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     Steve Mainwaring didn’t know which was worse; hearing the voices, or finding out where they were coming from.

     Up until he’d heard the voices, he’d had it pretty good, all things considered; a stupidly easy job at Disney World’s EPCOT Center, making sure people at “Body Wars” were buckled in securely (talk about job security! He’d have to kill someone to get fired), a lackluster but trouble–free Volkswagen Rabbit, and finally—finally—his own place. It was an inexpensive one-bedroom apartment on the outskirts of Kissimmee. A bit out of the way, a bit old, a bit run down, but Hell, it was his. He could hack the rent all on his own for once, without needing a roommate. It seemed everyone else working for the Cult Of Mick needed three or four roommates to get by, turning their apartments into miniature concentration camps…but not Steve. He also had his health and was fairly handsome, which was good because he sure as hell wasn’t making any money.

     Steve had heard Walt Disney had created EPCOT as a place where workers weren’t paid with money, but rather with everything they needed. It was almost true; the pay was almost nonexistent, but the job was easy and fun, he was fully insured, had stock options, benefits up the ying-yang, free admission to all the parks and discounts on everything else in Florida. He wasn’t looking to become a Disney Lifer, though. He had a back-burner dream of becoming a stand-up comic; he did open-mike nights in his spare time, and the boos were gradually becoming laughs.

     Steve Mainwaring had everything but the girl, so far.

     Then the voices started.
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     (“Okay, he’s crashed! C’mon out, guys!”)

     (“YEAH!)

     (“ODELAY, Vatos!”)

     (“Hey, speak English or die, moron…”)

     (“’Ey! Who you be talkeeng to, Escoria?”)

     They came late at night, between the period where he closed his eyes and the point where he actually slept. At first it seemed like they were audio-only dreams, but that didn’t make any sense. 

     (“You sure he’s out?”)

     (“HA! Look at ‘im! Droolin’ like a babe, ‘e is!”)

     (“Oh, 62, I love it when you use that accent!”)

     (“What accent?”)

     (“The BRITISH accent, you silly shit!”)

     (“But 39, I AM British! From Cheltenham, originally.”)

     (“You never told me…”)

     (“You never asked!”)

     Steve opened his eyes and looked around in confusion.

     There was nobody there.

     He shook his head, wiped off the spit-rope that was clinging to his chin, and went back to sleep.

     (“QUIET, all of you! Keep mindlessly chattering away, and he’s liable to wake up and KILL US ALL!”)

     (“HA! I’m faster than he’ll ever live to be!”)

     (“Yeah, Mr. Universe? Let me wake him up and we’ll test that little theory…”)

     (“Don’t you DARE!”)

     (“Well, SHUT UP then, you spineless miscreant! C’mon, I saw a shitload of pizza crumbs in the living room…”)

     It went on every night, and Steve gradually lost sleep, becoming increasingly agitated and paranoid.  He’d get up in the middle of the night with a gut feeling that someone had broken into his apartment, turned on the TV and stereo, and left again. When he confirmed that the TV and stereo were off, he still heard voices.

     Just for a moment.

     (“Hey! You gonna finish that potato chip?”)

     (“Quiet! He’s right THERE!”)

     (“Oh…”)
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     “Okay, I’m losin’ my stinkin’ mind, then.” Steve announced to the darkness and the shadows and the bikini-clad beer-model posters on the walls. “Now SHUT the hell UP, so I can get some SLEEP! I’ve got a double-shift tomorrow!”

     To his amazement, the small, chattering voices obeyed.

     He thought he heard “Sorry” from a corner behind him. But when he looked, there was nobody there. On impulse, he put his ear to the wall, thinking they were muffled conversations from his ne’er-do-well neighbors next door.

     There was the familiar sound of his neighbors snoring…and a scratching sound inside the wall, ever so barely audible.

     Steve went back to sleep, not wanting to think about it right away.

     The next day:

     “You’re Steve, aren’t you?”

     “Mmmmmm? What? Whozat?” He muttered, bleary-eyed, at the newly arrived blonde sun-goddess in her freshly-starched ‘Stewardess’ uniform.

     “Hi, I’m Rachel. I’m an intern from UF.” She reached out a slender, professional hand that he somehow managed to latch onto and shake.

     “Oh. Steve, yeah…glad to make you…I mean, glad to meet your acquaintance…uh, hello.” He babbled, fighting to keep his eyes above her impressive bosom.

