Mr Nice Guy

Trauma can do funny things to people; it can completely change a person’s life. For some unlucky people when they see a fatal car crash, they change for the better. They view life as something fragile and not to be wasted. Whereas others change for the worse. They view life as a prison, trapping them, a ticking time bomb with an invisible counter. Trauma can turn people inside out and upside down. Trauma taught Jonny to hide his feelings and always help others even before you help yourself. People will tell you that that’s not a bad thing, its something to aspire to. But those people are wrong. A world where you’re the only good guy, is a very lonely world indeed. 

Mr Nice Guy that’s what they called him. Always willing to help out, never asking for anything in return. But he wanted something, some one to be more precise. He had never found the time for women and if he did fall for one, he would tell himself she was out of this league. So for the last year Jonny had put his feelings for women away. He had an idea in his head, that if he was nice, friendly, kind and caring, girls would see this and want to go out with him. Except being nice isn’t much of a turn on, so Jonny stayed alone, he didn’t really have many friends, he talked to a lot of people, and hung out in large groups. But if you asked one of them where he lived, or what football team he supported, they wouldn’t have a chance of guessing it.

There was one girl, they had been good friends for a while. She was a true friend. Her name was Anna. She had this full brown hair that came down to her shoulders, a smooth olive skin. But her best feature was her amazingly blue eyes. When you looked into them, you felt you were looking over something divine. But it wasn’t all about looks to Jonny; she was funny, polite and smart. These were qualities that Jonny admired. She once stood up in front of the whole student council and argued for the school to put in new recycling bins, everyone was so amazed at her argument they all just nodded in agreement. If it was up to Jonny he wouldn’t leave her side. But even if Jonny could muster up enough courage to ask her out, it wouldn’t do any good she had a boyfriend and Mr Nice guys don’t ask out girls with boyfriends. 

Time flew by, and there friendship grew stronger as did Jonny’s lust. Sitting alone, staring at pictures of her in a secret diary, he needed her more and more each passing day. He became a mess if he didn’t speak to her. One time she had gone away for a week and forgot her phone, he couldn’t sleep or eat it was like someone died. And finally after a year, Anna broke up with her boyfriend. Jonny was ecstatic, finally he was free, and there relationship was like a leash around his neck, he could only go so far without choking to death. Now he was free to ask her out. He played the event over and over in his head; he saw himself brushing her hair out of her eyes and telling her the way he feels. She’s finally mine, he thought to himself. Love songs played through his head all day. And that day it seemed to be getting better and better. Anna had asked him to come round to her house. Which was perfect, he thought to himself that there might be some outside chance that it was too soon, but they would wait a while for her to de-toxin the boyfriend out of her system. 

Jonny waited outside her house, frantically chewing gum trying to get that sweet smelling breath. He wanted to be almost god like, a dish of perfection. He wanted there to be no hesitation when he asks Anna out. He didn’t know what he was going to say exactly but he was going to say something. Her parents were away, so it was just her in the house, it was perfect, he couldn’t imagine a better set up.

He rang the doorbell and waited. On the other side of the door, music was playing.  The door opened to reveal Anna. 

“Hey thanks for coming. I really needed to be around other people at the moment.” Anna led him into the other room. She sat down on her sofa, tucking her legs underneath her. Jonny sat next to her, staring at her.

“No problem, have you been up to anything interesting lately” Jonny was getting hot. His throat was becoming dry.

“Not really… haven’t really wanted to do anything since my break up. How about you, have you done anything interesting?” Jonny thought to himself. It’s now or never.

“Anna I kind of want to ask you something” Jonny thought he sounded like an idiot.

“Sure what is it?”

“Well, I… for some time now, I have… basically Anna, me saying I like you is an understatement. You mean more to me than anyone. Your single now and I was hoping that you would go out with me.”

Jonny gulped down air and stared hard at Anna. He could see her hesitating.

“Jonny you’re a nice guy, and I think it would be better if we just stayed friends is that ok?”

