn’t done yet, you know.” She was breathing hard through smiling 

lips. It made his heart beat heavy and fast. 
“Well I am. It hurt some, but it was totally worth it.” 
“No long-term damage?” 
“No. I almost fell off of the edge of the tub though. Twice.” 
“But you’re good now?” 
“Very good. Sweaty. A little frustrated that I can’t kiss this guy who 

always knows when to say the things that distract me the best and make me feel 
good.” 

“You can thank me later.” 
“Count on it. Now I really NEED to wash though. So I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
For a while, it really was like it had been before. Catania called Kurt 

several times a day. She told him a story about a pair of kangaroo rats who lived 
in a cactus and longed to live in a place where there were seeds and plants and 
fruit to eat. They eventually hitchhiked all the way to a field on a lake, where 
there all kinds of things to eat. But then winter came, and snow fell and the lake 
froze, and it was just like the desert had been, only they didn’t know where to 
find the food, so they had to steal from squirrels. Then one evening she called at 
4 in the morning, drunk and really out of it on her vicodin from the hospital, and 
asked Kurt to talk her off. The phone disconnected right before the end, and she 
fell asleep before he could call back, so he said his goodnights to her voicemail. 
He decided to use his extra time to build her a present. Her only complaint about 
his apartment is that there was no place to keep plants. She had been a little 
concerned about that when looking at the duplex she liked, too, which was the 
only reason the other condo was still in the running. He had been thinking about 
it, and wanted to build a wall planter. One that took most of the wall. He wanted 
two large planters with a table in the middle for a little cactus display, to remind 
her of Arizona, and behind it would be a series of rounded flower boxes that stick 
out in front of mirrors, and painted pictures and drawings and photographs could 
fill the places between planters. It was a little complicated, but it should be done 
by the time she came back.  

After a week, the doctor took a look to see if there was any infection left. 
There was quite a bit that still needed to be cleaned out, so he had to cut open all 
the healing she’d done in a week, and then some. The day after that she was in so 
much pain she could barely move. She had been talking to Kurt, and had been 
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lying still enough she thought it might be okay for her to get up and go to the 
bathroom. When she sat up she hurt so bad that she started crying and had to 
hang up. Kurt had never been so concerned for anyone in all his life. His hands 
shook for hours, and wouldn’t stop, even after she called back. He felt absolutely 
helpless. Instead, he turned all his attention to his project for her. Things with the 
Wyrms were getting more tense, as they started making even more demands of 
him, and taking less on themselves. The stress of having the one person he cared 
about the most and could have made it all better a thousand miles away and in 
pain turned stress and frustration to anger. Instead of creating a new system by 
which to organize and judge prospective leads on new clients (even after 
discovering that new clients were less than 15 percent of the year’s business), 
Kurt went online and updated his own blog: 

 
Apparently there was a line in the job  

description I missed when I signed up for this fucking job 
outlining my additional duties as a cheerleader. This whole 
time I've been working under the assumption that I was 

supposed to work hard and get things done, but apparently 
along with my company laptop and the giant-ass bag they 
sent it in, complete with granny wheels, extendable handle, 
and a little pouch set aside for my fucking colostomy bag, 
there was supposed to be a miniskirt and pom-poms in 

matching company colors and Worm logo. Terrible mistake on 
my part. Didn’t get a hint to this until Friday when I got the 
lovely e-mail outlining changes they think need made in my 

attitude. 
 

At the top of this list? When one of them  
approaches me to give me more shit to do, I need to show 
more enthusiasm in my voice when I say "yeah?" Meaning, 
instead of working, and simply acknowledging their presence 
to see what they want when they literally yell "hey, Kurt!" 
through the open doorway or the damn wall, I need to 
actually rush in and grin and offer a kindly "Yes, Lord 

Wormy, how may I service you today? Would you like me to 
pick up your XXXL polo shirts from the cleaners and pick up 
your greasy hot-dogs from the food shanty? Could I offer to 

have your knob polished with that?" To think that my 
BOSSES expect me to act cheerier at work and not bitch 
about grievances with other pissed off workers because its 

fucking with THEIR morale? 
 

Fucking swine. Their feelings are not my problem  
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any more than their problems with their insanely large, 
condom-fearing catholic family or feeble immune systems. I 
show up to get shit done so I can collect my pittance and use 

it to pay bills or for medical aide, or for something 
worthwhile like buying cds or books or using it to make a 

pretty girl smile. 
 

And you know what? For all the mind-boggling  
butt-fuckery that I have to put up with from those jackasses 
since the first day I started there, I’ve made their company 
run smoother, I’ve been patient and gracious, and right now 
when I really do not have the time to deal with them, they 
pull this shit. Even on the best of days it would have been 
met with anger and irritation. This is not the best of days. 
Because somewhere far away from me there is a girl that I 
really care about, and that IS worth worrying over, who can’t 
even sit up without taking pain killers. And instead of being 
home in bed where I can take care of her, she’s laying in a 
packed-up apartment watching movies by herself all day. So 
I go home to an apartment that’s just to quiet, wake up in a 
bed that’s cold and empty without her, and then come in to 
this continuing ill-advised whining and self-indulgent bullshit? 

I don’t care. 
 

I'm just confused. Confused and hurt and  
frightened in a much less good way than I was just a few 

weeks ago. I want to know what's going on. I want to be able 
to help her somehow. I want to hear her sound happy again 
when we talk. I want to know what's wrong and what I can 
do for the most important person in my life. Not what it 
takes to get a Worm all wet in his company-logo panties. 

 
There were days now when Catania didn’t call at all. When she did, she 

sounded drained and depressed. She would only seldom say the same things she 
had before, replacing jokes and affection with statements about wishing someone 
would just take her in a field and shoot her like they would if she were a dog. 
When she should have been healing and feeling better, she was sounding worse. 
One night while he was working late to make the cabinet stand for the cactus part 
of his planter wall, she called. 

“How you feeling?” 
“Everything is terrible here, and I’m so sick of it.” She sounded near to 

crying, her words somewhat jumbled from the painkillers.  
“I know, Pretty, I’m so sorry.” 
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“Why aren’t you here, Kurt?” 
“I have to work. Trust me, I want to be there.” 
“I just want you here, to feel you. If you were here you could finger me and 

I could feel something and you could hold me until I sleep.” She sounded so 
pained, so desolate, Kurt could feel his throat closing up. 

“You wouldn’t even have to ask twice.” 
“So sick of it. I want to feel something else. I want to feel someone else. 

Sick of being here by myself.” 
“Do you want me to come down?” 
“I used to think it was dumb. The days you went to work and came home 

and cooked for me. It was so sweet, but it was dumb that I wasn’t doing anything 
and you were still taking care of me. And now I can’t do this anymore.” 

“Baby, it’ll be okay. I’ll go get a ticket tonight, and I’ll be down there 
tomorrow, okay? The earliest flight that comes in.”  

“What about work?” 
“You know you’re more important than work.” 
“So what, we live in your car? I don’t have any money left. The doctor 

isn’t free, you know.” 
“It’ll just be a few days, until the doctor days you can come back. You 

don’t need to heal completely to come back. Just enough that we can take care of 
it ourselves.” 

“And if he says it’s not, you won’t go. You keep taking days off for me. 
They’re going to fire you, Kurt.” 

“They’re not going to fire me. And fuck them. I can get another job. I can’t 
get another one of you.” 

“Yes you can. Like I’m special? Please. I’m just a fucked up girl who has 
too much fat on my hips and too small of tits and I drink too much.” 

“Catania, I have never been as attracted to anyone as I am to you, and I 
love you. You know that. If you have any doubts about then when I get there, I’ll 
make them go away. I promise.” 

“No, I told you, don’t come here. Go to work.” 
“I heard what you told me. I’ll be there anyway.” 
“No! Kurtis, I’m serious. Don’t leave work to come here.” 
“You expect me to hear you sound like this and not come?” 
“It’s just a shitty day. I need to go to sleep. I’ll be fine.” 
“You don’t have to pretend to be—” 
“I’m not pretending fucking anything, okay? It’s just…it sucks. That’s it.” 
“Is there anything I can do for you now? Tell you a story? It’s not the same 

as me touching you, but it’s something, maybe?” 
“No. I just need sleep. I’ll call you tomorrow.” 
“You sure you don’t want me to come down tomorrow?” 



 - 117 - 

“Don’t. Just…fucking…don’t. Okay? I’ll be fine.”  
“Okay. I love you. Get some sleep.” 
But Kurt couldn’t sleep himself. He kept thinking about the way she 

sounded. He went to the computer, and looked at airline tickets. Getting last-
minute tickets were expensive, and there wasn’t anything available for the 
morning. He wouldn’t be able to get there until the evening, and by then, he 
would have been able to talk to Catania. He knew the tone of her voice. She 
would be really pissed to see him show up. It wasn’t the same thing as buying her 
dessert when she said no, or staying up for one more round in bed when she was 
trying to convince him he had to wake up early in the morning. But he had to be 
able to do something; something that always made her happy before. He brought 
up his favorite memories of her down in Arizona, and started writing: 
 
 

The Chess Table 
  

We’re in your apartment, on a peaceful afternoon, playing chess, 

talking. You catch me staring at you between moves while you 

concentrate, and have to avoid looking at me, suppressing a smile. 

When the game was over, you came around the table and sat on my 

leg, finally done with the battle, no longer having to pretend you 

didn’t notice the look in my eyes, holding you in light like a statue so 

beautiful time won’t even touch it, so angelic it radiates heat to 

anyone nearby. Now you sat there, looking back into my face, 

making my heart pound with the tiniest smile from the corner of your 

mouth, with the faintest spark in your eyes. You leaned closer to me, 

and kissed me softly, that first kiss in a while, when your lips are 

cool and soft and dry, suddenly reminding me with a gentle urging 

how unbelievably lucky I am. You kiss me again, and I shut my eyes, 

feeling your body turn under your shirt where my hand rests on your 

side, and I feel your hand touch my face.  

Some time while we’re kissing, I look into your eyes again, and 

the spark has grown into a fierce hunger, mirroring the fire in me, 

the lust and the raw need of you. My hand slides down your stomach 

to your pants, sliding behind them, behind your panties, slowly and 

gently sliding through short hairs and tender skin. Pushing down, 

through the soft folds of you, softer, hotter, wetter every time my 

fingers pass through them. I separate the folds, using a single finger 

to run across the place where all your nerves run together, feel it 

swelling, blood rushing into it. You shift on my leg, pulling yourself 

up, pushing yourself towards my hand, pivoting out your legs, giving 
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me the room to delve into the warm, moist darkness, fingers sliding 

down and then inside of you. Every time I pull my fingers out of you I 

push against the tight fabric of your clothes, until only the tips of my 

finger are touching your clit, and every time I slip my fingers back 

down, against and inside you, your muscles pull in, and you lift a 

little. The confinement of your jeans provides a tightness in 

movement, and when you can’t take any more you unbuckle your 

belt, open your pants, dropping the belt with a sudden sharp breath 

as I take advantage of the new free space to reach you more 

completely. My free hand slides from your back, under your shirt to 

your side, and up to your breasts. I pinch your nipple, and you bite 

your lip, pulling off you shirt, hair getting in my face, soft and 

scented like flowers and you. I massage your breasts, flushed above 

the line of your bra as your temperature rises. Your own hand slides 

back blindly to my stomach and unbuckles my belt before sliding into 

my pants, fingers running down the length of my erection before 

wrapping around. I use my free hand to unclasp your bra, you use 

your hand to reach down between my legs, caressing my balls, 

squeezing my thigh, and sliding up my penis. I push myself into you, 

sliding your body down my leg, closer to my lap. You press your 

shoulder into my chest and breathe heavy, and then turn to kiss me. I 

am grinding into you so much you have difficulty finding the room to 

touch me with your soft, gentle touch, so you open my pants, pulling 

me free from them. You lean your head closer, kissing my neck, 

biting my ear, whispering to me “I want you to fuck me.” I pull my 

fingers out of you, the air cold compared to the heat of you, and 

stand you up, pulling down your pants and panties together until the 

snap hits the floor, and you step out of them, and I pull off my own 

shirt. I stand, facing your back, running fingers down your spine to 

the top of your ass, down the beautiful curves. I let my pants fall, and 

step closer so you can feel me touching you. I kiss your shoulder, and 

your back, and then slowly bend you forward, over the table, lifting 

your soft, beautiful leg and set it on the chair next to the table. Using 

one hand on your shoulder to pull you closer to me, and the other 

hand to guide me closer to you, I push against the lush, soft part of 

you, wetter than it had been moments ago. You push yourself over 

further, and I sink into the pillowy softness, hotter than a person 

should be able to get, more amazing than a person should feel; like a 

doorway into heaven, and a reminder of how special you are. I slide 

back out, and before I leave completely, you push back towards me. I 

push myself into you, faster and deeper, with one hand on your waist 
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and the other on the table, fingers intertwined with yours. You moan 

and push yourself down onto the table, your fingers releasing mine 

to grip the edge of the table tightly, and you start to pant audibly. I 

reach my hand up to cup your breasts, hanging so perfectly, so soft, 

kneading them with my one hand, pinching and caressing the nipple. 

My hand shifts on them, and knock over a chess piece. You push 

yourself on me as I push deeper into you, and you can hear the 

clapping sound of our sweaty bodies connecting. A single soft moan 

slips out of you, and you push your body against the table, knocking 

over the rest of the pieces with your breasts, our bodies coming 

together so hard the table shakes, pieces go falling and scattering 

across the floor. Another moan slowly turns into words, just barely 

audible on your breath, little more than a loud whisper, “god yes, 

fuck me. Feels so good.” Words trail off into another moan.  

Your legs shake suddenly and your knee buckles, the table 

almost topping with you against it. I catch it and you, and hold you 

up with my hands on your waist, and once I know the glass will stay, 

I lift you up towards me. You press your body to mine, your hand 

grabbing my cock, wet with your own nectar, pressing it against you, 

trying to pull it into you while standing, kissing me. I turn you so you 

sit on the corner of the ottoman, and lay you back slowly, my body 

on yours, your head resting on the corner of the ottoman. With my 

hand in the pit of your knee, I lift it up, and slide myself back into 

you. You close your eyes and pull your lips back, moaning, smiling to 

have me back inside of you. You hold onto my shoulder, keeping me 

close, pulling me into you. You lift your head to kiss me, to press 

your forehead, damp with sweat, against my chest, before turning 

your head back and biting me. You let go suddenly, and throw your 

head back down on the ottoman, lifting your arms and grabbing the 

cushion behind your head. “oh my…oh yes…gawd…you feel so 

good…god, please…” I lay my body across yours, kissing your neck, 

raised to the sky. I slide a hand under your back to scratch it, and 

when your back arches and your tits raise to the heavens I kiss them, 

sucking the nipples, biting them just hard enough to make you gasp. 

You wrap your legs around me, dig your fingers into the base of my 

spine pulling yourself into me so hard I can’t pill out, just grind 

against you. You moan and gasp for breath, I close my eyes and 

swallow, trying to open my own air passages. The muscles around 

my cock, buried deep inside you, flex and squeeze me, your legs 

shaking violently, your breasts quivering with every gasp for air, 

your lips parted. I bury my face into your neck, your hair. When I lift 
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it again you open your eyes and look into mine, biting your lower lip 

to stiffly your own moan, still it slips out. Your legs and arms squeeze 

me with all your strength, so tight I can’t more my body more than 

short, rhythmic thrusts, moving your body with mine. You hold your 

breath as the crest of the orgasm hits you, awash in our ecstasy, and 

you can feel everything through your skin; you feel my heart beat, my 

lungs full with air, holding it in, only a tiny bit escaping out again to 

cross your skin. You feel my legs twitch, and you feel me come inside 

you, our bodies held together so tight that nothing could separate 

them. The instant lasts forever, until we both finally open our 

mouths, and exhale, taking deep, heavy, exhausted breaths, kissing 

lips hot with passion and exertion, pressing our bodies together 

when we needed the oxygen to much for another kiss, and then 

resuming. Muscles loosen and relax, collapsing together. Its twenty 

minutes before either of us has the energy to move, and we finally 

separate, me sliding out of you, both of us standing. Holding each 

other close, we walk into the next room, and lie down on the bed, 

pressed together, and pull a cool sheet over us, and slip into an 

exhausted sleep, your head on my arm, and our hands held together.  

 
He wrote a short e-mail, telling her that if he couldn’t be there, his words 

could be, at least, whenever she needed. Kurt asked her for the phone number of 
the doctor, so he could call and talk and see when he thought she’d be able to fly. 
More than anything, he wanted her home as soon as possible, so she could be 
taken care of right. Then he went back to bed. He still couldn’t sleep, though, he 
just stared at pictures of her until it was time to go to work in the morning.  

She didn’t call the next morning, and she didn’t answer her phone. He 
called her twice in the day to talk, but she didn’t answer. By the time midnight 
came, he still hadn’t heard from her. He was a complete mess, and as exhausted 
as he was, from not having slept the night before, it took him hours of laying in 
bed before his eyes finally closed. His dreams were just as worried as he had 
been.  

On the following day she did call, and responded to his concern with 
irritation. Why should she feel obligated to call him every day? It wasn’t like 
they were married or anything. He shouldn’t expect so much of her. Kurt pointed 
out that she was the one who said she would call. It didn’t make her any less 
angry. There wasn’t really a point in time in which she wasn’t angry. Kurt’s only 
redemption came in at the end, when she said she was just in a bad mood, so she 
was going to go. He didn’t hear from her again for several days. When he did, 
she called and apologized for the way she treated him, but had nothing else to 
say. A few days after that she called up at night again, in tears that everything 
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was falling apart. When he asked her if she could come home yet, she said no 
through sobs. He couldn’t get any more straight answers than that. She finally 
was crying too hard to talk, and hung up on him. This hollow feeling took him, 
and he didn’t know what to do. Catania wouldn’t talk to him, but clearly 
something was going on. He found Erika’s cell phone number, but she wasn’t 
answering either, but he left a message asking if Catania was okay, because she 
seemed really depressed and he was scared. He never heard back. 

When he still hadn’t heard back for a few days, he called and left her a 
message asking her why they weren’t talking, and that he was concerned. If 
something had happened, or something was going on, or she was angry, she 
should tell him but he missed her, and wanted her to come home. She didn’t call 
back. That same day he had a trip to the dentist. Even when he heard the tooth 
crack, and watched pieces being lifted out, his only concern was Catania. That 
evening he was putting the final coat of varnish on the planter wall he’d made. 
He had the photographs and pictures he wanted to put in the framed sections all 
picked out, waiting to go in. He sat looking at it, and decided to go online and try 
and guess what plants she would like in there the most. Even if he was going to 
have to go down and get her himself, she could walk in to a new array of color. 
There was an e-mail waiting for him there, from Catania. 

 
Kurt, 

We haven’t spoken because there isn’t 
anything about which we need to speak. There 
isn’t anything between us right now that words 
can solve. You knew my life was a mess before 
you came into it, and just because we haven’t 
known each other long enough for you to 
understand that, doesn’t mean that you coming 
into my life makes it all make sense. It doesn’t 
work that way. Now I think we should have never 
had sex in the first place. You seem to have all 
these ideas from it that I don’t, and now you 
think about it way too much. You don’t 
understand. Our little sex talks creeped me out, 
and now just the other day when I’m feeling like 
sex that’s what you try to steer the 
conversation to? And when I hang up and go to 
sleep, the next time I check my mail there’s 
some little dirty story there waiting? NO!NO!NO! 
You haven’t paid enough mind to the thing’s I’ve 
said. I told you all the reasons why I didn’t 
want a relationship now. But you had to get this 
insane idea that you and I are bound for this 
serious exclusive relationship. I can’t do that. 
I appreciate everything you did for me, all the 
bills and everything. I’ll pay back the money 
you gave me, and the money you paid for my rent 
and phone and everything else. But you got the 
wrong idea about me. I can’t be what you want. 
You kept pushing for this thing I couldn’t be. 
So now, I’ve run away from you. I’m gone. We’re 
not even friends, because you had to go and skip 
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that step. If you want to talk, we can chat or 
start over or whatever the fuck else. I don’t 
know what we have to talk about. For now, I 
won’t respond to any letters, or messages, or 
phone calls, so stop trying. I’ll send you an e-
mail when I want to talk.  

Also, in the future, do not ever again try 
and talk to one of my friends to ask about me. 
Our problems aren’t their business, and your 
feelings aren’t their problem. Any issue you 
have with me, you need to direct only to me. 

Catania  
 

Kurt stared at the screen, reading the letter over and over until his eyes 
burned and the screen blurred too much to be readable. He stumbled to the 
kitchen, grabbed a bottle of vodka, and went to bed.  
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Chapter Six 
 
 
 
 

Catania- 
First and fucking foremost, if you had answered 

a single one of my calls, sent me a letter, or 
kept your god-damn word, I would have never had to 
call Erika in the first place. I did that because 
I was WORRIED about you. Because I thought you 
were going through something bad, and I CARED. 
Apparently my feelings aren’t your concern either, 
though. 

And as for the rest of it, hey, excuse me for 
believing a word you said. You don’t like phone 
sex? That’s funny. Because I could have sworn it 
was you who started it each and every time it 
happened. I never called YOU drunk at 4 in the 
morning and demanded you to talk dirty to me until 
I came. I suggested it because you SAID you missed 
being touched, and because as much as I may care 
about you, I can’t change the laws of fucking 
physics just to make Seattle a part of 
motherfucking Arizona. I SENT you the letter 
because you said you LIKED them, for one, and so 
you didn’t have to get to the point again where 
you were in tears because you missed me touching 
you. Not that I have any doubt you found someone 
else to do all the ‘touching’ you’d require, if 
your decision that you never wanted an ‘exclusive’ 
relationship in any indication. So tell me, when 
you said you were going to Tempe to pack your 
stuff, did you really mean you were going there to 
get packed and stuffed?  

I never told you I expected you to be anything. 
I told you I liked who you were. If everything you 
were around me was a lie, I can’t be responsible 
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for that. I liked you when I met you. I didn’t 
FORCE you to kiss me, I didn’t MAKE you tell 
Heather to go home without me because you wanted 
me to fuck you. I asked you to visit me because I 
liked you and missed you. You didn’t want to come? 
Could have said no. Didn’t want to have sex with 
me? Another no. Or, you know, just stop grinding 
against me and sticking your hands in my pants. 
You didn’t want to stay? Didn’t have to. I TOLD 
YOU to make that decision based on what YOU 
WANTED. If you’re so confused you don’t know what 
that is, sure, it sucks, but don’t go blaming me. 

And finally, as to paying me back: I hear you 
can make more money if you take five on at once. 
Probably not news to an old pro like you. Or the 
first time you’ve tried it. I prefer a check or 
money order, just so I don’t have to handle the 
same bill you used to wipe your chin after sucking 
your tenth cock for the evening. At least this 
answers my question about how you got so good at 
it. Appreciate it. 

-Kurt  
 

The cursor hung over the Send button, and Kurt watched the screen. 
Finally, he rolled his mouse over the X, and closed the letter without sending it. 
He’d written a dozen replies at least in the few days since he heard from her. He 
never sent a one. Because, really, what good would it do? Catania was gone. It 
was pretty clear from her letter what she was saying. What she meant. She didn’t 
want anything to do with him. Fine. He never wanted to push her into anything at 
all, least of all to be with him. Like he was so awful he had to trick some 
confused girl into moving in with him. 

“Shoulda fucked ‘er in th’ ass afore she gon’” Kurt left the computer. The 
sound of an empty glass bottle joining others reverberated around his apartment. 
He’d already filled one of the large planters with empty bottles, and was halfway 
towards the other one. He looked around the room for another bottle, but it was 
hard to focus on anything. He saw one on the couch, but when he tried to walk to 
it, something got in his way, and he landed on the hard tile.  

“Ha! Fuck’r! Cn’t hert me!” He kicked the coffee table victoriously, and 
pushed himself up just high enough to fall onto the sofa. At the moment, he was 
pretty clear from pain. He couldn’t feel his feet or his hands at all, thanks to the 
painkillers. He glared into nothingness, remembering the dentist who refused to 
give him more. It was THEIR fault, anyway. They didn’t ask, on that second 
visit, if he had been drinking or taking painkillers before they put the mask on 
him. They didn’t TELL him the little pink pill they gave him to steady his heart 
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reacted badly with those things. For that matter, they didn’t even ask why his 
heart was beating so hard. By the time he was in the Dentist’s chair, he was 
already high enough to be past lying. So when the little pink pill met up with the 
chemistry set in his blood, and he started hallucinating…well, they were every bit 
as much to blame as he was. He looked around for a glass or a can of sprite, and, 
failing to find one, drank straight from the bottle. Kurt laughed in his mind that 
he never used to like whiskey at all, and now Jack Daniels was at least one meal 
a day. He put the cap back on, and lay back, falling asleep.  

In a few hours, the alarms he put all over the apartment would start going 
off. He would have become less intoxicated, but by no means sober. He hadn’t 
actually been sober since he read that e-mail. He would take a shower, which 
would make him feel alert, he would eat a banana or a bagel or whatever else he 
found lying around that was edible, and he would drive to work. That would be 
his most lucid moment of the day. Once at work, he would take a pain-killer or 
two. He had a flask in his briefcase, and another one in his pocket. Both were full 
of vodka. So far, nobody had noticed anything. Kayla knew, but wouldn’t say 
anything. The Wyrms thought the change in Kurt’s behavior was his attempt to 
be more friendly and cheerful. Nobody asked about Catania. It wasn’t something 
Kurt wanted to bring up. He just wanted to work. Around noon, he’d stop 
drinking. When he was feeling sharp enough to drive, he would go home. He’d 
stop at one of three liquor stores on his way home, if he needed anything. 
Halfway home, he’d take more painkillers, so they’d kick in as he was parking. 
Once in the door, he’d find the closest bottle, and resume his activity.  

Most of his friends stopped calling. It wasn’t that they didn’t want to be 
supportive most of them sympathized. They really were concerned. But Kurt had 
always been a powerful force. When he was happy, he could make a whole party 
of people cheerier. When he was feeling introspective, and wanted to engage in 
debate, he could turn a room full of people into philosophers. So when all he 
wanted to do was drink the world away until he couldn’t remember Catania 
anymore, or couldn’t feel the hole she tore through him when she left, what could 
anyone do about it?  It takes a lot more than a slice of cake and a DVD rental to 
bring a man out of despair when he’s fallen into it. But he still had Paul and 
Anita. They had been the closest to him for no small amount of time. Paul had 
been Kurt’s biggest supporter for his web-comic, and waited patiently for the day 
when he would be able to help do something. His biggest hope was that he could 
help with the design and production of merchandise, and wouldn’t have to work 
anymore. They’d spent the most amount of time with Kurt and Catania when she 
was in Seattle. And they were hit the hardest by Kurt’s collapse. They heard the 
next day. Already, they had given up on calling Kurt to see how he was doing. 
He wouldn’t remember the conversation, and he wouldn’t answer anything 
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besides ‘fine.’ The best thing was to stop over early enough that he was still able 
to talk and walk, and then get him out of the house.  

“Guests!” Kurt swung the door open wide, beckoning Paul and Anita to 
come in.  

“How are you doing, Kurt?” Anita put a hand on Kurt’s cheek so he 
couldn’t look away. He flinched.  

“Fine. Do I look sick?” 
“You look pale. How much have you had?” He held up the bottle if Jim 

Beam he had been trying to take the plastic off of. 
“Just got back with the new stock. We’re going to start with this plucky 

little number. You want some?” 
“Maybe later.” Kurt wandered to the kitchen to find a glass and some 

sprite.  
“So, I see you got both of the big pots filled.” Paul was standing in front of 

the planter wall. He had been fascinated with it while it was being built. He and 
Anita would come over and help sand, and they both helped him put all the 
pieces together when they were done. Anita was excited to see what it would 
look like completed. She even offered to pay him to build one for her, she liked it 
so much. Now both of the large planters were, indeed, full of empty bottles, with 
the table between them being used to hold the bag of new bottles, fresh from the 
liquor store.  

“Yeah, the one is overflowing a little. Bastard.” 
“You plan on filling the whole thing up then?” 
“I have no plans, Paul, you know that.” 
“You used to. What about the web-comic?” 
“Right. Been working on it for how long now? And it’s going SO well. 

Don’t you know, just today the shippers told me they had to start a new 
production run on three separate prints of the t-shirts, and the collected book sold 
out in the entire east coast!” 

“It’ll happen.” 
“Maybe. But if it does, it’ll have nothing to do with me.” Anita stepped 

forward to argue. 
“How can it exist without you? It’s your baby.” 
“I think it’s pretty clear to all involved that I can only really fuck up 

anything that could be classified as ‘my baby.’ There ain’t much I’m good at. But 
I did find one thing. And thank fucking Christ for that!.” He held up his empty 
glass to illustrate his skill. Anita and Paul exchanged glances.  

“Hey, lets all go get something to eat! See if anyone’s playing tonight! It’s 
Friday, right?” Kurt nodded in agreement, and put down his glass.  

The three of them walked down between the tall buildings after leaving the 
pizza place. Anita knew he wasn’t eating anything, regardless of what he said, 
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because his kitchen was almost empty of food aside from some fruit. They hoped 
eating would help sober him up some, but, unfortunately, while they could get 
him away from the bottles that surrounded him at his apartment, Kurt was still in 
the practice of carrying his flask, and a few painkillers. Anita dumped most of the 
flask into her empty cup while Kurt wasn’t looking at the restaurant. They 
couldn’t do anything about the pills.  

“You need to stop all this, you know, Kurt.” Anita was trying to be direct.  
“I’m sorry. Was I touching myself? I can never tell.”  
“You know what I mean. You can’t keep doing this to yourself. It’s 

fucking you up.” 
“Oh, that’s hardly the world’s biggest tragedy. I’m pretty disposable. Plus, 

I was kinda fucked up before anyway.” 
“You weren’t fucked up before, and you aren’t disposable. She’s a bitch 

for treating you like you were.” Anita was getting angry.  
“Musta had good reason. Better I don’t think about it.” Paul had been quiet 

for as long as he was going to. 
“So your plan is to drink until you don’t remember at all?” 
“Told you, I don’t plan. That was the idea though.” 
“So what happens in the meantime? What happens if you get arrested for 

driving drunk? Or get fired? Or die?” 
“If I die, I imagine I won’t be remembering anything. And I won’t get 

fired. That fat cocksucker thinks I’m trying his cheerleader plan.” 
“You don’t think someone in that building knows you’re drinking?”  
“Not besides Kayla.” Mention of her name was the last straw for Anita. 
“You’re counting on HER to be on your side? Whose to say she won’t try 

to use it somehow? How can you even stand working there and seeing her?!” 
“Shitty fuckin’ job. How much worse is she going to make it?” 
“How much worse?!? Jesus, Kurt—” Paul cut her off. 
“So if it’s a shitty job, get a new one. Sober up long enough to apply, get 

an interview, and work somewhere that challenges you enough you CAN’T drink 
all day.” 

“You make it sound as if I wanted to stop.” 
“Well, you can’t get a new job dead drunk, can you?” 
“Probably not. I could mask the smell, sure, but someone’s going to notice 

when I start peeing on the artificial tree or trying to talk the secretary into having 
sex with me.” 

“Then you’ll need to stop for that. At least so you can get away from the 
Worms and Kayla.” 

“You make it sound like a national emergency.” Paul wasn’t fast enough to 
stop Anita that time. 
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“Kurt, it was fucking date-rape! If you were a girl in college or something, 
and she were a man, she would already be in jail!” 

“In this college-chick scenario…am I hot?” It wasn’t something Anita was 
willing to joke about. 

“It’s fucking serious. You called us wanting a ride home because you 
didn’t like the way she was acting, you did the dumb thing and had another drink 
with more of your fucking pills, and according to the bartender that old beast of a 
fucking fat woman practically carried you to her car, where she took your pants 
off and did things to you that you didn’t want! What the fuck do YOU call that?! 
Or are you just too fucked up to care?!” Even in the dim light from the shops 
they were walking past, Anita’s face was crimson. 

“I care, okay? I fucking care. I cared when I woke up and saw what was 
going on, I cared when I ran down the street trying to get in any car I thought 
looked like yours because I saw you had been calling me, and I cared when I 
vomited all over the side of your car. There are still mornings when I see her and 
have to leave and puke up breakfast. What the fuck do you want me to do about 
it?” 

“If you’re not going to tell the police, at least leave that job so you don’t 
have to see her, and don’t have to pretend it didn’t happen.” 

“I was TRYING to get a new job before Catania left. It didn’t work then, 
why would it now?” 

“It WOULD if you would stop DRINKING.” 
“And get to spend a whole day thinking about how I managed to fuck up 

the best thing I ever had and I don’t even know how! Oh, what fun that’ll be! 
And it’s sure to get me promoted, and I struggle just to get out of the bed that 
wasn’t always so fucking cold and force myself to eat!” 

“It wasn’t something you DID. You didn’t make her go.” 
“Not what she said.” 
“She’s a fucked-up bitch! She was a fucked-up bitch before, and will 

probably stay one for a long time to come. She will end up dying alone because 
every time she meets a nice guy, she treats him like shit.” 

“You may be confused about which one of us is alone.” Paul’s brow 
lowered. 

“What do you mean?” 
“I’M the one who can’t get a girl to take half an interest in me to save my 

life. Catania’s back with Dirk. I’m the one who ain’t worth being with. Not her.” 
“How do you know that?” 
“Online blog thing. Heather confirmed it.” The name struck a bell for 

Anita. 
“Isn’t he the one that used to treat her like shit? Beat her and stuff? Stabbed 

her that once with a kitchen knife?” 
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“That’s him.” 
“You think he’s going to be any better?” 
“Nope.” 
“So she’s just going to be in another bad relationship with him. It’s not like 

she’s found someone new she threw you aside for, or dumped you for a better lay 
or something.” 

“No. What it means is she would rather be demeaned, abused, beaten, and 
even stabbed than be with me. That when given the choice between living with 
me here, having me put help her reach her goals and support her so she doesn’t 
have to work all the time and can enjoy herself, and going back to the desert to be 
told she’s too stupid to be a teacher, too ugly to find a better man, and beaten for 
talking back, she’d rather have the beating. I’m just THAT much fun to be 
around.” 

“That’s—” Anita stalled for a second finding the word. 
“That’s a motherfucker, ain’t it? Finding out the one person you love more 

than anyone else, who made you happier than you’ve ever been, prefers a slow 
death to your company? And to top it all off, the girl at the music store, and every 
other chick you’ve met since her, almost every chick you met before her, all treat 
you worse than a goddamn hobo, so the odds of finding someone in the near 
future to make you half feel better, or even get so much as a blowjob to make you 
feel better, is about as likely as Paul here putting out a hit Rap album. Now, can I 
just go back to working on not THINKGING about any of this fucking 
HORSESHIT?” He didn’t wait for an answer before taking more pills. By the 
time they got back to Paul’s car, he couldn’t feel his arms, legs, or face. Anita 
took his pulse three times, to make sure she was right. After he passed out on his 
couch, back in his apartment, they stayed for an hour just to make sure he didn’t 
die.  

 
A few weeks saw every pocket in the front of the planter wall filled, from 

the long trench ones, to the small single-plant holders that could only take a 
single bottle. He added a few more liquor stores to his list of places to frequent 
for purchases, since a few clerks at the other ones were becoming a little 
concerned about the number of times a week they saw him. He tripped on a pair 
of pants that were lying on the floor, and landed in the chair in front of his 
computer. He stared for a few minutes at the desktop photo of Catania that he 
hadn’t bothered to change, and then went online. He decided to update his blog: 

 
I have chips, and this is good. They taste of  

salsa, yet I have no salsa in which to dip them. Behodl the 
miracles of science. Let it be a warning to all who dout the 
power of innovation. I got one of these chips stick in a tooth 
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hole the other day. I thought it was going to hurt. I don’t 
know if they’ve healed or what. Make note that the upswing 
of absuign painkillers is you will honesyly wont even be aware 
that you ever even HAD wisdom teeth pulled or nor. Gone are 
the common-man’s fear of starws or soda or chuncy things. 
So all you dentists out there who take great relish in the 

post-op suffering of others, hear me now; you have met your 
match! 

 
Of ocurse, the downside is that I scratched  

the display on my phone because I forgot it existed. As I 
recall, I was drawn to this large rock that miraculously 

appeared right outside of an auto dealership. It fit perfectly 
in my hand, yet was of adequate smashing weight. So while I 
was eenie-meenie-miny-moeing to find out which PT cruiser 
was about to get a little less waterproof, po-po drives by in 
a car, and I put the rock in my pocket and keep walking. I 
just noticed it the other day. Sucks. The time shall ever be 
a mystery to the likes me of me. I fear I shall be late to 

ballet class. 
I did not come to tell of chips and rocks…Work! Ha!  

Try and steal MY memory, will ya! 
 

So I am sitting at my computer machine, listening 
 to music on this musicy device thing, raining terror and 
wrath on the office product market in the Pacific Region, 
putting the fear of the sales-related god (I call him the 

Mighty Bamboozle), and excercising his law, from the border 
of Canadia to that bay thing with all them cities  and stuff 

round it in California. Plus Idaho. Which isn’t really 
anywhere, but a place of it’s own, full of potatoes and 
skinheads, and Uncle Hodges, who is known for skinning 

potatoes and putting them on his head. You know, there was 
this porno once called The Show , which was about a talk-
show type thing with an occasional good hard fucking, and on 
it there was this guest who was an old lady who was clearly 
bat-shit insane and whittled little cocks out of potatoes. She 

was known as the Potato Penis Lady. I feel it socially 
irresponsible to give ANYONE something cock-shaped that 
you are encourage dto bite. It could be habit-forming. 

Tragedy WILL ensue. 
 

Anyway, so, I was working. And then the  
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King Worm, who was all hot for me for a while because he 
thought I was gonna be his go-go-girl, comes up to me. And 
he got this statement about the amount of money lost on 

promotional offers that didn’t egt follow-up. So, like, if we 
give someone a coupon for a hundred dollars off, or a free 
cappuccino machine, or whatever his clever idea of the week 
is, with the understanding that they will make an order of 

certain size, and they do not, then we are losing money. This 
was started as a way to get New Business, and thinking about 
New Business at night means Mrs. Worm has to wash the 
sheets in the morning. Now, the policy on this changes 

weekly. And he gives me this list on what he’s losing (which I 
gave to HIM in the first fucking place) amd then the goes 
into this huge lecture about how he can’t afford this, ending 

with ‘I won’t take it out of your salary THIS time.’ 
There are things you don’t say. 

 
So I stand up and grab the sheet from him,  

and point out how it’s separated by month. I pount out the 
ones that are still coming back to us NOW from before I had 
anything to do with promotions, I point out when I personally 
took over and made it more organized and efficient (when the 
number got smaller), and then point out some of the clients 
that I had absolutely fucking nothing to do with anyway. I 

say “Just because I can’t call up Mr Peabody and the 
Wayback Machine to travel in time and fix your fuckups in 
the past doesn’t mean I’m responsible for them now. If you 
run your business into the ground, you have your own ass to 
blame. I just did my part, which INCLUDES putting together 
this sheet to point out the losses which I gave you. In the 
future, do not show me something I made and try to explain 
it to me. Of the two of us, I have a better grasp of what 
this is. And now, this next part is important. I WORK here. 
This is not my hobby, I do not do hang around ehre all day 
just to jerk off to the pictures of the girl in the office 

supply catalogues. I do this work for you, like this sheet, and 
put up with a lot of shit, so that I can get paid. I am 

working here for money. Without money, you can starve for 
all I care. I personally don’t owe you a goddamn thing, and 
nobody steals from me and gets away with it. So unless 

you’re perfectly comfortable going home to a pile of ashes 
rubble and bone at the end of the day, never, ever, fuckign 
EVER presume to threaten MY money for YOUR miskates 

again.” 
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It was kindof a tense moment. 
 

Then he apologized and walked away. How weird, to threaten 
your boss and have him just cave. 

 
Kurt’s memory was a muddled, hazy mess, but he was remembering the 

incident with Wyrm correctly, with what was an alarming clarity for him in those 
weeks. The reason he remembered it, most likely, is that he was so angry the 
adrenaline overpowered the intoxicants for a while. What he was missing were 
the confrontations that came before it. Prior to that occasion, he had sparred with 
both Wyrms several times. He’d been feeling like he was working harder than 
ever, getting more done, and in turn was getting more flak. He wasn’t even 
entirely wrong: due largely to the fact that he had to kill time until he could drive 
home only mildly intoxicated, and he had no desire to talk to Kayla, he was 
spending more time working, and working with more vigor, to help him avoid 
the real world. His only socializing came when he was helping cross-train Bobbie 
or Monica on new aspects of the job. Time with Monica was his favorite. Even if 
she was an intended protégé of the Wyrms, she was still drop-dead gorgeous, and 
easy to get along with. He had hopes of converting her away from their way of 
thinking, and, perhaps, eventually convincing her to take a more intimate interest 
in him. He told himself it had nothing to do with the fact that her body build was 
largely the same as Catania’s, that she had a similar spark of energy and wit, and 
similar drinking habits. There were more reasons than that, to be sure. But on 
some days, around lunch when his blood was it’s least pure, he couldn’t help but 
noticing that Monica could have stolen Catania’s body, given it larger breasts and 
a new sense of fashion, and then just stapled her head right on. Those were the 
moments he avoided her. He had no recollection of that, either. Aside from being 
aware of his attraction for her, and that she was warm to him, he had no idea if he 
had been flirting, or training her, or having long interesting conversations. 
Monica, for her part, hadn’t been around for long enough to know any other side 
of him. He’d always been somewhat eccentric in her eyes. She was sharper at 
picking up the trace scent of bourbon, but wasn’t one to begrudge someone a 
good drink at lunch.  

 
The pattern went on. It had been six weeks since he’d read Catania’s 

rejection, six weeks since he had been sober. Kurt looked terrible. He was pale, 
with dark circles under his eyes. His skin was waxy, like he had already died. His 
lips were cracked from constant dehydration, and his eyes were dull. He could 
function just fine, but he looked like the dead come to life when he did. His voice 
was occasionally hoarse, also due to the lack of moisture in his body. It felt like 
his throat was sticking together when he spoke. Monica and Bobbie were 
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incredibly concerned. Even one of the Wyrms commented that he looked a little 
feverish. Whenever anyone asked if he was alright, or if he needed to go home, 
he would repeat his mantra of ‘no, I’m fine.’ Two days after the sixth week of 
intoxication, on a Friday afternoon, he realized he may have been wrong, and 
gave in to the insistence of his coworkers that he go home. 

 
Sweet Jedi Jesus! 

Something wrong with my middlwroks. Don’t know what 
happening, but feel terrible. May have been wrong. May have 
pushed too far. Today I was in bathroom. Can’t remember 
looking at own urine for a while. Was red. Not pink. Red. 

More alcohol and blood in my piss than piss. 
 

Too much, too long, and still not better. Still hurts to think. 
Hurts to remember. 

 
Tried to call friends, friends not there. Nobody to talk to, 
so drank. Nowhere to go, drank more. Body can’t handle it. 

Can’t drink now. 
 

Fucking body. Has to fail. Just like everything else. Just like 
the rest of it. 

 
So tired. Tried so hard, but cant un-fuckup. none of this is 

unfuckupable. 
 

So sleepy. Going to hit the floor any second. Maybe it’ll be 
like used to. Like when I used to drink. I’ll wake up early, 

bright eyes, full of energy, with an erection that could knock 
someone out cold with one swing. When drunk sleep was 

special. 
 

Maybe just not wake up. Toss-up right now. 
 

Kurt did wake up. He tossed and turned on the floor in a single blanket for 
much of the day, sleeping and then waking up from a nightmare, finally falling 
back to sleep just to have another. All his dreams seemed like nightmares. Ugly 
reflections of the worst parts of the past months. Sick, twisted versions of even 
his happy memories, turning them around, making them sordid and cruel. He 
woke up sober for the first time in over six weeks. He didn’t know what to do, so 
he went for a walk, and ended up at Paul and Anita’s.  

Initially, Anita was excited to see Kurt sober again. She could tell from the 
second he walked into their house; the way he walked and stood was straighter 
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and more graceful, and he sat down, instead of falling ass-first onto the couch. 
But the longer they sat talking, waiting for Paul to come home, the less it inspired 
her, and the more it brought in a quiet fear. There was a lot of his behavior that 
she’d chalked up to the alcohol. But while the staring for an hour solid at an old 
picture of Catania with tears in his eyes may have been brought out by the spirits, 
so too was the laughter and joking he still showed from time to time. He wasn’t 
joking about the alcohol having freed him from thinking about everything too 
much, and if he medicated himself enough, he could enjoy himself from time to 
time. He could scarcely remember any of it himself, but to Anita, the difference 
was much more pronounced. Without the highs and the lows, he just sat on the 
couch, talking in an even, measured manner, looking like a man who lost 
everything and didn’t care to stick around to rebuild. She left to get him a soda, 
and when she came back, he hadn’t moved so much as an eyelash. He just sat. 
For all intents and purposes, Kurt simply was, without a real reason. And the 
more of it she saw, the more it scared her. After all, even if he had been drinking 
himself to death, the solution was simple: stop drinking. When he wants to kill 
himself and he’s sober? She didn’t know the answer to that one.  

Frankly, neither did Kurt. He tried. When he was sober, he would go out to 
the music store and browse slowly, just to be there. He would start conversations 
with the workers and the customers, but the ones that didn’t avoid him looked as 
though they’d like to. He went for walks, but if it was raining he’d be the only 
one out. Even if it wasn’t, nobody was interested in meeting him. He’d walk 
through a park and see a couple, sitting close together, looking at each other with 
love in their eyes. He’s go home, and see his place, which was a mess and he 
couldn’t bring himself to clean. He stared at the planter wall. He joked with 
himself that he had built it to raise Catania’s spirits when she got back, and now 
it was holding his spirits as they left him. It wasn’t a funny joke. All told, he 
hated sobriety even more than he thought he would. The world was too real. The 
pain was too real. Even at work, it was harder. Keeping up with all the work he 
had started, talking to the customers who he had never spoken to sober before, 
and didn’t remember at all. He had to use up so much energy to keep up the 
inertia he’d started when he was still running on alcohol. He wanted to avoid 
almost everyone when he got there, except for Monica, and even with her, he 
wasn’t sure what to do some days. She noticed it, and grew increasingly 
concerned. It was safe to say, he didn’t like sobriety at all.  

He could keep it up for a few days. He’d be sober for three days, and then 
go home, unable to take another lucid thought, and drink himself to sleep. The 
next morning he’d wake up sober, or near to, and do two more days, and then 
drink until he fell over. And on it went for a few weeks, until his four-day 
weekend. All the week before, listening to people’s plans; barbecues, families, 
significant others and romantic getaways. Places to be, people to see. He tried to 
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think of a way to see if Monica wanted to do something. He got discouraged 
when she was talking about the plans she already had in place, and didn’t want to 
be something she had to sneak in between big events. He didn’t want to get 
invited to the party she’d be going to Saturday, just to get so drunk he passed out, 
or so freaked out by the people that he stood out even worse. He didn’t have it in 
him to impress her. Paul and Anita knew he had nothing going on. They had been 
telling him for a while that he’d be going to the barbecue they were throwing. 
Aside from Kurt, it would be their parents and siblings and nieces and nephews. 
He told them no, told them he was going to drink. They wouldn’t take no. He 
told them he’d be drinking even if he was there, and they didn’t want him sloppy 
drunk around their families. They still insisted.  

On the Thursday before, everyone went home early, leaving Monica and 
Kurt alone in the office. Kurt got a call from Angela at Emerald Informatics, and 
now that they were closer to the opening of the office manager position, they 
wanted to know if he was still available. He said sure without thinking, and they 
set up a time the next week to talk more about it. After he hung up, it felt as 
though he had swallowed his phone instead, the words settling heavy in his 
stomach. He’d be taking the job he worked so hard to get to support the girl who 
wanted nothing to do with him. Monica came over to ask him something, and he 
realized he wouldn’t see her much if he took the job. He wanted to tell her that he 
was thinking of leaving. He wanted to tell her to quit her job and come work for 
him at the other company. He wanted to tell her that she was beautiful. That he 
wanted to see her that weekend. Instead, he answered her question, and she left. 
When he was fed up with work, he walked over to her desk to see if she wanted 
to cut out early, since they were the only ones who hadn’t yet. They talked about 
weekend plans for a while, and he was clawing at the insides of his mind to tell 
her that SHE should be his weekend plan. Her eyes were reflecting his own 
desire to talk to her, and she seemed to be waiting, to expecting something. The 
words never came through his lips, and they both went home. By the time the sun 
went down, Kurt was drunk. 

 
Paul knocked on the door to Kurt’s apartment. He could hear noise coming 

through the door, but no words. It was Sunday, and Kurt had known about the 
barbecue for a long time. The door caught on something plastic as it swung open, 
and a wave of noise hit him in the face.  