     “Ummm…are you okay?” She inquired gently.

     No, I’m hearing voices and you’re boiling my testosterone, he thought. “Ah, pretty much, I’ve just been having some insomnia lately. Welcome to Body Sores.” He grinned, waiting for the next group of guests to come p the gangplank. It’d be a while; the park was freezing, attendance was at a pathetic low.

     “Body sores?! Ugggghhh!” She frowned in distaste.

     “Just a code word amongst the Cult of Mick. Body Wars is Body Sores, Backstage Magic is Backstab Tragic, Living Seas is Livin’ In Sleaze…you’ll learn. Oh, and you’re very pretty, if you don’t mind me sayin’ so.” He said, silver flowing back into his tongue. 

     She didn’t mind. “Why, thank you!” She said brightly.

     “Wanted to make sure and tell you that now, before I forgot or somethin’…Ah! Good morning, sir, welcome to Body Wars. How many in your party?”

     Throughout the shift he couldn’t resist an occasional glance at her slender, athletic legs, the golden cascade of her hair, the radiance of her smile. The other Disney workers called the boss Mickey; Steve called him Picky, and he was glad he was…he hadn’t seen a female cast member with so much as a single zit. But Rachel was crème de la crème. He had to have her.

     That night, a few of the voices agreed.

     (“Heard you’re workin’ with a toaster-hot babe, Steve!”)
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     “Mmmmmph. Thanks…I know…Zzzzzz…” Steve mumbled in the shadow-zone between sleep and dreams.

     (“You gonna bring her over?”)

     (“Let us scope her out?”)

     (“Do the nasty?”)

     (“You IDIOTS! Shut up before he wakes up!”)

     (“Ah, flake off, 11! I’m tired of sneakin’ around! Hell, we were here BEFORE he was, anyway!”)

     “ZZZzzzznort. No…S’okay…I’ll try to bring her over, sure…Mmmm. Waitaminute. How’d you know about Rachel, anyway…WHO THE HELL’S OUT THERE?!” He raged to his supposedly empty bedroom.

     Silence.

     Until dawn.     

     (“’Mornin’, Steve!”)

     (“Hey, put on some coffee, will ya?”)

     “Mmmmmmh. Yeah. ‘Mornin’. Lemme…get a shower ‘n then I’ll put on some coffee…” He yawned. He was awake, he was sure of it.

     In the shower, he heard no voices. He was beginning to suspect who the voices belonged to, but he couldn’t concentrate on the suspicion. The suspicion itself was even crazier than hearing the voices in the first place. But some of the things they’d said, plus the fact that they mostly spoke at night, and the small, tinny sound of them, pointed at something as obvious as it was absurd.

     Move out, an inner voice told him. The voices will stop if you move out.

     “Yeah? Where to?” He demanded of the shower. Funny, it seemed perfectly normal to talk to himself, as long as everything else was talking to him.  “And with what? My good looks? I ain’t got the money to move out. Might as well stick it out, make the best of it.” He turned the water off, got out, toweled off…and heard nothing. Not the voices, not the inner voice, either.

     But he saw something.

     A cockroach. A fat, two-inch-long ugly cockroach busily circumnavigating the sink. Damn! He thought. Well, roaches were a given, considering his low-rent digs…but how was he supposed to get Rachel over here without her freaking out?

     He took the towel off and wore only a scowl of disgust as he rapidly spun the towel into a long, damp whip.

     The roach stopped moving, except for its quivering antennae. It faced him with uncaring idiocy.

     (“Hey! Mornin’, Steve! Hmm, looks like you lost some weight recen—“)
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     WHAP! The towel descended in a blue blur, splattering the roach even as Steve’s jaw dropped in incredulous understanding.

     The insane suspicion was right. The roaches…the freakin’ roaches were the voices! It was impossible, he had to be losing his mind! But there was another one, by the door—another on the ceiling—another crawling from the air conditioning duct---another---another!

     (“OhmiGod! He got 344!”)

     (“What’d you do that for?”)

     (“You God-damned biped bully!”)

     (“Look out! He’s still got the towel!”)

     Indeed he did, and he used it in a shrieking paranoid blitzkrieg. WHAP! There went one, in a viscous yellow-brown smear. WHAP! Another one…almost…

     (“AHHH! He got my LEG!”)

     (“So? You got five more! MOVE!”) 

