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Dear Reader,

Some of you may know me as primarily a
romance author, which I am, and while you’re used to my dark and
creepy side, you’re also used to my books having a ‘Happily Ever
After’ ending. This book does not, at all, in any way have an HEA.
If you’re in the mood for a suspenseful tale that will keep you
awake tonight, Existential Box is the right choice for you. If
you’re looking for a good love story, I suggest you pick from my
dozens of steamy romance stories that will give you pleasant
dreams. This book will give you nightmares. As always, thank you
from the bottom of my heart for giving me a chance to entertain
you.

Ann


 


 


 


Existential Box

 


 


I caress the curved wall next to me with my
fingertips, the nails long ago chewed to sensitive nubs, seeking
some message from its surface. Smooth and smooth and smooth,
nothing to catch the skin, nothing to give any hint of identity. I
float in my briny bed, what was supposed to be my cradle to
existential exploration has become my coffin, picked before I had a
chance to die.

Long automated tubes keep me alive,
extracting the urine, flushing my body with hydration and
nutrition. I've tried to remove the tubes, hoping they would set
off some kind of alarm and the lid would open to release me. All
this resulted in was a torturous session of reinserting my own
catheter. Thank God I left the IV in, though I’m not sure if there
is anything coming out of it anymore. Hard to tell in my tiny water
filled world.

So I float and float and float.

The air has no smell, and the darkness is
absolute. Enough room to reach up a little more than six and a half
inches. I know this because the distance between my torso and the
lid is a little more than the length of my cock when it's hard.
Judge all you want, but there wasn't much else to do in here for
the first couple…well shit, I don't know how long I've been in
here, so I'll say the first couple days. By the growth of stubble
on my face I’ve been here at least long enough to have the start of
a pretty good beard.

How do you judge time in darkness with no
sounds, meals or anything else humans use to tell its passage? Much
like a baby in the womb, I have all my needs supplied for by an
outside source; I float in darkness absolute and grow. It is not my
body growing though; it is my mind, perhaps my madness, swelling
like a puss-filled tumor in my soul.

Take your meditation to a whole new level, my
dippy, but exceedingly good at giving head, girlfriend Laura had
said. Open your mind like you never have before; find the secrets
of the world always just beyond your reach. For twelve hours you’ll
float in your sensory deprivation unit, while being fed with an IV
to bring nourishment in and a catheter to take the waste out.
Twelve hours of floating in a tank in absolute darkness, nothing to
distract you from thinking thoughts so deep you'll make Stephen
Hawkins look like a window licker. All of our celebrity friends
were doing it; Oprah lost fifteen pounds after giving it a try.
There’s actually a six month waiting list for this place, but all I
had to do was drop my name and the doors opened for me as easily as
an expensive whores thighs. What the hell, I'll go float in an
isolation tank for a few hours and take a trip without any acid.
Groovy baby, now deep throat me and hum.

I did have a good trip at first. The darkness
started to reveal star patterns, swirling constellations of color
and sound better than a laser light show at the planetarium. One
minute I’m happily watching the light show my mind is putting on,
and the next I’m clasping my hands as the loudest fucking horn I’ve
ever heard blares. I swear to God I felt it vibrate the fillings in
my teeth. Didn’t last long, and once it stopped I banged on the lid
a bit, but they didn’t open it. I didn’t panic then, no that came
later, after they came. Shit started to get creepy, really
fucking dark stuff about faces melting out of the…fuck that, I'm
not going to think about it. Get the fuck out of my head, scram
Jack, pack your bags, and hit the fucking road.

Okay, better now, I'm not going to invite
them in by thinking about them… I'm pretty sure it gives them
power. So yeah, shit turned dark, and I wanted out. I pressed the
little 'open sesame' button on the small pad next to my head,
careful not to tangle my umbilical wires. Nothing happened. No
worries, no big deal, mechanical malfunction happens all the time.
Even in three thousand dollar a mother fucking hour, wannabe hippy,
mind spas.

Knock and knock and knock.