The television was playing a porn movie that was either cut by a 
schizophrenic or burned from a computer, bouncing from shot to shot, sex act to 
sex act, the sound of women screaming coming from the surround sound at top 
volume. Layered under it was a Sage Francis album coming from the stereo, the 
hip-hop beats hitting in time with the slapping of flesh on the television. 
Furniture was overturned everywhere, and there were cds shattered on the floor, 
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along with torn-up magazines and paper, and various spills of liquid somewhere 
in between wet and dried. Bottles were piled everywhere. Over by the planter 
wall, broken glass was strewn on the floor, and a large spray of blood cut a path 
of red on the light tile. On the couch, beside two more empty bottles, Kurt’s 
laptop was asking a DVD to be entered. Kurt walked into the room, half limping, 
wearing a long-sleeved t-shirt with one sleeve. The other sleeve seemed to be 
wrapped around his foot. In one hand, he carried Bill & Ted’s Bogus Journey. In 
the other, he carried a half-empty screwdriver, that appeared to be just as much 
Vodka as Orange juice. When he saw Paul standing there, he offered a wide, 
boozy smile, and waved at him with the movie hand. All the movement caused 
his body to jerk, screwdriver splattering on the floor, joining the drinks from the 
days before.  

“Going to do a little movie-watching, huh?” Paul had to practically shout 
over the sound of a German man enjoying a blond girl.  

“Evil robot uses, dude!” 
“Right. What the hell happened here? Its like what going crazy must look 

like.” 
“Uh…dunno. Don’ remember. Watch out there, though. That part of the 

room is pissed.” He waved widely at the side of the room with broken glass and 
blood on the floor. More vodka and orange juice hit the tile.  

“How long have you been drinking?” 
“What day is it?” 
“Sunday.” 
“Since Thursday. That’s…numbers.” 
“Right. You didn’t answer your phone, so I came to get you for the 

barbecue.” Kurt looked genuinely perplexed. 
“I…don’t know WHERE my phone is.” 
“Right. Do you need to bandage your foot before you put your shoes on?” 
“Best go on without me, man. No fit state for family, me.” 
“No, you’re coming. It’ll be fun. You’ll add color.” 
“Black sheep. Seriously best I don’t go.” 
“Told Anita I was coming to get you. Can’t go home empty handed now. 

Just get some socks.” Kurt looked at him defiantly. “I mean it. You’re going.” 
Kurt turned and returned with socks and a roll of gauze.  

“I need to ask you something gross.” 
“You didn’t shit yourself, did you?” 
“No. Look at this foot, do you see any glass there? I think I got it all, but I 

can’t see so good.” 
“That’s because you’re plastered.” Paul looked at the gash on Kurt’s foot. 

“No, looks good.” 
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“Cool.” Kurt was about to stop wrapping it, then stopped, looking at it. He 
grabbed the almost full fifth of vodka from the table next to him, and splashed 
some on the wound, and then wrapped it tightly in gauze. He got up and grabbed 
the messenger bag he kept his laptop in, and put the computer in, and then started 
turning off electric devices. 

“Why don’t you bring the movie? We can watch it later.” He tossed the 
movie in the bag, and with it, the rest of the fifth of vodka.  

It wasn’t that far to Paul’s house, but it was still a challenge to get Kurt to 
not drink from the bottle in the car. As soon as they got there, Kurt stumbled past 
relatives to find a glass and something to mix. He chose an oversized plastic cup, 
and filled it with equal parts cranberry juice and Vodka. Giant Cape Cod in hand, 
he went to the front porch, and sat down.  

Kurt didn’t socialize much. He just sat and drank and watched people walk 
by, going to or from some kind of celebration. Some waved, most ignored him. 
They had their own holiday weekend to get on with. Various relatives sat out on 
the porch, enjoying the view, chatting. Kurt made small talk, but he couldn’t 
remember what he said after he said it. His mouth had been open, though, so he 
was pretty sure he’d been talking. Everyone else ate burgers. Kurt just refilled his 
glass. In the middle of the afternoon, he sat on the porch, wondering where the 
day had gone. He didn’t remember anything. He didn’t know where all the 
people walking by on the sidewalk were going. He stood up, to see, but the world 
landed on him, hitting him in the head and face with something. He tried to push 
it off, but it was too heavy, and whatever it hit him with knocked the wind out of 
him. He opened his mouth to catch a breath, but he couldn’t, and he couldn’t 
figure out why with all the racket going on around him. The world got even 
heavier on his chest, and he closed his eyes to think and find quiet.  

 
Paul and Anita came rushing out of the house to see what all the screaming 

was about. Kurt was lying facedown on the porch, with a gash on his head, and 
something sticking into his cheek both bleeding, the red swirling with the pool of 
vomit beneath him. Paul knelt down to tell him to get up, but got no response. He 
shoved him and tried to move him. Nothing happened. Kurt wasn’t breathing.  
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Chapter Seven 
 
 
 
 

Kurt walked through the corridors, re-familiarizing himself with the layout 
of the main part of the Emerald Informatics offices. He was wearing a suit, and 
had neatly groomed his facial hair into a sharp, trim version of muttonchops and 
a Fu-Manchu, walking tall and looking just a little stern, to provide a professional 
image for those meeting him for the first time as their new office manager. The 
marks on his face were still fresh, and he wondered how that played. Did it make 
him look like a punk-rocker pretending to be a manager, or did it make him look 
all the tougher, like an old Italian mobster, willing to do whatever was required to 
take care of business? He could probably make something up, he thought. 
Anything would be better than sitting and explaining to people he had to work 
with how he really got the scars on his face. There were really only certain parts 
he remembered anyway. 

The darkness, he could remember. He felt like he was floating in warm 
water, which would have been fine if he could have taken a breath. But no matter 
how hard he tried, he couldn’t get any air into his lungs, and he couldn’t figure 
out why. He started to panic, and was suddenly cold. He couldn’t hear anything 
but his own heart beating. He was panicking, his chest feeling like it was 
collapsing in on itself. As a sound like rocks scraping together, like wind tearing 
down an old barn, he thought he was dying. It wasn’t until a shock of light and 
cold hit him that he realized the sound was him gasping for breath. As the 
realization hit him, his head hit the ground, and he passed out.  

It was evening when Kurt finally realized where he was. Sitting in the chair 
on the porch where Paul had propped him up, soaked through from the garden 
hose Anita sprayed him with whenever he sounded like he may have vomited. 
She had also picked all the ceramic shards from the cuts in his face that got there 
when he landed on a small ceramic bunny rabbit that had been on the porch. The 
sun went down slowly, as Kurt faded in and out of consciousness. When he could 
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stand, he went and took a shower. The house was empty, aside from another 
couple that Anita and Paul spent a lot of time with. All the family had gone home 
as soon as the trouble began, dragging their children away from what they were 
certain was a dead body. He sat in a dark office, resting after the exhausting 
ordeal of standing to shower, and listened to Paul and Anita giving him a mini-
intervention. Paul was telling him he had to stop destroying himself over a girl 
who was so clearly confused, because he was going to die. Kurt didn’t know how 
to tell him that it wouldn’t be fully an accident if he WERE to die. Anita was 
visibly upset, more than he’d ever seen her. She told him that she had been happy 
for him, she liked Catania, she had a lot of fun when the four of them went out. 
But she hated her for destroying Kurt the way she did, because ever since she 
went back to Tempe Anita had to watch one of her friends be wracked with 
worry, and then so devastated that at least once a week since then there were 
moments when she was pretty sure he was going to die. When he hit the ground 
earlier, people were arguing about whether to call the ambulance or not, because 
everyone was so sure he was dead already, or would be before someone could 
come.  

It was Anita’s concern that did it. He hadn’t realized before how much 
stress and worry and drama he had been inflicting on his friends. Now their 
families were lecturing THEM on drinking, assuming Kurt’s habits were close to 
their own. He felt guilty about that, and he promised her he wouldn’t have 
another drink for 40 days. A late-season lent, he called it. Being sober was easier, 
when he could think of it in those terms. When, instead of thinking about how 
much he didn’t want to think about the future he almost had and lost, he thought 
about letting his own selfishness and thoughtlessness hurt the people who cared 
about him, repeating Catania’s sins with his own friends. In those terms, he never 
thought about having a drink. He went to the meeting with E.I, and agreed to take 
the job. He’d be making more than twice what he was with the Wyrms, and he’d 
be doing something he liked, something closer to using his work skills, instead of 
playing nursemaid to a pair of poorly-trained businessmen.  

The first person he told was Monica. She was the one who was going to 
have to take over most of his duties, whose life was going to get worse in the 
move. She was also the only part of the job Kurt was going to miss. Several days 
were spent just showing him what it was he did, before anyone else even knew. 
Aside from showing her the ropes, they also spoke enough that Kurt finally got 
comfortable talking to her sober. He tried to convince her to leave the company 
and come with him, but she wasn’t willing to abandon the Wyrms. Not for the 
sake of them, but for her aunt and uncle, who were old friends of the Wyrm 
lineage. She did agree to go to diner with him, though. And a few nights after 
dinner, they went out for drinks after work. The Friday after that, they went to 
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see The Catch play, after which they went to a quiet restaurant for dessert and a 
few more drinks, and then she went home with Kurt.  

 
Can’t sleep, but have to type quietly, 

 because I’m not alone in here tonight. You ever want 
something so bad for a while, and then when you finally get 
it, it’s even better than you had hoped? I’ve been attracted 

to this girl since the first day she showed up for work. 
There were days when I stood too close, when I got a whiff 
of her hair, and became instantly distracted, or when I 

caught a whiff of HER, and…well, those were hard days. But 
we did see each other a few times, and now, here she is, as 
beautiful as the rising sun, funner than a barrel of monkeys, 
and tasting better than she smells (trust me, I went back to 
check, twice). I haven’t had anyone else in my bed for a 
while, though, so it’s hard to sleep tonight. Like I can’t 

settle down. Like when you get your first apartment, and the 
first time you have guests over you feel like you have to be 
DOING something with them in order to be a good host? Like 

that. 
 

I have to say, it felt good, seeing to this 
 particular guest. I don’t want to sound like I don’t like the 
girl. She was the only good thing that came out of that job, 
and she’s really amazingly cool. But, honestly, after all this 
time, it feels really good to have a sweaty body beneath me, 
to hear the panting and moaning of a girl really enjoying being 
with me. TO know that a girl like the one asleep in that bed 
now can be interested in me, can be attracted to me, can 
have orgasm after orgasm from me. She’s probably going to 
think I’m obsessed or something. I think she was ready to 
sleep a while before we actually called it a night. I just 

didn’t want to stop! Probably wouldn’t have, but she was so 
exhausted she just fell asleep in my arms after the last 

time. I still don’t think I’m tired enough to join her yet, but 
soon. It’d be nice to sleep next to a beautiful woman again. 
Who knows when it’ll happen again? Clearly, I don’t know 

when a girl wants to be with me, and when she’s just taking 
care of her own needs. Is this girl thinking of us as 

something already, or does she have a date already lined up 
for tomorrow night? Who the fuck can tell? Do any girls 

actually meet guys to have a relationship, or does that only 
happen when things fall apart with the other guys they’re 
dating, and they don’t feel like meeting new ones? No clue. 
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But for now, she’s here with me, and she likes me. That part 
I have no problem understanding. That part is fucking 

awesome. 
 

Quiet though he was trying to be, he still woke Monica with his typing. 
She stirred when he crawled back in bed. He told her he couldn’t sleep, because 
he was excited that she was there. She gave a sleepy, wistful smile, and kissed 
him, before pulling him closer to her, wrapping his arms around her like a 
blanket, and falling back to sleep.  

In the morning, Monica was walking around his room in a towel, gathering 
together her clothes after a shower. She sniffed them all, and wrinkled her face.  

“Hey, Kurt, my clothes all smell like a bar. Do you have anything I can 
wear?” He was in the shower himself, and called back over the sound of falling 
water.  

“Anything you can find, you’re welcome to wear.” She strode to the 
dresser, and pulled open a drawer full of socks and underwear. A good start, she 
thought. She continued down through the drawers, until she go tot the bottom, 
and found a pair of old corduroy pants she liked well enough to be seen in. She 
wondered to herself if Kurt would have any shirts that actually fit her. She started 
on the other half of the dresser. The top drawer had more socks, and…panties? 
She looked at the open bathroom door, where the water had just turned off.  

“Kurt, you really should hide your little kinks a little better…” She looked 
again, and he did have an awful lot of panties for a guy with an occasional fetish. 
There were even more in the next drawer down, along with a wide array of bras. 
She was concerned. She heard him coming out of the bathroom, and she shut the 
drawer quickly, embarrassed, hurrying over to the closet and started looking in 
the middle, pretending she hadn’t seen anything. She shuffled through the newer 
t-shirts and work shirts, getting to older things, and found a black button-up t-
shirt that looked like it hadn’t been worn in ages. She went back to where she had 
started and flipped through the other direction, until she came across a brightly 
colored blouse. Several in fact. Kurt was in the room behind her, pulling on some 
jeans. He walked behind her, putting his hand on her back and resting his chin on 
her shoulder.  

“Find anything suitable for a woman of your discerning taste?” She 
blushed.  

“Um…you have some…interesting things here.” He looked concerned, 
quickly fanning through his favorite t-shirts that he thought were under attack.  

“You don’t like my clothes? I mean, some of them are just lay around the 
house clothes, but…is my dress sense that bad?”  
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“Do you usually just ‘lay around the house’ in, say, this v-neck bra top, 
from Victoria’s Secret? Because, if you do, we may have too much in common. I 
actually HAVE this in midnight blue.” Kurt looked bemused. 

“Yeah, no. That’s not mine.” He patted his t-shirts, proud of them for 
escaping ridicule, and pulled one off the hanger, UPS brown with the Rockfords 
logo on it, and pulled it on. 

“It’s in your closet. Who else keeps clothes in YOUR closet?” 
“Used to be someone else living here. We shared the closet. And the 

dresser. Lot of stuff in there from Victoria’s Secret, too, by the way, if you didn’t 
already look. Doubt any of the bras will fit you. Anyway, yeah, not my stuff. 
You’re welcome to any of it you want.” 

“So you were seeing this girl, and when you broke up she just…left all her 
clothes?” 

“Kindof. She went away for a while, and just…never came back. Left all of 
her stuff. Never asked for it back, probably because she owes me money anyway, 
and I just never really bothered to do anything with it.” Monica shook her head 
and hung the shirt back up. She brushed past Kurt and got the old black shirt she 
had seen before, and started putting that on. “Her stuff not to your tastes?” 

“I am NOT wearing your ex-girlfriend’s clothes.” 
“Okay. Sorry. You want to get some breakfast?” 
“Yeah.” She walked into the couch, where she had taken her shoes off the 

night before. She pulled the ankles of the pants up to slide her shoes on, and 
paused. “Were these pants hers, too?” Kurt smiled, slightly embarrassed.  

“No. Those were mine. From years ago.” 
They walked down the street, and Kurt listed all the places nearby for 

breakfast. Monica choose the coffee place in the back of the plant nursery, 
because it sounded interesting. The woman who ran the stand greeted Kurt by 
name, and he introduced her to Monica. They ordered some coffee, tea, and 
turnovers, and sat at a small metal table beneath the fronds of a palm tree. 
Monica seemed uneasy. 

“They know you here?” 
“I’ve lived around the corner for some time. I come in here a lot.” 
“You used to come her with that girl, didn’t you? The one who didn’t come 

back?” 
“She liked the plants. I will point out, though, I had nothing to do with the 

choice of breakfast establishment.” 
“If it had been your choice, would you have brought me here?” 
“Not after the clothing statement. There’s a place a few blocks down, they 

make these flaky, crispy little breakfast things. Make their own tea mixtures, too. 
Very cool.” 

“Hmm.” Monica nodded, picking at her turnover. 
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“I did something to upset you. I swear, that’s the last thing I wanted. I had 
no idea. What’s wrong?” 

“You’re not over her.” 
“What?” 
“That…that girl, whatsername.” 
“Catania.” 
“Catania? What kind of name is that?” 
“If you ask her she’d tell you she was named for a city in Italy. Which is a 

lie. Because Catania is a city on the Mediterranean coast of Sicily, and she was 
named after some crap band her parents knew.” 

“Really?” 
“Yeah. Drug-addled hippies.” 
“Anyway, that GIRL isn’t out of your system yet.” 
“How do you mean?” 
“SO many things. That cool thing in your apartment with the mirrors and 

frames, the one you built to put flowers in, but haven’t gotten around to putting 
flowers in? You built that for her, didn’t you?” 

“Yes.” 
“So the real reason there aren’t any flowers or pictures or anything in it is 

because you built it for HER to put flowers and pictures in, and you don’t want to 
accept that she’s gone and never will, right?” 

“Don’t see the point, I guess. I tend to kill plants. That thing holds a lot of 
plants. Which means I’d be killing and replacing a lot of plants.” 

“Mm-hmm. And all those clothes, still in the closet, her panty drawer all 
neat and organized. Why haven’t you sold them or given them away or thrown 
them out?” 

“Like I said, I just never got around to it.” 
“Never got around to it, or never wanted to badly enough, just in case she 

comes back?” 
“That’s a lot of money’s worth of clothes. I practically bought her a new 

wardrobe, it would be wasteful to throw it away just because I’m mad at her. I 
offered for you to take some, and you were mad.” 

“That’s different. You could have sold it before now, anyway.” 
“How is it different?” 
“Would you be happy if I gave you a necklace that I bought for an old 

boyfriend before he dumped me, and it had his name engraved on it?” 
“I didn’t think…” 
“I’d mind? That I’d jump at free clothes?” 
“No, I didn’t think it was the same. It’s just clothes.” 
“You just said you bought her a new wardrobe. That’s a pretty big gesture, 

isn’t it?” 
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“I guess. I also didn’t know…well, I didn’t know if you wanted to…if you 
were thinking about us being…” 

“If I wanted to be your girlfriend?” 
“Yeah.” 
“What do you think last night was?” 
“Last night was amazing. But…Cat, she was the last girl I’ve been with. 

She lived with me for over a month, and when she went to pack up her stuff to 
move here, she told me she never wanted an exclusive relationship anyway. And 
before her…I don’t really date a whole hell of a lot, and I have a history of girls 
not really wanting to be with me all that bad.” 

“That’s the problem. You’re still thinking about everything in terms of 
what that GIRL did. I didn’t sleep with you last night because I wanted you to 
buy me something, or because that’s just what I DO when some guy buys me a 
few drinks.” 

“I’m sorry. I wasn’t saying…I mean, I was hoping you wanted something 
between us. I was just afraid to assume it. I didn’t want to scare you off.” 
Monica’s eyes sunk into her coffee for a long, silent moment, before she looked 
back into his. 

“Kurt, you’re a really sweet guy, and I REALLY like you. When I first met 
you, I thought you were really weird, but really funny and really cute. And the 
more I got to know you, well…I LIKE you, okay? And, yes, I really do want to 
be your girlfriend. But I DON’T want to be a rebound thing. I want you to be 
with me because you really want to, and plan to stay that way for a while, not just 
because you need someone to sleep with for a while to feel better about the last 
girl leaving.” 

“So you’re saying I scared you off anyway, by trying not to?” 
“No. I’m saying we’re still going to talk, and see each other, but we’re not 

going to date until you’re really over that girl. Do you understand?” 
“No. But that’s really not unusual for me.” 
“That’s okay, because I’ll be here to explain it as many times as you need. 

But for now, you need to go get some new clothes, because I don’t think this new 
job is going to like you showing up with a Rockfords t-shirt.” 

Kurt agreed, and they went shopping together. Monica made room for all 
his new clothes, being careful not to move around any of Catania’s old things. 
She didn’t want to force Kurt into getting rid of anything he wasn’t ready to. 
Then she helped him go through the things he just bought, finding the right one 
to wear on his first day in the office, to look official. She even helped him cut his 
hair. There wasn’t anything she could do about the cuts on his face and forehead, 
though. So he showed up for work, sharp, professional, and looking, maybe, like 
a tough guy, who just killed a man with his bare hands to expand the company’s 
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portfolio. Or maybe just a businessman who was attacked by an iron railing and a 
ceramic bunny.  

 
While the wounds closed and became scars, slowly fading with the passing 

of time, Kurt did anything but. He made his presence in the company known, 
among the workers who appreciated him for his straightforward honesty and 
sense of humor (although there was more respect for his work as a manager than 
his humor, some people not finding the same things anywhere near as funny as 
he did). He was known to the accounting department, who he made sure to pay 
special attention to, having spent some time managing someone else’s business 
income, not wanting to be anywhere near as ignorant to their fiscal situation at 
E.I. as the Wyrms had been to theirs. And to the men who ran the company, he 
was certainly the most well known. It can be argued that the better an office 
manager you have in place, the less there is for a company president or CEO to 
do, and by that standard, Kurt was fantastic. Aside from read the reports, and ask 
questions, there wasn’t much to do. If they wanted to know how much growth 
they’d experienced, they set Kurt on it. If they wanted a summary of any given 
department, or lists of the activity of their premier clients, Kurt got that. He had 
an overall grasp of that place to rival the knowledge of a parent over their 
children. It helped, his having been there before. Some staff recognized him, 
assumed he had been off doing great things while he had been gone, instead of 
working a terrible job and getting himself in trouble. Even holding up the image 
of knowing what he was doing, and keeping everything running smoothly, he still 
found time to screw around with the internet, and update his blog from his fancy 
boss chair. 

 
I can command a legion of workers, many of whom 
 have more schooling than me, and do jobs I couldn’t 

understand if you put a gun to my head, but I’m good at it, 
and they like me there. THEY wouldn’t want to run things, 

and it turns out I do that well. Not well in the Dilbert sense, 
where I stumble around and fuck things up a lot. At least I 
don’t think. Maybe every one of them are out there right now 

working on a blog of their own, complaining about how 
absolutely incompetent I truly am. I wonder if I have a 

nickname? I hope I have a nickname…But either way, for all 
intents and purposes, I am good at what I do. The people I 
deal with, above and below, comment unnecessarily on it. I 
am paid well to do it. They chose me to do it over a slew of 
other people, who also had more schooling than I. They pulled 

me out of a job where I was running way more than a 
personal assistant should, just because I was the one who 
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was best suited to, and gave me all this power and 
responsibility, and a big, comfy boss chair. So here I am, 

sitting in my comfy boss chair, in my private office, while my 
employees all work diligently to use the most modern of 

communications and multimedia technology to bring our clients 
success. And in my office, I have three pages of information 

I have to get to someone and I. Can’t. Do it. 
 

It’s all a technological conspiracy, that’s what it 
 is. That machine, that faxing bastard; the evilest of all evil 

technologies, created decades ago by devils disguised in 
short-sleeved button-up shirts and thick glasses, sits on it’s 
unholy pedestal, insisting that there is no paper inserted in 
the feed-tray. And it continues to insist this, regardless of 
how hard I shove them in, or how many buttons I jam wildly. 
Instead, it offers a hollow proclamation of it’s own readiness, 
green light glowing proud as a porn-star’s erection, display 

screen welcoming me to fax a document, mocking me. Yet the 
very instant I insert my paper into the slot, and type the 

number of the bean-counter who cannot be bothered to open 
a file attached to e-mail and print it himself, that light will 
turn red, and it’s chaotic messages, it’s lies and betrayal, will 
begin again! This only happens for me, mind you. The second 
any non-me personnel so much as approach that machine it is 
as open and receptive to their documents as a well-rested 
three-minute girl in Pearl harbor’s heyday, willing to take 

ANY fax, no matter how big, hard, or bizarrely they want it. 
Yet my simple, friendly, cordial request is met only with 

anger, cruelty, and an inevitable denial. 
 

The whore of plastic and circuitry… 
 

But I have a secret weapon! Because I am the 
 Boss! I don’t have to do ANYTHING myself if I don’t want 
to! All I have to do it hand these pages to my very own 
office assistant on my way out to lunch, and ask that she 

please fax them, and she will be helpless to resist. Then we’ll 
see what that faxing bastard does! It will whimper as she 
approaches it, full of wit and perkiness. It will tremble 

silently as her slender, nimble fingers type the numbers in, 
like four tiny ninjas. It will sigh lustily as she inserts the 
documents into the tray, beeping and scratching and dialing 
with delight when she hits that big round ‘go’ button! For she 

is the most capable of my office assassins, and no mere 
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machine, ancient though it may be, shall escape my 
machinations. So Says I! 

 
When he went in for his 6 month review, to see how he was settling into 

the job, the news was all good. There had been some initial concern that he was 
too young to handle the whole office, and that, being young, he would bring a 
less professional atmosphere to the company. But computer technology is a 
young industry, and if anyone was capable of handling it, Kurt was. He did have 
a different kind of energy than the men and women who’d been in his position 
before, but the office seemed to respond really well to it, never having a problem 
with the informal way he communicated or his occasionally unconventional take 
on office life. Like a child on report card day, for every good mark he brought in 
for the company, every raising peak in the graphs, every reasonable percentage of 
increase, he was given more power to alter things as he saw fit; the phone 
system, the dress code, office decorations, even the cube structure. He had hoped, 
eventually, for less confining cubes workspaces. But, first things were first. The 
president of the company remarked that if there were any positions available 
between what he was doing and having a controlling seat on the board, they’d 
give it to him. Instead, they gave him more money, which was just as good. He 
was banking for a company car, since his wasn’t as new as it used to be. Like 
patient parents trying not to give in, they told him they would see if they could 
get him one after he’d been there a year. It was widely known, even to Kurt, that 
he had a good career with them for as long as he wanted. 

Monica was good to her word to stick around, too. As much as they saw 
each other, Kurt felt almost as if they had a strange Amish relationship that 
involved no touching. Or next to no touching, as there were a few occasions on 
which they broke the rules, and ended the night naked and covered with sweat, 
falling asleep holding each other tightly in their arms. Every few months they 
would have a conversation, and he would ask her if he was ready to date her yet. 
She would, invariably say no. He packed up Catania’s stuff, put it in boxes and 
stashed it away. He and Monica bought an assortment of flowers to put in the 
planter wall, and found some pictures to frame. When it had been four months 
since she broke the news that she wouldn’t date him just yet, he decided it was 
time to ask again. 

“Hey, Monica. Guess what time it is?” 
“What time is it?” 
“Time for this old favorite: Do you think I’m ready yet, for you to date 

me?” She smiled. The first time he’d asked her, she had been uncomfortable, 
thinking that it was an ultimatum, that he was sick of waiting. Since then, she had 
come to take it as a sign that he really liked her. Like asking a baker if your 
favorite pie had been made yet, because you couldn’t wait to try some. 
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“What do you think?” 
“Dunno, that’s why I’m asking. I’d like to think so. I hope so. I really do.” 
“I know you do. But…I think you should wait a little longer.” 
“So is it a timeline thing?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Like, is there an hourglass somewhere in you, and you’re assuming it 

takes a certain amount of time for me to get over her?”  
“Wouldn’t I tell you if that was the case?” 
“Probably. But I also don’t really know what you think I should be.” 
“I know. But I do. Trust me, you’ve gone so far in getting over her 

already.” 
“Really?” 
“Yes.” 
“Good. Do you know how many more? Because what if there’s some 

things I don’t know about? Like when something falls behind the fridge, so even 
when you clean the kitchen, you don’t clean there, and then it starts to rot and 
stink, even though the kitchen is clean?” 

“I’d let you know.” 
“Okay. Can you answer me this then…is there a time limit for you?” 

Monica almost choked on her drink. Was he finally telling her he was trying to 
get over her? 

“I don’t know what you mean.” 
“Like a time when you decide I’m never going to get it, and stop caring?” 
“Of course not. I want you to be ready to date me more than you do, 

buddy.” 
“So, all this time waiting for me to get my shit together, or to figure out 

what my shit is TO get together…do you still date?” 
“Meaning?” 
“Like…well, guys ask you out all the time, right? Do you go? Kill time 

while you decide if I’m going to be worth it?” 
“I go out with my friends. Sometimes there are guys there I don’t know, 

and I don’t avoid them or anything. Sometimes they buy me drinks and act really 
charming hoping to get me into bed. But they usually don’t succeed.” 

“Don’t usually or don’t?” She smiled. 
“Don’t. Do you worry about that?” Kurt ducked his head and blushed a 

little. 
“You know I don’t usually know exactly what we’re doing. It’s probably 

one of the things you’re waiting on. But I always figured that since you told me 
you wanted us to be dating, we just weren’t yet, that we were basically in a 
holding pattern, waiting for the point in time in which we can lock it into place. 
Yeah? So I haven’t even really thought about dating, because I’m dating YOU, 
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kindof. And I suppose I just ASSUMED the same was true for you. But then I 
thought that was a jackass assumption. Because, you’re a really rare girl, so if 
you meet a guy you like, why wouldn’t you date him, or if you have an itch you 
need to scratch, why wouldn’t you find a scratching post?” 

“You know, Kurt, sometimes you’re so sweet when you get confused. How 
is it that you can spend hours teaching me to play chess, and run a business, and 
when it comes to you and me, you act like you’ve never been in a relationship 
before?” 

“Because I’ve never been in a relationship I haven’t fucked up before. I 
think every assumption I have ever made is wrong. Every time I think I know 
what I’m doing, it turns out the opposite. So I like to be a little more careful with 
my footing these days.” 

“Cute. Well, to answer your question, I DID meet a guy I liked. You might 
remember me telling you that. You have more potential than you realize, and I’m 
really done doing a lot of meeting guys and dating around and trying to find 
something mediocre and make it work. So, no, unless you suddenly decide you 
really don’t care if I want to be with you or not, I’m not going to decide you’re 
too slow, and lose interest. And as for getting an itch, I’m more than capable of 
scratching it myself, you know.” 

“If I say no, are you going to prove it to me?” 
“Not today.” 
“Okay. Then, I have a present for you.” Monica’s head perked up. 
“Present why?” 
“I was just thinking, and decided I wanted to get you something.” He 

pulled a long, narrow box tied with a bow out of his courier bag, and slid it 
across the table to Monica. 

“What is it?” 
“Why do you ask when you have the box right in front of you?” She smiled 

and opened the box. Her jaw dropped, followed immediately by a flushing of her 
cheeks. Slowly, her lips turned up in a smile. She narrowed her eyes at Kurt, 
trying and failing to force her smile into a scowl. 

“What exactly were you thinking about that made you want to buy me a 
vibrator?” 

“Last time we slept together, and we woke up and had the discussion about 
how it was a mistake. Don’t get me wrong, I’d just as soon have a ‘mistake’ with 
you ever night of the week, and twice on Sundays. I think you know that if given 
the choice, I would stay in bed with you until I starve to death. But I was thinking 
that if being with me was really something you considered a ‘mistake’ then I 
didn’t want you thinking about it that way later. I don’t want you driving home 
telling yourself I tricked you into something, or that you need to stay away from 
me because that kind of thing shouldn’t happen. So, in case it was a needs thing, 
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to long since your bells rang, I could solve that problem until such a time as it 
wasn’t a mistake, and I could devote a good deal of my time to making you 
squeal.” She smiled wider, blushing again slightly.  

“That is the sweetest reason to buy someone a gift you got in a porn shop I 
have ever heard. And…did you get it engraved?” The metal of the handle has 
italic writing that said ‘This Place To Be Held for Kurtis Moore.’ She laughed. 

“I had to take it to three engravers before I found one who would do it. It’s 
just to keep you busy until I get there though. You best not give up on me for my 
own gift.” 

“Times like this it makes it harder to keep you away. Believe me, I won’t 
be giving up on you. Thank you.” Monica looked at her lap and back at Kurt. 
“From both of us.” She leaned across the table and gave Kurt a quick kiss. He 
grinned and pointed at her lap through the table. 

“So is she going to give me a thank-you kiss, too?” Monica laughed and 
threw the top of the box at him.  

While they didn’t have a ‘mistake’ that night, less then a week from then, 
they did wind up in bed together. The next morning, Monica made a point of 
referring to not as a ‘mistake,’ but as a ‘loan from the future.’ Kurt looked 
forward to paying the future back.  

 
Fact is, Kurt didn’t know exactly what he was supposed to do to be 

completely over Catania. Being with her was the first time he’d ever made a 
serious commitment to being with someone. Even when they hadn’t discussed 
themselves as being a permanent kind of relationship, he still thought of her in 
permanent terms. He felt like, surely, she would be around for years to come. So 
there would be times when he’d think about something that was coming, Some 
big music festival that they talked about going to together, or when he thought 
about buying a house, and she would come back to him like a shot. There were 
smaller things, too. Sometimes seeing the Planter Wall at his place, in full bloom. 
Certain cd’s that he could remember listening to with her. They had a client at 
work called Arizona Sunrise, a small cosmetic company that had an array of 
makeup in color range ‘from the pale stone hues of the painted rock canyons to 
the burning reds and oranges of a summer sunrise.’ Any time he had to deal with 
them, he couldn’t help but think about Catania. He didn’t know how to make 
those things go away. Or the things he couldn’t control, like dreams. When he 
dreamt about her, he couldn’t get her out of his head for the rest of the day, and 
he didn’t know what to do about it. He would listen to a lot of music, watch a lot 
of movies right before bed so he was thinking about something else, and didn’t 
start a chain of dreaming about her because he was thinking about her because he 
had been dreaming about her. He once spent a week with her on his mind 
because of that, and it was hard. When those moods struck, it became next to 
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impossible not to try and get some information out of Heather on what Catania 
was doing. But he would block them out, pretend they didn’t happen. Sometimes 
he’d go out with Monica, to get his mind off it. He wondered if she knew, if that 
was why she wouldn’t date him just yet.  

Walking through the office one day, with the glow of his recent review not 
yet faded, his cell phone rang. He always liked it when his phone rang, because it 
was one of the most pronounced signs to himself that nobody could tell him NOT 
to let his phone ring at the office. Heather was on the other end.  

“Kurt, I have some news.” Heather sounded more worried than could 
remember hearing her.  

“What’s up?” 
“It’s Catania. She’s in the hospital.” Emotions rushed in, pulling at him 

from a thousand different directions. Should he feel gratified? Scared? Worried?  
“How? What happened?” His throat was tight enough to make it difficult to 

speak. 
“It was Dirk. He…he hurt her pretty bad.” 
“It she going to be okay?” 
“I don’t know. The doctors wouldn’t tell me when I went to see her with 

Erika. She was pretty out of it, they have her on a lot of stuff. But…well, she was 
talking about you a lot. I didn’t know if you’d care.” Kurt couldn’t think. Did he 
care? 

“What was she saying?” 
“She misses you. That she got what she deserved. She pushed you away, 

she let Dirk back in her life, so if he kills her, it’s her fault. She should have gone 
back to you. She should have let the landlord take all her stuff, and never left. 
She…she wanted me to tell you. I know that you went through a lot of shit about 
that, and you’re moving on. I don’t want to bring it up. But…she asked. I told her 
I would.” Kurt could feel, distantly, his fingernails digging into the palm of his 
hand. He had to try three times to speak at all. His eyes were burning. 

“You’ll pick me up from the airport?” 
“Wha…yeah. Of course.” 
“I’ll be there soon.” He stood in the hallways for a second, his head 

reeling. Someone walked by and asked if he was okay. He nodded his head, but 
couldn’t speak. He walked as quickly as he could to his office, pulling up plane 
tickets at the same time he called the president to tell them he had an emergency 
in Arizona he had to attend to. He printed his ticket confirmations and rushed to 
his car, telling as few people as he had to what was going on. He called Monica 
while he was throwing clothes in a bag. She didn’t answer, and her voicemail 
picked up. He tried to think of words, and they kept getting caught in his mouth 
before he could say them. 
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“I need help, Mon. I don’t know what’s going on. I was over her, you 
know that. I thought…We…But…Heather just called. She’s in the hospital, and 
she’s been asking about me. I have to go down there. But…I don’t know what to 
do. I don’t even know what I feel. You always know how I feel, Mon. You know 
before I do. I wish you were here now. You’re…you…I lo…you know how I feel 
about you, right? How much I care? You have a key to my place. Can you water 
my plants? And call me? I need your help. I need you. If I don’t answer, I’ll 
probably be on the plane, but…I’ll see you.”  

He called Paul and Anita’s. Anita was home. He asked her to come give 
him a ride, and she swore she’d rush over as soon as she heard his voice. She 
didn’t even wait for an answer to her questions of what was wrong before 
hanging up. She was there in minutes, and he was already at the curb waiting for 
her.  

“What’s going on, Kurt? What happened?” 
“Got a call. Catania got beat up pretty bad, she’s in the hospital. Heather 

didn’t know how bad, but…she was asking about me.” 
“You’re not going down there?” 
“I have to.” 
“No, Kurt. I’m sorry she got beat up, but you don’t need to be there.” 
“Would you go?” 
“With you?” 
“No. If someone you loved, you used to be with, was in the hospital talking 

about you, asking about you, would you go?” 
“I…Jesus, I don’t know, Kurt. That’s not the kind of thing I can just 

picture. But she isn’t worth this.” 
“I have to go.” 
“What about Monica?” 
“I tried to call her. I wanted to talk to her. She always knows what to do.” 
“But think about what this is going to do to her!” 
“I never said I was staying down there. Monica means a lot to me. She’s 

great. But she’s not my girlfriend, and she’s not in a hospital.” 
“What do you mean ‘she’s not my girlfriend?’ You know you two have 

something together.” 
“I know. I wanted…I thought she could come with me. But I don’t have 

long on the tickets, I don’t know where she is, and I need to go.” 
Anita tried all the way to the airport to change Kurt’s mind, but it didn’t 

work. Even though the flight wasn’t a long one, it felt like it took forever. He 
called Heather when he was changing planes, to let her know when he got in. It 
was dark when he got to Tempe, but Heather was waiting for him.  

“I want to see her.” 
“I don’t know when visiting hours end.” 
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“I’ll get in.” Heather didn’t say much. She honestly had no idea what to 
say. So they rode to the hospital in silence. When he got there, he explained who 
he was, and that he just got in town, and he wanted to see Catania Hedwey. The 
nurse looked sympathetically at him, and led the way. Before he went in her 
room, they warned her that she had just been given her sedatives, and would 
probably be asleep. He nodded and swallowed hard, and went in. Heather sat 
down outside the door.  

There was only a dim light on above the bed. Catania lay there, still. 
Everybody always looks worse in a hospital bed. Her left arm was in a cast, and 
she seemed to have a lot of bandages wrapped around her chest. Her face was 
bandaged, her left eye half covered, and she had a lot of gauze bandage on her 
other hand, and arms. He approached her slowly. She didn’t stir. He stood next to 
her on the bed. Looking at her brought back every memory he ever had, watching 
her sleep. She was always beautiful when she slept. Even when she was going 
through something big, when she was stressed out, she looked perfectly serene 
when she slept. Now, there she was, like an angel, all shattered and broken. His 
eyes misted up. He rested a hand on her arm. Her eyes fluttered open, as though 
the task was a struggle, and looked at him for a moment before closing again. 
They opened more quickly, and her eyes focused in on him.  

“Kurtis?” 
“I’m here.” Her lips pulled up into a painful smile, and a tear ran down her 

cheek. He tried to catch it, but there were too many more that followed.  
“I thought I would never see you again. Why are you here?” 
“Heather told me. She said you were here, and I…I came. I had to.” 
“Kurtis…Oh, Kurtis, I’m such a fucked up bitch. Did I ever tell you that? 

I’m so stupid, and I fucked up, and I’m so sorry.” Her free hand grabbed a hold 
of Kurt’s, and squeezed tightly. 

“Shhh.” Kurt could feel tears streaking his cheeks, landing on the bed.  
“No, I fucked up. I was such a bitch to you…you didn’t deserve that. 

You…nobody ever treated me like you before, and I had to fuck it up the worst 
way I could.” 

“Shhh. Don’t think about that now.” Catania was getting more upset. 
Listening to her cry made it harder for Kurt to stop. 

“It’s all I can think about, Kurtis. I put myself here. I got what I deserved. I 
shouldn’t have left. Everything went wrong when I left. And then it all got so 
confusing, and I…God, I’m so fucked up…” 

“I should have come and gotten you. Or gone with you.” 
“You tried. You tried everything for me. Even when I was here, and I was 

already awful to you, you still tried. Nobody ever…I never stopped, Kurt. I 
always loved you. But I couldn’t do that, you needed someone so much better 
than I could be.” 
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“I needed you.” 
“No. I knew, I knew when I did it, you could never forgive me. You’d be 

gone. I’d have done anything to take it back, but it was too late.” 
“That’s not true. I’m here now.” 
“Please stay with me…I’ll never be good enough, but I’m sorry, and I love 

you, and I’ll do anything for you. Just…God, I’m such a fucking mess. Look at 
me.” 

“You’ll heal. You’ll still be more beautiful than most women will ever be.” 
She laughed through her tears. 

“You’re still crazy. You’re crazy and blind and I love you.” She slowly 
stopped crying. Kurt reached and wiped away her tears, and then wiped away his 
own. 

“I’m only as crazy as I’ve ever been.” 
“You’re wearing a suit.”  
“I was at work when Heather called. I didn’t bother to change.” 
“You got the new job? With the computers?” 
“Yeah.” 
“I knew you would.” 
“Well, I had a girl to take care of.” 
“Good thing you got out of that. Going to be a lot more work to take care 

of me when I get out of here.” 
“It was never work before.” She didn’t say anything, just smiled at him and 

squeezed his hand. “You need your sleep.” She pulled back her lips just enough 
for the lines of her mouth to show. 

“Mm-hmm. They keep making me sleepy.” 
“Security measures. If you were awake, every male doctor in the place 

would be lined up at your door to pick up on you. People would die.” She smiled, 
and squeezed his hand again, and then looked concerned. 

“You’ll come back?” 
“I’ll be here tomorrow. Want me to smuggle anything in?” 
“Something to read?” 
“Okay.” He kissed her on the forehead, and she closed her eyes. He 

watched her until she was asleep, and then turned and quietly left. 
Heather and the nurse were standing by. They had heard part of what they 

had been talking about.  
“She’s been cut up, and her arm’s broken. What else?” 
“Well, you know what happened?” The nurse was conflicted, unsure what 

she should say and what she shouldn’t. 
“Son of a bitch beat her up.” The nurse nodded. Heather added to it. 
“They got in a fight. He…lost it, I guess. Started hitting her, over and over. 

She put up her arm, to stop him. It pissed him off more, so he started pulling her 
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around by it. Finally, he threw her. She didn’t have her balance, she’d been 
drinking too, so she just went flying. Right through the glass-topped coffee 
table.” Kurt grit his teeth, and nodded. The nurse cleared her throat to finish.  

“She broke her arm when she landed on it and cracked two of her ribs, 
when they hit the coffee table. It looks like she may have hit the glass face-first, 
there were a few cuts on the side, cuts from the glass all over her body and arms. 
The doctor thought there was internal bleeding, but everything checked out 
okay.” 

“When does she get out of here?” 
“A few days, most likely. They just want to monitor her a little, make sure 

nothing else is wrong. She’s pretty lucky. Her arm was a clean break, and 
nothing punctured inside. Usually we see broken jaws, missing teeth, that kind of 
thing. There was some glass pressed pretty far into her chin from the force, but 
that was it.” 

“The force of falling?” Heather looked at Kurt, then the ground. 
“Um…after…after she went through the table, she was crying and yelling 

and...he hit her. To shut her up.” Kurt thought he was going to vomit.  
“I can come back tomorrow?”  
“Yes, please do.” Kurt started walking towards the exit, and Heather 

followed.  
Once they were in the open air, Kurt bellowed out obscenity until they got 

into the car. When he spoke, he could barely control his voice.  
“You know where he lives?”  
“We…uh, there was a party…” 
“She live with him?” 
“No, she lives with Erika.” 
“Take me to his house.” 
“I don’t think you should—” 
“Heather, please. Just…fucking drive.”  
Heather drove to Dirk’s place, which was one of a series of row houses for 

rent, over a decade since they were considered respectable places to live. Heather 
pointed to which unit was the right one. Kurt got out, telling her to drive down 
the street a ways and turn off the car, and threw a rock from someone’s curb 
before he even got to the door, not slowing.  

“What the f—” Kurt punched Dirk in the face as soon as he opened the 
door. He fell back several steps, and Kurt entered the house, kicking the door 
shut behind himself. As Dirk started to lift his hand away from his nose, Kurt hit 
him again twice more.  The man doubled over, his own first balling. Kurt kicked 
him in the knee, his leg pivoting sideways, caught off guard. He dropped to his 
knee, fast, catching himself with one hand. Kurt punched him twice in the 
kidneys, and then once more in the side of the face as Dirk turned to look at him. 
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He kicked the downed man in the side, knocking him over. Dirk’s arm made a 
grab at Kurt, only to miss. Kurt grabbed his ring-finger, and twisted until the 
room was filled with a cracking noise, and Dirk screamed, falling back on the 
floor.  

“Motherfucker! Fight like a man!” 
“Isn’t a fight. This is me hurting you.” Kurt kicked him twice in the ribs, 

hard. Dirk rolled back over, propping himself up on his hands. Kurt lifted his 
right leg high, and brought his heel down on the back of Dirk’s left hand. The 
man dropped to his shoulder. Kurt kicked him once more in the kidney, before 
bending over, getting a hold of Dirk’s arm and neck, and half lifting, half pushing 
him to the far wall. Dirk slammed into it with his chest and face. Kurt grabbed a 
handful of hair, slamming Dirk face-first into the wall repeatedly, leaving a 
bloody smear from the contact with his nose, until Dirk pushed away from the 
wall. Kurt used the inertia to slam him against the wall next to them. While Dirk 
used the wall to stead himself, Kurt came over and hit him in the face again. Kurt 
hit him again and again, Dirk leaning against the wall hard enough that every 
effort to stand back up just put his face back in harm’s way. Kurt had him pinned 
there, and his him until his own knuckles were raw and aching, the entire left side 
of Dirk’s face bloody and swollen. He hit him several more times before he 
finally brought himself to stop, pulling Dirk away from the wall and slamming 
him back into it. He struggled to stay standing, but fell to the ground. He started 
crawling, reaching. His left eye was swollen completely closed, and his 
perception was off. Kurt kicked Dirks shoulder, slamming him back against the 
wall, and stooped to pick up the mostly empty bottle of Jim Beam that was Dirk’s 
goal. Dirk pushed himself against the wall, trying to stand, his hands in weak 
fists. He was only half-standing before Kurt backhanded him with the bottle with 
enough force to shatter it. Dirk landed on the stained carpet. Kurt threw what was 
left of the bottle against the wall, showering the floor with shards. He kicked 
Dirk, knocking his arm out from under him, making him land on the glass. He 
was too weak to scream loudly, just gasp and murmur. Kurt grabbed his hair, and 
dragged him, crawling, away from the glass, before throwing him back against he 
wall. Dirk leaned against it, gasping, blood bubbling out of his mouth with every 
breath. Kurt knelt in front of him. The beaten man’s eye looked away.  

“Look at me.” The man refused. Kurt grabbed his right hand, and held onto 
the index finger, taking a deep breath before pulling it back. Dirk found the 
strength to scream, and a new burble of blood dripped down his chin. “Look at 
me.” The man’s one useable eye rolled to face Kurt. The man was hideous, his 
face bleeding and broken.  

“Mhat?” 
“First: You’re done with her. Done. You will never again speak to her, call 

her, write her, e-mail her, look at her, anything. If you see her in a crowded room, 
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you run out the back. If there is no back, you go out the goddamn window. If you 
see her again for any reason, I’m coming back here. Understand?” 

“Phhhuk yuu!” Kurt nodded and punched Dirk in the face, and then broke 
the right pinky.  

“You understand?” 
“Yuphh!” 
“Second: you’re paying her medical bills. You are going to call the 

hospital, NOT go down there, and sign yourself up a payment plan or whatever 
for ALL her medical bills. If you go down there, you’ll be to close to her, and I’ll 
come back. Understand?” 

“I kaan’th aphhhor—” Kurd grabbed a hold of his right middle finger. 
“Understand?” 
“Yeeph!”  
“Third: What’s happened between us tonight? Didn’t happen. You got 

mugged outside of a porn shop or queer bar or whatever, and got the shit kicked 
out of you. You will go to a DIFFERENT hospital for care, will report this as an 
incident by…I don’t know, a group of Hispanic men. I was never here. You 
stumbled home because they took your wallet and phone, called them from here. 
I was never here. If you go to the same hospital she’s in, I’ll come back. If a 
single soul I know is asked about this incident, I’ll come back. Understand?” 

“Yeph!” 
“Fourth: Gimme your wallet and your phone. Gotta make this look 

legitimate.” Dirk nodded to the end table by the door. “Right. Good. You have a 
spare key outside?” 

“Curh.”  
“Okay. After I leave, you go get your spare key from your car. That’s how 

you let yourself in. Understand?” 
“Nhh-Hnn” 
“Good. Finally:” Kurt took the picket knife from his pocket and opened it. 

He pressed the blade to Dirk’s neck, and pressed until it drew blood. Dirk’s one 
good eye opened wide. “If you fuck up, if you do one more thing to piss me off, 
if you make me come back, I AM going to kill you. You will be dead. No last-
minute action-hero save. No big battle. You will be a piece of dead, ugly white 
trash, and nobody much will care. If you see her again, if she sees YOU again, I 
WILL kill you. If you call her, I will kill YOU. If you fail to pay her medical bill, 
I will KILL you. If ANYBODY suspects that what happened to you was 
anything other than you getting your ass beat for mouthing off you a bunch of 
Hispanic muggers, I WILL KILL YOU. Do you understand?” 

