Walking down the dark corridor, I could feel a slight tingling sensation like having a cold feather running down my back. Wires were sparking left and right, my breathing was heavy and irregular, was I meant to be afraid? ______I climbed towards the eerie glow from above, the ladder felt sticky with…I don’t even wan to know what and the stench must have been so bad I felt lightheaded. I pushed open the grate with ease (weren’t these things supposed to be heavy) and climbed up. To my surprise it was dark, neon lamps lit the damp midnight streets and there was not a soul to be seen. I was hungry so I started walking.
I saw one of those sleazy Korean noodle booths where it’s the same stuff for a different price. Feeling at my jacket (since when did I wear leather? ) there were no coins and no wallet, but I was seriously hungry and decided to take a chance. I walked up to the half asleep guy, wearing those annoying round glasses like Harry Potter and a bloody scarf around his neck, the hair all frizzed up and gelled like some manga character, who did these people think they are ? 
“Hey man would you mind sparing any leftovers you might have, I’m starving badly and I don’t have any money?”

“Ha ha you are funny ? You want food for free, go ask those hot dog people! Or are you looking for something a bit more special, maybe? “ He reached inside his pocket and took out a small plastic bag filled with white powder.
I’m normally a calm person (I think… things were a bit smudgy then) but my right fist clenched slightly, a slight buzzing feeling enveloped me … the onset of anger… and the adrenalin that goes with it. Why should I get angry, he is no one and I’m not that hungry anyway, just calm down and say good night. But it wasn’t to be.
“Seriously I’m not out here in the middle of the night to get on your back for nothing, all I ask for is leftovers which you won’t sell anyway, are you that tight ?”

“Hey, maybe if you worked here tonight we give you the dog’s food?”

Words failed me, it was an irreversible reaction, once you cook the egg you can’t get it back in the shell. What was wrong with me ? I felt a tightness round my chest my fingers were buzzing with…something.

A flash.

The next instant I was holding the poor sod by the collar, God knows how he was out of the booth, feet dangling off the ground as I held him. I let go of him with the right hand, the weight shifted but my left arm didn’t budge, (was he that light?) What happened next took me a while to piece together, it was so fast. I swooped in towards the guy my right arm whipping around the outside and the left whirling him around as I gripped his throat with a loud crunching sound that felt familiar to cutting cabbage. I made a sweeping step and lifted his whole mass into the air then drove down head first into the pavement blood and bone crashed and splashed in a deafening harmony as his legs followed up the coiling motion and the rubble of white now streaked with blood came to a rest. I took my first breath since…wow. 
“Looks like the dogs will have a field day tomorrow” I walked off slowly, a strange pulsing in my stomach, like pulling a muscle too fast. What had I done, was it even possible to do that to a human body ? I felt no regret though, the adrenalin was long gone, it was just like having my morning coffee – nothingness. As the booth faded into darkness I heard someone coming out, a deafening scream followed 

As I walked I tried to remember things, what was I doing underground, who really am I? Surely I was a normal working person with a wife who kisses me in the morning and gives me lunch, two kids that I pick up after school, but as hard as I tried none of those memories showed up, a blank page. So I searched deeper inside me, searched and found nothing but my instincts, the things you know you have to do like eat, sleep, have sex or run away from something. As I searched my instincts were telling me one thing, and one thing only – find…something.

Whatever it was it could wait, I found one of those old building sites that never got the funding, where little kids experimented with their bodies and minds using various methods and drugs. It was dead as a desert cemetery, I guess today wasn’t their day of the week. I walked around looking for something to keep me warm, the occasional crunching sound of a syringe under my feet. The whole place felt dirty and abandoned, the walls were covered in mould, occasional windows were obscuring the light as if looking through smoked glass, the air was heavy and damp and the whole place gave out this sense of being larger than one could imagine. It felt like it could engulf you and no one would notice. How depressing to know some grow up in these places.

