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“Whatever thoroughly satisfies the 
soul is truth,

Whatever the litigation,  
whatever the cause to be argued, 

or the knot untied, 
this is the bar of appeals,  

the supreme court,
Re-examine all you have been told 

at school or church  
or in any book,

Dismiss whatever insults  
your own soul.”

Walt Whitman - In The Words Of 
Walt Whitman

Part 1: The bargain

01-09-2024 10:23AM. 

Thats what the electric alarm clock 
displayed when he opened his eyes 
for the first time since he closed 
them last night. The sour taste 
of the wicked cocktail yesterday 
nights events mixed up still fresh 
in his mouth, he grasped for a 
nonexistent glass of water on his 
nightstand. 
Frustrated by his grasp in thin air 
he dared to open his eyes a little 
wider and hoist himself up on his 
arms, positioning himself with his 
back against the soft backboard of 
the bed frame. Where she was last 
night now only an imprint of her 
fine body was left next to him on 
the bed. 
It was a big bed, one of those giant 
beds that all kids wish they had. 
When they moved in together they 
had decided that they would need 
a big bed in case they ever needed 
their own “space to sleep”, now he 
finally understood what that had 
meant. 
The fact that he slept as good as 
he did was a miracle. He leaned 
forward into the sunlight coming 
in through the window on the 
left side of the room. They had 
been lucky with their apartment, 
the previous tenant had failed to 
mention some nasty things, what 
had led to a greatly reduced price 
at the time of signing the lease. 
It was no downtown beauty, but 
they had a good spot in the city 
with a decent amount of morning 
sunshine. 

His eyes had a hard time adjusting 
to the light in the room, his head 
was pounding like a jackhammer 
swinging between his ears, 



bouncing off of each ear a little 
faster than the previous hit. 
Thinking straight proved to be 
very hard. That glass of water, that 
would be a reasonable task to start 
the day with. As he got up he looked 
around the room. 
Except for the clothing he carelessly 
threw on the floor when he got 
home, the room seemed to be 
recently cleaned. There were no 
underwear or socks in the corners 
of the room and even the towels on 
top of the dresser were folded nicely 
into squares. He got up out of bed 
and walked to the sink in the right 
corner of the room and grabbed a 
glass that was standing between 
a cup filled with two toothbrushes 
and a bottle of contact solution. 
Even the sink had been cleaned, 
the little stains of toothpaste that 
usually inhabited the sink seemed 
to have found their way down the 
drain. 

He filled the glass impatiently 
a little more than half full and 
brought it to his lips, which seemed 
to be dryer than a bowl of sand 
in a microwave. As soon as the 
water hit his mouth he could feel 
his body starting to come alive 
again. He straightened his back 
and stretched his left hand high 
above his head. With a mouth full 
of water he bend his neck left and 
right. Hearing his body gently crack 
with his movements made him feel 
good about himself. He had surely 
shown her what he could do. 
As he put the glass down he raised 
his right hand to the ceiling. 
His whole body felt sore. The 
memories were slowly coming back 
to him. 

He thought of her body and the 
way it had made him feel like he 
was 24 again. 
He thought about what he had seen 
Olivia do. It made him sick. Even 
sicker than he already felt with 
his body trying to rinse out all the 
alcohol that hadn’t been sweated 
into his bed yet. 

He hadn’t been much better. 



31-08-2024 7:26PM. 

-He looked at the kitchen clock.
“You’re home late.” 
He said. It disgusted him when his 
voice sounded like that, the words 
tasting bitter in his mouth. He had 
been home for about an hour now. 
It was a Thursday afternoon and he 
had wanted to cook dinner for the 
two of them, but when she hadn’t 
been home at 6 he had quickly lost 
his excitement and ordered food for 
one instead. 
“I had a glass of wine with some 
coworkers, it’s John’s birthday 
today!” She replied. 
He hated that name, that ruined his 
fine mood even more. 
“We were thinking of going out for 
a drink at folamour, I just quickly 
came by home to freshen up and 
let you know.” 
He followed her towards their 
bedroom. 
He thought she sounded drunk. 
-“I was hoping we could just stay 
in.” He was watching her unbutton 
her blouse. He’d been wanting to 
talk to her about his day at work. 
His boss had been a total prick, 
which had left him angry and sad 
for the better part of the day. 
“You know I never go out- It’s an 
occasion, I’ll be back home early, 
maybe we could watch a movie and 
cuddle some after.” 
He still hated the idea of her going 
out for drinks, especially with her 
coworkers. 

-“You know I don’t like John.” 
She ignored the remark and he 
didn’t blame her for it. He detested 
himself for saying it. But he had to. 
She looked beautiful tonight, that 
didn’t make him feel any better. 
She had looked good when she 
entered, still wearing her smart 

work clothes, dark blue pants 
underneath a slightly oversized 
white blouse. She had taken a quick 
shower while talking and was just 
done changing. Her sun-kissed body 
was now draped in her long green 
summers dress. With a thin jacket 
it would be perfect for the late 
summer weather. He could see the 
straps of her red bra underneath her 
dress and would be looking forward 
to seeing the rest of her later that 
night. If nobody else did it first. He 
had to fight the suffocating thought 
of somebody else looking at her, or 
even touching her. 
“Well alright. Have fun.” 
He said to her, trying to sound as 
genuine as possible but failing to 
even slightly do so. 
“Love you.” She replied. 
This warmed him a little, even 
thought he knew he had annoyed 
her. He was excited for her to come 
home later tonight. He was glad 
that she had suggested it. 
“Love you too.” 



