
CHAPTER 2 
 

 Divina's nightmare was always the same.  It is night.  She is in a sheer white 
nightgown, running.  Heart pounding.  Sweat dripping.  Gasping for breath.  She 
is always alone, utterly alone, in the dream, running through the bombed-out 
ruins of a deserted city.  Smoky hulls of once-great factories and skyscrapers 
loom above her head, their conveyer belts stilled.  All that remains are the 
crumbling facades, empty and abandoned, with windows smashed like 
crooked Jack-o-lantern teeth.   

A violent eruption of bangs and crashes rattled Divina's apartment, jolting 
her out of the dream.  Earthquake, she thought, instantly awake.  Her adrenaline 
surged as she gripped the mattress, bracing herself for the big one.  But the 
tremors, she realized soon enough, were confined to her living room.  This could 
only mean one thing.  The Phantom had returned. 

Divina opened the bedroom door and peered cautiously into the main 
room of her Silver Lake apartment.  The volume of destruction was staggering.  A 
coffee table, which showcased Divina's impressive butterfly collection under its 
glass surface, had been upended, destroying some of the delicate insects 
inside.  The half-empty wine goblet resting upon it had, likewise, gone flying, 
splattering blood red Shiraz across muraled walls.  The telephone, a working 
reproduction of a Jazz Era Western Electric candlestick model, dangled, 
pendulum-like, from its cord, its grotesquely magnified shadow projected onto 
the wine-splotched wall by an overturned vintage lamp. 

Divina exhaled sharply.  "Show thyself, accursed demon!" 
From behind the French sofa came a deceptively sweet "meow."  A fluffy 

gray cat with white boots and breast batted its eyes at her.  The Phantom. 
"Did you make this big mess all by yourself, you bad boy?" she scolded. 
Suddenly, a large black rat tore across the room, skittering right over 

Divina's bare toes.  She shrieked and jumped back, nearly tripping over 
Phantom, who had darted from his place to pounce on the doomed rodent.  
Divina turned right around and retreated into the bedroom.  She did not venture 
out again until well past noon. 

 
 
When she did finally reemerge, Divina found half a rat lying in the middle 

of the living room, its entrails disgorged all over the hardwood floor.  Phantom 
sat in the window, pleased with himself. 

"Thank you for the lovely welcome home present," Divina greeted him. 
The cat padded over to her and reluctantly allowed himself to be patted.  

Divina noticed the collar around his neck.  It was black, adorned with skulls and 
crossbones.  She had given it to him a year ago, as a sort of anniversary gift.  
Someone had flipped the collar inside out, hiding the little skulls from view.  
Divina flipped it back. 

https://www.facebook.com/pages/365-Things-to-do-around-Silver-Lake-CA/347417648170
http://www.butterflyutopia.com/gallery6.html
http://www.cowineco.com/
http://www.collectorsweekly.com/telephones/candlestick
http://www.npr.org/templates/story/story.php?storyId=9560048


BURY ME IN KISSES/ LAURA SCHIFF 
 

  7 
 

"You unfaithful little slut," Divina reprimanded him.  "Who've you been 
seeing behind my back?" 

Miffed, the cat squirmed out of her grasp and resumed its perch in the 
window. 

Divina scooped up the vermin's decapitated torso with an empty frozen 
yogurt carton and carried it downstairs to a specially marked trash bin, 
thoughtfully provided by the Department of Sanitation.  It was already half full of 
rodents in various stages of decomposition.  Collection and incineration wasn't 
until Monday.  By Tuesday, Divina's Wagoneer would be covered in ash. 

She shaded her eyes and studied the other cars parked along her street.  
Lots of Japanese economy models.  Corollas.  Accords.  An Accura with about 
four different antennae sticking out of it, giving it the appearance of a 
porcupine.  Its owner was obviously striving for high tech on a budget.  
Peppered amongst these moderately priced vehicles was a conspicuous 
smattering of SUV's and luxury cars.  There were more of them every day. 

