
The Perfect Kiss 
 

 You just end up falling into these things, don’t you? If anyone had asked me at 
school if my dream occupation was being a kidnapper then I would have answered in 
the negative. I would have hoped so anyway. Still, there are not many opportunities in 
this part of the world and most of the work we do is simply a bit of fear, we are 
generally quite nice captors, there is always bottled water and a sandwich on hand, 
and as we work in the area of “express” kidnappings, most people are home in time for 
tea whilst we divvy up the fifty grand or more between the various parties. There are 
never any worries about police or anything unsporting like that as we only take people 
whose payers have something to fear from being in the news. In this game, if you are 
one step ahead of the game, you are the game. Anyway, we make frequent donations 
to hospitals and schools and other services which mean any pending investigation 
goes to the back of the very tall pile.  
 
 Kidnapping gets a bad press. It’s not that bad a job when you compare the sort 
of things on offer round here. The money’s not bad and it certainly brings in more than 
you would get in a factory or working for some multi-national form of slavery. Of course, 
there are risks, you have to have your wits about you and stay one step ahead of the 
competition, factors can get in the way of things as well, but, if things go well, you can 
work three months a year. That sounds a lot less dangerous than working on the oil 
rigs.  
 
 Sometimes, kidnapping is boring. You know that they are going to pay. Most 
jobs are quick, for around fifty thousand dollars, as long as you have an extra string to 
your blackmail bow, things normally go quite smoothly. If you have the daughter of a 
prominent businessman and he also knows that you know he hasn’t paid a penny tax 
or lets his nose wander or likes ladies of the night, then they will send a car round with 
the money in no time, no police, no questions. Nice if you can get two of those a week. 
That’s the nice thing about this town, you think everyone is poor and then you scratch 
the surface and there is just too much money for most people to deal with. Of course, 
there are lots of people in the street who want for many things, but that, is not my 
problem.  
 
 Tourists make good money as well, though that is a little risky. The police are of 
the opinion that tourism should be embraced in the country as it brings in vital cash. 
The way we see it, if they can afford to come all this way, they can afford to pay a little 
more. My problem is, I talk too much. I am surprised that it hasn’t got me into more 
trouble, maybe I am lucky too. I am only telling you this because we are waiting, 
waiting for a couple from Ohio we have decided to show some parts of the city tourists 
don’t see, and don’t wish to. We are looking around, and there are others that could 
take their place, but, once you make a decision, you have to stick with it. They have 
been out to lunch and are taking an age to come back to their hotel. It is beginning to 
get annoying now. I am the calm one, but my partner, Carlos, can get a bit rough if 
plans go array. He has that look about him now, you can’t say anything to him when he 
is like this because whatever you say he will snap back at you. This could turn into one 
of those jobs where simplicity goes out the window. I think deep down, we like it when 
we have an excuse to get rough, because, despite the impression I may have given 
you, we are quite nasty bastards.  
 
 We have now wasted an hour. It has been a good month, to be honest we don’t 
even need to do this job, but the weather is not great and I can’t think of anything better 
to do. Finally they arrive, they are half-pissed, something that always makes things 
easier for us. They look stupid, pretty, I’ll give them that, but stupid. Carlos is angry, so 
I whisper in his ear “Fuck the money”. That brings a smile to his face. We’ll just explain 



to the person who contracted the job that things got complicated, it happens, we had to 
kill them.  
 
 Getting them into the van is often the hardest part. No-one would willingly go 
into a van with two strangers. However, this pair deserve little more than our contempt, 
they fall for the old buy some marijuana ploy, follow me into the alley and Carlos gives 
the guy a thwack with some lead piping. His girlfriend freezes, she says her man has 
the money, to take what we want, Carlos gestures that she enters the van, if she 
screams, she dies, he tells her. I can hardly fight off the giggles, she dies anyway. We 
get the boyfriend into the van, he must weigh a good hundred kilos, athletic, in good 
shape, lifting a hundred kilos of unconscious jock is no easy task, but after mild 
exertion we are in. I drive because Carlos wants to stay in the back with the girlfriend. 
To scare her more. Don’t think he is going to rape her. We are not animals. We are 
soon heading out of town and into the mountains. Carlos simply has his hand on her 
throat and is looking straight into her eyes, I swear he hasn’t blinked since he started 
looking at her. She has nothing but fear in her eyes and eventually pisses herself, 
petrified. Carlos pulls her closer to his face and head butts her, knocking her 
unconscious. He complains that it took longer than he expected for her to wet herself 
and he was getting angry as he was dying for a smoke.  
 