Evidently nobody is home out there. I haven’t
heard anyone or anything since that long, weird horn sound a couple
days, or was it a couple weeks ago? It wasn’t too long after I got
into the tank, I know that much. My feet throb from where I kicked
them against the lid in my efforts to get out. This damn thing is
sealed up tighter than a nun’s cunt. Where did they go? Did those
flakey spa bitches go off to powder their noses and forget about
me? Electricity is still running, so that has to mean something.
The queen of Hummers was in the pod next to mine, was she trapped,
too? Or did she get out long ago and decide I needed to spend some
time thinking about how unfair it was to get and rarely give?

Faces with spinning blades for eyes are
melting out of the darkness again, made of darkness. How can
something be blacker than black? Oh God, don't let it touch me,
don't let it taste me! Soft, sneaky movements from down at my feet;
is the sound of lapping water from my own shivers, or is something
swimming through this coffin full of brine with me? Still, must be
still, don't breath, must hear. Don't look, even with your eyes
closed, they can see through your lids.

Still and still and still.

No movement now, no sound other than my
panting. I need to get a hold of myself. This shit isn't real. They
must be pumping some kind of chemicals into my body along with the
IV fluids, or maybe some kind of odorless gas or some shit.
Speaking of shit, I really need to. I'm quickly getting to the
point of not caring if I float like a giant turd among my little
turds, but it's the smell that worries me. I can deal with the
absence of aroma the purified air creates, but the thought of waves
of shit smell filling my lungs is too much. God, it hurts, a knife
deep in my gut twisting back and forth. The cramping is getting
bad. If having menstrual cramps is anything like this, I take back
everything I ever said about it being a bullshit excuse to get out
of work.

Maybe I'm on some kind of new fucked up game
show? Yeah, maybe they are using those 'see in the dark' cameras in
here. You know, the real green glowy ones that make spoiled
heiresses having sex look like some weird alien peep show. They are
probably watching me right now, with commentary by some bitch with
big tits in a small top. I can easily see my ruthless kike lawyer
signing away my rights to put me in this shit tank show if he
thought it would earn him a few extra dollars. Bloodthirsty
motherfucker is probably getting his dick sucked by my girl while I
lay here and marinate.

It’s gotta be one of those Halloween themed
show, you know the 'scare the famous producer and make him look
like an asshole' kind. There are probably a dozen cameras in here,
and in the room outside, they are laughing their asses off watching
me freak out. I thought the chick at the reception desk looked
familiar. She probably auditioned for one of my shows in the past,
some no-name bitch eager to suck the dick of anyone who’ll help get
her off the casting couch and into a movie. Giving head to get
ahead.

Well fuck them. I'm not going to give them
the satisfaction of crying like I'm being interviewed by Barbara
Walters. I’m the toughest motherfucker to ever walk the streets of
Hollywood. Directors fawn over me like I’m the second coming of
Christ, and everything I touch turns to gold. No way am I gonna let
them break me.

Any second now, they are going to let me out
of here. Those dripping black faces must be some kind of high tech
special effects, the latest and greatest from some pack of nerds
geeking it up in the prop department. Maybe the top of this pod is
actually some kind of new kind of HD screen straight from the
squint eyes overseas. The less I give them, the sooner they'll let
me out. Nobody in TV land is going to stick around to watch a fat
man just lay there.

I just need to wait out the Nelson ratings
drop, and they'll open the lid with a yell of 'surprise'. There'll
probably be some hot chicks in Halloween costumes there too, gotta
have the T&A factor. Maybe it'll be a broad in a naughty nurse
costume and another dressed like a hot French maid or some shit,
both doing any work they can get until their 'big break'. Yeah,
I'll get out of this thing and clean up, and then I'll take those
hot bitches back to my house in Malibu. I'll do some coke off their
fake tits, and they'll take it any way I want to give it to them
for the promise of a speaking line in my next flick.

 


* * *

 


"Find God" said the sign above this New Age
con game. How in the hell is floating in a tank of salt water
supposed to help you find God? If it were true, wouldn't the fish
swimming in the three hundred gallon aquarium in my office be
fucking prophets? As far as I know, the only thing they can predict
is when food is coming.

