True Love Never Dies

She held me close. Her hair smelled of soft lavender, and suddenly reality stopped, there was no background, only her. My sweet love, Francesca. She looked up at me in our embrace. I stared back into her eyes, her very soul. Nothing mattered except us. She was perfect - smooth white skin, with long black hair. Hair that dripped down over her face, and peering through the black strands were her green eyes. I enjoyed staring deep into her eyes; she had such beautiful eyes I could get lost in them. They had a heavenly green, the eyes of an angel.

I raised my hand to stroke her face, where my finger touched her face her skin withered. It lost all its colour and glow. It became a ghostly white; her lips dried up and cracked. Her beautiful green eyes sunk back into her head. Her hair lost its shine, her head fell forward as she slumped to the floor and she turned to dust by my feet, like a vampire caught in sunlight.
I woke up in a sweat. The cold air molested my skin, and goose bumps rose.

“Bad dream again?” A mocking voice came from the shadows. My cell mate was interesting to say the least. He was a complete insomniac, his eyes were constantly red.

“At least I can dream.” He was writing in the darkness, on the opposite side of the cell. The handwriting was so precise and accurate; he would be an asset to the calligraphy world if he wasn’t a killer. He had killed his last two cell mates. Most people after doing a bad thing can’t sleep or if they can they are haunted by nightmares. For Paul it was easy, for a goodnight’s sleep - kill someone. We had bonded spending time together as cell mates. He was convinced that if he killed someone he liked, he would feel bad about it and that would make him uncomfortable. How ever killing someone he didn’t know or someone who deserved death made sleep that much sweeter.
“I take it; it was about her again…” The voice whispered in the darkness. I wasn’t sure if it was a dream or a nightmare, just seeing her again filled me with joy. Yet having her die once more was my torture.

“She is all I ever dream about and soon we will be together again.”

“Well, let’s hope everything goes to plan. Do you know what to do tomorrow?” He had explained this to me over a 100 times, the perfect escape plan. We would jump the cell guard, Paul had fashioned a knife-edge out of a rock. We would use this to slit the guard’s throat. I would change into the uniform and make myself look injured. Call out for the extra security to help. When the guards pass us, I’ll take Paul out into the infirmary. Every week at 12.08pm a garbage truck comes and picks up the trash. It just so happens the window of the infirmary is 4 floors above the trash. If we can time it right, we can slip away in the trash without being noticed.

“Of course I do.” 

The next day I woke up in a sweat, I had that same twisted dream, still I could not decide if it was a lovable nightmare it did not worry me, for hopefully it would be the last one I will ever have. As always Paul was wide awake. The morning went slow and quiet. I should in the shadows of one of the back rooms of the prisons cleaning facilities. Waiting for the guard to complete his shift, Paul was hiding in the opposite corner of the room, I was his decoy. And just as Paul said… the guard at 11.50 came walking through the door. Paul sprang out of the darkness, jumping in front of him, with one swipe of the arm he raked the jagged edge of the rock across the guard’s throat, spraying blood across the walls. I smiled at Paul’s handy work, but my smile disappeared quickly as Paul dropped to the floor. I had no idea what he was playing at, and I didn’t have time to play games. I quickly started to unbutton the guard’s uniform. The guard was a few sizes too big for me, but no one would notice. The uniform was sufficiently blood-stained; it had the right effect I needed to look like I was injured. I then placed both of my palms down into a small pool of blood. It was still warm, and felt soothing to rub all over my face. Paul was still lying on the ground. I could leave him right now and escape with ease. But this guy wasn’t just anyone. He never sleeps, it wouldn’t be long before he found another way to escape and came after me for revenge. I rolled him over, looking at my watch. Damn already 12. Paul was sound asleep. I took the truncheon from my pocket, and smashed him in the face. The steel pole cut a deep hole in his head, and he woke up from his sleep instantly. I smiled.

“Sorry for the rude awakening, but that’s what happens when u sleep on the job!” He staggered to his feet; I grabbed the guards whistle and blew it 3 times. That was the guard’s code for emergency help. I grabbed Paul under my arm and started to run with him. We had to get past the guards into the infirmary in less than 7 minutes, as we made our way down the main corridor. I blew on the whistle and pointed behind me as a flurry of guards rushed past. Making my way to the main security gate, the guard had kindly enough opened it already. Paul suddenly started to slow down again in my arms. I glanced at him… the pathetic shit was falling asleep again. I holstered him on my shoulder, in a fireman’s carry then ran the rest of the way up to the infirmary.3 flights of stairs. I finally made it; this place had a skeleton staff of just 3 people. 2 female nurses and one male head doctor, the doctor confronted me at the door. I slumped Paul on the floor.

“Oh Jesus, what happened to your face.” The doctor gasped. I gripped the truncheon.