“Yeph!” Kurt dug the knife in a little deeper.  
“This part is real important, so I’m going to ask you again. Do you 

understand?” 
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“Yeph!!” 
“What happened to you?” 
“mrugg wby shphiks.”  
“Right. Good. What aren’t you going to do?” 
“Shee Chathana.”  
“Or?” 
“Yuh kiyy muh.” 
“That’s right. You may want to look at a dentist, because I think you’re 

missing teeth.”  
Kurt stood up. He grabbed a fast food napkin from the closest end-table, 

and picked up the teeth he could see laying on the ground, and tucked them into 
his pocket. He took the neck of the Jim Beam bottle, and wiped it down with 
another napkin, before throwing it at the wall to shatter it. On his way out the 
door, he picked up the phone, wallet, and keys, and took them. He opened the 
door, touching the knob with his shirt, and made sure no neighbors were looking 
before stepping outside, and walking down the street. Two blocks away, Heather 
was parked at the side of the road. He got in the car. As they drove down the car 
he pulled the keys off their ring, broke the phone into pieces, and emptied the 
wallet. He wiped them all down, and had Heather pull over near a storm drain, so 
he could toss everything, including the teeth, into the sewer. Then they drove 
back to her place. He showered and put the suit into a garbage bag. His shoes he 
washed and polished, and did the same with his knife. He soaked the knife blade 
in alcohol. He couldn’t hide his knuckles. The skin had split over two of them on 
he right hand, and his hands were swollen and scratched up. He could always say 
he punched a wall in frustration.  

The next morning, Heather drove him to the store, and then to the hospital. 
She was awake when he walked in the room.  

“I thought I had been dreaming.” 
“No dream.” He walked to her bed. She took his hand, and then looked at 

it. She scowled and looked at the other.  
“You’re hurt. What happened?” 
“Nothing. Lost my temper. Had to hit something ugly.” 
“Because of me?” 
“Because of what happened to you.” 
“No, I got—” 
“You were beaten, Catania. Nothing you did means you deserve that.” She 

smiled.  
“I really did think it was a dream. The nurse had to convince me it was 

true. Said this really handsome man came to visit me at night, after I fell asleep. 
We talked, and then he went out there to ask about me. He was really upset. I 
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didn’t know who it would be, because there was only the one man who fit that 
description, and he’s the last person in the world who should be here.” 

“Well, I don’t know who he is. But I’m here. You’ll have to tell me to 
leave when he shows up.” She smiled. 

“You’re not going anywhere. Except when I have to pee, because they 
won’t let me out of bed.” 

“Fair enough.” She smiled at him for a while, and her eyes teared up a 
little. 

“It’s good to see you, Kurtis. You don’t know how much I missed you.” 
“You’re just saying that because I brought presents.” 
“Yep.” He set the flowers in her lap, and put a bag of skittles and pop rocks 

on her side table.  
“Aw…that’s so nice!” 
“Also, you asked for something to read, and it looked like you didn’t have 

a lot to do here, so…” He held out Survivor by Palahniuk, and a travel chess 
game. She grabbed his arm with her good hand and squeezed.  

“When did I ask something to read?” 
“Sometime after you were dreaming about handsome men visiting you.” 

She held up the chess game. 
“Will you play?” 
“Sure. You’d better not win though. You don’t have much privacy here.” 

Catania blushed. Kurt winked at her, and helped her set up the game. They 
played for a few hours, talking as much as moving the pieces. Catania had a 
hundred questions for Kurt about what he’d been up to, and tried to dodge most 
of the ones he had for her. When she started getting tired, Kurt set the board 
aside, pieces all still held in place by magnets.  

“Sorry. I get tired too much.” 
“Don’t be sorry. You’ve always been beautiful when you sleep.” She tried 

to keep her lips from moving.  
“I don’t want you to leave.” 
“I have my computer with me. If they’ll let me use my phone so I can call 

the office, I can stay.” 
“Good. But…I don’t want you to leave, leave.” 
“That’s not happening today.” Catania closed her eyes, holding her lips 

firm. When she opened them again, a teardrop fell from her lashes.  
“I fucked up already, and I lost you. I thought I’d never see you again, 

and…here you are. I’m in the hospital, and thinking about everything I’ve ever 
screwed up, and how of all those things, I feel the worst about you. But you show 
up anyway. You fly to see me because you heard I was hurt and I just…” Kurt 
reached out to catch her tears, but when he did she clapped his hand to her face, 
her voice catching on a sob. “I want you to stay. I want to be with you. Seeing 
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you and remembering how it felt to love you, to be around you…I don’t want to 
go back to before. I like who I am with you. Please…I swear I’ll never hurt you 
again. Just don’t go.”  

“Shh. Shh. Don’t cry, pretty kitty. I’m here now, and I’m not going 
anywhere.” 

“You’ll take care of me?” 
“That was always the plan.” He leaned forward to kiss her cheek. She put 

her fingers on his chin, gently, and guided him to her lips. They kissed, softly, 
carefully, but long, and tenderly. Kurt sat and held her hand until she fell asleep.  
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Chapter Eight 
 
 
 
 

Kurt sat at the computer, working on a report for Emerald Informatics. He 
was having a hard time concentrating. The events of the past few weeks were 
filling his head, threatening to burst out. He wondered to himself what an 
aneurysm felt like, and figured it could be that different than what he was 
experiencing.  

Monica’s voice echoed the loudest.  
“Kurt, please, no! You’re smarter than that! She’s only going to hurt you 

again!” 
“You don’t think being hospitalized is enough to teach her a lesson?” 
“No! You KNOW that isn’t the first time he beat her. If she always went 

back before, what’s going to stop her now?” 
“She realized the difference between a bad relationship and a good one.” 
“And what was it last time? When you were up here, waiting for her to 

return, building her a piece of furniture with your own bare hands? When you 
were actually paying her rent down there while she was recovering from her 
infection, doing God knows what with the same guy who used to beat her.” 

“Then what am I supposed to tell her? I’m sorry, but you’ve been fucked 
over too much, so I have to assume everything you say is a lie?” 

“I’m not saying you shouldn’t trust her because she has a bad past, I’m 
saying you shouldn’t trust her because she has a history of lying.” 

“You didn’t hear her. She’s been laying in bed for days with nothing to do 
but think about her own mistakes. Do you really expect her to tell me all of that, 
to see the look in her eyes, and then turn my back on her? She needs someone to 
take care of her now. She’s not supposed to work for a while, and she won’t be 
able to go back to working in the kitchen with her arm in a cast.” 
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“Naturally, you can take care of her with your amazing job with the good 
income…only you can’t, because you told them taking care of that GIRL was 
more important than working for them.” 

“I’m still working for them.” 
“You work for them on contract, because you’re too good to let go and 

they want you to come to your senses and go back to work for them.” 
“I’ll be getting a job here soon.” 
“Christ, Kurt, they were going to give you a CAR! What kind of job are 

you going to get on such short notice that will do that?” 
“None, probably. What do you want me to say, Mon? I have to be here for 

her now, I can’t just change my mind.” There was a long pause. It wasn’t until he 
heard her gasp for air that he realized Monica was crying. “Mon?” When she did 
speak, her voice was so small and hurt, it was barely a whisper.  

“Goddammit. You were supposed to be over her.” He hesitated before he 
answered, afraid of hurting her worse. 

“You knew I wasn’t. You’ve been telling me for months I wasn’t” There 
was another long pause while Monica tried to control her voice, and stop the 
tears.  

“If…if we had gotten together? If we were a couple? Would you have 
gone?” Kurt tried to wish her to take the question back. “Be honest.” 

“No. I wouldn’t have come down here.” A tiny, choked sob escaped from 
Monica’s throat.  

“What would you have done?” 
“Been upset. Gone home, called you, talked to you. Called Heather, see 

how she was doing. Maybe call to tell her I was sorry. Maybe not.” 
“But you’d have wanted to? To go to her?” 
“I don’t know. I probably would have thought about her a lot for a while. 

But you would distract me, and I would be working, and I wouldn’t have the 
time. I’d forget.” Kurt could hear the tears coming back through Monica’s voice. 

“Then it’s my fault?”  
“It’s not a fault thing. It’s…it’s like asking what would have happened if 

the Vikings colonized America first. It’s just the way things happened.” 
“But what happens with…us?” 
“Mon…God, Mon. You know you’re one of my favorite people in the 

entire world, right? Seriously. You’ve been such a huge part of my life the past 
six months. I don’t ever want there to be a time when we aren’t talking. If you 
can’t…I guess I’ll have to deal. But, fuck that. I’ll try anyway.” 

“You’re not going to stop talking to me if SHE asks?” 
“She wouldn’t ask. And hell no, anyway. She has her friends, and I have 

you. It’ll be like it has been. Only without the mistakes.” 
“Loans. From the future.” Kurt smiled, remembering the new terminology. 
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“Right.” Monica sighed, her breath slightly unsteady with the aftershocks 
of a good cry. 

“I’ll be here. I know you don’t see it, but I don’t trust her. She’s not going 
to change. I’ll be here, when she proves me right. I’ll keep your place open.” 

Kurt may not have believed that Monica was right about Catania not 
changing, but she was right about his contract work with E.I. not being anywhere 
near as good as his job was. He was lucky they bothered to keep him around at 
all. He called the president of the company as soon as he knew he was staying, 
and explained what was going on, why he had to stay. He was supportive, more 
than able to see why staying to take care of someone you love would take a 
priority. Reticent to give up the best manager his office had, they arranged for 
Kurt to take a role doing contract work, available for consulting and training. 
When they had a conference call, he was there, and he was to stay on top of what 
was going on. Their offer was much like Monica’s; the second he was back in 
Seattle, he was to let them know, and they would put him back in the office. 
Before the conversation ended, the president laughed, asking ‘So tell me, is this 
because we didn’t get you that company car?’  

Kurt had enough money to last for a while. After she decided to stay, 
Catania let her lease run out, and got an apartment with Erika. Kurt had been 
staying there ever since he agreed to hang around. He used part of his savings to 
buy a car down there: A white muscle car that had endured dozens of homemade 
‘improvements.’ The top had been cut off to make it a convertible, only there was 
no top to put up, just a tarp in the trunk to put over the opening if it should rain 
(which luckily didn’t come up too often in Arizona). There were fins and a 
spoiler added, none of the bolts holding them down matching one another, and 
the metal finish on the parts a direct contrast to the faded, in some places rusted, 
white paint of the car itself. The back seats were a different color than the front, 
and none of the inside paneling matched anything. The top lip of the wheel-wells 
had three metal ‘claws’ welded on, and the front grill, a custom-made 
combination of the grills from three other cars, had angry-looking eyes and teeth 
welded on. These pieces looked to have been made freehand with a cutting torch, 
and were poorly finished. The car was a sinister-looking abomination, which he, 
Catania, and then their friends, took to referring as ‘the Abominable’ due to the 
hideous way it resembled the abominable snowman from the old Rudolph stop-
motion cartoon. The money from contract work was enough to pay for half the 
rent there, but it would get pretty tight when Erika moved out. On paper, the 
three of them were going to keep living there together, but a few weeks there 
under those conditions made it pretty clear to Erika that three was too many 
people for one place. At least when the other two were Kurt and Catania. 
Working from home, with Catania there all day, gave the pair of them far too 
many opportunities to catch up on lost time for Erika’s comfort. At least Dirk had 
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his own place they would go to sometimes, and they didn’t see each other every 
day. Half the time they were too drunk for anything to happen even if they 
wanted it to. But after a conversation with the doctor about the state of Cat’s 
body when she got to the hospital, she they decided she would be taking some 
time off drinking for a while. Which meant they had too much time, too much 
energy, and too much passion for one another to keep their clothes on for any 
long period of time. It seemed to Erika that every time she got home from school 
or work, whenever she woke up in the night to get a glass of water, the place was 
full of Catania’s labored breathing, moans that haunted her and made her want to 
scream herself, in frustration to match Catania’s pleasure.  

In the bedroom, as one of those occasions wrapped up, Kurt dropped his 
head down into Catania’s shoulder, gasping for air. He collapsed onto the 
mattress, the girl rolling with him, still clutching onto him with her thighs. She 
squeezed him tightly between her arms, her cast gripping skin already red and 
thin from the rough texture, looking like she had taken sandpaper to it. She 
sighed happily, damp hair clinging to the sweat of his chest.  

“I’ll never get tired of that. I can’t believe I lived without it!” 
“We keep this up, and I’m going to be in the best shape of my life.” 
“We HAVE to. Doctor said I should stay in bed as much as possible…” 
“He said bed REST. I’m pretty sure if you were resting you wouldn’t be 

working up that much of a sweat. Or making me bleed.” 
“I’m an energetic girl. I need you to tire me out so I CAN rest. And you 

LIKE it when I make you bleed.” She was partially right on that account. Kurt 
knew Catania to be a biter, and it wasn’t the first time she broke the skin, but 
earlier in the day she reached a new record. She looked up at him, running her 
hands across the sweaty muscles of his arms, pulled tight, when she noticed the 
trickle of blood coming from his arm. Unable to get enough air to speak, her 
chest already heaving, rising and falling with their rhythm and her voice box 
pulled too tight to form words, she wiped the blood from his arm and held it up 
for Kurt to see, concern written plainly on her face. He gave her a wolfish grin, 
wiping his own finger at the side of her lips and holding it up, showing her a drop 
of his blood that still lingered. Her eyes grew wide, her throat catching as two 
gasps collided, the shock of her own actions cutting into the rush from Kurt’s. 
Her mind raced, fighting the fog of lust and passion and the rushing waves of an 
orgasm she wouldn’t be able to stop, until she realized that Kurt didn’t share any 
of her concerns, his eyes only showing that combination of love and intense 
hunger that made her entire body tingle. She opened her mouth, wrapping her 
lips around his index finger. She could taste the blood, working her tongue 
around his finger, slowly pulling on it, until Kurt’s eyes closed, slipping out 
clean. She licked the drop of blood off her own finger, and then lifted her head to 
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catch the fresh drop coming from her own bite mark on his arm. It was an animal 
thing; a primal thing. Like claiming him as her own.  

They had both noticed the savage nature that their lovemaking took on 
from time to time since getting back together. There was a tenderness there, a 
comforting familiarity, and a feeling of coming home. But there was also a 
roughness. A need they seemed to share to account for the time lost, to a natural 
mate regained. There was a part of Catania that fell instantly for that new 
wildness, the streak of abandon in Kurt that she didn’t remember from before. 
The first night back in her bed after being released from the hospital, when Kurt 
admitted to what he had done to Dirk, she examined the wounds on his knuckles, 
only able to imagine the damage done to her attacker. She found herself getting 
overheated in her clothes, something welling up in her hearing the edge to his 
words, seeing the sharp glint in his eyes. As the story slowly poured from his 
mouth, she couldn’t stop herself from filling her own mouth with his body. The 
damsel, thanking her avenging knight, the princess, offering her reward, the 
servant, willing to do anything to make her man happy, to apologize for all the 
ways she hurt him. She felt she owed him so much; would never be able to 
apologize enough. That same night she opened herself up to new things, things 
she and Kurt had never done before, offering him everything. She WANTED him 
to be more aggressive, WANTED him to take her, to punish her just a little for 
what she did to him. And when he did, she loved him for it. Every pinch and 
slap, every bite and scratch. And when they were done, laying covered with each 
other’s sweat, clinging tightly and still trembling, with the edge gone from his 
eyes, leaving only the softness, she felt that much closer to him. Each time was a 
step back to where they should be. To where they would have been, has she not 
been too stupid to see what was right in front of her.  

That night, she noticed she was finally starting to lose some of the fear that 
it would all suddenly fall away. That one day he was going to wake up and look 
at her, face and body still scarred up from the glass, arm in its cast, turn around, 
and leave without saying anything. So she lay there, exhausted and happy, 
everything finally starting to make sense.  

“It’s your turn, you know.” She smiled into his chest, squeezing him tight, 
before biting him, and propping herself up to look at his face, hair falling in front 
of her own, leaving only one twinkling eye and half a pair of lips, pulled back in 
a sexy grin.  

“How one man has so much energy, I’ll never know. It’s all the tea, isn’t 
it?” She leaned down and kissed him, biting his lip and giving it a tug, and then 
started crawling down, hair falling onto his stomach, every exhale a warm 
seductive breeze.  

“That’s not what meant, actually.” She looked up at him, perplexed.  
“How come? What’s it my turn to do then?” 
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“Tell a story.” She nodded in understanding. She looked back down at the 
part of Kurt she’d been approaching, offering a quick kiss and promising to be 
back soon before straightening herself out, folding her hands on his stomach and 
resting her chin on them. The cast scratched her chin, so she blew out a frustrated 
sigh and switched her hands around, before looking up at him playfully. She 
lifted her feet, crossed at the ankles and waved them in small circles, thinking. 

“You know I’m out of practice at this. You sure it’s my turn?” 
“Positive. How can you forget how to tell a story?” 
“Easy. I haven’t done it since…” She stopped, realizing what the end of the 

sentence would be. She hated saying it out loud.  
“It’ll be like riding a bike.” 
“You promise not to be disappointed if it isn’t any good?” 
“Have I ever been disappointed with your stories?” 
“Dunno. You wouldn’t admit it if you were. You’d just smile at me and 

kiss me softly and tell me you loved me and make me forget how stupid I am.” 
“You’re not stupid.” 
“I do an awful lot of stupid fucking things.” 
“That means you’re alive, not that you’re stupid.” 
“Fine. You still wouldn’t tell me if you were disappointed with me, though. 

The rest of that was true. You’re way too sweet for that.” 
“Maybe I’ve just never been disappointed in you.” 
“Right, how could I have ever disappointed YOU?” She winced again, and 

wondered if it would ever stop hurting to remember that mistake. Kurt just 
smiled at her, reaching down and running his fingers through her hair. She closed 
her eyes and sighed, tilting her head into his hand when he started scratching her 
scalp above her head. She vaguely remembered once when she told him he 
touched her more than anyone ever had before, and drank in how good it fell to 
have him there again, remembering how to make her smile. 

“Okay. Then I promise I won’t be disappointed.” She opened her eyes, 
sleepy smile on her face. She turned her head to kiss his hand, and then settled it 
back on her hand. She thought for a minute, and then started her story: 

 

“Contessa was the daughter of a nobleman“Contessa was the daughter of a nobleman“Contessa was the daughter of a nobleman“Contessa was the daughter of a nobleman and his wife.  and his wife.  and his wife.  and his wife. 
She grew up raised by a different nanny or caretaker every few She grew up raised by a different nanny or caretaker every few She grew up raised by a different nanny or caretaker every few She grew up raised by a different nanny or caretaker every few 
months, while her parents entertained the throngs of people months, while her parents entertained the throngs of people months, while her parents entertained the throngs of people months, while her parents entertained the throngs of people 
coming to see them, to seek favors or try and win friendship or coming to see them, to seek favors or try and win friendship or coming to see them, to seek favors or try and win friendship or coming to see them, to seek favors or try and win friendship or 
approach them with business proposals. So many people approach them with business proposals. So many people approach them with business proposals. So many people approach them with business proposals. So many people had had had had 

claim to the nobles’ time, that she spent most of her time with claim to the nobles’ time, that she spent most of her time with claim to the nobles’ time, that she spent most of her time with claim to the nobles’ time, that she spent most of her time with 



 - 169 - 

strangers who never stuck around long enough for her to be strangers who never stuck around long enough for her to be strangers who never stuck around long enough for her to be strangers who never stuck around long enough for her to be 
comfortable with them, or to form any bond. comfortable with them, or to form any bond. comfortable with them, or to form any bond. comfortable with them, or to form any bond.     

When she did see her parents, they were never sure how When she did see her parents, they were never sure how When she did see her parents, they were never sure how When she did see her parents, they were never sure how 
exactly they should act arounexactly they should act arounexactly they should act arounexactly they should act around her, their own unease causing d her, their own unease causing d her, their own unease causing d her, their own unease causing 
their behavior to fluctuate widely. But whether they treated her their behavior to fluctuate widely. But whether they treated her their behavior to fluctuate widely. But whether they treated her their behavior to fluctuate widely. But whether they treated her 
as another servant, or some kind of idiot pet, she learned early as another servant, or some kind of idiot pet, she learned early as another servant, or some kind of idiot pet, she learned early as another servant, or some kind of idiot pet, she learned early 
on that the real nobles, when they weren’t entertaining, were on that the real nobles, when they weren’t entertaining, were on that the real nobles, when they weren’t entertaining, were on that the real nobles, when they weren’t entertaining, were 
anything but. Her father was a danything but. Her father was a danything but. Her father was a danything but. Her father was a drunkard, and the only time he runkard, and the only time he runkard, and the only time he runkard, and the only time he 
was ever seen without a wine or ale in his hand is when he was was ever seen without a wine or ale in his hand is when he was was ever seen without a wine or ale in his hand is when he was was ever seen without a wine or ale in his hand is when he was 

chewing on the leaves of the coca plant, brought to him by chewing on the leaves of the coca plant, brought to him by chewing on the leaves of the coca plant, brought to him by chewing on the leaves of the coca plant, brought to him by 
traders in exchange for land and favors. He was prone to a traders in exchange for land and favors. He was prone to a traders in exchange for land and favors. He was prone to a traders in exchange for land and favors. He was prone to a 
violent temper and little patience or pity. Cviolent temper and little patience or pity. Cviolent temper and little patience or pity. Cviolent temper and little patience or pity. Contessa lost count of ontessa lost count of ontessa lost count of ontessa lost count of 
the number of times she saw her mom struck in the face or the number of times she saw her mom struck in the face or the number of times she saw her mom struck in the face or the number of times she saw her mom struck in the face or 
thrown on the floor for displeasing him in some way. Contessa’s thrown on the floor for displeasing him in some way. Contessa’s thrown on the floor for displeasing him in some way. Contessa’s thrown on the floor for displeasing him in some way. Contessa’s 
mother had learned to deal with this by drinking more and mother had learned to deal with this by drinking more and mother had learned to deal with this by drinking more and mother had learned to deal with this by drinking more and 
more wine, often flavored with a tincture of the poppymore wine, often flavored with a tincture of the poppymore wine, often flavored with a tincture of the poppymore wine, often flavored with a tincture of the poppy, brought , brought , brought , brought 
to her husband as a gift, and then stolen by his wife while he to her husband as a gift, and then stolen by his wife while he to her husband as a gift, and then stolen by his wife while he to her husband as a gift, and then stolen by his wife while he 
was passed out. This left her in no fit state to fight back. was passed out. This left her in no fit state to fight back. was passed out. This left her in no fit state to fight back. was passed out. This left her in no fit state to fight back.     

Whenever she was left alone with her parents, Contessa had Whenever she was left alone with her parents, Contessa had Whenever she was left alone with her parents, Contessa had Whenever she was left alone with her parents, Contessa had 
a sick fear in her gut, waiting for the same things to happen.a sick fear in her gut, waiting for the same things to happen.a sick fear in her gut, waiting for the same things to happen.a sick fear in her gut, waiting for the same things to happen.    
For her dad to demand something; an object passed to him, a For her dad to demand something; an object passed to him, a For her dad to demand something; an object passed to him, a For her dad to demand something; an object passed to him, a 
compliment paid, an action performed, and her mother replied in compliment paid, an action performed, and her mother replied in compliment paid, an action performed, and her mother replied in compliment paid, an action performed, and her mother replied in 
a listless and curt way. Then the yelling would start, and he a listless and curt way. Then the yelling would start, and he a listless and curt way. Then the yelling would start, and he a listless and curt way. Then the yelling would start, and he 
would hit her, and she would just lie on the floor and sob and would hit her, and she would just lie on the floor and sob and would hit her, and she would just lie on the floor and sob and would hit her, and she would just lie on the floor and sob and 
take itake itake itake it. And then a servant would take Contessa back to her t. And then a servant would take Contessa back to her t. And then a servant would take Contessa back to her t. And then a servant would take Contessa back to her 

room, while she could hear bellows of her enraged father, the room, while she could hear bellows of her enraged father, the room, while she could hear bellows of her enraged father, the room, while she could hear bellows of her enraged father, the 
struggle as he tossed her around, the repeated slapping sounds struggle as he tossed her around, the repeated slapping sounds struggle as he tossed her around, the repeated slapping sounds struggle as he tossed her around, the repeated slapping sounds 
of his abuse, the muffled choke of her mother’s tears. Every once of his abuse, the muffled choke of her mother’s tears. Every once of his abuse, the muffled choke of her mother’s tears. Every once of his abuse, the muffled choke of her mother’s tears. Every once 
in a while in a while in a while in a while she would try to stop him. She would step between she would try to stop him. She would step between she would try to stop him. She would step between she would try to stop him. She would step between 
her parents, only to get hit with the fist her father had intended her parents, only to get hit with the fist her father had intended her parents, only to get hit with the fist her father had intended her parents, only to get hit with the fist her father had intended 
for his wife. Even if she didn’t try to stop his hands directly, if for his wife. Even if she didn’t try to stop his hands directly, if for his wife. Even if she didn’t try to stop his hands directly, if for his wife. Even if she didn’t try to stop his hands directly, if 
she just broke away from the servants to run back and scream she just broke away from the servants to run back and scream she just broke away from the servants to run back and scream she just broke away from the servants to run back and scream 
at him to at him to at him to at him to stop, the result was the same. And after a beating, stop, the result was the same. And after a beating, stop, the result was the same. And after a beating, stop, the result was the same. And after a beating, 
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she was never allowed to leave her room until her face healed, she was never allowed to leave her room until her face healed, she was never allowed to leave her room until her face healed, she was never allowed to leave her room until her face healed, 
so guests wouldn’t have to look at her.”so guests wouldn’t have to look at her.”so guests wouldn’t have to look at her.”so guests wouldn’t have to look at her.” 

 
Kurt gently traced the backs of his fingers around the not fully-closed 

marks on her face, but didn’t say anything.  
 

“So she lived her life with strangers. If she wanted a “So she lived her life with strangers. If she wanted a “So she lived her life with strangers. If she wanted a “So she lived her life with strangers. If she wanted a 
motherly hug or some show of affection, she had to adapt to motherly hug or some show of affection, she had to adapt to motherly hug or some show of affection, she had to adapt to motherly hug or some show of affection, she had to adapt to 
people coming in and out of her life quickly. Nobody ever people coming in and out of her life quickly. Nobody ever people coming in and out of her life quickly. Nobody ever people coming in and out of her life quickly. Nobody ever 
stayed long. All her tutors and maids told her that she was stayed long. All her tutors and maids told her that she was stayed long. All her tutors and maids told her that she was stayed long. All her tutors and maids told her that she was 
goingoingoingoing to grow up to do great things. She would follow in her g to grow up to do great things. She would follow in her g to grow up to do great things. She would follow in her g to grow up to do great things. She would follow in her 
parents’ footsteps, be married off to a noble like her father, and parents’ footsteps, be married off to a noble like her father, and parents’ footsteps, be married off to a noble like her father, and parents’ footsteps, be married off to a noble like her father, and 
have responsibilities of her own. Contessa listened as the have responsibilities of her own. Contessa listened as the have responsibilities of her own. Contessa listened as the have responsibilities of her own. Contessa listened as the 
servants told her how her father was a great and influential servants told her how her father was a great and influential servants told her how her father was a great and influential servants told her how her father was a great and influential 
man, how he man, how he man, how he man, how he could create careers or break them with his could create careers or break them with his could create careers or break them with his could create careers or break them with his 

desires, and why it was so important for him to be happy. His desires, and why it was so important for him to be happy. His desires, and why it was so important for him to be happy. His desires, and why it was so important for him to be happy. His 
mother was a strong and patient woman, because she knew mother was a strong and patient woman, because she knew mother was a strong and patient woman, because she knew mother was a strong and patient woman, because she knew 
how important her husband was. how important her husband was. how important her husband was. how important her husband was.     

When she was very young, the thought of marrying a man When she was very young, the thought of marrying a man When she was very young, the thought of marrying a man When she was very young, the thought of marrying a man 
like helike helike helike her father terrified her. But, with every year, she had new r father terrified her. But, with every year, she had new r father terrified her. But, with every year, she had new r father terrified her. But, with every year, she had new 
people telling her that her father loved her, or he wouldn’t people telling her that her father loved her, or he wouldn’t people telling her that her father loved her, or he wouldn’t people telling her that her father loved her, or he wouldn’t 
worry so much about her future. He took care of her, gave her worry so much about her future. He took care of her, gave her worry so much about her future. He took care of her, gave her worry so much about her future. He took care of her, gave her 
nice clothes, a large room in the family estate, sent people to nice clothes, a large room in the family estate, sent people to nice clothes, a large room in the family estate, sent people to nice clothes, a large room in the family estate, sent people to 
teach and lteach and lteach and lteach and look after her, when there were people who could ook after her, when there were people who could ook after her, when there were people who could ook after her, when there were people who could 
barely read all over the land. And every day, he made plans barely read all over the land. And every day, he made plans barely read all over the land. And every day, he made plans barely read all over the land. And every day, he made plans 
for her future, so she would be taken care of. for her future, so she would be taken care of. for her future, so she would be taken care of. for her future, so she would be taken care of.     

Contessa grew some, and became a teenager. The small Contessa grew some, and became a teenager. The small Contessa grew some, and became a teenager. The small Contessa grew some, and became a teenager. The small 
army of servants taught Contessa everything thearmy of servants taught Contessa everything thearmy of servants taught Contessa everything thearmy of servants taught Contessa everything they thought she y thought she y thought she y thought she 
would need to know. To read and write, and use numbers. The would need to know. To read and write, and use numbers. The would need to know. To read and write, and use numbers. The would need to know. To read and write, and use numbers. The 

women taught her how to dress and how to cook. They said it women taught her how to dress and how to cook. They said it women taught her how to dress and how to cook. They said it women taught her how to dress and how to cook. They said it 
was important that she know how to take care of her future was important that she know how to take care of her future was important that she know how to take care of her future was important that she know how to take care of her future 
husband. The old men with their beards came and taught her husband. The old men with their beards came and taught her husband. The old men with their beards came and taught her husband. The old men with their beards came and taught her 
abouabouabouabout history and business and politics. They said it was t history and business and politics. They said it was t history and business and politics. They said it was t history and business and politics. They said it was 
important that she learn how to take care of her responsibilities, important that she learn how to take care of her responsibilities, important that she learn how to take care of her responsibilities, important that she learn how to take care of her responsibilities, 
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and run her house efficiently. Sternand run her house efficiently. Sternand run her house efficiently. Sternand run her house efficiently. Stern----looking woman taught her looking woman taught her looking woman taught her looking woman taught her 
how to walk and stand and be polite. They said it was how to walk and stand and be polite. They said it was how to walk and stand and be polite. They said it was how to walk and stand and be polite. They said it was 
important that she important that she important that she important that she learned how to behave properly in public, learned how to behave properly in public, learned how to behave properly in public, learned how to behave properly in public, 
and have polite conversation. Other men came and took her and have polite conversation. Other men came and took her and have polite conversation. Other men came and took her and have polite conversation. Other men came and took her 
clothes off and made her do things with them. They said it was clothes off and made her do things with them. They said it was clothes off and made her do things with them. They said it was clothes off and made her do things with them. They said it was 
important that she knew how to please a man, so she could important that she knew how to please a man, so she could important that she knew how to please a man, so she could important that she knew how to please a man, so she could 
make a good wife. Most of the peoplmake a good wife. Most of the peoplmake a good wife. Most of the peoplmake a good wife. Most of the people Contessa saw weren’t e Contessa saw weren’t e Contessa saw weren’t e Contessa saw weren’t 

very nice, but they were all there for her benefit. She knew, very nice, but they were all there for her benefit. She knew, very nice, but they were all there for her benefit. She knew, very nice, but they were all there for her benefit. She knew, 
because they told her so. Some of the lessons weren’t so bad. because they told her so. Some of the lessons weren’t so bad. because they told her so. Some of the lessons weren’t so bad. because they told her so. Some of the lessons weren’t so bad. 
Sometimes she liked to learn about business, sometimes she liked Sometimes she liked to learn about business, sometimes she liked Sometimes she liked to learn about business, sometimes she liked Sometimes she liked to learn about business, sometimes she liked 

to read, and sometimes she liked to fuck, ifto read, and sometimes she liked to fuck, ifto read, and sometimes she liked to fuck, ifto read, and sometimes she liked to fuck, if the right guy came  the right guy came  the right guy came  the right guy came 
around. around. around. around.     

One day, Contessa’s father told her she would be having One day, Contessa’s father told her she would be having One day, Contessa’s father told her she would be having One day, Contessa’s father told her she would be having 
dinner with them. He sent women to her with a new dress that dinner with them. He sent women to her with a new dress that dinner with them. He sent women to her with a new dress that dinner with them. He sent women to her with a new dress that 

didn’t fit very well, and squeezed her into it. She couldn’t move didn’t fit very well, and squeezed her into it. She couldn’t move didn’t fit very well, and squeezed her into it. She couldn’t move didn’t fit very well, and squeezed her into it. She couldn’t move 
very well and her tits were pushing out the very well and her tits were pushing out the very well and her tits were pushing out the very well and her tits were pushing out the top of it, but the top of it, but the top of it, but the top of it, but the 
women went on about how beautiful she looked, so she smiled women went on about how beautiful she looked, so she smiled women went on about how beautiful she looked, so she smiled women went on about how beautiful she looked, so she smiled 
and thanked them. At dinner, her parents introduced her to a and thanked them. At dinner, her parents introduced her to a and thanked them. At dinner, her parents introduced her to a and thanked them. At dinner, her parents introduced her to a 
man she had never met before named Damien. This man was man she had never met before named Damien. This man was man she had never met before named Damien. This man was man she had never met before named Damien. This man was 
also the child of nobility. His own father had a vast amountalso the child of nobility. His own father had a vast amountalso the child of nobility. His own father had a vast amountalso the child of nobility. His own father had a vast amount of  of  of  of 
property not too far away, and had been gathering up even property not too far away, and had been gathering up even property not too far away, and had been gathering up even property not too far away, and had been gathering up even 
more land and business, so he could pass on a large holding to more land and business, so he could pass on a large holding to more land and business, so he could pass on a large holding to more land and business, so he could pass on a large holding to 
his son. The son had just gained control of his holdings, and his son. The son had just gained control of his holdings, and his son. The son had just gained control of his holdings, and his son. The son had just gained control of his holdings, and 
was looking to collect his bride. This was the man Contessa was looking to collect his bride. This was the man Contessa was looking to collect his bride. This was the man Contessa was looking to collect his bride. This was the man Contessa 
had heardhad heardhad heardhad heard whispers about all that time. The arrangements her  whispers about all that time. The arrangements her  whispers about all that time. The arrangements her  whispers about all that time. The arrangements her 
father had been making for her future. She was supposed to get father had been making for her future. She was supposed to get father had been making for her future. She was supposed to get father had been making for her future. She was supposed to get 
ready to go at once. It was important that Contessa get used to ready to go at once. It was important that Contessa get used to ready to go at once. It was important that Contessa get used to ready to go at once. It was important that Contessa get used to 
her new home, to the way business was run there, before she her new home, to the way business was run there, before she her new home, to the way business was run there, before she her new home, to the way business was run there, before she 
stepped into a pestepped into a pestepped into a pestepped into a performing role in things. As soon as she was rforming role in things. As soon as she was rforming role in things. As soon as she was rforming role in things. As soon as she was 
ready to join by Damien’s side, they would be married. Her ready to join by Damien’s side, they would be married. Her ready to join by Damien’s side, they would be married. Her ready to join by Damien’s side, they would be married. Her 
things were packed for her by the time the meal was over, and things were packed for her by the time the meal was over, and things were packed for her by the time the meal was over, and things were packed for her by the time the meal was over, and 
that night she left for this new place.” that night she left for this new place.” that night she left for this new place.” that night she left for this new place.”  
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Any time she stopped in her story, she realized she could feel Kurt’s hand 
in her hair, brushing her cheek, tracing her ears or her jaw. Always there, 
reminding her that she was where she wanted to be.  

 

“Being with Damien was a lot like being at home. She had “Being with Damien was a lot like being at home. She had “Being with Damien was a lot like being at home. She had “Being with Damien was a lot like being at home. She had 
new servants, and she had new teachers and new servants, and she had new teachers and new servants, and she had new teachers and new servants, and she had new teachers and advisors to show advisors to show advisors to show advisors to show 

her how the business ran, and to test her knowledge. She could her how the business ran, and to test her knowledge. She could her how the business ran, and to test her knowledge. She could her how the business ran, and to test her knowledge. She could 
drink wine without the kitchen boy sneaking it in to her now. drink wine without the kitchen boy sneaking it in to her now. drink wine without the kitchen boy sneaking it in to her now. drink wine without the kitchen boy sneaking it in to her now. 
She had liked the kitchen boy some. He was good in bed. But She had liked the kitchen boy some. He was good in bed. But She had liked the kitchen boy some. He was good in bed. But She had liked the kitchen boy some. He was good in bed. But 
nobody would look at her anymore, because she belongednobody would look at her anymore, because she belongednobody would look at her anymore, because she belongednobody would look at her anymore, because she belonged to  to  to  to 

Damien. And just like she had been told, he was a lot like her Damien. And just like she had been told, he was a lot like her Damien. And just like she had been told, he was a lot like her Damien. And just like she had been told, he was a lot like her 
father. He yelled at her, but she was used to people yelling at father. He yelled at her, but she was used to people yelling at father. He yelled at her, but she was used to people yelling at father. He yelled at her, but she was used to people yelling at 
her. He hit her a lot, but she was used to being hit, too. Every her. He hit her a lot, but she was used to being hit, too. Every her. He hit her a lot, but she was used to being hit, too. Every her. He hit her a lot, but she was used to being hit, too. Every 
night he came to her rooms drunk and wanting to fuck her, bunight he came to her rooms drunk and wanting to fuck her, bunight he came to her rooms drunk and wanting to fuck her, bunight he came to her rooms drunk and wanting to fuck her, but t t t 
she had been fucked plenty of times before. At least he wasn’t she had been fucked plenty of times before. At least he wasn’t she had been fucked plenty of times before. At least he wasn’t she had been fucked plenty of times before. At least he wasn’t 
old, and he didn’t smell bad. He was rough, but he only hurt old, and he didn’t smell bad. He was rough, but he only hurt old, and he didn’t smell bad. He was rough, but he only hurt old, and he didn’t smell bad. He was rough, but he only hurt 
her sometimes. If he hadn’t had too much to drink, she could her sometimes. If he hadn’t had too much to drink, she could her sometimes. If he hadn’t had too much to drink, she could her sometimes. If he hadn’t had too much to drink, she could 
even manage to come. But she wasn’t supposed to leave his even manage to come. But she wasn’t supposed to leave his even manage to come. But she wasn’t supposed to leave his even manage to come. But she wasn’t supposed to leave his 
estate, andestate, andestate, andestate, and inside there were a lot of rooms she wasn’t allowed  inside there were a lot of rooms she wasn’t allowed  inside there were a lot of rooms she wasn’t allowed  inside there were a lot of rooms she wasn’t allowed 
to go into. She couldn’t have anything to do with the business to go into. She couldn’t have anything to do with the business to go into. She couldn’t have anything to do with the business to go into. She couldn’t have anything to do with the business 
yet, and no matter how well she learned, someone was always yet, and no matter how well she learned, someone was always yet, and no matter how well she learned, someone was always yet, and no matter how well she learned, someone was always 
telling her she didn’t learn fast enough. telling her she didn’t learn fast enough. telling her she didn’t learn fast enough. telling her she didn’t learn fast enough.     

She was there for well over a year, bShe was there for well over a year, bShe was there for well over a year, bShe was there for well over a year, before anything efore anything efore anything efore anything 
changed. A year of study from various teachers telling her she changed. A year of study from various teachers telling her she changed. A year of study from various teachers telling her she changed. A year of study from various teachers telling her she 
was too stupid to ever have any power in the house. A year of was too stupid to ever have any power in the house. A year of was too stupid to ever have any power in the house. A year of was too stupid to ever have any power in the house. A year of 
Damien screaming at her and punishing her for not helping Damien screaming at her and punishing her for not helping Damien screaming at her and punishing her for not helping Damien screaming at her and punishing her for not helping 
relieve his burden of responsibility. He sold all her jewerelieve his burden of responsibility. He sold all her jewerelieve his burden of responsibility. He sold all her jewerelieve his burden of responsibility. He sold all her jewelry she lry she lry she lry she 
had brought from home. She wanted to help, so she started had brought from home. She wanted to help, so she started had brought from home. She wanted to help, so she started had brought from home. She wanted to help, so she started 
showing up to meetings and offering suggestions, and that made showing up to meetings and offering suggestions, and that made showing up to meetings and offering suggestions, and that made showing up to meetings and offering suggestions, and that made 
him madder, so he punished her for meddling when he told her him madder, so he punished her for meddling when he told her him madder, so he punished her for meddling when he told her him madder, so he punished her for meddling when he told her 
she wasn’t ready yet. One full year of bruises and cuts and she wasn’t ready yet. One full year of bruises and cuts and she wasn’t ready yet. One full year of bruises and cuts and she wasn’t ready yet. One full year of bruises and cuts and 
nursesnursesnursesnurses fussing over cleaning wounds from being thrown into a  fussing over cleaning wounds from being thrown into a  fussing over cleaning wounds from being thrown into a  fussing over cleaning wounds from being thrown into a 
hard stone table, or from talking back to Damien when he had hard stone table, or from talking back to Damien when he had hard stone table, or from talking back to Damien when he had hard stone table, or from talking back to Damien when he had 
a knife in his hand. A year of being told she shouldn’t ever a knife in his hand. A year of being told she shouldn’t ever a knife in his hand. A year of being told she shouldn’t ever a knife in his hand. A year of being told she shouldn’t ever 
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stand up for herself. A year of being told her place was on her stand up for herself. A year of being told her place was on her stand up for herself. A year of being told her place was on her stand up for herself. A year of being told her place was on her 
knees, or on heknees, or on heknees, or on heknees, or on her back. A year of reminding herself to make the r back. A year of reminding herself to make the r back. A year of reminding herself to make the r back. A year of reminding herself to make the 
best of it, that these people all cared about her. They were all best of it, that these people all cared about her. They were all best of it, that these people all cared about her. They were all best of it, that these people all cared about her. They were all 
doing what was best for her. It was hard to remember that doing what was best for her. It was hard to remember that doing what was best for her. It was hard to remember that doing what was best for her. It was hard to remember that 
with her back hurting from where Damien punched her when he with her back hurting from where Damien punched her when he with her back hurting from where Damien punched her when he with her back hurting from where Damien punched her when he 
was too drunk not to looswas too drunk not to looswas too drunk not to looswas too drunk not to loose his erection before he was done. But e his erection before he was done. But e his erection before he was done. But e his erection before he was done. But 
she had been preparing for this for a long time, being the wife of she had been preparing for this for a long time, being the wife of she had been preparing for this for a long time, being the wife of she had been preparing for this for a long time, being the wife of 
a nobleman. She would learn patience, too. And she would a nobleman. She would learn patience, too. And she would a nobleman. She would learn patience, too. And she would a nobleman. She would learn patience, too. And she would 
have her opportunity, because after all of that, Damien decided have her opportunity, because after all of that, Damien decided have her opportunity, because after all of that, Damien decided have her opportunity, because after all of that, Damien decided 
she was ready. she was ready. she was ready. she was ready.     

Wedding plannWedding plannWedding plannWedding planners came, dressmakers came, distant visitors ers came, dressmakers came, distant visitors ers came, dressmakers came, distant visitors ers came, dressmakers came, distant visitors 

came. The estate was full of people. She was paraded around in came. The estate was full of people. She was paraded around in came. The estate was full of people. She was paraded around in came. The estate was full of people. She was paraded around in 
front of people more than ever, the blushing bride to be. She front of people more than ever, the blushing bride to be. She front of people more than ever, the blushing bride to be. She front of people more than ever, the blushing bride to be. She 
was spending most of her days gladwas spending most of her days gladwas spending most of her days gladwas spending most of her days glad----handing strangers, so her handing strangers, so her handing strangers, so her handing strangers, so her 
evenings were full of stuevenings were full of stuevenings were full of stuevenings were full of studying the most recent records of trade dying the most recent records of trade dying the most recent records of trade dying the most recent records of trade 
and business her husbandand business her husbandand business her husbandand business her husband----totototo----be had been engaged in. As soon be had been engaged in. As soon be had been engaged in. As soon be had been engaged in. As soon 
as he was done with her at night, she would go back to as he was done with her at night, she would go back to as he was done with her at night, she would go back to as he was done with her at night, she would go back to 
studying. It was a tightrope walk, observing all the business studying. It was a tightrope walk, observing all the business studying. It was a tightrope walk, observing all the business studying. It was a tightrope walk, observing all the business 
that was happening, and not saying anyththat was happening, and not saying anyththat was happening, and not saying anyththat was happening, and not saying anything that might be ing that might be ing that might be ing that might be 
offensive about the way it was run. Suggestions or advice were offensive about the way it was run. Suggestions or advice were offensive about the way it was run. Suggestions or advice were offensive about the way it was run. Suggestions or advice were 
treated as arrogance, and started fights. As little sleep as she treated as arrogance, and started fights. As little sleep as she treated as arrogance, and started fights. As little sleep as she treated as arrogance, and started fights. As little sleep as she 
was getting, Contessa wasn’t making as much progress on was getting, Contessa wasn’t making as much progress on was getting, Contessa wasn’t making as much progress on was getting, Contessa wasn’t making as much progress on 
patience as she might have hoped. But soon she would hpatience as she might have hoped. But soon she would hpatience as she might have hoped. But soon she would hpatience as she might have hoped. But soon she would have the ave the ave the ave the 

title, and she could make changes for the better, and Damien title, and she could make changes for the better, and Damien title, and she could make changes for the better, and Damien title, and she could make changes for the better, and Damien 
would see that she was smart, even more so than his aides and would see that she was smart, even more so than his aides and would see that she was smart, even more so than his aides and would see that she was smart, even more so than his aides and 

accountants, and things would get better. He wouldn’t be so accountants, and things would get better. He wouldn’t be so accountants, and things would get better. He wouldn’t be so accountants, and things would get better. He wouldn’t be so 
stressed, wouldn’t need to drink as much, the fights would stop. stressed, wouldn’t need to drink as much, the fights would stop. stressed, wouldn’t need to drink as much, the fights would stop. stressed, wouldn’t need to drink as much, the fights would stop. 
That’s what she thought anyway. Damien had been thinking That’s what she thought anyway. Damien had been thinking That’s what she thought anyway. Damien had been thinking That’s what she thought anyway. Damien had been thinking 
too, though. Thinking about the visiting women. Thinking too, though. Thinking about the visiting women. Thinking too, though. Thinking about the visiting women. Thinking too, though. Thinking about the visiting women. Thinking 
about the fights, about how a woman with better breeding about the fights, about how a woman with better breeding about the fights, about how a woman with better breeding about the fights, about how a woman with better breeding 
would be a better bride. A woman with bigger than bwould be a better bride. A woman with bigger than bwould be a better bride. A woman with bigger than bwould be a better bride. A woman with bigger than b----cup cup cup cup 
breasts would be a better laybreasts would be a better laybreasts would be a better laybreasts would be a better lay. A woman with a wealthier . A woman with a wealthier . A woman with a wealthier . A woman with a wealthier 

family would be a better investment. That night, when he was family would be a better investment. That night, when he was family would be a better investment. That night, when he was family would be a better investment. That night, when he was 
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done with her, he told her what he had been thinking. She done with her, he told her what he had been thinking. She done with her, he told her what he had been thinking. She done with her, he told her what he had been thinking. She 
could stay the night, but in the morning the servants would help could stay the night, but in the morning the servants would help could stay the night, but in the morning the servants would help could stay the night, but in the morning the servants would help 
her with her things.”her with her things.”her with her things.”her with her things.” 

 
Kurt propped himself up on his elbows, lifting Catania’s chin with his 

fingertips. He guided her up to him, until their lips met. He put a hand on her 
arm, and brought her up until she was laying beside him again, his arms wrapped 
around her. She closed her eyes and rested her head against his neck. Kurt almost 
never said anything when she was telling a story. But, then, Kurt didn’t usually 
need to say anything to tell her what he needed to. She lifted her head and kissed 
him again passionately before resting her head on his arm, and continuing her 
tale. 

 

“She had little left. Much of it had been sold by Damien, or “She had little left. Much of it had been sold by Damien, or “She had little left. Much of it had been sold by Damien, or “She had little left. Much of it had been sold by Damien, or 
destroyed in fits of rage. Her first thought was to go back destroyed in fits of rage. Her first thought was to go back destroyed in fits of rage. Her first thought was to go back destroyed in fits of rage. Her first thought was to go back 
home, but home didn’t exist. Her parents died while she had home, but home didn’t exist. Her parents died while she had home, but home didn’t exist. Her parents died while she had home, but home didn’t exist. Her parents died while she had 
been locked inside Damien’s estate with no contbeen locked inside Damien’s estate with no contbeen locked inside Damien’s estate with no contbeen locked inside Damien’s estate with no contact, and they act, and they act, and they act, and they 
had died with a lot of debt. Everything they owned was carved had died with a lot of debt. Everything they owned was carved had died with a lot of debt. Everything they owned was carved had died with a lot of debt. Everything they owned was carved 
up and sent out to pay those debts off. So with nothing, she up and sent out to pay those debts off. So with nothing, she up and sent out to pay those debts off. So with nothing, she up and sent out to pay those debts off. So with nothing, she 
went to a town, and got a job, and a cheap room. She would went to a town, and got a job, and a cheap room. She would went to a town, and got a job, and a cheap room. She would went to a town, and got a job, and a cheap room. She would 
live her own life then, without teachers or aids or old men live her own life then, without teachers or aids or old men live her own life then, without teachers or aids or old men live her own life then, without teachers or aids or old men with with with with 

grabby hands. She would make her own money, her own grabby hands. She would make her own money, her own grabby hands. She would make her own money, her own grabby hands. She would make her own money, her own 
friends, and choose who she took to her own bed. friends, and choose who she took to her own bed. friends, and choose who she took to her own bed. friends, and choose who she took to her own bed.     