Oh, I understood why they put it there. I
know how to attract money by preying on the flavor of the week. The
whole world is going on about 2012 being the end of days,
everywhere you looked there are preachers, and teachers, and
lechers talking about "the end of the world". Seems like
everyone I know is trying to make things right with the big guy
upstairs. Shit, one of my best actors dropped out of my upcoming
movie because it made him feel ‘dirty’. I don’t know what his
fucking problem is; all of the girls are of legal age. So what if
they look like they haven’t hit puberty yet, it’s the kind of sex
that’s selling these days. The French have some term for it, ah
yeah, 'the unspoiled infant'. Not my fault it’s what people like, I
merely cater to the market and the market wants girls who look like
they’re too young to have hair between their legs. I'll tell you
fucking what, if I don't make it to Japan to start production on my
new anime meets teen pop action movie, it's going to be the end of
the world for every wannabe Stevie Nicks bitch who works in this
place.

I need, I need, I need to get that
fucking film going. Need to draw away the media’s ravenous
attention from the little incident in Mexico. Stupid, dirty, hood
rat, spic brats got too close to the pyrotechnics and got a little
burned. Big fucking deal, I gave their families five hundred
dollars to shut them up; more money than they see in a year.

It was generous of me, but did they
appreciate it? No, instead I had to deal with some bullshit from
the Federals about setting off the pyros too close to a school. A
few Benjamins in the right hands took care of it, but they can
stick their dicks in a pencil sharpener if they think I'm paying
for any of those bullshit medical bills. Rehab and therapy my ass,
do they need rehab so they can run across our fucking borders and
clean our toilets…? I think the fuck not.

Sound…was that a sound out there? Have to be
still now, try to listen over the sudden thunder of my heart. A
click of something hitting the lid!

“Let me out! Let me out! I'm trapped in here,
Oh God le—”

The tank echoes with the strength of the
roar. Guttural, primal, deafening even inside of my steel-lined
pressurized tank. The water actually vibrates with the sound around
my body like one of those beds you used to put the quarters in back
in the ‘70s. I don't have to worry about my stomach cramps anymore,
I've shit myself. Must not make a noise, must not let it know I'm
in here. What the fuck is it, some crazy ass tiger on steroids?

Quiet and quiet and quiet.

A couple more clicks on the lid. Muffled
screams fill the air around my blessedly protective tank. My
fragile metal egg separates the water softened flesh of my body
from the harsh outside world. Can't hear much, don't want to hear,
have to listen. I think it's Laura, oh God, it is… Her screams of
terror sound like the sounds she makes when she climaxes. She must
have been trapped too, but made more noise than I did. How long can
her screams last? What is going on out there?



 


* * *

 


I think I fell asleep again. I woke up to
feel something touching my leg. It felt like wet cardboard,
swimming past me in a gentle stroke. I jerked my leg back from it,
banging it on the lid of my pod. I held my breath, afraid to
attract the attention of whatever had made all that racket. Hell,
for all I know it wasn’t even Laura. Yeah, it was probably some
trick of my mind, a little funny business from the old
subconscious. Bet they have speakers in here and recorded those
screams in some cheap studio with dried cum stains on the
couch.

Nothing and nothing and nothing.

I fold my hands together over my chest and
try to ignore the way my fingers twitch like crustaceans running
from a wave. Need to stop them from shaking and hitting the sides.
My skin is wrinkled, feeling almost like a sponge made of chicken
skin. What's left of my nails is very soft. I have a horrifying
image of peeling them off like those cheap Lee Press-On Nails
chicks used to wear.

Movement to my left, the darkness begins to
shift as they come back again. Bulging foreheads of liquid
ink congealing out of the darkness, lolling tongues with wiggling
barbs, lashing open sagging cheeks. I close my eyes so hard I see
stars, but they are still there. I can feel one of them leaning
over my face, so cold and hungry. Taking in a deep breath of the
shitty air, I began to pray. Don't they say all people become
believers before they die? My body trembles as I feel a thin,
repulsive something scrape over my quivering eyelids,
delicate as the touch of a surgeon's scalpel.

