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P-Que, a small farming village in the valley. 
Mother’s woke to find themselves surrounded. 
Painted ladies calling to their husbands. They 
needed a champion to save their village. So all 
the children of the village were gathered. But 
how could they fight?  They had no weapons. 
They had no skills. 

“How will we win?” the women asked.

“I’ll teach them to charm the enemy with their 
smiles. Bring them to their swift and sure down 
with the gentle touch of their hands.” Mrs. Quinn 
declared and so the fairest of the children were 
taken from their homes and offered to the village. 

“What will they have as bait?” the women asked.

“All that we will teach them,” Mrs. Quinn declared 
then clued them in so the teaching would begin: 
that they would be taught all the diversions, 
perversions, lures, and temptations known to 
the village women.

“We must do what we must to save ourselves.” 
Mrs. Quinn declared as she chose Fallan to 
undress then led her to the back room.

“Why me?” Fallon asked.

Mrs. Quinn was quick to answer, fast to assure 
her, “Because.”

And so Fallon and the others were stolen from 
their childhood and taught the subtle points. 
Taught the thought of a woman’s want. Learned 
their reasons for demand. Learned how they 
yearned for their lover’s attention. And through 
these teachings she was to be molded into an 
axe to grind. 

First, Mrs. Quinn taught Fallon on the classical 
positions: from missionary to doggy style then 
gave a class on bondage and dirty talk. She 
then offered Fallon lessons on pain—giving 
and receiving. Mrs. Quinn taught on dressing 
and girly walking. Mrs. Quinn’s magic gloves 
taught Fallon to choose. Cooking in Quinn’s 
kitchen helped Fallon to mix. Mrs. Quinn invites 
her friend to join Fallon so she can learn to 

measure and balance And finally, Mrs. Quinn 
chimed in with tips on the fine art of seduction: 
Teasing, stripping, sitting, winking, and all the 
subtle seductions she knew. She and Fallon 
learned as one.

And in the evenings, the men would take Fallon 
on long walks through the village. Show her 
which windows to peek, which to open, and 
which to pass. Which woman might be ready 
and how to recognize the moment of approach 
from reproach. And as Fallon passed through 
the village doors; hearts beat, arms wrapped 
and legs spread. All in a united effort to destroy 
the impostors.

A quick learner, Fallon soon gained in talents and 
confidence. Mrs. Quinn insisted she be tested, 
time and time again by the other ladies of the 
village. And she pleased them all and all were 
pleased that she could do what had been done 
to her. Then, on Fallon’s 18th birthday, Mrs. Quinn 
ordered that all the doors be locked. Fallon was 
left outside, like a stranger, and ignored like 
a leaper. They only needed a Piped Piper to 
solve their woes, but they didn’t need to love 
her forever.

Mrs. Quinn walked Fallon to the edge of town. 
“It’s time, Fallon. You are unarmed yet no one 
can defend themselves against you.” Mrs. Quinn 
pointed down the long road and waited until 
Fallon has gone.

Neighboring Village

Fallon recounts: The road I traveled was long 
and narrow. Up, down and around. Paved with 
bricks in some spots, packed dirt in others. 
Trees lined for some miles and fields for miles 
more. It wasn’t until evening when I spotted the 
first town out from my village and waited until 
morning to enter. 

The town was much bigger than my village. 
There were few trees among the tall buildings. 
Few houses along the avenues. It was early in 
the day yet there were people out and about and 

fallon & the evil Deeds of Mrs. Quinn
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that was all I could see. What I didn’t see, nor 
could I, was that the people of this town knew 
themselves. 

They knew everyone who walked on the 
sidewalks and when they would walk. They knew 
who was where. When and why. They knew 
who bought what and when they would buy it. 
So when I showed up, I was already known to 
everyone as the stranger. 

So while I felt well hidden among the crowd, I 
was the only one who couldn’t see where I was. 
My stealth was further concealed in that no one 
showed the slightest interest in me as I walked. 
Mrs. Quinn had done a fine job. My sword razor 
sharp, my shields unbending.