Then one night she met a traveling bard, at an inn. He Then one night she met a traveling bard, at an inn. He Then one night she met a traveling bard, at an inn. He Then one night she met a traveling bard, at an inn. He 
wasn’t even performing. He was drinking and writing at a wasn’t even performing. He was drinking and writing at a wasn’t even performing. He was drinking and writing at a wasn’t even performing. He was drinking and writing at a 
table. She mistook him for the evenintable. She mistook him for the evenintable. She mistook him for the evenintable. She mistook him for the evenings entertainment, and sat gs entertainment, and sat gs entertainment, and sat gs entertainment, and sat 
at his table to ask why he was so poorly prepared. He at his table to ask why he was so poorly prepared. He at his table to ask why he was so poorly prepared. He at his table to ask why he was so poorly prepared. He 
explained what he was doing, and she felt stupid for having explained what he was doing, and she felt stupid for having explained what he was doing, and she felt stupid for having explained what he was doing, and she felt stupid for having 
thought to be rude in the first place. She apologized, and he thought to be rude in the first place. She apologized, and he thought to be rude in the first place. She apologized, and he thought to be rude in the first place. She apologized, and he 
bought her a drink. They hit it off. By the end of thebought her a drink. They hit it off. By the end of thebought her a drink. They hit it off. By the end of thebought her a drink. They hit it off. By the end of the night she  night she  night she  night she 
was sitting on his lap while he sang her his favorite songs. The was sitting on his lap while he sang her his favorite songs. The was sitting on his lap while he sang her his favorite songs. The was sitting on his lap while he sang her his favorite songs. The 
next day, he stopped by her room to see her, and they went for next day, he stopped by her room to see her, and they went for next day, he stopped by her room to see her, and they went for next day, he stopped by her room to see her, and they went for 
a walk, and talked. She didn’t trust men anymore, but she a walk, and talked. She didn’t trust men anymore, but she a walk, and talked. She didn’t trust men anymore, but she a walk, and talked. She didn’t trust men anymore, but she 
really liked this one. He was smart, and he was kind. He toreally liked this one. He was smart, and he was kind. He toreally liked this one. He was smart, and he was kind. He toreally liked this one. He was smart, and he was kind. He told ld ld ld 

stories and made her laugh and touched her softly. He never stories and made her laugh and touched her softly. He never stories and made her laugh and touched her softly. He never stories and made her laugh and touched her softly. He never 
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hurt her, and she always came when she fucked him. He stayed hurt her, and she always came when she fucked him. He stayed hurt her, and she always came when she fucked him. He stayed hurt her, and she always came when she fucked him. He stayed 
with her, helping her get out of her own debt with money he with her, helping her get out of her own debt with money he with her, helping her get out of her own debt with money he with her, helping her get out of her own debt with money he 
earned. And when she was free, she went with him, back to his earned. And when she was free, she went with him, back to his earned. And when she was free, she went with him, back to his earned. And when she was free, she went with him, back to his 
own town, own town, own town, own town, and traveled with him as he went from inn to and traveled with him as he went from inn to and traveled with him as he went from inn to and traveled with him as he went from inn to 
tavern, tavern to inn, singing songs and telling stories. She tavern, tavern to inn, singing songs and telling stories. She tavern, tavern to inn, singing songs and telling stories. She tavern, tavern to inn, singing songs and telling stories. She 
helped him pick out her favorites, the ones she really loved, so helped him pick out her favorites, the ones she really loved, so helped him pick out her favorites, the ones she really loved, so helped him pick out her favorites, the ones she really loved, so 
she knew that even when an entire room was laughing, he was she knew that even when an entire room was laughing, he was she knew that even when an entire room was laughing, he was she knew that even when an entire room was laughing, he was 
really telling it just freally telling it just freally telling it just freally telling it just for her. And then he would take her to or her. And then he would take her to or her. And then he would take her to or her. And then he would take her to 

their room, and sing softly in her ear, and pleasure her, and their room, and sing softly in her ear, and pleasure her, and their room, and sing softly in her ear, and pleasure her, and their room, and sing softly in her ear, and pleasure her, and 
when she slept with him, she saw something new in his eyes. when she slept with him, she saw something new in his eyes. when she slept with him, she saw something new in his eyes. when she slept with him, she saw something new in his eyes. 
And afterwards, he always stayed with her, arms around her And afterwards, he always stayed with her, arms around her And afterwards, he always stayed with her, arms around her And afterwards, he always stayed with her, arms around her 
all night long. She didn’t have a plaall night long. She didn’t have a plaall night long. She didn’t have a plaall night long. She didn’t have a plan and she didn’t know n and she didn’t know n and she didn’t know n and she didn’t know 

what the future held, but she was happy.”what the future held, but she was happy.”what the future held, but she was happy.”what the future held, but she was happy.” 

 
She took his hand in hers, and held tightly.  

 

““““Then, as they traveled, they ended up near Damien’s Then, as they traveled, they ended up near Damien’s Then, as they traveled, they ended up near Damien’s Then, as they traveled, they ended up near Damien’s 
estate. While the bard was out getting ready for that nights estate. While the bard was out getting ready for that nights estate. While the bard was out getting ready for that nights estate. While the bard was out getting ready for that nights 
performance, Contessa ran intoperformance, Contessa ran intoperformance, Contessa ran intoperformance, Contessa ran into Damien. He seemed pleased to  Damien. He seemed pleased to  Damien. He seemed pleased to  Damien. He seemed pleased to 
see her. He told her that he had never taken another wife, and see her. He told her that he had never taken another wife, and see her. He told her that he had never taken another wife, and see her. He told her that he had never taken another wife, and 
he missed her, and she belonged with him. He was her home he missed her, and she belonged with him. He was her home he missed her, and she belonged with him. He was her home he missed her, and she belonged with him. He was her home 
now, they had history. The bard traveled and lived off what he now, they had history. The bard traveled and lived off what he now, they had history. The bard traveled and lived off what he now, they had history. The bard traveled and lived off what he 
made. He couldn’t offer what Damien could.made. He couldn’t offer what Damien could.made. He couldn’t offer what Damien could.made. He couldn’t offer what Damien could. That same day,  That same day,  That same day,  That same day, 
he invited her over for lunch, and they talked about the future he invited her over for lunch, and they talked about the future he invited her over for lunch, and they talked about the future he invited her over for lunch, and they talked about the future 
over wine. He compared her life of traveling with the bard to a over wine. He compared her life of traveling with the bard to a over wine. He compared her life of traveling with the bard to a over wine. He compared her life of traveling with the bard to a 
life of luxury, and after several bottles of wine were empty, he life of luxury, and after several bottles of wine were empty, he life of luxury, and after several bottles of wine were empty, he life of luxury, and after several bottles of wine were empty, he 
took her to his bed. She was so disgusted with took her to his bed. She was so disgusted with took her to his bed. She was so disgusted with took her to his bed. She was so disgusted with herself for letting herself for letting herself for letting herself for letting 
this guy fuck her, while the bard was so kind and loving, she this guy fuck her, while the bard was so kind and loving, she this guy fuck her, while the bard was so kind and loving, she this guy fuck her, while the bard was so kind and loving, she 
knew she wouldn’t be able to even look at him again. She knew she wouldn’t be able to even look at him again. She knew she wouldn’t be able to even look at him again. She knew she wouldn’t be able to even look at him again. She 
didn’t deserve him. What she deserved was Damien. She didn’t didn’t deserve him. What she deserved was Damien. She didn’t didn’t deserve him. What she deserved was Damien. She didn’t didn’t deserve him. What she deserved was Damien. She didn’t 

even bother to go back to her room with the bard to get even bother to go back to her room with the bard to get even bother to go back to her room with the bard to get even bother to go back to her room with the bard to get her her her her 

things or say goodbye.things or say goodbye.things or say goodbye.things or say goodbye.     
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Word reached her that he was staying in town until she Word reached her that he was staying in town until she Word reached her that he was staying in town until she Word reached her that he was staying in town until she 
came back. She sent servants to tell him to leave, and he stayed. came back. She sent servants to tell him to leave, and he stayed. came back. She sent servants to tell him to leave, and he stayed. came back. She sent servants to tell him to leave, and he stayed. 
She sent soldiers to tell him to leave, and he still stayed. He She sent soldiers to tell him to leave, and he still stayed. He She sent soldiers to tell him to leave, and he still stayed. He She sent soldiers to tell him to leave, and he still stayed. He 
stayed until she rode into town herself, drstayed until she rode into town herself, drstayed until she rode into town herself, drstayed until she rode into town herself, dressed in a fine gown, essed in a fine gown, essed in a fine gown, essed in a fine gown, 
makeup almost covering her most recent black eye, and told him makeup almost covering her most recent black eye, and told him makeup almost covering her most recent black eye, and told him makeup almost covering her most recent black eye, and told him 
to leave. He covered his sadness, and left. to leave. He covered his sadness, and left. to leave. He covered his sadness, and left. to leave. He covered his sadness, and left.     

Things with Damien got bad, and then got worse. He Things with Damien got bad, and then got worse. He Things with Damien got bad, and then got worse. He Things with Damien got bad, and then got worse. He 
started getting critical of all her ideas, started to scream and started getting critical of all her ideas, started to scream and started getting critical of all her ideas, started to scream and started getting critical of all her ideas, started to scream and 
yell, staryell, staryell, staryell, started to hit her more and more. He bought her new ted to hit her more and more. He bought her new ted to hit her more and more. He bought her new ted to hit her more and more. He bought her new 
clothes regularly because he burned or destroyed most of hers clothes regularly because he burned or destroyed most of hers clothes regularly because he burned or destroyed most of hers clothes regularly because he burned or destroyed most of hers 
every other week. He had a nurse attend to her fullevery other week. He had a nurse attend to her fullevery other week. He had a nurse attend to her fullevery other week. He had a nurse attend to her full----time, time, time, time, 

because she was never free of wounds that needed tending. If he because she was never free of wounds that needed tending. If he because she was never free of wounds that needed tending. If he because she was never free of wounds that needed tending. If he 
wanted her to fuck him, wanted her to fuck him, wanted her to fuck him, wanted her to fuck him, and she avoided it, he would force and she avoided it, he would force and she avoided it, he would force and she avoided it, he would force 
himself on her. He threw her down on a stone bench once, himself on her. He threw her down on a stone bench once, himself on her. He threw her down on a stone bench once, himself on her. He threw her down on a stone bench once, 
slamming her head into the sharp edge. She watched blood slamming her head into the sharp edge. She watched blood slamming her head into the sharp edge. She watched blood slamming her head into the sharp edge. She watched blood 
pool, fighting dizziness, fighting the hand that held her down. pool, fighting dizziness, fighting the hand that held her down. pool, fighting dizziness, fighting the hand that held her down. pool, fighting dizziness, fighting the hand that held her down. 
That day Contessa recognized the violent flThat day Contessa recognized the violent flThat day Contessa recognized the violent flThat day Contessa recognized the violent flesh slapping noises esh slapping noises esh slapping noises esh slapping noises 
he had heard on occasion when she was dragged away from her he had heard on occasion when she was dragged away from her he had heard on occasion when she was dragged away from her he had heard on occasion when she was dragged away from her 
father’s rage. She recognized her mother’s quiet sobs.”father’s rage. She recognized her mother’s quiet sobs.”father’s rage. She recognized her mother’s quiet sobs.”father’s rage. She recognized her mother’s quiet sobs.” 

 
Kurt sat up, supporting himself on one arm, the other holding the side of 

her face. She looked into his eyes, pouring out sympathy and hurt for her. She 
looked away, closing her eyes and biting her lip. She could feel his hand shaking. 

 

“She wanted to leave, but when she tried, she was beaten “She wanted to leave, but when she tried, she was beaten “She wanted to leave, but when she tried, she was beaten “She wanted to leave, but when she tried, she was beaten 

worse. When she got fed up enough, she packed her things, worse. When she got fed up enough, she packed her things, worse. When she got fed up enough, she packed her things, worse. When she got fed up enough, she packed her things, 
determined to slip out.determined to slip out.determined to slip out.determined to slip out. Damien came in to see the packed  Damien came in to see the packed  Damien came in to see the packed  Damien came in to see the packed 
luggage. He beat her so severely, the private nurse couldn’t do luggage. He beat her so severely, the private nurse couldn’t do luggage. He beat her so severely, the private nurse couldn’t do luggage. He beat her so severely, the private nurse couldn’t do 
anything. They rushed her into town to go to the doctor, and anything. They rushed her into town to go to the doctor, and anything. They rushed her into town to go to the doctor, and anything. They rushed her into town to go to the doctor, and 
the rumor spread like wildfire, the nobleman above town the rumor spread like wildfire, the nobleman above town the rumor spread like wildfire, the nobleman above town the rumor spread like wildfire, the nobleman above town 
beating that girl of his nearly to death,beating that girl of his nearly to death,beating that girl of his nearly to death,beating that girl of his nearly to death, clicking their tongues at  clicking their tongues at  clicking their tongues at  clicking their tongues at 
the indignity, and shaking their heads, the story fading from the indignity, and shaking their heads, the story fading from the indignity, and shaking their heads, the story fading from the indignity, and shaking their heads, the story fading from 
their minds with all the rest of the gossip. The word reached the their minds with all the rest of the gossip. The word reached the their minds with all the rest of the gossip. The word reached the their minds with all the rest of the gossip. The word reached the 
inn where her bard was staying. He left the town when she inn where her bard was staying. He left the town when she inn where her bard was staying. He left the town when she inn where her bard was staying. He left the town when she 
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asked, but returned every few weeks, circleasked, but returned every few weeks, circleasked, but returned every few weeks, circleasked, but returned every few weeks, circled a smaller group of d a smaller group of d a smaller group of d a smaller group of 
establishments. He didn’t want to accept the news. He rushed to establishments. He didn’t want to accept the news. He rushed to establishments. He didn’t want to accept the news. He rushed to establishments. He didn’t want to accept the news. He rushed to 
the doctor where she had been taken, and was being mended. the doctor where she had been taken, and was being mended. the doctor where she had been taken, and was being mended. the doctor where she had been taken, and was being mended. 
They said she would heal, if her man would let her. The bard They said she would heal, if her man would let her. The bard They said she would heal, if her man would let her. The bard They said she would heal, if her man would let her. The bard 
was furious. He paid men to watch the girl, and paiwas furious. He paid men to watch the girl, and paiwas furious. He paid men to watch the girl, and paiwas furious. He paid men to watch the girl, and paid more men d more men d more men d more men 

to watch them. He borrowed a horse, and rode through the to watch them. He borrowed a horse, and rode through the to watch them. He borrowed a horse, and rode through the to watch them. He borrowed a horse, and rode through the 
narrow streets as fast as possible, catching up with the narrow streets as fast as possible, catching up with the narrow streets as fast as possible, catching up with the narrow streets as fast as possible, catching up with the 
nobleman at the end of town. With his own bare hands, he nobleman at the end of town. With his own bare hands, he nobleman at the end of town. With his own bare hands, he nobleman at the end of town. With his own bare hands, he 
dragged Damien out of carriage, and beat him in the street. He dragged Damien out of carriage, and beat him in the street. He dragged Damien out of carriage, and beat him in the street. He dragged Damien out of carriage, and beat him in the street. He 
continued tcontinued tcontinued tcontinued to beat the man, until he was unrecognizable, and o beat the man, until he was unrecognizable, and o beat the man, until he was unrecognizable, and o beat the man, until he was unrecognizable, and 
beat him some more. He swore to the man that he would kill beat him some more. He swore to the man that he would kill beat him some more. He swore to the man that he would kill beat him some more. He swore to the man that he would kill 

him if he ever touched Contessa again, if he ever even spoke to him if he ever touched Contessa again, if he ever even spoke to him if he ever touched Contessa again, if he ever even spoke to him if he ever touched Contessa again, if he ever even spoke to 
her, and rode back to the doctor.”her, and rode back to the doctor.”her, and rode back to the doctor.”her, and rode back to the doctor.”    

 
Catania looked up into Kurt’s eyes, fixing them in place, and continued 

talking. 
 

“He sat by Contessa’s side for a week, until she could leave, “He sat by Contessa’s side for a week, until she could leave, “He sat by Contessa’s side for a week, until she could leave, “He sat by Contessa’s side for a week, until she could leave, 
and then he took her far from town. He took care of her, gave and then he took her far from town. He took care of her, gave and then he took her far from town. He took care of her, gave and then he took her far from town. He took care of her, gave 
her everything she ever needed. He never hurt her, and she her everything she ever needed. He never hurt her, and she her everything she ever needed. He never hurt her, and she her everything she ever needed. He never hurt her, and she 
always came, and he made her happy. Somalways came, and he made her happy. Somalways came, and he made her happy. Somalways came, and he made her happy. Some nights she had e nights she had e nights she had e nights she had 
nightmares that he hadn’t forgiven her, and she was back with nightmares that he hadn’t forgiven her, and she was back with nightmares that he hadn’t forgiven her, and she was back with nightmares that he hadn’t forgiven her, and she was back with 
Damien, and he would hold her until morning. They got Damien, and he would hold her until morning. They got Damien, and he would hold her until morning. They got Damien, and he would hold her until morning. They got 
married, never went back, and fucked happily every after.”married, never went back, and fucked happily every after.”married, never went back, and fucked happily every after.”married, never went back, and fucked happily every after.”    

 
Kurt smiled at her until she sat up beside him, her face only a hair’s width 

from his.  
“How could you ever think I would be disappointed with that story?” She 

looked away from his eyes. 
“There’s lots of stuff to be disappointed in...” he touched her chin and she 

looked back it him. 
“It was beautiful. It was strong. Your stories don’t usually bring me that 

closer to tears, but then you gave it a happy ending.” Catania swallowed hard. 
Her voice came out far quieter than she intended. 

 “I LIKE happy endings…” Kurt kissed her, and then wrapped his arms 
around her, cradling her for a long time, not saying anything, just rocking her 
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back and forth. Catania felt as safe and happy as she ever had. Finally, he let her 
go, and kissed her forehead.  

“Ready to call it a day?” 
“Almost. I have a promise to keep first.” 
“Wha—” She pursed her lips and pressed her index finger to them. When 

he closed his mouth, looking perplexed, she pressed her hand to his chest, 
pushing him down until he was lying back. Her lips lifted with a cat-like purr, 
and her hand glided softly over his skin, down below his waist. She lowered her 
head to his chest, following the trail made by her hand, pressing her lips ever so 
light to his skin, until she found what she was looking for. Kurt closed his eyes 
and tilted his head back as Catania made good on her word.  

 
Erika got a new apartment with some other friends of hers from school, 

which meant Kurt had to get another job. There was a shortage of good office 
jobs available, so, like Monica predicted, he wound up with a job that was way 
beneath his usual standards: Assistant to the Advertising Executive at the East 
Valley Tribune. Gerri Samson, who comprised the entirety of the advertising 
department, was in charge of selling newspaper ad space to local companies. 
Kurt was her lackey. He answered her phone, replied to her e-mails, set up 
meetings, and ran all her errands. Gerri went to lunch paid for by clients. And 
sometimes dinners as well, but only if Kurt set them up. It was like the Wyrms all 
over again, assuming most of the job functions ascribed to the person he was 
‘assisting,’ only without the relative power he was able to develop with the 
Wyrms, because there was nothing really TO the job. He was landlord to scraps 
of paper. The pay was awful. However, as there wasn’t THAT much to do, and 
there were very rarely any ‘advertising emergencies’ he didn’t have to work very 
hard, and worked on a salary, so if he went home early because there was nothing 
to do and Gerri was gone, nobody knew. This gave him time to work on the 
projects that Emerald threw his way, spend a lot of time working on his comic 
strip, and, what he considered the most important part, taking care of Catania.  

Catania, for her part, healed quickly. The doctor gave her the go-ahead to 
move around more after two weeks, saying her ribs were mostly mended, and her 
cuts had already become quickly-fading scars. There would be a few reminders 
that stood out, mostly between her temple and her left eye, where her head went 
through the glass, and on her right hand, but Kurt kept pointing out that the scars 
were sexy. Even if someone managed to clone her, and make those clones as cool 
as she was, she would still stand out, still put the others to shame. Her arm was 
still in the cast, but since the breaks were clean, they figured it would only be six 
to ten weeks before it was off and she was completely mended. They talked 
about her going in and talking to the manager of the restaurant again, to see if she 
could wait tables or run the counter, until her arm was out of a cast. They’d 
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replaced her, and didn’t need anyone, but there wasn’t really much need for her 
to work anyway. She wouldn’t be starting school again for a few more months, 
when the new quarter started, and until then, they had what they needed. Kurt 
actually enjoyed her being home more, and full of energy. She spent a lot of time 
tending to plants.  

Back in Seattle, Kurt’s old apartment was put up for rent. He’d called and 
explained the situation to Paul and Anita, and they offered to help with his 
apartment, on the condition that Anita got to take care of the planter wall until he 
needed it. All his belongings were packed up and put in a storage unit, except the 
few things he had them ship him; his projects, computer equipment, and the like, 
as well as the already packed boxes of Catania’s things. Anita didn’t like it any 
more than Monica did, but she and Paul had better sense than to try and change 
Kurt’s mind. Catania was thrilled to see her old clothes again. She spent an entire 
evening putting on a show for Kurt of all the underwear she thought he probably 
threw away in a fit of rage. She still didn’t like talking about it. If it was 
unavoidable, she referred to it as ‘The Fuckup,’ but she danced around it with a 
ballerina’s grace. That incident aside, all the lingering awkwardness between 
Kurt and Catania melted quickly after the night she told her first story since the 
hospital. As much as he hated working for the newspaper, coming home at the 
end of the day made it worthwhile. It felt like coming home should, and he had 
no qualms or uneasiness about referring to it as ‘home.’ There was nowhere else 
he’d have rather been. He even adapted to the heat, comforted at least that there 
was a good music scene in Tempe, and all kinds of bands he had never heard of. 
Catania and Heather were all too happy to show him all the sights he’d missed 
when he was visiting, and after a few months he even started to feel comfortable 
in the city.  
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Chapter Nine 
 
 
 
 

Eight weeks came and went, and Catania’s cast came off. For weeks she 
wore only long-sleeved shirts, even in the Arizona heat, so people wouldn’t see 
her arm, pale and emaciated from the cast. But by the time she was getting ready 
to sign up for classes, her arm was as tanned and shapely as the rest of her. For 
the first few weeks after she got the cast off she practically tackled Kurt as soon 
as he came home from work, overwhelmed by the freedom to use both hands 
again. Gerri was convinced he had been out drinking all night every night for the 
dark circles under his eyes. He tried to find the least offensive way possible to 
tell her that Catania was just really excited about doing things she hadn’t been 
able to do as easily with a cast. When he finally offered to take a urine test to 
prove he hadn’t been drunk in well over a week, she believed him, but told him 
to get sleep. Which was easier said than done. Catania joked among their friends 
that any piece of furniture they had that she could be bent over, propped up on, or 
leaned against had been party to some kind of sexual practice or another. 
Whenever they had guests over, someone always made a point to act wary about 
any food prepared on their countertops. Every time it was mentioned, Catania 
would blush uncontrollably.  

The diner never called to offer Catania a job, and Kurt never pushed it. 
They didn’t live within walking distance anyway, and neither of them knew how 
she would get there. The apartment was much more suburban, with very little 
nearby for employment. He’d done some extra work for Emerald and saved up 
enough to pay for tuition and books. They were both drinking far less than they 
had been, which saved a lot more money than either would have guessed. Catania 
would occasionally remark that she missed it, and that she thought Kurt was 
adorable drunk. She had met him drunk, and it was only fair that he got that 
drunk again, from time to time. But they didn’t overdo it, especially after the 
remarks from her doctor that she was healthier than she had been since before she 
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showed up with a mystery virus that was causing extreme vomiting. Kurt was 
excited to see her so healthy, and actually didn’t miss drinking if it meant seeing 
the love of his life so vibrant.  

For the first few weeks of class, Kurt had to drive Catania to class. On days 
when their schedules were similar, Erika could take over, but the rest of the days, 
Kurt dropped her off before work, and picked her up on lunch. The lunches were 
late almost every single day so Catania could ‘tip the driver’ as she put it. Gerri 
was almost always being fed on someone else’s dime anyway, and had no idea. 
Kurt couldn’t believe he hadn’t thought to see Cat for lunch before that. But she 
put her name in the carpool bank at the school, a service put together by some 
environmentally concerned individuals, so you could meet people in your area to 
carpool with. They put her with a group of people in the neighborhood, and Kurt 
had to get used to spending his lunches fully clothed again.  

Catania hit it off with her group almost immediately. She invited them all 
over one evening so Kurt could meet them. There were four besides Cat (she had 
been a late-add due to the fact that she couldn’t really contribute to the driving, 
only offer gas money); Virginia, Dave, April, and Alec. Virginia was studying 
Psychology, with a minor in childhood development. Dave was going for 
Marketing, and played in a pseudo-grunge band in his spare time. When he heard 
that Kurt was from Seattle, he had dozens of questions about the music that had 
gone on there. April was a Humanities major, which she admitted was absolutely 
useless, but meant she was always full of facts and historical tidbits for almost 
any conversation. Alec was an economics major who thought every conversation 
was useless until it had a political slant on it. Kurt had a good time with all of 
them, except Alec. There were several times during that first dinner that he 
leaned over to Catania to ask if they were REALLY going to have to hang out 
with that guy too often. At least once a week they all got together, sans Alec 
whenever possible, for drinks and dinner, usually at their apartment. Cooking for 
everyone was Kurt’s was of compensating for their lack of extra car. It seemed a 
fair trade to everyone, except Alec, who wasn’t often invited, and didn’t like to 
confuse social gatherings with monetary value. Alec continued to get ten bucks a 
week for gas, usually in the form of a check, so he could have it on record, until 
Catania found out he had been writing ‘For Shutting the Hell Up’ or ‘So You 
Stop Whining Like A Little Girl’ on the memo line. She yelled at Kurt for being 
rude, and after that Kurt paid him in cash, though he sometimes made a point of 
drawing up a receipt or an invoice. It cost him an elbow to the ribs each time, but 
it was generally considered as being well worth the discomfort.  

 
Midway through the term, Catania started going out more at night. It 

started when Kurt realized that he was going to need to get a little bit of money 
put away for the next time tuition and books were due to be paid, and started 
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taking on more work from Emerald again. More work meant more evenings 
spent with stacks of paper and a laptop, and, for Catania, more nights getting 
together with the carpool crew to go out drinking. Kurt started getting concerned 
when she started coming home so drunk she could barely walk. He didn’t know 
how exactly to approach the subject. He thought he’d try one night at dinner.  

“I’ve missed you around, with all this extra work. How’s school been 
going?” 

“It’s going okay. Stressful, I guess.” 
“Yeah? Is it the classes, or just too many of them at once?” 
“Both, I guess. It seems like there’s so much to do, and never enough time. 

I don’t know how I managed while I was working two jobs, too. Fewer classes, I 
guess.” 

“I guess. You seemed pretty stressed out then, too, though.” 
“Well, I was also going out a lot, so I wasn’t getting any sleep. I think I 

was delirious most of the time.” 
“Happens, I guess. How do you feel now?” 
“Fine. Why?” 
“Curious. Haven’t seen as much of you lately. You seem quieter, and 

you’re gone a lot. I just want to make sure you’re doing okay, you’re not feeling 
overwhelmed or anything.” 

“I’m fine. We get together and study for a while, and when we’re all done, 
we go out. Sometimes we just hang out someplace and do our homework all 
night.” 

“Okay. I haven’t offended any of them, have I?” 
“Well, you’re always an asshole to Alec. Everybody else is fine, though. 

Why?” 
“Didn’t know if I offended them or something, since they haven’t been 

coming over.” 
“Like I said, you’ve been working, so we just try and stay out of your hair. 

Sometimes we get pretty loud, and I don’t want to get in your way. Does it bother 
you that we go out?” 

“Of course not. You know I like seeing you happy.” 
“Then what’s with all the questions?” 
“I like seeing you happy. I haven’t seen you much at all these past few 

weeks, and when I do, you don’t look happy.” 
“I’m just tired. I have a lot of classes, which means I have a lot of 

homework. Even when we don’t go out, I usually spend most of my day reading 
or working. Takes a lot out of you.” 

“Trust me, I understand that part. I have dreams about computers.” 
“Are you mad at me because I don’t have a job?” 
“Why would I be mad?” 
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“Because you just said that. That you’re working too hard.” 
“I’m just saying I understand being exhausted.” 
“Because you always said you didn’t want to see me working myself to 

death. That you’d rather do without some things and spend the money on school 
so we could have more free time, and live like people.” 

“And that’s never been more true.” 
“Then what’s the matter?” 
“Nothings the matter. That’s what I wanted to figure out from you, if 

anything was wrong. I’d just like to see you more. You come home so late 
sometimes that I only see you when you’re asleep. I’m starting to feel like an old 
married couple or something.” 

“There’s no rule that says you couldn’t come join us, if you’re feeling left 
out.” 

“Sit and watch you study?” 
“No, when we’re done studying. I would have invited you, but I didn’t 

think you’d want to come, because Alec is usually there, too.” 
“You could study here some nights, too, you know.” 
“Fuck, I thought I was being nice by leaving you your peace. If you want 

everyone to come study here, I can ask them to come over. Just try not to be such 
a dick to Alec. You don’t have to like all my friends, but you could be nice.” 
There was a cold edge to her words. Kurt made sure his own voice stayed calm.  

“I’m not a dick to Alec unless Alec is a dick to me. And I didn’t 
necessarily mean to have everyone come over.” 

“So, what, you don’t want me hanging out with them?” 
“No, it’s great that you hang out with them.” 
“Then what’s your problem? You’re really not making any fucking sense, 

Kurtis.” Catania was getting really angry. 
“I don’t know what’s confusing. I’m just saying it’d be nice for you to 

hang out with me once in a while, too.” 
“I sleep in the same bed with you every night, we see each other every 

day.” 
“You sleep in bed BESIDE me every night. You haven’t slept WITH me in 

days.” 
“I tried the other night, but you didn’t want to. I’m sorry I can’t be waiting 

with my legs spread whenever you feel like a fuck.” 
“Cat, you were so drunk the other night that you passed out twice in the 

middle. It wasn’t really a turn-on.” 
“We got done with our work and April knew this band that was playing 

that night, so we went and drank some. Fuck me for trying to have some fun! 
You used to LIKE fun.” 
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“I STILL like fun. It’d be nice if I could both work AND have fun in the 
same day. Or even just have fun.” 

“So HAVE fun! You have friends, right? Call them up, go out with them! 
I’m not stopping you!” Kurt closed his eyes and counted to ten, and then looked 
up at Catania. She was glaring at him, her face red. He tried to figure out where 
the conversation became a fight.  

“Cat, did I do something to piss you off?” 
“You’re fucking pissing me off right now, that’s for sure!” 
“I meant before. Did I do something to make you so quick to anger 

tonight?” 
“I’m quick to anger? YOU fucking STARTED this. I was FINE before you 

brought it up.” 
“Your right. I did. My fault. I’m going to go for a walk.” 
“So now you’re just walking out on me?” 
He didn’t answer. He got up and walked out the door. When he got home 

two hours later, Catania was already asleep. He slipped into bed as quietly as he 
could. Right before he fell asleep, he felt Catania roll closer to him, wrapping her 
arm around his waist.  

The next morning at breakfast, she had a hard time looking him in the eyes. 
As soon as he sat down to eat, she started apologizing for the way she treated him 
the night before. She said she knew he was working hard to make sure she could 
go to school, and that she wasn’t spending very much time with him. She 
promised him that when he got home from work, she would be there, and she’d 
make up for it. He told her he was just worried about her. He remembered the 
stress she was in the last time she was in school, and how much drinking. He 
reminded her of the doctor’s concerns when they looked at her then. She said she 
would keep an eye on that, too. He kissed her goodbye, and went to work. He 
tried to put the fight out of his head, but he kept wondering, whenever he had a 
gap in something to work on, if she would really be there when he got home.  

He didn’t see her when he stepped in the door, and there was no answer 
when he called her name. He shook his head, disappointed, and walked back to 
the bedroom to change out of his work clothes. As he walked through the door, 
he saw Catania laying on the bed, completely naked, smiling at him. He smiled, 
and silently apologized for having doubted her.  

 
Three weeks came and went, and Kurt was sitting at his desk at the 

newspaper. Gerri was gone for a week, which meant nobody was paying 
attention to him, and, frankly, he couldn’t concentrate. He’d been having that 
trouble for days, but now there was no reason to keep on task. He played a game 
of Tetris, and then checked his mail. There was a new message there from 
Monica.  
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Hey Kurt, 

Is everything okay with you down there? You 
sounded pretty upset in your last e-mail. I know 
you avoid talking to me about Catania to some 
degree, but is there something going on? You 
know if you have something you need to talk to 
someone about, you can always turn to me. I’m 
your friend, first and foremost, and I care 
about you no matter what you have to say. So, 
please, if something is the matter, tell me, 
okay? 

You’re certainly keeping busy! How much of 
that stuff do you do for Emerald, anyway? Didn’t 
you, you know, quit when you decided to replace 
fir trees with cacti? It sounds to me like they 
have you doing most of the same things you were 
doing when you were in charge of the place. At 
least tell me that they aren’t giving the new 
guy YOUR company car. It’s bad enough he’s 
getting paid when you’re doing all the work. 
That girl of yours better be taking good care of 
you, for all the stuff you do for her. Hot meals 
and foot rubs all the way, baby! You know, the 
last time you mentioned anything about her was 
over a month ago, when you said she was asking 
you about whether or not you planned on marrying 
her eventually. If she asks the question, does 
that mean she has to buy you the ring, too? 
Seriously, though, it’s the good move on her 
part. I mean, you guys always did move fast, and 
you’ve done so much to take care of her, she’d 
be stupid not to. Keep me posted. You’d better 
invite me if there’s a wedding. I’ll be nice, I 
promise.  

And thanks for the comics! I love, love, LOVE 
it when you let me see your work. Those last two 
were hilarious! You are one sick puppy, and I 
don’t want to know why you decided that Tony’s 
ultimate source of entertainment is trying to 
get J.J. raped while he’s in jail, but those are 
some of the funniest things I have ever read. 
What does that say about me? And I TOTALLY think 
you need to get rid of Wes’ girlfriend. She’s 
always been a bitch. And I know that her being a 
bitch is what makes her funny sometimes, but 
can’t you have her be a more occasional 
character, just showing up whenever you need a 
bitch? Like the annoying ex-girlfriend who shows 
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up to borrow something, because she’s too much 
of a bitch to have friends. Wes can do better.  

Anyway, hey, did I tell you I’m quitting? 
That’s right, I am finally taking your advice 
and kissing the Worm Bros. Goodbye! I have seen 
the light! It finally got to be too much. I 
don’t know how you handled it like you did 
(although the drinking may have helped, huh?), 
but I started looking for jobs while I was at 
work a while ago. It turns out I was doing way 
more work than I was paid for, because when I 
went to this interview with these electric 
component people, they just kept looking 
surprised when I told them what I had been 
doing. So, basically, I’ll be doing the same 
thing, only for only ONE boss at a much larger 
company with much better pay. AND benefits, if 
you believe it. And, get this, they’re called 
TexTronics. Like tech-tronics , because 
obviously they make electronic components, but 
they started out in Texas and SOMEONE was stoned 
enough to think that name sounded clever or cute 
or something. God help me. And I thought Wyrm 
Office Distributors was bad.  

That’s it for today. You have way too much to 
do to listen to me ramble all day. I AM going to 
keep asking though. When are you coming for a 
visit? We miss you up here. Remember trees? And 
weather? So get your ass on a plane. You need a 
vacation. But that’s it. I’ll go now.  

 
Always, 
Mon 

 
Kurt smiled at the letter. Monica was a good friend. She was right about 

him avoiding telling her anything about Catania though. She wasn’t exactly non-
partisan on that account. He didn’t need anyone trying to understand their 
relationship. Right then, HE didn’t understand their relationship.  

A few weeks ago, they had their big fight, and she promised to spend more 
time with him. And, in a way, she did. Once a week, when he came home, she 
would be there waiting for him. Sometimes she cooked dinner, sometimes not. 
They would play a game of chess, and they would have sex a few times, and then 
go to sleep. But, at the same time, she was gone with her friends even more. The 
other six days a week, he hardly saw her. She started getting up later, because she 
was coming home later. He would get sick of waiting for her and go to bed, only 
for her to wake him when she came home at 3 in the morning. So when the alarm 
went off at 7, she would grumble and ask him to reset it for 8:30 for her. He’d be 
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gone to work before she even got out of bed. On weekends she would get up, 
looking tired and hung over, and then go out to have a study session for the tests 
the next week, or that the whole group was going to an art exhibit that April had 
to do a summary of for class, and the others were going along for support, to 
make a day of it. He could come, of course, if he wanted, but it would be a lot of 
school talk, and Alec would be there. He almost came just to prove to her that 
Alec didn’t bother him that much, but the more interested he seemed in going, 
the more interested Catania seemed in listing reasons why he wouldn’t like it. 
He’d gone out to see Dave’s band play with the rest of them once, but everyone 
was in such a bad mood all night, he figured it probably wasn’t worth it. What 
concerned him even more, though, was that a few times a week, Catania would 
call late at night, and say everyone was too drunk to drive her home, so she was 
just going to sleep over at Virginia’s or April’s, and she’d see him then next day. 
More and more, he had this sick feeling he carried around everywhere that she 
was cheating on him. He usually tried his best to push it out of his mind. 

As he grew more worried, Kurt tried a few more times to talk to her about 
what was bothering her, but they always ended the same. He could actually 
predict the pattern. The conversation would start with him asking her, in as calm 
a way as he could, how she was doing. She would get gradually more suspicious 
and irritated with him, until she ended up swearing and yelling. One of them 
would leave the room, which signaled the end of the bout. The next time they 
were in a room together, she would apologize, and say the same thing about 
stress and she’s sorry she’s so much work, and then go down on him, falling 
asleep directly afterwards. It was as predictable as the next sunrise, and for some 
reason, that worried him more than her going out at night.  

He was sitting on the edge of bed one morning before work, thinking about 
what to do, when he noticed some books sitting on the dresser. It wasn’t unusual 
for her to leave behind whatever she didn’t need, because her books were heavy, 
and she swore that they were causing back damage. But normally, her notebook 
wasn’t left behind with them. He stared at it for a while, wrestling with his 
conscious. In the end, the winning argument took the form of his concern; he’s 
only looking because he’s worried about her, and she won’t talk to him. Surely, if 
the communication lines were open, he would respect her privacy. He took the 
book, and started flipping through pages. Since she didn’t use any certain 
method, he didn’t know what was new and what wasn’t, but he could often tell 
by the pen she used. Usually she had a purple pen with her, on the rare chance he 
saw her doing anything besides sleeping. He looked for anything new, paying 
special attention to anything purple. There were a lot of random things, and 
passing thoughts. Notes about art she liked, or what she was listening to, and her 
personal interpretation of the lyrics, regardless of what the lyric book said. There 
was one that caught his eye.  
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It’s so weird when something happens that you don’t expect. Like It’s so weird when something happens that you don’t expect. Like It’s so weird when something happens that you don’t expect. Like It’s so weird when something happens that you don’t expect. Like 

finding money when you swore you were broke, or getting an A on a finding money when you swore you were broke, or getting an A on a finding money when you swore you were broke, or getting an A on a finding money when you swore you were broke, or getting an A on a 
paper you were positive you fucked up beyond all repair. Or when you see paper you were positive you fucked up beyond all repair. Or when you see paper you were positive you fucked up beyond all repair. Or when you see paper you were positive you fucked up beyond all repair. Or when you see 
somethinsomethinsomethinsomething so nice, so sexy and carefree and fun that it makes you forget g so nice, so sexy and carefree and fun that it makes you forget g so nice, so sexy and carefree and fun that it makes you forget g so nice, so sexy and carefree and fun that it makes you forget 
all the other shit in your life. I could live on moments like that and never all the other shit in your life. I could live on moments like that and never all the other shit in your life. I could live on moments like that and never all the other shit in your life. I could live on moments like that and never 
need food. Not that I would want to give up my stomach or anything, need food. Not that I would want to give up my stomach or anything, need food. Not that I would want to give up my stomach or anything, need food. Not that I would want to give up my stomach or anything, 
because it’d look a lot less cool to hold a drbecause it’d look a lot less cool to hold a drbecause it’d look a lot less cool to hold a drbecause it’d look a lot less cool to hold a drink you never drank, and guys ink you never drank, and guys ink you never drank, and guys ink you never drank, and guys 
prefer a girl who swallows. prefer a girl who swallows. prefer a girl who swallows. prefer a girl who swallows.     
    
Sometimes he can be so sweet to me, I forget everything else. Sometimes he can be so sweet to me, I forget everything else. Sometimes he can be so sweet to me, I forget everything else. Sometimes he can be so sweet to me, I forget everything else.     
    
Why can’t all moments be like that?Why can’t all moments be like that?Why can’t all moments be like that?Why can’t all moments be like that? 

 
That one didn’t sit right. It was too new. She was talking about school, she 

was using the purple pen. But they had been fighting a lot since the purple pen. 
She hadn’t done anything to make him think she would call him sweet since, 
what color? Green? Blue? He couldn’t remember. He did know she hadn’t been 
flirty. Even when she DID swallow, she hadn’t been flirty about it. He put the 
notebook down, regretting ever having touched it, and went to work.  

It was with him all day. He thought about it over and over again. Was she 
cheating on him? Was she staying the night in some other guy’s bed, and telling 
him she was with April or Virginia? Was she sleeping with him once a week to 
keep him from asking her about what else she was doing, or who else she was 
sleeping with? He couldn’t eat and he couldn’t work, and every time he thought 
about it he wanted to throw up. He decided to go home and wait for her to show 
up to ask her about it.  

 
There was a car in the driveway when he got there, and the front door was 

open to let air circulate. His head spun. He couldn’t remember what kind of car 
Alec drove. He walked inside, quietly, closing the door with barely a click, 
stepping softly. He heard talking from the bedroom. He thought he was going to 
faint.  

“How long are you going to take in there?” Catania sounded happier than 
he had heard her in weeks.  

“Sorry, just cleaning up.” He recognized the voice, but he couldn’t stop his 
head spinning long enough to remember who’s it was.  

“Well, remember to flush the toilet when you’re done this time.” 
“Very funny.” 
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“I’m serious. You forgot the last time. I barely saw it in time. You think 
he’s going to see five used condoms floating in the toilet and think he fucked me 
five times and forgot about it?” Kurt peeked around the corner of the door. 
Catania was sitting naked on the bed, leaning against the headboard with her 
head tilted to the side, watching whoever was in the master bathroom. She bit her 
lip, and he realized she was fingering herself while she was talking.  

“There’s only two.” 
“I know. And if you don’t get back in here there’s not going to be time for 

you to fuck me three more times AND get sucked off before you have to go.” 
She gave him that sexy, devious smile of hers.  

“So suck me off now. You know you want to.” 
“I DO know I want to. Your dick is like candy to me. But you also know I 

like to wait until right before you leave.” Kurt was dumbfounded, his heart 
broken. He couldn’t feel his hands.  

“I know. He’d probably kick your ass if he knew you were kissing him 
after rinsing your mouth with another man’s jizz, you know.” Kurt was standing 
in the doorway, and she didn’t even notice. He took a deep breath, and hoped he 
could remember how to speak. 

“Do you think he would?” Catania froze, her eyes wide.  
“Kurt!” 
“I know. I’m not supposed to be home, right?” 
“What the FUCK?! You came to check UP one me?!” 
“Nah, I just wanted to watch you fuck another man in our bed.” Dave ran 

out of the bathroom, covering himself with his hands, making a beeline for his 
pants. Kurt stepped forward and punched him in the face. Dave stumbled, 
momentum throwing him forward.  

“KURT! STOP IT!” Catania was crawling across the bed. Kurt shot a 
murderous glare at Dave, sprawled naked on the floor, and raised his fist in the 
air. 

“Get out of this house or so help me, I will break you.” Dave scrambled to 
grab his clothes, getting only jeans and a sock, and ran out the door. Kurt could 
hear the engine start, and tires squeal.  

“ASSHOLE!” Catania was crawling off the end of the bed. 
“You’re pissed because I broke up your date?” 
“Why do you always have to be such a motherfucking dick?!” 
“From what I hear, you like dick. Dick is like candy to you, remember?” 
“FUCK YOU!!” Catania raised her fist to hit him, but Kurt grabbed her by 

the wrist.  
“Fuck me, Fuck Dave. How many other people have you been fucking 

behind my back?” 
“As many as I fucking want! When did you fucking start caring?” 
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“When…you stupid whore! When did I start caring? When did I STOP 
caring? What Have I EVER done besides care?” 

“You tell ME!” 
“I will tell you! Try closing your Goddamn legs and opening your ears so 

you can hear me! I moved down here to take care of you when you were in the 
hospital! I quit a great job to take a shitty one here so I could be with you! I paid 
for your rent, your bills, your food, your fucking weed! I worked TWO jobs to 
pay for you to go to COLLEGE, because you couldn’t be bothered to work ONE. 
I did EVERYTHING I COULD to make you fucking HAPPY!” 

“WELL IT WORKED, BECAUSE I’M FUCKING ECSTATIC NOW, 
AREN’T I?!”  

“I trusted you. I believed in you. I wanted you. I LOVED you.” 
“SO WHAT? I LOVED YOU, TOO! WHAT DOES THAT HA—” The 

words hit him like a bolt of lightning. He could feel tears burning in his eyes, and 
he hated himself for wanting to cry then. 

“You loved me? I just heard you tell someone you wanted to suck his cock 
right before I came home so you could kiss me with his wad still on your lips. 
That’s love? You…you ignorant, fucked up whore. What did I ever do to you?” 

“DON’T YOU DARE CA—” He let go of her wrist.  
“Get out.” 
“WHAT?!” He pointed through the bedroom door. 
“Get out. We’re done. Get out.” 
“DON’T YOU FUCKING TELL ME TO GET—” He grabbed her wrist 

with his left hand, placing the right on her back.  
“Out. Now. Move.” He guided and pushed her down the hall to the front 

door.” 
“AT LEAST LET ME GET DRESSED, ASSHOLE!” 
“I didn’t say get dressed, I said get out.” He opened the screen door. She 

struggled against him. He pulled the screen door shut when she was outside, and 
locked it. She pounded the door, pulling at the handle. Her voice was more 
frantic than angry. 

“Please let me back in, Kurt? Give me some clothes, and we can talk and I 
can explain?” When he looked at her, the panic and fear and confusion in her 
eyes, her naked body pressed against the screen, his body shook violently. His 
instinct was to go to her, to make it all better, like it always had been. But he 
couldn’t. It hurt so much to look at her that he could barely think, watching her 
eyes. He didn’t even realize that tears were dripping off his face. 

“What will you say? Catania…I love you. Two months ago you were 
asking me if we were going to get married, and I started looking at rings, 
thinking that we may as well, because I couldn’t imagine there ever being a time 
when I didn’t love you. I was going to put away a little money besides what you 
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needed for school, and then propose. I wanted to get married two years to the day 
since the night I met you. I thought…because that night, you told me while we 
were making out that you were supposed to get married that week. And so you 
would be…” Kurt stopped himself rambling, realizing he had no idea what he 
was saying. It was warm outside, but Catania was shivering, naked, clutching her 
arms around her waist. Tears dripped from her eyelashes and got caught in the 
mesh of the screen.  

“Kurt…” Her eyes looked as broken as he felt.  
“Do you know what you did? If I asked, would you even know why? Was 

it love? Didn’t I do it for you anymore, couldn’t I still make you come?” 
“Kurt, baby, you always did, I always loved you. I just…please, please, 

Kurt, baby, please let me in.” She was sobbing. It hurt to look at her. 
“How can I ever trust you? How could you even look me in the eye and tell 

me you love me?” 
“I DO love you, Kurt! So much!” It hurt too much. He put his hand on the 

wooden door, pushing it slowly. He couldn’t remember how to make his body 
move. “No! You can’t leave me like this, please! I’ll get raped!” Kurt’s eyes 
were too full of tears to even see her anymore, but he could hear her expression. 
When he opened his mouth to speak, the words were barely audible. 

“It’s not rape if you jump them first.” He shut the door and locked it. He 
hard something bang against it. Through the living room window he saw Catania 
run to the street, and look around. A car passed by, car horn honking, driver 
yelling. Catania ran back to the side of the house. Kurt looked at the back door, 
which was also locked. He heard Jack start barking in a frenzy, thinking an 
intruder was climbing the fence. He walked down the hall, and took his suitcase 
from the closet. He went into the bathroom. Floating in the toilet bowl were two 
used condoms. Kurt threw up, and collapsed on the floor, sobbing.  