Old prayers come rolling out of my mouth,
prayers my mother taught me at my bedside; prayers we learned at
St. Bart's School for Boys; prayers I thought I had forgotten. I'm
not sure how long I prayed, forever, an eternity, seconds. I could
feel they were gone, and I was exhausted. Maybe the lack of food is
making me hallucinate, maybe the air isn't circulating properly,
and I'm getting carbon monoxide poisoning. I fall asleep thinking
about my mother.

 


* * *

 


I think my dick is getting infected from the
catheter or the shit water I'm swimming in, or both. I've gotten
used to the stink now; it's like being inside of a nursing home,
like the one I put my mother in. When you first walk in the stench
of urine and shit hits you, but after being in there for a little
while, you get used to it. Kinda like the monkey cage stink, but
with a subtle note of impending death and despair. That's me, just
another old fuck floating in the shit nursing home.

I need to get up the nerve to feel what is
going on with my bait and tackle. I don't want to touch it. I don't
want to feel something fucked up down there. Ignorance is bliss,
and I want to remain blissful. But it hurts. When you have
nothing to do but feel, pain becomes your whole world. Right now it
is just a burn, sometimes it throbs, sometimes it throbs and burns.
Every once in a while it feels like there are little needles going
into the head of my dick…just switch the pain up a bit.

Don't want to, don't want to, don't want
to.

I reach a tentative hand down, hovering over
my tortured dick lying against my thigh like a forgotten tube sock.
I can feel the heat even without touching it, like holding my hand
over a lit burner on the stove. Ever so slowly I place a wilted
cauliflower fingertip on it. Feels like I've got a chubby even
though I'm not aroused. Steeling myself, I give it a little squeeze
and almost pass out from the shocking bolts of pain lighting up my
central nervous system.

Fantastic, so we know it's infected. Need to
think around the pain for a minute, need to focus, need to get the
fuck out of here. Crying isn't going to do it, can't let those
fucks in TV land see me cry. That'll just raise the ratings and
keep me here longer. Maybe they've seen the infection, and they'll
pump some antibiotics in through the IV. Yeah, that's what they'll
do, can't have the star of your show die.

Okay I need to think about what I'll do when
I get out of here. Gotta fight off the despair. After I get every
one of these motherfuckers sent to jail, I'm gonna throw the
biggest Halloween party LA has ever seen. I'm going to become
Caligula reborn; there won't be any pleasure I'll deny myself, life
is too fucking short. I'll have mountains of coke in crystal bowls
around the house, bricks of hash in goodie bags, and an opium den
set up in the poker room.

Oh and don't forget the whores, I'll get the
best money can buy, nothing is going to be off limits. Men, women,
even women who used to be men. I’ll hop a flight down to Taiwan and
get one of those pretty young men dressed like runway models who
can swallow a telephone pole without gagging. Who gives a fuck
what's right and wrong? None of that fucking matters at the end of
the day, and it looks like my end of days is coming pretty soon
unless I get out of here.

 


* * *

 


The sound of the seal on tank depressurizing
woke me up. I don't believe it. I must be dreaming or some shit. I
was fucking right! I knew if I didn't give them good TV they would
let me out. Guess they got tired of watching the fat man float in
his own shit. Now I just need to open the lid the rest of the
way.

Still lying here, I'm…well, fuck, tell the
truth and shame the devil as my mother used to say. I'm afraid to
open the lid the rest of the way. The little slit of light is like
a laser to my sensitive vision. I've been lying here looking at it
for who knows how long. At first I was as blind as a baby just
pulled out from between its mother's legs, but my eyes have
adjusted, and I can see the inside of the tank clearly.

I dared to look at my hand and arm a little
while ago. I'm officially pickled. My skin is as loose and wrinkled
as a long dead, drowned rat. I stink, too; the air coming through
that little slit is as fresh as an ocean breeze to me. I haven't
heard any sounds of movement, the monster…I mean the special
effects animal the film crew used, must be gone.

Any second now, any second now, any second
now.

Time to buck the fuck up and open this thing.
I'm tired of all those TV people watching me cower in here like a
scared mouse. I'm no fucking mouse, I'm the cat, and don't you
forget it. Just reach up and push, you pussy ass punk. My father
taught me a long time ago either you’re the predator or the prey.
The fucker or the fuckee, and boy did my old man like to remind me
during our camping trips when I was young. No, not going to think
about that right now. Not going to remember my hands scrambling
against the slick sides of the tent as I tried to get away from the
burning, tearing, pain.