Divina noticed that someone was moving into the house across the street.  
Probably another West Sider, she judged from the BMW parked in the drive.   
She wondered how many days it would be before the charming 1950s duplex 
was torn down, a new house erected in its place. 

She felt a pang of nostalgia for the good ol' days, back in the early '90s, 
when LA's starving artists had flocked to the low-rent community of Silver Lake in 
search of affordable housing and creative expression.  Together, the gays and 
the Gen X-ers had cleaned up the sketchy barrio, given it a fresh coat of paint 
and an air of thrift store chic.  Turned it into a funky Nirvana for the hip and 
overly caffeinated.  Life among the party people was good, for a while.  

But, inevitably, the secret got out.  Beverly Hills brats invaded the Silver 
Lake turf, buying up property at an alarming rate, just so they could say they 
were part of the scene.  They drove up the rents, grid-locked the parking lots, 
turned an average trip to the grocery store into a full-tilt fashion parade.  These 
days, Silver Lake was positively gentrified.  "Go back to the west side, you 
fuckers!" was the common battle cry of the disenfranchised.  The struggling 
artists were slowly being edged out by the bourgeois bohemians.  Damned 
Bobos. 

On second thought, Divina flung the rat rump onto the new people’s 
lawn.  Welcome to the damn neighborhood. 

 
 
When bleeding dry a six-year-old boy, it is best to overlook certain facts.  

Facts you have been made aware of by well-meaning, if overly solicitous, 
relations.  Call it tuning out.  Putting up barriers.  Being a stone, to quote Aidan.  
Zack called it the art of purposeful forgetting. 

For example.  It is best to forget that the boy now lying on the autopsy 
table with a draining tube in his jugular had, just a month ago, celebrated his 
graduation from the first grade.  Or that his daddy had planned to take him to 

http://www.lacitysan.org/solid_resources/refuse/services/dead_animal.htm
http://www.wagoneerworld.com/
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9QRlXPsNhpY
http://listverse.com/2007/11/08/the-5-stages-of-embalming/
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his very first Dodgers game that weekend.  Or that his favorite color, in the whole 
wide world, was red. 

It is best to forget, when it comes time to drain the body, pump it full of 
Formalin, and suction out all the shit and mucous and rotten, liquefied flesh.  
When you sew up every orifice from eye to anus and leave him with a smile on 
his face, when you do it all, all of it, in under an hour.  Remembering will destroy 
you. 

Zack removed his respirator, washed his hands and took a toke from the 
joint lying on the edge of the stainless steel sink, his work on young Mario 
complete.  There would be plenty of time to mourn for the young drowning 
victim tomorrow.  Tonight, he had a date. 

 
 
Pasadena is a pretty good place to die.  That's what Robert Altman said, 

more or less, in The Player, and that's what Zack was thinking this Saturday night 
as he motored the hearse down the Ventura Freeway.  Destination, Divina. 

Over a hundred years ago, Zack's great-grandfather, Lucien Davies, had 
founded Davies & Sons Mortuary Services, right in the heart of the City of 
Pasadena.  It was a testament to Lucien's remarkable foresight.  Within two 
decades, the sleepy community known for its fruit cannery and wood mill 
became a booming winter haven for millionaire steel and publishing barons.  
Mecca to painters, physicists and master architects.  Birthplace of the 
burgeoning style known as California Mediterranean.  By 1915, Pasadena 
boasted more automobiles per capita than any other city in the world.  More 
cars meant more accidents.  More accidents meant more deaths.  More deaths 
meant... more dough for the Davies clan.  Zack couldn't help but laugh at the 
ingenuity of his forbears. 

Pulling off the freeway, he cruised Silver Lake's main drag a couple of 
times, until a space opened up near the Thai restaurant.  Parallel parking the 
hearse wasn't exactly easy, but Zack managed it.  He slipped into Thai Mee-Yup 
for take-out.  Then it was just a straight shot up the hill, turn right at the dog park 
– the best singles scene in LA – and Divina's two-story walk-up was on the right. 

