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HIS  BEACH

    “Hey, what the hell’s HE doin’ here?!”

    The generic comment woke Adrian from a pleasant stupor of ice-cold Coronas and sustained sunlight. He rolled over onto his chest, Maria still sleeping blissfully naked beside him, and opened his eyes.

     There was an Old Guy walking onto the beach.

     Adrian took a good long look: The guy was pushing eighty. About six-one, but  in reality about five-ten due to his hunchbacked walk. He was a white guy…TOO white, wearing tent-sized green Bermuda shorts and ancient sandals with…wouldn’t you know it!…Black socks rolled up to his knobby knees.

    “What the f--” Adrian couldn’t finish his curse;  he was amazed at the old man’s audacity. Hadn’t he seen the Sign? NO ONE OVER FORTY ALLOWED? He’d posted it all over the Beach. It was HIS beach, after all.

     The Others on the beach were watching the old man…and Adrian…with mixed expressions of disgust.  The Goodgirls in their translucent bikinis hung by their Guys, murmuring concerns. The Guys merely glared from the Old Man to Adrian, and back again. Their low comments of disgust blended with the sound of the surf.

      The Old Guy hadn’t noticed a damn thing. Poor bastard. He’d chosen a spot between two single Goodgirls, who instantly leapt up and pulled their towels away, walking off quickly, twitching adorably tanned asses. One of them gave the Old Guy the finger. He hadn’t noticed; he was…

    NO…

    He was actually placing his OWN blanket down.

    On ADRIAN’S beach!

    Adrian’s jaw dropped as the old man arranged his moth-eaten old blanket, mumbling all the while about “Wish you were there, Tommy, oughta see this, beautiful, kind of like the Riv…” 

     Beside him, Maria woke up. “Mmmm…Baby…what’s that old guy doin’ here?”

Her oiled skin was hot against Adrian’s side. Normally it would have aroused him.

    Normally.

    One of the Guys, out of patience, strutted up to the old man. He glared back at Adrian, but Adrian was unconcerned, since the Guy was an exact duplicate of him.

    “Yo, Methuselah, what the fuck d’ya think you’re doin’? Can’t you fuckin’ read?”

The Guy snapped to the old man.

    The old man squinted at him. “Listen, sonny, don’t take that tone with ME. I fought for YOUR ass…”
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    With a bothered sigh, Maria hunted through the Coleman ice chest beside them.

Adrian watched the old man and the Guy, still fascinated that such a thing could actually occur on His beach.

    “—Don’t give the first Fuck WHO you fought for, Gramps—“

    Maria took out a freezer bag of nectarines and put them aside, still searching.

    “You looking for a punch in the snoot? Is that it?”

    Maria removed a new six-pack of Corona and set them aside.

    “Just get the hell out of here, Skeletor, before Adrian—“

    Maria finally found what was needed, and passed it to Adrian. 

    “You’re a damned disgrace. In MY day, we had RESPECT for our elders…”

    Adrian kissed Maria, then unwrapped the heavy weight from the freezer bag. He took a second to chuckle at the argument seventeen yards away, and decided he would name the Guy…Tony. 

   “Yeah? Well, this AIN’T your day, motherfucker—“

   “Tony?” Adrian called.

   “—So you better haul your scaly ass off this beach, before—“

   “Tony? Yo, I got ‘im. It’s cool.” Adrian said.

    Tony looked at Adrian…actually looking at himself…then shrugged, and strutted away from the old man, who looked like he was ready to park his generous ass on his 1944 blanket. 

    The old man sneered at ‘Tony’, then looked around.

    Finally his gaze fell on Adrian, and his jaw dropped. Adrian could see a dozen caps and cavities fighting for space in his ancient, nicotine-ruined mouth. 

    Then his mouth flared in a sudden storm of red rain and chips of ivory, as Adrian’s first shot clipped off his last remaining molars and punched through the left side of his jaw. 

    The old man’s clawlike hands flew up, spasming around his face like blind wasps. 

    Adrian shot him again, in the stomach this time. THAT would teach him.

    The old man staggered forward…How? HOW? And stared at Adrian with an unspoken threat of C’mon, bitch, I can take it, C’MON…

     Goodgirls screamed the way they always would as the dying man plowed through the sand towards Adrian. Maria got up, lowering her sunglasses. Assorted Guys around them began to murmur baleful comments.

    The old man, his face and jaw shattered, his stomach leaking blood and bile, was

Ten yards away and closing. 

     Adrian felt a bit confused. And perhaps a bit afraid.

    He steadied his hands around the .357 Magnum, and pulled the trigger again.

The roar drowned out the surf all around them, and the old man had a nickel-sized hole in the top of his forehead. He seemed to be still talking as his eyes rolled back and he fell backwards in a tangle of skinny arms and legs. His substantial beer gut heaved once, twice, then was still.

     Maybe I’ll have a gut like that, Adrian thought. Maybe someday. Better watch the 
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fat grams. Wouldn’t want to go out with a gut like that…but don’t they all? Don’t they ALL end up with guts that big?

    There was a chorus of screams from the Goodgirls, but that was to be expected. A moment later their screams had died, and they began excited making love to their Guys. It was all good; they were all Adrian.

    “Put this back in the cooler, would you, babe?” Adrian muttered to Maria and handed her the gun. She obeyed with a Lady Clairol spin to her long, perfect brunette hair, and a hungry smile. A moment later the .357 was back in its dry freezer-bag, ready for the next Old Guy who happened upon Adrian’s Beach. Already Maria’s skilled hands were sliding beneath the waistband of his shorts, fondling him.

    The sunshine and Corona began lulling him back to sleep. 

    “Why…don’t they…ever…learrrrr—“ Adrian couldn’t finish. He closed his eyes, hearing the applause of the Guys ring in his ears, replacing the surf. 

    Adrian imagined Maria’s touch continuing, and smiled. But the applause grew louder and louder, until he realized it was his alarm clock.

    The applause was gone. So were the Goodgirls, Guys, Maria and the Old Man.

    He snapped back from His Beach to Reality, a cheap one-bedroom apartment in North Las Vegas. As his eyes traded His Beach for his typical surroundings of Biker Art and WWF posters, his dwindling dream-memory reminded him that THIS Old Man had taken THREE bullets before going down.

    They usually died right away. But THIS one: three .357 slugs. Interesting.

    Groaning, flexing huge muscles, he woke up slowly, swearing to make Reality pay for stealing his fantasy.  