     And move they did, in all directions. Into the ducts and the drains and the cracks where he’d never reach them. But Steve kept frantically slinging the towel, laughing as he did so, without even realizing it. When he was done, three were down…

     Three thousand to go.

     “You done SCREWED UP!” Steve roared in righteous anger to the deserted bathroom. “I’m ON to ya, now! Y’all have fun ‘til I get back, ‘cause then it’s CHEMICAL WARFARE!”

     Steve dressed like a whirlwind and left, without eating breakfast. There were snacks and coffee available backstage at EPCOT, and he didn’t want to stay in the apartment any longer than he had to. But for the first time in weeks, he went to work with a huge, shit-eating grin. The kind an assassin might have when crosshairs line up on his target.

     “Hi, Steve.”

     “Oh, hi, Rachel.” Things were looking up. They were in ‘The Tower’, a backstage area where Body Wars ‘probes’ were monitored by closed-circuit cameras for technical difficulties and vomiting guests.

     “What are you so damned happy about? My feet are killing me.” She whined adorably.

     “I’m going to kick heavy ass tonight!” He said, still wearing his implacable grin.

     “Yeah? You gonna beat somebody up?” She frowned at him.

     “Nothing so crude as that. I’m going to waste them. Gas them, burn them, nuke them!” He smiled at her. “But don’t worry. It’s not a ‘somebody’, it’s a ‘something’. Roaches.” He felt it wise to leave their singing abilities out of the conversation.
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     “Oh, can I watch? I hate roaches!” She said.

     “NO! It’s too dangerous!” He said, in a passable Harrison Ford impersonation. “But I would like to take you out sometime…” He looked into her eyes, and saw a beautiful warm light there.

     “I thought you’d never ask.” She whispered.

     Thank you, God, he thought.

     But from the moment he’d left the apartment that day, his party-crashers hadn’t been idle. A frenzied convention of fear had taken place within his walls.

     (“He’s gonna KILL US ALL, man, I know it!”)

     (“Aw, stop grindin’ your mandibles, you gutless wimp! Okay, the rest of you, listen up! This joint is a treasure trove of food! Are we gonna leave just ‘cause he’s onto us?”)

     (“Ummmm…No?”)

     (“I CAN’T HEAR YOU!”)

     (“NO!”)

     (“That’s better! Besides, if we did leave, we’d have to fight a rival gang to get into a new place, and that’d be worse. This guy’s just one stupid human. I know just what he’s gonna do. He’s going to get one of those stupid Hotels…”)

     (“HAHAHAHAHAhahahahahahahahahahahahahaha…”)

     “Yeah, very funny! Thirty of my kids died in one of those! So if he does get one, AVOID ‘em! And tell the kids about ‘em…better yet, GROUND ‘em!”)

     (“Yeah, but 3, suppose he gets…a BOMB?”)

     (“Aaaaiiiiieeeeeeeeee!”)

     (“NO! Not a BOMB!”)

     (“We’re all gonna DIE…”)

     (“QUIET, you weaklings! Haven’t you seen that stupid commercial? If he DOES get a bomb, we just avoid the area! Now calm down! All you gotta do is remember that HE’S OUTNUMBERED, okay? There’s a few THOUSAND of us and only ONE of him!”)

     (“So what do we do?”)

     (“Anything we want! We can still stay out of his way…if we want to, we can lay eggs in his food, we can clog the air conditioning…”)

     (“I got it! Ten bread crumbs to the guy who CRAWLS UP HIS NOSE while he’s sleeping!”)

     (“That’s nothing, I’ll make it TWENTY for anyone who CRAWLS INTO HIS EAR AND EATS HIS BRAIN!!!”)

     (“You’ve been eating paint chips again, haven’t you?”)

     (“Hey, 3, you’re the district chief! What’re you gonna do?”)

     (“I’m gonna go downtown, into the sewers, and I’m gonna get NUMBER ONE!”)
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     There was a deathly, awed quiet within the walls at the mention of His sacred number. Gradually the silence was quelled by whispered rumours of Him: His many names…His Multilegged Majesty; Diamondshell, He Who Crawls Where He Pleases; Horde-Father; The Living Stomach. It was said that the bipeds had an even longer name for Him: Oh-My-God-What-The-Hell-Is-That-Kill-It-Kill-It.