Not, not, not.

Okay, deep breath. Almost lost it there for a
moment. With a soft grunt I push the lid up all the way and sit up,
my spine sends distress signals on shards of pain to my pickled
brain. The world spins around me, and I clutch my face in my spongy
hands, inhaling the scent of my own shit and fear deep into my
lungs. Slowly I lower my hands, bit by bit revealing the room
beyond the frame of my fingers in all of its meaty, red Technicolor
glory.

Wow!Whoever did the special effects
for this TV show is a master. What looks like my ex-girlfriend is
literally painted on the walls of this room. New Age fucking flute
and fairy music is still playing over the sound system, glad I
didn't have to listen to that shit for the last couple days. What’s
odd about this scene, what tells me it's fake is the utter lack of
smell. This room should reek like a slaughter house, but instead it
smells clean. No, not clean, even clean is a scent. This room has a
non-scent. Maybe they fucked up my sense of smell by keeping me in
the pod for so long…but how come I can still smell my own shit?

Never mind, none of it matters now. The only
thing that matters is getting out of this fucking deprivation tank
before they decide to put me back in for round two and calling my
lawyer. I’m going to sue these motherfuckers so hard their
children’s children will be paying my estate money. I pull myself
out, staggering for a minute as my legs get used to holding my
weight again. I hold onto the sides of my tank, trying not to slip
on the pool of congealed blood under my feet. No, not blood, it's
some kind of congealed fake blood mixture, or maybe pig's blood.
Wonder if I'll get the swine flu from standing in it.

I clench my teeth and pull out the IV. My
hands tremble as I contemplate my next move, keeping my gaze fixed
on a rather large splash of drying blood on the far wall. Whatever
I do, I do not want to look down. If my cock is as bad as it feels
I might throw up and not stop until I pass out and choke on it.
That’s not how I’m going down, no sir. Oh God, it hurts, hurts so
bad. I’m barely able to touch my dick, biting on my lower lip to
keep from screaming. I hesitate, sure now they will see how bad it
is and send someone in to tend me. Why aren’t they sending anyone
in? Fuck it. Holding my rancid dick in one hand, I grasp the
catheter tube with the other and jerk it out all at once, like
ripping off the mother of all band aids.

I think I passed out from the pain for a
second there. I wake up on the floor looking at the other
deprivation tank. My whole pelvic area throbs, and somewhere deep
in my gut something is not right. Might have a kidney infection
from being in the polluted water for so long. Maybe I’ll find out
who the producer of this TV show is and give him a little kidney
pain. Cut it out of him while he is alive and leave him on a bed of
ice in some trashy hotel room like in all those urban horror
stories about body part thieves.

The other tank is a mangled mess, the top
pried open in shards of metal that strangely remind me of flower
petals of blood splashed steel. The thing must have been… I mean
they must have used the jaws of life or some shit on it. Probably
played a roaring dinosaur soundtrack to distract me from the sound
of the machine cutting into the metal. Or perhaps they just wrecked
this deprivation tank in some prop room and wheeled this one in
once I was safe and secure in mine. There were even long strands of
blond hair, and what looked like scalp hanging from it. Gotta
admire their attention to detail.

This must be the second part of the reality
show, the 'big bad director wanders around till he finds the way
out' scene. That's fine, as long as I'm out of that fucking shit
tank, it's all good. I'm going to walk out the front door, smile
and laugh with them, and then go home and find out who their
families are. Then I'll call a good friend and arrange for each of
them to spend some time in the tank, maybe a month or two.

Must be careful walking across the room,
don't want to slip and fall in that shit. I wonder how they got the
hand in the doorway so life-like. Must have used a cast of her hand
to get that little scar on her knuckles down. How long has that
bitch been planning this? How many times when she was telling me
she loved me was she really counting down the hours until the
torture began? Those fuckers in the control room are probably
pretty pissed right now. Bet they wanted me to start screaming like
a little girl when I saw this. Well, not gonna to fucking happen. I
didn't scream when I saw the bloated and leaking thing my dick has
become, I'm not going to scream now.