As I laid there rolled up in some tattered old blanket I tried to remember things, it was strange I seemed to knew everything about everyone else – what’s at the top of the music charts, who is big, what’s the latest fashion, how long do you wait for a train…but I just couldn’t remember anything about myself even the scenario with the Korean was fading quickly. As I drifted into a light nap I envisioned the hazy outline of a woman’s face. Who was it ? The face was quite round with volumous black hair streaking down past her shoulders, bright blue eyes gazing far away with a touch of contempt and a small oddly shaped nose, it gave a sense of calm and friendliness. Who was it…
The rain woke me. I don’t remember finding any particular spot for sleeping, any old spot will do, but I was sheltered from it and relatively dry. As I looked around still cold and drowsy from sleep the view was none more the pleasing than last night. Puddles with the color of tar had formed everywhere, holes in the roof were leaking - the continuous tap of droplets resounding in my ears I could almost hear a pattern to the rhythmic display, that one to the left is very slow and low sounded, the one far behind was fast with a high pitched sound like a dripping tap. Eventually I could make out all the sources where they were and what they were like. I shook my head in confusion and got up, the air must have been cleaned from the rain it felt almost fresh. I breathed in deeply and remembered I was hungry enough to eat a horse and a name resounded in my mind, it came from nowhere and I could associate nothing with it apart from where I could find the person - _____.

The rain eventually stopped and bright sun burst through the clouds as I was walking down the most major road I could find towards the city centre. As the water evaporated from concrete it left a choking heavy smell, felt like eating mouldy bread, but soon everything was dry and pleasant. One of those early June mornings when people skip work to go to the park and whatnot. 
Eventually a pickup truck stopped next to me and a rounded guy turned in the driver’s seat, the very epitome of a working class guy, with a tiny grin and wearing a tartan shirt. His truck was empty.

“Hey, you don’t look great, but you’re definitely no junkie, ‘wanna hop on in for a ride ?”
“Yeah sure, if you happen to be going near Eagle square ?” Eagle square…that must be where _____ was the place sounded very familiar, I could picture its layout looking from far away but I don’t ever remember being there.

“Well get on already, I wanna avoid the morning rush” I carried myself over the other side and slammed the door as the truck screeched away from that wretched place.

“So what’s your story, how come you were in the yellow light district?”

“That’s what they call it?”

“Yeah, ‘coz that’s all you get in there, yellow lights and memories you won’t want to cherish”

“You can say that again.” 
A long awkward pause.
“So where do you work? Or are you not from around here?”

“Oh, I work here” I put on a slightly sinister Hollywood voice “but if I told you that, I’d have to kill you”

We both chuckled for a while, I was glad to avoid a question that would have left me in a precarious situation and the driver seemed more at ease with me, I guess anyone would have reservations about picking up someone from the yellow light district. 
I turned my attention to the outside world whizzing by, little white houses with small gardens where kids were playing, then a long commercial centre with shops everywhere the buildings steadily getting taller and grayer – we were going to the centre all right. 

“Well this is far as I can take ‘ya, Eagle square is a pedestrian zone so you’re on your own from here”
“Tanks for the lift, I appreciate it”

“No problem, just don’t hang around that kinda places, just last night some dealer got what was coming to him. Not safe anywhere these days” And he drove off. I walked on towards my strangely familiar destination, I was going through one of those excuses for a park in city centres - about enough to throw a ball from end to the other and not a tree in sight. A small flat stone the size of a dime caught my attention and I bent down to pick it up, it was the right weight…. The right weight for what ? 
I soon answered my question as I stuck the stone inside one of those newspaper dispensing machines. They worked on weight rather than shape of a coin. I reached in and took a newspaper, just as I was closing the door a hand tried to reach inside for another newspaper. I grabbed it with my free hand. “Get your own” the face belonged to a thin man wearing a light grey overcoat and cheap looking glasses, an honest working crook I thought. The man cringed slightly, his hand trying to escape my grip, but didn’t protest and quietly moved on. It wasn’t the newspaper he was after, it was simply the act of bypassing normal rules, a way to bring excitement into one’s day, his method of being ‘different’ from the rest. I flipped the newspaper round to the back pages and there it was – ‘drug dealer brutally murdered in yellow light district’ it went on to tell how it was possibly a gang attack by 3 or  4 men with blunt weapons and all the crap about the city being unsafe, my ass…
This must be the place, a large busy square. Four pillars placed around with bronze eagles in flight in top, the cobbled streets hadn’t been used for traffic for a long time and they were well cleaned. Looking around I saw all the familiar characters one might expect, the old person feeding a group of pigeons, three kids playing with one of those tiny bean bags and strangely dressed teenagers smoking more for the show than for themselves talking in little groups. What exactly were they trying to say – ‘look at me I have the worst taste of all three’ ? And there was the usual crowd of grey, brown and white coats and folded umbrellas although the people didn’t seem as troubled as usual, maybe the nice morning had a positive effect. 
I noticed the only person looking at me was the hotdog seller just across from me.
“You must be ____”