Finally, he composed himself, and started packing. He didn’t have much 
stuff there. He put his work and his computer in his only suitcase, and threw all 
his clothes into garbage bags. Two garbage bags, an oversized suitcase full of 
tech stuff, and a hiking backpack. That was all he had to take from the place. He 
went to the desk and gathered up all his old bank statements. He sat in the chair 
and calmly called the electric company, the phone company, the DSL line, and 
took his name off the accounts. They never bothered to change the apartment 
lease. He slowly walked to the back door. He could see Catania crouched in a 
corner, curled in a small ball with Jack at her feet. She was shaking violently, 
with violent, gasping sobs. He unlocked the door with a click, and walked away. 
He heard the door slide open as he sling his pack over his shoulder and reached 
for his things.  

“KURT! DON’T GO, PLEASE! OH, GOD! PLEASE, KURT, I LOVE 
YOU!” her voice was hoarse from crying. He didn’t look at her, didn’t say 
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anything. He swung open the door, grabbing his last bag. He stepped out the 
door. He loaded his car, barely noticing Catania in the doorway, wrapped in the 
blanket from the couch. Even from the corner of his eye he could see the huge 
dark streaks from tears. He was so numb he could hardly even hear her.  

“OHGODOHGODPLEASEPLEASEGODNOKURTBABYPLEASEI’MS
ORRYILOVEYOUI’MSORRYINEEDYOUPLEASEDON’TLEAVEMEPROMI
SEIPROMISEILOVEYOUSOMUCHOHGODPLEASENOPLEASEGODDON’
TGO!” 

He drove off.  
 
Heather’s roommates let him in the second they saw him. He was like a 

shock victim, pale, shaking violently, eyes staring into nothingness. He couldn’t 
talk. He just sat. Heather came home to a comatose friend and panic-stricken 
roommates. They thought someone was dead. It was evening before he could 
explain it to them. The broke down crying, remembering the way she said those 
terrible things with a smile on her face. She was using them to flirt. Catania was 
saying the worst things she could about him to get another man to want to sleep 
with her more. He thought he was going to be sick again, but he hadn’t eaten 
anything. His roommates went and got his things from the car, and brought them 
in. Nobody had the heart to tell him his phone was ringing uncontrollably. 

The next morning he didn’t even have words for how he felt. He was a 
blank slate, barely in the world, until he thought about her. Then he froze, and 
everything inside of him broke. He went to work, because he didn’t know what 
else to do. He had a dozen voicemail messages from her there, and he erased 
every one. He worked late, until he couldn’t find anything else to do, and then he 
went back to Heather’s. By a week later, he could act like a normal person, as 
long as he didn’t think about her too much. He screened all his calls. He didn’t go 
out after work.  

The second week, he got a call from Monica. She never heard back from 
him, and she was worried. He tried to explain what happened, but he had to stop 
when he got to the part where he found her with Dave. Monica tried to think of 
something to say to comfort him, but nothing worked. She made him promise to 
call her so she knew he was alive.  

By the third week, Heather finally convinced Kurt to go see a show with 
her and her roommates. He sat at a table and didn’t say much of anything. He 
thought he saw Dave in the crowd, and stared at him long and hard. The man, 
who wasn’t Dave, thought Kurt wanted to fight. Kurt wasn’t really picky. 
Heather couldn’t stop him before the bouncer threw both men out. It happened 
twice more that week. Week after that, Kurt didn’t think he saw Dave any more, 
but he didn’t care, either. He got in two more fights. Heather stopped asking him 
to go out, and he did very little on his own. He went to work, he went to 
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Heather’s, he called Monica, and he slept. Once or twice a week, if he couldn’t 
get Catania out of his head, he drank.  

Sometimes in the middle of his second month at Heather’s, the shock wore 
off, and was replaced by a bitter rage. He couldn’t believe it took him so long to 
figure it out. As mad as he was with her, he was furious with himself for letting 
her treat him that way for so long without suspecting, enraged that he let her 
cheat on him for so long without finding out, and absolutely livid that he let her 
see how much it broke him that she did it. Everything in him but sense told him 
to storm over to the apartment and yell at her, to smash things, and to let her see 
that he was glad she was gone. That urge passed in a few weeks, when he 
realized it would only mean seeing her more. A fear of seeing her set in. More 
than anything, Kurt wanted to be done with her. When he finally noticed that she 
stopped calling, it occurred to him that Heather had spoken to her. He wondered 
what she said. A shudder took his body when he pictured Catania making 
excuses, asking to talk to him. Her name was cleared from the memory on his 
phone, his computer, his palm pilot. To Kurt, she was the past. Since he was 
finally acting like a person, he got out of the house, went for walks, visited clubs. 
Very soon it was apparent to him that, not only was he not enjoying being in 
Tempe at all, there would always be a nagging reminder of her in the back of his 
head when he was there. Tempe was her town, and as long as he lived there, he 
had a chance of running into her. Just before the end of the third month living at 
Heather’s, he got a one-way ticket back to Seattle, quit his job at the East Valley 
Tribune and said goodbye to both his friends and Arizona.  
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Chapter Ten 
 
 
 
 

Monica was thrilled when he told her he was coming home. She offered to 
pick him up at the airport before he even thought to ask. When he walked out of 
the terminal, she was flying at him the second she spotted him in the crowd. Kurt 
dropped his suitcases to catch her in his arms. For a split-second he was surprised 
at how excited he was to see her. He wondered if she had always been that 
beautiful and vibrant, if she had always seemed to glow. Of course he 
remembered the way she used to make his insides feel electrified, but he swore it 
never used to be that strong. It was obvious to him, standing there with his hands 
on her hops, looking into her eyes, that there was only one thing to do. He kissed 
her, and in an instant he felt her fingers in his hair, and she pressed her mouth 
harder against his. But when they separated, she looked surprised. A slow smile 
crept onto his face. 

“I think it’s time, Monica. I couldn’t be any more over her if we were 
standing on her grave. I’m sorry it took me so long.” She broke several traffic 
laws driving back to her apartment, and they rushed up the stairs forgetting most 
of his luggage in her trunk. By the time the front door shut, they were in the hall, 
and by the time his bags hit the floor she was leaning against him, her arms 
around his neck, her lips caressing his. She smiled, suppressing a laugh, her lips 
still touching his.  

“We have quite a debt to pay back to the future, you know.” Kurt smiled 
back, picking her with a twirl, and setting her on the bed.  

 
Kurt woke with the sun shining through the curtains. Monica was still 

curled into him, her head resting on the inside of his arm, her hand draped over 
his shoulder. There was a fresh taste to the air, and for the first time in months, 
Kurt was not only unbelievably happy, but he felt at peace, and very much at 
home. The beautiful girl beside him stirred, nuzzling his chest, taking a deep 
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breath in. A soft, tired voice escaped through lips that brushed his skin as they 
moved. 

“You smell like sex and summer and happy thoughts.”  
“Is that your way of telling me I need a shower.” She squeezed him tighter 

in her arms. 
“Don’t even think about leaving this bed.” 
“Wouldn’t dream of it. Right now I’ve got nothing going on besides you. If 

you’re in this bed, then I’m in this bed. This bed is the complete plan.” 
“What kind of plans do you have for this bed?” 
“Well, for a while I’m going to lie here with you. You’ll be here, being 

adorable like you are now, making my chest tingle. Then after a while, you’re 
going to notice that I’m giving you a look that means there isn’t anywhere I want 
to be besides with you, and you’re going to give me one that says you’re glad I’m 
here, and then we’re going to have sex.” He felt her smile widening into his 
chest. 

“We are?” 
“Yes ma’am. And it’s going to feel good. Not just because it’s good sex, 

but because it’ll feel somehow like accomplishing something. Like waiting to see 
a big, beautiful house being built, everything that had to happen for it to be a 
house, all the little ugly scenes when they were installing wiring, and the days it 
took for the parquet flooring in the main entry to get done and the first granite 
countertop that was so chipped and awful it had to be returned, with a new order 
going to a new supplier. Everything that had to happen so that you could be 
standing there looking at a house that’s so beautiful sometimes it makes you want 
to cry, to curl up inside that one moment and live forever there where you’re 
warm and happy and excited. To know that as beautiful as the house is at that 
moment when it’s just done, it will only get more beautiful as it becomes a home, 
an office, and starts to create new things of it’s own.” 

“The promise of the future?” 
“That’s right.” 
“Sounds like good sex.” 
“Yeah, it does.” 
“Last night was like that.” 
“Good.” 
“I thought I lost you, you know.” 
“I know.” 
“I didn’t know what to do. I thought I was going to have to start looking all 

over again, and everyone I met was…dumb, or rude, or secretly mean. The more 
I knew them the less I liked them, and when they touched me it was…nothing.” 
She laughed once, softly, warm breath cascading across Kurt’s body. “I thought 
they were going to have to bury me with that damn vibrator.” 
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“I’m sorry. I don’t know what happened to me when I saw her. It was like 
all the things I used to want with her were right there in front of me. I guess I got 
lost in it all, thought she wanted the same things when she doesn’t have a clue 
what she wants. It wasn’t until I was staying at Heather’s that I realized fully how 
poorly I treated you. That I had been so messed up over having this supposed 
relationship with Catania only to have her rip it away and go back to her ex, and 
then I did that same exact thing to you. I can’t believe I treated you that way. I 
don’t think I can ever tell you how sorry I am. You deserved so much better than 
that.” 

“It wasn’t the same. You never ever treated me bad. Even though I didn’t 
see you for six months, you still wrote me at least once a week, and I always 
knew you cared about me. I guess maybe you just had to do that to get it out of 
your system. Now you know that she wasn’t it, you can put it behind you and be 
here.” 

“It just kills me that I wasted so much time. I should have known to listen 
to you from the beginning. Can you imagine if we had spent the past months like 
we spent last night?” Monica offered a contended murmur and a sigh as a 
response. “But I know better now, and I’m not going anywhere.” Monica lifted 
her head just enough to look up at him. The look in his eyes made her heart skip 
two beats. 

“That’s the look, huh?” 
“Yeah, but you can rest awhile longer if you like. The look isn’t going 

anywhere, either.” She stretched out her neck to give him a peck on the chin, and 
settled back down on his chest.  

“Do you have more plans, or was that it?” 
“Well, I figured we could go get lunch.” 
“Lunch?” 
“We’ll be busy for a while. And then…I don’t know. I guess I’m starting 

over, here. I’ll have to find a place to live, job. See how much of my stuff got 
eaten by rats at the storage unit.” 

“Won’t Emerald take you back?” 
“Dunno. I’ll go talk to them. They have a new manager.” 
“You know that guy would fire the new manager in a second to get you 

back.” 
“Be a bastard thing to do, though. Plus…I’ve been working on this 

webcomic thing for a long time now. I always wanted to wait to put them online 
until I had a log of thirty or so, to catch a reader, and to make sure I knew I knew 
where I was going.” 

“You have more than thirty.” 
“I have one hundred and sixty-seven. 
“So you’re going to put it on the internet?” 
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“I want to, yeah. And Emerald may actually be able to help with that, but I 
don’t want to sign away so much of my time that I don’t have enough left for the 
comic. And I need time for you.” 

“That’s right. Those orgasms aren’t going to have themselves. And I 
haven’t had your Italian stuffed chicken in way too long.” 

“We’ll fix that. But, yeah, I have some planning to do on the whole job 
thing. And the apartment thing. I lived in the last place for years, I don’t even 
know where to start looking now. Do you have any idea how much I missed my 
coffee place in Tempe? And my bakery?” 

“You think they might have something in your old building?” 
“Who knows.” 
“Well, I don’t have room for all your stuff, but until you find a new place, 

you’re staying with me.” 
“Is that a fact?” 
“Mmhmm. It is.” 
“And why is that?” 
“Because I said so. That good enough?” 
“What if it isn’t?” Monica lifted her head again, propping herself up on her 

elbow so she could see Kurt more clearly. His eyes twinkled warmly, and she had 
no doubt that there was nowhere he’d rather be than right there with her. His little 
half-smile warmed her entire body, sending tingles up and down her spine. She 
shook her head, thinking to herself how just a while ago she was never going to 
have the chance to make up for keeping herself at arms reach from him when he 
wanted to be with her before, and now there he was, lying in her bed. She knew 
she was definitely glad he was there. She slowly slid the leg that had been 
wrapped around his over further, her entire body following, until she was laying 
right on top of him, still looking directly into his eyes. She pushed herself up 
with one hand on either side of Kurt’s head, her face right above his. Hair 
tumbled down to block them from the rest of the world, like the canopy of a 
golden willow tree. She closed her eyes and kissed him, and then started giving 
him a better reason to stay with her. He couldn’t resist.  

 
On the following Monday Kurt surprised everyone in the Emerald 

Informatics office by delivering his weekly reports in person. Familiar faces 
emerged from their workspaces to see him as news spread, and Kurt couldn’t 
believe he once quit working in that place to work a terrible job at a pathetic 
newspaper. Even if he had decided to take care of Catania, why hadn’t he gone 
down there and brought her back home as soon as she was healed? He didn’t 
have an answer for himself, and chalked it up to not thinking clearly. Once 
everyone had returned to their desks, Kurt went over his reports with the office 
manager, taking care of the usual follow-up call in person. While they were 
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talking, the company president, alerted by the secretary, drove down to the 
offices. The man’s fatherly face split in a grin, extending a warm handshake at 
seeing Kurt again. They went into the conference room, where Kurt could 
explain roughly what had been going on, and what his plans were. He and 
Monica had discussed it, whether he should have much of an arguing stance, or if 
he should just play everything honestly. Ever the beautiful voice of reason, 
Monica helped him to see that, since the company already loved him so much, 
and they got along well, his best bet was going to be honest. So Kurt explained 
about why he left so suddenly in the first place, that he had come back (though 
the why’s of that he let remain less clear), and how he wanted to start up the web 
comic. Once the story was completed, they started negotiating the terms under 
which he would return. They drew up a preliminary agreement for the board to 
discuss, and once it was approved, Kurt was back in the stables of Emerald 
Informatics.  

Kurt was welcomed back as the Primary Business Analyst, a position 
which hadn’t existed prior to the day he met with the president. Officially, he 
acted as a liaison between the President and Directors of the company, and the 
office manager. Now that they were stabilized, e-business less volatile than it had 
been in years past, they wanted to grow the company a little more quickly. Kurt’s 
primary task would be to have a hands-on role in running the business, 
overseeing the manager, and making note of all their current clients, the fields 
they worked in, and how the new clients came in. When they first explained the 
job, Kurt chuckled a little to himself, remembering the wretched job it had been 
when he was doing almost the same thing for the Wyrms. He was then to analyze 
the current situation, and make recommendations on how to bring in the most 
new clients, and how to handle the business. At which point he would maintain 
an overseeing position, keeping an eye on what was working and what wasn’t, 
both assisting the office manager to help things run smoothly on the labor side, 
and painting a clear and concise picture for the board in how he felt they should 
proceed and why. The agreement that they came to was 6 months of full-time 
work in the office to make his initial assessments, and set everything up. After 
that, he signed a contract for two more years of part-time work, with the option to 
put in as much additional time as he felt necessary, hiring an assistant if it turned 
out to be more work than they thought. It was stressed to him repeatedly that they 
would be more than happy to extend the part-time contract for as long as he 
would let them. He would be able to do a lot of the work from home, but, being 
in town, he could get any additional info he needed. In return he had a salary that 
made him blush at first, coming straight from the low-wage hourly job he’d just 
had. The president had also insisted that, since his position was technically one in 
between the office manager and the board themselves, he should be given the 
additional perk of a company car. He thought it was a joke until they called him 
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in to give him the keys. Since he was working with them, he would, of course, 
get discounts on using the E.I. systems to host his webcomic when he launched 
it.  

He spent two months going over his first forty comics, making revisions to 
jokes and cleaning up some art on the computer with the time he had left after 
work, and what he gave to Monica. The way her eyes twinkled and shone on 
days that he got home early enough to have dinner waiting for her made him feel 
invincible. But even on those days, when all their evening hours were devoted to 
shows of affection and passion, Monica would eventually fall asleep, and Kurt 
would pick back up his laptop or sketchpad and keep working on page layout or 
background design or one of the other dozen things he had to get ready. 
Fortunately, with the web design people around all the time, he could 
communicate exactly what he wanted the functionality to be, and he could check 
the progress as they went. When it all looked right, the web technicians gave him 
the tools he’d need to update the site himself for adding new comics or journal 
notes, and with a final prayer, Sinister Special became accessible to the public.  

 
This is it! This is the comic I’ve been waiting for  

all my life, and YOU stumbled across looking for porn on the 
internet. Well, let me tell you, there’s good porn out there. 
But before you more on, read this first. Not only will you 
find it worth your while, but you can also get away with 

reading it at work, and the same can’t be said for the kind 
of entertainment you’re going to find at Mike’s Apartment. 

Think of it as an investment in slacking off! 
 

What you’re going to find here is a comic that is  
better than any other comic you have ever thought could 

possibly exist, from the day the first caveman painted a fart 
joke on the walls of his home to amuse friends and impress 
hairy women, until the world is ended by a delusional madman 

starting a nuclear war because, really, Mad Max and 
Jeremiah were pretty cool, so how bad can the apocalypse 
be? (A special date I like to call Next Tuesday). You want 
action? We have action! Violence? Romance? Danger? Drug 
use? We have it all! If you stick around, I can even promise 
you the occasional nipple! We’ve also got something that most 
of those OTHER webcomics don’t have; a professional staff. 
No volunteer geek crew here, no sir. If you ever try to read 

THIS comic and find the page missing, rest assured, 
someone’s about to get fired! 

 
So from now until Next Tuesday, be where all  
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the cool kids are, reading this comic, enjoying the jokes, and 
pretending you’re not only sticking around until you see a 

nipple. 
 

As soon as it was posted, Kurt felt nervous. He felt as though something 
should be different somehow. The world now had exposure to something of his, 
and that meant things couldn’t be exactly the same. He checked every hour to see 
if people were looking at it, waiting for some kind of response, or reaction. It 
wasn’t clear, even to Kurt, what it was he thought should happen; if he was 
expecting a welcoming basket of assorted fruits and cheeses for this, his first 
internet experience, or for some right-winger with nothing better to do than be 
the first zealot in his congregations to sent out pro-Jesus hate-mail to comic 
strips, but there certainly should have been SOMETHING happening.  

When the newness wore off, Kurt stopped expecting the magic of the 
internet to deliver him an audience just because he wished really hard. He started 
making banner ads and getting them displayed among his own personal favorite 
sites. Matt Boyd and Jeffrey Roland both mentioned reading and enjoying the 
comic on their own site, sending legions of readers his way. Kurt even went so 
far as to have a bottle of whiskey delivered to the Wise Madman of the Internet, 
Warren Ellis, in hopes of getting the support of his lunatic army. Using the skills 
he gleaned from working at Emerald, once it finally dawned on him that he did, 
in fact, HAVE skills, the number of his regular viewers skyrocketed, and he 
started getting in all manner of e-mail, even some from religious zealots. No sign 
of the fruit basket though, so he had to assume that got lost in the mail.  

 
Once the comic was up and running, Kurt turned his attention to getting 

himself a place to live.  
“Is it because I snore?” Monica sat beside him at the desk, having given up 

on distracting him, now settled on pouting. 
“You don’t snore. You make snorting noises sometimes if you’re having a 

weird dream, but you always cuddle closely afterwards, so it’s kindof cute.” 
“Do I steal the covers?” 
“No.” 
“I don’t fart in my sleep, do I?” 
“Heh. Sometimes, but I forgive you for that, too, as long as you don’t start 

holding mine against me.” 
“I crowd you, don’t I? I know some mornings I wake up and we’re 

squeezed into half the bed. You want to stretch out and have some space to 
yourself for once.” Kurt turned to her, brushing the hair away from her worried 
eyes, and gave her a quick kiss. 
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“Mon, there is nothing about sharing a bed with you that I don’t like. I 
wouldn’t trade it for anything. I like having breakfast with you when we wake 
up, I like having dinner with you after work. I absolutely adore every inch of 
your body and every word that comes out of your mouth. Stop worrying about 
that.” 

“Well, if you adore me so damn much why are you leaving?” She crossed 
her arms under her chest in the most flattering way she could, deciding to try 
both pouting AND distracting him with her body.  

“I’m not leaving YOU. I’m just getting a place of my own.” 
“But I don’t want you to. I LIKE having you here.” 
“And I like being here. Especially when you stick your boobs out at me 

like that to lure me into your will. Those things have gotten you more home-
cooked meals…” 

“Then we’re back to me wondering why you’re doing what you’re doing.” 
Kurt gave in, turning from the computer to face Monica’s pleading eyes and out-
stuck lip. He held out an arm to her, and she shifted from her chair to his lap, 
resting her head on his shoulder. 

“When I decided to stay down in Tempe, I had next to nothing with me. 
Paul and Anita packed up my stuff, and sent me the bare essentials; the stuff I 
needed to work on the comic, and clothes. I’ve basically been living out of the 
same few boxes of stuff since then. The only things I have are things I bought 
since then, which really isn’t much. I moved right into the apartment Catania got 
with Erika, and all their stuff. Slept on her bed, sat in her chair, listened to her 
music, aside from what I had in my iPod. When I left there, I slept on Heather’s 
couch. I didn’t even have a dresser to keep my two bags of clothes in. I just 
folded and stacked them beside the couch. And now I’m here, with the same 
things I’ve been toting around this whole time. Don’t give me that look and think 
I don’t love everything about you, and don’t enjoy the things you surround 
yourself with. But it would be really nice to see my own stuff again. There are 
books in that storage unit I haven’t even read yet, and when I want to watch one 
of my favorite movies, I have to go out and rent it, because I wouldn’t even know 
what box to look in. I don’t remember what my own bed feels like.”  

“I remember your bed. And your movies.” 
“Wouldn’t it be nice to have those things back?” 
“Yes…” Monica was dangerously close to admitting defeat. 
“Then stop trying to figure out what you did wrong. I’m just trying to 

rebuild my life here. You better believe you’re going to be a huge part of it.” 
“If I had a bigger apartment that could fit your stuff, would you be 

staying?” 
“Probably.” 
“I can get a bigger apartment…” 
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“You’ll still get to crowd me out of bed every night, with your snoring and 
cover stealing and farting.” Monica laughed and slapped his shoulder. 

“I don’t snore. You even said so. And I think you were lying about me 
farting.” She watched him scrolling through websites. “Is your new apartment 
going to be close by?” 

“I never lie. And I decided not to get an apartment.” Monica lifted her head 
up with a jerk. 

“You’re staying?!” 
“No. I’m gonna buy a house.” 
“Well look who decided you wanted to be a grown-up!” 
“I know. I’m going to have to have to buy a barbecue or a lawnmower or 

something.” 
“What brought THAT on?” 
“I was just thinking, since I’ve got such a good thing going, it made sense. 

After my six months, unless I somehow completely cock up this whole business 
expansion project, or fail to be in any way useful, I can really work as much as I 
want. We averaged the money I’ll be making on 20 hours a week, but it’s really 
up to me. So whether this webcomic will take off and I’ll make enough to 
support myself entirely, or it is so hated that the internet comes together 
collectively and tells me I can’t play with them anymore, I can count on an 
income.” 

“I can see the headlines for the first-ever e-Eviction. ‘Internet to Kurt: 
Peddle Your Filth Elsewhere.’ I’ll get it framed.” 

“Aww, aren’t you just the most supportive girlfriend ever…Anyway, most 
likely, I’ll continue swimming both ends of the pool for as long as I can. I really 
like Emerald and the stuff I do there.” 

“But not your title.” 
“No. My title sucks. As soon as I think something better, we’re going to 

talk that one out.” 
“You still didn’t answer my question.” 
“Which question?” 
“Are you going to be living nearby?” 
“Oh. I don’t know. I just started looking when this weird blond girl came 

up and started throwing herself at me and arching her back a lot and pouting.”  
“And you ignored me! What’s up with that? Arching my back almost 

always gets me what I want from you.” 
“Maybe your shirt wasn’t tight enough.” 
“That’s bunk. You once made me a rhubarb pie because of the way I look 

in this shirt.” 
“That’s the shirt you were wearing then?” 
“You don’t remember?” 
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“I remember you were wearing a shirt so tight I could see your heart beat, 
and you weren’t wearing pants. I didn’t feel like going to the store to buy rhubarb 
so I was going to offer up apple until you started dancing and giving me that 
seductress look.” 

“So why doesn’t it work now?” Monica looked at him with mock sadness 
that gradually melted away, leaving a smoldering desire and a little mischief. 
Kurt couldn’t remember for a minute what he had been doing on the computer in 
the first place.  

“Fuck it. You’ll help me look for houses later.” He hooked his arm under 
her knees, and carried her back into the bedroom. She cheered at her own victory, 
and danced in his arms the entire way.  

 
Since he was shopping for a house for the first time in his life, Kurt didn’t 

know for certain what it was he wanted. Over the next weeks he and Monica 
looked at dozens of places. Some were further out in the suburbs, little ranch 
homes with chain-link fences that Monica wouldn’t stand for, being too far out, 
and Kurt couldn’t stand period. There were condo conversions in old buildings 
that were beautiful and historic, but way too expensive for a two-room condo 
with plaster falling off the ceiling. Realtors showed them brand-new condos, all 
uniform and made of glass, and little old houses build in what used to be suburbs 
before the city swallowed them whole. Nothing in his price range really caught 
his eye, until a realtor took them to see an old townhouse from 1908 in Capitol 
Hill. Made of brick and built right into a hill, it was two and a half stories, three 
bedrooms, with a tiny strip of grass surrounded by a high fence at the back and 
side of the building, and a little cement patio; it was exactly what Kurt wanted. 
Since it was just over a mile from her place, even Monica could approve. He was 
excited the first time he walked into the front door, which led directly up a 
staircase to the landing, directing you to the kitchen or the living room, 
depending on where you angled. Behind the kitchen was a full bathroom, and 
beside that, a bedroom. Up more stairs, and you could take a right into the master 
bedroom, with large closets and a larger bathroom, or you could take a left and 
found yourself in what Kurt knew instantly would be his office. If you were the 
kind of person who liked to go from office to bed without opening and closing all 
kinds of doors, there was a door between the two rooms that looked as though 
someone had added it later, installing it themselves, as it was a foot shorter than 
the rest of the doors in the house. Kurt made an offer on the house that day, and it 
was accepted before he went to bed that night.  

By the time the bank had done it’s thing, threatening to take away his loan 
approval, forgetting things until the last minute, misplacing his loan officer for 
several weeks while she took a vacation she never bothered to tell anyone about, 
and finally sending documents to the escrow company for him to sign, only to 
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discover they were, in fact, the wrong documents, Kurt was a little less excited 
about the place. He’d developed the theory that, just as large ships used to be 
christened in big ceremonies with a minor celebrity in attendance smashing 
something alcoholic against the bow, he thought the final signing of loan 
documents should take place at the housewarming party itself, where a minor 
celebrity showed up and got smashed themselves on something alcoholic, and 
then a representative of the lending institution would be slammed repeatedly 
against the hardest corner of the home. It would take a while before such 
practices were legal, he thought, just because of the reluctance of the companies 
to hire anyone new that they would then have to train poorly from scratch, but 
homeowners would all be into it from the get-go, and once it was a socially 
acceptable thing to do, you would find people who refinanced their homes 
several times a year, just for the luxury of bashing in the head of something 
slower and more feeble than themselves. But once the loan was closed and the 
keys were in his hands, Paul and Anita showed him where they hid his things for 
all those months, and Kurt began the slow but reasonably exciting job of finding 
out where everything was going to go. Possibly the most exciting moment was 
getting to set up his desk again, which was among his most favorite pieces of 
furniture. Made of two gigantic polished granite slabs he acquired cheaply at a 
furniture store that had lost he legs that once went with them, he then proceeded 
to design ornate legs to hold the weight, and paid far too much money for them to 
be produced by a local concrete sculptor who was reasonably well-known for 
making custom fountains and garden decorations. Finally he found a series of 
antique wrought-iron and dark oak kitchen racks which had taken a beating. He 
replaces the wooden shelving parts, and added them to the imposing desk. The 
end result was an extremely large L-shaped desk that looked gothic and 
imposing, with it’s stone base of twisting tree branches and scary owls, and 
supply racks of twisted black metal and dark wood. Monica had forgotten all 
about the piece, complaining all the way up the stairs (because the third floor 
isn’t the best place to put something made almost entirely of stone) that it looked 
like a medieval torture device. But once Paul and Anita had gone, it was the first 
thing set up, and when Kurt returned upstairs from mixing drinks in the kitchen, 
he found Monica laying naked on the smooth, cool surface.  

 
Having his own desk back only helped Kurt push the comic even further, to 

the point where he could finally bring Paul into the fold. 
 

Right. Okay. Kurt told me I should do one of these 

news log things to tell you what was going on. He wanted 

me to do it because it’s basically something I’ve been 

wanting him to let me do since before any one of you even 
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knew he was drawing anything worth reading. Back when 

we were getting drunk and walking around town all night 

coming up with whatever ideas made us laugh the most. 

Anything I liked I told Kurt we should put on a shirt. We 

didn’t think about selling them back then, I just liked 

wearing them around. Believe me, I had dozens of shirts 

we made ourselves on hung over mornings, or more 

drunken nights, that made no sense to anyone else, but 

were hilarious to us. Kurt always wanted to draw the 

jokes, the buildup. Had a real hard-on for three panel 

comics, and he got it from the lamest comic strip I’ve ever 

seen about a goldfish. So he was thinking about doing this 

strip, working out how he would put it together, and I kept 

talking about the t-shirts, how I wanted to put these 

things we were talking about on shirts and selling them. 

Ever the businessman, he would ask me how I intended to 

sell shirts to people who didn’t understand the jokes, 

didn’t know why they would want them, don’t know that 

they exist, and don’t know where they would get them if 

they wanted to. I would have kicked his ass for it, but, 

really, he’s much meaner than me. Seriously. In high 

school Kurt was voted Most Likely To Kick Your Ass and 

Fuck Your Girlfriend Up The Ass. Popular guy. So when he 

told me he wanted to make this webcomic, I told him I 

wanted him to also sell shirts based on the jokes he put in 

the comic, and based on whatever else we thought was 

funny, and I was going to help. Which he agreed was a 

good idea, but dismissed for a while. I was voted Most 

Likely To Come Up With A Great Plan, and Then Take A 

Nap Instead. Fuck you, too, high school. He started the 

comic, as you may have caught on. And every time I read 

something about it where someone mentioned the rising 

popularity of the strip, I would tell him it was time for us 

to make shirts, and he would reply that he was too busy, 

which means he was spending all his free time having 

really sweaty sex with his girlfriend. And finally a few 

weeks ago he tells me we can start making shirts, like it 

was HIS IDEA. He invited me to his new house, which now 

smelled like sex and whiskey, making me afraid to touch 

ANYTHING, and we started working. And now? Now we’re 

selling you people t-shirts.  

So, here’s the deal. I want you to buy shirts. You all 

know that shirts are useful. They make good gifts, social 
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or political statements, break the ice at parties, and have 

a time-honored tradition of making you not naked, which 

is good if you’re outside or its cold. And even if you are 

into being naked, you can’t GET naked if you can’t take off 

any clothes, and let me tell you, our shirts are great to 

take off. They’re funny. If you don’t think they’re funny, 

we’re not going to give you your money back, because I 

guarantee you the malfunction is on your end. You get 

that fixed and come back to me when you think it’s funny. 

I won’t really care much, but I like it when people tell me 

I’m funny. It makes me feel good. And when you come 

back, you can buy ANOTHER shirt. Keep buying them, 

because I get money when you do, and it is my goal to 

stop working. I want to be able to pay my rent based on 

what we make selling you shirts. We’re going to sell you 

other things, too. We’re working on a Frisbee now. And 

posters (which are simpler to make than shirts, so don’t 

ask ME why the hell you can’t have them NOW). There are 

going to be coffee mugs and mouse pads and a lunchbox 

and any other thing we can whore out to make money. 

Whatever you want us to make, you let us know. I will do 

anything I have to do get your money. If it means putting a 

candid shot of my fiancé coming out of the shower on a 

billboard in the middle of the city, I will do it. (Kurt is in 

the room, and just told me that if I take any pictures of his 

girlfriend coming out to the shower and try to sell them he 

will cut off my genitals, have them bronzed, and beat me 

to death with them. I asked if I could give them away for 

free, and she threw a coffee cup at me. Ceramic. She’s in 

here when we think of things, but she doesn’t get paid. 

You remember that couple you knew in college who were 

always making out in the corner of the room at parties? 

That’s them).  

I think you have the idea. So let’s make a deal. If you 

promise to give me your money, I promise not to let Kurt 

make me write any more of these fucking things. Agreed? 

Good. Click the link now. Buy the one about ninjas, 

because that was mine. And I’m funnier than he is.  

 
All the advertising paid off for Sinister Special, and his viewers became 

many in number. He started getting invitations to appear at conventions and sit in 
on panels. People were offering to give him very small amounts of money to hear 
his opinion and give him a folding table to sit at and draw things for people. He 
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got an audience at all because he paid other people for ad space, and now people 
were paying him. There was a little bit of guilt with it, of course. So many of the 
webcomics out there struggled in the beginning to get any kind of notoriety. With 
all the networking and the webcest going on, he only needed the right people to 
mention him before he got sucked in, winning in months what took years for 
pioneers. Still, he couldn’t feel too bad about something he did being successful. 
Those feelings of guilt were balanced by his promise to himself that he would 
work to set up a promotional program at Emerald for webcomics, helping worthy 
creators just starting out to get the right footing, and the right kind of help. In the 
meantime, the first series of t-shirts were coming out, and as soon as they were 
announced, there were more orders to fill than there were supplies to make the 
shirts. Paul volunteered to work all night every night until they were done, so 
between he and Anita, Kurt and Monica, they wouldn’t have a gap in orders. 
Already Kurt knew he’d need to use Emerald resources to help with production, 
unless they could really make enough money for Paul to do that full-time. He 
was certain they would, but, then Paul was certain of a lot of things that didn’t 
happen. He’s still shocked at the poor performance of Whitesnake’s Greatest 
Hits.  

The downstairs bedroom of Kurt’s place became the centralized location 
for T-shirt production. As much time as she spent there before, once they started 
with the shirts Monica spent more time at Kurt’s house than her own apartment, 
helping out with the projects, and then staying the night because it made more 
sense than the both of them driving back to her apartment, and they’d discovered 
that they really didn’t enjoy sleeping alone very much. A few months of this, and 
it became a joke to them that the only time she went home was to dust on the 
weekend. One Saturday morning, laying in bed to avoid having to do anything, 
Kurt decided to face his paranoid fear of the subject.  

“Hey, blond-girl?” 
“Yeah?” 
“How…how comfortable are you in being with me?” 
“You mean am I embarrassed I might say the wrong thing and you won’t 

ask me to prom?” Monica had that sleepy smile and breathy voice she always had 
when she was tired or just waking up. It was one of Kurt’s favorite things about 
her. 

“I mean are you afraid I’m going to do something stupid and make you not 
want to be with me anymore.” Monica was instantly awake and worried, 
propping herself up on one arm to study Kurt’s face. 

“Oh. You’re serious. Jesus, Kurt, you know I love you. Is something 
wrong? Did you do something? You don’t have to be afraid about me leaving.” 
Her eyes were a portrait of concern, fearing the worst. 

“I didn’t do anything. But I might be about to.” 
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“Honey, there isn’t anything you can say that would make me stop loving 
you, and I can’t imagine anything that would make me not want to be with you.”  

“Just thinking that you…you know, spend all your time here anyway. 
Some weeks you literally only go home to get clothes or do laundry. And you 
know I love you.” Her fear dissipated, leaving only her anticipation.  

“Yeah?” 
“I don’t want to be accused of pushing you, but if you wanted to move in. I 

mean, it’s dumb for you to keep wasting money on a place you never even see. 
You know?” She smiled. It was rare enough to see Kurt so nervous anymore that 
she always found it cute. 

“Smart financial planning aside?” 
“Yeah. I want you to be here. There’s a whole closet full of space, and the 

place doesn’t feel that much like home without you here anyway.” Monica threw 
her arms around Kurt and showered him with kisses and affection. That weekend, 
instead of going home to dust, they packed up her stuff and brought it to Kurt’s 
house, letting the apartment manager know she wasn’t going to be needing the 
place anymore. The first night she was there because it was where she lived, 
instead of just being there because he was, when His bed became THEIR bed, he 
realized how calm he felt inside. Monica asleep beside him, he kissed her gently 
and thanked her for everything, and started writing on the notepad he kept beside 
his bed. 

 
Moved On 
I got myself back in the same mess 

Just when I thought I could finally rest 

It hits me like a ton of red bricks 

Buries me to my neck in old shit 

Until I ran away from all the good 

Right back to damaged neighborhoods 

Pray you never know that kind of pain 

Trouble falling down like sheets of rain  

Just when I thought it had gotten bad 

I saw the fortune I really had 

I felt the wrath of something greater 

And promises of pain to come later 

Whispered I love yous, a tender kiss 

The sneak-attack of angry fists 

She says she really just needs a ride 

Driver on his back, her legs on each side 

She’ll remind you of everything she said 

Someone else’s balls slapping her ass red 
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Living nightmare twisted and scarred my frame 

Memory made me hate my very name 

Everything fades and I throw her out 

Door latches shut, I can still hear her shout 

I pack up all my shit and leave her there 

She doesn’t know if she even cares 

Try to find out just what I have left 

Got out with my clothes; she has the rest 

Left with nothing but my own devices 

No sex or sweat or other vices 

Head back to where the good times were 

It all comes back in such a blur 

Now rebuild the house I gave away 

Find the reasons I have here to stay; 

The job, the car, the house, and the girl. 

Show her I love her, make her toes curl. 

More fortune than I’ve had in a while, 

So much happiness that it hurts to smile 

I’ll show the past that I’m better than fate 

I’ve moved on to a much better state 
 

Monica found it the next morning while he was in the shower. He came out 
and found her in tears. His heart leapt into a panic until he was beside her, and 
she looked into his eyes. He was rendered speechless in an instant. Kurt had, at 
various intervals in his life, discovered fascinating and wonderful new highs from 
various pharmaceutical compositions and plant life. None of them compared to 
the way he felt in that instant of recognition, when he could actually feel her love 
enveloping him before her arms did, when he could feel her passion strike like 
lightning, her lips the thunder. T-shirt making was cancelled, and they didn’t 
leave bed again until the sun had gone back down, and even then it was only due 
to extreme hunger, and not from exhaustion or boredom. They were back in bed 
less than an hour later, and that day and night they both felt that they had never 
been closer to another human being. It was as close as they could come to 
telepathy, or to two people inhabiting the same body. Even to outsiders like Paul 
and Anita, there was a perceived shift in the way they interacted, as though they 
really didn’t need words to talk to each other anymore. Kurt had never been 
happier, and that feeling stretched for months on end, as he shifted into his part-
time work with Emerald, leaving more time for the comic which only continued 
to do reasonably well, and they began running a new series of t-shirts, along with 
other merchandise, including Monica’s personal favorite: an assortment of 
panties, and one printed bra that did surprisingly well, but was difficult to get 
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images on and stock ahead of time. He was making a new run of them to fill the 
overwhelming surge of orders when he got a phone call that made his blood run 
cold.  

 
“Hi, Kurtis. Do you know who this is?” 
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Chapter Eleven 
 
 
 
 

It was a voice he hadn’t thought of for so long he couldn’t even remember 
the last time, and hadn’t expected to hear again, but there was no mistaking it. 
There was a dead silence on the other end of the phone while the floor fell out 
from under Kurt, his head reeling, his ears ringing, and his stomach clenching 
into a violent little ball. There were minutes of frozen, sunned silence until 
Catania finally thought she had been hung up on.  

“Kurtis?” Her voice was weak and timid.  
“Hmm?” 
“Are you going to say something?” 
“That wasn’t an Arizona phone number.” A thousand thoughts rang in 

unison, creating only a deafening hum inside his head. 
“No. I’m in Seattle, at the airport. I just got in.” 
“Hmm.” Kurt couldn’t even see. He thought he had gone blind for good. A 

blood vessel had burst in his brain, and he was blind for the rest of his life. He 
would never be able to see Monica smile at him again. He would never get to see 
her nipples again. He was going to miss her nipples. 

“I was hoping I would be able to see you.” 
“Why?” 
“I want to talk.” 
“I don’t know what we have to say to each other.” He could hear Catania 

swallow hard, her breathing shaky but controlled. 
“I know, but I have stuff to say. You just have to listen.” 
“Do you really think that’s a good idea?” 
“It’s why I came. Well, most of why.” 
“I’m sorry to say, it may have been a waste of money.” 
“I…I was afraid you’d say that.” 
“But you called anyway.” 
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“I had to. I guess I hoped maybe you would be happy to hear from me. 
Maybe you would come and get me from the airport and we could talk now.” 

“Sorry.” 
“Don’t be. You have every reason not to. But, Kurtis…I’m going to be 

here.” 
“The airport?” 
“No. Seattle. I decided to leave Tempe. Arizona. I’m done with them, I 

think.” 
“Warrant?” 
“No. I…Jesus, I was hoping I would be able to see your eyes when I said 

it. I realized how bad I fucked up. I lost the best thing I ever had going for me, 
and I think, at least partially, it was because I was in this place where so much 
happened, where I had all these bad habits and memories.” 

“Oh.” He could hear what she was saying, and he could understand the 
words, but he couldn’t wrap his head around them, couldn’t identify them with 
himself. It was like listening to a foreign language you didn’t speak, but having 
the transcript there nearby. 

“I wanted to be some place that had never been bad. Somewhere where I 
really liked who I was. I was never happier than when I was here, I think.” 

“It’s a nice place, Seattle.” 
“Yeah. Mostly, though, I thought you would be here, and I had to talk to 

you. I know you don’t want to hear from me now, and that’s cool. But I’m going 
to call again, and I hope you’ll eventually meet with me, listen to what I have to 
say. It’s really important to me.” 

“Okay.” 
“Listen, I can hear you’re freaked out. I’ll call you again after I’m set up 

here. It was really good to hear your voice.” 
“Thanks.” Catania hung up. Kurt set down the phone and stumbled up the 

stairs to his office, sat in his chair, and stared at nothing. When Monica got home 
from work, he hadn’t moved a muscle. 

 
When they were getting ready for bed and his expression still hadn’t 

changed, Monica was really worried. All night he had seemed depressed and 
distracted. Something was clearly going on that he didn’t like thinking about, and 
didn’t want to tell her. And since he told her almost everything, she couldn’t 
stand wondering what kind of trouble it was he had going on.  

“Kurt, baby, what’s wrong? You’ve been distant all day.” He looked at her 
as though he just realized she was in the room. 

“Nothing. Just thinking.” 
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“I’ve seen you think, Kurt. I just changed out of my clothes and into a 
nightie. No matter how deep you’re thinking, you always notice when I’m naked. 
You didn’t even know I was there.” 

“I’m sorry.” She crawled into bed beside him, keeping a little room 
between them. She was afraid to get closer and have him tell her to move away. 

“Don’t be sorry. Just tell me what’s bothering you.” 
“I got a call today.” 
“From who? What happened?” 
“From Catania.” Tears welled up in Monica’s eyes. 
“Oh, no. You’re leaving me, aren’t you.” Hearing her whimpering, tears 

crawling slowly down her beautiful face, Kurt finally shook from his trance, he 
put an arm around her. 

“No! No, Mon, why would I do that? You’re the best thing in my life, and 
she tore me apart twice.” 

“But, you’re so distracted. You’re thinking about her.” 
“I’m thinking about her because she called. Not because I want to see her, 

but because I really don’t. I’m as excited to see her as I would be to hear a doctor 
tell me I have a brain tumor that just showed up.” Monica’s tears stopped, but 
just barely. 

“You said see her.” 
“She called from the airport to tell me she was in town.” Monica bit her lip, 

her bright blue eyes shining behind a slowly gathering layer of tears, just waiting 
to flow. 

“Why? What’s she want here?” 
“I don’t know. I mean, she said she was here to see me, to start her life 

over. But I don’t know why she called me. Why she thinks I would care.” 
“If you don’t care at all, why are you so upset?” 
“Because she’s here. She’s…every time I’m in the same city as her, 

Monica, something bad happens. I’m terrified that something is going to happen. 
I like my life right now, I don’t want anything to happen to it.” 

“What do you think is going to happen?” 
“I don’t know. She’s just…she’s the air raid siren, you know? And now 

I’m going to be robbed and come home to find you dead, or someone is going to 
sue the comic and I’m going to go to jail, or the world is going to open up and 
swallow you whole.” 

“Kurt, she can’t make that happen.” 
“I know that she’s not God or anything. But she feels like a bad omen. 

Some people are terrified of crows, against all logic will piss themselves and run, 
because they believe them to be bad news.  I have an irrational fear of that girl. 
Nobody ever hurt me like her.” Monica went from being afraid she was going to 
loose Kurt, to seeing how much he needed her. She kissed him on the cheek, and 
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moved close enough to be touching him. She leaned him back, until they were 
laying down in the bed.  

“She’s not going to make anything bad happen. I’m here now. I don’t ever 
want to see you hurt like that. And I promise I can make you forget about her.” 
She reached her hand under the covers, and started pulling down his briefs. His 
hand took hers, stopping her.  

“I know it’s not going to sound like me but…just let me hold you? Just 
don’t let me go?” Monica’s eyes started welling with tears again, only this time 
they were for the pain she knew her beloved Kurt had gone through. She nodded, 
and smiled, and then wrapped her arms around him, laying almost directly on top 
of him, resting her head on his chest. She felt his body shaking a little, his own 
arms clutching right. She listened to him breathe, humming softly to him until he 
fell asleep. 

 
Kurt avoided answering his phone for days. Unless he recognized the 

phone number, he let it ring until the voicemail took it. He was afraid even of 
picking up his phone to turn the ring off, just in case he dropped it and 
accidentally answered the call. But after the first week of screening, he was 
missing a lot of important calls, people getting irritated that they couldn’t get a 
hold of him anymore. He told himself that maybe she had gotten the idea that he 
wasn’t excited to talk to her, so he started taking calls again. Two more weeks 
passed, and still no word. Maybe she couldn’t find a place to work, and went 
back home. Or maybe she met another guy, and realized she had something 
better to do than terrorizing Kurt. Just as he was getting comfortable again, she 
called a second time. 

“Kurtis. How are you?” 
“I was doing alright. Worse every second now, it seems.” 
“I told you I’d call when I was set up here. You shouldn’t be surprised.” 
“Right. Why would I be surprised that YOU kept your word on 

something?” 
“Fair enough. I promise, I’m done with that though.” 
“Promises even. Look how we’ve grown.” 
“You don’t believe it, but I have. I learned so much after you left. I 

couldn’t be the same anymore.” 
“Good for you.” 
“So will you meet me to talk?” 
“I don’t think so.” 
“Why?” 
“Doesn’t sound like a good idea. I don’t have anything to say, and it would 

upset my girlfriend.” 
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“You have a girlfriend?” This news obviously took the wind out of her 
sails a little. 

“Yes.” 
“What’s her name?” 
“Monica.” 
“Your friend Monica who used to write you?” 
“Yes.” 
“When did you start dating?” 
“As soon as I got back.” 
“Does she make you happy?” 
“Yes.” 
“Good. Anyway, I don’t need you to say anything. I just want to talk to 

you, face to face.” 
“I still don’t think so. Sorry.” 
“Okay. I hoped not to say it on the phone, but we can talk now.” 
“Actually, I have to be getting to the office now. Work to do.” He was 

clearly rushing to avoid hearing what Catania had to say. 
“Please? It won’t take much time.” 
“Sorry. I have to go.” 
“Okay, but I still wan—” He hung up.  
 