Zack parked the hearse at the curb, ignoring the hostile stares of the 
yuppie couple moving in across the street.  He loped up the drive, then on up 
the stairs to knock on Divina's second floor apartment. 

"It's open!" she called from somewhere within. 
The second Zack opened the door, a howling streak of gray shot past him 

and disappeared into the night. 
"Uh, I think I let your cat out of the house," he apologized, entering.  "Either 

that or a screaming banshee." 
"That's Phantom," Divina explained, entering from the bedroom.  "My own 

personal freak show." 
"That's a strange name." 

http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0105151/
http://www.oldpasadena.org/
http://www.hotwire.com/hotels/searchResults?resolvedSearchId=7423713715&fromClassic=true
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"He's a strange cat," Divina explained.  "Likes to disappear for days at a 
time.  He'll come back when he's hungry." 

Zack smiled, eyeing Divina's attire. 
"You approve?" she asked, twirling for him. 
She was wearing a red silk mini-dress of Oriental design, unbuttoned to 

reveal a lace-up corset of black leather.  Black leather cuffs adorned both 
wrists, and knee-high boots drew attention to her toned legs. 

"I knew you were hiding a hot little body under that stuffy lab coat," Zack 
grinned. 

"I'm glad you were paying attention.  What did you bring me?" 
Zack held up the take-out cartons.  "Bachelor Pad Thai and Chain Gang 

Ped." 
"Yummy.  Make yourself at home and I'll go set the table." 
Divina took the cartons into the kitchen, leaving Zack to marvel at the 

mural on the living room wall.  It was a very good reproduction of Primavera, 
Sandro Botticelli's early Renaissance work. 

"This mural's incredible," Zack enthused. 
"You like it?" Divina said from the other room.  "I commissioned my next 

door neighbor to paint it." 
Zack studied the image.  "Yeah, it's great.  You know, I've seen photos of 

this painting a hundred times and never noticed before that Cupid's blindfolded 
in it." 

"Isn't that telling," Divina teased.  She entered with a bottle of champagne 
and two fluted glasses.  She admired her wall.  "Yep, I like it.  Best money I ever 
spent."  

"Why this painting?" Zack asked. 
"I don't know, why not?  It speaks to me." 
She regarded the figure of Persephone, featured so prominently in the 

center of the piece.  Goddess of springtime and the Underworld.  The odd 
dichotomy made perfect sense to Divina. 

"Eerie," Zack commented.  He stared at the image of Zephyr on the far 
right.  The personification of the warm wind of spring floated in the trees, 
grabbing at a terrified maiden in a diaphanous gown. 

Divina followed Zack's gaze.  "That's Flora," she offered.  "The flower 
goddess." 

Zack turned to look at Divina, his eyes dancing. "She's about to be 
deflowered, I'd say." 

Divina blushed.  The air hung thickly between them.  Neither said a word.  
Beeswax tapers flickered and sizzled in their candelabras of wrought iron.  Zack 
took the champagne bottle from Divina's hand.  He peeled back the foil 
wrapping and popped the cork.  Divina laughed, catching the bubbly jubilance 
in a glass. 

 
 

http://reviewofsorts.wordpress.com/2009/04/10/the-story-of-botticellis-la-primavera/
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Dinner was eaten al fresco, on Divina's balcony.  Afterwards, she showed 
Zack the rest of the apartment.  Just off the living room was an eat-in kitchen, 
outfitted with two simple chairs and a roughly hewn table of oak. 

Zack ran his hands over its knotted surface.  "This table looks like it's a 
couple hundred years old," he said reverently. 

"More like four hundred, actually," Divina smiled. 
"Seriously?  It's fantastic."  He peered underneath at its iron supports.  