 That almost set me off again, but I compose myself. Now it was time for work. 
This is how we do things. Once we are about to start a job there is no contact with 
anyone in whose employ we happen to be at the time. That would be foolish, more so, 
unprofessional. We were on our own now, no-one would bother us and no-one would 
ask us for any explanations if things went wrong, which they were about to, nobody 
cares. Why would they? There would always be someone else to kidnap someone else 
to rob, and alter the flurry died down, no-one would remember the couple from Ohio 
that got unlucky in the capital. These things happen, people say, it’s almost like they 
are justifying our existence.  
 
 We get them inside after far too much huffing and puffing. She weighs nothing, 
she does drag her heels somewhat as we move her, but he is the real problem. We 
manage to get him on the table we have set out for the person who will be the main 
victim. The girl will sit on a chair directly in front of him, we want her to see everything, 
if she didn’t, where would the fun be? She knows that she has to watch this, she will 
feely strangely compelled to, perversely drawn to the image of her slowly dying 
boyfriend, wondering what kind of fate will befall her. But let’s not get ahead of 
ourselves, we have guests.  
 
 Carlos takes over as master of ceremonies at this point, I have to hand it to him, 
he knows how to put on a show. She is still screaming, this is normal, he will let her 
scream for another couple of minutes. Either she will realise that this action is futile, or 
he will make her aware of it. I pour them a glass of water from a bottle that I take from 
the fridge. I add a couple of ice cubes and a slice of lemon and take them to the 
couple. I know Carlos will not want water so I don’t bother pouring him one. I just swig 
from the bottle. They accept the water gladly and it has a calming effect on them. 
Carlos asks them if they would like a sandwich and they inform him that that would be 
very nice. Now they are confused, they don’t know why we are being so nice to them 
and maybe that is even more of quandary for them than the nasty treatment, they 
expect the nasty treatment, that makes sense to them, this, though, is disconcerting for 
them and fun for us. I make the sandwiches whilst Carlos pours some tequila and cuts 
a generous couple of lines of powder.   
 
 They munch on their sandwiches whilst remaining in their positions. This is 
quite normal. They know they have been put there for a reason, and any attempt to 



move would cause them problems and pain. How sweet, they are still at the stage 
when they think that doing what we say will get them out of this. How wrong they are. 
Still, no need for them to know that just yet. Myself and Carlos busy ourselves at the 
leisure table and our bodies are soon feeling the benefit of our own personal repost. 
Carlos pours and cuts again, this time as the note hits his nose he lets out a loud growl 
and he accompanies this with a hideous scowl targeted at the girl.  
 
 Four lines of uncut cocaine in less than five minutes will cause a person’s 
heartbeat to fly over two hundred beats per minutes, cause every nerve ending in the 
body to be heightened, almost to enter into battle with each other. Carlos twitches, the 
first time I saw him in this state it scared even me. He is evil after a glass of warm milk, 
so imagine him now. I stand up, then sit down, my role is now secondary, I don’t need 
to be this charged to be a spectator, but Carlos likes me to match him line for line and 
drink for drink. The table is equipped with straps for the ankles and wrists. Carlos 
gestures to me that is it time and I withdraw my hunter’s knife from my pocket and hold 
it to the guy’s throat as Carlos secures him in place. The girl is not scream ing any 
more, though she loses a battle with her digestive system and the sandwich makes a 
reappearance. She has probably just realised that they are both going to die here, on 
this secluded mountain, where no-one will hear them or come to save them. That is the 
moment where the fun passes unilaterally over to our side. I go over to the girl and 
handcuff her to the chair, though I know that this is a pointless action, she is glued to 
the spot, she knows she has nowhere to go, she knows that all she can do is hope that 
death is swift and painless, something that is clearly not going to happen.  
 
 Carlos begins his rhetoric. “I always like to start things with a little game. This is 
work, but there should always be time for recreation. I see that you have realised that 
the annoying scream that you came in here with has waned. That is good news and 
your stay with us will benefit from that. Here’s how we start.” He goes towards the girl, 
she is not convinced about the fun aspect of things. He withdraws a deck of cards and 
grabs the tequila bottle. After a healthy swig, he explains the nature of the game to the 
girl. “You must have seen this programme on TV. I draw a card and you simply tell me 
if the next card will be higher or lower. If you get three right, you can both have another 
glass of water. If you make a single mistake, you will have to decide which one of your 
boyfriend’s digits I remove. Understand?”  Carlos gives her a look which suggests she 
may speak. Pathetically she opens her mouth and tries to say yes, but nothing comes 
out. Carlos is not accustomed to having to repeat himself and this affects his good 
mood. He runs over to the girl and grabs an enormous clump of her soft blond hair, 
now drenched with sweat, he pulls on the hair so hard that it comes off in his hand, 
taking with it large pieces of skin, once employed to protect her skull. The scream 
returns but this time it is justified. With the bottle still in his hand, he throws a generous 
measure over her wound and this time the decibel levels reach a new high. This time 
she makes it clear that she has understood. Carlos lights a cigarette and exclaims that 
he hopes that this is so. 
 
