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Aden and Eva



Gray-green clouds were building in the moist air.  It was dark despite the early hour of the day.  Aden and Eva sat uncomfortably in the taxicab with one another on their way to a romantic dinner in New York City.  Aden was a handsome man with slicked dark hair, deep brown eyes, and a gentle smile.  He always dressed in suit and tie, no matter what the occasion.  Eva fancied herself a superstar.  She was the most beautiful girl in all of New England.  She was giddy with anticipation of eating out with this gorgeous gentleman who she had met not too long ago.  She was shopping downtown one day and they accidentally bumped into each other.  Her bags of newfound treasures went flying everywhere and landed on the wet sidewalk.  He felt so bad about it that he offered to pay for it all.  Eva knew she wanted him and his money too.  
The driver pulled over to let the two out of the taxicab.  Like a perfect gentleman, Aden stepped out of the car and opened Eva’s door for her and held out his hand to help her out.  They walked to the restaurant doors, which he promptly opened and let her in, and the hostess inside seated them right away.  The restaurant had a warm feeling with the candlelight and murmur of chatter from neighboring tables.  The couple sat down at the table and instantly, a waiter materialized with a bottle of wine.  Eva and Aden clinked glasses, took a few sips of the wine and then ordered dinner.
“So what do you do for a living?” Eva inquired.

“I invest in real estate, but most of my wealth is inherited,” Aden replied with a small grin.  Most of their conversation that night was bragging about money because Aden knew he had to have this girl and he wanted to lure her in with talk of expensive things.  Eva was falling every last word that was thrown at her.  As soon as the meal was finished, Aden paid the bill and they left to stroll down the sidewalk for a bit.  Some more small talk took place but Eva already knew this was the man she wanted to marry.  After one date, she was certain she knew what wanted.  As he talked to her, she thought about being the rich wife to a handsome wealthy husband.  She thought about the jewelry, the clothing, the mansion, and the servants she would be able to afford with this man.  Before she knew it, it was past midnight and she began to feel faint.  Aden offered to let her come home with him.  She wanted to see his house so she agreed to it, no matter how unladylike that may be.  Aden waved a taxicab over to take them back to his mansion.  It was almost half an hour’s drive from the city.  As soon as they got into the taxi, it began to pour rain.  Before she knew it, Eva was falling asleep in the taxicab on Aden’s shoulder.  She knew she was falling in deep love with him.  When the taxi arrived at his house, Eva gasped.  The mansion was more giant and grand than she could imagine.
“Do you live here alone, Aden?”

“Yes, it gets very lonely sometimes but I make it work.  Maybe now, I won’t have to be so lonely.”  Aden escorted Eva out of the car and they both ran into the house to try to keep from getting wet.  Inside the house, statues, paintings and expensive rugs covered what looked like to be a gold floor, and a marble staircase which Aden promptly led Eva up.
“Would you like to stay with me tonight or should I make up another bed for you to stay in?”

“I think I’ll be just fine with you.  I wouldn’t want to trouble you too much, thanks.”  So Eva kicked off her heels and climbed into the huge plush bed in her dress and fell asleep right away.

Once Aden knew she was dead asleep, he picked her up and carried her down the marble staircase.  He laid her down for only a moment to catch his breath at the end.  Then he picked her up again, and headed to a small door within the mansion.  He kicked it open with his foot and began walking down the narrow staircase to the dingy cellar.  Once he got to the bottom, he laid her down on the ground so he could light some candles.  Eva began to stir and as soon as Aden realized this, he took a plank of wood from around the corner and swung at her head, knocking her unconscious and then continued lighting the room until he could see clearly.  He picked her up and laid her on an already blood stained table.  “What a shame,” he thought to himself, “She didn’t even doubt me a bit.”  Then he took a saw out and cut off her left hand.  He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small box.  He opened the box, took out a diamond engagement ring and placed it on the ring finger of the severed hand.  He took the hand and a candle to a nearby room and placed it on a shelf with sixteen other hands similar to that.
Then he walked back into the room with Eva, stabbed her in the chest, and began blowing out the candles.  He blew the last one out but before he could walk up the stairs, he heard the voice of a woman.  “You stole my hand and my heart, Aden.  Now you can join me,” she said.  Before Aden had time to respond, the stair he was standing on began to crumble and he fell backwards, hitting his head and cracking his back.  He tried and tried to get up but his body would not allow it.  Gray-green smoke appeared on the ceiling and the silhouette of Eva came down from it, choking him with her left hand.  “You will die with me now,” she told him.  And he obeyed her and let himself be killed.
