
Fast Love Die 
 
David J Rodger was born in Newcastle Upon Tyne, 
England in 1970. He has published nine novels and 
is the creator of YELLOW DAWN, a successful role-
playing game based on the world formed by his 
books.  
 
He has written for SFX and had short stories 
published in UK, US, Canada and Japan.  
 
He lives in Bristol with a Braun coffee-maker, writing 
from a house on a hill with a view of the Earth’s 
curve. He can be found on the web at:  
 

www.davidjrodger.com 



ALSO BY DAVID J RODGER 
Novels 

God Seed 
Dante’s Fool 

Iron Man Project 
EDGE 

Dog Eat Dog 
Living in Flames 
The Black Lake 
The Social Club 

Oakfield 
 

Short Stories 
Angel Police, Arnos Vale   
Blue Boy, Cloudy Head   

Corrupt Moon, Demi Bhagwan  
Devil’s Spring, Eden  
Fast Love Die, Flinch 

Hokan, House of Heavenly Light  
Jentog Ma´nes, Joseph Flavell ∞ Carbon Copy 

Kalinka 
Killing Candy, Masters of Chaos 

Merchant of Oropas, My Bloody Valentine  
Oracle, Pain  

Particle Storm, Psycho Rave   
Sim, Skim 

Syndicate, Zendori, The Tainted Moor 
Thermonuclear Jell-O Pop, The Hotwells Horror 

The Manuscript of Ub'izael, The Stones,  
Tribesecha 

 
Other Creations 

Yellow Dawn 
Shadows of the Quantinex 

Murder At Sharky Point 
Songs of Spheres 

 



 
 
 
 
 

David J Rodger 
 
 
 

FAST LOVE DIE 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Copyright © David J Rodger 2013 
 

David J Rodger has asserted his right under the  
Copyright Designs and Patents Act 1988 

to be identified as the author of this work. 
 
 

This story is supplied subject to the condition that it 
shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, 

resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the 
author’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover 
other than that in which it is published and without 

a similar condition including this condition being 
imposed on the subsequent purchaser. 

 
 
 

All characters and locations used in this story are a work of 
fiction. Any resemblance to persons and places who actually 

exist are by pure coincidence and not intentional.  
 
 

Second Edition (2.0) 
February 2015 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The twin beams of the Xenon headlamps shredded the 
darkness but the forest held onto the shadows.  Trent Faber 
pushed the Sarotik’s speed towards the top line; 
compression springs soaked up most of the shocks but the 
whole frame was leaping around the road like a bitch faking 
an orgasm.  
 Trent wasn’t superstitious. He didn’t believe in magic. 
But this place always gave him the damned heebs.  Ever 
since he’d been a kid, growing up in Bolinas resenting the 
rich pricks who drifted up from San Francisco like tourists. 
He’d been stealing their cars since he’d been old enough to 
reach the pedals. And this place, the Wapasha Ridge, 
always seemed to be the place he wound up at the end of a 
hard ride.  
 Now he was out here to kill a man.  
 It felt like destiny had been hinting at him all this time: 
this place means something. It holds significance in your 
life!  
 And these ancient trees were a witness. Of what he 
would do to do to help the girl he loved. A girl called Krysta 
Stine.  
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  Nahuel Rock was where the meet had been planned. 
Site of many myths and legends – massacres by white 
people and Indians alike. Stories of ghosts and vengeful 
spirits that stalked the lonely hours when the fog tended to 
roll in from the coast. 
 The Sheriff’s Office had found plenty of bodies out here – 
torn apart.  Some were the result of wolves. Some were big 
cats. Some were the Wayra Skulls who practiced blood 
sacrifice at places along the ridge – when they weren’t 
tearing up the small towns on Hopper Trikes or cooking up 
low-grade Pentathene IV in filthy underground chem-labs. 
Trent knew the scene. Crime and Law. Like this road, they 
were woven into the tapestry of his life. 
  One more dead body wasn’t going to turn too many 
heads. 
 Strange how life had a way of playing with 
synchronicity.  Him thinking that at that very moment… 
 It was the curve before the long straight leading down to 
Nahuel Rock and the nearby shoreline. He came out of the 
apex of the bend accelerating hard, looking to punch out as 
much speed from the monster as he could along the line.  
As the headlights raked the trees, sweeping back to point 
down the barrel of the road, a guy appeared – like a ghost.  
Facing away, the figure seemed familiar but there wasn’t 
any time to react let alone try to reason why. The figure 
barely began to twist around, as if in shock, before the 
impact. Trent saw the man’s body flung up, twisting away 
like a rag doll and out of sight in the dark.  His foot was 
already slamming the brakes, too late. Fought the control 
paddle as the rear-wheels tried to swing the car around.  
 He stopped at a slant across the road. Heart-pounding, 
not quite believing what had just happened. Dizzy on 
adrenaline, he slapped the Nanomech controls and the 
transparent panel on the driver’s side melted away bringing 
in the smell of high-octane biofuel. Then came the smell of 
the forest, a pungent heady aroma that was unlike 
anywhere else on Earth.  He stared through the opening 
and listened. Nothing but the sounds of night.  Nothing 
moved.  Was the guy still alive? Badly injured?  Trent had a 
moment of moral debate. He bit down on his lip as his 
thoughts focussed around the gun lying on the passenger-
side seat.  He didn’t have time for this.  The Sarotik wasn’t 
his.  He didn’t need to worry about the damage or anybody 
tracing another dead body back to him.  Decision made, 
Trent gunned the accelerator and held on as the wheels 
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kicked up a spray of dirt before gripping the weathered road 
and propelling him forward. 
 