It was now 8:15PM. She stepped 
into the car looking back at him as 
sweet as she could while he closed 
the front door behind her. He turned 
around and figured that if she 
thought she would be back on time 
for a movie she would probably 
be home before 10PM. A movie 
nowadays would be an average of 
2 hours, 12PM was bedtime so he 
calmed himself with the thought 
that it would be only a little over an 
hour and a half before she would be 
back. It made sense. A nauseating 
feeling came over him. He knew 
he’d not be able to relax until she’d 
be back. He walked over to the 
liquor cabinet in the corner of the 
kitchen. 

31-08-2024 9:14PM 

He had always been a creative kid. 
A kid with great ambition; a child 
who thought he could change 
the world. Ever since he could 
remember he had dreamed of 
becoming an architect. 
His dad had been a real estate 
agent and would always take him 
with him when touring or inspecting 
houses. He was a true salesman if 
he’d ever seen one. 
There wasn’t a story he couldn’t tell, 
no house he could not sell. 
His mother was a writer, and a 
damn good one at that. She was 
a troubled soul and found her 
solution deep in between the letters 
formulating her every thought. If 
she was writing she did not have 
to be thinking, that was usually a 
good thing. 
One day she broke her wrist 
trying to lift a box of books from 
the top of a shelf in her study. 
Shattered like a crumbled cooky 
crushed by the weight of the 
books the doctors told her she 
likely wouldn’t be able to use her 
hand for writing anymore. 
She didn’t trust computers to do 
her writing, so not being able 
to escape into her safe space 
anymore, her life slowly fell apart. 
She had no more work and slowly 
became a lonely and depressed 
mom. Dad had to work twice as 
hard to put food on the table for 
them. Her own head became too 
much for her, the thoughts too 
loud. This degradation continued 
for two long years before she 
decided that she’d rather not live 
than endure a chronically broken 
mind, burdening these two fine 
men in her life. 



A warm summers night towards 
the end of September a little over 
2 decades ago his dad had found 
her. He himself had been just a 
little kid around then, too young to 
understand and too old to forget. 
Just old enough to get tangled up 
in the thought that he had been too 
much for her,  and should for the 
rest of his life try to not be in the 
way of people. 
His dad would need some time 
to grief and adjust, but would 
manage to run away from it like no 
olympian has ever ran before. He 
would become the high functioning, 
smelling of alcohol and sex, 
daytime jokester that cried himself 
to sleep every night until he died of 
liver cancer when he was 54. He had 
passed at the start of summer, only 
a few summers ago. 

He thought his life was going pretty 
well. 
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He had been willing to wait until 
10:30, nervously looking at his 
phone for any sign of her, letting 
him know she’d be later, or on 
her way. It was now minutes past 
10:30 and he had just downed his 
fourth glass of whiskey. His body 
was shaking from anxiety and the 
only thing he could think about 
was what she’d be doing right 
now. Where she was, with which 
of her colleagues she’d be secretly 
making out in the alleyway behind 
the cafe. Or if they would be on 
their way to his house now; if they 
would already be taking off each 
others clothing, pressing their lips 
almost as close as their naked 
bodies would be trying to get. It 
nauseated him. He reached for the 
bottle and poured himself another 
glass and figured he might as well 
give her a call and hope for the 
best. Reduce the damage as much 
as possible. As he was trying to 
figure out what he would say, just 
as he glanced at his phone again 
it lit up.

“Hey!”
It was a message from an unsaved 
number.
“I’m in town for the weekend and 
just got to my hotel, thought about 
you and thought maybe you’d like 
to grab a drink?” 
He was confused but managed to 
forget about Olivia for a second, 
curious about the mysterious texts 
received, trying to remember old 
friends that would reach out to him.
“This is Amanda by the way!”
Now he remembered.
Amanda had been a girl from his 
studies. They had been in class 
together for almost their entire 
time at university and had dated the 



last two of those years. After school 
she had wanted to move away to LA 
to pursue her architectural love for 
the west coast. He had gotten mad 
enough to delete her number after 
their breakup and hadn’t thought 
much about her since. 
He thought about Olivia and figured 
that if she wasn’t home now she’d 
probably not be home for a long 
time, out getting wasted and 
getting attention. It wouldn’t be 
the worst thing in the world to get 
himself a little distraction. 

“Hey-” 
He replied. 
“-Sounds good, would be fun to 
catch up. When and where?” 

Before he could put his phone down 
she replied: 

“Cool! At the bar at Hotel Hulm 
right now, down 33rd, can’t miss it.”

He replied he’d be on his way. 
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As he walked down the street he 
felt his surroundings slowly getting 
more and more unfamiliar. 
He didn’t know if this was because 
he hadn’t been in this part of town 
a lot, or if those whiskeys were 
starting to take their toll. He had 
put on a nice shirt but was now very 
self aware of his decision to keep 
on the same pants he had been 
wearing. They were a little sleazy, 
but comfortable. It was a broad 
street that seemed to get wider 
and wider as he progressed down 
it. Both sides of the road were filled 
with apartment complexes, with 
storefronts underneath them; local 
shops, butchers, bakers and other 
at this time closed businesses. It 
wasn’t a part of town you really 
wanted to live, more the kind where 
you had to. 

He had been walking for at least 20 
minutes as he noticed a building on 
the corner of the street one block 
down that had more lights turned 
on than the other buildings he had 
been passing. 
As he got closer to the building 
he could read the big neon sign 
hanging from the street side of 
the building: “Hotel Hulm” it read. 
He was surprised that he had 
never heard of it before since it 
looked busy. There were some 
people hanging around the front 
of the hotel, drinking their late 
night drinks and smoking their sad 
cigarettes. He wasn’t sure if they 
were hotel guests or local bums 
that, like moths, were drawn to the 
midnight lights of a cheap hotel. 