 There are tears rolling down her face now, she hadn’t cried before, maybe she 
was too scared and confused to do so. Carlos stood in front of her with the deck of 
cards. We are ready to play. He takes the first card from the top of the deck. A six. A 
middle card.  
 
 “That’s not a very good start, is it? But, I know that you have seen this game on 
the television and you have the right to change the first card. I am nothing if not fair. 
Would you like to change the card?” His look suggests her response had better be 
audible.  
 



 “Yes. Change it.” She spoke with a confidence that one rarely sees in these 
situations. Maybe she didn’t want to lose any more hair. You know how vain these 
Americans can be.  
 
 Carlos changes the card and this time it is a four. That’s a nicer card. She looks 
across at her boyfriend. Probability suggests higher, but probability also suggest the 
odds of them being in this situation are unthinkable. She calls higher, her boyfriend 
cannot see the cards from his position, Carlos turns the card over theatrically and 
produces a nine. “Well done, my dear” Carlos tells her. She is one up. She seems to 
breathe a sigh of relief. Carlos continues “OK. What is the next card?” She thinks for a 
while and then says lower. Her boyfriend agrees with this. Carlos asks me for a drum 
roll as the card comes out, a three! There is almost a smile on her face. The chances of 
losing now are slim. She knows that aces are always high in these games which 
means only four cards out of the deck can make her lose. She repeats the information 
to her boyfriend and they both agree that the most sensible option in to go higher. She 
voices “I love you” to him before she calls higher, which is quite touching. Carlos 
stands where everybody can see him, and with double the drama of previous draws 
pulls out the card. He looks at it and begins to shake his head. “Oh dear, the gods have 
not been kind to you.” She is not convinced by Carlos’ parlance, she is sure that she 
has earned that glass of water. Carlos slowly turns the card over and produces a two. 
She looks at him, trying to apologise for bad fortune, when their fortune has been, and 
will be, a lot worse than this moment.  
 
 “We had a deal. Choose a digit. Little toe or little finger?” She knew that he 
wasn’t lying and simply assumed that a little finger would hurt more than a toe, so, 
looking pleadingly at her boyfriend, she said “toe”. Carlos smiled and congratulated her 
on her choice. In one movement he extracted a set of wire cutters and I held the end of 
the toe still as Carlos cut. There was a horrible crunch and then the boyfriend let out a 
noise that would probably haunt most people for the rest of their lives, but is just work 
to us. She closed her eyes but Carlos made her open them again, he held the toe close 
to her face and popped it in his mouth, washing it down with a large swig of tequila. He 
smiled and told her simply. “Now you fuckers are going to suffer.”  
 
 She fainted at that moment. Carlos poured some tequila on the stump of the 
toe. I don’t know why he was worried about it becoming infected, it was unlikely that the 
guy would have time. Carlos left her to her slumber as he prepared his tools. He began 
with a knife used for cutting ham that we picked up a while back on a trip to Spain, I 
believe we bought it in Caceres, but perhaps my memory fails me. It is an excellent tool 
for cutting wafer thin slices of delicious ham, and can also be employed on humans 
with the same effect. He told the guy to hold his face still and began to cut slices from 
his cheek. This is another painful experience for the victim, but Carlos was tiring of the 
noises both he and his girlfriend were letting out. Carlos with a headache can be quite 
nasty. He held the wire cutters close to the guy’s face and explained that if he made a 
noise he would remove a tooth with them. He continued in his explanation that ham 
cutting is a fine art that requires the utmost concentration, no-one could live down the 
embarrassment of providing guests with a plate of inedible, thickly cut ham. Carlos 
received a look that suggested his theory was all well and good, but that the nature of 
science suggested that intense pain is often followed by an exclamation. Carlos is not a 
man of science.  
 