Yet with all that bravado, I was woefully unaware 
that while I began to pick and choose which of 
these women I might “conquer,” I was myself 
being maneuvered along every avenue, turned 
at every corner, toward their own home grown 
hero. Every step, every look or glance. Street-
by-street, strangers guided me with subtle verbal 
cues, subtle bumping and jostling, slight physical 
distractions. Even as I assured myself that this 
road might be better than that, I would turn, as if 
against my will, and walk down another, sniffing, 
reaching for an unHeard whisper that seemed 
to be calling me like the aroma of an apple pie. 

A nod there, a bell or bang or shout in the 
distance. All so subtle, yet just enough to attract, 
enhance, and lure me to their champion. Should I 
stand on a corner and appeared to be interested 
in the wrong direction, a bell might ring, turning 
my head and force my attention towards a 
woman walking off in their desired direction and 
off I’d go. Easy as that. And so I was brought into 
the center of town, standing kitty corner to the 
“Founding Father’s Hotel Sidewalk Sale.” And 
though I thought I had arrived incognito, I stood 
very much like a fox in a chicken coop which is 
exactly how they saw me.

The sidewalk sale spanned the entire block that 
ran along the Founding Father’s Hotel. Tables 

and umbrellas by the dozens. Banners, balloons, 
streamers and hand written bargains. There was 
hardly enough room for the shoppers and all who 
browsed the tables, gently bumped, caressed, 
begged their pardon and moved table-to-table 
within such a small space. I had found my nest 
of chickens. 

And as I entered, each woman waited to be 
chatted up, taken home, and given my best. 
Without hesitation I attacked. Approached with 
my charms and the power of youth. I smile 
friendly, inviting smiles and greet all who happen 
to look up in their hunt on the tables. Greeted all 
who slipped a lip with that inviting twitch I had 
learned to know as leaking lust. A nod “good 
day” to each them. I’d been trained so well for 
so long. “Tonight,” I thought, “I’ll play the role of 
lost wanderer needing of care. Wanting mother! 
Oh mother!” 

The women would lose themselves I would 
pick and choose who would be the first. Let 
her offer herself to me, condemn herself for her 
weakness, then take me to her home and loose 
herself to her fantasy. Feed me. Rub me. 

Fallon chooses her chicken

But first things first. I walked to the bargain tables 
and handled the wares. Gave looks of interest 
and intrigue and even enjoyed the occasional 
glance and recognition. Enjoyed being the only 
feline among these docile kittens. A smile from 
one, a quick glance from another.  I knew their 
signals well. I knew the look of “want” and wink 
of “take me”. I had been taught and taught well. 
I knew the language women spoke and had 
every confidence needed. I would decide whom 
to take and who to leave wanting for tomorrow. 
I could spot a woman out for more than a new 
slip or pie pan. A woman searching in hopes for 
renewed love and attention has a look like no 
other. A woman wanting strong arm to hold her 
stands as if she has no strength at all. A woman 
needing a reminder of what they might have 
been will cast a look of wonder over the smallest 
of things. A woman needing a ready ear to feed 
to her tiresome woe stands speechless when 
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addressed or spoken to and a woman needing 
someone to enjoy watching them undress and 
ready for a bath looks like any woman in the 
world.

As I walked among them, some blushed and 
turn away. Others looked in shock. I boldly hold 
their wears to the light, pulled them tight and 
blew into them, turned with a smile and a wink 
as I scanned the crowd of ladies to catch which 
of them stood mouth open, eyes in wonder, 
thoughts already back home in the bath. 

Silly red faces. Shy “come hithers.” I was 
orchestrating the morning until, “You’re chasing 
my customers,” a woman spoke from near 
the red brick wall of the hotel. She was in the 
shadows, under an umbrella, behind a table. I 
dropped what I was holding and turned around. 
I could hardly see her for the shadows. I stepped 
towards her and she came out from the umbrella. 
She was older than her voice, but she moved 
briskly. Strong.  She had a look of business and 
I knew if I could do business with her she would 
bring the entire village to me.

“My apologies” I said, “I didn’t mean to chase 
anyone.”