“He he, yeah dude, rough night eh ? Lemme get you something, you must be starving? So how you doing, where you been the last two days? You want the usual, right?” as he continued to shoot out questions I murmured some answers ‘I’m fine, how are you’, ‘Yeah I don’t remember much’

As he handed me the biggest hotdog I’ve ever seen he suddenly exclaimed “Oh yeah Eric wanted to see you about something” a blank look on my face, “you know Eric just down the street over there, ya can’t miss him”

“Hey how much is this, because-“

“Heeey man, no worries what are friends for?” His palms enclosed over his heart one over the other, a sign of affection but also a touch of fear.

“Thanks” 

I remembered everything about Eric as soon as I saw him _______
· Convo with eric – gives newspaper with money 

· Time-off arrives at place late night 

The taxi dropped me off at what seemed to be the middle of nowhere, I paid the guy and he hurriedly pulled off. Looking around there wasn’t much to see, a few newspapers rolling around, the soft sodium glow of the lamps shining on the damp empty streets, cats could be heard fighting in the distance. It was your typical run down residential area. I walked over to the fish store as I had been directed, after the blue sign of an anchor and fish was a small alleyway with a rusty old trash container. Going down the alleyway I came to the place I was looking for. A bright red sign announced the name – Marcus’s, though one of the letters was broken and now blinked annoyingly from time to time. A couple of steps led down to a tiny door which had no apparent way to be opened from the outside. A short stocky man was standing next to the door with arms crossed. He was wearing a half decent black suit with a black tie and round sunglasses. His face gave no indication that my presence had been noted. I approached him.

“Hi, mind if I come in?”

“I haven’t seen you around before, what business do you have here?” his voice was slightly high pitched but resounding, speaking with a typical put on New-York accent.

“I came to see your boss and I am running late. Now I gather he doesn’t like people being late so that creates a problem for me and if I have a problem – you have a problem. Now are you willing to take a chance that I’m smalltime and beat me out of my misery, or will you be smart and consider who I could be and just how much trouble I could cost you” my voice stayed surprisingly flat and menacing throughout, this was going to be easy. The doorman let out a small snicker. His face remained as stone.
“Listen…big timer I deal with scum like you most of my damn working hours, but I get  paid extra for that. Now if I kicked the fucking shit out of you right here I don’t get a penny, and you’re gonna ruin my new Guccis” he swung a foot out to display the expensive shoes. ”I won’t stop you going in, but you don’t look like someone who knows what they’re doing, so take your own chances and get outta my face” 


He stepped to the door and knocked twice. Another ‘neckless’…employee opened the door and gave a rye smile as I went in with all the dignity I could muster. The stupid bugger had listened to the whole thing, I felt like wringing their necks until they came loose but alas two against one seemed too much right now.


It was quite the establishment - tiny corridors went up and down in a never ending maze, filled with smoke from cigarettes and who knows what. Soft red lights gave everything a stark appearance; deep shadows ruled the corners and smoky glows occupied the rooms. Scattered around were what I assumed to be the other employees, the female ones. Most were standing, one foot against the wall with a cigarette in one hand and the other in a pocket. Dresses varied from something that resembled a night gown but was completely see-through to pompous medieval style clothes with the whole works – corsettes and such. This person either had very interesting tastes or a lot of associates to please. The women were standing around talking quietly…no one talks quietly in these places. In fact there was even soft music on, some kind of chillout trance music and the whole place seemed to run at fifty percent of real time. Most gave me a short studying look, others hardly noticed. 
· Convo with doorman, short and irritating, lets through

· Convo with woman, turns around for phone, shape, figure, joggles memory gets let through

· Convo with target, description of room, pick up cue stick 

“Well well look who’s back. You did one hell of a job, my friend I was going to pay you immediately but you disappeared off the face of the Earth!”
“Job? Remind me what you’re paying me for again.”