"Where did you find it?" 
"There was this old country church that burned down, back in 

Massachusetts." 
"Is that where your family's from, originally?" 
"Yes."  Zack thought he saw her eyes cloud over for just an instant, but 

then the stormy weather was gone. 
"This beautiful church burned down, nearly to the ground," Divina went on.  

"It was from before Paul Revere's time, built in the late 1600's.  All that was left of 
it was a couple of walls.  It really couldn't be salvaged, and had to be 
completely torn down.  This guy I knew happened to be the demolition crew 
foreman.  He gave me what was left of the front door, and I had this table built 
from it."   

"You like old stuff?  Antiques, I mean?"  He gazed at her, intrigued. 
"It's kind of an obsession with me.  Come on."  
She led him back through the living room and into the bedroom.  A four-

poster canopy bed dominated the space. 
"Now you're talkin'," Zack smiled. 
"Keep dreaming."  Divina lifted up the burgundy satin bedspread to reveal 

the footboard. 
Zack knelt down to examine it.  "Is that...?" 
"One of the pews!" Divina confirmed.  "Cool, huh?  I had it restored to its 

original finish.  Ain't it grand?" 
"It's the bee's knees, dollface," he agreed, reaching for her hand.  He 

wondered how the old bed would hold up under a proper workout. 
"I want to show you my study."   
“Oh, the young lady has a study.”  
“You hush up.”  Still holding his hand, she brought him through a 

charming, lacy bathroom and into the adjoining chamber. 
It was a library, of sorts, with wall-to-wall bookshelves and curio cabinets.  

What really grabbed Zack's eye, however, was the evil-looking assortment of 
surgical tools. 

"And what are these?" he asked.  "Your instruments of torture, mistress?" 
Divina opened one of the cabinets, affording him a better view of the 

various knives and saws.   
"This is my prized collection of antique autopsy tools." 

http://www.tias.com/stores/teardropmemories/
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"Of course, how silly of me.  And this?"  He nodded to an accumulation of 
small animal skulls lining the top of a shelf.  "What is this gruesome collection of 
bones over here?" 

"Road kill," she winked.  
"You like playing with dead things, don't you?" 
"Don't we all?"  
Zack cast his eyes about the room, fishing for another topic of 

conversation.  He noted the many rows of old and dusty books. 
"Let me guess," he said.  "You collect rare books, too." 
"But of course.  Mostly rare medical books."  
"And what is so fascinating about old medical books?"  Zack's lip curled 

into a sneer. 
"Here, take a look at this."  She pulled a small leather-bound volume off 

the shelf. 
"What is it?" 
"A fourteenth century medical treatise on this deadly disease they called 

suffocation of the womb." 
"Sounds kinky." 
Divina flipped through the yellowed pages, found the section she wanted 

and handed it to him. 
"It's all in Latin," he said, surprised.  "You can read this?" 
She nods.  "I need to use a dictionary sometimes." 
"What's it say?" 
"Well, basically, the medical geniuses of the time, being such experts on 

the female anatomy, believed that women had testes inside their bodies.  And if 
their wives didn't come on a regular basis, all this unspent semen would back up 
into their stomachs and rot and pretty much poison them to death." 

"It says that in here?"  Zack looked at the book with newfound respect.   
Divina nodded.  "There are all these case histories of celibate women, 

mostly widows and nuns, who actually became comatose and stopped 
breathing because of this disease.  So- called." 

"Get out of here," Zack chortled.  "Death by celibacy?  What was the 
cure, a good old-fashioned gang bang?" 

"Actually, they would call in a midwife to rub the woman's clitoris." 
"Are you shitting me?  This sounds like the plot to a porno." 
"Told you it was fascinating."  
"Let me get this straight," said Zack.  "You're telling me that some Medieval 

midwife would masturbate some comatose nun until she came?  And this saved 
her life?" 