She stretched to hang a pretty blue dress over 
a wire that ran from a hook inside the building 
to the top of the umbrella. She was small and 
round. A beauty with green eyes and thick red 
curls down to her shoulders. 

“For sale?” I asked pointing with three fingers to 
the blue dress she had just hung.

The woman faced me straight on, slid her bangs 
off to the side and looked me over. “Everything’s 
for sale on my tables,” she said.

“But your dress is not on your table.”

“All I ask is that you don’t chase away my 
customers,” she fanned out the skirt of the dress. 
“Fair enough?” 

I waved my arm toward the tables, “I didn’t mean 
to disturb your sale.” I stepped closer, “Fact is, 
I‘m new in town and was looking for something 

to buy as I’ve lost all my things in route and as 
yet, have no place to stay.”

“So you look for a blue dress?”

“I’m looking for a place to stay and a blanket 
or two to lay with. That’s all. That I noticed you 
hanging that blue dress, my apologies. I simply 
saw your attraction here. I’m sorry to have 
caused you grief.” 

I headed back up the street when she called 
out, not too loudly, but in a voice that traveled 
beneath the rumble of the street and straight 
into my ear.

“Hungry?” 

I did my best to hide my grin before I turned 
around. 

“My name is Sireen. Let me bring you in for a 
bite. We can start over and talk about your needs 
for lodging and comfort.”

I walked towards her, put out my hand, “I am 
Fallon. I came from a village on the other side.”

“So you have.”

Sireen led me inside the hotel where I would 
stay the night and well into the year.

One Year Later

It is morning again and again I sit in the cellar 
listening to the floor boards above.. I would stay 
here until evening if I could. I would stay here 
forever if it were possible. But Sireen would 
come knocking. Still, I didn’t want to get up. I 
didn’t want to see her or hear or have anything 
to do with her or the sidewalk sale. But I could 
hear Sireen through the floor. She was chatting 
it up with guests in the ballroom. Her endless 
echo. Her haunting emptiness. She invited the 
couple to browse the side walk sale then join 
us for dinner. The husband said yes. The wife 
said nothing. Footsteps of the husband could 
be heard creeping back from the door to give 
Sireen a wink or a kiss or a touch on her ass 
which always came after the trap had snapped.
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The guests returned at 6 pm. The wife is wearing 
the pretty blue dress. I wondered whatever 
happened to the war I was to have waged? 
Worried if I had left my village too soon. Worried 
that I had stayed too long. Sireen tapped on the 
floor with the tip of her heels. I get out of bed. 
I stand in the staircase five or six steps down. 
Low enough not to be bothered by anyone. 
High enough to see into the ballroom and at 
the backof the heads of her two invited guests.

I watch Sireen work her guests. “Here we are,” 
her voice echoed down the hall like so many 
times before. The wife shifting on the sofa 
uncomfortable  and nervous. Sireen places a 
tray of candy on the small footstool in front of her. 
Her husband danced towards Sireen, accepted 
his private wink. Sireen brushed passed his wife. 
Embraced his arm. This was not meant to go 
unnoticed by anyone except the husband.

They eat dinner at the table and when they are 
finished, the husband offered a bottle of wine he 
purchased at the sidewalk sale. Sireen smiled. 
The wife glared. Sireen looked to the wife, 
nodding and encouraging her to smile.

“Yes, yes,” the husband spoke, “Dinner was 
supreme – such tender veal. Do you raise your 
own?”

“We tenderize our meats here at the hotel. 
Drink?” she floated passed the husband and 
again in front of his glaring wife, then behind the 
sofa to a wet bar.

The husband joined her. His hand to her waist. 
“Allow me” he eased her aside, giving just 
enough squeeze to show his interest. Sireen 
coyly giggled, covered her mouth in a bashful 
play then touched his hand with a caress that 
he could not resist. He tugged her back just 
enough to let her know he could be had. The 
wife lit a smoke and let the smoldering match 
drop on the carpet. 

“May I bring you a glass, dear?” Sireen leans 
over the wife’s shoulder. “Something cool?” 

