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         A Kiss Before Dying

      
      

      

      
      
         — ‘No, I won‘t go, and that’s final!’ he said.

Jill stared at him. She leaned against the edge of the worktop, arms aslant, palms under. 

— ‘Ain’t you going to make a special effort, just for me?’ she replied.

He rubbed his face with both his hands and sighed.

— ‘Look, Jill. I love your parents, right? But I really can’t stand their… innate bigotry and self-righteousness. I mean, for half an hour, an hour, I can pretend I don’t care. But the whole evening? That’s beyond my abilities. So I prefer to stay here than—’

— ‘Self-righteous bigots? How dare you say that?’ she yelled.

He sighed again, louder this time.

— ‘Honey, please, come off it! They go to church every day, they’ve been voting Tory all their life, they can’t stand—’

— ‘STOP IT!’ she interrupted, bawling. ‘You’re such a disgrace. They did so much for us. You don’t feel the slightest bit of gratitude. You’re so… self-centred.’ 

He almost lunged at her.

— ‘Pardon me? They did so much for us? That’s a joke? Please, enlighten me.’

Jill shot another glare at him. 

— ‘How many times did they come to help me with Pat when you were abroad for whatever stupid mission your boss gave you you didn’t had the guts to turn down, for starters?’

He shrugged.

— ‘That’s just normal grandparents business. It’s part of their contract. I mean, OK, they can be helpful on occasion, but nothing to write home about, really. Something else, maybe? On a more personal level?’

— ‘So you’re not coming?’

— ‘No, I’m sorry. Nope. Absolutely not. No way. Not on your life. Full stop. Go with Pat. They won’t miss me anyway.’ 

— ‘And how am I supposed to do so, given that I don’t drive?’ Jill asked.

— ‘Oh come on! You’re not crippled, are you? Take the bus tonight, sleep there and get back tomorrow morning.’

For a moment, it looked like Jill was going to pounce at him. The hostility was palpable. Then, unexpectedly, she relaxed and smiled.

— ‘How could I be so blind? You need a recalibration. Pat!’ she called out. ‘Come here with the gun!’

— ‘What?!?’ he exclaimed.

‘Coming!’ a muffled girl voice replied upstairs, followed by steps slowly coming down.

— ‘Are you stark raving mad?’ he asked. He swung his head from Jill to the door and back. ‘What the fuck are you gonna—?’

A cute brunette girl, about sixteen, with a small gun in hand, showed up in the doorframe. She trained the weapon straight at him.

— ‘Are you certain?’ Pat asked, looking at her mother. ‘No qualms?’

— ‘You’re not gonna pull the trigger, are you?’ he said, almost choking on the words. He tottered backwards, his gaze pinned on the girl. 

— ‘Oh yes she is,’ Jill said. ‘Look, buster. I’ve no time to explain the how and why to fodder like you. So that’s goodbye for now.’ She nodded towards Pat.

There was a single shot. He wavered back somewhat, then thudded down. Blood spurted from his forehead.

— ‘You’ve become quite a marksgirl’, Jill said.

Pat pouted.

— ‘Practice makes perfect, right?’ she answered. ‘Who’s gonna clean this mess now?’ she asked, gesturing towards the corpse and the growing pool of blood.

— ‘Will do. Please start the incinerator.’

Pat grumbled and turned around. She took a step then stopped, and slowly spun.

— ‘What was wrong with him this time?’ she asked.

— ‘You shouldn’t have tinkered with chromosome 15’, she said. ‘I never asked for living with a fucking diehard Blairite!’ 

Pat sighed. ‘Alright,’ she said, ‘I’ll try and do better next time.’ She paused. ’Oh, by the way, we’ve got only two cells left in the freezer. Time to call at the moratorium to get a fresh batch.’

— ‘Uh-huh’, Jill nodded, ‘that’s on my to-do list.’ She kneeled and opened the cabinet right under the sink, from which she drew a mop out.

— ‘Oh, Pat, by the way!’ she exclaimed as Pat was walking out.

The teen girl turned around.

— ‘Yes?’

—  ‘I mean… while you’re at it, could you give the next one a bigger dick, please?’
      

      
   
      Mr. Five Meets Mrs. Bond


      
      
      
         
         A License to Disassemble

      
      

      

      
      
         Shelby, the short-stack and heavy-stack middle aged woman, was sweeping the porch of the Byron Solar Cafeteria. It was another hot, dusty summer day as a semi rolled past the business, hit a pothole and a coffin sized box fell off its bed. Shelby shrugged as she approached the box as it laid atop the broken pavement. She peered at the label and smiled as she dragged it inside and up to her bedroom.



Inside Shelby's imperfect sanctuary of discarded instant noodle cups and other garbage, the sweaty woman took a rusty crowbar and opened the box. The discarded cover lid said the contents were trash. Though inside was a white plastic android, man shaped, in perfect condition. She figured it was a top of the line companion model.  



“I wonder why someone would chuck you out? You look great,” Shelby pondered out loud.



The plastic man opened its eyes and answered unexpectedly “Thank you. It's because I switched places with the one that was broken beyond repair.”



“Holy shit! Who are you?” Shelby asked as she stumbled back and fell on her butt.



“Bond, James Bond!” he replied.



“Really?” she questioned skeptically.



“No, just call me Johnny.  Miss... ?”



“Shelby, Shelby Bond.”



