




The next day Jay headed over to Jane’s. His visits to apartment 4B were

becoming more and more frequent.

“We really ought to start doing this at yours, if he comes home early someday

he’ll kill us both.” Jane said as she smoothed out the folds on her dress as he

buckled up his belt.

“I told you already we can’t.”

“Yeah, but you haven’t bothered to tell me why not?”

“I have a roommate. He's there all the time.” A lie. He didn’t want her to see

the state of his apartment since she kept her’s so tidy.

“You’re married aren’t you? I knew it, I knew it.”

“I’m not, and you’re one to talk.”

Jay kissed her goodbye, before he realised he shouldn’t have when he saw the

slightest shock and blush cover her face. It was the first time they had kissed

while they weren’t in the act. She shut the door behind him without saying a

word, and Jay decided then that it would be better if he never kissed her like

that again.

Back in his room, his brain went over the last few minutes. He thought about

their bodies interlocked and how she had run her hands through his hair and

tugged when she was close. He couldn’t explain the feeling but his visits had

gained some ulterior motive, other than making love to her. He liked seeing,

and talking to her. His day got better when he did, even if it was just for a few

seconds before getting interrupted.

A couple days passed and Jay did his best to refrain from knocking on Jane’s

door. The hallway back in Kenny’s was pitch black, but he could just make out

two figures violently necking and when the guy slipped his hand into the girl’s

blouse she drew back and slapped him. Against the jazz that slowly crawled

into his head, down the hall he heard Kenny yelling, and the sound of glass

breaking and chairs being smashed. He considered going back, and spending

the rest of the night in his apartment, but he knew that he’d be confronted

with mountains of dishes and the smell he avoided best he could. Plus he

wanted a whiskey, and felt like it would be less sad to enjoy one in the

company of others than in the confines of his room.

“Hell’s going on?”

“Kenny caught some bot tryna swipe some money from the counter.”

“He call the cops yet or what?”

“Nah no need, it's a Serena.”

Two of them were holding onto her arms, one was punching her in the

stomach, while the other was throwing drinks in her face. She began to cough

and squirm her legs while they ripped parts of her plastic dress off.

“Take it easy with the whisky, she might short circuit and kill us all.” The big

one grabbed her face till her lips buldged out. “You wouldn’t want to hurt us

now would ya sweetheart? You weren’t built for that now were you Serena?”



He pulled her towards him and pressed his lips into her’s and licked where he

tasted the liquor.

“Name’s… not… Serena” She responded when she had finally caught her

breath. “It’s Ally.”

“You girl’s all look the same to me, so you ain’t special. How ‘bout it fella’s, I

make a few modifications since you wanna be so different?” He reached into

his jean pocket and pulled out a pocket knife.

With a short flick of his wrist it opened and when her eyes caught the shimmer

of the blade she screamed under the hand that had moved from her vagina to

her mouth.

“Hold it still.”

The two men held her limbs tight to their bodies and laughed when they saw

his intent. He began to cut off her artificial left breast, sparks flew in all

directions as she cried out. The rest of the bar had lost interest and continued

on with their evening’s agenda. Three women in a booth across the room were

sharing gossip over martini’s. Eventually the man had fully ripped her breast
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wanted to enforce the idea that all of D.C. has essentially become a brothel.

The whole state has transformed somewhat into a red-light district.

“He joined the line and let the crowd carry him towards home.” This is

symbolic of Jay’s role as the anti-hero, who start out their journey as one with

the masses. He represents everyone in his society and bares little uniqueness

or need to rise up and make a difference. He is the ‘Everyman’. He has no

problem with being a sheep in a herd.
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