A few days later, he went to his office at Emerald to see how things were 

going, and do some work at his desk for a while. Business was up by almost 
seventy percent, and they were looking into leasing out the rest of the floor of 
their building to expand the office to handle the workload. He got his mail from 
the receptionist, and went to his desk. In among the letters was an envelope, hand 
addressed to him with no return address. He opened it, and there were a few 
sheets of half-sized paper with a small note paperclipped to the front. The note 
said ‘I still need to talk to you. I can explain it better, this letter doesn’t really 
cover much, but I wrote it once and never got a chance to give it to you. Let me 
explain it to you?’ It was signed with a C, and had a local phone number on the 
bottom. His hands shook as he held the paper, torn from a spiral notebook, and 
started to read: 
 

Kurtis,Kurtis,Kurtis,Kurtis,    
I haven’t really slept in days. Ever since you left. How long was it I haven’t really slept in days. Ever since you left. How long was it I haven’t really slept in days. Ever since you left. How long was it I haven’t really slept in days. Ever since you left. How long was it 

now? Ten days? Two weeks? Fuck, I can’t even tell what day it is now? Ten days? Two weeks? Fuck, I can’t even tell what day it is now? Ten days? Two weeks? Fuck, I can’t even tell what day it is now? Ten days? Two weeks? Fuck, I can’t even tell what day it is 
anymore. I’ve missed a lot of class. Nobody’s really offering me a ride to anymore. I’ve missed a lot of class. Nobody’s really offering me a ride to anymore. I’ve missed a lot of class. Nobody’s really offering me a ride to anymore. I’ve missed a lot of class. Nobody’s really offering me a ride to 
school anymore.school anymore.school anymore.school anymore. You actually broke Dave’s nose, and he blames me for  You actually broke Dave’s nose, and he blames me for  You actually broke Dave’s nose, and he blames me for  You actually broke Dave’s nose, and he blames me for 
that, like he was completely fucking blameless. Like you didn’t have good that, like he was completely fucking blameless. Like you didn’t have good that, like he was completely fucking blameless. Like you didn’t have good that, like he was completely fucking blameless. Like you didn’t have good 
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reason. And everyone else, well…I can’t say I blame them. I can’t reason. And everyone else, well…I can’t say I blame them. I can’t reason. And everyone else, well…I can’t say I blame them. I can’t reason. And everyone else, well…I can’t say I blame them. I can’t 
fucking stand myself either. Anyway, what was I saying? Schoolfucking stand myself either. Anyway, what was I saying? Schoolfucking stand myself either. Anyway, what was I saying? Schoolfucking stand myself either. Anyway, what was I saying? School. I take . I take . I take . I take 
the bus now, takes longer. A lot of days I stay home. The only time I the bus now, takes longer. A lot of days I stay home. The only time I the bus now, takes longer. A lot of days I stay home. The only time I the bus now, takes longer. A lot of days I stay home. The only time I 
sleep at all is when I pass out, but I drank everything we had here. Even sleep at all is when I pass out, but I drank everything we had here. Even sleep at all is when I pass out, but I drank everything we had here. Even sleep at all is when I pass out, but I drank everything we had here. Even 
that Ouzo you bought. I can’t go buy more, because…because I haven’t that Ouzo you bought. I can’t go buy more, because…because I haven’t that Ouzo you bought. I can’t go buy more, because…because I haven’t that Ouzo you bought. I can’t go buy more, because…because I haven’t 
had any money for a while. I havenhad any money for a while. I havenhad any money for a while. I havenhad any money for a while. I haven’t ’t ’t ’t hadhadhadhad to have money, because you  to have money, because you  to have money, because you  to have money, because you 
gave me everything I needed, everything I wanted. Including whatever gave me everything I needed, everything I wanted. Including whatever gave me everything I needed, everything I wanted. Including whatever gave me everything I needed, everything I wanted. Including whatever 
spending money I had. You worked so hard to take care of me…Fucking spending money I had. You worked so hard to take care of me…Fucking spending money I had. You worked so hard to take care of me…Fucking spending money I had. You worked so hard to take care of me…Fucking 
hell, Kurtis, I’m so sorry. hell, Kurtis, I’m so sorry. hell, Kurtis, I’m so sorry. hell, Kurtis, I’m so sorry.     

I know you’re staying with Heather. We talked the other I know you’re staying with Heather. We talked the other I know you’re staying with Heather. We talked the other I know you’re staying with Heather. We talked the other day, and day, and day, and day, and 
she told me to stop calling. She said you weren’t going to come back to she told me to stop calling. She said you weren’t going to come back to she told me to stop calling. She said you weren’t going to come back to she told me to stop calling. She said you weren’t going to come back to 
me because I called your phone every five minutes. I guess she’s right. I me because I called your phone every five minutes. I guess she’s right. I me because I called your phone every five minutes. I guess she’s right. I me because I called your phone every five minutes. I guess she’s right. I 
just…I don’t know what else to do. I thought maybe if you saw it written just…I don’t know what else to do. I thought maybe if you saw it written just…I don’t know what else to do. I thought maybe if you saw it written just…I don’t know what else to do. I thought maybe if you saw it written 
down, you had the paper in ydown, you had the paper in ydown, you had the paper in ydown, you had the paper in yours hands and could see my handwriting, ours hands and could see my handwriting, ours hands and could see my handwriting, ours hands and could see my handwriting, 
you would read. I don’t know. Will Heather even let you see the letter? you would read. I don’t know. Will Heather even let you see the letter? you would read. I don’t know. Will Heather even let you see the letter? you would read. I don’t know. Will Heather even let you see the letter? 
Probably not. Just laugh at my bad handwriting and all the ink that Probably not. Just laugh at my bad handwriting and all the ink that Probably not. Just laugh at my bad handwriting and all the ink that Probably not. Just laugh at my bad handwriting and all the ink that 
blurred from the tears. I’m trying to make it clean, but…I can’t stop. I blurred from the tears. I’m trying to make it clean, but…I can’t stop. I blurred from the tears. I’m trying to make it clean, but…I can’t stop. I blurred from the tears. I’m trying to make it clean, but…I can’t stop. I 
hahahahaven’t stopped crying since you left. I have to tell you…I don’t even know ven’t stopped crying since you left. I have to tell you…I don’t even know ven’t stopped crying since you left. I have to tell you…I don’t even know ven’t stopped crying since you left. I have to tell you…I don’t even know 
what it is I’m trying to say. what it is I’m trying to say. what it is I’m trying to say. what it is I’m trying to say.     

Are there enough ways to say I’m sorry? Nothing says it. Words Are there enough ways to say I’m sorry? Nothing says it. Words Are there enough ways to say I’m sorry? Nothing says it. Words Are there enough ways to say I’m sorry? Nothing says it. Words 
aren’t big enough. I fucked up too big for words, I know that. There’s no aren’t big enough. I fucked up too big for words, I know that. There’s no aren’t big enough. I fucked up too big for words, I know that. There’s no aren’t big enough. I fucked up too big for words, I know that. There’s no 
reason for youreason for youreason for youreason for you to forgive me. I just wanted to explain. To say something.  to forgive me. I just wanted to explain. To say something.  to forgive me. I just wanted to explain. To say something.  to forgive me. I just wanted to explain. To say something. 
I think about how much you must hate me, and…shit, I can’t think about I think about how much you must hate me, and…shit, I can’t think about I think about how much you must hate me, and…shit, I can’t think about I think about how much you must hate me, and…shit, I can’t think about 
that, I can’t live in a world where you hate me that much. I don’t know that, I can’t live in a world where you hate me that much. I don’t know that, I can’t live in a world where you hate me that much. I don’t know that, I can’t live in a world where you hate me that much. I don’t know 
why I did it. It just happened, you know? We were allwhy I did it. It just happened, you know? We were allwhy I did it. It just happened, you know? We were allwhy I did it. It just happened, you know? We were all hanging out a lot,  hanging out a lot,  hanging out a lot,  hanging out a lot, 
and one night we went and hung out after class, and we all had too and one night we went and hung out after class, and we all had too and one night we went and hung out after class, and we all had too and one night we went and hung out after class, and we all had too 
much to drink, and he told me he wanted me and he kissed me, and I much to drink, and he told me he wanted me and he kissed me, and I much to drink, and he told me he wanted me and he kissed me, and I much to drink, and he told me he wanted me and he kissed me, and I 
just kissed him back. I should have hit him and told him to fuck off. I just kissed him back. I should have hit him and told him to fuck off. I just kissed him back. I should have hit him and told him to fuck off. I just kissed him back. I should have hit him and told him to fuck off. I 
should have told him I would nshould have told him I would nshould have told him I would nshould have told him I would never hurt you. But I kissed him, and I ever hurt you. But I kissed him, and I ever hurt you. But I kissed him, and I ever hurt you. But I kissed him, and I 
knew it would hurt you. I didn’t know what to do, and so I drank more. knew it would hurt you. I didn’t know what to do, and so I drank more. knew it would hurt you. I didn’t know what to do, and so I drank more. knew it would hurt you. I didn’t know what to do, and so I drank more. 
The drunker we got, the more he kissed me, and the more I felt like shit, The drunker we got, the more he kissed me, and the more I felt like shit, The drunker we got, the more he kissed me, and the more I felt like shit, The drunker we got, the more he kissed me, and the more I felt like shit, 
so the more I drank. At the end of the night, he took me by the hand so the more I drank. At the end of the night, he took me by the hand so the more I drank. At the end of the night, he took me by the hand so the more I drank. At the end of the night, he took me by the hand 
andandandand…he fucked me there in the men’s bathroom. My pants leg was wet …he fucked me there in the men’s bathroom. My pants leg was wet …he fucked me there in the men’s bathroom. My pants leg was wet …he fucked me there in the men’s bathroom. My pants leg was wet 
from landing in the toilet when he pulled them off and they smelled like from landing in the toilet when he pulled them off and they smelled like from landing in the toilet when he pulled them off and they smelled like from landing in the toilet when he pulled them off and they smelled like 
shit, and there were come stains on my panties, and I couldn’t look at shit, and there were come stains on my panties, and I couldn’t look at shit, and there were come stains on my panties, and I couldn’t look at shit, and there were come stains on my panties, and I couldn’t look at 
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myself in the mirror. I was so freaked out and cmyself in the mirror. I was so freaked out and cmyself in the mirror. I was so freaked out and cmyself in the mirror. I was so freaked out and crying that they had to rying that they had to rying that they had to rying that they had to 
drag me out of there, and April took me home. She gave me something drag me out of there, and April took me home. She gave me something drag me out of there, and April took me home. She gave me something drag me out of there, and April took me home. She gave me something 
to wear and threw away those clothes, and every time I thought about to wear and threw away those clothes, and every time I thought about to wear and threw away those clothes, and every time I thought about to wear and threw away those clothes, and every time I thought about 
him inside me, not even using a condom, April had to rush me to the him inside me, not even using a condom, April had to rush me to the him inside me, not even using a condom, April had to rush me to the him inside me, not even using a condom, April had to rush me to the 
bathroom to throw up. She mabathroom to throw up. She mabathroom to throw up. She mabathroom to throw up. She made me promise I wouldn’t do it again. de me promise I wouldn’t do it again. de me promise I wouldn’t do it again. de me promise I wouldn’t do it again.     

I didn’t know what to do. When you saw me and asked if something I didn’t know what to do. When you saw me and asked if something I didn’t know what to do. When you saw me and asked if something I didn’t know what to do. When you saw me and asked if something 
was wrong, I couldn’t tell you, I couldn’t stand to see that look in your was wrong, I couldn’t tell you, I couldn’t stand to see that look in your was wrong, I couldn’t tell you, I couldn’t stand to see that look in your was wrong, I couldn’t tell you, I couldn’t stand to see that look in your 
eyes, so I told you I was sick. You took such good care of me, made me eyes, so I told you I was sick. You took such good care of me, made me eyes, so I told you I was sick. You took such good care of me, made me eyes, so I told you I was sick. You took such good care of me, made me 
soup ansoup ansoup ansoup and tea, cradled me in a blanket…I couldn’t do it. But Dave d tea, cradled me in a blanket…I couldn’t do it. But Dave d tea, cradled me in a blanket…I couldn’t do it. But Dave d tea, cradled me in a blanket…I couldn’t do it. But Dave 
thought it would be a regular thing. The next time we were really drunk, thought it would be a regular thing. The next time we were really drunk, thought it would be a regular thing. The next time we were really drunk, thought it would be a regular thing. The next time we were really drunk, 
he dropped everyone else off first, and then we went to his house, and it he dropped everyone else off first, and then we went to his house, and it he dropped everyone else off first, and then we went to his house, and it he dropped everyone else off first, and then we went to his house, and it 
happened again. I figured…that’s what I was. The kihappened again. I figured…that’s what I was. The kihappened again. I figured…that’s what I was. The kihappened again. I figured…that’s what I was. The kind of person I was. nd of person I was. nd of person I was. nd of person I was. 
I couldn’t stop myself. I tried to make myself hate you so I wouldn’t feel I couldn’t stop myself. I tried to make myself hate you so I wouldn’t feel I couldn’t stop myself. I tried to make myself hate you so I wouldn’t feel I couldn’t stop myself. I tried to make myself hate you so I wouldn’t feel 
so bad, so I wouldn’t hate myself so much, tried to tell myself it was so bad, so I wouldn’t hate myself so much, tried to tell myself it was so bad, so I wouldn’t hate myself so much, tried to tell myself it was so bad, so I wouldn’t hate myself so much, tried to tell myself it was 
something it wasn’t. I hoped you would dump me and never find out. I something it wasn’t. I hoped you would dump me and never find out. I something it wasn’t. I hoped you would dump me and never find out. I something it wasn’t. I hoped you would dump me and never find out. I 
tried to push you awatried to push you awatried to push you awatried to push you away more. But you wouldn’t go. You were so blind by y more. But you wouldn’t go. You were so blind by y more. But you wouldn’t go. You were so blind by y more. But you wouldn’t go. You were so blind by 
love that you knew something was wrong, and it made you want to try love that you knew something was wrong, and it made you want to try love that you knew something was wrong, and it made you want to try love that you knew something was wrong, and it made you want to try 
even harder. And then you found out anyway. How could I explain then? even harder. And then you found out anyway. How could I explain then? even harder. And then you found out anyway. How could I explain then? even harder. And then you found out anyway. How could I explain then? 
It was falling apart so fast, and I saw the look in your eyes, and iIt was falling apart so fast, and I saw the look in your eyes, and iIt was falling apart so fast, and I saw the look in your eyes, and iIt was falling apart so fast, and I saw the look in your eyes, and it was t was t was t was 
worse than I thought it would be. You left. Dave told me it was just worse than I thought it would be. You left. Dave told me it was just worse than I thought it would be. You left. Dave told me it was just worse than I thought it would be. You left. Dave told me it was just 
fucking and I wasn’t worth it, and the others said they fucking and I wasn’t worth it, and the others said they fucking and I wasn’t worth it, and the others said they fucking and I wasn’t worth it, and the others said they toldtoldtoldtold me it would  me it would  me it would  me it would 
be bad and they didn’t want the trouble, and you were gone. be bad and they didn’t want the trouble, and you were gone. be bad and they didn’t want the trouble, and you were gone. be bad and they didn’t want the trouble, and you were gone.     

This place is empty now. You didn’t take anythiThis place is empty now. You didn’t take anythiThis place is empty now. You didn’t take anythiThis place is empty now. You didn’t take anything but your clothes ng but your clothes ng but your clothes ng but your clothes 
and your computer, but you’re gone. It isn’t home. I wish there was and your computer, but you’re gone. It isn’t home. I wish there was and your computer, but you’re gone. It isn’t home. I wish there was and your computer, but you’re gone. It isn’t home. I wish there was 
something I could say to make you come back. I love you. I love you so something I could say to make you come back. I love you. I love you so something I could say to make you come back. I love you. I love you so something I could say to make you come back. I love you. I love you so 
much it makes me want to die inside when I think that you won’t come much it makes me want to die inside when I think that you won’t come much it makes me want to die inside when I think that you won’t come much it makes me want to die inside when I think that you won’t come 
back. I want you to know thaback. I want you to know thaback. I want you to know thaback. I want you to know that it wasn’t your fault, and I was sorrier t it wasn’t your fault, and I was sorrier t it wasn’t your fault, and I was sorrier t it wasn’t your fault, and I was sorrier 
than I can ever tell you, and that I love you, I will always love you. than I can ever tell you, and that I love you, I will always love you. than I can ever tell you, and that I love you, I will always love you. than I can ever tell you, and that I love you, I will always love you. 
Please come home? I promise it’ll never happen again and I’ll spend the Please come home? I promise it’ll never happen again and I’ll spend the Please come home? I promise it’ll never happen again and I’ll spend the Please come home? I promise it’ll never happen again and I’ll spend the 
rest of my life doing whatever it takes to make it up to you. Please tarest of my life doing whatever it takes to make it up to you. Please tarest of my life doing whatever it takes to make it up to you. Please tarest of my life doing whatever it takes to make it up to you. Please talk lk lk lk 
to me. to me. to me. to me.     

    
I’ll love you always, I’ll love you always, I’ll love you always, I’ll love you always,     
CataniaCataniaCataniaCatania    
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Kurt set the letter down, feeling dizzy. Unsure of what to do with it, he 
stared at the letter sitting on the top of his desk. Finally, he put it in its envelope, 
and set it in his briefcase. He went to the break room to get tea, and then pushed 
the letter out of his mind and set to the work ahead of him. When he was done 
with the office for the day he went home, left the letter at his desk, and decided to 
ignore it. No matter what her excuse is, he thought, she should of known better. 
How many times can one girl accidentally have sex with someone? He was 
certain she would call again after the letter, but she didn’t, and he wondered if he 
had won.  

Around the house, Monica was a little different. She looked at him longer, 
and there was always a new pause whenever she asked him how he was doing. 
They had a lot more sex than normal, too. Kurt wondered if she was trying to 
prove something, to make more obvious her place in his life. He gave her 
constant assurances, tried to make her less afraid. His own paranoid fear of the 
girl distracted him so much, he didn’t realize how much Monica must fear her 
arrival, since the last time someone called with news on Catania, Kurt 
disappeared and broke her heart. Monica’s own pain became apparent when Kurt 
was commenting on a cat that had been coming around, eating the leaves of the 
flowers Kurt had outside. A plate crashed to the floor, and when he turned he saw 
Monica looking as shocked as though someone had just punched her in the face. 
What she thought she had heard was that Cat had been coming around. They sat 
on the floor of the kitchen, Kurt rocking her gently back and forth, reminding her 
that he loved her, that they had built so much together, and Catania had nothing 
to do with their lives now. 

It would have been easier to make a point about Catania not being a part of 
their lives if Catania herself has been informed of that fact. The following week, 
another letter was waiting for him at the office. Kurt’s stomach sank before he 
even opened it. There was another note fastened to the top of a series of pages 
torn from a spiral notebook. ‘I was hoping to have heard from you. Maybe this 
will help explain? I could do better in my words now, but…we’ll get there. Call 
me this time.’ It was signed with another C, her phone number re-written. He 
took a deep breath, and started reading: 

 
Kurtis,Kurtis,Kurtis,Kurtis,    

Another letter I’ll probably never send to you. I broke down and Another letter I’ll probably never send to you. I broke down and Another letter I’ll probably never send to you. I broke down and Another letter I’ll probably never send to you. I broke down and 
called Heather the other day. She said you don’t live with her anymore, called Heather the other day. She said you don’t live with her anymore, called Heather the other day. She said you don’t live with her anymore, called Heather the other day. She said you don’t live with her anymore, 
so I dso I dso I dso I don’t even know where to send this. I could type it, I guess. I could on’t even know where to send this. I could type it, I guess. I could on’t even know where to send this. I could type it, I guess. I could on’t even know where to send this. I could type it, I guess. I could 
eeee----mail it to you. Is your email it to you. Is your email it to you. Is your email it to you. Is your e----mail address the same, or did you change mail address the same, or did you change mail address the same, or did you change mail address the same, or did you change 
that? Did you change your number? I’m not brave enough to dial it. I that? Did you change your number? I’m not brave enough to dial it. I that? Did you change your number? I’m not brave enough to dial it. I that? Did you change your number? I’m not brave enough to dial it. I 
know I’ll hear your voice, hear the hatred and diknow I’ll hear your voice, hear the hatred and diknow I’ll hear your voice, hear the hatred and diknow I’ll hear your voice, hear the hatred and disgust, and I’m not ready sgust, and I’m not ready sgust, and I’m not ready sgust, and I’m not ready 
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for that yet. I don’t think I’ll ever be ready. I keep waiting for it to stop for that yet. I don’t think I’ll ever be ready. I keep waiting for it to stop for that yet. I don’t think I’ll ever be ready. I keep waiting for it to stop for that yet. I don’t think I’ll ever be ready. I keep waiting for it to stop 
hurting or to stop loving you or something. I don’t think that will ever hurting or to stop loving you or something. I don’t think that will ever hurting or to stop loving you or something. I don’t think that will ever hurting or to stop loving you or something. I don’t think that will ever 
happen, either. It still hurts so fucking much, Kurtis. I still love you so happen, either. It still hurts so fucking much, Kurtis. I still love you so happen, either. It still hurts so fucking much, Kurtis. I still love you so happen, either. It still hurts so fucking much, Kurtis. I still love you so 
muchmuchmuchmuch. I still miss you so much. I still haven’t forgiven myself for what I . I still miss you so much. I still haven’t forgiven myself for what I . I still miss you so much. I still haven’t forgiven myself for what I . I still miss you so much. I still haven’t forgiven myself for what I 
did to you. did to you. did to you. did to you.     

For a long time, I stayed in that apartment. I thought maybe if I For a long time, I stayed in that apartment. I thought maybe if I For a long time, I stayed in that apartment. I thought maybe if I For a long time, I stayed in that apartment. I thought maybe if I 
stayed there, if I waited for you, some day maybe you’d come back. stayed there, if I waited for you, some day maybe you’d come back. stayed there, if I waited for you, some day maybe you’d come back. stayed there, if I waited for you, some day maybe you’d come back. 
Even if you just came back to yell at mEven if you just came back to yell at mEven if you just came back to yell at mEven if you just came back to yell at me more…you’d be there. If you e more…you’d be there. If you e more…you’d be there. If you e more…you’d be there. If you 
came back to beat the shit out of me, I couldn’t blame you. At least I’d came back to beat the shit out of me, I couldn’t blame you. At least I’d came back to beat the shit out of me, I couldn’t blame you. At least I’d came back to beat the shit out of me, I couldn’t blame you. At least I’d 
know you still cared enough to hate me. Or felt sorry for me enough, know you still cared enough to hate me. Or felt sorry for me enough, know you still cared enough to hate me. Or felt sorry for me enough, know you still cared enough to hate me. Or felt sorry for me enough, 
maybe, to come shoot me in the head when I sleep, so I didn’t have to maybe, to come shoot me in the head when I sleep, so I didn’t have to maybe, to come shoot me in the head when I sleep, so I didn’t have to maybe, to come shoot me in the head when I sleep, so I didn’t have to 
hurt so much ahurt so much ahurt so much ahurt so much anymore. Maybe I was wrong and praying works and you nymore. Maybe I was wrong and praying works and you nymore. Maybe I was wrong and praying works and you nymore. Maybe I was wrong and praying works and you 
saw in a dream how I feel about you, and would come running back here saw in a dream how I feel about you, and would come running back here saw in a dream how I feel about you, and would come running back here saw in a dream how I feel about you, and would come running back here 
and hold me again and everything would be okay. I know, it’s pretty and hold me again and everything would be okay. I know, it’s pretty and hold me again and everything would be okay. I know, it’s pretty and hold me again and everything would be okay. I know, it’s pretty 
fucked up, right? That’s what I think about most anymore, differenfucked up, right? That’s what I think about most anymore, differenfucked up, right? That’s what I think about most anymore, differenfucked up, right? That’s what I think about most anymore, different t t t 
ways I’d see you. Anyway, I couldn’t stay there. Erika signed a lease ways I’d see you. Anyway, I couldn’t stay there. Erika signed a lease ways I’d see you. Anyway, I couldn’t stay there. Erika signed a lease ways I’d see you. Anyway, I couldn’t stay there. Erika signed a lease 
with some friends, and I couldn’t afford it. I got another job, and an with some friends, and I couldn’t afford it. I got another job, and an with some friends, and I couldn’t afford it. I got another job, and an with some friends, and I couldn’t afford it. I got another job, and an 
apartment. It’s not as nice as the one I had before. I don’t have a view apartment. It’s not as nice as the one I had before. I don’t have a view apartment. It’s not as nice as the one I had before. I don’t have a view apartment. It’s not as nice as the one I had before. I don’t have a view 
of much, and the neighbors are all kindaof much, and the neighbors are all kindaof much, and the neighbors are all kindaof much, and the neighbors are all kinda loud and everything. Jack  loud and everything. Jack  loud and everything. Jack  loud and everything. Jack 
doesn’t like it either. He misses you, too, I think. He’s lost energy since doesn’t like it either. He misses you, too, I think. He’s lost energy since doesn’t like it either. He misses you, too, I think. He’s lost energy since doesn’t like it either. He misses you, too, I think. He’s lost energy since 
you went away. You took him walking a lot. That was just you being you, you went away. You took him walking a lot. That was just you being you, you went away. You took him walking a lot. That was just you being you, you went away. You took him walking a lot. That was just you being you, 
though. Making everyone happy, taking care of everyone. I never knew though. Making everyone happy, taking care of everyone. I never knew though. Making everyone happy, taking care of everyone. I never knew though. Making everyone happy, taking care of everyone. I never knew 
men like youmen like youmen like youmen like you existed, growing up. And I finally find one, and here I am,  existed, growing up. And I finally find one, and here I am,  existed, growing up. And I finally find one, and here I am,  existed, growing up. And I finally find one, and here I am, 
such a fucked up bitch I lost you twice. Twice. I hurt you so bad and such a fucked up bitch I lost you twice. Twice. I hurt you so bad and such a fucked up bitch I lost you twice. Twice. I hurt you so bad and such a fucked up bitch I lost you twice. Twice. I hurt you so bad and 
then you came back when I needed you and treated me so good, and then you came back when I needed you and treated me so good, and then you came back when I needed you and treated me so good, and then you came back when I needed you and treated me so good, and 
then I found a way to hurt you even more. I bet you regret tthen I found a way to hurt you even more. I bet you regret tthen I found a way to hurt you even more. I bet you regret tthen I found a way to hurt you even more. I bet you regret the day you he day you he day you he day you 
met me, huh? I’m probably just this story you tell now to whatever girl met me, huh? I’m probably just this story you tell now to whatever girl met me, huh? I’m probably just this story you tell now to whatever girl met me, huh? I’m probably just this story you tell now to whatever girl 
you found who treats you right. I hope she treats you right. I hope you you found who treats you right. I hope she treats you right. I hope you you found who treats you right. I hope she treats you right. I hope you you found who treats you right. I hope she treats you right. I hope you 
found someone better than me. And she’ll take care of you, too, and found someone better than me. And she’ll take care of you, too, and found someone better than me. And she’ll take care of you, too, and found someone better than me. And she’ll take care of you, too, and 
make make make make youyouyouyou happy. You deserve to be happy. You deserve to be happy. You deserve to be happy. You deserve to be happy, more than anyone I’ve ever  happy, more than anyone I’ve ever  happy, more than anyone I’ve ever  happy, more than anyone I’ve ever 
known. known. known. known.     

So now I have another letter I don’t know where to send, and I live So now I have another letter I don’t know where to send, and I live So now I have another letter I don’t know where to send, and I live So now I have another letter I don’t know where to send, and I live 
somewhere where you couldn’t find me if you tried. Not that you’d try. I somewhere where you couldn’t find me if you tried. Not that you’d try. I somewhere where you couldn’t find me if you tried. Not that you’d try. I somewhere where you couldn’t find me if you tried. Not that you’d try. I 
keep trying to find a way to tell you how sorry I am. Maybe when I find keep trying to find a way to tell you how sorry I am. Maybe when I find keep trying to find a way to tell you how sorry I am. Maybe when I find keep trying to find a way to tell you how sorry I am. Maybe when I find 
that one, I’ll call you. And then you’ll understand how bad I feel, how that one, I’ll call you. And then you’ll understand how bad I feel, how that one, I’ll call you. And then you’ll understand how bad I feel, how that one, I’ll call you. And then you’ll understand how bad I feel, how 
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much I fucked up, how much I still love you. And I much I fucked up, how much I still love you. And I much I fucked up, how much I still love you. And I much I fucked up, how much I still love you. And I dodododo still love you. I  still love you. I  still love you. I  still love you. I 
would give anything in the entire world just to have you back. Even if it would give anything in the entire world just to have you back. Even if it would give anything in the entire world just to have you back. Even if it would give anything in the entire world just to have you back. Even if it 
meant dying, I’d do it. I’d rather spemeant dying, I’d do it. I’d rather spemeant dying, I’d do it. I’d rather spemeant dying, I’d do it. I’d rather spend one more year with you like we nd one more year with you like we nd one more year with you like we nd one more year with you like we 
were when things were good than live to be a hundred and feel like this were when things were good than live to be a hundred and feel like this were when things were good than live to be a hundred and feel like this were when things were good than live to be a hundred and feel like this 
every day. I’d make that trade in a second. Because every day would be every day. I’d make that trade in a second. Because every day would be every day. I’d make that trade in a second. Because every day would be every day. I’d make that trade in a second. Because every day would be 
beautiful. Like it was when I was in Seattle. Is that where you are now? beautiful. Like it was when I was in Seattle. Is that where you are now? beautiful. Like it was when I was in Seattle. Is that where you are now? beautiful. Like it was when I was in Seattle. Is that where you are now? 
HeatheHeatheHeatheHeather wouldn’t tell me where you went. Maybe you moved somewhere r wouldn’t tell me where you went. Maybe you moved somewhere r wouldn’t tell me where you went. Maybe you moved somewhere r wouldn’t tell me where you went. Maybe you moved somewhere 
far away to start over and be someone else. Wouldn’t it be amazing if I far away to start over and be someone else. Wouldn’t it be amazing if I far away to start over and be someone else. Wouldn’t it be amazing if I far away to start over and be someone else. Wouldn’t it be amazing if I 
had done things right? If we were still together in Seattle, and I had had done things right? If we were still together in Seattle, and I had had done things right? If we were still together in Seattle, and I had had done things right? If we were still together in Seattle, and I had 
never come back here and fucked the wrong guy and lonever come back here and fucked the wrong guy and lonever come back here and fucked the wrong guy and lonever come back here and fucked the wrong guy and lost you? That’s st you? That’s st you? That’s st you? That’s 
just me though. Always fucking the wrong guy, hurting the one I really just me though. Always fucking the wrong guy, hurting the one I really just me though. Always fucking the wrong guy, hurting the one I really just me though. Always fucking the wrong guy, hurting the one I really 
love. I miss you, Kurtis. I think about you every day, and since you’ll love. I miss you, Kurtis. I think about you every day, and since you’ll love. I miss you, Kurtis. I think about you every day, and since you’ll love. I miss you, Kurtis. I think about you every day, and since you’ll 
never read this letter, I won’t ask you to write me or call me (not that never read this letter, I won’t ask you to write me or call me (not that never read this letter, I won’t ask you to write me or call me (not that never read this letter, I won’t ask you to write me or call me (not that 
you would anyway), but I you would anyway), but I you would anyway), but I you would anyway), but I will keep praying. Just in case I’m wrong. I’ll will keep praying. Just in case I’m wrong. I’ll will keep praying. Just in case I’m wrong. I’ll will keep praying. Just in case I’m wrong. I’ll 
try anything, if it means I can see you again. try anything, if it means I can see you again. try anything, if it means I can see you again. try anything, if it means I can see you again.     

    
Loving you more than life itself,Loving you more than life itself,Loving you more than life itself,Loving you more than life itself,    
CataniaCataniaCataniaCatania    

 
He dropped the paper, and wrapped his hands together to keep them from 

shaking. His mind was flashing with memories, all the times he had spent with 
Catania, all the pain. Having to pick his life up and put it back together twice 
because of one girl. The feeling when he saw her laying in that hospital bed, and 
she kissed him goodnight. The way his dreams fell apart when he read her letter. 
The way she smiled when he looked up in the airport to see her standing in front 
of him. He put the letter in his briefcase and went home instead, and made t-
shirts in the back bedroom, struggling for the rest of the day with memories. The 
sound of the door shutting was a relief, and his arms wrapped around Monica’s 
waist, holding tight to her, just as he was holding tight to the good she brought 
him. She was the one who picked up the pieces when everything went wrong. 
They didn’t get further than the couch before they lost their clothes, Much later 
that evening, while they were laying in bed trying to decide if they should go 
back downstairs for the dinner they never bothered to make, or stay right where 
they were, an uneasiness crept across Monica’s face. Her eyes told Kurt that she 
was full to bursting with questions, but she denied it, and wouldn’t say anything. 
Acting as the final decision, she got more comfortable in bed, holding onto Kurt 
tightly and fell asleep.  
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As the sun rose, Kurt’s confusion had lifted. The old letter joined the new 
at his desk, and he went downstairs to make breakfast before Monica woke up. 
While most of his confusion was gone, the worried look on her face remained. 
However many times he asked her about it, she still told him it was nothing. At 
the office, he got done everything he had intended to the day before, and then he 
went home. That night he made Monica’s favorite stuffed chicken and garlic 
bread, hoping to cheer her up. She smiled, and they laughed, but there was still a 
veil of concern that simply couldn’t be lifted. She wouldn’t come close to talking 
about it, but she led him upstairs early to thank him for the dinner. In the 
morning, she wasn’t in bed when he woke up. The house was silent; she wasn’t 
in the bathroom or the closet. When he left the bedroom to go downstairs, he saw 
her through the door of his office, sitting in his desk chair, crying. He ran in to 
her. 

“Honey, Monica, what’s wrong?” Before she could answer, he could see 
Catania’s letters sitting on his desk. “You read those?” She nodded her head, 
tried to stop crying long enough to answer, and failed. Kurt opened his arms and 
she fell into them, he sat on the floor, holding her on his lap. 

“I’m sorry.” She whispered the words between sobs.  
“Don’t be sorry. You don’t ever have to apologize to me, you’ve never 

been anything but an angel.” 
“I…I was looking for a pen…I thought…for your comic…you could sell 

boxer shorts, right? Because J.J. is in jail and…and…Tony is always playing 
jokes, you could make boxers that ha-had…like a target on the ass? Or said 
come…and get it or something? Have them in the comic, and then sell…sell 
versions…” She started crying harder, and Kurt squeezed her tighter, rubbing her 
back with one hand. 

“Shh. That was a great idea, Mon. Paul is going to be so jealous.” 
“Buh…but I never snoop. You have to knuh-know I never look through 

your stuff. I wanted paper and a pen…I didn’t want to wake you yet…and I saw 
those, and I saw her name…” 

“It’s okay, beautiful. I wasn’t hiding them from you, you didn’t do 
anything wrong. I didn’t tell you about the letters because I knew you were upset 
already. I was going to tell you when you stopped worrying about her.” 

“She’s not going to go away!” 
“She is. She’ll do like you said. She’ll find someone else and forget about 

me, or she’ll give up and go home. She’s mailing those to the office, and she 
doesn’t even really know I work there anymore. It’s just because the last time she 
called I told her I wasn’t going to talk to her, and I liked my life with you too 
much to even need her apology, and then I hung up on her. She’s grasping at 
straws. Don’t let it bother you.” Monica’s sobbing slowed to a stop, and with a 
snuffle, she pulled her head from Kurt’s shoulder.  
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“Have you called?” 
“Of course not.” 
“You hung up on her?” 
“I don’t like pushy salespeople.” Monica smiled quickly, fading as her 

brow creased with worry again. 
“I’m just so scared something will happen. She took you away from me 

once, and I had to pretend it didn’t hurt and that I was happy because you were 
happy, but I hated her and wanted you back. Now with everything we have…I 
don’t want to lose you. I couldn’t take it if she somehow won you back. I know 
how much she meant to you, and it would kill me to watch that.  

“I love you, Monica. You know I love you. You’re not going to lose me.” 
“Promise?” 
“Yeah. Now, you have to tell me when you came up with the boxers gag.” 

Monica smiled wider this time. She told him about how the idea came to her 
while she was laying in bed that morning, based on some of the strips he told her 
were going to be going on the site that week.  He told the receptionist at the 
office not to give him any more of those letters if they came.  

As fate would have it, he didn’t need to tell her to block the letters at all. 
The next one to arrive, just over two weeks after the last one, came directly to the 
house while Kurt was working on a comic. All the rest of the mail fell to the floor 
as he stared at the envelope in shock. The office was one thing; she could have 
called because she remembered him working there, and asked to be transferred. 
They would have told her the address once she’d confirmed that he worked there. 
But his home was something else. He opened the letter, and before he even 
looked at the note, he tore the envelope up and threw it away. Seeing their 
address written on one of those things would most certainly not make Monica 
happy.  

The note said ‘Either your secretary doesn’t give you your mail or you’re 
being stubborn. I’m running out of notes to send you, I’ll have to think of 
something new. I’m not going to hurt you, I promise. Just call so we can talk.’ 
Her phone number was there again. He sat on the couch, and read: 
 

Kurtis,Kurtis,Kurtis,Kurtis,    
If you were ever reading this, you’d say “Won’t this bitch ever getIf you were ever reading this, you’d say “Won’t this bitch ever getIf you were ever reading this, you’d say “Won’t this bitch ever getIf you were ever reading this, you’d say “Won’t this bitch ever get the  the  the  the 

point to stop fucking writing me?” Well, the answer is no. I’ll never point to stop fucking writing me?” Well, the answer is no. I’ll never point to stop fucking writing me?” Well, the answer is no. I’ll never point to stop fucking writing me?” Well, the answer is no. I’ll never 
understand that. I know you probably still hate me as much as ever, if understand that. I know you probably still hate me as much as ever, if understand that. I know you probably still hate me as much as ever, if understand that. I know you probably still hate me as much as ever, if 
you even still think about me. Do you even remember me? Are you so you even still think about me. Do you even remember me? Are you so you even still think about me. Do you even remember me? Are you so you even still think about me. Do you even remember me? Are you so 
happy now with someone who really appreciathappy now with someone who really appreciathappy now with someone who really appreciathappy now with someone who really appreciates you that you’ve completely es you that you’ve completely es you that you’ve completely es you that you’ve completely 
forgotten about that dumb chick in Arizona who fucked you over so bad? forgotten about that dumb chick in Arizona who fucked you over so bad? forgotten about that dumb chick in Arizona who fucked you over so bad? forgotten about that dumb chick in Arizona who fucked you over so bad? 
I suppose I should be thankful if you have. At least then you could forget I suppose I should be thankful if you have. At least then you could forget I suppose I should be thankful if you have. At least then you could forget I suppose I should be thankful if you have. At least then you could forget 
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about what I did. I still have nightmares about it. I have dreams of that about what I did. I still have nightmares about it. I have dreams of that about what I did. I still have nightmares about it. I have dreams of that about what I did. I still have nightmares about it. I have dreams of that 
horribhorribhorribhorrible moment when you walked in to find me naked with that asshole le moment when you walked in to find me naked with that asshole le moment when you walked in to find me naked with that asshole le moment when you walked in to find me naked with that asshole 
and I have to watch your heart break all over again, and then you leave and I have to watch your heart break all over again, and then you leave and I have to watch your heart break all over again, and then you leave and I have to watch your heart break all over again, and then you leave 
forever, or as forever as you can leave from a dream. Especially from one forever, or as forever as you can leave from a dream. Especially from one forever, or as forever as you can leave from a dream. Especially from one forever, or as forever as you can leave from a dream. Especially from one 
I have a lot. Sometimes I dream about us happyI have a lot. Sometimes I dream about us happyI have a lot. Sometimes I dream about us happyI have a lot. Sometimes I dream about us happy again, but even then, I  again, but even then, I  again, but even then, I  again, but even then, I 
always do something to hurt you. I’ll hit you or yell at you for no reason always do something to hurt you. I’ll hit you or yell at you for no reason always do something to hurt you. I’ll hit you or yell at you for no reason always do something to hurt you. I’ll hit you or yell at you for no reason 
or stab you. There’s one version of the dream where we’re out to eat or stab you. There’s one version of the dream where we’re out to eat or stab you. There’s one version of the dream where we’re out to eat or stab you. There’s one version of the dream where we’re out to eat 
somewhere really fancy, like you only really see in movies, because who somewhere really fancy, like you only really see in movies, because who somewhere really fancy, like you only really see in movies, because who somewhere really fancy, like you only really see in movies, because who 
can afford to ecan afford to ecan afford to ecan afford to eat there really, and you’re telling me you love me and you at there really, and you’re telling me you love me and you at there really, and you’re telling me you love me and you at there really, and you’re telling me you love me and you 
want to be with me forever, and while you’re still talking to me I start want to be with me forever, and while you’re still talking to me I start want to be with me forever, and while you’re still talking to me I start want to be with me forever, and while you’re still talking to me I start 
going down on the waiter, right in front of you, and then another one going down on the waiter, right in front of you, and then another one going down on the waiter, right in front of you, and then another one going down on the waiter, right in front of you, and then another one 
comes up and starts fucking me. And you just sit therecomes up and starts fucking me. And you just sit therecomes up and starts fucking me. And you just sit therecomes up and starts fucking me. And you just sit there, watching me, , watching me, , watching me, , watching me, 
asking me why, and I can see you dying inside, and I’m crying and asking me why, and I can see you dying inside, and I’m crying and asking me why, and I can see you dying inside, and I’m crying and asking me why, and I can see you dying inside, and I’m crying and 
trying to tell you I love you only I can’t talk because I can’t stop. And trying to tell you I love you only I can’t talk because I can’t stop. And trying to tell you I love you only I can’t talk because I can’t stop. And trying to tell you I love you only I can’t talk because I can’t stop. And 
then I wake up crying, and hate myself so much I can’t stand it. I then I wake up crying, and hate myself so much I can’t stand it. I then I wake up crying, and hate myself so much I can’t stand it. I then I wake up crying, and hate myself so much I can’t stand it. I 
would be really embarrassed to telwould be really embarrassed to telwould be really embarrassed to telwould be really embarrassed to tell you that if I ever thought you would l you that if I ever thought you would l you that if I ever thought you would l you that if I ever thought you would 
read this. Even in my dreams I can’t stop fucking the wrong people. read this. Even in my dreams I can’t stop fucking the wrong people. read this. Even in my dreams I can’t stop fucking the wrong people. read this. Even in my dreams I can’t stop fucking the wrong people. 
Maybe you were right, maybe I am just a whore. You were right about Maybe you were right, maybe I am just a whore. You were right about Maybe you were right, maybe I am just a whore. You were right about Maybe you were right, maybe I am just a whore. You were right about 
everything else. everything else. everything else. everything else.     

I may as well tell you, since we’re talking about me being a whI may as well tell you, since we’re talking about me being a whI may as well tell you, since we’re talking about me being a whI may as well tell you, since we’re talking about me being a whore ore ore ore 
and all. I had sex with someone else. I can see that look in your eyes and and all. I had sex with someone else. I can see that look in your eyes and and all. I had sex with someone else. I can see that look in your eyes and and all. I had sex with someone else. I can see that look in your eyes and 
it makes me want throw up. Everyone kept telling me that if I started it makes me want throw up. Everyone kept telling me that if I started it makes me want throw up. Everyone kept telling me that if I started it makes me want throw up. Everyone kept telling me that if I started 
dating again, maybe I could let you go. That I would start to forget you, dating again, maybe I could let you go. That I would start to forget you, dating again, maybe I could let you go. That I would start to forget you, dating again, maybe I could let you go. That I would start to forget you, 
forget what I did, get over it alforget what I did, get over it alforget what I did, get over it alforget what I did, get over it all. And I never knew it could hurt this l. And I never knew it could hurt this l. And I never knew it could hurt this l. And I never knew it could hurt this 
much to love someone, so I thought maybe it would work. I went on a much to love someone, so I thought maybe it would work. I went on a much to love someone, so I thought maybe it would work. I went on a much to love someone, so I thought maybe it would work. I went on a 
few dates, but I didn’t like the guys, and complained to Erika that it few dates, but I didn’t like the guys, and complained to Erika that it few dates, but I didn’t like the guys, and complained to Erika that it few dates, but I didn’t like the guys, and complained to Erika that it 
wasn’t working. She told me I wasn’t wasn’t working. She told me I wasn’t wasn’t working. She told me I wasn’t wasn’t working. She told me I wasn’t reallyreallyreallyreally trying, and maybe I wasn’t  trying, and maybe I wasn’t  trying, and maybe I wasn’t  trying, and maybe I wasn’t 
becausebecausebecausebecause I didn’t really  I didn’t really  I didn’t really  I didn’t really wantwantwantwant to be with them anyway, I wanted to be on  to be with them anyway, I wanted to be on  to be with them anyway, I wanted to be on  to be with them anyway, I wanted to be on 
a date with a date with a date with a date with youyouyouyou. But you’re not here, so I promised her I would try. I . But you’re not here, so I promised her I would try. I . But you’re not here, so I promised her I would try. I . But you’re not here, so I promised her I would try. I 
went on a few dates with this guy, and he wasn’t awful. He made me went on a few dates with this guy, and he wasn’t awful. He made me went on a few dates with this guy, and he wasn’t awful. He made me went on a few dates with this guy, and he wasn’t awful. He made me 
laugh sometimes, and he didn’t make me feel bad. So I laugh sometimes, and he didn’t make me feel bad. So I laugh sometimes, and he didn’t make me feel bad. So I laugh sometimes, and he didn’t make me feel bad. So I thought I would thought I would thought I would thought I would 
give him a chance, maybe if I told myself I liked him, I would. He give him a chance, maybe if I told myself I liked him, I would. He give him a chance, maybe if I told myself I liked him, I would. He give him a chance, maybe if I told myself I liked him, I would. He 
asked me back to his house, and I said yes, because I was trying to do asked me back to his house, and I said yes, because I was trying to do asked me back to his house, and I said yes, because I was trying to do asked me back to his house, and I said yes, because I was trying to do 
this thing, and then we started fooling around, and I was going to go, this thing, and then we started fooling around, and I was going to go, this thing, and then we started fooling around, and I was going to go, this thing, and then we started fooling around, and I was going to go, 
but, well, if I was normally gobut, well, if I was normally gobut, well, if I was normally gobut, well, if I was normally going on that many dates with a guy, we’d ing on that many dates with a guy, we’d ing on that many dates with a guy, we’d ing on that many dates with a guy, we’d 
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have had sex. If I was ever going to really like him, we’d fuck sooner or have had sex. If I was ever going to really like him, we’d fuck sooner or have had sex. If I was ever going to really like him, we’d fuck sooner or have had sex. If I was ever going to really like him, we’d fuck sooner or 
later, right? Only it never felt right. Even when he lasted long enough for later, right? Only it never felt right. Even when he lasted long enough for later, right? Only it never felt right. Even when he lasted long enough for later, right? Only it never felt right. Even when he lasted long enough for 
me to get off, it didn’t feel me to get off, it didn’t feel me to get off, it didn’t feel me to get off, it didn’t feel rightrightrightright. Does that make sense? Erika s. Does that make sense? Erika s. Does that make sense? Erika s. Does that make sense? Erika said it aid it aid it aid it 
didn’t, and I should try again, so I met another guy who was kinda nice. didn’t, and I should try again, so I met another guy who was kinda nice. didn’t, and I should try again, so I met another guy who was kinda nice. didn’t, and I should try again, so I met another guy who was kinda nice. 
It never worked with anyone I met, and it never made me stop loving It never worked with anyone I met, and it never made me stop loving It never worked with anyone I met, and it never made me stop loving It never worked with anyone I met, and it never made me stop loving 
you or missing you like everyone said. It just made me feel even more like you or missing you like everyone said. It just made me feel even more like you or missing you like everyone said. It just made me feel even more like you or missing you like everyone said. It just made me feel even more like 
shit. Because here I was, knowingshit. Because here I was, knowingshit. Because here I was, knowingshit. Because here I was, knowing    exactlyexactlyexactlyexactly what I want, so what am I  what I want, so what am I  what I want, so what am I  what I want, so what am I 
doing with my legs in the air with some other guy? If I’m having all doing with my legs in the air with some other guy? If I’m having all doing with my legs in the air with some other guy? If I’m having all doing with my legs in the air with some other guy? If I’m having all 
these problems because I can’t stop loving you, then why is someone else these problems because I can’t stop loving you, then why is someone else these problems because I can’t stop loving you, then why is someone else these problems because I can’t stop loving you, then why is someone else 
inside me? That’s how I fucked up in the first place. And the second inside me? That’s how I fucked up in the first place. And the second inside me? That’s how I fucked up in the first place. And the second inside me? That’s how I fucked up in the first place. And the second 
place. Twoplace. Twoplace. Twoplace. Two wrongs don’t make a right. But you know me, I was always  wrongs don’t make a right. But you know me, I was always  wrongs don’t make a right. But you know me, I was always  wrongs don’t make a right. But you know me, I was always 
too dumb to learn a lesson. too dumb to learn a lesson. too dumb to learn a lesson. too dumb to learn a lesson.     