 
 

 
  
  
 
Farouk Abdl Musa had a face like somebody had tried to 
push him violently back into the womb at birth.  A broad 
nose that was so flat against his skull it looked squashed; 
dark, mean eyes and a tall narrow forehead that marked out 
his Somali ancestry.  He’d probably spent his entire life 
having people hate him at first glance.  Which was what 
Trent felt as he pulled the car onto an area of flattened 
earth off the side of the road, a few metres from Nahuel 
Rock.  Farouk was leaning against the frame of a jeep, 
sucking on the end of a joint; the jeep’s headlights pooled in 
the space by the Rock. 
 Trent popped open the driver-side door and paused to 
look at the other man, whilst his left hand reached for the 
gun beside him: a particle-chunker.  His brain was still 
spinning from the collision on the road but he focussed on 
this moment.  Farouk thought he was here to do a deal 
about recruiting girls from the local Ro-Gong Academy; it 
had been easy to set up.  Farouk was a pimp, an abuser of 
young women and had taken an unhealthy and obsessive 
interest in Krysta – who was barely nineteen.  Farouk had 
no idea Trent had been fucking her for the last few days.   
 “As-Salaam-Alaikum,” Farouk greeted, his ugly face 
sneering around the stubby remains of the joint.  “Nice 
wheels. Shame you messed the hood on something.”     
 Trent had no interest in talking. He rose up from the 
Sarotik and brought the particle-chunker out from beside 
him.  Farouk saw it and reacted in a flash, dropped into a 
full-sprint – heading right for him.  Trent pulled the trigger, 
felt the sub-sonic backwash as the chunker released its 
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charge. Watched Farouk’s head vanish in a mist of blood 
and mincemeat illuminated in the glare of the headlights, 
saw the body collapse forwards and tumble to the ground 
like a sack.  
 Silence. The trees mute in their judgement of his 
actions. 
 And then a huge figure was beside him. No time to turn 
the gun. Only time for a sharp glance, eyes and head 
snapping round to see what looked like a silhouette with 
twin suns burning where a face should have been. 
 “What the -?!” 
 
 
 

 
  
  
 
Trent tried to step back but the figure lunged forward with 
impossible speed, grabbed the arm holding the particle 
chunker and then got a hand on his groin. It felt like steel 
pistons closing around his testicles. Trent screamed.  The 
figure hoisted him bodily up from the ground as if he 
weighed nothing.  
 “Trent Faber!” the voice was an animalistic shout. 
 “Ah! JESUS! Do I … Do I know you?!” He hated how 
high-pitched his voice sounded.  
 A blunt laugh.  “Do you know why Krysta Stine likes 
you?” 
 Trent got a whiff of sweat through the pervasive smell of 
the trees and something else – like the abattoir his step-
mother worked at but more…unwholesome. 
 “Krysta? What’s this got to do with her?” 
 “Use your head boy not your cock. It’s so she can use 
you.  That’s all she does.  Think about that next time before 
you pull the trigger.” 
 Next time…? 