Then Sireen walked around and stood in front of 
the wife, “Something with salt perhaps?” Sireen 
sat beside her, placed her hand on the wife’s 
thigh, and rubbed in a way that only the wife 
understood while working the toe of her shoe to 
crush the smoldering match on her carpet. 

Message sent. Message delivered.

“Nothing, thank you,” the wife said.

“Oh, you must have something.” Sireen gave a 
pout, a smile, and a tilt to her head towards the 
wife’s shoulder. The wife crossed her legs and 
turned her chin over to her fool of a husband. 
Was he going to say something? Was he going 
to call his vamp off? Damn fool! 

“Come, dance with me, your wife won’t mind,” 
Sireen beckoned the husband and he walked 
over with two full glasses of red wine, spilling a 
bit on his wife’s shoulder. She jumped shouting, 
“Damn you!” 

Sireen grabbed a towel and wiped hard on the 
wife’s shoulder, smearing dirt that had been on 
the rag. The wife stood, furious, fussing over 
her shoulder. Sireen grabbed the husband and 
began to dance. That was my cue.

Dancing with Sireen

Sireen spun off and twirled over behind the bar 
to top off their glasses. The husband continued, 
one hand in the air, the other at an invisible 
waist, pranced in his whimsy, his fantasy about 
to bloom, soon to share this new woman. To offer 
her his greatest gift. He eyed his wife to let her 
know that, “sure you might be angry with me now, 
but later, when the three of us have romped the 
bed till dawn, you will be forgiving and pat me 
and stroke me and let me know how you love 
my spontaneity.”

I stood at the doorway unNoticed. Watching 
quietly and stealthy. It was just another night at 
the Founding Father’s Hotel. Just another couple 
under Sireen’s spell. That was, until I leaned into 
the ballroom for a better look when I recognized 
Mrs. Quinn as the wife on the sofa and the fool 
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dancing as Col Quinn.

Had they had been sent to rescue me? 

Sireen walked from behind the bar with her bottle 
of chloroform and a damp rag loose in her hand. 
Crept up behind the sofa, behind the wife, and 
while the Col., still drunk with intoxicants, his 
guard long gone, continued to prance Sireen 
pressed the rag of sweet sleep over Mrs. Quinn’s 
nose and mouth. 

I stepped into the room just as Mrs. Quinn tried to 
scream. She may have tried to fight. She looked 
at me with help and rescue in her eyes as I pulled 
a clear plastic bag over her head and tied it tight. 

Sireen turned down the music. The Col. stopped 
his silly prancing and swayed unsteady until he 
turned towards the sofa and saw me and smiled. 

“Fallon! We’ve. . .”  but no sooner did he speak 
when he saw his wife laying on the sofa, Sireen 
standing over her, tieing her hands together.

The Col. rushed, “Fallon! Help us. We’re here...” 

I grabbed a bottle from the wet-bar. “Stand 
back!” I shouted, then delivered a crushing blow 
cracking over Col. Quinn’s head. Mrs. Quinn 
screamed her muffled scream. Her eyes fixed 
back on me—was she remembering our time 
together? Was she recalling our time as one?

I dragged the Col. to the table. Sireen kicked 
the wife off the sofa to the floor and stood over 
her, hips wagging, legs dancing, her arms in 
the air excited, eager. She danced around Mrs. 
Quinn. Rubbed her foot onto her shoulder. Then 
loosen the knot and blew small puffs of life back 
into the bag. 

Mrs. Quinn coughed and like clock work, we 
undressed the Col. and Mrs. Quinn. Hung her 
dress over the curtain rod, hung the Col.’s suit 
over the chair backs.

Mrs. Quinn’s slip, bra, and girdle were neatly 
folded. The Col.’s tie, vest and belt gently laid 
side-by-side. Everything tagged, evrything 
priced, and evrything readied for tomorrow’s 

sale. 

Sireen rang the dinner bell and the cook tied the 
Col.’s legs together at the ankels and dragged 
him down the hall, through the kitchen, to the 
pantry. Hoisted him up then hosed him down. Slit 
his ankles then slit his throat, and sat waiting until 
all the blood had bled. And when Quinn’s body 
was quite white and empty, the butcher beat it 
with his fists until tender.