You know what I keep thinking about? You remember that first You know what I keep thinking about? You remember that first You know what I keep thinking about? You remember that first You know what I keep thinking about? You remember that first 
night together? We played chess for the first time and you beat me, and night together? We played chess for the first time and you beat me, and night together? We played chess for the first time and you beat me, and night together? We played chess for the first time and you beat me, and 
you walked up to me, so confident anyou walked up to me, so confident anyou walked up to me, so confident anyou walked up to me, so confident and so gorgeous, and you took my d so gorgeous, and you took my d so gorgeous, and you took my d so gorgeous, and you took my 
hand, and helped me out of the chair. I told you that you were crazy to hand, and helped me out of the chair. I told you that you were crazy to hand, and helped me out of the chair. I told you that you were crazy to hand, and helped me out of the chair. I told you that you were crazy to 
like me, and I was going to tear your world apart. Probably the like me, and I was going to tear your world apart. Probably the like me, and I was going to tear your world apart. Probably the like me, and I was going to tear your world apart. Probably the 
smartest thing I ever said. Only I didn’t mean it. I didn’t want to. I was smartest thing I ever said. Only I didn’t mean it. I didn’t want to. I was smartest thing I ever said. Only I didn’t mean it. I didn’t want to. I was smartest thing I ever said. Only I didn’t mean it. I didn’t want to. I was 
thinking, thenthinking, thenthinking, thenthinking, then, that I liked you so much, it was only fair to warn you. , that I liked you so much, it was only fair to warn you. , that I liked you so much, it was only fair to warn you. , that I liked you so much, it was only fair to warn you. 
When has it When has it When has it When has it everevereverever been good for someone to be around me? But I was  been good for someone to be around me? But I was  been good for someone to be around me? But I was  been good for someone to be around me? But I was 
hoping you’d stay, because I had just met you, and you made me happy. hoping you’d stay, because I had just met you, and you made me happy. hoping you’d stay, because I had just met you, and you made me happy. hoping you’d stay, because I had just met you, and you made me happy. 
Here I was, 25, and the way you looked at me, the way you put Here I was, 25, and the way you looked at me, the way you put Here I was, 25, and the way you looked at me, the way you put Here I was, 25, and the way you looked at me, the way you put your your your your 
arm around me to kiss me, made me feel like a little kid on a playground arm around me to kiss me, made me feel like a little kid on a playground arm around me to kiss me, made me feel like a little kid on a playground arm around me to kiss me, made me feel like a little kid on a playground 
who can’t stop giggling because some boy gave me a lollypop and told me who can’t stop giggling because some boy gave me a lollypop and told me who can’t stop giggling because some boy gave me a lollypop and told me who can’t stop giggling because some boy gave me a lollypop and told me 
I had cute pigtails. And you did stay, and it was so good, and you really I had cute pigtails. And you did stay, and it was so good, and you really I had cute pigtails. And you did stay, and it was so good, and you really I had cute pigtails. And you did stay, and it was so good, and you really 
did like me and you stuck arounddid like me and you stuck arounddid like me and you stuck arounddid like me and you stuck around, and what did I do? I tore your world , and what did I do? I tore your world , and what did I do? I tore your world , and what did I do? I tore your world 
apart. I let my shit, my own fucked up brain, hurt you. I want you to apart. I let my shit, my own fucked up brain, hurt you. I want you to apart. I let my shit, my own fucked up brain, hurt you. I want you to apart. I let my shit, my own fucked up brain, hurt you. I want you to 
know, it was an accident. When I said that, what I meant was ‘please know, it was an accident. When I said that, what I meant was ‘please know, it was an accident. When I said that, what I meant was ‘please know, it was an accident. When I said that, what I meant was ‘please 
don’t be a dream, take me in the bedroom and make me feel warm and don’t be a dream, take me in the bedroom and make me feel warm and don’t be a dream, take me in the bedroom and make me feel warm and don’t be a dream, take me in the bedroom and make me feel warm and 
tell me thatell me thatell me thatell me that you’ll always be there for me.’ Even though it happened, and t you’ll always be there for me.’ Even though it happened, and t you’ll always be there for me.’ Even though it happened, and t you’ll always be there for me.’ Even though it happened, and 
it looks like I did it on purpose, because how do you accidentally fuck a it looks like I did it on purpose, because how do you accidentally fuck a it looks like I did it on purpose, because how do you accidentally fuck a it looks like I did it on purpose, because how do you accidentally fuck a 
guy, I never wanted to hurt you. Even when I was trying to convince guy, I never wanted to hurt you. Even when I was trying to convince guy, I never wanted to hurt you. Even when I was trying to convince guy, I never wanted to hurt you. Even when I was trying to convince 
myself I did. myself I did. myself I did. myself I did.     

Look at how much I thought I had to Look at how much I thought I had to Look at how much I thought I had to Look at how much I thought I had to say. I’d apologize for boring say. I’d apologize for boring say. I’d apologize for boring say. I’d apologize for boring 
you, if you were going to read it. If I were going to send it. If I had the you, if you were going to read it. If I were going to send it. If I had the you, if you were going to read it. If I were going to send it. If I had the you, if you were going to read it. If I were going to send it. If I had the 
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guts to track you down. We’re in the age of information, where you can guts to track you down. We’re in the age of information, where you can guts to track you down. We’re in the age of information, where you can guts to track you down. We’re in the age of information, where you can 
find people on the internet you haven’t seen in decades, and I’m too find people on the internet you haven’t seen in decades, and I’m too find people on the internet you haven’t seen in decades, and I’m too find people on the internet you haven’t seen in decades, and I’m too 
chickenshichickenshichickenshichickenshit to call the number I still have saved in my phone. Pathetic, t to call the number I still have saved in my phone. Pathetic, t to call the number I still have saved in my phone. Pathetic, t to call the number I still have saved in my phone. Pathetic, 
right? But all this, what I’m trying to say is, I still think about you, right? But all this, what I’m trying to say is, I still think about you, right? But all this, what I’m trying to say is, I still think about you, right? But all this, what I’m trying to say is, I still think about you, 
every single day. You’re the first thing I think of when I wake up, looking every single day. You’re the first thing I think of when I wake up, looking every single day. You’re the first thing I think of when I wake up, looking every single day. You’re the first thing I think of when I wake up, looking 
beside me to see if maybe this is a bad dreabeside me to see if maybe this is a bad dreabeside me to see if maybe this is a bad dreabeside me to see if maybe this is a bad dream and you’re going to be m and you’re going to be m and you’re going to be m and you’re going to be 
there, and the last thing I think of when I go to sleep, holding onto a there, and the last thing I think of when I go to sleep, holding onto a there, and the last thing I think of when I go to sleep, holding onto a there, and the last thing I think of when I go to sleep, holding onto a 
pillow, wishing it was you. There isn’t a day that I don’t wish I hadn’t pillow, wishing it was you. There isn’t a day that I don’t wish I hadn’t pillow, wishing it was you. There isn’t a day that I don’t wish I hadn’t pillow, wishing it was you. There isn’t a day that I don’t wish I hadn’t 
done what I did, where I wouldn’t take it all back if I could. And I still done what I did, where I wouldn’t take it all back if I could. And I still done what I did, where I wouldn’t take it all back if I could. And I still done what I did, where I wouldn’t take it all back if I could. And I still 
love you. Ylove you. Ylove you. Ylove you. You’re the only guy I ever met worth loving. I tell myself every ou’re the only guy I ever met worth loving. I tell myself every ou’re the only guy I ever met worth loving. I tell myself every ou’re the only guy I ever met worth loving. I tell myself every 
day all the ways I’d make better use of our time, if we were together day all the ways I’d make better use of our time, if we were together day all the ways I’d make better use of our time, if we were together day all the ways I’d make better use of our time, if we were together 
again. How I’d be so careful this time. How I’d show you every single again. How I’d be so careful this time. How I’d show you every single again. How I’d be so careful this time. How I’d show you every single again. How I’d be so careful this time. How I’d show you every single 
day how much I loved you, and you would never have tday how much I loved you, and you would never have tday how much I loved you, and you would never have tday how much I loved you, and you would never have to worry again o worry again o worry again o worry again 
about me even about me even about me even about me even lookinglookinglookinglooking at another guy. I learned my lesson. I know I  at another guy. I learned my lesson. I know I  at another guy. I learned my lesson. I know I  at another guy. I learned my lesson. I know I 
can’t have you, but I think I’m going to just be on my own for a while. can’t have you, but I think I’m going to just be on my own for a while. can’t have you, but I think I’m going to just be on my own for a while. can’t have you, but I think I’m going to just be on my own for a while. 
Maybe that’s my punishment. I had the one guy I would have been Maybe that’s my punishment. I had the one guy I would have been Maybe that’s my punishment. I had the one guy I would have been Maybe that’s my punishment. I had the one guy I would have been 
happy with for the rest of my life, buhappy with for the rest of my life, buhappy with for the rest of my life, buhappy with for the rest of my life, but I fucked up, so now I get to be t I fucked up, so now I get to be t I fucked up, so now I get to be t I fucked up, so now I get to be 
alone, getting arthritis when I’m 35 from masturbating too much, and alone, getting arthritis when I’m 35 from masturbating too much, and alone, getting arthritis when I’m 35 from masturbating too much, and alone, getting arthritis when I’m 35 from masturbating too much, and 
still dreaming about the lost love of my life. It sounds bad, I know, but still dreaming about the lost love of my life. It sounds bad, I know, but still dreaming about the lost love of my life. It sounds bad, I know, but still dreaming about the lost love of my life. It sounds bad, I know, but 
what else do I have? I’d still take that deal, to spend a year with you what else do I have? I’d still take that deal, to spend a year with you what else do I have? I’d still take that deal, to spend a year with you what else do I have? I’d still take that deal, to spend a year with you 
before before before before dying instead of living my life without you. I wish I could see you dying instead of living my life without you. I wish I could see you dying instead of living my life without you. I wish I could see you dying instead of living my life without you. I wish I could see you 
to tell you this. Maybe I will. Maybe one day I’ll wake up and realize to tell you this. Maybe I will. Maybe one day I’ll wake up and realize to tell you this. Maybe I will. Maybe one day I’ll wake up and realize to tell you this. Maybe I will. Maybe one day I’ll wake up and realize 
that life isn’t worth living without you, and I’ll look you up, and I’ll fly that life isn’t worth living without you, and I’ll look you up, and I’ll fly that life isn’t worth living without you, and I’ll look you up, and I’ll fly that life isn’t worth living without you, and I’ll look you up, and I’ll fly 
wherever you are, throw myself at your fwherever you are, throw myself at your fwherever you are, throw myself at your fwherever you are, throw myself at your feet crying and begging eet crying and begging eet crying and begging eet crying and begging 
forgiveness, telling you everything I’ve ever said in all these stupid fucking forgiveness, telling you everything I’ve ever said in all these stupid fucking forgiveness, telling you everything I’ve ever said in all these stupid fucking forgiveness, telling you everything I’ve ever said in all these stupid fucking 
letters I write you. Until then, I love you.letters I write you. Until then, I love you.letters I write you. Until then, I love you.letters I write you. Until then, I love you.    

    
You’re always in my mind,You’re always in my mind,You’re always in my mind,You’re always in my mind,    
CataniaCataniaCataniaCatania    

 
Kurt’s original plan was to tell Monica about anything else Catania did, 

ever since she found the letters. If he told her as soon as it happened and made it 
into a joke, then she couldn’t get that upset. He was even thinking of throwing a 
stalker ex-girlfriend into Sinister Special, so Monica could think of it more as a 
joke than a threat. But looking at the letter in his hands again, he wondered if he 
could do that. There was a resolute tone to this letter, when she admitted that she 
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was done dating until she had Kurt back, when she mentioned moving to Seattle. 
On a second reading, he was convinced that Monica wouldn’t find it funny. It 
wasn’t entirely clear to Kurt what in the letter he would make fun of. In the time 
he had known her, Catania had never been one to accept responsibility for her 
mistakes. Perhaps, he thought, she actually HAD changed. It didn’t change things 
with Monica, but he wouldn’t feel good about insulting something that heartfelt. I 
took the letter and hid it in some old working files of his. With any luck, it would 
be a fluke, a day when she had just the right combination of alcohols and was 
feeling very mature and sincere. Any more letters sent would hopefully revert to 
the excuses and references to drinking and pleading some more. Just to be safe, 
Kurt made sure he was always home when the mail came.  

There were no more letters for weeks. He found himself wondering from 
time to time what it would actually be like to talk to this new Catania. Would he 
have anything to say if he actually spoke to her? Is there something he could ask 
her to see if she was really any better of a person? The initial urge to ask her how 
many drinks she averaged a day these days and what percentage of the men in 
Washington has she had sex with gave way rather quickly to wondering what she 
was doing for work, and if she was still going to school to teach, and how long 
until she’d be done. Maybe if she was truly that much different, she and Monica 
would even get along. Whenever these thoughts showed up, he tried to push them 
away, realizing how hurt Monica would actually be if she heard him mention 
such things.  

 
In the back bedroom of his house, Kurt was printing off a run of the second 

pair of boxers in what they decided to sell as a Sodomy 3-pack. He was 
wondering if he should go back to letting the mail happen without being guarded 
again, and assume Catania had run out of letters when there was a knock on the 
door.  

“This better be my Internet Fruit Basket. If that girl is sending me shit 
now…” he went down to the door. He opened it, and instead of the mailman, 
with his artificial leg, he was looking at Catania. She was wearing the brown skirt 
and white blouse with pulled back hair of a coffee house barista. She looked 
surprised to see him, and then nervous.  

“Hi, Kurtis.” 
“Seattle’s Best delivers now?” 
“I just got off work. I wanted to see you.” 
“Run out of letters?” 
“I didn’t really save a lot of them. I wrote more, but I would get depressed 

and throw them away, or write your name on them and mail them with no 
address.” 

“Speaking of addresses, how did you get mine?” 
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“Phonebook.” Catania looked sheepish, as if she should have a better 
answer. 

“No kidding? I didn’t know it was in there.” 
“I was afraid to send them here first. I thought maybe work would be 

safer?” 
“Mon read them anyway. You made her cry, you know.” Catania’s 

eyebrows rose. 
“I’m sorry…I really am. I didn’t think…you showed them to her?” 
“No. She wanted to write a dirty joke down, and found them at my desk.” 
“Oh. Well, I am sorry.” 
“Sounds like you’re sorry for a lot.” 
“I am. Believe me, I am. I have a lot to be sorry about. Now that I’m here, 

maybe you’ll finally let me tell you?” There was a sincerity to Catania’s eyes that 
Kurt found irresistible. He stepped aside and let her in. 

“You have a really cute house. Are you renting it?” 
“No, I’m paying it off, little bits at a time.” 
“That’s fantastic. You must be so proud.” They walked through the living 

room. 
“The people who expect me to give them money every month do put a bit 

of a damper on it.” He didn’t hear her saying anything behind him, so he turned. 
Catania was standing, staring at the planter wall. 

“Right. You never saw that before.” 
“What is it?” 
“You remember when we were first living together, and you ran off to get 

your clothes and never came back?” Catania turned to Kurt, her eyes limpid 
pools of regret and sorrow. She nodded, looking like her words might be shaky if 
she tried any. “You remember I said I was working on a project then?” She took 
a deep breath quietly before speaking. 

“This is it?” 
“Yeah. Built it for you, to cheer you up, to add some life to that first duplex 

that we never got. The table there in the middle was supposed to have a little 
cactus garden to remind you of home.” She turned back, her eyes shimmering. 

“You made this? For me?” 
“Once upon a time.” Catania turned back to it. 
“That’s so amazing. And those pictures, that must be Monica?” 
“It is.” 
“She’s very beautiful.” 
“Yeah. C’mon, I want to finish up what I was working on.” He mostly 

wanted an excuse to turn away from her and walk to the shirt room. Catania 
looked both more put-together and adult than she ever had before, wearing her 
work clothes that consisted of more than a tight t-shirt or a halter top, and at the 
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same time she looked so lost. Seeing her with her eyes about ready to shed tears 
was hard for him. His instinct was to go to her and comfort her, but that wasn’t 
the best choice. He heard her following behind. 

“What are you working on?” 
“Monica’s dirty joke.” Curtis held up a pair of completed first run boxers, 

with a cartoon pirate on the front leg. On the back there was a big red X right 
over the seat, like a mark on a treasure map. Above that it said ‘X marks the spot, 
lads. Bury it deep!’ Catania laughed, a sound both familiar and beautiful to Kurt. 

“Do those sell big?” 
“This is the trial run. Monica wants us to do some panties, too, to test the 

market. Hopefully. She thinks we can help women explore a new side of 
themselves.” 

“Sounds progressive. Is this from your comic?” 
“Yeah.” 
“You finally got it going, huh?” 
“We’re doing really well, actually. A lot of readers. We’re actually to a 

point where we have to set up another company to do all the printing of the 
merchandise for is, because we just can’t handle it anymore. Paul and Anita are 
over doing theirs all day, and Monica and I work here on orders every day. But 
soon, I should have a new system set up, so we’ll only have to do the trial things 
like these.” 

“It sounds like you’re doing really well here.” The lost look returned to 
Catania’s face. 

“Yeah. Well, when I got back, it was time to put things together, and take 
life a little more seriously. I started focusing more on goals than flights of fancy. 
Determined to build a life.” 

“And now here I am, making your girlfriend cry and interrupting your 
work.” 

“Everyone needs a hobby.” Kurt winced, regretting it before he was done 
saying it. He looked over at Catania, about to burst into tears. “No, I’m sorry. I 
didn’t mean that.” 

“You have a right to hate me, you know. It’s okay. I just…it’s so much 
harder for me to do this. I thought it would be easier to say it when I saw you. 
But…Kurtis, I really am sorry. I sent you that first letter so you’d know what 
happened, but that isn’t an excuse. It wasn’t an excuse the first time I hurt you, it 
was even less of an excuse the second time. I’m more than old enough to know 
better, and to know that if I can’t control myself drinking in those situations, then 
I shouldn’t drink.” 

“I agree.” 
“I, um, I haven’t been drunk in almost a year.” 
“Program?” 



 - 231 - 

“No. Not really. Just enough bad memories to remind me of why not to. 
All it took was losing you.” 

“Well, I’ve always said I hate to keep a man from his drink, but if it’s 
helped you, then I’m happy for you.” 

“I also stopped running to people to help me. I saved up the money to come 
here, and I’m working now to save up and start taking a few classes next quarter. 
It’ll take longer doing fewer credits, but, then, if I finish it’ll be worth it. If I had 
taken fewer credits and worked harder all the years I’ve been in school so far, I’d 
probably have more credits than I did from going fulltime and being…me. I’m 
trying the whole independence thing. I haven’t even dated since I got here. Since 
a while before.” 

“Since you tried to push me out of your head by dating again?” 
“I know it’s a stupid idea, but I don’t know if you know what it’s like to 

wake up every morning missing someone you love but who isn’t coming back 
because you screwed up so bad. When someone treats you bad, even if you love 
them, you can hold onto the bad thing they did, and use it to realize they really 
weren’t that great, because they didn’t treat you right. I’m sure you got over me 
pretty quick because of what I did. But for me…you were perfect to me. I 
couldn’t have asked for a better boyfriend. And the reason you were gone isn’t 
because you didn’t love me or because you met another woman. It’s because I 
hurt you so badly you couldn’t stay. That…it’s a big thing to get over. Fucking 
huge.” 

“I don’t think I would call getting over you easy. I almost died the first 
time and spent three months living on Heather’s couch the second time, getting 
into fights and being a bit of an asshole.”  

“I’m sorry I put you through that. I really…I wish I could take it back. I 
know I said it all in those letters I didn’t send, but I want you to hear it from me 
when you can see my eyes. I treated you like shit, Kurtis, and I can never forgive 
myself for it.” 

“I know. I don’t think you can keep calling them letters you never sent, 
though. I have them now.” She smiled, embarrassed.  

“You have the ones I had. It would fill boxes, if I had sent you the ones I 
wrote, if I hadn’t gotten rid of them. Maybe if you had a roomful of letters telling 
you how sorry I was, it would show you a little bit of how I feel.” 

“That’s a lot of letters. Frankly, I need the space, so thanks for not sending 
the boxes.” 

“You know how it is when you have something you want to say but 
shouldn’t. Or maybe you don’t. You have a lot less to apologize for. Did you 
ever have any unsent letters?” 

“With you?” 
“Yeah.” 
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“A few I deleted the first time, responses to your e-mail. Only one the last 
time. I just saved it, in case I ever felt like sending it.” She’d winced at the word 
‘e-mail.’ 

“Do you still have it?” 
“Probably. You know my computer. It’s a vault, nothing ever gets cleared 

out.” 
“Can I read it?” 
“You don’t want to. I wrote it when I was still at Heather’s. Everything had 

just happened, and I was really angry and out for blood.” 
“I want to read it. Really. If it’s a response to what I did to you, then I 

should read it. It’s not fair that I just waste a lot of time and get away with 
avoiding what you really wanted to tell me. Maybe it’d be good for you, too.” 

“It’s probably the least kind thing I’ve ever done with the English 
language.” 

“Kurtis, I’m a big girl. I want to read it.” Catania had learned something 
about determination in the past year, too. Kurt nodded.  

“Okay. Computer’s in my office.” He led her up the stairs, and she smiled 
the instant she saw his desk. He sat down and pulled up the letter, and then 
stepped aside, letting her sit down to read: 
 

Catania- 
First off, I want to tell you right now that I 

didn’t take the time to write this for you to 
speed-read through it and get all distracted in 
the middle by something shiny, so take that guy’s 
dick out of your mouth, tell the other two to ease 
on out of you for a minute, sit down, and grab a 
dictionary if you need one for the big words.  

Second, I know you’re probably all excited that 
you’re finally hearing back from me, because 
you’ve been leaving messages anywhere I might 
possibly be for days now, but I want you to fight 
that temptation to pick up the phone and dial 
again just yet. This isn’t me reaching out to talk 
to you. Instead, try to think about what the 
opposite of that would be. I don’t want to talk to 
you. Honestly, I have no interest in hearing what 
you have to say. The only interest I have in you 
is financial. After everything I paid for you, all 
the money I gave you, you turned out to be the 
worst investment possible. As soon as you A) 
realize what the word ‘loan’ or the statement ‘I 
SWEAR I’ll pay you back’ means and B) get yourself 
a grown-up job so you can save some money that you 
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don’t spend on alcohol and condoms (or do you not 
bother anymore?), I’ll be waiting for what you owe 
me. Until then, I’d just as soon never hear from 
you, see you, or think of you for as long as I 
live.  

Thirdly, I understand that you’re fucked in the 
head, and it’s not even entirely your fault since 
your mom was apparently fucked in the head, too. 
But get something straight; I in no way and at no 
time did anything to wrong you in the short time 
we knew each other. In fact, not only did you not 
have to spend a cent in my company, but I went out 
of my way, more than ever should have been allowed 
or accepted, to help you, and I always kept my 
word. Just because the wiring in your head is 
fucked up and you can’t stand being around people 
who don’t treat you like shit, doesn’t mean you’re 
a victim. It means you need some kind of constant 
psychiatric help. So don’t peddle your petty shit 
around me. You used me, you played the games, you 
fucked around with another guy (guys?), and you 
owe me. Not the other way around. Don’t ever think 
you have half a right to expect ANYTHING from me 
EVER, least of all my time or forgiveness. 

And, finally, you occasionally commented that 
you wondered why you couldn’t seem to keep friends 
for very long. As a parting gift, I’m going to 
help you solve that ancient riddle. Look at 
yourself. You are a self-centered, manic, 
aggressive person who not only refuses to deal 
with life on any real level, but refuses to face 
the consequences of any action you’ve ever taken, 
and you couldn’t possibly care less about the 
people around you, however much they may care, 
whatever they may try to do to help you, unless it 
is immediately useful to you, or what you wanted 
them to do for you at that second. I would doubt 
that there has ever been a point in time when you 
wouldn’t have traded your oldest friend in for a 
hard fuck, a bag of weed, and a couple bucks. Now 
does that sound like someone YOU’D want to be 
around, if you had the choice? Because I know I 
wouldn’t. And as you look through those old 
pictures, seeing faces no longer all that 
familiar? Yeah, they wouldn’t either. Wasn’t all 
that hard to figure out, was it? 
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Until you meet me with money or I meet you in 
Hell, 

-Kurt 
 

Kurt couldn’t see her face while she read. He was waiting, standing 
silently, for her to say something. He couldn’t remember the whole letter. He just 
remembered being angry and mean. He noticed that Catania’s shoulders were 
shaking slightly. Inch by inch, he moved closer, trying to get a view of her face. 
A glint of light caught his eyes, as a teardrop reflected the computer screen on the 
way to his desktop. Hand on the back of the chair, Kurt turned Catania so he 
could see her. Her face was a mask of pain, hand over her mouth trying to keep 
her from making any noise, but she was weeping uncontrollably.  

“Catania…I told you…” 
“Shit. Shitshitshit. Oh, God, Kurt…it hurts. It was all true. I thought I 

could face it…oh fuck, you hate me! I can’t—” She stood up to run out of the 
room, but her food got caught on the leg of the chair, and she fell forward. Kurt 
caught her with his arms, lowered her to the ground where she sat, collapsed on 
her own legs, shaking violently and crying into her hands. 

“I don’t hate you. I did when I wrote it. I’ve had time to move on.” 
“You should hate me. You were right…you were right.” 
“Cat.” She refused to look at him. He lifted her face back with his hands. 

She pulled at his hands on instinct, but gave up quickly, letting her hands rest 
where they had grabbed. “Look, that was a while ago. I was hurt and alone. You 
were confused and drunk. We’ve both had time to change since then. I stopped 
being pissed off about it and made my life what it is. You stopped hiding from 
everything, became better, made your life what it is.” A whine escaped from her 
throat, the tears coming faster. 

“For you…All for you. Everything I did, I told myself it was to be better, 
because…because I didn’t deserve you like I was. I wanted to be able to see 
myself changed in your eyes…not…” 

“That letter wasn’t my eyes. That was my pain, that’s the past. Look in my 
eyes now.” Her eyes flickered around the room before finally looking at Kurt’s. 
It was like she was staring into the sun; seemed to actually hurt her.  

“…” her lips moved, but no sound came out, her voice too thick with cries. 
Kurt turned his fingers to wipe the tears from her eyes, and moved one hand to 
brush back the hair that had come loose. As soon as it returned to her cheek, 
Catania’s hand clasped down on in. 

“Shh. Now, it’s okay. Look, if I hated you, would I have let you in? I read 
your last letter. I noticed the change even then, and I notice it now.” She stared 
into his eyes boldly now. She tried to speak twice. On the third, her voice finally 
came in at the end, a ghost of a whisper.  
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“…so much.” She exhaled deeply, warm air soft on Kurt’s face. He 
realized how close he was to her. She pushed her face forward, through his 
hands, until her lips pressed to his. They were dry and cool from trying to catch 
her breath, but at the same time were soft and familiar. Memories of feelings 
rushed into him, flooding his mind. She kissed him again, her hands gripping 
tight to his shoulders. He gave into the sensations, kissing her back. She leaned 
forward on him, and he lay back on the ground. Like the first summer breeze, 
cool and hot at once, bringing back scents and emotions you thought you’d long 
forgotten, making you feel like a little kid again, he felt a certain welcoming 
home in Catania’s embrace. The familiar way she touched him. Like she always 
had. Almost as though she never stopped.   

Until she propped herself up, her arms extended against his chest, dropping 
herself back down onto his body, he hadn’t realized what was going on. Her eyes 
closed, lips slightly parted. Her skirt gathered around her thighs. There was a 
sharp stab of reason, quickly done away with as she leaned forward to kiss him 
again.  

Afterwards, she was lying, collapsed on his chest, her hand still holding his 
shoulder, the other caressing the side of his head. The room spun around him. He 
could only grasp what had just happened little bits at a time, struggling to put it 
all together. It hit him, and his eyes grew wide. 

“Oh, no. Oh, FUCK!” Catania jumped up, startled. Kurt sat up, fastening 
his pants back up. He looked at Catania, and then at the floor. “Oh, shit, Cat, I 
just made such a mistake. Oh, God. Monica. No…” Catania looked at the panic 
in his face, and her mind raced. She had hoped he would come back to her. That 
somehow he would realize she was the one for him. But she hadn’t intended for 
them to have sex. Not then. Not while he would still blame her for causing 
trouble with his girlfriend. 

“Shit, Kurtis…Don’t tell her. Don’t…if you have to, tell her it was my 
fault. I’ll tell her.” 

“Monica…Mon…I’m sorry…” Catania stood up and straightened her 
clothes. She knelt down beside Kurt. 

“I’m going to go. Please…I didn’t mean for that to happen. It was just…I 
love you so much, Kurt, and when you were touching me, comforting me, 
something inside me snapped. I’m going to go now before Monica gets here, but 
I’ll call you. Please tell me we can talk about what happened.” Kurt didn’t say 
anything. Catania kissed his forehead and ran down the stairs.  

 
When Monica got home from work, the house was silent. She looked 

around for Kurt, calling his name. She stuck her head into his office before trying 
the bedroom, where she finally found him. His face was stolen with tears and red, 
struck blind and dumb by grief, staring at a picture in his hands. She yelled for 
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him, and ran to the bed beside him, putting her arms around him, trying to find 
out what was wrong. Like a shot, she assumed someone had died. Even as she 
shook him and pleaded for him to say something, she noticed that the picture in 
his hands was of her. Again she tried to get something out of him, pulling the 
picture from his hands, guiding him to face her by his chin. As soon as he saw 
her, he started to cry uncontrollably, dropping his head to her shoulder. 
Confusion and panic ripped through Monica’s mind, making her voice unsteady. 
Her hand tightly holding onto his head, she begged for answers. Finally, between 
gasps for air, he sobbingly told her what had happened. About the letter that 
came that he didn’t know how to make funny, with its confession and sincerity, 
and about how she showed up on their porch that morning. Stiffness took her 
body as he told her about their conversation, how so much more mature Catania 
seemed, yet how like a lost child, and about the e-mail he never sent that sent her 
into a crying fit. When he got to the part about trying to comfort her as she was 
wracked with tears and lying on the floor, Monica closed her eyes, and her blood 
ran cold. Like a firing squad, she waited for the words she expected; Catania had 
kissed him, and Kurt didn’t stop her, swimming in confusion. His back was 
pushed to the carpet, and he didn’t do anything, and when they started having 
sex, he didn’t even register it. Nothing had sunk in, until afterwards when he 
realized what he’d done to Monica.  

The story told, Kurt broke down further, unable to get out any words. She 
could gather from the bits and pieces that escaped that he was trying to tell her he 
was sorry, that he had failed her, that he had done the worst thing he could do. 
She had never done anything to him but love him, and he betrayed her. 
Somewhere inside her, the impulse to comfort the man she loved was screaming 
like a siren, but Monica couldn’t hear it. In a few simple words, her worst fears 
had come true, and she may as well have been shot through the heart.  
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Chapter Twelve 
 
 
 
 

When Monica finally came around, she kissed Kurt on the forehead and 
decided that they should get some sleep, so they could talk about it in the 
morning. Before they had even got out of bed the next day, she told him that she 
would be moving out as soon as she could find a place to stay. He tried to get her 
to reconsider, but she wouldn’t. She looked at him, smiling compassionately, her 
eyes full of love and loss, and explained to him that she didn’t hate him, or blame 
him, or want to leave at all, but she didn’t have a choice anymore. Catania had 
won. She got her hooks into Kurt, and Monica knew what was going to happen, 
and as much as she loved Kurt, she couldn’t sit and watch him slowly drift away. 
To wake up every morning and see him losing interest, to make love to him at 
night and know he was remembering someone else would be more than she could 
take. It would be worse than death. While she packed her clothes away, Kurt 
followed, promising he would never leave her, that it was an accident. Every 
word out of his mouth was doomed, he knew, and nothing he could say would 
make her stay. It just made it harder for her to pack. Eventually, she broke down 
in tears, stuttering that she thought they were it, that she was going to marry him, 
that they had made it. Thought her entire life was ahead of her, and she had never 
been happier. Instead, she had nothing. For a brief period in time she had 
everything she ever wanted, and then it was gone forever, and she would have to 
try and start over, and find a reason to live, since she couldn’t hope for what she 
had. When she asked Kurt to leave so she could pack, he couldn’t say no. She 
had the right. He went to Paul and Anita’s, tears staining his cheeks, and 
explained. They didn’t say anything, but he knew they were as disgusted with 
him as he was. Monica had been something special.  

For two months he tried to get her back, after she left. When her phone was 
disconnected, he called her work. When her work told her she wasn’t in that 
office anymore, he tried to find her on the internet. Monica had disappeared from 
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the face of the earth. And for every step of his search, for every long day, he had 
an unusual ally. Catania showed up, helping him look, calling the offices to try 
and locate where she had gone to. Of all the people he knew, Catania was the 
most prepared to understand what he was going through. And even though the 
words never escaped her lips, she knew it was her fault he had lost what he lost. 
As much as she loved him, it killed her to see Kurt so upset. Most of the days she 
spent with him, she honestly hoped that his Monica would come back, that she 
could somehow help him regain his life. She would have preferred to suffer from 
afar herself and let him be happy, than to have had him for one more day and 
made him miserable forever. After the first time she visited him, she wanted to 
kill herself, and probably would have, if she didn’t think he needed someone 
there with him. So the girl who broke his heart twice over was now his shoulder 
to cry on, and his biggest sympathizer.  

Every trail they went down looking for Monica went cold. Kurt had to face 
the fact that she was gone. That she had been serious when she said she couldn’t 
stand to watch him drift from her, so she had to take herself far away. And every 
time he found himself drifting, found the sadness sinking in too deep, there was 
Catania, doing everything she could to make him feel better. Any resentment he 
felt over her role in Monica’s leaving was washed away with his own guilt. 
Catania had been emotionally overwhelmed, she had an excuse for not thinking, 
while Kurt had no reason for the confusion he felt. Her visits were more 
welcomed, her company more appreciated, as the reality of Monica’s leaving set 
in, and he felt more and more alone. For her part, Catania tried to keep as much 
distance as she thought she should, as much as the thought Kurt wanted. If he 
needed consolation, she would be there with her head on his shoulder, reminding 
him of what he still had. If he kissed her, she kissed him back, letting herself sink 
into her own happiness, and on the nights he didn’t want to sleep alone, she took 
his hand and led him up the stairs to his bedroom. And when he couldn’t think of 
anything to say, or anything to think, she would tell him stories. New ones she 
thought of, old ones of theirs that she could remember. Whatever it took to keep 
his mind off everything.  

When the company he found to support the t-shirt making needs of Sinister 
Special and the rest of the budding comics in his pet webcomic project with 
Emerald, and his weekends were his own once again, Kurt and Catania went up 
to the Boulder Creek trails that they once explored together, when Catania was 
visiting Seattle for the first time. The past few weeks had seen them getting 
closer together, old patterns returning as Catania started staying the night more, 
becoming a larger part of Kurt’s life again, to a point so close to where they had 
been in the past, yet completely unspoken between the two of them. Hand in 
hand, they walked through the park, not saying anything but both thinking about 
the gradually diminishing distance between them. On a park bench in a small 
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clearing right before a river crossing, they sat and waited for one another to start 
talking about the situation before them. Catania was the first one brave enough. 

“You’re thinking about us?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Do you think there’s a future there?” 
“I don’t know. If you would have asked me before, I would have said of 

course. But, like they say, once bitten, twice shy.” 
“So what does that mean for the third time?” 
“Terrified, mostly.” Catania looked both wounded and guilty.  
“Of what I’ll do?” 
“Of what we’ll do to each other. You and I have this deep connection, we 

just naturally work well together. But it seems that when we’re together, 
something bad is just bound to happen. We’re drawn together like gasoline and 
fire.” 

“That’s mostly been me before. I know I have no right to ask you to forget 
what I did, but I hope you know that I really did change after that. It’s safe to say 
I’d rather be shot that do that again.” 

“I know. But you never know what’s going to happen.” 
“That should be our motto. I think the important part is that you know I 

never want to hurt you. You know me, even when I’ve got my shit together I’m 
still a catastrophe. I’m clumsy and forgetful and I can’t make machines work. I 
once crashed the entire computer lab because I plugged in my phone to charge 
and it snapped a circuit. I can’t promise I wouldn’t start a fire trying to make you 
a romantic dinner, but I can promise to love you, and do my best, do so much 
better than I did before.” 

“I know better than to expect that part of you to change. You’re slapstick. 
It’s cute. And then when you get a passion in you, you’re full of grace, like a 
classical painting come to life.” Catania smiled, half a giggle escaping. 

“Clothes make me clumsy. But, the question is, can you live with the bad 
luck I bring? I mean, you know I love you, you know what I want, but if this 
cloud that follows me around keeps going, even if I don’t do anything cruel, do 
you still want to be a part of that?” Kurt was looking out at the water dashing off 
shirt rock ledges, thinking. Silence stretched, until he felt fingers running through 
his hair.  

“I suppose it’s long past my turn, isn’t it?” 
“I’m always in the mood for a story, if you feel like telling one.” 

 
“This is a story from the world, when America was young, when 

White Man was new to the country, still relying on the held of the 

Native People to help them survive and explore the new regions, 

before their eventual and cowardly betrayal. When men came to the 
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new world for promises of hope and happiness by the thousands. 

When there was more land than men knew what to do with, and there 

was a place for everyone, if you looked hard enough. One of these 

men coming over was Gabriel. A young man who had lost most of his 

family at a young age, who worked hard, and wanted only a place of 

his own, where he could flourish, and have a family.  

When he first arrived to the new world, he lived among the 

colonies. A new start on a new world, he sought to recreate himself 

in a life full of new family. Gabriel found work on the docks, and 

worked hard, putting in extra time, and saving all his money. Never 

did he waste his earnings on drinking or gambling. He despaired as 

all the women he met at these places were there seeking his affection 

only for money, and had no interest in any kind of a life he could 

provide. His determination won him a job as a foreman, and later 

saw him managing the entire operation on behalf of the merchants 

and financiers who profited off the docks. The workers, some of 

whom remembered the day when this quiet man had walked onto 

their dock to work, and now he was their superior several times over. 

This man, who was too good to go to the cathouses and the taverns 

with them, who never once stayed out all night with his fellow 

workers, drinking and singing and telling stories. He lived near 

them, and he ate the same places they ate, but he insulted the whores 

who lived and worked among them with his attitude, and always left 

before an evening got going. They conspired against him, 

complaining to the foremen and stevedores, who had no love of the 

man themselves, and were glad to forward the complaints on to the 

merchants on their visits. They accused Gabriel of slowing down the 

work, of mistreating workers, and stealing the goods they unloaded 

for himself, to use or to sell. There was always a fair amount of 

missing wares on the docks, taken by workers who made little, and 

drank most of what they earned. There were families that ate only 

what the men took from barrels and crates being unloaded. When an 

investigation was undertaken, it did show a loss of goods. Always 

paranoid of a thief, Gabriel was fired, despite his protests that he 

had never taken anything from another person in his whole life.” 

 
“Welcome to America, huh?” Hearing Kurt make up a story seemed to 

bring the light back to Catania’s eyes. 
“They didn’t so much have the burden of proof then.” 
“Is Gabriel a German?” 
“Uh…sure, he can be a German. Why?” 
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“Because when you have a foreigner in your stories, they’re always 
German or Scandinavian. Or Russian.” 

“Would you prefer he was Irish or something?” 
“No. I’m just saying you’re a communist.” 
“Fair enough. Should I go on, or do you want to talk about Marxist 

ideology?” 
“No, keep going.” 

 
“But Gabriel was smart, and he was cautious. He had saved all 

the money he had ever earned, and while he was by no means 

wealthy, he was also now a man who had options. Deciding that he 

didn’t fit in among the dirt and rowdiness of the men of the docks 

and warehouses and factories, with their dark pubs and paid women, 

he moved on. He went to a new town, and purchased a store, selling 

dried goods, food, and other sundries. He lived above his store, as 

did his neighbors around him, all of them men who ran businesses, 

like him. Butchers and bakers and candlestick makers (although the 

tinker worked more in tin and pewter than he did with silver). 

Gabriel got to know his new neighbors, eating in the places they ate, 

drinking in the places they drank, visiting their stores for things he 

did not need, just to know their company. Some of them reminded 

him of his old coworkers on the docks, the butcher drinking with 

hard men who spent their days shoveling coal into carts and 

pounding steel. They played cards and drank, and just like the other 

town, the only women who spent any time at these places were there 

only to get into his pants, and pick his pockets clean. Lonely as 

Gabriel was, he knew that these women would not be there in the 

morning, would not help him to mend his clothes, or look after his 

store. They would be his lover for as many hours as he could afford, 

but never his family.  

The rest of these new neighbors, the tailor and the bookbinder 

and the tinsmith, they gathered together in places that were more 

reputable, better lit, and quieter. They gossiped and spread rumors, 

focusing much of their attention on the classes above them, the 

wealthier merchants who brought goods from across the oceans, the 

wealthy financiers, who paid men to do their bidding and collected 

the spoils, and the aristocrats, who held so much power in their 

hands, and profited on this control to no small degree. Night after 

night, Gabriel listened to them telling stories about what these 

somehow benevolent people did, or said, or thought, listened to 

rumors and news, to pondering and speculation. They told each 
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other about occasions when they had seen such people themselves, 

spoken to them personally, occasions when they would be invited to 

dine with them, and what the rest of them might have to do to one 

day be given such a luxury. The women here were not whores, but 

neither did they want what Gabriel wanted. So fixated on the skies, 

on the ones they placed on pedestals, that they didn’t even recognize 

the future he could offer, and did not honor their own lives. Men 

dreamed of marrying their daughters or sisters or cousins off to 

wealthy families, and the women dreamt of fine clothing and 

expensive jewelry.  

Just like before, he failed to find what he was looking for. Like 

before, his new peers were discomforted by the quiet man among 

them, who shared so few of their own goals and ideals. He never 

joined in the conversations, never appreciated the things anyone else 

said, and when he did speak, he spoke of simple things, of work and 

of now, with no imagination for the future, for the luxuries in life that 

they all truly deserved. When his store was robbed, not a one of them 

had seen anything helpful. None offered sympathy or support. 

Gabriel had the store window repaired, has his goods restocked, but 

before the year was out, he was robbed again. He started to wonder 

if his neighbors didn’t have something to do with the theft. Another 

man moved in down the street, opened a store selling the same wares 

as he, and this newcomer was given the full support of the 

community. His business waned, and he could not afford to keep 

stocking his shelves from theft. Finally, Gabriel gave up. He sold his 

store and all the goods, took what he had, and left.” 

 
“Are you trying to say all early American’s were assholes?” 
“Shush.” 
“I’m telling Bush on you. The PATRIOT Act is going to kick your ass.” 
“You’ve never intentionally entered a government building, and you’re 

never going to. You don’t even like post offices.” 
“There are cameras. Shuttup.” 
“Shut up? No more story?” 
“No, shuttup, don’t make fun. Keep talking.” 

 
“Gabriel decided that maybe the big cities weren’t for him. Too 

many people in too small a place bred hostility, the citizens dead set 

on either wishing away their lives in hopes of winning someone 

else’s, or drowning their lives in simple pleasures, and not planning 

beyond a moment. He took what he had, he bought horses and a 
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small wagon, and he went west, like so many before him, looking for 

someplace where he would fit in. Sometimes he joined caravans, 

others traveling in the same direction, but most of the time he 

traveled on his own. He didn’t have a goal. He didn’t have a 

destination. For two years, he traveled around the untamed land, 

hunting for food, trading for what he needed. He stopped through 

towns, and he met the natives, was friendly with everyone (because 

the Natives had not yet learned to fear the white man), but was never 

at home. 

One day, he came across a town that had been devastated, 

buildings torn apart, goods and belongings and livestock thrown 

about like scraps of paper. The townspeople, shocked and mourning, 

said it had been a Tornado, come out of the sky and attacked their 

village. He’d never seen a Tornado before. He stayed for a week to 

help rebuild and repair the town, until a man, driven mad by grief, 

tried to destroy his wagon, and everything he had in it. A week later, 

he was crossing a wide field of tall grass, when in the distance, he 

saw the Tornado that the men in the town had described. A tall 

column, it raged and dance, twisting and curving like a beautiful 

woman, dancing back home around the fire. He couldn’t take his 

eyes of the Tornado. It was the most beautiful thing he had seen 

since leaving his homeland. Without another thought, he charged 

towards the spectacular force of nature, but before he could reach it, 

it had disappeared, clouds vanishing, the sky becoming blue again. A 

few days later, he saw another one, but, like before, he was unable to 

reach this beautiful dancing thing before it was gone. The pattern 

continued for weeks, Gabriel always too late to reach his goal, but 

always driven to chase.  

Finally, once day, he was closer than he had ever been to one. 

He stared at it, watching the Tornado’s seductive dance for only an 

instant before snapping the lead on his horses, and sending them into 

a run to reach the tower. He was so close that time that he could feel 

the wind growing, hear the roar, the snapping of trees as they were 

uprooted. The wind grew like thunder in his ears, his hat flew off, 

carried away faster than he could see. But, suddenly, the tower 

wasn’t in front of him anymore. The winds stilled, and the column 

retreated into the clouds above, and vanished as those clouds did, 

leaving only blue sky. But standing in the field, just where the 

Tornado had been, a lone figure stood. As he got closer, he saw that 

this was an Indian woman, wearing a dress of leather, decorated 

with beads swirling in blues and grays, with white moths in the 
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middle of the tempest. Light glimmered off of a metal bracelet, that 

would reveal itself to be a caterpillar of silver metal and smooth 

green stone as he got closer. She stood perfectly still until he was 

right behind her, and had dismounted from his horse.  

When the woman turned, he saw her clearly. Her skin was the 

color of a faded rose; a golden brown infused with a flush of red. 

Her hair was long and black and danced, even though he felt no 

wind. Her eyes were the churning gray of storm clouds. She was 

days away from the last people he had seen, but alone, with nothing 

but herself, and a simple, tall walking stick. In her hand, she held 

Gabriel’s hat, stolen by the storm. She held it out to him. He tried to 

speak, but stammered, dumbfounded by the woman’s beauty and 

grace. Her every movement was flowing, and her smile stole his 

breath. He bowed his head briefly, and started to speak again. ‘You 

saw the tornado?’ ‘I did. I saw you rushing towards it. Most people 

run away from tornados, you know.’ The man shook his head 

earnestly. ‘Oh, no. They fear them because they never really looked. 

The first time I saw one, it broke my heart.’ The woman’s smile 

faded, and her brow furrowed, to reflect the concern in her eyes. 

‘Broke your heart how?’ Gabriel thought for a moment, to put to 

words what he had only thought before. ‘Seeing that tornado, held in 

by dark skies, dancing like the most beautiful woman on earth, all by 

herself. Everything was dark and still next to her, people were afraid 

of her, nobody there to dance with her, but still she danced with 

grace and passion and life. I could feel her pain, and wanted to be 

with her.’ Her smile returned, more beautiful than before. ‘And this 

is why you drove headlong into a whirlwind?’ He replied, ‘Yes, 

ma’am. I’ve been trying to catch one for a while now. I had to be 

closer, to let her know she wasn’t alone. She was just the most 

beautiful thing I’d ever seen, up until I…’ Gabriel stopped, afraid of 

offending this woman. She blushed, understanding the things he 

didn’t say. He offered her lunch, since she had nothing with her to 

eat, and she agreed. They sat on the top of a grassy hill for hours, 

eating, talking. The woman was a kindred soul, was instantly close to 

him. Every hour together brought them a years worth of distance 

crossed. By the time he put a hand on her cheek, leaned in to kiss 

her, it was as though he had known her for longer than he had 

known this country. They made love under gathering clouds, and 

Gabriel was so lost in the pleasure, in the beauty of this woman, he 

almost didn’t notice the storm that whipped and howled around 

them, blending with the woman’s rising voice.”  
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“I’ve had nights like that…” 
“Did you create a tornado?” 
“You would know, you were there. Do you remember me making any 

tornadoes?” 
“No, but sometimes you break stuff. Does that count?” Catania narrowed 

her eyes at him forcing down a smile. 
 

“When he left the hill that day, the woman went with him. Riding 

with this woman, whom he called Nayaa, he felt the love and 

happiness he had been looking for all his life. Like him she had little 

family. An ancient mother that she never say anymore and believed 

to be dead, who had once given her the walking stick that she always 

carried with her. It was given her to protect her four brothers, but 

she had failed, and her mother had to come and save them herself. 

She didn’t speak to her mother much after that, unable to live down 

the failure. She almost never spoke to her brothers, who had danced 

their way to other corners of the land, only running across them once 

in a great while, and they would talk, and dance together, and then 

part ways again for years on end.  

They traveled far and wide together, seeing the world. They 

avoided staying in settlements, who were fearful and superstitious 

about the storms that had a tendency to strike whenever Gabriel and 

Nayaa made love. They went to the northwest, to the land of her 

mother, and were married by the tribes there. They finally settled 

further south, finding a place in between the tribes of Nayaa’s kind, 

and the cities of Gabriel’s. Gabriel built a house of stone and timber, 

distant from all other life. They lived on their own, growing 

vegetables, hunting food for meat. Much of the year they stayed in 

this home, visited by tribal leaders offering respect to Gabriel’s 

graceful wife, visited by traders wanting to trade in on the fruit of the 

orchard, growing in the surprisingly arid land they lived in, with 

frequent rains that were uncommon in the area. The men who visited 

would lend a hand to Gabriel, who was always working on the 

constant repair of his home, repeatedly damaged by violent winds. 

His body showed the wear of physical labor from resetting stones, 

replacing the support beams, reproofing. Many who visited 

wondered why he would choose to remain in a place where his house 

was being knocked down almost nightly by the hard winds, and he 

would smile and reply that those winds were a part of his home, 

keeping it string and fresh, keeping him healthy. Fewer were those 



 - 246 - 

who understood the true tumulus nature of his beloved Nayaa, and 

they asked why he would put himself in a position where he was 

always working to repair what she destroyed, where he put himself 

in a place where he was liable to have his head caved in during the 

night by a falling stone that used to be his wall. And still he would 

smile, and explain that his wife’s nature was what made him love her 

from the first time he saw her across the plains. You don’t love 

people for the changes you want them to make, but for the 

characteristics they have, the way they grow, the way they make you 

grow. The destruction was a result of the wind, and the wind was a 

result of their love, and he would always trust his life to the amazing 

force of his wife.” 

 
Catania opened her mouth to say something, but closed it again, and 

instead hugged Kurt’s arm tightly, resting her head on his shoulder. 
 