“Now now the job is done – we don’t talk about it, ok. I assume you are here to sort out loose ends right?”

“That’s what I’m hoping to do” I strolled around pretending to be adimiring the huge aquarium filled with those little annoying ‘exotic’ fish. Why can’t a rich man just get a shark - a real fish.

“But of course.” He paused, slightly unsure “you know what you are looking at? You are looking at a South African paradise fish. Very rare and extremely expensive”

I glanced at the snooker table “I gather this isn’t from the Argos catalogue either?”

“I never understood European humour…the table is quite cheap, an associate of mine works wood as a hobby so he made one for me.” I picked up the cue stick from the table slowly running my hand over its silky, almost glass like surface, the cue had a joint halfway but it felt like one whole piece…very good workmanship indeed.
“Ah, that’s my pride and joy - Arabian yew. It took a lot of ‘favours’ to get this through customs. Those stupid people can be so greedy sometimes” I bent down and pretended to be aiming up a shot, but there were no balls on the table. The green cloth was soft and smooth, the type they use in competition. My grip tightened on the cue.

“Ok enough small talk, I’m here for some answers and you are going to give them to me”

“What are you talking about?”

“I want to know why you hired me and why I woke up in the middle of nowhere last night?”

“What? Seriously what do you mean? Are you suggesting I dumped you somewhere?” He tried to make eye contact, perhaps to intimidate, I was staring blankly at one of the balls spots on the table “Listen, sunshine, I gave you a job 3 days ago you did it the next day, I haven’t heard from you since. End of story”
“Say what again and you’ll be eating through a straw for the rest of your miserable existence. I think you tricked me somehow, thought you could get away by bashing me on the head and leaving me in Yellow Light to rot” My grip tightened.
“Wha-“

As wood met skin a fray of blood with resounding cracking and popping sounds filled my senses. The human face deforms in the most unusual ways with such force. The vibration jolted the cue from my grasp and I almost lost balance from the twisting motion. The sound of something hitting the aquarium followed…I must have knocked out a tooth with the blow. I noticed a trail of blood on the back of my hand, slowly making its way down joining together and splitting apart in channels. I wiped my hand on the green cloth. It seems his reactions were too slow, his hands were still clasped together at his stomach as his mass crumpled to the ground like what I can only describe as a sack of potatoes.
“I knew you’d say that” 
I looked down at my deed, the first thing one would notice was the nose…bent under such an unnatural angle it seemed more like Hollywood makeup gone wrong than a facial feature. 
I could tell this person had a masochistic side to him, the shifty eyes and a composed yet unsettled stance and body language gave it off. So I searched the desk and what do you know, in the top left drawer were two pairs of handcuffs. I proceeded to break the cue into two short sticks. It felt wrong breaking such a precious object, but it had already been raped of its natural state. I lifted the body and placed him on his back on the table, then inserted the two pieces of wood into the top corner pockets of the table and locked one side of a handcuff to each stick so there was no way to take it out. I then locked his hands to each handcuff so he would be relatively immobilized…it wasn’t perfect but I didn’t have rope…that’s normally supplied by the lady-in-action, I guessed. 
As I waited for him to wake up my mind was briskly going over ways to get answers, threats would mean nothing, this bastard has lived every day in fear of dying, he had nothing to lose. My persuasive side was lacking at that instant and I didn’t have much to work with if it came to torture…I noticed a set of golf clubs in the corner and took out the meanest looking one – a big driver. 
I heard a throaty gurgling sound behind me followed by a weak attempt at spitting.

“That must have been an expensive shirt, let me guess - silk from the far east”

“Fuck you”

“How many more teeth are you prepared to lose, Marcus? Perhaps we can start over at why you are paying me and where you found me before that?”