"Basically, yeah." 
"Sign me up for that job."  Zack handed the book back to Divina.  "So, 

what was it, really, that caused these celibate women to die?" 
Divina shrugged.  "My theory?  I think they died of loneliness." 
 

http://www.environmentalgraffiti.com/offbeat-news/california-man-has-7000-skulls-in-his-house/1135
http://www.perseus.tufts.edu/hopper/text?doc=Perseus%3Atext%3A1999.01.0254%3Atext%3DSA%3Abook%3D2%3Achapter%3D11
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The night air was dusty and still.  Like the inside of a mausoleum, thought 

Zack.  He helped Divina into the hearse. 
"So, where is this party?" she asked, as they headed south on the 

Hollywood Freeway. 
"Downtown," he said.  "Friend of mine's got a loft." 
"Cool."  Divina smiled.  She looked out the window, noticing the effect of 

the hearse on the other drivers they passed.  One beefy, bald-headed man 
actually did a double take and slammed on his brakes, nearly causing a rear-
end collision. 

"Your hearse really freaks people out," she laughed. 
"Funeral coach," he said.  "My funeral coach really freaks people out." 
"Funeral coach?  You've got to be kidding." 
"It's not polite funeral etiquette to call a coffin conveyer a hearse," Zack 

teased.  "In fact, coffins are to be called caskets, and tombstones are markers, 
and we don't bury people, we inter them." 

"Definitely lots of euphemisms in your line of work," she agreed.  "Do you 
like it?" 

"Euphemisms?" 
"No, the funeral business, duh." 
"Do I like it?"  He looked thrown by the question. 
"Yeah," she said.  "Is it such a strange thing to ask if you enjoy your work?" 
He blinked.  "No one's ever asked before." 
"Get out of town." 
"Seriously.  No one." 
"Well, do you?" 
He stared blankly at the road, trying to fathom a response.   
"I've never thought about it, to be honest.  I try not to." 
Divina didn't let him off so easily.   
"Wait.  You're telling me that you've never formulated an opinion about 

whether or not you like your job?  That's a little unusual, don't you think?" 
"Do you like yours?" 
"I think so," she said.  "Yeah.  I do." 
"What do you like about it?" 
Divina thought for a moment. 
"The silence," she finally said. 
Zack chuckled.  "Yeah, not a whole lot of chatter going on at the 

morgue." 
"It's their perfect stillness I like," she said.  "There's something sacred about 

it.  Peaceful, you know?  It's like sitting in an empty church or something." 
Zack pushed in the lighter on the dash.   
"Mind if I smoke?" 
"Not at all."  Divina reached into her purse for her own cigarettes. 
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They both lit up.  Divina savored the spicy tang of the cloves in her mouth.  
A full minute passed before Zack spoke. 

"Do you know what a coffin corner is?" he asked. 
"That's a football term, isn't it?" 
He looked over at her, impressed.   
"Yeah, actually it is.  But the coffin corner I'm referring to is architectural." 
Divina shrugged and shook her head. 
"A lot of old houses were built with coffin corners in the main stairway.  I 

don't know if that's the actual technical name for it, but that's just what I've 
heard it called." 

"What is it?" 
"It's like an indentation in the wall," said Zack.  "To make it easier to carry a 

coffin down from the upstairs of the house.  You know, like if you've got a really 
narrow L-shaped staircase?  It's like a little space in the corner, on the landing.  
You can back a coffin into it so you can make the turn into the living room." 

"I think I know what you mean," said Divina.  "People use them as book 
shelves now, or put a plant there or whatever." 

"Exactly," said Zack.  "They stopped building coffin corners in stairwells 
sometime after the turn of the last century." 

"Most people die in hospitals or nursing homes these days," Divina said. 
"And viewings aren't held in people's living rooms anymore," agreed Zack.  

"It used to be that when grandma died, her loved ones would wash her and 
dress her and build her a casket with their own hands.  Then they would carry 
her downstairs in it and lay her out in the living room for a couple of days, so the 
family could say good-bye before burying her under her favorite willow tree in 
the backyard.  You know what I mean?" 