“Nayaa still traveled, dancing across the country. Usually, 

Gabriel went with her, to watch her dance her way from a distance, 

to stand at her feet as she danced, to let her pick him up and throw 

him in her arms, or to protect him in her calm center. After decades 

of marriage, Nayaa one day revealed she was pregnant. They 

celebrated their joy with the people across the country, and had the 

baby privately in their home. For several years the plains knew 

peace, Nayaa too busy to travel the land dancing, until she decided 

their son was ready to learn his heritage. Gabriel sat on a hill, 

swelling with pride, watching the smaller whirlwind whipping and 

turning clumsily around the larger one, as his son learned the steps 

to the family dance. After he had the moves, Nayaa granted him her 

staff, and he went to travel a while, to explore the world, announce 

his presence. The wind passed on, Nayaa stayed home more. While 

the wind patterns changed over the middle of the country, the 

northern area of her mother was forgotten by the twirling wind. But 

down around their simple home, the wind whipped violently almost 

every night, for so many years to come that they began to associate 

the two things together, only given reprieves when mother and father 

went to visit son, and watch how he had grown in his work. Neither 

Gabriel nor Nayaa were ever alone again, and neither ever 

wondered about fate or their place in the world, because they had 

found the secret to their happiness, the courage to accept each 

others lives, and to live for their own lives, and nothing else.” 
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After a moment of silence, Catania finally spoke. 
“I missed your stories.” 
“I missed telling them. For all her qualities, I don’t think Monica ever got 

telling stories. She preferred anecdotes and jokes. Jokes she loved.” 
“Jokes are good, too.” There was another pause. “Did your story mean that 

you want to try again? To be with me?” She wasn’t looking at Kurt’s face, but 
she could hear him smile. 

“I reckon it probably did.” She stretched out her neck to kiss his cheek, and 
then settled it back down. 

“Good.” 
“I do have one request though.” 
“Homing device?” 
“No. My house feels a little empty sometimes. How long do we have to 

wait before you suppose you’d be comfortable moving back in?” 
 
The next day she had off work, Catania moved all her things into Kurt’s 

house. Tiny though the yard was, Jack seemed glad to have grass right outside, 
instead of waiting for walks. There were a few hours of the day when sun poured 
over the fence, and Jack would be sleeping out in the warm sun. All of the 
flowers in the planter wall got immediate attention, and she polished the mirrors 
and glass every day.  

The following year brought few changes to their lives. After the first few 
months, Paul and Anita got used to the idea of Catania being around more, and 
were friendly. Initially they thought Kurt had been having a nervous breakdown 
when he told her she was back. They didn’t believe that he would even speak to 
her again, let alone ask her to move in with him. Catania kept working and 
attending school, actually passing all of her classes, and arriving on time most 
days. She got a drivers license, and bought a terrible used car with money she 
earned from the coffee shop. Kurt tried to help her buy a better one, but she 
refused his help. The webcomic continued to be a success, selling enough shirts 
that Paul indeed did not have to go to work anymore. When he wasn’t working 
on the merchandising that they already had, or helping come up with something 
new, Paul was trying to invent some new card games to be played with the 
Sinister Special playing cards that came out towards the end of the year. 
Appearances were made at a few conventions, and Kurt was starting to get 
recognized, not just for his own comic, but for helping new comics start out, and 
getting them set up. Emerald Informatics appreciated the success of a pet-project 
they allowed Kurt as an incentive for him to keep the rest of their business going, 
although they still insisted on naming the project Eye of the Needle, as a 
reference to the Space Needle. Nobody outside the boardroom understood the 
title, and it was referred to as ION. By the end of the fiscal year, the Emerald 
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office took almost an entire floor, and was working nationally, hiring some of the 
best web-designers and technicians. New plans involved buying out the small t-
shirt printing guys and expanding them to support all of the ION merchandising, 
from other garments to lunchboxes to the bound collections they wanted to come 
out, as well as shipping, and the possibility of buying a warehouse which could 
be used to store stock from other companies on the Emerald client lists, to cut 
down on the shipping errors they were experiencing from doing it themselves. 
Two kittens were welcomed into the household not long after Catania moved in, 
named Jose Cuervo and Stolichnaya. Life for Kurt and Catania was good, 
everyone was so happy they forgot that there had once been a time when just 
thinking about one another was a miserable experience. 
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Chapter Thirteen 
 
 
 
 

For the anniversary of the day in the park when they decided to get back 
together and make things work, they had been discussing going down to Tempe 
for a few days to visit their friends and take some time off work. Ultimately, 
Catania decided she would rather go to Canada, since she had never been there 
before, even after moving only a few hundred miles from the northern border. It 
wasn’t until five months later that they could take the time off work together to 
head south. Having spent so many years living down there, Catania had a hard 
time seeing her friends so rarely, except when they could fly up to Seattle to stay 
in what now could actually be used as a guest room. Kurt planned the trip to 
largely be an opportunity to hang out with Erika again, and see her old haunts, 
but the last few days of the trip were going to be at a resort outside of town, so 
they could have some time together. Catania joked that the reason Kurt wanted to 
go to a getaway in the middle of nowhere instead of Vegas, the earlier plan, was 
because he was afraid she would get him drunk and marry him. He could admit 
that he had been afraid of the thought at one point, but he wasn’t afraid of 
spending his life with her anymore. Anymore, he was starting to count on it. The 
way they settled in, it felt like how he wanted his life to feel. Vegas, however, 
was bright and full of lights and people, and if they were going to be getting 
away from school and work for a while, he wanted to get further away, where he 
wouldn’t have to pay attention to anything in the world but Catania. They could 
always go get married another time.  

Heather met them at the airport, and took them to her house to pick up the 
Abominable from her apartment’s carport, and then they had to check into their 
hotel. They’d ultimately decided to get a hotel room instead of staying with their 
friends so they could have the privacy to do whatever they wanted, and on every 
flat surface they wanted, without the fear of embarrassing or disgusting the 
people they had come to visit. Being together for as long as they had been had no 
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effect on their attraction to one another, or their nocturnal habits. If anything, 
they were so used to their level of activity, that when Kurt went to a conference 
for two nights that Catania couldn’t miss class to join, those two nights were 
intolerably long to go without sleeping together, and neither of them could plan 
on doing anything on the day they got back together, because they weren’t going 
to be leaving bed for the next 24 hours unless one of them got hungry. For 
anyone who visited them at their home in Seattle, it was common knowledge that 
however quiet they may try to be, they will still be having sex, and it will still 
make the house shake a little. So once they retrieved Kurt’s old car, looking as 
otherworldly and ragged as ever, they drove to their room to start their romantic 
vacation, and to rest up before heading back to Heather’s for a party. 

The party was huge collective of Heather and Erika’s friends, most of 
whom Kurt had met once or twice, and all of which were happy to see Catania 
back in town for a while. Neither Kurt nor Catania had been doing much 
drinking, ever since Catania had decided she had a tendency to get into trouble 
when too much drinking was involved, and Kurt made an effort not to come 
home drunk too often when he knew Catania was working hard to avoid it. Ever 
since getting back together, their drunkenness was relegated to quiet evenings at 
home, usually alone, occasionally with friends coming over. So they were among 
the first intoxicated, sitting on the couch, laughing and reminiscing about the 
night they first met, there on that same couch, making the entire night awkward. 
As the evening wore on, and people started going home, they stretched out on the 
same couch they once napped on, unable to come up with the right words to say 
goodbye, and went to sleep.  

In the morning they went back to their hotel briefly, and then drove out to 
Tempe Butte for a quick hike. The heat was intense, compared to the paths they 
were used to up north, with natural water and vegetation everywhere. Once they 
made the top, though, the view was beautiful, and they stood together regaining 
energy and conserving water before going back down. To battle the natural 
beauty of the A mountain, they went downtown, walking around, and found a 
Mexican restaurant to eat in. A little buzzed from the margaritas, they wandered 
to the Arizona Mills Mall, which was crowded with people, more than they could 
remember was usual. After asking around, they found out that the Art and Design 
Tour was visiting the mall, and they walked around, taking a look at the displays, 
talking about old times when they were living in Tempe together, before 
everything fell apart. Catania started pointing out the stores she used to steal 
things from. Back out on the street, she started giggling, and when Kurt stopped 
her to see what was so funny, she pulled a $300 hand-knitted sweater out of her 
bag. He kissed her temple and shook his head, teasing her that she couldn’t visit 
that mall without stealing SOMETHING.  
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The next morning they went to Erika’s, where a group of people were 
gathering to go out. At the party, someone brought up all the fond memories of 
visiting the Island of Big Surf, the local water park. Through the magic of 
drunken nostalgia, the place seemed to be some kind of mystical oasis, and Kurt 
regretted not even knowing it existed. Catania promised to take him there while 
they were visiting, and, upon hearing that, Erika decided that she wanted to go to. 
Hands were raised and shouting began, and soon there were nearly a dozen 
people clamoring to relive their youth on waterslides and artificial wave 
machines. When everyone finally arrived, with new members in tow, they loaded 
up four cars, and drove to the Island. Hours passed running around and splashing 
like children, having far more fun than adults should. Some of the crew had to go 
to work, though, and some had other things to do, so they gathered together 
again. Half of them loaded up and went back to Erika’s to get their cars and go. 
Kurt and Catania, Heather and her sister Jessie, Jake and his girl (Kurt couldn’t 
remember her name for the life of him until he gave up and asked Jessie; it was 
Vicky), and Erika and Don, the guy she just started seeing, all decided they 
wanted to go pick up some food and have a picnic at Town Lake. With the 
afternoon wearing on into evening ideas were thrown around and votes were cast, 
and the whole group were on the road to Gameworks. They hit the grill for drinks 
while the younger set started to thin out, and then started playing the games, 
which grew progressively more challenging as the night grew on, and the drinks 
stacked up. An hour before they left, Kurt had the surreal experience of being 
recognized outside of a convention. Apparently a pair of guys who had heard him 
talk on a panel in California spotted him when he started laughing in the crowd 
(he was somewhat notorious for his wisecracking at the panel, and could often be 
heard to burst into laughter before covering his mic with his hands). He spent 
twenty minutes mingling with the small group of fans, signing coasters from the 
bar and scraps of paper they had on them. Everyone got a sketch and an 
autograph, while his own friends cheered him on for his surreal bit of pseudo-
celebrity. One of the two who had recognized him was disappointed to see that 
his bar receipt not only had no sketch, but was signed with a simple ‘Stop hitting 
on my girlfriend, jackass! Best -Kurt.’ That night, after Catania expressed her 
pride in his success, they laid in bed with their laptops.  

 
You people are all mad! Seriously. All of you.  

Before you start writing your hate mail, hear me out. Let me 
tell you what this here comic brought me: 

 
I’m here in Tempe at the moment on a little vacation (which 

means I most certainly do NOT care about your order 
difficulties at the moment. You should be hassling Paul with 
that shit anyway. Leave me alone), and tonight Kitty-Cat and 
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I went out with some friends. There was drinking. Which, by 
the way, if you happen to be the Tempe Police, and are 

reading this now, had NOTHING to do with me hitting those 
cacti on the way back to the hotel tonight. I know it 
LOOKED like dodgy driving, but I promise, those spiny 

bastards were stirring up some serious shit. I’m pretty sure 
that last one was brandishing a gun. Next time you plant 
things in the meridian of your streets, go for something 

passive. Nobody has ever been mugged by a fichus tree. Can 
you people grow fichus trees here? 

 
Where was I? Oh! Drinking! Yes, we were  

at the local Gameworks, engaging in the time-honored 
tradition of drinking too much and then playing video games. 
When you get to the point where doorways keep dodging on 
you, that’s when you know you are prime for Dance-Dance 
Revolution. Not only does it make everything ten times 

funner, but imagine the self-esteem of the ten-year-old who 
kicked my ass ten times over tonight! So there I am, 

watching my girlfriend race five other drunks, children, and 
drunken children. Now, believe me, I love this girl to death. 
As I type she’s laying in bed next to me bare-ass naked, still 
shiny from sweat from me showing her that I love her. And, 
for all you geeks out there who liked that part, dig this: 

post-coital cuddling at this point involves laptops. She keeps 
threatening to kick my ass in Grape Gorilla’s Big Banana 

Showdown or Too-tall Jones’ Fastdraw Showdown (she can’t 
decide) as soon as she finished her paper. She is also writing 
a term paper while still obviously drunk. So you can see how I 
would love this girl more than all of my toes combined. More 
than all of YOUR toes combined. But, honestly, she shouldn’t 

be allowed to drive. Again, AZ five-oh aside, she isn’t 
technically ALLOWED to drive while she’s here. And there 
she is, racing against five other people, all of whom have 
been driving less time than her, some of whom aren’t even 
allowed to have permits yet, and she is in DEAD LAST. This 

is because she can’t figure out which direction she is 
supposed to go in, and her response to this is a long string of 

profanity like you can’t imagine. So I’m standing there, 
laughing like a baboon, when up come some people. And this is 

the part that concerns you: 
These people were your own. 

 
That’s right: they were fans of this site.  
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Now, on occasion someone asks me to go to some kind of 
convention, which, believe me, is weird enough. There’s 

something I still don’t quite understand about someone asking 
me to come sit at a table so that a whole passel of people 

can find me when they want to, and get me to write my name 
on things. I can’t even get the guy at Taco Bell to give me 
extra sauce without busting my balls, so how is it people are 
standing in a LINE to talk to me? Fucked up. Anyway, some 
of those very same people recognize me, and next thing I 
know there’s half a dozen people there, who know me, even 

though I have never seen them before. This is weird. 
WEIRD. And, aside from the chubby one who didn’t see the 
lack of manners in telling me I’m his favorite cartoonist and 
then hitting on my girlfriend (I know she’s real cute and all, 
but…DUDE!), it was awesome and humbling. People asking for 
my autograph in public like I’m some kind of rockstar? I 

started this because I think a lot of things are funny that I 
wanted to draw. The fact that putting Prison Ass-Rape jokes 
on clothing and selling them got me some kind of pseudo-fame 
is outstanding. So, to all of you lunatics out there who like 
my stuff enough to stand in line to shake my hand, to spend 

your hard-earned money on my shirts and the book, to 
actually RECOGNIZE ME in random locations? Thank you. It 
was an experience unlike everything I have ever experienced. 
Even though I started this whole thing to amuse myself, you 
guys have made it so much bigger than I ever imagined, and 
as long as y’all are roaming around outside of the nuthatch, I 

promise to keep trying to get these things out on time. 
 

For now, though, the girl is done pretending  
she can impress her professor with drunky-speak, and is 
currently rubbing up against me and talking trash for what 
she is promising me is going to be the biggest battle-chess 
whooping I ever took. The stakes are high. Wish me luck. 

 
Except for you, chubby. You stop thinking about  

my girlfriend naked and rubbing against things. Wanker. 
 

It was nearly noon when Kurt and Catania got out of the hotel room. With 
such high stakes, there were many chess games after another, and then the 
settling of debts at the end, and they didn’t turn out the lights until past four in 
the morning. Their friends had to work, so they drove to the ASU campus, where 
they took a stroll through the arboretum, like they had on that first day of talking 
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to one another sober, and all those walks when they were still realizing that they 
weren’t halfway done falling in love with one another. When they passed the Art 
Museum on campus, they went in, checking out the new exhibits. Being 
highlighted that month was a collection of Ceramics, ranging from finely detailed 
busts created in the style of classical roman sculpture, to smooth, brightly glazed 
sculpture. Also present were the usual assortments of student artwork, and an 
amazing collection of photographs, Kurt’s favorite of which was a dejected-yet-
hopeful looking man wearing only a pink tutu standing in the middle of a snowy, 
deserted street. The snow made the rest of the picture look so stark, almost black 
and white, and even the man’s skin was pale, so the tutu stood out, the bright spot 
in a cold world, a beaten man with courage and spirit, naked and alone, but still 
dancing. All the signs advertised the Big Event: a short film festival. During the 
daytime the films were shown on a loop, starting over again every four hours. 
When the evening showing started, the artists would come, and answer questions 
or present the pieces. Too late to catch the beginning of the next run, Kurt and 
Catania sat down and watched three hours of short film ranging from terrible to 
astonishing, before heading back into the sun. By then Erika had gotten off work, 
and so they all went over to Jude’s Jukebox to meet some old friends and old 
coworkers and share stories of the past few years over drinks and greasy 50’s 
style food. Catania was getting rowdy and salacious with all the alcohol and 
nostalgia; trading back and forth between whispering dirty things in Kurt’s ear 
and making less than discreet grabs under the counter, and then casing the diner 
for something to steal. When they finally left, she had collected in her purse all 
the silverware she saw laying on the tables, as well as the napkin dispenser from 
the table, the plastic thing that holds the sugar packets, every pen from the 
register, and the waiter’s order tablet. As she passed him on the way out the door, 
Catania slapped him on the ass so hard Kurt thought he was going to cry, and 
repeated one of her least favorite lines from her days working there. Only one 
shrub was harmed in the driving home of the Abominable that night, but back at 
the room, Catania leapt on Kurt like a car running over succulents, and he went 
to sleep with more cuts on him than he’d received in a long time. 

For the next day they planned to go to the Phoenix Rock Gym, which has 
one of the most spectacular display of indoor rock walls Kurt had ever heard of, 
and he couldn’t resist. They geared up and watched the demonstration guaranteed 
to make even complete climbing virgins capable of handling the walls, and then 
started climbing themselves, from the easiest of amateur walls, working their 
way to the expert cliffs. Some of them proved way too much for the pair of them, 
and they couldn’t get higher than thirty feet before their arms gave out and they 
tumbled down. Tired and sore, they went and showered and got ready to go meet 
up with Heather and the gang to go see some music. While they were still in the 
hotel room, Catania got a call from Erika, who couldn’t go to with the others 
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because she already had tickets to see Ghetto Princess at the Big Fish with Don. 
However Don was called in to work at the last minute, So Erika was pissed and 
alone for her concert. After a brief discussion, they decided to split up for the 
night, since the others were going to see a rockabilly show anyway, which was 
never Catania’s cup of tea. So on the way over Kurt dropped Catania off with 
Erika so they could go bond like old times and see some great metal music, 
kissed her for luck in the pits, told her he’d pick her up when the shows were at 
an end, and then he joined his own friends. They went to the Yucca Tap Room to 
see some local band that Heather had been trying to convince Kurt were the new 
Roger Clyne and the Peacemakers. While they were driving back, Catania called 
from the Metal show, so drunk it was hard to tell what was her and what was the 
band playing on the other side of the bathroom wall. Through some trial-and-
error, they worked out that what she was trying to say was that she was going to 
sleep as soon as she got to Erika’s car, and Kurt should come get her in the 
morning. They said their goodnights on the phone, and hung up. Back in 
Heather’s place, they continued to drink until everyone was exhausted, and Kurt 
slept on his old couch once again.  

Heather woke him up at ten, reminding him that they were going to all 
head out to Papago Park to hike and have lunch. He showered and called Catania 
to remind her as well, since she was probably just as passed out as he was. She 
didn’t answer her phone, so he left a message asking if she had left it on the sink 
of the bar and wandered off, which had happened in the past, and got in his car 
with Heather, Jessie, Jake and Vicky to go collect his hung over girlfriend and 
buy some picnic supplies. Erika was just getting ready for work when they got 
there. 

“Hey, Erika. I have come to collect my woman. She still passed out back 
there?” Erika stammered a bit, and was unable to look him in the eye. “Was she 
that bad last night? She wasn’t telling secrets, was she? Something involving 
your car, years ago?” 

“No, she…uh…no.” Erika dropped her keys and picked them up, scanning 
the walls of her own apartment for something to look at.  

“She IS back there, isn’t she?” Kurt was concerned that something more 
serious than a hangover was going on. He started down the hall. 

“Kurt, don’t…” He stuck his head in Erika’s room, and walked back, 
worry overtaking his voice. 

“Erika, Where’s Cat? Did Catania come home with you last night?” Erika 
bit her lip and looked at the floor. Kurt nodded his head at nothing, his face tense. 
Heather walked to Erika, putting a hand on her shoulder.  

“Erika, girl, you wouldn’t have let her do anything stupid…right? Right?” 
Kurt was on his phone, calling Catania again. He took a picture off the wall of 
Catania and Erika from when they moved into their first apartment together. As 
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the phone rang, he studied her eyes in the picture. Eyes he had grown to love. 
Eyes he held all his hoped for the future one. Eyes he had grown to trust. With 
every ring of the phone, that feeling he hadn’t experienced in so long came back 
to him. The lightheadedness, the sick feeling. The hurt.  

“Hello?” 
“Cat. It’s me.” 
“Morning, baby.” Her voice didn’t carry the same grogginess of her normal 

morning. The room started spinning around Kurt’s head. 
“What’s up?” 
“Nothing. Just woke up. I didn’t even hear the phone ring before. Ears are 

still ringing from the show. That Kimmy chick kicks ass.”  
“Yeah. So, you ready for me to come pick you up?” 
“Um…I’m not ready or anything yet. I smell like shit. Why don’t you take 

everyone out to breakfast while I get ready, and then you can come pick me up?” 
There was a hiss, like a whisper, in the background behind her. 

“We’re kindof running late already. Why don’t you jump in the shower 
now, and we’ll be at Erika’s before you’re even done so we can just take off?” 

“I don’t want to keep you all waiting…” He heard the hiss again, this time 
it definitely sounded like a voice.  

“Is that Erika with you? I thought she had to work today, for some reason.” 
Erika turned red in the room beside him.  

“She does.” 
“Is her roommate there?” 
“No, I’m alone here.” The whisper returned, and then chuckled. 
“When you say ‘here,’ what do you mean exactly?” 
“In bed at Erika’s house, where else would I be?” He could feel a tear 

forming, blurring the picture in his hands. He blinked twice, looking back in her 
eyes, smiling so brightly even while she lied to him on the phone.  

“Under the bed?” She laughed. 
“No, IN bed. Are your ears ringing, too?” 
“I am hearing some pretty wild shit. Ears are fine though.” 
“Kurtis, are you alright? You sound upset…” The concern in her voice just 

made the bile in his stomach rise more. His chest tightened, and his vocal chords 
started to close. 

“No, I’m not alright. So, what kind of timeframe are we talking? How long 
until you think you’ll be done with everything and ready to go?” 

“What do you mean? Baby, what’s wrong?” 
“You know how I like to plan. I mean, if you just got up, then you still 

have all your routine to go through. I know you prefer to suck cock BEFORE you 
brush your teeth, and then you usually like to fuck right after your shower, before 
the steam has dried off of your skin, so you get that sexy smell about you. How 
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long will all that take? Two hours? More? Less? How long can he go for, 
anyway?” The playfulness drained from Catania’s voice, replaced by confusion 
and fear. 

“What…what are you talking about? Why are you…Where are you?” 
“You get three guesses, and the first two are practice.” 
“Erika’s?” 
“So I guess you were still fucking him when I called the first time?” 
“…” 
“Fucking forget it.” His hands were shaking, his knuckles white as they 

gripped the framed picture. 
“No! Please! I can explain!” There was an explosion of glass as the frame 

hit the wall. 
“YEAH?! I’VE HEARD ALL YOUR FUCKING EXPLANATIONS 

BEFORE, MORE TIMES THAN I CARE TO REMEMBER! REMEMBER 
THE LAST TIME, WHEN YOU SWORE IT WAS THE LAST TIME, YOU 
HAD CHANGED, YOU WOULD RATHER DIE THAN DO THAT AGAIN?! 
HOW MANY MINUTES DID IT TAKE TO FORGET THAT ONE, HUH?!” 

“KURTIS! I LOV—” Kurt snapped his phone shut, putting it into his 
pocket with shaking hands.  

“Not fucking happening again…Heather? Can you drive me to my hotel 
and then the airport? I can’t…I don’t know that I can drive.” Heather nodded, her 
face pale, tears forming in her own eyes. Jessie was standing with her mouth 
agape. Kurt tossed Heather the keys to the Abominable. They walked to the door, 
and before he left he turned back to Erika, standing still as a statue. “You can 
fucking keep her.” 

 
The fourth time she called, Kurt turned off his phone. He packed his things 

up, checking the room twice to make sure he didn’t forget anything. Catania’s 
suitcase was sitting open, and on the top he saw black lingerie. He wrote a note 
on the hotel stationary, tossing it in with the clothes. ‘You bring that for me, or 
were you PLANNING on getting some new dick this trip?!’ It was a silent car 
ride as he went to the airport. Neither Jessie nor Heather could think of anything 
to say. When she looked over and realized Kurt was sitting staring at the world 
whipping by with silent tears rolling down his face, she tried to comfort him with 
a hand on his arm.  

“She’s got to be stupid, if she didn’t realize you were worth keeping.” She 
was pretty sure he didn’t even feel her hand.  

At the airport, Kurt went straight to the counter, and explained that he 
wanted to trade the two tickets he had for three days in the future for the very 
next flight to Seattle. There was a direct flight in a few hours. They had room for 
him, but they couldn’t give him the difference. He told them he didn’t need it. 
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Heather and Jessie sat with him while he waited for his flight. Nobody spoke. 
There was nothing that they hadn’t been through before. As they got closer to 
loading time, he stood up to go to his terminal. He hugged the girls goodbye, but 
his body was stiff and rigid, his voice barely audible. Before he got on the plane, 
Kurt sent a message to Paul to pick him up from the airport in a few hours.  

Anita was panicked before she even saw his eyes.  
“What happened? Where’s Cat?” 
“Tempe. Can you watch the animals for a few more days?” 
“Of course, as long as you need. Kurt what happened?” 
“What always happens?” Paul’s voice was already angry from suspicion. 
“Jesus, she didn’t.” Anita was more bewildered than anything. 
“No! She was so much better! She seemed…she really loved you! That 

was a long time ago, she wouldn’t go back!” 
“Ask her yourself when she finally gets around to swallowing. Paul: keep 

an eye on the comic? Update it for me with what we have on file if you don’t 
hear from me?” 

“Kurt, you’re not going to…” 
“I’m not going to kill myself, I just have shit to do.” 
 
Catania got to the house just after ten in the morning. She couldn’t get a 

hold of anyone, and had to take a cab from the airport. She’d been crying for 
almost 24 hours straight, and her entire face was tired. When Kurt wouldn’t 
answer his phone, she tried Heather, and finally Erika. Erika was the one who 
explained it to her, after going to pick Catania up from the corner store she went 
to after she got thrown out of the guy’s apartment. The clerks there tried to find 
out what was bothering her, but she could barely talk through her tears, so they 
ran and got her some paper towels to hold over her knuckles where they were 
bleeding. She couldn’t even tell them how it happened. When they got to Erika’s, 
she saw the broken glass everywhere and the gouge in the wall where the corner 
of the frame hit. There were pieces of glass stick into the sheetrock. Suddenly the 
crash she heard on Kurt’s end of the phone made sense; she sad and sobbed while 
Erika explained the rest. On top of everything, Heather had the car back, and she 
said Kurt was gone. His stuff was all gone from the room, except a note left on 
top of the new lingerie she bought for their getaway. It took her far too long to 
pack, too distressed to focus, shaking too hard for her hands to be much good, 
and so overwhelmed she would throw her suitcase against the wall and have to 
start over. She’d be there still if Erika hadn’t helped, and driven her to the airport. 
After everything else, she had to buy new tickets, and there wasn’t anything 
going out until the next morning. All night she sat in Erika’s apartment, crying 
and trying to call Kurt over and over again, getting more desperate with every 
failed attempt.  
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Now that she was home, she was even more terrified. The place was a 
mess. All the pictures of her had been taken from the planter wall, and half the 
plants were missing. Some of the other planters were empty, too. Kitchen 
cabinets were open, nothing looked right. She could hear movement upstairs.  

“Kurt!” 
“Sure, you show up just when I’m done with all the hard work.” He threw 

a stack of frames haphazardly into an open suitcase that was already full, the 
cracking of glass going almost unnoticed. 

“What are you doing?” 
“Helping you pack. You have a lot of shit, but I’m pretty resourceful.” His 

voice was flat, and made her heart want to stop beating.  
“What’s going on?! Kurt, I need to talk to you!” All of Catania’s thoughts 

were a jumble in her head.  
“So talk. Let me guess. You’re sorry, right?” a pair of ceramic dogs were 

lobbed across the room, landing on the frames with the sound of more broken 
glass. 

“Kurtis, I fucked up so bad! So, so bad! I drank way too much at that 
fucking show and…Kurtis, please look at me!” 

“No need, I’ve heard this one.” Catania rushed to him and grabbed his 
hands. He pulled them back from her so hard she lost her balance, and fell over, 
grabbing on to the suitcase for balance and ending up with it and her both on the 
ground. The contents of the case were spilled across her lap and the floor. She 
recognized a few articles of clothing and most of her underwear drawer, but 
almost everything was torn or cut up. She held up the pieces.  

“What…what happened?” 
“Oh. Yeah, I didn’t know what to do with your clothes. You had so much. I 

figured, since you were so generous, what with spreading your love and your legs 
for anyone needy or horny or who bought you a drink that you would want most 
of it to go to charity.” 

“You gave my clothes to goodwill?” 
“Some. I gave some of it to this girl, and what they didn’t want I already 

loaded in your car with some of your other stuff. Plants and shit. I was going to 
lash your bed on top, but someone took it off the lawn last night. No manners, 
you know?” Catania’s face twisted, her panicked anguish mixed with confusion 
as she tried to puzzle it all together. 

“But…?” She held up a handful of shredded cloth. 
“Oh, that. Yeah, I figured they probably didn’t want that, since even I 

couldn’t say where all it had been. But you had so much it was hard to fit it all in 
the luggage you had, so I tried to make it smaller, to fit more in. Told you I was 
clever.” Kurt’s voice was cold and cruel and empty. It shook Catania so much 
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she couldn’t even think in sentences. She held up the wooden jewelry box Kurt 
bought her once, what was left of the contents scattered around. 

“Where’s…did…is it…Goodwill?” 
“No, I figured you probably needed some money, since you weren’t getting 

paid for time off. I sold some for you.” 
“You sold it?” 
“Just the stuff without any sentimental value. The stuff I gave you. Clearly 

you didn’t give a shit about that.” She dropped the box, tried to stand to walk to 
Kurt, and fell again. 

“Necklace?” 
“No, I didn’t sell that. It was too nice. I gave it to this girl I met last night, 

actually.” 
“Girl?” Catania could feel pieces of her breaking.  
“Yeah. Cutie. She really liked it. We came back here and she showed me 

how grateful she was. Apparently the thing was valuable, because she couldn’t 
wait to suck me off. Twice.” Kurt held up two fingers. Catania couldn’t even feel 
the tears.  

“You gave…you said…it was our anni…anniversary…you said…” She 
started sobbing so hard that she couldn’t catch a breath, and so loud that her own 
throat hurt. 

“I know. Our anniversary. And we stood there on the other side of that 
suspension bridge that you had been so brave to cross, just because you knew I 
wanted to, and I told you how much I loved you, and how proud I was of how far 
you’d come and that I would love you forever.”  

“…ever…” It was the only thing she could say, and even that was a 
whisper between gasps. She tried to crawl to his voice, but she couldn’t see him 
through the tears. 

“And I meant it, too. I mean, I had been skeptical at first, jaded I guess, 
about thinking that kind of way, but when I saw standing there with you, it just 
happened. And ever since then, I was thinking about it more and more. I wasn’t 
even thinking of it as a question of IF we got married anymore, I was thinking of 
it as WHEN. It’s funny, really. How do you always know when I’m thinking 
about marrying you to go out and fuck another guy? Or is there ever a break 
between, and you just get CAUGHT then?”  

Beyond speech, Catania reached up until she could feel Kurt’s hand, and 
held onto it as tight as she could with both her hers, shaking and cold. He looked 
down at her. 

“What happened to your knuckle? It’s split wide open. You hit a wall?” 
She shook her head. “You hit someone?” She nodded. “Who?” She took one 
hand back and held it to her mouth, trying to control herself enough to say 
something.  
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“Auh…auh…asshole was luh-laughing at me…at you. Hu-hit him. Threw 
me…out.” 

“He must not have been very good if you hit him hard enough to split your 
knuckle.” The hostility was going out of Kurt’s voice, leaving just the exhaustion 
and the emptiness. He sat on the edge of the bed. She crawled closer, pressing her 
head to his knee. Kurt was made of stone, saying nothing. Finally, Catania could 
breathe. 

“Don’t even remember it. Me and Erika were having a good time, drinking 
and laughing. It was like we hadn’t been apart. I got really drunk. This guy came 
over, and kept buying me drinks. Told him I had a boyfriend, but he kept on. And 
then…I don’t know…I remember leaving with him, but thinking I wanted to go 
back. And then I was at his house, and we were having sex…I don’t even know 
how many times. Just remember pieces. I didn’t even know where I was when I 
woke up. When I saw this guy, I hoped nothing had happened, only I was naked, 
and I was sore, and then I started to remember just little pieces. I tried to think of 
something to tell you, some way to explain, some way…some way…then you 
called and woke him up.” 

“Funny how you always end up fucking someone when you’re drunk.” She 
felt the tears flowing again.  

“I’m so sorry. I know I fucked up, and I’m sorry. You know I stopped 
drinking when I go out for you. I thought it would be okay because we had been 
drinking for a couple days, and I was with Erika. I swear, Kurtis, I 
promisepromisepromise I will NEVER drink ANYTHING again.” 

“Even funnier how you always say that to me after you fuck someone.” 
“Please, please, Kurtis, I love you so much, you know I need you and it’ll 

never happen again!” He was quiet for a moment, and then let out a sigh. 
“What would you do, if you were me?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Would you believe that? You went back to Dirk, and then hit me with 

crying apologies and all these promises. Then you fucked Dave, and came to me 
a year later crying and promising and wrecking my relationship. And I believed 
you again. I trusted you, I believed in you. Here we are again, with the same 
promise, the same tears. I mean, is this just something you have rehearsed, or 
what?” His pants leg was wet from tears. 

“I don’t mean it, I can’t…I’m just fucked up, you know? And I never do 
the right thing. I want to. I know you mean everything to me, but I can’t keep 
from hurting you and it hurts me worse when I see you and I know you didn’t do 
anything to deserve it and it happened anyway.” 

“Doesn’t answer my question though.” 
“I don’t know, Kurt, I don’t know I don’t know. You tore up my clothes 

but I’ll but new ones, and I’ll buy back my jewelry or do without. You fucked 
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that girl and you know that’ll hurt me every day of my life but I deserved it and I 
love you anyway. You can fuck her again, if you’ll forgive me. You can fuck her 
or anyone else until you think you paid me back. You can make me sit in the 
room and watch and I won’t even cry loud, you can beat me, just please don’t 
hate me.” 

“Is that what you’d do? If I had been cheating on you you’d hit me and 
make me watch while you slept with someone else?” 

“You wouldn’t do that to me.” 
“I did though. Last night.” 
“You didn’t want her, you wouldn’t have done it if I didn’t hurt you. Did 

you want her? Is she prettier than me? Was she…was she better than me? 
Oh…were you…you wanting for me to fuck up? So you could meet another 
girl?” She bit her lip so hard it started to bleed, but she couldn’t stop the sobbing 
gasps.  

“No, I was the one who was thinking about marrying you, remember? And 
she was younger, but she was dumb. Skinny but soft, no real tone. Couldn’t give 
decent head.” 

“She doesn’t know you like I do. I was made for you.” She wiped her eyes, 
looking up at him. His face was still blank; his eyes wouldn’t meet hers. She 
stood up, reaching out to touch him. She turned his head to face her, but his eyes 
were looking right through her. She leaned over and kissed him, stepping closer. 
He didn’t kiss her back, he just sat. Her fingers ran through his hair, jerking his 
head like a rag doll, and she kissed him harder, Moving to his ear. “Nobody 
knows you like I do, because nobody can love you as much as me. You’ve been 
so much for me. You mean everything to me.” When he still didn’t react to her 
kiss, she knelt back down, rubbing her hands up inside his shirt, scratching his 
back. Watching his eyes carefully, she unsnapped his pants, and tugged them 
down. Even as his body reacted, his face didn’t, but he didn’t tell her to stop. 
When she was done, his face was flushed, but his expression was still a mystery 
to her. She sat on the bed beside him.  

“See? That girl didn’t know you. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for 
you. We can make this go away.” She kissed him and leaned on him until she 
was lying back on the bed. When she kissed him again, he finally kissed her 
back. She started to pull off her own clothes, and he helped.  

After the sex, Catania was curled up, lying half on top of him. The 
puffiness from an entire days crying was finally starting to fade, and she smiled a 
little bit while she listened to his heart beat. 

“I love you so much, Kurtis. I don’t think I could live without you. You 
said it yourself, once. When we’re together, there’s this draw, like it was meant 
to be. I promise you, everything will be better.” Kurt didn’t answer her, but she 
felt better just being next to him, feeling his skin. A thousand thoughts raced in 
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her head of ways she could prove to him that she meant what she was saying. 
Kurt’s body shifted beneath her, and then slid from under her as he rolled to face 
the wall. A thousand thoughts dropped dead, her stomach tightening up again. 
She reached out slowly, his skin warm to her touch. As soon as she squeezed his 
shoulder, Kurt got out of bed and put his pants back on, scooping up the mess on 
the floor and piling it back in her suitcase.  

“I can’t do it.” She sat up, clutching blankets around her, trying to warm a 
chill that came from inside her. 

“What do you mean? We just…” 
“I can’t, Catania. There’s nothing that you can say to make me believe you. 

Even if you keep your promise for a while, how long will it last? We were 
together for a year and a half and you still couldn’t control yourself. Am I 
supposed to get used to you cheating on me every year? Some couple’s celebrate 
their anniversaries with flowers or vacations, but you and I, we do it with 
infidelity?” 

“No, I promise—” 
“But you can’t. Because the next time you go to visit Erika, you’ll have a 

drink, and then you’ll have two, and then you wont be in control. Am I supposed 
to follow you around and make sure you stay faithful? Buy you a chastity belt? 
Pin a note to your shirt to let the bartender know not to give you any alcohol? I 
can’t do it, Cat. I just can’t. This time was too many.’ 

“But…but your story. You said…when people asked why he stayed with 
his wife even though she tore down their house all the time, he said her 
destruction was part of her love and he wouldn’t leave he for it.” 

“In the story she just blew down the house, she didn’t go blow the men in 
town.” Catania’s forehead creased, and he saw the tears form in her eyes before 
they fell. “Look, I’m sorry. That was mean. Shh. Don’t cry.” Kurt’s apology just 
made it worse. 

“No, you’re right, you don’t have to apologize.” 
“I do. I don’t like to hurt you. Yesterday when I found out I was so angry, I 

thought I did. I came here and I tore up your stuff and gave it away, threw a pile 
of dead plants in your car, went out and found a girl to bring home. But it all 
made me feel worse. I thought maybe I would feel like justice was being done. I 
almost threw up when that girl was going down on me, because we both knew 
why we were doing it, and we were anyway. I didn’t want to hurt you. What I 
wanted was to make it all go away.” 

“We can start over?” 
“Not this time. That ship sailed. We had our chance, Cat. We couldn’t do 

it. If we stayed together, it wouldn’t be the same. We have too much past to bury, 
and we’ll just keep hurting each other. It has to stop.” 

“But…but…” 
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“No. I mean it. We’re done. I…don’t know what else to say. I can give you 
money, if you want, for a new bed, and to buy new clothes. I shouldn’t have 
destroyed it all. It was petty. I’ll go sleep at Paul and Anita’s for a few days if 
you need to find a place to stay, if you can promise not to get me back and tear 
up my clothes. But we can’t do this anymore.” 

Catania couldn’t stop the tears. She cried for a half an hour, while Kurt 
packed up whatever she had left, carefully. When she got control of herself, she 
started helping him. Whenever she saw the look in his eyes, the regret and loss, 
like he was already missing her, as though she were a ghost watching him at her 
own funeral, the tears returned. They loaded what they could fit into her car, with 
whatever furniture she had going in the garage. She kissed him goodbye, but it 
was like kissing a soft statue. Kurt ran his hand through her hair once, and told 
her he would never forget her, and part of him would always love her. As much 
as he wanted to, he couldn’t hide his own sadness, and when he told her he was 
sorry as she was getting into her car, she noticed the light reflecting off the 
streaks running down his cheek. And then she was gone.  
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Chapter Fourteen 
 
 
 
 

Kurt felt like his house was haunted. Every day he woke up alone there, he 
was overwhelmed with memories; of Monica, of Catania, of everything he had 
when he was happy. More and more, he found himself spending time with Paul 
and Anita just so he didn’t have to go home. All the work he did for Emerald he 
did in the office instead of at home, just to get away. One day he just picked up a 
phone and called a realtor and put it on the market. Everything was already 
packed up by the time the first couple came to look at it, and he accepted the first 
offer they gave. Truth to tell, he probably would have paid someone so he didn’t 
have to live with all the ghosts of his own past. As soon as his contract with 
Emerald was up, he started looking for a place in another city. There was a 
company in Chicago that had need of someone like him. Paul and Anita promised 
to take care of Jose and Stoli, and the planter wall that only hurt to look at went 
to Anita as well. Emerald swore they would keep his job open whenever he came 
back.  

Nowhere ever felt like home, and he could never settle down. Every time 
he moved, he sold something else, and he didn’t stay in any one place for longer 
than nine months. His professional history was enough to give him a steady 
career as a consultant and analyst; there were companies everywhere who needed 
someone with his skills, and he didn’t even ask that much for it. Moving around 
as much as he did, Kurt found it impossible to keep Sinister Special updated, so 
he closed it down. Paul managed to keep the t-shirt side of things going, coming 
up with new designs, and Emerald knew him well enough to help out when it was 
needed. ION still help a high place in the webcomic community. His constant 
shuffling around made it next to impossible for Kurt to meet anyone new, too, 
but then those who knew him best thought that may have been the reason for it. 
Whenever they spoke, his friends would joke that Kurt’s next car was going to 
have to be a moving truck, but it was the kind of joke that was followed with a 
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nervous laugh and a silent prayer, told by someone who loved him too much to 
let go, but knew deep down that the Kurt they remembered was never coming 
back.  

 
Catania stayed in Seattle for almost another year. At first she drove by 

Kurt’s house regularly, hoping to see him, hoping she would have the courage to 
walk up to his door, but knowing he wouldn’t have anything to say to her. When 
she noticed the for-sale sign, she stopped her car and tore it apart, but it was back 
two days later. One day there was a sold sticker over it, and she knew she had no 
more reason to stay in town. She finished her term at the university, and the day 
she took her finals she submitted a request for a transcript, packed up, and moved 
back to Tempe. Her landlord called for days, and when he finally went over to 
check on her, the only thing left in the apartment was her phone, full of missed 
calls from her boss and friends from school, all wondering where she had gone. 

With Kurt gone, she lost her incentive not to drink, and fell immediately 
back in her old habits when she got to Tempe. She moved in with Erika, got a job 
at the first restaurant that hired her down the street, and signed up for as many 
classes as they would let her, so she could get done with school sooner. But with 
her nights full of drinking and partying, she was back to missing a lot of class, 
and only passing half of them. The worse she did in school, the more depressed 
she got, and the more destructive her lifestyle. What started with finding 
company to help ease her loneliness ended in a series of relationships that left her 
with even more scars, and more hospital bills than she could afford. Before she 
had been back in Tempe for two years, she discovered she was pregnant when 
she went back to the hospital for a pair of broken fingers and the doctor grew 
concerned over her constant vomiting. Nobody was more surprised than she was; 
she assumed it was just because of her drinking habits. This news meant the end 
of school, still years away from her goal, and the introduction of two more part-
time jobs. After the baby was born, a little boy she named Kurt after the man she 
wished was his dad, instead of the one of many it could have been, she resumed 
her lifestyle. Three weeks after her 30th birthday, another trip to the doctor for a 
‘falling down the stairs’ and the resulting blood test revealed one more present 
that she didn’t know she had, in the form of a virus that, if nothing else, would 
finally force her to curb her promiscuous behavior.  

 
Monica ended up in Miami after moving twice to escape the memory of 

Kurt. The sun and palm trees felt like the opposite of Seattle, and she needed 
that; she needed as few reminders as possible. Once she settled in to the Miami 
office of TexTronics, she started doing incredibly well, and, after five years with 
the company, they started grooming her to take over that office. The work was 
easy for her; work was something she could always pour herself into. An office 
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offered a security that people couldn’t. People couldn’t be trusted at all. It didn’t 
matter how long you knew them, how long you dated, sooner or later, they would 
let you down, or hurt you. She never settled into another relationship, never felt 
as happy or comfortable with another person as she had with Kurt. No matter 
who she was with or what they promised her, she was always waiting for that day 
when she could come home to find an empty apartment, or a goodbye note, or the 
man who swore he would always love her sitting on the edge of their bed, crying, 
waiting to confess that everything had been a lie. Because that’s what people did; 
people lied. One simple fact on which all human interaction was based, and as far 
as Monica could tell, the sooner you accepted it, the sooner you could work 
around it, and make contingency plans. Pretending it wasn’t true only made it 
worse, because then you were only adding your own lies to everyone else’s. 
Denying it only made the hurt come faster.  
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Final Statement 
 
 
 
 

This is the damage done by a world that believes the lies of its pop culture. 
It’s the wound on all of us inflicted by the fairy tales and fictions we cling to. The 
simple, cruel reality that the healing power of love is never as strong as the pain 
and destruction it will cause. It’s a band-aid on a missing limb. A defibrillator on 
a corpse two weeks gone. Every book, every movie, every play and song and 
daydream we’ve ever been fed with a happy, love-sick ending is just another nail 
in our own gallows; another inch of rope. You don’t always find your soulmate, 
and there is no guarantee that the world holds just one person who will make all 
of life’s problems go away. Sometimes you look your whole life and find 
nothing, sometimes people DO die alone, no matter of how many pep-talks they 
get, how many times they smile at a stranger, how many times they go to church 
and pray. There are times when the best we can hope for is a sympathetic doctor 
with a full prescription pad and a huge supply of overpriced pharmaceuticals, 
willing to give us what we need to face the day without collapsing. Even then, 
there’s no promise written in stone that, as good as you’ve been, as hard as 
you’ve always tried to work, you won’t still end up with nothing left to live for, 
and nowhere else to go. 

What our stories should be busy telling us, the lesson that we really need to 
learn, is to find something else in our lives worthwhile. Something we can 
control. They should give us the tools to look at these situations with an honest 
eye, seeing them for the empty promises they are. We need to pay attention to the 
end of the Indiana Jones movies, when he’s going to live happily ever after with 
his beautiful partner in crime, who we know somehow manages to disappear 
before the next film; all those reasons they didn’t get along are surely what 
caused their between-the-script breakup. Someone should show us a realistic 
Romeo and Juliet where they get there in time; where the wild passion has time 
to wear away in the face of passing years and constant problems and the 
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impending hardship of being cut off from a wealthy family without the skills to 
fend for themselves. Even the greatest romance of all time wouldn’t have stood a 
chance. Our lessons are always focusing on the wrong side of the equation; on 
trying to FIND your ‘one true love,’ find the perfect person who understands you 
so completely, who makes your life whole, who will be your enduring support; 
your rock. The question isn’t if you can find someone to love, because you’ll be 
able to find a lot of them if you’re looking at reality instead of a Disney fiction. 
Instead, the question is whether or not, when you FIND that rock, you have the 
focus and foresight to embrace them, to hold on to them, and use that powerful 
enduring strength as the foundation on which to build something greater, or if 
you’ll see it as an obstacle to the soft, malleable empty promise of gold that could 
be beneath, devoting your time to chipping away at the stone, throwing yourself 
against time and time again, leaving you both marred and shattered in the 
process. Will you be able to see the things you find as useful resources, or will 
you constantly be looking for some hidden magic, making you blind to the 
valuable material all around you? Have you already invested so much into the 
lies of your chosen fictions that you will never be able to see your way back out? 
Are you already so broken you can’t tell truth from fairy tale, a firm foundation 
from an unstable ledge? These are the things that should be your concern, and 
until you have clear vision ahead of you, every word you read will only push you 
further and further from any life worth being a part of, any dream capable of 
becoming reality, or any goal that will truly make you happy upon having 
achieved it. 

 





 
About the Author 

Seriously, people. The author doesn’t really like talking about 

himself. If you’re reading this, then you probably already 

KNOW the author, because it’s not like the damn thing has been 

published or anything. 

He’s from the Northwest so he’s pale, will never throw out his 

flannel, and thinks getting good tea from a fancy coffee shop is 

one of his most basic human rights. He hates you if you think 

otherwise. From what he would call the nature of him being what 

he is, the author doesn’t work very well as a functioning member 

of society. This means he has no money most of the time, finds it 

extremely difficult to find a job, and just this side of impossible 

to find a date. Most of his days are spent with fictional characters 

and laptops and blank paper. Inanimate objects know him better 

than most people. At this point, he is barely stable most of the 

time, mutters a lot, and suffers from almost constant headaches 

that he is convinced are the result of a brain tumor, mostly 

because he saw himself die of one in dreams, and has been 

waiting for it for years. He knows you don’t believe him, but 

you’re not a doctor, are you? If you are, then he would like you 

to scan his brain for free. If not, then he considers his opinion 

just as valid as yours. He trusts his dreams. His dreams bring him 

stories and people to talk to and touch. He shaves because his 

dreams say so. 

He says you should like this story. The part that comes from his 

life still makes him confused and sad. He wakes up from 

dreaming about them, and shakes for a whole day. His brain is 

damaged. You leave him alone.  
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