“I can’t tell you that, you mindless piece of shit. You know, there are worse things than dying or getting your head snapped off” I hopped up on the table, the driver freely swinging by two fingers
“I’m not normally a violent person, Marcus. But I have a strange compulsion to kill you and it would do us both good if you said something”
“Don’t be a fool. I die one way or the other, I’d rather be killed by your pathetic methods” his eyes fired up, full of resentment and hate. I was not getting answers from this one…not then, not ever. ”Shit…” A familiar wave raced through my body, a tingling sensation, like electricity.
Body and metal became one as I took a vicious swing. I don’t recall playing golf, but I could see an appeal to it, the heavy headed club gave a sensation of power and speed like nothing else, it felt like swinging a sledge hammer as light as a tennis racquet. Only the ball was now this poor sod. The first hit was powerful I could feel his jawbone dislodge with a loud crack in a spray of blood and teeth. The club went on to finish its natural swing above my left shoulder. The next hit landed on his right temple, sounds were now muffled, I had tunnel vision and felt like someone else inside me had gained control of my movements. The club didn’t complete a swing this time I could feel the skull deform and crack open just above the eyebrows it reminded me of a dropped watermelon. More hits landed, hitting the throat area, ears, nose as skull and bones bent, buckled and sprayed a fountain of blood and colourless fluid everywhere. I was groaning with every swing now. The reverberations through my arm were getting stronger and I felt like lightning was going through me. At some point I must have dropped from exhaustion.
*
*
*
Waking up I felt a pain cursing through my arms as if I had been punched there repeatedly. I felt the cold metal body of the golf club next to me and turned sideways to examine it. The thing had its head bent so far it coiled back into itself forming a strange shape like a paperclip…weren’t these things titanium? I forced myself up on my feet and what I saw around me gave me a slight shock. Well, I was obviously right-handed, scarlet spray covered the wall to the left of the snooker table with a line of more concentrated splatter on the ceiling above it …that must be from swinging back and forth, the red blood stood out surprisingly well against the red walls glistening in all its horrid mess. Bits of…stuff were scattered around the carpet and it wasn’t teeth… I looked at myself and found surprisingly little blood on my clothes, nothing going to waste then. 
It’s fair to say that the crime scene investigators would have a hard time figuring out who was on the table. A shapeless mess lay there, one couldn’t tell where jaw ended and collar bone began, hell that thing was missing its eyes, or was that a protruding shoulder bone? The hands were splayed out to the side handcuffed with a broken chain on the right one, but not inside the pockets, four small bits of wood lay on the floor underneath the table. The poor bastard broke the wood in his struggles. His shirt was now a uniform crimson colour from the dried blood soaked through it, the green cloth underneath the body must have been saturated with blood giving it a dark, almost black appearance with a small pool of glistening substance that still hadn’t been absorbed. A rhythmic tapping could also be heard and I noticed blood dripping from one of the centre pockets down onto the carpet. 

There wasn’t much to do here, but leave. Strange it seemed no one had heard our little affair, I guess his employers were used to ‘rough’ sounds emanating from inside his office during ‘private’ hours. In any case I was a right mess and needed an alternative way out. Crooks like Marcus should always have some kind of secret escape route in case things get hot outside the office, so I searched his shirt. Oddly enough I found a mechanical pencil in his right pocket, these people didn’t use pencils…I pressed the button for ejecting lead and the sound of a latch opening could be heard in the room. I saw a tiny door open behind the desk and crawled in. It was some kind of fake air exhaust at the end of which was a metal grate which was easily punched out of the way. Stepping out into torrential rain, the downpour was cold and wet but it felt cleansing. I lifted my head up as I could feel that wrenching feeling washing away with the blood. Drops were hitting my face with force…it felt good.  As I began walking through the rain I knew I had to get some answers…I was going to get answers one way or the other. 
· subduction of target, cue, passes out 

· tied up asks about identity “stange compulsion to kill you” doesn’t tell  final blow with club, bends it completely, all on pool table - red blood with green cloth 

· takes time to clean up and finds secret exit (imaginative way)

· outside remembers woman was the one from vision goes back
· “why do you always come back to me, why”

· Gets caught and questioned by unusual detectives

· Told part of the ‘story’, can’t remember Korean already 

· Thrown in sewers at yellow light district