The hotel had a big wooden door 
on the corner of the building, the 
one you usually see in churches, 
decorated with what seemed to be 
hand carved pieces of wood. The 
building was made out of bricks, 
poorly laid bricks, and all the windows 
emanated a warm light from behind 
their closed red curtains. It almost 
felt as if he had wandered into a 
different era, with the large amount 
of decorative stonework and the 
hedges surrounding the building. 
He walked up the stairs to get to 
the entrance, holding on to the 
posts keeping the bright red velvet 
rope in place. 
As he pushed open the door he 
was welcomed by an overwhelming 
smell of burning cigarettes and 
alcohol. He wasn’t surprised, but 
needed a moment to adjust his 
breath and eyes. 
The inside of the hotel was dark and 
had an almost foggy atmosphere, 
which made him nearly miss the 
doorman opening the second set 
of doors for him while greeting him 
with a big smile. 

“Welcome to the Hulm, mister.” 

It rolled off his lips in a tone reminding 
of a magician trying eagerly to 
maintain the attention of his 
audience during an elaborate trick. As 
he entered through the door and his 
eyes had adjusted to the dark yellow 
light in the place he finally could see 
the interior of the hotel. 
He was standing in a big open 
hallway now, in front of him the 
hallway continued what seemed 
to be forever, with doors of varying 
sizes endlessly repeating until he 
couldn’t see any further. On his 
right there was a sizeable opening 
in the wall to a bigger room with 
a reception desk, lockers, elevators 

and a staircase in the far corner of 
the room. Every floor he had seen 
until now had been covered in 
carpet with dizzying patterns and 
even more dizzying colours. 
Looking to the left he saw what he 
had been looking for. He walked 
through the arched opening 
straight into what seemed to be 
the restaurant and bar of the hotel. 
It was a massive space and he 
wondered how all of this could fit 
into a building of the size it had 
seemed to be from the outside. 
In the middle of the room stood a 
round bar, surrounded with tables 
seating mildly entertained guests 
enjoying their deserts and drinks. 
As he walked into the engaging 
sight, he saw Amanda sitting at the 
bar. She looked as good as he had 
remembered, in her short black dress, 
her shoulder length bright red hair 
and the well fitting martini standing 
on top of the wooden bar in front of 
her. She hadn’t seen him yet and he 
used the opportunity to slowly walk 
up to her. 

He still hand’t figured out if he was 
happy to be here, but he was glad 
he hadn’t thought about Olivia for 
a while. If Olivia would be out and 
about not thinking or caring about 
him, it was his right to do the same. 
Anything she could do, he could do 
too. With nerves and excitement 
and clenched hands he had finally 
reached her at the bar. 



“Hey -stranger”- he pushed 
out. She looked away from her 
martini and right into his eyes. 
That unforgettable shimmer still 
present in her dark brown eyes. 
“Hey yourself-” She replied with a 
voice soft as microwaved butter and 
as warm and spicy as the perfect 
amount of chilli flakes in a good 
dumpling soup. 
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“Yes!” 
She said while dragging her voice 
and smiling a smile with half closed 
eyes that looked at him as if he was 
the most delicious meal she had 
ever laid eyes upon. 
“I couldn’t believe it either!” 
He replied. They had been talking 
about some common friends from 
their time at university that neither 
of them had ever put in the effort to 
reach out to afterwards. 

“A painter?” she said, now giggling 
at the picture she had formed in her 
head. 
“And a mighty successful one at 
that.” He added. 
He was feeling good about himself. 
He just received his second old 
fashioned and licked his lips with 
delight. He was experiencing a 
good buzz now. She had made him 
feel interesting and successful, 
listening eagerly to the stories he 
was telling. She wanted him, he 
had noticed it in the first minutes 
of their conversation. He wanted 
her too. He wanted her like he had 
wanted her in university. He wanted 
to feel the warm body of somebody 
that actually thought he was worth 
something. Olivia had allowed him 
to do this tonight. By her actions 
she would have authorised him to 
sleep with Amanda tonight. The 
logic was flawless. If she does it, he 
does it. 

“So-” 
she started. He had really wanted to 
listen to her but something caught 
his eye. A very familiar shade of 
green shimmered in the corner of 
his peripheral. 



“Hey?” 

After noticing he wasn’t quite 
listening Amanda looked at him and 
tried to figure out to which far away 
corner of his mind his attention had 
drifted. She had said something and 
he had missed it, he was profusely 
looking around the bar trying to 
find that little spot of that shade of 
green that had scrambled his brain 
off of this conversation. 

The bar suddenly went dark. He 
was a searchlight in the mist now. 
Nothing seemed clear except for 
his direct line of sight and his 
experience of the world had turned 
into a football sized radius around 
him. The green colour was all that 
could occupy his thoughts. It was 
the exact shade of green that Olivia 
had been wearing earlier tonight. He 
remembered it vividly and seeing it 
here had suddenly awoken him from 
this sensually twisted dream he had 
been experiencing blissfully. 
There were muffled voices around 
him, somewhere he heard Amanda’s 
voice too, probably wondering what 
had so suddenly encapsulated his 
entire thoughts. 

“I’ll be right back-“ 

he managed to squirm from his 
vocal chords, his mouth feeling dry 
and his forehead getting sweaty. He 
jumped up from the table and went 
for the hallway. He was fighting the 
nausea brought on by having found 
what he had hoped that he hadn’t 
been looking for. 
But It was unmistakable. She was 
unmistakable.
There she was, standing by the 
elevator in the far corner of the 
lobby. Her slim waist and short 
brown hair were the likes that he 

had never seen before in anyone 
but her. His love, the woman he 
had tried so hard to forget just for 
this one night, in hotel Hulm. In her 
beautiful green summer’s dress, 
with her back to him. She entered 
the elevator. 
Everything started spiralling, the 
membrane behind his eyes felt 
like they had been doused in acid 
and forming a single thought felt 
like it cost him more energy than 
any excersise he had ever done. He 
jumped for the elevator but he knew 
he would miss it, he was at least 
10 meters away and didn’t want to 
yell and grab unwanted attention in 
this state of being. He looked over 
and saw the stairs. 

