
Necropolis

A man stands at the edge of the sidewalk, draws on the last of his cigarette and flicks the remains 
into a puddle of  fuel-stained slush. Water runs under his feet and clings to his trousers; though he 
don't feel nothing through his boots. The snow-fall around him is common enough.

And tonight's gonna be different.

He runs a hand through his hair and lets the flurry slick it back. Feels a cool chill spreads through 
his scalp and shoots down his spine. It lingers in his nerves along with anticipation. 

He sets off and feels the air sinking teeth into skin. City's built on an old grid system and he's bound 
to find his way, so long he keeps moving. His eyes trail over the corrugated shops and the posters 
that flutter like paper butterflies. Shops are closed, hour's close to midnight, but he prefers it this 
way: the flyers add a lick of color to the palette.  

He also finds the snow a strange comfort. Gives the place a sense of mystery he can never quite 
understand. Sounds become muffled and though it falls softly, it's like a force stopped the heart and 
motion of the city. No moving cars, no one drives by and there's not a note of flashy music to be 
heard 

Not a heartbeat to be felt.

There's a bar up ahead. It's lit up like Christmas, though the sign's half off its hinges and leans like a 
drunk under the weight of snow. Steve's – it proclaims in electric red neon, as if an animal's been 
marking its soil, but it helps light the street. Lampposts have been broke for weeks.

Wisps of steam rattle out the funnel and fades into darkness. An invitation of warmth draws him 
inside.  He squints as he enters, can't see a damn thing. Electricity went out some time ago when the 
snow fell bad and now they're using gaslight, but it don't work for shit. When he can see, he makes 
out the bar and pool table – its still missing the cues, but he don't mind, the company ain't exactly 
what you'd call a social bunch. They entertain their drinks, none are much for talk and that don't 
matter to him. He's got eyes for one in particular and she wheels about the bar.

“Can I get you a drink?” 

“Course yer can.”

Her expression flickers and he takes as a smile. She reaches out for his coat and he lets her pull it 
off him, bearing his own teeth. 

“Make yourself comfortable.”

He does and finds an old couch by the window so he can look out at the city. There ain't much to 
see, just a wall of concrete broken by dumpsters. Most of the buildings are abandoned this side of 
town and he ain't never seen the other side.  The windows are smashed on some, the brick below 
stained like they've spewed something up and on others, they ain't even got walls. They're all just 
husks now, beams sticking out in the air like the white ribs of a whale.
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“Your usual,” the girl returns. 

It's a glass of Bourbon. Neat.

“You been on your feet all day?” He asks and takes a sip. Feels it warm his insides and calm his 
nerves. Somehow, she always does this to him. 

“I never stop. I complete fifteen separate tasks.”

“You should think about doing something more with your life, while you're young at least.”

“I am sorry, sir, is my service unsatisfactory?”

“Nah, but-”

“If you would like to form a complaint, I will summon the manager.”

“Look I just meant...” 

He reaches out and takes her arm. It's as cold as the lampposts outside. “I just meant, maybe we 
could go out some time, grab a bite or something?”

“I'm sorry, sir. I do not understand.”

He takes a breath; no risk, no gain he figures. “I thought it might be nice to spend some 
time...together...outside the bar.” 

“I work for Steve's Bar, I am not licensed to work for another.”

“Oh, girl, he won't mind.”

She tries to wipe down a nearby table, but he still has her wrist. A pretty thing, if you like her type; 
slender, yet curvy, built for perfection. He drinks in her body. 

“Sir, I must attend to other patrons. If you would like a drink, please wait by the bar.”

“Just give me an answer,” he grabs her other wrist.

“I am sorry, you must repeat the question.”

“God damn it. Look, will you let me take you out for the night?” 

He starts to raise his voice and his drink lies forgotten. None of the patrons seem to hear. They don't 
even turn their gaze.

“Sir, you level of noise is not hospitable for the bar.”

“Then just answer me.”

Enough is enough. She turns to address another. He takes her shoulders and shakes her hard. He 
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yells right into her, though her face don't ever change. It's blank, as cold as the snow outside.

“Am I not good enough for you? Is that it!”

There isn't even music to distract him from the scene. A shame – the player used to work. He looks 
around the room and the patrons grin at him, their teeth almost as white as their bones.

“Sir-”

“Please!” 

He gives a final shake and her head snaps off at the socket. There ain't nothing but cables where it 
sat on her shoulders and in the following silence, it rolls across the floor. Her little synthetic mouth 
stays open forever, on the last words she was ever going to utter.

It's ice, pierces his heart. He's horrified and drops her limp body to the floor. The grey husk of her 
corpses judders once or twice: the last electric sparks. 

Sickness takes him and he wants out. He can't stand to look at the patrons; they know what he's 
done, they seen it. He don't finish his drink or take his coat still hanging behind the bar. No...he runs 
out of that place, his feet staining the virgin snow. He don't even take the time to notice that his are 
the only footprints in the street, in the district, in the entire city even. 

And high above, in the vacuum of space, the fallout rests over the city of the dead.
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