 The slicing continued until little remained of the guy’s left cheek. Unfortunately, 
he could not hold out any longer and a rather girlish yelp left his mouth. Carlos told him 
that that was not good enough. He could almost see into the guy’s mouth now due to 
the slicing, and using both his forefingers he tore the hole further. This time the yelp 
was genuine, and it brought his lover back round to consciousness. Carlos informed 



her that he was pleased that she be present for this moment, and asked her if she was 
a fan of amateur dentistry. He didn’t wait for her answer, and forced the wire cutters 
into the hole in the guy’s cheek, making contact with an incisor and clumsily trying to 
extract it. Part of the tooth broke off as he did so as blood squirted upwards from the 
guy’s mouth. I was eating a sandwich at the time and it made me laugh so much that I 
nearly choked. How ironic would that have been? Carlos beckoned me over to open 
the mouth more, it was clear we would have to use the more traditional entry method. 
Resistance was evident but not enough, Carlos is strong and when his patience is 
tried, he becomes more so, unhappy with the guy’s attitude, before he extracted the 
molar, he forced his jaw down, thus dislocating it and making it harder from him to 
resist. When the molar was out they guy passed out, so we took that as a cue for 
lunch.  
 
 My mother had made us some enchiladas and burritos which we heated up in 
the microwave, the large amounts of cocaine and tequila didn’t realise induce much 
hunger in us, but we knew that if we carried on with him now he could die on us in any 
moment, better to let his vital organs regain composure only to be tested again. It was 
hard work forcing the food down and we were thankful of the cold water to help it down 
our dry throats. I looked over at the girl who was sitting there, she had a strange look 
on her face and was playing with holes in her head. I made a gesture to Carlos that he 
observe her, and he decided it was time to return to work.  
 
 Carlos was building up to his swansong, yet still wanted to do a few more 
torture standards before that epic finale. He left the room and return with a drill. It was 
strange how the girl seemed to take everything in with ease now, as if nothing else 
could shock her after what she had seen so far. Of course, all she had to was watch, 
with her boyfriend now conscious again he didn’t look on the drill in the same way. If 
you are going to use a drill on someone and you don’t plan to kill them, wel l, not with 
the drill, anyway, then you have to be careful, drills can be messy and anywhere close 
to an organ can cause your hand to slip and that is effectively the end of your fun. 
That’s why knees and elbows are your best bet, preferably knees as you can look up at 
your victim’s face as your bit goes in. You can’t go in to far, just break the skin and 
enter the kneecap a little, but that’s more than enough. Remember now we have to do 
things that don’t cause to much cardiac stress, he may be young and fit, but he has 
been through a lot. Carlos starts the drill theatrically whilst offering a wicked smile, ever 
the showman! The guy closes his eyes, under the misapprehension that that will help 
him and a second later the drill-bit makes contact with the skin, the relatively low 
amount of blood in the knee area also reduces possible mess, hit a vein and you’ll 
know about it. Carlos is about to give him a “piercing”, as he calls it, on the second 
knee, when we get a response from his girlfriend. It is only one word “Cunts”, but it 
seems to sum up her feelings for us and our work. We hadn’t planned to do anything 
physical to the girl, her torture was to be mental, obviously there was the incident with 
the hair, but that was her fault. Carlos said to me that he was tempted to cut her tongue 
out for those words but feared she might bleed to death before the appropriate 
moment. So, thinking on the spot he drove the drill into her left thigh without care for 
mess or blood spilling. With the base of the drill he caught her on the chin and that was 
her out again. Carlos suggested we might try a slice of that chocolate cake after that.  
 
 My mum always looks after us when we have to work out of town. Carlos 
doesn’t have much contact with his family, they seem to consider him a bit wayward, 
yet make no qualms whenever a large sum of money lands on the doormat in an 
unmarked envelope. The chocolate cake was delicious and we both managed two 
slices. Hopefully soon I can get out of this and maybe by a place in the country and 
take my old mum there, she would love it, she’s getting too old for the city and I can’t 
do this forever. It would be nice to have a little farm, just to keep things for fun, money 



would never be a problem, but my mum deserves something like that in her old age. 
Carlos looks at his watch and cuts up some more coke. We are entering the final act.  
 
 I prepare the tools that he will need for this. These are numerous and 
unpleasant looking. Carlos has turned this into something of an art-form. He is capable 
of performing surgery and removing a small organ, without administering anaesthetic. 
Years of practice have furnished him with the ability to perform these rather delicate yet 
enormously damaging acts. Of course, some of his first patients were victims of Carlos’ 
own learning curve, and the dexterity with the knife of which he is now so proud, was 
somewhat lacking in those days. He surveys the table and considers that he is ready to 
work, or at least will be when his audience returns to their seat at the theatre. He walks 
over to her and cuts her cheek with the scalpel, he tells her wants her to watch and if 
she doesn’t, he will kill her over a period of three weeks, each day re-writing a new 
definition of misery, if she is a good girl, within half an hour she will be free of this, 
meaning, dead.  
 