Other than the wannabe Native American music,
who ever heard of an Indian using a synthesizer, the place is
really quiet. I found a couple robes and some fluffy white slippers
in one of the massage rooms on the way out. My stomach clenches and
I suddenly realize how hungry I am. A quick look through the
cabinets of the room reveals only towels and massage oil. I grab a
towel and clean myself best I can, and by the time I’m done it's
dark and foul with my excrement and old blood. For a moment I
consider using some of the massage oil to try and mask my stench,
but then I decide against it. When I walk out the front doors of
this place, and they yell their big ‘surprise’ I’m gonna make sure
to hug every one of those bastards and rub my stink all over them.
I slip on the robe and pull it around me, grimacing as I realize
I’ve lost a few pounds. How long was I in that fucking tank?

Doesn’t matter. The only thing that matters
right now is getting home, taking a long shower, and snorting a
mountain of cocaine before I toss all of Laura’s shit to the curb.
No, that’s not good enough. The backstabbing bitch deserves some
kind of punishment for setting me up like this. I’ll burn all her
shit, and at the top of the bonfire, I’ll tie her yappy fucking dog
to a stake.

The door to the massage room clicks shut as I
step back out into the hall. So quiet, man, they must have some
good soundproofing in this building. It’s right along the flight
path of LAX, and I should have heard planes overhead by now. I
shuffle down the hall like an old man in my slippers, clutching the
robe to me like they didn’t just see me naked and caked in shit.
Funny how quickly we regain our modesty, however false it may be.
Bet they are laughing their asses off watching me wander around
looking like a grandmother in a housecoat. I don’t like the way the
blood on my feet stains the white slippers. It looks like I slipped
my feet into the still fresh corpses of fluffy bunnies.

Finally, the front doors. No one here, they
must be waiting for me to get outside. Receptionist desk is empty,
still decorated with cheesy Halloween shit. They almost get me
again when the fake skeleton starts to laugh as I walk by. I would
have shit myself if I had anything left to shit. I grab a couple
snack size candy bars from the big bowl on the desk, and my stomach
gurgles, reminding me how empty that section of my body is. My
mouth floods with saliva as the sweet chocolate melts along my
tongue. Right now I could give a shit what anyone is saying about
me jamming candy into my face like a chocolate junkie in TV land,
I’m hungry, ravenous even. I wolf down four more candy bars until
my stomach clenches in protest.

Mouth dry, I guzzle a couple cups of water
from the cooler, the glugs of air bubbles the loudest things in the
room besides my heartbeat. Everything looks the same as when I came
in with that soon-to-be-in-a-serious-world-of-hurt bitch, Laura.
Only weird thing is some purses on the floor. Maybe they weren't
ready for me to come out here so quick, and some stage hand knocked
them off the desk.

I walk over and pick one up, then yelp in
pain as something pokes my foot. A quick hobble over to the
tasteful cream couch, now stained with my not so tasteful shit, and
I pick my foot up to see what I stepped on that’s still embedded in
the sole of my fuzzy bloody bunny slipper. It’s a diamond stud
earring. Now, I’ve given bitches my fair share of rocks over the
years, and I know a real diamond when I see it. The stone I’m
holding between my fingers with the post bent from my foot has to
be at least two to three carets. I briefly consider putting it into
my pocket and then remember I’m being filmed.

Giving the ceiling and corners of the room a
nasty grin I walk back to the receptionist’s desk and place the
diamond stud on the top of her computer with a flourish. When I do,
I notice on the seat of the receptionist’s chair is what looks like
a couple gold fillings and a pair of silver hoop earrings. Why the
hell would they put those there? Part of me wants to pick them up,
to inspect them closer and find the little discrepancies that would
give them away as props, but another part of me, a part I’m trying
to squish down deep into the fetid darkness of my soul, fears if I
touch them they will still be warm and slick from having been
inside someone’s mouth.