It felt as if his head was a dim 
lightbulb and everything around 
him had suddenly been covered in 
black paint. Only able to vaguely 
make out shapes and shadows 
he tried walking up the stairs as 
well as he could. Suddenly having 
stood up after all the drinks he had 
consumed and considering the little 
amount of water or food supporting 
his body, the decently normal stairs 
had become the steepest spiralling 
staircase of dizzying height. 
One step at a time he worked 
himself up, clenching his sweat 
soaked fists on the railing, trying to 
keep his eyes from rolling back in 
his head.

�



As he reached the top of the stairs 
he felt like something that no 
other person would recognise as 
human. He fell down on his hands 
and feet and assessed the cocktail 
of confusing emotions being 
stirred over ice in his stomach. He 
saw her red heels enter a door a 
couple doors down the hallway. 
He hoisted his heavy brick-filled 
body with all the strength he had 
left and stood upright against the 
wall. He slowly inched closer to the 
door he had seen her pass through, 
now seeing that it was left ajar a 
few small centimetres. It was a 
trick of the devil, a reaching hand 
offering the ultimate liberation at 
an unpayable price.

01-09-2024 00:06AM
 
The rest of the night was as a 
hellish Bosch had painting come to 
life. He had drunk from the devils 
cup and was now suffering his end 
of the bargain. He clawed at his 
eyes with pointed fingers and tried 
to scratch away what he just saw, 
reach into his boiling brain and pull 
it out of his nose to scrub it clean 
of the just now created memory. 
He stumbled backwards and fell in 
the hallway. The hallway moved as 
fast as a train around him, all the 
doors quickly sliding into the dark 
that presented itself on both sides. 
He tried to hold on to anything and 
everything that was standing still 
but it all seemed to just slide out of 
his sweat filled grip. 
That Olivia could do this to him. 
That it all played out exactly as 
he knew it would. He hit his own 
head with clenched fist filled with 
hatred and disgust. He felt his 
stomach roll. He crawled back in the 
direction of the stairs, letting some 
putrid liquid out of his mouth and 
onto the floor underneath him. 
All the alcohol had taken it’s toll. 
He got back up on his feet and 
started descending the stairs. 
Throwing up had freshened his 
mind a bit again, spewed out some 
of the unfeelable thoughts and got 
him to focus. Amanda. That was his 
answer to all of this. He rolled down 
the stairs and back into the dimly 
lit hotel. Barely holding his footing 
and stumbling with every step he 
approached where they had been 
sitting. It didn’t matter anymore, he 
didn’t know how long he had been 
gone, or how long the rest of the 
night had lasted. 



He did all the things he had wanted 
to do to her. She didn’t mind. Or 
rather, she seemed to love it. They 
had rushed to her room and were 
now folded together like intricate 
pieces of origami, occupying each 
others mental and physical spaces 
fully. Their bodies intertwined in 
uncountable amounts of sexual 
movements, reverberating ecstatic 
feelings of bodily content. 
Hands and mouths moving 
everywhere where the feeling of 
hands and mouths makes you feel 
heavenly and whispers of their 
most amative thoughts occupying 
their ears. Vibrant colours and 
feelings occupied the hotel. The 
thought of Olivia being in another 
room performing in the same 
disgusting play as him brought 
a weird sense of unity. The hotel 
was a hive mind connected 
and justified by sin, a carefully 
constructed system of the inner 
workings of the mind; all the 
rooms filled with people turned 
animalistic, conjoined and locked 
out of their own minds. A hive 
mind that feeds on thoughts and 
pain and the less you managed to 
have the more the hotel had fed 
and came bearing gifts in return.

The unwanted truth bears gifts 
to those living in fear. The lifted 
weight of created uncertainty 
leaving space for unwritten 
futures. A dubiously worthy 
commitment to the answer 
answered with a question.

He was sacrificed, free, sanctified. 
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Was what the clock above the 
door in the downstairs hallway 
displayed. He was on his way out. 
He felt good. He had been right. 
He had been the game-master 
tonight. He had played his cards 
correctly and achieved results. The 
hotel was dark and loud. It begged 
him not to go, but he knew he 
had to go home. He couldn’t stay. 
Not now. Not yet. Olivia wouldn’t 
either, she wasn’t that stupid. 
He was curious if she was home 
already. Probably. He pushed 
open the door but it looked more 
as if his bodily gravity did it for 
him. He regained his balance and 
performed the same trick on the 
outside doors. He walked down 
a few steps of the stairs and 
bummed a cigarette from one of 
the cigarette-after-sex smokers 
out in front of the place. He lit up 
and stood for a second. He looked 
behind him. It was weird that he 
had never heard of this place, he 
thought to himself. As he finished 
the cigarette he started walking. 

 



“For where jealousy and selfish 
ambition exist, 

there will be disorder and every 
vile practice.”

James 3:16

Part 2: The price

01-09-2024 10:33AM 

He walked down the stairs slowly, 
taking his time to listen to the 
sounds Olivia was making in the 
kitchen Iit sounded like she was 
making breakfast. He was still 
processing what had happened last 
night. He wasn’t going to bring it up 
right away, he was curious what she 
would say about it. 
He walked down in little steps 
and as he reached the last step he 
heard her calling from the kitchen.

