MISUNDERSTOOD

By K.K.

     My latest rave-babe was Rachel, a very sweet & petite blonde. She never stopped dancing, even in bed. Sex with Rachel had been awesome.

     I was hoping the violence would be even better.

     She opened bleary blue eyes, looked around my bedroom, dizzy from her X and my rufies. “Heyyyy…you said you were a hacker…where’s your computer?”

     Once again, I’ve been misunderstood, I thought idly, as I brought the axe out from under my bed… 

THE BIG WELCOME

By K.K.

     Val heard the hushed voices and quiet movements just before she put her key into her apartment door. A set-up, she thought. Who? The Russians? The Chinese? Whoever it was, if they’d made her apartment, all of her covers were blown.

      I’ll only get one chance, she thought. She set the UZI on full auto,  kicked the door open and started firing. A yell of surprise was cut off by the firepower, the muzzleflashes revealed bleeding bodies thrashing in the dark. She fired until the clip was empty, then clicked on the lights.

     Two huge banners reading SURPRISE and HAPPY BIRTHDAY VAL were on the walls, spattered with the blood of her friends and family.