You read about people going berserk in shopping malls, or on golf courses. Losing there cool and destroying sand bunkers or smashing up a shopping trolley. They normally end up in anger management. Jonny was more than angry, he was furious. Deep down inside of him, a volcano erupted. He snapped, a deep animal instinct lashed out inside of him. His hand formed a fist and without thinking he knocked Anna to the floor.

Anna came to. She didn’t understand what just happened or where she was. She couldn’t move her arms or legs. She could feel them but it didn’t make sense to why she couldn’t move them. The pain in her face woke her up, she remembers now that Jonny had struck her. Now she was tied down, Jonny had tied her to a chair in her living room. It was dark, the lights were off, only the moon light from the outside, showered through the window, it was enough to see in the room, but the corners were pitch black, she looked around trying to find him, but he was nowhere to be seen. Her shoes were off her feet. The carpet felt soggy and wet. So did the chair she was tied to. With a strange familiar smell, Anna couldn’t place it but she knew she had smelt it before. She tired to wriggle out of the rope, only to feel a sharp pain in her wrist. Something cut her. 

“I wouldn’t try that again, I put razor blades in to the rope, and every time you try to undo the knot, it’s going to cut you deeper and deeper... So it’s best not to try.” Anna couldn’t see who said that, but she recognised the voice of Jonny.

“Jonny, let me go” She cried out.

“It’s not that easy Anna. You broke my heart. Now I am going to break you.”

“Please Jonny let me go, I’m your friend!” Anna begged, but it all  seemed to be in vain. 

“I was your friend, I looked after you, I helped you with your homework, I went to the cinema with you, I walked you home everyday and this is how you repay me, you didn’t even think about giving me a chance. Am I not good enough for you?” Anna heard an evil tone in Jonny’s voice. She had never seen him like this before. She thought she should try to flatter him, get on his good side, maybe he would come to his senses.

“No, I wasn’t ready for a relationship. I had just split up, you’re a nice guy. You are too good for me.”

“Stop saying that. I hate being nice, remember you told me once that I shouldn’t be nice all the time. Well this is my day off. And I know I am far too good for you.” Jonny appeared out of the darkness. He didn’t look like a crazy person, he had the same look he had at school every single day. That scared Anna, to have misjudged someone so much, and now she was in trouble. Jonny grabbed the neck of her jumper, pulling it towards him. He leaned in so their heads were side by side and whispered in Anna’s ear. 

“Don’t move or I’ll squash you like the maggot you are.”

“What are you going to do to me?” Fears of rape flooded her head. She saw him tear off her clothes leaving them on the carpet and putting his hands on her bare flesh.  Jonny set the camera down on a table opposite Anna. He stepped forward, placing his cold hands on her face. He lifted her chin up, and looked deep into her eyes. 

“I loved you…hell I still love you now, that’s why I have to do this to you. If I was simply hurt then I could just forget about you, but every second I spend with you I seem to have this battle between my mind and my heart. My head is telling me to stop loving, to get rid of you. Where as my heart is pleading still that one day we might be together. That I might hold you and you might hold me back. That’s my dilemma. Do I kill you and live a peaceful life in jail. Or do I live a life of torment, replaying every event in my head. I’m damned if I do and damned if I don’t, so here’s my decision.” Jonny took out a kitchen knife from behind his back. He smiled, as he swiped the blade through the air.

“Please Jonny don’t do it, don’t cut me.” Anna begged.

“I’m not going to cut you, this knife is for me. I’ll bleed as you burn.” It hit her like a ton of bricks, the soggy carpet and the smell it was gasoline. He had covered the floor with gasoline. Jonny smiled as Anna filled with pure terror. He slit his wrists, the knife sliding over his blue veins releasing crimson blood on the floor. He laid back on the carpet looking up at Anna. He reached in the darkness and pulled out a lighter. He spun the metal flint, creating a spark. It ignited the gas in the lighter, leaving a brilliant translucent flame. Bright and beautiful yet it would be used in a dark and twisted way. He placed it on the ground with his bloody wrist. The flame expanded rapidly, creating a blaze around Anna’s feet. Jonny crawled to back of the room. Anna’s screams filled the air, you couldn’t understand them, but you could feel her agony. He shed a tear, as he watched the fire engulf his first and last love.
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