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Jack

Jack tightened his tie and smoothed down his black tuxedo. He kicked his way through the rubbish; the moths, dancing around the bare bulbs on the ceiling and the thick stench of cigarette smoke catching in his throat. Jack paced towards the door; he glanced in the mirror before he left for the night. Hmm not sure about the tie, he sighed. Shuffling in front of the mirror, Yeah, ill have to get a new one. Strutting out of his apartment, he locked the door behind him.

Jack took the stairs down, he needed the exercise, he hadn’t done this in a while, plus, the elevators reeked of urine. He hurried down not wanting to wait for all too familiar rants from the landlord. He skipped through the door onto the street. It was getting dark. Should be just right by the time I get off the bus. He strutted down the pavement, catching glimpses of curious people on the street. He tried to blend in hurrying down the street, just wanting to get to town quickly. He felt his pockets, checking he had everything with him. All was accounted for, all three of them. Perfect 

His mother struck him across the face. He woke up quickly. He rushed out of the bed. He had woken up later then usual, he could tell. She doesn’t usually hit him this hard. He rushed into the kitchen, his mother hurling abuse after him. He had become immune to her insults; the pain he was used to feeling had died away. The only thing he worried about was people finding out about him, his mother, what would people think? Would they blame him? He didn’t want to take the risk.

Jack glared at the ‘normal’ people through the grubby, misty windows of the normal London red bus. After doing this so many times, Jack had become accustomed to this nagging feeling of repulsion.

By the time he got off the bus it was dark, and the town was busy. It should be easy too find a decent candidate, there were some good pickings last year. He only just remembered the last time he had done this. It had been a long time and a lot has happened since then. They had almost caught him. He knew how lucky he was. 

He was waiting in the dark. He knew he should go, he should run and never come back, but that would make her angrier. Everything that had happened,  

He strolled lazily around the centre of town. He would have to be careful who to pick, someone who wouldn’t be missed. It was getting harder and harder these days to choose. Every one of them deserved it, but he had to think about himself, he was the only person he did care about ever since his mother had died. Well She had deserved it as much as the others.

He had heard her come in; she was banging around the front room, looking for him. He lay under her bed waiting for her to pass out. He was scared now, ore then ever. His brother had gone. His mother said he had left for school. He had been gone for 6 months now.  In that time, Jack had broken three ribs, and fractured his femur. The doctors were suspicious, how many times could a 13-year-old, fall down the stairs?

She was getting closer now; he could hear outside the door, he pushed himself further into the corner, his feet clawing against the floor.

He knew he had messed up last time, he knew he would have to be more careful in choosing the location this time around. Where no one could disturb him, doing his work, his duty. 

She banged through the kitchen; he could hear drawers and cupboards being smashed around. She screeched his name. Her tone, her voice he even feared that. He knew it would happen sooner or later. He was trying to escape from the inevitable. Jack was clinging on to hopes and dreams. He felt abandoned. what had happened to the all his family, his life?

Jack would still feel pain now and again, but no regret. He never felt regret, someone of his stature should never show remorse. It was almost 9:30, Jack knew he had plenty of time. 

A shadow filled the beam of light emanating from the bottom of the door. 

She’s here! He couldn’t move he just sat there frozen, he couldn’t escape, and there was no hope. The door banged open, he could see his mother, reeking of alcohol and sick, he knew this smell, it was the smell of pain.

Everyone had heard of him, yet no one knew him, he had liked it this way since the beginning. He knew they were always looking for him, and he knew it was his own fault. They had found his jacket. He had left traces. Jack is usually clean. Effective.

The light glinted off the knife she carried as she stumbled towards him. He tried to move. The drunken mess fell on him, her weight holding him down. Jack never felt the pain at first he only noticed the blood. Jack lay there taking it he could not move. She passed out. She slid off him, her clothes drenched in his blood. He lay there, hands by his side, staring at the flies on the roof, his life crumbling away.

Jack felt the scars in his arms. They hurt now. They had hurt for a long time. He would never forgive her, well he didn’t have to. She got what she deserved. 

Something caught his eye. A woman alone this early, sober, was usually a no-go. But this opportunity could not be missed. If all went well, he could get more than one in one night. That was something he could brag about. He followed her, carefully. Jack knew what he was doing. He would wait; something he was good at was waiting. The time had to be just right, not like last time.