     After His name came His legends: that He had feasted upon narcotics, steroids, toxic waste, the flesh of dead bipeds, and other things even too disgusting for them. That He had bathed in insecticides and radiation and had laughed as He did it. That cars had driven over His mighty shell and He had survived. That He could chew through sheetrock in seconds. That He had gone Below, the only place where one of His size and strength could pass unnoticed. It was said that the rats made offerings to Him. 

     They were still discussing Him when Steve came back, armed to the teeth, with blood in his eyes. “Allll-RIGHT! It’s PARTY time, ya little crust-lickers!” He dumped a grocery bag open on the coffee table, crushing an oblivious 57, who had gotten drunk on a large puddle of Old Milwaukee beer.

     His weapons tumbled out, like eager paratroopers: RAID (Free! 20% More! With a NEW Honeysuckle scent!), Boric Acid Roach Killer III, Combat Roach Traps, Combat Roach Hotels, Harris’s Famous Roach Tablets, Hot Shot Insecticidal House Fogger, a good old fashioned flyswatter (which, in Steve’s frenzied daydreams of slaughter, he vowed would be more gore-clotted than Conan’s broadsword!), and some incense to sweeten the smells of overkill. The cost of the arsenal would set him back to eating Ramen noodles for the rest of the week, but at least he wouldn’t have to share said noodles with his army of freeloaders.

     Half an hour ago, in the pharmacy, he’d asked the gnarled but friendly salesman what to do about roaches.

     “Kill ‘em.” The man said. “I would.”

     “Yeah, but with what?” Steve demanded. “What works?”

     The salesman shrugged, and swept an arm at the gleaming rows of aerosol cans. “All of these’ll work, initially. Thing is, if you don’t kill ‘em ALL, the next generation could be born immune to that particular insecticide, and they’ll come back after a while. These will keep their numbers down, though.”

      Steve nodded and began loading his shopping cart with a fierce grin. “Rock and roll tonight!”

     The salesman grinned back, sensing Steve’s enthusiasm. “This bein’ Florida, though, there’s only one REAL way to keep roaches out of your home.”

     Steve looked back at him. “Oh? What’s that?”

     “Burn the place to the ground.” The salesman snickered and walked away. Steve thought about it, but decided to use it as a last resort.

     Now, back at his one-bedroom battlezone, the holocaust was just beginning. He began pouring thick white powder clouds of boric acid into Party Central: the crevices beneath  the sink, the refrigerator and dishwasher. “How ya like me NOW?!” He crowed sadistically.
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     (“Hmmm…what’s that stuff?”)

     (“Looks like…COCAINE! DIBS!”) 138 plunged into the nearest pile of white powder.

     (“Hey, wait a minute, 138! That might be…”)

     (“AAAAAAEEEEEERRRRRGGGGHHHH!!! My EYES! Oh my GOD, I’m MELTING!!! YAAAAAAaaaaaaaaa…”)

     (“Ummm…guess it isn’t cocaine, huh?”)

     But 138’s horrible, agonizing death had not been in vain. The others saw the powdered massacre waiting to happen, and stayed away in droves. Steve had already liberally doused the kitchen and the bathroom with the boric acid, draining the entire supply. Now he uncapped the Raid.

     (“Oh, NO!”)

     (“RRRRRRRRRRRAID?!”)

     Steve was rapping as he sprayed the entire apartment, except for the inside of his refrigerator. “And that’s not ALL, roaches have the GALL, to plot and plan for my downFALL, but I’m not RUNNING, I’m just STUNNING, Smart not stupid because I’m so CUNNING…”

     Sensing the lunatic biped and his can of death coming closer, 210 ran out of the shadows behind the toaster, heading for the A/C duct. Steve cut her off, spraying her liberally. She broke into a spastic break-dance of death, which Steve pantomimed with glee. The onlookers were horrified.

     (“210 bought it!”)

     (“Damn! We were supposed to mate tonight!”)

     (“There’s always 94…”

     (“Yeah, but she’s had everybody.”)

     Slowly, the horde retreated before Steve’s chemical crusade, between the walls, above the ceiling and under the floor where they could not be harmed. They spent a few days huddling in fear, then foraging teams were created—strong, fast daredevils who could avoid the saturated areas, snag food and return it to the others without being seen. Any of them not returning with food were killed and eaten by the others. Communism at its finest.

