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Perfect

Once there was a boy.
The boy was of average height and average build. He had au-

burn hair and chocolate eyes and a timid crook of a smile that would 
periodically flicker upon his face. He came from a good family with 
cheerful and loving parents. Every evening after climbing off the bus 
and walking through the door, he would drop his book bag by the 
hearth, make himself a snack, and sit down at the kitchen table. His 
homework would be finished by dinner time, and his mom would 
call him into the dining room with a steaming plate of homemade 
food already waiting at his spot.

His mom and dad would ask him about school—if his classes 
were challenging enough, what his teacher was like, how his friends 
were—and he would always respond that they were all fine and he 
had had a great day. After each response, he would smile his timid 
smile and place another bite of food into his mouth.

But each night, when the boy had gotten into his pajamas and 
kissed his parents goodnight and lay in the stillness and silence of 
his bedroom, he would stare up at the dark, which seemed almost 
infinite without a light to define the subtle depths of the stucco that 
covered his ceiling. As he lay, he would think about himself and he 
would wonder what was wrong. He didn’t feel happy. He felt like a 
stranger inside a body that wasn’t his. He felt things, sometimes, that 
made him feel uncomfortable, things that sometimes pushed him to 
the point of feeling sick. Every once in a while he would find himself 
running to the bathroom at school and gagging into the toilet bowl, 
hot tears running down his cheeks as he heaved. It wasn’t a stomach 
sickness, he knew that much. It was more of a mind sickness, some-
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thing about himself that he knew wasn’t right. He had these feelings, 
and he felt so dirty and ashamed. Above all, he was scared. He was 
terrified. He didn’t know how to make them stop, but somewhere 
deep inside of himself, he knew he didn’t really want to. And that was 
what scared him the most.
       It was a struggle getting out of bed in the morning. He hated to 
leave the warmth of his blankets and the comfort of unconscious 
sleep, where his mind couldn’t make him think and feel the things 
that he did during the day. Sometimes, on the rare occasion when he 
did dream, he’d dream of elation. The place and events that hap-
pened always escaped him when he awoke, but he could still feel the 
remnants of absolute happiness. He missed those feelings. He missed 
when he could skip out of his bedroom in the mornings without stop-
ping at his mirror as he did now, checking to see that the small smile 
he forced upon his face looked genuine.
       Every morning his mom would give him a kiss goodbye, and ev-
ery morning he would pretend to gag and wipe it off his cheek, just to 
make her smile, before putting on his coat and running out the door 
to the bus. And every morning, he swallowed hard before ascending 
those steps.
       “Hey kid, you checking me out? I know you like it. You’re such a 
creep.” 