“Hey sleepyhead!” 
She yelled in a voice rather soothing.
“Look who decided to wake up” she 
added, before turning on the juicer. 
Last night must have done her 
good, the fact that she could be 
this fresh, this warm, that she 
sounded like she had had an 
amazing night of sleep. 
“Hey” he said back. 
He had turned the corner from the 
stairs into the hallway and into the 
kitchen on the right side of the house. 
The kitchen had an amazing view of 
a playground down on the street. The 
sun was shining high in the east side 
of the sky, resulting in some sun rays 
hitting the set table and perfectly 
encapsulating the freshly baked goods 
that were on it. 
“Did you sleep well?” 
He asked her, feeling suspicious of the 
breakfast laid out in front of him. 
“I could ask you the same, you little 
nightcrawler!” She replied playfully. 
He wondered if the breakfast was 
a trick to distract him from any 
suspicion he might’ve had last 
night. She had no idea. 
“I figured I’d go out for a bit” He 
replied, “Didn’t feel like spending 
the evening by myself.” 



She looked at him a little confused, 
“Well I was surprised you were 
gone when I came back, I thought 
we could at least cuddle a bit.” 
He thought about what he said, 
puzzling how she could’ve know 
that he wasn’t home, if she hadn’t 
been home either. 
“yeah, well..” He struggled from 
his lips. “I was going to bring you 
breakfast in bed” she said, 
“but now that you’re here you could 
put a record on!” 
They loved listening to music in 
the morning. She started taking the 
prepared breakfast off of the tray 
she had put it on and poured the 
juice in two glasses. She had picked 
two of their most beautiful glasses. 
He put a record on and proceeded to 
take a chair at the table. The carpet 
felt nice under his bare feet. If the 
nice breakfast was a distraction it 
worked perfectly, for a moment he 
could forget his own night. He had a 
hard time looking at Olivia, his body 
refusing to answer her kiss. 
“How was your night?” He asked. 
She sat down at the table and 
casually drank a swig of her 
coffee. “Fun!” She answered 
enthusiastically. 
“We went to this bar, we had a 
couple of drinks. I spent most of 
the night talking to Molly, did 
you know they’re expecting a 
second baby?” 
He had in fact not known this but 
in the moment he could not have 
cared less about it. 
“And after the bar?” 
His lips were clenched together, 
trying to keep his face as straight 
as possible, she couldn’t know that 
he knew. 
“After the bar?” She asked. 
“I think we stayed there until 
around twelve, I was definitely 
home before twelve thirty.” 

The answer didn’t surprise him one 
bit. He had always imagined her to 
be a good lair. 
How foolish he had been expecting 
her to be home on time for a movie. 
She always said things like that, 
she would never want come home 
to be with him.
“Of course.” He said. 
He decided to let her get away with 
it. The breakfast was nice and he 
didn’t feel like lying about his own 
night. She wouldn’t ask about it 
anyway. 
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They had been silently sitting 
in their living room after their 
breakfast. She had acted abnormally 
normal all morning which frustrated 
him. How could she be so calm? 
She was just sitting there reading 
a book, seemingly no thought out 
of the ordinary to be found in her 
head. He had joined her in the living 
room and had picked up a book too, 
as if he would ever be able to focus 
on reading. Most of the time sitting 
there he had thought about her, 
looked at her, as if trying to read 
her mind. She had told her story and 
to his great surprise had almost 
believed it. 
Was it because he loved her that 
he wanted her to get away with it? 
Was it because he himself had done 
even more terrible things that his 
mind was drowning out all the facts 
of the previous night? The growing 
fear of him having mistaken 
what he had seen yesterday was 
weighing on his mind. Together 
with the nasty anxiety that his own 
actions of yesterday had brought 
along, these thoughts turned him 
into a uncomfortably restless body. 
His foot couldn’t stop tapping 
the floor and while one hand was 
holding the book he was pretending 
to read, he had been biting the nails 
of his other hand all morning. How 
many women could have a dress 
that exact colour of hers, short 
brown hair the same as hers and a 
perfect set of red lingerie to go with 
it. It was almost impossible. He had 
an idea, He had to make sure. 

“Anything you need from the store?” 
He said while getting up from his 
chair and smashing down his book 
on the salon table. She looked at 

him with confused eyes, curious 
about the sudden burst of energy 
that had gotten to him. “I think I’m 
alright, -thanks.” She said, following 
him with her eyes as he rapidly 
moved around the room. He had not 
felt like actually going by a store to 
pick up whatever she had needed, 
so her answer had been perfect. 
“I’ll be right back then.” 
He put on his jacket, grabbed his 
keys and walked out the door. He 
knew where he could get some 
answers.
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As he walked around the corner of 
the street he recognised the place 
he was looking for. 
The big neon sign with the letters 
spelling out ‘Bar Folamour’ from top 
to bottom was very hard to miss, 
even during the day. It seemed like 
all the buildings in this city were 
getting neon signs again. He knew 
Olivia must’ve suggested to go to 
this place, they had been there 
together lots of times since they 
moved into the neighbourhood. It 
was not too far from their house 
and they had amazing cocktails, 
which was especially nice since 
they both loved martini’s. 
The atmosphere was cozy if you 
wanted it to be, alternative enough 
to not feel like an outsider but 
mainstream enough to be busy on 
weekdays. It was the perfect place, 
malleable into every occasion.
He slowly approached the place he 
knew so well. There was a weird 
feeling rising up in the bottom of 
his chest. A mix of guilt, anger and 
nerves mixing up into his rising 
adrenaline with every step he got 
closer to the bar. He wasn’t sure 
what he was going to say but he 
was sure enough of wanting to 
leave with answers. He was now 
standing in front of the door. The 
buildings around him dooming 
over him, almost giving him a bad 
case of vertigo. He pushed through 
the thick black swinging door, into 
the bar.  The bar was pretty much 
empty, as any bar would be in this 
part of town at 1 in the afternoon. 
A couple of regulars looked at him 
curiously, but he couldn’t hold their 
attention for long before the call 
of their drinks dragged their heads 
back down. The bar was exactly how 
he remembered it. 