     To Steve, it seemed that ninety percent of the roaches had disappeared: no bodies were to be found. He saw one perhaps every other day, and killed it if he could. And the voices were gone, thank God. He slept easily every night, cleaned the apartment every day and burned incense until it smelled feasible once more. Then: Rachel.

     “Hey, this place looks, umm, nice!” Rachel fibbed politely as Steve ushered her inside. In truth, it looked as good as any low-rent bachelor pad could with enough 
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work. Steve had brought her to dinner, then to Hilarities Comedy Club where he’d done five minutes of moderately successful material. Some bits worked, some didn’t, but his impersonation of a dying cockroach had them rolling.

     “Thanks. Want some champagne?” He’d splurged and bought a large bottle of Freixnet that he uncorked. Maybe it was champagne, maybe it wasn’t. He didn’t care.

     “Oh, thanks, that’d be great. Gods, Steve, you were as funny as Coyote tonight! That cockroach routine really cracked me up.” She said, accepting a glass from him.

     “Well, all of it was supposed to crack everyone up, but I’ll take what I can get. Those roaches die pretty hard, though.” He poured his own glass, took a sip, then frowned. “Funny as Coyote? You mean Wile E., from the cartoons?”

     “Umm, no, Coyote was one of the Native American Gods. He was a trickster who was always wreaking havoc for a good time. Maybe they based Wile E on him, though, I wouldn’t be surprised.” She sat on the couch, and Steve sat beside her. She looked a bit embarrassed for a moment, and Steve got the impression she’d made a misstatement and told him something she didn’t want him to know. “I found a roach in my own place the other day and I tap-danced all over it. Gods, I hate roaches."

     Gods? Steve thought. “Yeah, let’s talk about something more positive.” He said, pulling her close.

     “Actually, let’s not talk at all.” She whispered silkily, and met him halfway with a sweet, slow, deep kiss. He tasted her, a delicious mixture of champagne, spit, flesh and readiness. His hands slid around her, kneading her shoulders, tracing the slopes of her sides, even as her arms locked around him.

     She held him tight, lowering her face to nuzzle his neck.

     Suddenly her eyes burst out, propelled by two thick, black antennae. Her clothes exploded, forced off by six spiny, segmented arms. Patches of her beautiful skin slid away to the carpet, revealing a shiny dark brown carapace. He drew breath to scream…

     And it was over. She was normal, beautiful, unchanged,

     He was losing his mind all over again. Rachel sensed his sudden apprehension. “Steve? What’s wrong?”

     He breathed slowly, thought carefully, and said “Oh, nothing…I just, umm, haven’t had anyone over in a long time, I guess I’m a little nervous.”

     She smiled. “Well, relax, I don’t bite.”

     Steve had hoped for a different choice of words, but it was okay. They kissed again, softer and deeper, hands roving. He decided to seize the moment and began unbuttoning her shirt, delighted when she did nothing to stop him, even lifting her arms to help him remove it. God, she was perfect. Playmate material.

     At that moment, in the lightless crawlspaces under the apartment’s foundation, old concrete crumbled like cheese, and a huge, hunched shape hauled itself out of the earth. The roaches around it backed away instinctively, terrified.
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     It was Number One.

     (“BOW BEFORE ME!”) It thundered, and they obeyed. (“GOOD. NOW, WHAT’S THE STORY HERE?”) IT demanded, and they told Him. As He listened, He used the time to drag the rest of Himself out of the tunnel He’d created.

     (“BAH! I’LL TEACH THIS BIPEDAL CRETIN! FOLLOW ME!”) It raged, and they followed Him.

     All nine feet of Him.

     “Hey, what’s this?” Steve asked. They were down to their underwear, and Steve noticed her necklace for the first time. No “Rachel” or “Somebody Special” charm-chain here; she wore a leather thong threaded through four polished stones, and supporting two beaten-silver moons and a bronze sun.

     “Confirmation present.” She said nonchalantly, sliding his boxer shorts down even as he fumbled with her bra. She was way too pretty to be trapped inside anything like that.

     “I didn’t know you were Catholic.” I didn’t think Catholic girls moved this fast, either…

     “I’m not. It was a different type of Confirmation.” She said, holding him.

     They were both naked as the floor shook beneath them and the furniture rocked as if the entire apartment was the cabin of a sailing ship. They tumbled to the floor, staring in shock as the floorboards and carpet were blasted apart from below.

     And the voices were back.

     (“Hi, Steve!”)