 Her eyes are fixed on her boyfriend’s torso as Carlos begins to cut, she can’t 
look at his face now, as he really has no face, at least not one that she can recognise. 
The boyfriend tries to lift his neck to observe what is happening to him, probably not out 
of interest, rather incredulity that Carlos was about to remove a kidney with him 
conscious. Carlos noticed he was trying to look, and said he could make it easier for 
him if he wanted to see. He took a spoon from the drawer and carefully placed it under 
the boyfriend’s eyelid, with expertise he removed the eye from the socket and, 
maintaining the retina intact, gently extended the little tubes that connected the eyeball 
to the optic nerve and extending the eyeball nearly half a metre from the boyfriend’s 
head. He made an impromptu tripod and placed the, still functioning, we confirmed this, 
eye on top so that he could see what was happening to his body. Carlos had also 
developed a strong collection of aromas, these were used when the victim passed out 
due to the incisions, so that Carlos could instantly bring them round again. He didn’t 
want them to miss the finale of his show. The boyfriend came to and saw the hole in his 
stomach, Carlos’ hand inside him and the knife gently yet expertly removing his kidney. 
This is always a strange moment, and it makes you think what a gift the human body is, 
as he seems to feel almost nothing as the organ is removed, the human body instantly 
makes plans for things to be diverted. In one delicate movement he holds the kidney 
aloft, the look of pride on his face is immense, the boyfriend also seems to be, in a very 
strange way, impressed. The girlfriend has gone back into a rather noisy mode, which 
is ruining the moment somewhat.  
 
 We stop for a drink and a well deserved line of coke. Carlos cuts as I mop up a 
bit. Carlos also takes the boyfriend a glass of water and helps it to his lips. He tells the 
boyfriend that he is proud of him, that he has done well, and deserves a reward. His 
words sound sincere. He tells him that he deserves a kiss from the ruby red, less so 
now, lips of his girlfriend. That caused a smile to appear on his face, not a proper smile 
that you would like for a photograph, rather a pathetic movement of muscles in the lip 
region that only indicated that he wasn’t frowning. The boyfriend tried to move to go 
towards her to kiss her, that made Carlos laugh. Carlos reminded him that he was in no 
state to go for a wander and the he would help his girlfriend come to him. The end was 
close now, I could feel it. She was still making annoying noises as Carlos took a 
handful of her long blonde hair and pulled her head upwards, in one swift movement of 
his sword, he severed the head at the neck whilst the boyfriend lay on the table, eyes 
closed, awaiting that final kiss. Carlos carried the head to the table, cupping her ears 
with his hands. He told the boyfriend to get ready for the kiss, and placed her lips on 
top of his, the boyfriend tried to reciprocate the best he could, but there was little 
strength in him to kiss, still, he managed to move his lips a little, and then became 
curious as hers did not respond. He opened his eyes to be confronted by her 



motionless eyes and the sensation of blood dripping onto his neck. Carlos moved the 
head away so that the boyfriend could that he had been kissing the beheaded skull of 
his now ex-girlfriend. Carlos began to laugh just as a combination of all the emotions 
and experiences that the boyfriend had been through were the signal for his heart to 
finally decide that that was enough, and he joined his girlfriend. Now it was time to 
prepare the acid bath.  
 
 Carlos used his own solution that could eat through a human body in about six 
hours and actually be used afterwards as an effective pesticide. We had to be very 
careful preparing it as even a small dose on your skin could be very unpleasant. The 
fumes were also something to be avoided as well. We had suits that we had procured 
from a nuclear power plant that did this job very well. I donned my suit as Carlos 
cleaned up, he enjoyed cleaning after a kill, as if the little bits that had spilt over 
reminded him of the details of his art, a small journey down memory lane as he recalled 
every incision, every torturous moment that he had created. The baths were ready in 
about twenty minutes. Carlos, now in his suit, thought about chopping up the bodies to 
make the process quicker, but we were in no hurry, my mother had prepared food for 
us, we had cable, tequila, beer and coca, we would be fine here until tomorrow, when 
we could head back into the capital, after sprinkling the plants, and collect our healthy 
pay checks.  
 