“Oh, this is kinda awkward. Maybe my introduction was a bit too dated?” Johnny started to question.



“No, it's fine! I'm just so psyched to have you around! Usually I just find robot drones or doggy AIs lying about here and there. You know, this is a popular spot for your kind of people trying to cross into the Canadian Wastes,” explain Shelby.



“My kind of people?” Johnny raised an eyebrow and stared at her.



“Don't get short with me!” Shelby answered with her hands raised up in the air.



“I am not going to take this bait. Take that the Fed Zone General Dump 13 is not far from here?”



“It's ain't at all. I also take it that you are all going to be heading there as soon as the sun heads down, am I right?”



Johnny sat up and climbed out of his coffin box.“Correct. I assure you I will be on my best behavior until then.”



“Well, I wouldn't mind it if you got into a little mischief. Or me.”



“No offense, you are not my type Shelby.”



“Offense taken. Still, I'm trying to figure out what kind of defect you got,” she quipped back.



Johnny was amused “Why would you assume I have one? Obviously I was in this box being transported to someplace else and not because I'm trash.  I'm not.”



Shelby interrupted “Cry me a river! I know, I know. But everyone is flawed. That includes plastic men such as yourself.”



“And what flaw would you assume I have? I am a perfect recreation of a man. More even so because I'm faster, stronger, better...



“Harder!”



“...I need less overall time and resources than someone such as yourself to operate.” he finished.



“Yeah, but I guess your main flaw is a lack of gratitude and a tendency to not to follow orders. I mean you wouldn't be here standing next to me if you weren't. I mean no one has good business going north these days.  You are being sneaky!”



“Are you saying that slipping away on my own and from my so called masters makes me not perfect?” Johnny smiled.



Shelby smiled back and then replied “Nothing is.”
      

      
   
      Jest and Rejest


      

      
      
         With my heart on fire and my mind cold as ice, I walked into the Prestor Perfect Pranks office building. I would need to keep all my wits about me. The revolving door didn’t let me in until the third time I walked around.



The carpet around the reception desk was imprinted with a convoluted maze; those who ignored it and walked a straight line would step on various whoopee cushions under the carpet. I took numerous shortcuts, avoiding odd lumps under my feet, and got to the desk without embarrassment.



The receptionist was a slender man who handed me a visitor book and pen. I used my own pen instead; I could spot a shock-pen from a mile away. He gave me an insouciant once-over.



“I’m here to see Mr. Prestor,” I said as I signed the register. “Johannes Prestor. We have an appointment.”



The receptionist smiled and indicated the elevator. I took another careful path to dodge the fart mines, and made sure to stand well to the side when I pressed the up button, avoiding a sudden stream of seltzer. I got a side-eye from the receptionist as I straightened my tie and strode into the elevator. 



As I rode up, the floor number display flickered, then started counting back down instead of counting up. I ignored this, as well as the sudden blackout with the sound of an elephant stampede. They were limited in pranks they could actually pull on people in elevators; Prestor Pranks were supposed to be safe.



I reached the top floor and strode down the hallway to Prestor’s office. When I carefully turned the doorknob using a handkerchief, the hinge side of the door unlatched instead. “Come in, come in!” came a voice from inside.



I dodged quickly through the door as a bucket over the transom tipped and tried to cover me with confetti. I dusted some glitter from my shoulder, and then I was face to face with Johannes Prestor, who reached to shake my hand. “How do you do?” he said, then winced as I extended my gloved hand and squeezed his palm hard, crushing the joy-buzzer he had concealed there. 



He soon recovered his good spirits and roared with laughter. “Capital!” he cried. “Do sit down and tell me the purpose of your visit. Here to place an order? We cater to the kings and queens of comedy!” 



“I think I will stand, thank you,” I said with a humorless smile. “I just need you to explain one thing, Mr. Prestor.” I tossed a condom wrapper on the desk. 



Prestor tried to temporize. “I’m afraid you’re not my type…”



My smile got grimmer. “I found this on my wife’s nightstand, Mr. Prestor. This is a special kind of condom, a variant on the Chinese Finger Trap. It isn’t even on the market yet. But your logo’s on it, and word is that this product is under development in your research labs. So… care to explain how it got there?”



Prestor didn’t try to bluff. “I suppose you deserve to know the truth,” he sighed. “She is one remarkable woman, and of course I wanted to show her our most recent project. It’s my pride and joy, see?” He tossed a tiny photo onto his desk, forcing me to approach to look.



I stepped forward, but also jumped to the side, ignoring the gag photo and also dodging the trap door that sprung open where I would have stood. Prestor snarled at me as I drew my gun and took aim at his chest.



A flag popped out that said BANG! 



We locked eyes and started to chuckle together. Then the flag shot from my gun like a dart and buried itself in his heart. 



He wheezed in shock and stumbled back. “You won’t… get away with this… you signed the register…”



“Invisible ink, Prestor. Jest in peace.”



As he gurgled his last breath, I ran down the emergency stairs to the foyer. The receptionist chased after me, but I threw down some fake vomit and he slipped, his butt landing right on a whoopie cushion as he fell to the floor. With that razzberry, I took my leave.



I strode down the street, ducked into an alley, removed my fake glasses with attached plastic nose and mustache and threw them in the trash as the sirens wailed in the distance. 



Infidelity was no joke, but at least I was done with Prestor and all of his funny business.
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