I’m not sure how long I stood there, staring
at the fake, real, my mind whispers, teeth fillings before I
decide it doesn’t matter. I’m done with this, over and out. If they
want to play their little mind fuck game they can play it with
someone else. I can see the sun shining through the stained glass
of the front doors, and I have to keep myself from bolting for them
like a prisoner just released from his cell.

Feeling like a mole coming out of its hole, I
plaster a big smile on my face as I open the thick wood doors. Let
them think I'm being a good sport about it, let them pop the top of
some Cristal for me. Hell, I'll even give Laura a big hug and a
kiss for the cameras. Maybe I should scrape some of the drying shit
off my flanks with my nails and run my hands through her beautiful
golden blond hair. The light blinds me for a moment, and I raise my
arm over my face to cut the glare, squinting, and trying to make
out the shapes of the crew while bracing myself for their hugs.

Nothing and nothing and nothing.

No one is out here. The strip mall this New
Age shit hole is a part of is totally empty. No moving cars, no
people, nothing. There isn’t even enough of a breeze to stir the
wind chimes they’ve hung all over the place. I don’t know who’s
funding this show, but they must have a hell of a budget to rent
out this whole space. All this silence almost made me lose my shit
there for a minute. I probably looked like a real chump with the
smile falling off my face. I wonder how they got all the birds out
of the trees. They must have used some special ultrasonic emitter
to scare them off.

I shuffle forward, bent over like a geriatric
patient with back problems, and stare down at the sidewalk. I’m
outside of the building and the bright sunlight is shinning down. A
strange feeling of almost motion sickness courses through me, and I
shiver like I just jumped into a lake of ice cold water. The first
thing that catches my eye is the glitter of more jewelry on the
sidewalk. A few rings, some designer sunglasses, a diamond
bracelet, a pair of earrings, and what I swear is some kind of body
piercing jewelry. These are creepy in and of themselves, but my
thoughts are screaming, something is oh so very wrong, but I
don’t know what.

I crouch down, my balls and flaccid dick
hanging between my legs in a most unseemly manner, but I can’t seem
to care. My world is focused down to the jewelry. Something is
wrong, terribly off with them. I’m vaguely aware the wrongness
extends around me as far as the eye can see, but the concept is so
enormous my mind can’t quite grasp it. My feet start to go numb and
my thighs burn from crouching for so long before the realization
finally hits. But instead of an ‘ah ha’ moment I have an ‘oh fuck’
moment. Each bit of jewelry sits in its neat little pile, all shiny
and sparkly, but the piles have no shadows. Nothing has any
shadows. That’s the part my mind was stuttering over, like a
poisonous word caught on the tip of your tongue. I hold my hand out
over the sidewalk, turning it this way and that in the bright
sunlight, but I don’t have a shadow either.

I’m not talking about like having no shadow
on a noon day. I’m talking about not having shadows like being on
the set of an expensive photo shoot with those giant bright lights
illuminating every curve and fold of flesh before the camera. Only
that kind of lighting here is impossible, I mean how can they do
stage lighting on a whole city block? I scuttle back from the
jewelry like it’s something dangerous and rack the shit out of my
elbow on a planter.

The pain clears my head, pushes the panic
down and lets my old friend, pride, surge back into place. Look at
me, cowering against the side of a flower box at the sight of some
jewelry on the ground. I know what happened. I’m on some goddamned
stage lot somewhere. They must have knocked me out by sending
something through my IV and transported me here. That’s why I don’t
see any planes or hear any birds. They almost had me crapping my
pants, but they fucked up with the lighting. What kind of two bit
chump do they think I am? I’ve produced hundreds of movies, of
course I would notice something as important as lighting. They had
me going good, I’ll give’ em that much. For a second there, one
brief moment, I thought that just maybe this was all real. I give
the staged world around me a disgusted sneer as I stand and brush
the back of my robe, wanting to be sure every camera gets a close
up of me giving them the silent ‘F’you’.

Well fuck this. I am done playing
their games. If they envision me bumbling around the set and crying
like a little bitch they’re gonna be in for a shock. I'm going to
break into one of these cars, hot wire it, and drive right the fuck
off their lot. There has to be gas in the tank; it would be much
cheaper to drive the cars onto and off of the lot than move them
with tow trucks. What are they going to do, call the police and
arrest me for stealing a prop? I grab one of the cheap terra cotta
flower pots propped beside the front door of the spa and hurl it at
the nearest car. It makes a loud bang and the bright pink flowers
fall out in a shower of dark earth but the safety glass cracks and
holds. I just need to find a stone or… What is that in the
distance? Whatever it is, it's fucking fast, running full out. Fuck
me!

