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“Never mind I’ll find, someone like you,” Adele blasted through the club. 
Terrance couldn’t stand it. Some geeky guy—thick-rim glasses, with the amount 
of muscle you would find on a poodle, had spent the evening blasting break-up 
song after break-up song. He had done “Love Takes Time,” by Mariah Carey 
and “It’s My Party (and I’ll Cry if I Want  To),” by Leslie Gore, but he finally hit 
an all time low with Adele. 

“Get off the stage,” Terrance jeered as loud as he could, but that only 
encouraged the man. Adele’s next sorrowful lyrics were screamed into the 
microphone.

“Don’t Forget Me, I Beg, I’ll Remember You Said, ‘Sometimes It Lasts In 
Love But Sometimes It Hurts Instead.’”

Terrance just scowled. This shithead was ruining his night. See, he had it all 
planned out: 1) Terrance and his buddy Mike were going to do Karaoke. 2) 
They were going to rock. 3) They were going to drink. 4) The women would be 
so impressed, they’d beg to go home with him. 5). He’d have lots of hot, drunk 
sex. It was really a simple plan. But do you know how hard it is to make a move 
when some sloppy idiot is crying over the loudspeaker? Pretty damn hard. 

Terrance slugged back the rest of his beer and slammed the empty glass down 
on the bar. “Bathroom,” he grunted to Mike as the geek launched into the final 
chorus of Adele. 

Terrance made it to the urinal with only minor difficulty. Maybe it was still a 
little early in the night to be stumbling, but tonight had definitely taken a turn 
for the worse. He heard applause from outside just as he unzipped his fly. 
“Here’s why I think of that,” Terrance murmured as he let fly. 

The door swung open but he barely heard it, he was too caught up in his wiz. 
He hadn’t realized that he was under that much pressure. “Waaay too much 
beer.”

“Mmm,” the man behind him agreed.
Terrance whirled around, there was the geeky kid making his way to the 

nearest stall. Unlucky for him, Terrance was in mid stream. 
The boy shrieked and ran into the stall. Before the door slammed, Terrance 
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caught sight of the tears rushing down the boy's face.
That cheered him up. He grinned to himself and turned back to the urinal. 

He finished his job to the lovely music of nearby sobs.
“Liked your singing,” He croaked when he was done. “Real…emotional.”
He heard a sniffle from the stall. “Y-yeah?” Stammered the boy.
“Oh yeah, sounded just like Adele herself.” Terrence didn’t know why he was 

saying it. He couldn’t help himself, this was such an easy game to play. He 
inched nearer to the stall. “Say, are you a professional? You sounded like one.”

“Um, no,” the sobs had quieted. Terrence could tell the man was enjoying the 
praise.

“Well, then those must have been raw emotions. You doin’ alright?” Terrence 
used his kindest, most caring voice. He was standing at the stall door. “You need 
to talk?” He knocked lightly.

The was a sound of a latch being drawn and the door swung slowly inward. 
There was the boy’s pouty little face. His eyes were red and puffy, his glasses 
had been removed. It was all Terrence could do to keep from sneering. 

“Really?” The man stuttered.
“Tell me all about it,” Terrence said taking a step inside and drawing the door 

shut.
“We-ll my boyfriend just dumped me. Yesterday, he’s such a prick!” The kid 

burst into tears again and sank to the bowl.
“Boyfriend?” Terrence drew the lock shut. “That settles it.” His voice was his 

again, no more feigned niceness. He let the disgust roll out.
“I knew you were a fag.”
The brat blinked up from the toilet. “Wha-?”
“Shut it,” there was so much force in his voice, the kid fell quiet. “I knew you 

was a faggot from the moment I laid eyes on you. Whimpering little fucker.”
The boy tried to stand.
“Sit,” bellowed Terrence and he used his fist for emphasis.
The kid was knocked back to the porcelain throne.
“Fags like you don’t belong here. Unnatural.” The last word was followed by 
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another blow.
There was blood. Terrence could smell it, could see it. The boy’s face was 

covered, there was blood on his shirt, on his pants, on the seat. There was blood 
everywhere.

Terrence inhaled. “Stupid little bumfucker.” And Terrence kicked him this 
time. Right between the legs.

The boy squeaked and dropped to his knees.
“I thought you liked being touched there,” Terrence drawled in a half laugh. 

“Don’t tell me you were faking it.” And he hit the boy again. This time he saw a 
tooth go flying.

He wasn’t thinking anymore. There was just him and the boy. Just him and 
the smell of blood. He lashed out again. This time the kid slumped over, 
breathing heavy, not moving. 

“Weak,” Terrence said followed up by a kick.
The boy lurched.
“Pansy.” Another kick.
Fucking Faggot.” A third kick.
The boy was no longer moving. There were no groans. There was no sound 

except from the distant karaoke.
“Asshole,” Terrance finished and, with a final kick for luck, he opened the 

stall and let himself out. He made his way over to the bar and when he regained 
his seat, Mike glanced at him, “Took you long enough.”

Terrence just grunted.
“‘Nother beer?”
He grunted again and grinned.
Mike nodded and motioned to the barkeep. “You look like you’re in a good 

mood.”
Terrence shrugged, still grinning. “Like the changed in music.”
Mike grunted in agreement.
The last acted ended and the MC called out, “Terrence Kakos.” 
Terrence grinned some more.
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“Is there a Terrence Kakos in the house.”
He took a long pull at the fresh beer and rose from his seat. There was a 

scream from the ladies in the back. Terrence flashed his winning smile—the 
night was looking up. He took to the stage and started in on “Sexy and I Know 
It.”`