It was a long and narrow hallway 
with a long bar on the left side filled 
with bar stools. Behind the bar there 
was a wall of liquors long forgotten 
and pictures of famous people that 
had once visited, most even longer 
forgotten. On the right side of the 
space there were a couple of tables 
with chairs, followed by a good 
amount of half-moon booths. He knew 
they would have been sitting there 
as she had always loved the booths. 
That is if she had even been at this 
place yesterday. He looked over at the 
bartender and slowly approached him. 

“Good afternoon.” He started off. 
“Welcome-“ 
The bartender started, “what can I 
get ya?” 
He pretended to think about it 
for a second after waving the 
question away. 
“I am looking for somebody who 
might’ve been here yesterday-“ he 
proceeded, “it’s my sister, she’s.. 
She’s supposed to be in rehab, but 
we got a call this morning that she 
ran away sometime yesterday.” 
He had thought about telling him 
the truth but some inexplicable 
feeling deep in his chest prevented 
him from doing so. He wasn’t a 
sad jealous person fact checking 
his girlfriend, he was doing a good 
thing. He needed people to know he 
was a good person. 
“I’ve been to a couple of places 
around here, but no luck..” 
The bartender looked at him 
annoyed. 
“You’re lucky that I happened to be 
working yesterday night too, chief” 
He felt like the bartender didn’t 
believe his story but didn’t care 
about what the truth would be 
either. He had proposed it in a way 
where he didn’t feel like he was 
ratting out his guests and thats all 



that he really cared about. 
“Her friends told me she might’ve 
been around here, I know she likes 
this place. Any chance you could tell 
me if she has been here?” 
The bartender turned around to 
grab a fresh tea towel to proceed 
his polishing of the glasses. 
And just as slowly and uncaringly as 
he was doing that, he replied; 
“Sure cap’n… -got anything to 
recognise her by?” 
Perfect. He thought. 
“Yeah, she might’ve been wearing a 
long green dress, short brown hear, 
thin brown jacket?” 
The bartender stared dreamily into 
the deep end of the bar. 
“Pretty woman too.” He added. 
“Yeah-“ the bartender replied. “I 
think I seen her here yesterday- 
couple of friends. Birthday party?”
 
Jackpot. 
“yeah!” He said. “Thats her!” 
He tried to be as enthusiastic as 
he could, bearing himself for the 
next and most important question: 
“You perhaps remember when she 
left here?” He said, trying to care 
as much as possible. The bartender 
replied quick: “Closing time. Kicked 
her and her friends out at 12.” 
His heart sank down in his chest.
 
“Thanks-“ he rushed out of his 
mouth as he turned around and 
started heading for the door again. 
12? That couldn’t be possible, he 
saw her at the hotel at 12? His 
thoughts were racing trying to 
piece the story together. 
Was it true what she had said? Had 
he been mistaken? 
He looked behind him as he stood 
in the door of the bar. The bartender 
looked at one of the guests sitting 
at the bar and laughed. As he stood 
there in the door he caught the 

bartenders eye, who looked at him 
with pity and proceeded to laugh 
loudly as he turned around to grab 
another warm glass to polish. 

He was in on it. 
He must be, he told the story almost 
too perfect, as if they knew that he 
would be coming here. This had all 
been one elaborate story to lead 
him around town, to fuck with his 
head, to make sure that he would 
never figure out the truth. But he 
had figured it out a long time ago, 
he had confirmed it yesterday at 
the hotel, they could never fool 
him. She had probably screwed 
the bartender too, that skank. She 
knows him, she comes here a lot 
with her friends, they probably had 
some wild nights together. He was 
laughing in his face, thinking that 
he was a laughing matter, that they 
could play with him. He stormed out 
the door and back in the direction 
of their house. He knew that what 
he had seen yesterday must have 
been the truth. 
He wasn’t crazy and his eyes would 
never fool him. He knew he was 
right. Now he would just have to 
prove it. 
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As he opened the front door to their 
apartment he heard Olivia walking 
down the stairs. 
Hearing her heels clack on the hard 
wood of the stairs made his blood 
boil. His walk back home had been 
filled with plotting and scheming 
how to get back at her, yet walking 
through their door and standing eye 
to eye with her pushed all the air 
out of his lungs again. All his angry 
words dissolving into a confused 
and sad wave of emotions. 

“Hey-” 
she started. Sounding well annoyed. 
She was wearing her good pair of 
jeans with a cute oversized sweater, 
looking ready to leave again.
“You took your time at the store.”
He suddenly felt very aware of the 
fact that he had come in without 
anything to show that he actually 
went to the store, and stupidly 
stared at his hands. 
“I.. Yea.. The store was..” 
He tried to roll the words over 
the giant heap of madness in his 
mouth. He took a deep breath. 
”I went by foot and the store 
was closed” 
He realised how dumb he must 
look and looked away, into the 
hallway behind her. 
“Well,” she said “I’m going to 
have a walk and a coffee with 
some girlfriends, I’ll be back 
before dinner.” 
He didn’t know what to say. His 
mind imagined the worst possible 
things he could think and before 
he could get any words out of his 
overflowing mind she had already 
pushed past him and was now in 
the door opening stepping outside. 

“All-right.. I guess I’ll see you then-

..” 