“Get off the bus, kid. Nobody wants you here. Stay home.”
       Then, one day, everything changed.
       The morning felt like any other. He woke up, yawned, stretched, 
and rubbed the sleep from his eyes. He stared at the ceiling for a 
moment, trying half-heartedly to grasp the remnants of the dream 
that barely lingered. He closed his eyes. In his mind he could see the 
face—the delicate curve of the lips, the sharpness of the nose, the 
crinkles in the furrowed brow, the way the hair seemed to be as soft 
and touchable as an infant’s—but above all, he could see the deep, 
bright blue eyes, shining so intensely that every other feature became 
a blur. He imagined himself gazing into them, becoming lost inside 
the contours of the brilliant blue, captivated. Stunning, of course, but 
there was something that didn’t seem right about them. He let his 
mind linger on that image, pushed away the uneasiness, and let him-
self feel the waves of breathlessness and desire that overtook him. He 
loved this feeling. It made him so happy as he slept. But as quickly as 
he pulled the memory into his consciousness, it disappeared. It never 
lasted long once he awoke.
       As always, he rushed to get ready for school, stopping just briefly 
by the door to put on his coat and for his mother to give him a kiss 
before he dashed out to the bus stop. He checked his watch. He was a 
couple of minutes early. Once outside, he could see that a few blocks 
ahead a small group of boys was waiting for the bus. Instinctively, 
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his footsteps slowed. He saw one boy point a finger in his direction, 
and the others followed his gaze, laughing. One stepped out of the 
group and took a couple of steps toward him. The others stood back 
until the first shouted something at them, and then they followed. 
The boy stopped and knelt down, pretending to tie his shoe. Quickly, 
he inhaled and closed his eyes. The words would hurt, but they were 
just words. Still, he felt his heart quicken when the boys suddenly 
appeared by his side. He felt hot breath on the nape of his neck, and, 
unexpectedly, he shivered.
       “I bet you like being on your knees, huh? You want a piece a 
this?”
       Laughter.
       “I’m fucking talking to you. You should’ve stayed home today. I 
told you, nobody wants you here.” 
        A firm, sweaty hand grasped the boy’s shoulder.
        “Come here. I wanna show you something.”
        Before he could think, before he could summon the courage to 
stand up and pull himself away, before he could even remember any 
of the advice on dealing with bullies he had learned in his first six or 
seven years of school, the boys had grabbed him and were pushing 
him down into the ditch beside the road. He stumbled, but did not 
fall.
       “Leave me alone, asshole.”
       That last part surprised him. He didn’t know he had the guts to 
say that to these boys, but he liked it. It was empowering. He let his 
eyes meet the eyes of the one who had grabbed him. He looked taken 
aback, but the others around him were laughing and nudging one an-
other. Then, suddenly, the boy watched as the bully’s eyes darkened.
       “Who are you calling ‘asshole’? Huh? Are you talking to me like 
that?”
       Then he felt the impact, first in his abdomen, then coursing 
through his neck and skull as his head ricocheted off of the frozen 
ground. He felt dizzy. Spots clouded his vision and he couldn’t blink 
them away. The one who was yelling was on top of him, and his voice 
was getting louder.
       “Nobody talks to me like that. You’re just a fucking fag. You 
gonna hit me back? Huh? You think you can take me?”
        The boy forced himself to look into his aggressor’s bright blue 
eyes, and for the first time, he wasn’t overcome with breathlessness 
and weak knees as he did. He felt hurt, betrayed, and a little scared, 
of course, but it surprised him that there was another feeling bub-
bling up inside of him, and it was suffocating everything else. The 
feeling was familiar, but the difference was that this time, it was wel-
comed. And it was supported by a most intense rage he never knew 
he had.
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       Abruptly, the boy’s arms were shoving the vile body sitting on 
top of him with all the force he could muster. The spots in his eyes 
were turning red. Adrenaline was pumping through his body, and 
more than ever before, he felt suddenly alive. He realized his fists 
were balled up so tight his fingernails were piercing the skin on his 
palms, and the feeling of hot, wet blood dampening his fists was 
gratifying. He threw a punch, hard, into the other boy’s gut, effec-
tively knocking the air out of him. Another punch to the jaw sent 
him hard to the ground. The boy felt exhilarated. Nothing could stop 
him now; he knew what his mind was telling him to do, what his 
fingers needed to do. The boy looked wild as he leapt on top of the 
boy on the ground and wrapped his fingers tightly around his neck. 
He felt elated.
       The other boys from the bus stop stood watching, petrified. One 
ran forward, grabbing at the boy’s wrists to pull them away, but it 
was as if his fingers were locked in place. The others started crying, 
begging the boy to stop—he was hurting him, he was killing him, 
didn’t he know what he was doing? It didn’t matter. Their words 
sounded muffled, drowned beneath the exquisite clarity of the chok-
ing coming from beneath his fingers. He felt so powerful, so strong, 
and the boy below him was growing weaker; the struggle was slow-
ing, the limbs were no longer flailing.
       Gradually, his mind cleared. The boy blinked. He looked down 
at his hands and, with a gasp, drew them away. The neck was bruised 
and bloodied, and the boy wasn’t moving. He could see the oth-
ers running then, probably to get help. He licked his lips and tasted 
blood, realizing that he had bit right through them. He looked down 
again. A wave of nausea hit momentarily, but he swallowed it back 
and spit onto the ground beside the body. He looked again. Petrified 
blue eyes stared vacantly up at him. The boy looked into them, trying 
to see the contours, the depths. Concentrating, he closed his eyes 
and brought forth the image of the face in his mind. The curve of the 
lips, the sharpness of the nose, the feather-light hair—but it was the 
eyes that were different now, different from the image that graced his 
dreams. Now they had looked at him with fear. Now they had gone 
dark and lifeless—because of him. Now, he realized, the image in his 
mind was complete.
       It was perfect.
       He opened his eyes, and he smiled. A real smile. And in that mo-
ment, he understood what he had really wanted all this time.
       The boy slowly stood up, wobbly from over-exertion, and walked 
away. He did not look back.