"Yep."  Divina exhaled a plume of perfumed smoke.  "Death used to be 
much more personal." 

Zack stared at the road.  "Death is a fucking industry now.  Visa or 
Mastercard for that?" 

He swallowed hard.  Divina reached for his hand. 
"I understand," she said. 
He nodded.  "Have you ever lost anyone close to you?" 
"Yep."  
The funeral coach carried them forward to meet the advancing night.  

The passengers rode in silence, lost in the past. 
 
 
They rolled through an abandoned industrial section of downtown LA, 

gawking at the seething desolation.  Streetlights were scarce.  Entire city blocks 
stood in shadow.  Looking out the window, Divina felt a sense of eerie familiarity. 

Zack parked in an empty lot.  "It feels like another world, doesn't it?  Like 
some post-apocalyptic alternate future." 

"Yeah." 

http://lindasflipside.blogspot.com/2011/02/victorian-architecture-coffin-corner.html
http://www.flickr.com/photos/dailymatador/2370669274/in/photostream/
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Far off in the distance, a train wailed.  Zack turned to Divina and traced 
her full lips with his thumb.  She didn't pull away, only looked at him with eyes full 
of star cluster.  He leaned in and kissed her.  Her mouth yielded easily to his, 
tasting of sweet cloves laced with desire. 

"Want to get high?" he asked her. 
"Sure."  
Zack pulled a small wooden pipe out from beneath his seat.  It was 

already packed with tangy, sticky weed.  He lit up and filled his lungs with 
smoke.  When he put his lips on hers, she instinctively opened her mouth like a 
baby bird and he breathed it into her.  The smoke went down smooth and cool, 
like a glass of water.  She exhaled and they kissed.  The effects of both drugs hit 
her brain simultaneously. 

 
 
They walked to one of the nearby industrial warehouses.  Other than the 

full moon overhead, the only illumination came from a digital keypad at the 
structure's front entrance.  Zack punched in a code by rote.  The door buzzed, 
admitting them.  A faint pulsing beat emanated from the concrete floor.  Divina 
could feel it in her chest, competing with her heart for dominance. 

"This way," Zack said.  He led her down a narrow corridor, the cinderblock 
walls painted gray.  At the end of the hall was a freight elevator.  They got in 
and closed the gate behind them.  Immediately, the lift rose with a sickening 
jolt. 

They emerged from the elevator into madness.  Wall-to-wall hipsters.  
Tripping.  Sweating.  Crushed together in a dark, smoky room.  Strobe lights 
blinded them, playing tricks with time.  Electronic music poured over the scene, 
like milk from an invisible pitcher.  A small mob crowded onto the elevator 
platform before Divina and Zack were even halfway out. 

"Let's find the bar," Zack said, grabbing her hand. 
They snaked through the throng, stopping every few yards so Zack could 

say hi to a friend or acquaintance.  Divina gathered that six or seven artists lived 
in the warehouse illegally.  Strictly speaking, the dwelling was not in a residential 
zone. 

The air was electric, alive with pheromones and a marijuana haze.  Every 
room they traversed was more bizarre than the last.  Here, a rock climbing wall 
erected in what appeared to be a living room, gangly spider people scaling it 
up to the rafters.  There, a kaleidoscope of images was projected onto the walls, 
onto the smoke hanging in the air.  Beating hearts.  Blinking eyes.  Venus flytraps 
capturing their prey.  The vaguely sinister images superimposed over the faces 
of the ravers themselves, warping their features, creating monsters.  Like living 
Francis Bacon paintings. 

A streak of movement caught Divina's eye.  She glanced up.  A bikini-clad 
midget girl swung on a trapeze bar from the ceiling.  Hog-tied, with a red rubber 
ball in her mouth.  Passing through another room, Divina spied a performance 

http://raves.meetup.com/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Francis_Bacon_(artist)
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artist in black leather chaps, stretching and twisting his penis and scrotum into 
origami animal shapes for an enthralled audience.  Next room, a dominatrix in a 
rubber dress paraded a bare-chested man on a leash.  The leash threaded 
through meat hooks in the man’s back. 