He wasn’t sure she had heard him 
as she didn’t look around or say 
anything back. She walked away at 
an angry pace. He figured that his 
behaviour this morning had thrown 
her off. 
As if that had not been all her fault. 
Coffee with girlfriends. Yeah right. 
She was probably going back to 
folamour, to that bartender, to their 
little fantasy world where he didn’t 
exist. He had trouble walking up the 
stairs. As he got halfway he got a 
better idea and walked back down 
to their front door. If he wanted 
to prove himself right he had to 
catch her red handed. “Coffee with 
girlfriends.” He was going to know 
exactly what she was going to do. If 
he was able to catch her last night 
by accident, today he was going to 
know precisely what he was dealing 
with. He got a sudden burst of 
energy and peeked out the door, to 
the right, to the left. There she was, 
turning the corner on the left side 
of their block. He closed the door 
behind himself and started walking 
to that exact same corner. 
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He had followed her for a few blocks 
through their neighbourhood when 
he had gotten nervous. The endless 
thoughts and possibilities of what 
he might run into racing through 
his head like a circular formula one 
track with way too many racing cars, 
driving past at incredible speeds. 
He had slowed his pace and had 
stayed too far behind. As he was 
turning the last corner he had seen 
her turn he arrived at a square. It 
was a square he knew quite well, 
they would usually walk around this 
area when they felt like taking a 
late night walk. It were some of his 
favourite memories, those nights 
with Olivia. 
He looked around, but there was 
no Olivia anywhere to see now. 
He figured she must’ve walked 
into one of the many streets 
rooting at the square, but he had 
been too distracted to see where 
she had gone. 
Maybe she had noticed he was 
following her and had picked up 
her pace as she walked the corner. 
The unbelievable witch. She would 
not even try to soothe him and 
pretend to go somewhere he 
would have liked to see her go. 
Of course she would run, run to 
the secret life she had been living 
that was all amounts better than 
being with him. 

How could anyone want to be 
with him. He felt betrayed. He sat 
down on one of the benches on 
the border of the square and felt 
tremendously sorry for himself, 
trying to think of a way to solve his 
problems, or how to confront her. 
As he put his hands in his pockets 
he felt something; a cigarette, he 
wondered how it had gotten there 

and imagined he probably stuck it 
in there yesterday night. 
As he took it out of his pocket he 
saw it was ripped in the middle. 
He broke it off where it was ripped 
and felt in his inside pocket for a 
lighter. He lit the second half of the 
cigarette and looked around the 
square. There were a couple of little 
stores, a building that seemed to 
be some sort of school, and a small 
coffee shop. 
As he took a drag of his cigarette 
the sound of the burning tobacco 
made a sound unfamiliar to his 
experience with cigarettes. He 
looked at the cigarette weird and 
strained his ears as he took another 
drag. While he did he heard a loud 
whisper in his right ear and jumped 
at the sudden sound; adrenaline 
filling his body. All his senses 
tingled as he dropped the cigarette 
on the floor. As he jerked his head 
to the right to see what had so 
suddenly had the noise in his ear, 
he saw her. 
Olivia was on the other side of the 
square, walking out of the little 
coffee shop, seemingly continuing 
her journey with a coffee in hand. 
It didn’t look like she had noticed 
him and he dove behind the nearest 
bush to keep it that way. Forgetting 
about his cigarette on the floor 
he grabbed back control of his 
focus, and proceeded to quickly 
yet cautiously follow Olivia onto 
whatever wicked path she had set 
herself on. 
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He had been following her for about 
half a dozen streets before he could 
clearly see where she was going. It 
was almost too obvious for him to 
not realise it before, but once they 
had turned onto 33rd he had hated 
himself for not seeing it earlier. 
He could see the big sign in the 
distance, the smell of smoke, the 
reek of insanity, and the memories 
of last nights fever dream. 
She was on her way to the hotel. 
Hotel Hulm. 
He followed her at a safe distance 
even though her mind seemed to 
be somewhere else completely. She 
walked with a certain dedication 
in her steps, almost hypnotised 
by the far away sight of the 
dazzling hotel. They were close 
now. The hotel didn’t have the 
same magically cheap romanticism 
about it as yesterday evening, but 
even now it was hard not to feel 
a strong magnetic attraction to 
the place. The way the red curtains 
maintained their anonymity even 
during daytime hours, how the 
stonework tells the story of a 
building built a long ago and how 
the stairs to the entrance of the 
hotel make you ask yourself how 
sure you are of wanting to enter 
the building. 

She had already started her ascend 
on those stairs, tactically avoiding 
the bums sitting, smoking and 
wailing on them. He was a little 
less than 10 meters behind her now, 
and as she entered the first of the 
double doors to the hotel, he had 
reached the bottom of the stairs. 
The building felt even bigger than 
it did yesterday night. He couldn’t 
comprehend his mixed emotions 
and stood in front of the building 

like a little kid looking at something 
his tiny brain would need years to 
understand. Walking up the stairs 
was a challenge. With every step 
the weight of the situation grew to 
drag his feet to the floor. 
He was exhausted when he reached 
the top. The people around the 
hotel were all looking at him in 
great anticipation. He couldn’t be 
bothered to notice, he still had to 
enter the hotel. He pushed through 
the door and was greeted by the 
second set of doors being opened 
for him. 

“Welcome back to the Hulm, 
mister.”