“Nothing what happened to yours?” With that I swung the already blood encrusted pole upwards into the doctors jaw. It lifted him off the ground and on to the floor. He rolled around crying in agony. I picked Paul up again and started to drag him towards the window at the end of the infirmary. The two female nurses were tending to there doctor on the floor. It was 12.08 and the garbage truck was already here. I opened the window and looked out. The cold air rushed into my face, freezing my lips and whistling past my ear. I thought I should test out the drop first with Paul, so I pushed him out of the window. He crashed into the rubbish. I used the evidence that it wasn’t a painful drop from the fact that Paul was still asleep and not crying out in pain. I leaped from the window, for a few brief seconds, I seemed to soar. It was almost peaceful. But this utopia was shattered by my fall, as my feet sunk in to the sludge and mess of the prison.
But as I landed in the sludge and filth, I had won my freedom.

*
*
*

It had always been a fantasy of mine to dye my hair black; although I had been told by everyone it didn’t suit me. I thought it looked it perfect. I looked totally different, and when your face is all over the newspapers and TV’s that’s what you want. I had been in prison for 2 years, and now thanks to Paul I was free. I had to be careful not to be caught, so I visited the one city, where there was more corruption than any other. This was a city of murders and crooks, perfect for the escaped convict. I was in one of them dreary America style coffee shops. The ones that sell "Real Italian Coffee" but instead just some instance shit. Nevertheless I ordered the least offending article on the menu. An espresso, I was going to have to take a few pages out of Paul’s book. I needed to stay awake all night. For as many nights as I could possibly manage. I needed to find a way to bring my dead love back to life. Playing over the events in my head, I told myself to be careful. Last time I did everything the black book asked. And yet my Love has not returned to me. Now it would be too late, her body was rotten and dead. The Nightmare/Dreams I’ve been having of her had restated this fact in my mind. The decomposing body was useless. Even if I did manage to get her soul back into her body. She would die instantly. I needed a fresh corpse…but maybe that’s my problem, I’m not some excellent doctor who can bring a dead body back to life. I need some way of emptying a living body of its current soul and filling it with Francesca’s. First thing’s first I need a way to bring back her soul. Back when I was a free man, I heard of a book. It was called the “Ars Anima Translatum” the book was written at the decline of the Roman Empire. It was supposedly used for an exorcism, but with a few minor changes it could work. This book wasn’t hard to come by, it wasn’t cheap but can you put a price on love? I had made deals with some friends back in prison. They would have a drug dealer drop it off to me. I checked my watch… it was getting late and this crook hadn’t showed up. You can’t trust druggies they forget too easily and don’t have a firm grip on reality… Then again I’m a convicted murderer who’s escaped from prison. Can’t really say I have ever mastered reality.
“You order a book?” A soft voice came from behind. I turned round and there was this young girl, with red eyes and big brown hair. This was my crook.

“Yeah, I ordered a book.” I smiled staring at her. She wasn’t bad looking; in fact I might go so far as to say cute. The girl seemed nervous and edgy. I couldn’t tell if she just had a hit of something or if she was new to drop offs.

“You got the money?” That’s a mistake to ask that. You always let the buyer see the product first.  This was probably the first female contact I’ve had in 2 years apart from the nurses, and they had long passed their glory days. I could have some fun with this one.

“Sit down.” She stood still holding on to the rucksack straps. “Would you sit down and act slightly normal you’re embarrassing me standing there like a coat rack.” She looked insulted, but nevertheless she sat down.

“Just give me the money and I’ll give you this ‘book’ so I can get the hell out of here.” She sat crossed legged like kids do when there young, it looked uncomfortable. As the waitress of this place walked behind me, I leaned back and ordered two coffees. 

“I’m not staying for coffee. I’m…” The druggie protested. I cut her off, before she could speak again.

“Sure you are. And I’ll tell you why…If you leave now, with my book or with out the money there will be hell to pay. So shut up, drink the coffee and tell me your name?” That was good, shocked her. Prison hadn’t taught me any manners. It was interesting; I could now pick any one from random and tell if they’ve been to prison. It scars a person for life, supposed to scare you from doing wrong again. Well that brief taste of hell I had would soon be squashed when I hold my love again in my arms.
“People call me Possum.” The coffee arrived, Possum picked up 3 bags of white sugar. And stirred, trying to look as bored as possible.

“Why the name Possum? Isn’t that a little offensive?” Talking to her reminded me of Francesca; she had that angelic look to her.

“I never asked. It could be worse.”

“So Possum, Do you know how much money to collect off me?” She turned slightly red.

“Yeah...”