     (“We’re BAA-ack!”)

     (“How you like us NOW?”)

     (“HEY! It’s that hot babe I saw at EPCOT!”)

     Steve and Rachel could both hear the voices, but they weren’t important. What was important was the huge, bloated, horrible, stinking thing that was surging up out of the crater it’d created. Its shell alone was the size of a picnic table; its antennae and arms were longer than Steve. Its onyx eyes, the size of soccer balls, regarded them with a terrible, merciless anger. All around it, hundreds of roaches were pouring back into the apartment.

     It was rising, coming at them.

     Steve got to his feet and dragged Rachel up with him, his eyes bulging in disbelief. “Get behind me, Rachel!” He screamed, picking up the nearest weapon, a chair. He swung it desperately, with all the force in his panicking body, and it obediently shattered itself over the mega-roach’s back.

     Irritated, the thing lashed back at him with one of its antennae. Knocking him back and raising an ugly red welt on his chest. Its normal-sized cohorts cheered it on.
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     (“Yeee-HAH! Kick his ass, Horde-Father!”)

     (“Yeah! REVENGE! Rip his arms off!”)  

     Steve looked around wildly. Although the creature was close, most of its body still seemed trapped in the floorboards, and it was fighting its way through. It’d be free in about point-eight seconds, from the looks of it.

     Then he saw it on the counter: the fogger. He grabbed it and uncapped it. “Rachel! Back up into the bedroom, or the bathroom! Lock the door!” He shouted, and triggered the fogger. A thick spray billowed out, and he aimed it at the juggernaut. It began to thrash even more wildly, cracking more floorboards. The spray wasn’t killing it, or probably even wounding it, but it did seem to be blinding it, as its arms and antennae no longer reached for Steve but lashed the air around it furiously, trying to disperse the cloud. The other roaches ran for cover or died where they stood. Steve choked in the poisoned air, but kept spraying.

     Then Rachel spoke, quite calmly. “Don’t worry, Steve. It’s just a Manitou.” 

     He blinked—Manitou?—and looked at her in confusion as she stepped forward to stand by his side, holding the leather thong of charms out in front of her. Over the chaos and through his terror, Steve noticed that she seemed to be—chanting!

     “—Eyes of Raven, Wendigo’s bones, make a cut by fire and stones—“

     Wow, I really AM cracking up now, Steve thought. There was a weird golden light around her now, and the talisman in her hand, but he couldn’t waste any more time gawking at her. He turned back to the creature, kept blinding and burning it with the fogger. It thrashed crazily…

     One of its arms came off. Black ichor spurted out. And there was more black ichor now, a puddle around it, becoming a pond, becoming a viscous lake lapping at his ankles. There was only one voice now: Rachel’s, chanting beautifully and powerfully, forsaking English now for an ancient, unknown tongue.

     The only other sounds were the hissing of the fogger, the destructive, thrashing sounds of the mega-roach, or “Manitou”, had she called it?

     …And the crunching sounds of the floor.

     Repairing itself, sealing itself back up.

     Cutting the Manitou in half as it did.

     Steve let the fogger-can drop from his hand as he stared at the impossible miracle, and the creature dying in a lake of its own black gore. He looked from the Manitou to Rachel, who looked like a glowing avenging angel.

     Suddenly it was over. The top four feet of it sat impotently on the like-new floor. The other roaches had moved on the greener pastures, evidently. Rachel spoke other words, louder, harsher ones, and the thing’s blood poured in reverse, back into it.  Finally the carcass burst into bright golden flames at Rachel’s urging. The inferno raged for less than a minute before it was gone, and all traces of the Manitou with it. Steve’s floor even looked newly-waxed, and the cloud of fogger-spray was gone.
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     “Gods, I hate roaches.” Rachel muttered, swaying on her feet with spiritual exhaustion. Steve reached for her, caught her, picked her up in his arms.

     WANT TO KEEP ROACHES OUT OF YOUR HOME? BURN THE PLACE TO THE GROUND! The salesman had said. But now the only fire was in Steve’s heart as he carried Rachel into the bedroom. “Whew! Good work, whatever you did.” He said. She kissed his neck. “Now get a good look at the floor.” He kissed her neck in return, gratefully.

     “Why?” She asked, with laughter in her voice.

     “Because you’re going to be watching the ceiling, all night long!”

     She did, and any roaches escaped her notice.