After what seemed like hours, Zack and Divina located the makeshift bar.  
It was hard to see through the wall of human flesh.  The bartender, at least, 
wasted no time. 

"Waddle id be?" she demanded, her pierced tongue slurring her words.  
Her mohawk jabbed Divina in the eye as she leaned in to hear Zack over the 
crowd. 

"What's tonight's special, Yolanda?" Zack shouted. 
"Mochadinis." 
Zack turned to his date.  "Do you want a mocha martini?" 
"Yummy," Divina nodded enthusiastically. 
"Two," Zack told Yolanda, slapping his money on the bar.  He inadvertently 

bumped into the person next to him.  "Oh, excuse me," he said, turning to her.   
The woman, if indeed she could be called such, was a hermaphrodite 

sporting a full Grisly Adams beard and Marilyn Monroe gown.  Her dress was 
hiked up to her ears and she was in the process of showing anyone who would 
look that she was the proud owner of both male and female genitalia.   

Divina openly gawked, unable to keep from staring.  “Holy shit, did you 
see that thing?”  She jabbed Zack in the ribs.         

“Want some, honey?” Grisly Monroe turned to Divina and shook her 
“thing,” giving her an eyeful.  Then to Zack, “How ‘bout you, handsome?” 

"I need a smoke," Zack said, steering Divina away from the scene before it 
got ugly.  He led her up to the roof, where a DJ was spinning trance and trip 
hop.  Their timing was perfect, for, just as they arrived, another couple vacated 
the best seat in the house:  a hammock suspended between the legs of a water 
tower.  Zack and Divina lay back with their martinis. 

"You seem to know a lot of people here tonight," Divina observed. 
"Some college buddies of mine live here," he said.  "They throw a party 

every month, on the full moon." 
Divina looked up at the cold, silent face of the moon and sighed happily. 
"Did you major in mortician science?" she asked. 
"Eventually.  But I started out as an art major." 
"Really?  What made you decide to go into the family business?" 
"I don't know," he said.  "I guess I just went with the sure thing.  It worked 

out well.  I do all the embalming and restoration, and I let my dad and my 
brother deal with the public." 

"How do we get this thing to swing a little?" Divina asked, shifting her 
weight on the hammock.  Some of her drink sloshed out of the plastic martini 
glass. 

"Careful," Zack warned, grabbing her arm.  Divina's leather bracelet slid 
down.  Moonlight glanced off her wrist. 

http://www.puppetryofthepenis.com/
http://www.sfweekly.com/2002-04-24/news/death-of-a-death-school/
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Zack sat up. 
"What have you got there?" he asked. 
"Where?" 
He squinted in the dim light at Divina's wrist.  The scarred evidence of 

three vertical rows of stitches stared back at him.  Divina flinched but didn’t pull 
away.  Zack ran his fingers over the bumpy tissue, felt her pulsating heart 
beneath it. 

"I've never seen this on a living girl," he said.  He looked up at her, his eyes 
a cistern of questions. 

"Let's dance."  Divina pulled her arm back, pushed the wrist cuff back into 
place. 

"Whatever Lola wants." 
 
 
Seen from a distance, the dance floor resembled a writhing, undulating 

organism, thought Divina.  An acephalous jellyfish, billowing in myriad ocean 
currents.  But down in the thick of it, engulfed in the heaving surge of humanity, 
it was merely claustrophobic.  Even when Zack held her to his chest and kissed 
her, kissed her mouth and kissed her torn wrists, Divina could not suppress her 
fear.  Even as she gazed up at the full moon above the rooftop dance floor.   