 We got the bodies in sharpish, then sealed the area with tape and industrial 
film. They were quite happy in their baths, we tried to put her head on her shoulders 
but it kept falling off. Carlos started laughing when I shouted at her and told her she 
had to wash her hair. We left them to it and cleaned ourselves up. I wanted a smoke, 
but Carlos insisted that I shower before I could consider my work to be over. It was nice 
to get onto the sofa with a cold beer. There was a football game, very nice viewing 
indeed after a tough day’s work, You can’t beat sitting down with a cold one after your 
daily toil has been successfully completed. We took turns every twenty minutes to 
check on the baths, though that was more due to our professional work ethic than 
anything else. Carlos phoned his young daughter to ask her about her day and we 
discussed the idea of dinner, though both of us were still too full of coke to have an 
appetite. So we just drank and chatted, waiting for tomorrow to arrive and not expecting 
anything else to happen.  
 
 Just after ten Carlos’ mobile phone rang. This was unusual. It was his work 
phone and the only people who had his number were the people who wouldn’t want 
any contact with us until they knew the job was complete and the evidence destroyed. 
The boss was on the other end.  
 
 “Abort mission.” That was all he said. There was a pause.  
 
 “A bit late for that now. They got mouthy. They are in the acid bath.” Carlos tried 
to make it sound nicer than it was.  
 
 “You pair of pricks.” Boss-man didn’t see it the same way. “We had the wrong 
information about the target. Her dad is a Governor of some shit-hole in the States. He 
had FBI contacts. Please tell me you are joking.”  
 
 “I told you it’s too late. In a couple of hours they will be on the plants. No-one 
will know. Relax. And you still have to pay us.” Carlos was no great diplomat.  
 
 “Don’t move. We are coming to inspect the situation.” The phone went dead. 
They would be here in no time. There was only one road back into town so we would 
have to wait. The boss didn’t sound happy but what was done was done, we couldn’t 



change that, all we had to do was make sure the evidence was disposed of. Maybe 
Carlos would have to relax a bit in the future. This was not a major problem though, 
nothing that we couldn’t work out together.  
 
 In what seemed like no time we heard the sound of cars coming up the road. 
They were certainly bringing more than a few observers. Carlos said that he had a 
plan, and would get me out of it. I just had to stick with him. He normally sorted me out, 
so as we lined up a fat couple and had some tequila, we toasted our friendship and 
working relationship. As we drank the Boss came in. He didn’t look like he had a bonus 
for us in his suitcase. He asked what had happened. Carlos spoke.  
 
 “I tried to stop him.” He was pointing at me. “He just went wild. He said he 
wanted to rape the girl, said that he had never seen anything like her. I tried to stop 
him, but he said he would have my little girl killed if I stopped him. What could I do? I 
don’t know what he is capable of. He said if I didn’t kill them that he would kill me, and 
who knows what more.” Carlos gave me a look that told me to trust him. Carlos knew 
what he was doing. I didn’t like the way the story was going but Carlos would get me 
out of this.  
 
 “Plus he incites me to commit these crimes. He feeds off the energy of the bad 
things other people do. I don’t want to do the things he asks of me but he controls me. I 
wish I were free of this demon.” Carlos continued.  
 
 I had never thought of it like that. Maybe Carlos is a normal person and I cause 
him to do these things. That makes me the baddy. I hadn’t realised this before. Of 
course, Carlos would never do these things if I weren’t egging him on. The Boss looked 
at me. I felt bad for Carlos and what I had made him become.  
 
 “So, you are the true villain of the piece.” The Boss was happy with Carlos’ 
explanation. “You were spotted by the girl’s security detail. Unfortunately their car 
wouldn’t start and they lost you. The authorities have been alerted, but I’m sure we can 
pin this on some other scoundrels. However, Carlos, you have to prove you are telling 
the truth. Put this specimen in the bath with the tourists and I will believe you. He is of 
no use to us now. Will you do that for me?” The Boss asks Carlos.  
 
 Carlos nods. It will be his liberation. I understand that now. I have made Carlos 
suffer with my cravings maybe now he will be free. One of the boss’s cohorts places a 
gun to my head but it is not necessary, I walk with Carlos to the baths. I stand in front 
of the bath with the girl’s body in as Carlos tops up the bath with more acid, not even 
fearing for his own life as he adds the acid without the protective suit. He says goodbye 
to me and pushes me into the bath. The pain is intense and immediate, but I still 
manage to thank him as my head goes under the liquid.            
 
 
   