Okay, we're cool, I'm back inside now. They
got me back inside by sending some kind of six-legged special
effects prop at me. Probably want to get some more footage and not
waste the budget on keeping the outdoor lot clear. That thing was
all teeth with skin that looked like it had been boiled. Right now
it is scratching and hammering at the doors I braced with some
chairs and couches from the reception area. Thank God the stained
glass is only at the top of the door. The doors should hold, must
hold. They’re big old mission style wood doors, not cheap plywood
crap. How did they get that dog...thing to move like that? It was
so smooth, none of the jerking motions I usually get with robotic
animals in my films.

The furniture starts to shift beneath its
furious assault, and I piss myself. It feels like battery acid
pouring out of my cock, and I can’t stop the scream that rips out
of my throat. I scream and scream, and the thing outside stops its
assault to bay along with me. We howl together, a regular chorus of
the damned.

Lost my cool there for a few minutes but I’ve
gotten it back. Well, not completely back but at least I’m not
screaming anymore. I'm behind the receptionist's desk now. I think
the robot is going to succeed in breaking though the doors. Maybe
this is some kind of fucked up slasher snuff film. Could be they
want to kill me for ratings. Hell it's been done before. Those
gladiator shows are big business now. The loser of the match is
killed either in battle or eaten alive by a lion or some shit. They
use prisoners as the gladiators, the more people they kill, the
better their chance at parole. They used to use packs of dogs to
take down the loser, but the animal lovers got their panties in a
twist after a couple of dogs got hurt during the feeding. Now they
tranquilize the loser so the animals can enjoy the meals at their
own leisurely pace. The ratings for the show are through the
fucking roof. Wish I'd thought of it first.

Pounding and pounding and pounding.

Suddenly it stops, the robot outside lets out
a high metallic screech that has me covering my ears and falling to
the ground. It hurts, makes my teeth ache, and a trickle of
scalding urine leaks out of my swollen cock. If someone handed me a
butcher knife right now I’d lop my own dick off if it would stop
the pain.

It's quiet again. The sun must be setting
because the stained glass is starting to glow. It's getting
brighter and brighter. I wonder if they are they starting some kind
of fire out there? Are they going to burn me alive? No; no smoke,
just silence. I need to find out what is going on. If they are
going to kill me, fine, but I'm not going to die on my knees like
some bitch.

I shove the furniture away from the door, an
odd sense of shame filling me. My hands tremble in front of me, and
I'm reminded of how I stink of my own excrement. A fearsomely
strong presence, warm and comforting, touches my mind and memories
of all the good and bad things I’ve done in my life are flying
through my thoughts at the speed of light. My sense of shame grows
as I realize the bad far, far outweighs the good.

Another presence, icy cold, joins the first.
Titters began to flirt through my thoughts, alien laughter so cruel
and cold I can barely begin to comprehend it. With each bad deed,
with each sin the warmth fades and more bitter ice pours into my
head, into my soul. I’d gladly spend the rest of my life in that
tank if it meant the foulness in my mind never touched my body. The
unwelcome guests in my head departs, but not before leaving me with
one word echoing in my head like broken bells.

Rapture.

The light on the other side is blazing now,
painting the front of my robe in a rainbow of colors. I take a deep
breath, pulling air in all the way to my toes, and open the door. A
rush of wind batters my face as black wings the size of eternity
snap open, blinding me with their darkness, a darkness that burns.
Beautiful…so beautiful…terrifyingly beauty…cosmic eyes filled with
judgment and the end of days.

 


 


* * *

cover.jpg
EXISTENTIAL
~BOX

ANN MAYBURN





tmp_2c4cccc477f46ecdc5af4d5a4f5b617d_w6_iJ2_html_1a9815df.jpg
EXISTENTIAL
BOX

ANN MAYBURN