"This place is a fire hazard!" she shouted over the din. 
"Let’s beat it, Mugsy," Zack agreed.  He grabbed her by the waist and 

maneuvered her through the tidal depths. 
"Are you afraid of heights?" he asked, once they left the rooftop. 
"Not really." 
"Follow me," he winked. 
He led her down two flights of stairs, down a long corridor and up another 

flight of stairs to a locked door.  He knocked once.  Hearing no answer, he fished 
a key out of his pocket and let them both inside. 

It was a blessedly unoccupied room.  An apartment, actually, with living 
room, kitchen, bath and office on the lower level, and bedroom up a spiral 
staircase to an open loft. 

"This is my friend Ned's place," Zack explained.  "He slipped me his spare 
key earlier." 

"Oh, I see," Divina said.  "So, you want to shag me on Ned's bed." 
"Not exactly," said Zack.  He quickly crossed to the wall of windows on the 

opposite side of the living room.  "There's a great view out here." 
He opened a window and climbed out.  Divina joined him on the fire 

escape. 
"How high up do you think we are?" she asked, looking down at the cars 

parked way off in the distance. 
"Oh, about five stories.  Let's get higher." 
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He pulled the pipe out of his pocket and lit her up.  Divina felt wonderful 
now that she was away from the mob and had Zack to herself.  She held on to 
the shaky metal handrail and laughed. 

"What's a happy girl like you doing with scars like that?" he asked, nodding 
at her wrist. 

"Oh, let's talk about something else," she demurred. 
"Okay, tell me about that collection of skulls in your library," he baited her.  

"Did you like to maim small animals as a child?" 
"I liked dissecting them," she replied. 
"I see," he said.  "So, you were a budding serial killer right from the start."  
She shrugged.  "There wasn't much else to do in my town except mess 

around with whatever dead, smelly animal I could find in the road.  I know it 
sounds gross, but I had a method to my madness." 

"I'm sure you did, Dr. Jeckyll." Zack grinned. 
"It was a procedure, really," Divina continued, warming up to her subject. 
"Go on." 
"First," she whispered, "I'd kneel down."  She teased his ear with her tongue.  

"And I'd study it.  Intently." 
"I'm listening," said Zack.  He slid his hands up her dress and grabbed her 

ass. 
"I'd notice the brains and guts slowly frying on the hot asphalt," she 

continued, hand on his crotch.  "I'd watch the flies laying their eggs." 
"You dirty, naughty child," Zack whispered.  He kissed her neck, nibbled at 

her dècolletage. 
"Next, I'd look for signs of trauma."  She ran her fingers over the light fuzz on 

his stomach.  "Were there tread marks visible on its fur?  Did it die of a head 
injury?"  She unzipped his black jeans.  "Or... hemorrhaging of the internal 
organs?" 

Zack groaned softly.  "You've got my attention."  He loosened the top few 
laces of her corset. 

"Then, I'd lean my head in," she said, stroking him. 
"I'm with you."  
"I'd close my eyes and breathe in the animal's scent.  Sometimes it smelled 

sweet.  Kind of coppery.  That fresh blood smell.  Other times..."  She quivered 
with pleasure. 

"That's right," breathed Zack.  "Tell me what comes next." 
"I'd scrape it off the road.  Bring it to this big...rock."     
"And what would you do there by yourself, nasty girl?"  He manipulated 

the eyehooks on the crotch of her corset. 
"I'd stay there for hours," she confessed, "with my flashlight and pocket 

knife.  My tools.  Peeling back layers of fur, skin and muscle."  
"Is that all?  I don’t think you’re telling me everything."    
"Well..."  
Zack sprung her free from the corset, seeking out her liquid cherry center. 

http://www.pbase.com/donutrun/roadkill
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"It turned you on," he whispered. 
"Yes." 
"You're a bad, bad girl." 
"Yes.  Very bad.  Oh, yes.  Yes..."  
Beneath them, the fire escape creaked and shook.  Somewhere, a train 
blew its horn. 
 

 