The doorman said, with an 
unnaturally big smile reaching 
from ear to ear. He walked through 
the second set of doors being held 
open and was once again engulfed 
in a dark, foggy, eery atmosphere. 
It was as if no time had passed 
between the times he had been 
here. 
The dizzying patterns that had 
grown to cover the hotel floor to 
ceiling made him nauseous beyond 
the nausea he was already feeling. 
The bar to the left of him was 
once again or still full with the 
same dissatisfied, unhappy, almost 
animalistic looking mildly amused 
people who could’ve been the same 
ones sitting there since he had 
left. The tables were covered in 
filthy food, drinks that looked more 
like bodily fluids and a smell of 
rotting flesh. He didn’t notice any 
of it, his mind was full, occupied. 
There was no room for these 
supernaturalities.
He looked at the bar to reminisce 
last night, and to his great 
surprise he saw Amanda sitting 
at the exact same spot they had 



been sitting yesterday evening. 
He wiggled his head around a 
bit trying to catch her eyes and 
lifted his arm starting to wave 
at her, but quickly he realised 
she was looking straight through 
him with sickish yellow glowing 
eyes. Was he seeing somebody 
else? Was she? Did she suddenly 
not recognise him anymore? After 
that night they had together? 
Maybe she had been shaken up 
to an extent where she couldn’t 
comprehend the image of seeing 
him again the morning after. 
He decided not to spend too 
much thought on the concept of 
her and turned around, facing the 
hallway again. 
He slowly stepped back into the 
long narrowing hall bordering 
the bar and from the hall into 
the reception area. The elevators 
dinging at an unnatural pace yet 
not seeming to go anywhere. The 
stairs leading upwards into the 
darkness, and a herd of people 
walking around aimlessly heading 
for one of the many rooms the 
hotel has to offer, looking for that 
last little bit of euphoria left in 
their flattened demonised brains. 
Their horns growing bigger every 
morning they wake up in this 
place, their tails getting longer 
every night their souls are fed 
upon by this wicked hotel. He saw 
a familiar face hurdle through the 
mass of people. He quickly stepped 
behind one of the bigger plants 
occupying the space and inspected 
the recognised character from afar. 

He had some trouble figuring out 
who it was but quickly realised that 
it was the bartender he had spoken 
to earlier today, when asking 
around for Olivia at Folamour. He 
had almost forgotten about him, yet 

seeing him here proved everything 
he had been suspecting. 

He was in on it. 

He wasn’t surprised to see him. He 
followed him on his track up the 
stairs. 
Those same stairs he had tumbled 
down off of on his way home were 
now embodying his stairway to 
heaven. If he could catch them 
tonight and show them he had 
known, that he had figured it all 
out, he would have been sanctified. 
He could cease to live and go to 
the place beyond the golden gate. 
He could be eye to eye with God 
and laugh at him. Speak his tongue. 
He reached the top of the stairs 
and the hallway he now stood in 
sounded of laughter and smelled of 
sex. Most of the doors were open 
and every next room was louder 
and smellier than the previous one. 
The man he was following walked 
further into the darkness of the long 
hallway and he thread behind him 
carelessly. He tripped over his own 
feet and embraced the intoxicating 
ambience engulfing him. 

The bartender opened a door on the 
right hand side of the hallway and 
a bright red light shone out of him, 
encompassing him in a red glow, as 
cheering could be heard from inside 
the room. The bartender suddenly 
turned his head and looked him 
right in the eyes. He felt a rush of 
adrenaline come over him, a feeling 
he wasn’t opposed to. He tried to 
figure out what his eyes said but the 
only thing he could see was lust. 
An invitation to lust. The man turned 
his head back and stepped into the 
red lit room, taking off his clothing 
as he walked in. He disappeared 
from view and left the door open. 



On the inside of the door was a 
reaching hand. He couldn’t quite see 
if it was a painting or a photograph, 
or a real hand. 
It was calling him. 

The room was calling him. 
The people in the room were calling 
him. They were chanting his name 
as he came closer and closer. He 
was now standing in front of the 
door, looking inside the room. He 
could make out shapes, bodies 
and faces. All the bodies were 
intertwined, seemingly becoming 
part of each other. Genitals had 
become interlaced in sexual acts 
and tongues were moving over own 
and others bodies. Olivia lay there 
in the middle of it all, surrounded 
by the bartender, her coworker, 
all her friends and even him. He 
could clearly see the two horns 
coming out of her forehead, the 
beautiful way they curled and the 
ribbed texture of the bones. Her 
bloodshot eyes and her giant smile 
too big for her pretty head. There 
were body parts that shouldn’t be 
there, assimilated arms and legs, 
tails and wings. He was there too, 
in the middle of it all. Before he 
had gotten the chance to blink his 
clothing was on the floor and his 
hands were stroking the people in 
the room, their hairs, their backs 
and the rest of their bodies. He 
could feel the furs and the feathers 
of the insanity of it all. 

They had become part of one and 
the same being. Their togetherness 
shaping a new creature consisting 
of feelings of unity and lust, all 
jealousy and unjust dissolving in 
their sudden oneness of soul and 
mind. Everything fades to black. 

He was not thinking his thoughts 
anymore. He was thinking theirs. 

“Ours.”
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As Olivia rounded the corner she 
looked at her phone. This is where 
she had to be. 
She had been worried sick about 
him as he hadn’t come home and 
had decided to check where he was. 
She hated checking his location on 
her phone but she had been so 
worried. He wasn’t picking up his 
phone. 
His location showed that he was 
on a vacated block down on 33rd. 
She had walked down the road 
hurrying, wondering if he had been 
at a friends house, or had passed 
out somewhere after drinking. She 
had reached the block that her 
phone told her he was on. It was a 
big empty parking lot that smelled 
like piss, looking very unappealing 
in the dark of the evening. She was 
confused and checked her phone 
again. The middle of the parking lot. 
She climbed over the small fence 
and into the lot. She saw a dark 
bundle of mass laying there, hard 
to make out in the shadows. The 
shape was making soft moaning 
sounds. She debated approaching 
it thinking, hoping that could not 
possibly be him, but out of sheer 
loss of other options the carefully 
approached it. She saw that it was 
naked. A growing fear occupied 
her chest. She could almost make 
out the face. She almost fell over 
when she did. Even though she was 
looking at a blood covered nose 
and lips, white eyes rolling into 
the back of the head, a naked body 
shivering and spasming all over the 
concrete parking lot floor, there was 
no doubt in her head. 

It was him. 