“Your lying Possum, Is your bag heavy with my parcel? How much do you think that’s worth?”
“I know how much to collect from you. It feels about a grand’s worth of it. And by the way a book? That’s like the worst code name ever. Seriously I know you’ve been in prison for a while, but no one reads any more, we’ve got DVD’s and MP3 Players.” I smiled and sipped my coffee. I took out an envelope from my jacket and slid it over to her. Inside the white crumpled old thing was 500 quid. She inspected it, rummaged through her bag and pulled out a parcel. She slid it over to me. With that she got up.

I started to open the parcel, tearing the paper.

“Hey what the fuck are you doing, this place may be a dump. But you can still get busted here. And I’ll get caught dealing to you.” I ignored her and continued to unravel my package. Once I had ripped a hole in the packaging and started to take the book out. Her fear and terror turned to relief and she laughed.

“So Possum, next time I want a book what code should I use? And I am offended that you think all inmates are druggies” She sat back down in the chair. She was breathing heavily.

“You paid 500 quid for a book? Haven’t you heard of the internet?” She looked at me like I was crazy. I probably was, holding in my hands one of the books that nearly got burnt to dust a few hundreds of years ago.

“The intra-met? Well this book is a collector’s addition and it’s very valuable to me. So you want another coffee?” She nodded.

Possum and I talked to till closing time, we both had a lot of coffee in us. I was glad I was still able to attract the ladies. We exchanged phone numbers, and she went away thinking she had met a nice guy. Of course I went away thinking that she would make a perfect shell for Francesca’s spirit. That night I spent  all my time reading the occult book, I had pages upon pages of notes on how to carry out the rituals, and I enjoyed writing out my thoughts. After a few hours I had learnt what to do, the book was definitely worth the money but as it got to the early hours of the morning my mind wandered. I thought of Possum, a sweet little thing. I picked up my phone and decided to give her a call. Her soft voice answered, she was surprised to hear from me so soon. But it was good surprise. We talked for hours, and for the first time in years I had not thought about Francesca. 
After the phone call, I decided to do some early morning shopping for my ritual. I need an assortment of black candles and different types of crystals and herbs. In the year 2005 there is an abundance of new age stores. Perfect for me, it seemed that as more people began to lose faith in the old religions they turned to the even older religions. I may be a practitioner of the dark arts but I never really did believe in some all powerful being that sets out our life before we live it. Fate was also another thing I didn’t believe in. Or if there was such a thing as fate, it was evil. Was it fate for me to lose her that day? Was it fate that the ritual never worked the first time? Am I doomed to spend all eternity alone? Thoughts of failing Francesca again crossed my mind. The dead were meant to stay dead. Where did the innocent Possum fit into my schemes? At the moment she was Francesca’s shell. I felt guilty even thinking that I would be destroying her for my own ends. I could choose another one, but that would mean waiting. As I waited in line in the “ye old magic shoppe” I noticed a little necklace. It was silver with a black star in it. I starred at this mesmerised, it was so small and simple; it could be a perfect gift for Possum. Why would I buy it? I barely know her, and yet she has this effect on me. It was probably prisons effect, not seeing a woman in ages. 

I bought everything I needed it took me half the day. I had planned for coffee with Possum where I met her before. This time she didn’t come in her dealer outfit, she had dressed up nice, let her hair down and had little touch of make-up.  We sat and drank coffee and at the end of our time together I was sad to see her leave. After that I decided I wasn’t going to use her for my ritual anymore. I would find someone else, I went back to the “ye old magic shoppe” bought the necklace, and a card saying thank you. In it I explained that I had to leave town suddenly but I enjoyed our time together. I placed the necklace in the envelope and mailed it to her address.
As I returned to my motel room, I had forgotten my keys. I must have left them in the coffee shop. I went to the front desk to retrieve another pair. And began a slow walk back to my room. I had done the right thing, letting Possum live and distancing myself from her. I wanted Francesca I owed it to her. A smile crossed my face, and I whistled our tune. The complication of finding another woman wouldn’t be hard. Everything was set up. Infact I could do it tonight. The moon was out in the sky. Tonight is the night I would meet my love. I opened up my room, and walked into the darkness. A sharp pain entered my side, It sent a shockwave of bites all over my body. I dropped to the floor in the darkness as the door closed behind me. I was bleeding badly, the wound felt deep. The lights flickered on. Standing there with her back against the wall was Possum with a kitchen knife in her hand. I panted.

“Why?” I whispered.

“Why? You left your keys at the coffee place… I came here to give them back to you and I found these.” She held up a handful of papers, my writing. “You planned to kill me you sick fuck!” The pain was too much for me, I fell down on the floor, staring up at the room light. My blood stained the carpet. Possum was speaking in the background, but I couldn’t hear her, everything was going black… a smile crossed my face and with my last breath I uttered. “Francesca”