Jack woke up three hours later in a hospital bed, his mother sitting there smoking the last stub of a cigarette. He just lay there staring at her. Why was she there? She looked at him in disgust.

“Say anything and I’ll kill you, you hear.” She whispered at him. Turning away from her, he nodded. The next few weeks passed in a blur, of excuses and lies. He never forgot. He replayed the moment in his head over and over.

Jack had been following the woman for ten minutes at least now. He would have to take the risk soon. In this part of town, derelict buildings were common. He quickened his pace, catching up with her, getting closer. He felt himself getting excited, his palms sweated and his lips went dry. He loved this part.

Nothing changed when he got home; he lived in perpetual fear of his mother. She beat and mocked him whenever she got the chance. He still hated her. He never felt it, he just felt hatred, it burned, it hurt. He was close to the edge he knew it, but he didn’t care.

The woman’s name was Diane; he knew this name from some foggy memory, a violent memory. She was lying unconscious on the floor. The bruises didn’t matter he could do worse then that. Jack looked around the empty foyer. The roof was white and the walls splattered with graffiti and dirt. The stairs were beyond repair. The rain had started to ping off the windows. Should cover the noise. Jack was thinking happily. He didn’t worry when it was like this. When he had settled down to work, to the ‘Nitty Gritty’

Jack’s fifteenth birthday was probably his best. His mother didn’t know it was his birthday and Jack wasn’t sure either. But it had to be sometime. He got recognition form his mother, only a quick glance, and if he was lucky, only two or three smacks to he face. This was the day where things were going to change. He was 15 now, a tall and handsome young man, clearly stronger than his mother, but something was wrong, people felt it when he was walking home from school. He was strange; the scars, the bruises; no one said anything they wouldn’t risk it. 

Jack pulled the knives out of his pocket, put them down on the floor, and started to plan the next hour, step by step.

Jack was waiting, summing up the possibilities, She had done it to him, and it was her fault, she brought it upon herself. It was late now, and she should be back beating him to a mess of bruises and broken teeth. 

The knife grated through the top layer of skin with ease, he peeled it away with the serrated blade. The sound of the skin slapping on the cold tiled floor, echoed, only just audible over the rain splashing on the streets outside. 

He waited but not in fear this time. This knife would stay with him forever. The grip firmly in his hand the blade sharpened quickly on a jagged rock, the lights were off since the electricity had gone. He heard car outside; a man dumped his mother on the street, she stumbled towards the door putting money in her purse and wiping her mouth. He tensed up, strolled into his room and sat on the bare mattress on the dirty floor, the place he had slept for all fifteen years of his life. He waited, and he was good at that. Waiting.

She had woken up, but she never lasted. The blood loss had affected her. She had lasted longer then most. The dark crimson pool spreading across the floor, the deeper he cut into her. The closer to her soul he got, he more it grew. 

It was the same as last time, the shadow from under the door. It grew, until it consumed all the light. The door swung open. She strutted in, swinging madly at him; he lay there in a ball, willing himself to do it. She deserved I they all did. They should stop her they should!

The blood was all over him now; these clothes would be left in the cupboard, reeking of blood and bile, a reminder of his achievement. He had reached her organs, the lungs lay on the floor. The gorier it was the more excited Jack was.

He felt the knife slide in-between her lungs smoothly, again, and again, he broke ribs and hacked at her flesh, until it was beyond recognition, he couldn’t stop. Jack loved it. She was lying there dead, inanimate. Jack was plastered with blood. He glared down at the lifeless body. No emotions anymore, it was over. For her.

Jack stood staring at the body no longer any human shape. He had done this so many times, and it was always different. No feelings at all. He vigilantly put on his jacket. Picked up the heart and placed it cautiously in to a small plastic bag. He looked at the boarded up windows. It was busy now he had better leave. They would smell it soon. He looked at the mess and the blood on the floor. He pushed out of the door, leaving it swinging madly on its hinges. He then left returned to the apartment and sat in the dark. No one knows what he does. His landlord, Luke, just knows him as Jack and that’s all. Jack sits in the dark in a bloody shirt and a soaked tie. Holding it, squeezing it. 

He will never forget. 

Jack took what he could use and planned to leave straight away. He stood over the body for the last time; he took out his mother’s heart. He never wanted to forget what he had done. He would always be glad for this chance. He walked out of the door locking it behind him. He disappeared into the early hours of the morning. Only to be picked up by a young woman three hours later on the side of the road. Her name was Diane.