Press the Stranger

While the Col. was being prepared for tomorrow’s 
give away brunch, I carried Mrs. Quinn to the 
cellar where she will stay until the end of her 
days—well fed and loved like any prized pet. 
Kept just enough alive to allow for occasional 
ravishing and other unGodly acts on her body. 
Dressed now and then to please the gentleman 
ladies that lick up that sort of thing.

And I will sit with her in the cellar. Touch her 
when I am in need of touching. Kiss her when I 
am in need of kissing until the day Mrs. Quinn 
slips into the crowded halls of echoed insanity 
after asking me why and I tell her, 

“There is never good reason to abuse a child.”

Then I will stretch her blue dress skirt to its 
limits as I tie a broom from one leg to the other. 
Carelessly ripping the seams in a twist of fabric. 
Then I will rub her legs, sooth her, calm her into 
trusting me as her guests had trusted her. Then 
I will chop off each of her legs from knee to foot, 
one at a time. then thigh to knee, then elbow to 
hand, then shoulder to elbow. And for as long as 
she might continue to live, I will teach her what 
I know about a woman’s wants. Lecture her on 
how a child dies.

Then I will set the Founding Father’s hotel on 
fire and move on to wage war on the next city in 
search of Mrs. Quinn.

the end
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FALLON
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& the evil deeds of Mrs. Quinn
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Painted Ladies tempt the village
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Mrs. Quinn giggles with joy as she 
gathers the children of the village
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Fallon was happy to be one of 
the chosen even as Mrs. Quinn 
proved to be friendly but stern
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HELD

HELD
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Mrs. Quinn left fallon alone in the 
cellar. Promised to come back soon 
but left her there for over a week. 

Let her lay unattended until her eyes 
stopped blinking, then put the bag 
over her head and pronounced her 

ready to learn.
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Mrs. Quinn had 
more to do in her 
busy life than to 
teach the children, 
but she sacrificed 
her time to give to 
the village.
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Mrs. Quinn would show us how to clean the 
meat. How to rinse the blood from under the skin 
and then the skinning itself. Showed us just how 

good it could be when we did as told.
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She showed us how to trap the meat with our 
feet. Hold it down until it died, then cut it into 

pieces, wrap and stomp on it until it was tender, 
then offer it to each other as a blessing.
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she cried but not 
for us or anyone 
we knew.
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And when we finished our dinners, she would 
do the dishes. Do them all. Let us enjoy our full 
tummies as she picked between us on who 

would be dinner tomorrow.
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Into the deep freeze went the meat. Cut 
up and spoon sized. Into the deep freeze is 
where she kept the meat. Fresh. Suitable 

for dinner, breakfast or treat. 
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With small sips of simple brew, she poured the 
blood before we knew who. Kept a pot handy 
and warm. Offered the children something 

more than Postem or orange juice.
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But when she got angry she got mad she would 
pull up her girdle. Pull her panties to the side 

and pee on all the clean dishes then let them 
dry for tomorrow’s dinner.
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We didn’t want her anger
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Lips looking down and up suggested…
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It was playtime
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It’s Pay Time
And we would play mean Indians. 
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Dance around the carpet on our knees while Mrs. 
Quinn called for her wolves and all the men in 
the village came running. Called them to their 

knees and played mean Indians.
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The mother 
wrapped the 
daughter but the 
daughter didn’t 
know.
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The mother 
wrapped the 
daughter  
and daughter 
did not dare  
to deny her.
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We were left alone in the dark to ponder our 
birth to new mother or remain in the cellar’s 

darkness until the wolves came for us.



33 

Mrs. Quinn 
taught us how 
to look at death 
and believe there 
was a room 
waiting on the 
other side.
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It was a time not to know. A time to keep our 
mouths shut and our eyes in surprise. No one knew 

who would be called to serve. No one knew who 
would go under the pillow. It was a time to hide.
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It was a time to play and be played with. .
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have pictures taken
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Mrs. Quinn invited 
her neighbor in again 
and again they 
dressed ready to teach 
Fallon.

pretty smiles