5 

  Trent tried to speak but nothing but a yelp came out as 
the massive figure hefted him further up as if about to slam 
him down on the ground like a pro-wrestler.   
 “Not that you’ll remember.” The animal voice boomed. 
 The creature that wore the skin of human beings when 
choosing to be amongst them, threw Trent Faber in a violent 
display of metaphysical power.  Not down but back, back 
through the interlocking vortices of Space and Time.  
 
 
 

 
  
  
 
Krysta Stine curled a bare leg around his lower limb 
beneath the table of the diner. The place was quiet this time 
of night.  Just a few regulars who used it more like a social 
club with coffee and pancakes.  Her hand rested at the top 
of his thigh and the pressure of her fingertips was making 
his groin ache to the point where he thought it might 
explode.  
 “So you’re really going to do it?” she whispered in his 
ear; the smell of her was like candy floss at the circus 
carried on the musk of sex.  
 “Got everything I need,” he told her, keeping his eyes 
fixed on the coffee cup in front of him.  What she was 
wearing was like something from a fantasy sim-stim. He 
needed to keep his mind on the task ahead. “But don’t talk 
about it here. I’ll meet you after. Where are you going to 
be?” 
 Krysta was without doubt the most attractive girl he had 
ever known.  And also the strangest.  He knew she was 
dangerous, that her mind harboured secret desires he 
couldn’t possibly understand – never mind fulfil. But he 
loved her beyond the insane cravings for sex that she 
constantly invoked. 
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 Her teeth came together around the lobe of his ear, and 
he could sense her smiling as she bit hard enough to make 
him flinch. 
 The regulars looked his way; some saw an older man in 
love with a much younger girl; others sensed the off-kilter 
dynamic and bad energy.  He didn’t react. He’d seen it 
enough times from people the last few days. His gaze 
remained anchored to the coffee cup.  
 “Where are you going to be?” he asked again. 
 “Come to Smileys. I’ll be waiting there.”  
 Trent left the diner and walked to the stolen Sarotik 
where he’d left it parked in a darkened bay beside a closed 
book shop.   
 Climbing into the driver-side he popped the panel of the 
small storage pod and took out the particle-chunker, placed 
it on the seat beside him then checked the time.  Nearly 
eleven o’clock.  
 The rendezvous took place at midnight, just as he had 
planned.  It all went like clock-work.  Mid-week and this 
time of night, almost nothing on the roads to cause 
problems along the way.  Maybe it was the fact he’d chosen 
Wapasha Ridge – familiarity despite the spooky vibe.  Even 
killing a man like Farouk Abdl Musa in cold blood had 
barely dented his sense of well-being. 
 But getting to Smiley’s he found Krysta Stine wrapped 
around some guy in road-dirty leathers, prison tattoos and 
the logos of the Wayra Skulls glowing through the grime.  
There was a whole bunch of them, crowded around her like 
she was a priestess. 
 Queen bee flirting with the drones. 
 Her eyes caught his across the bare wooden floor, and in 
the glare of cheap neon bar signs he felt the ice of that gaze. 
 They were through.  She had used him, and now he 
realised he had somehow always known. 
 Smiley’s wasn’t the place to cause trouble. And messing 
with the Wayra was just a shortcut to getting killed. 
 He backed away before anyone really noticed him.  His 
hand snaked under the edge of his Lamolux jacket but the 
particle-chunker wasn’t there. 
 Panic rising, he hurried back to the car.  But the gun 
wasn’t there either.  
 His memory replayed shooting Farouk. The headless 
body tumbling forward into the ground. He’d dropped back 
into the car and driven away at a controlled speed.  Maybe 
the particle-chunker fell out of the car before he closed the 
door? 
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 Shit!  
 He’d have to go back. If the police found the gun they 
could potentially connect it back to him. 
 Fate was tugging at his brain. His hands moved over the 
controls. Started the engine. Feet feeding fuel to the 
machine.  
 Like Bolinas, Wapasha Ridge wasn’t sign-posted. People 
had to know it was there to go there. 
 He was acutely aware of the trees and how close they 
hemmed in the road.    
 It felt strange to be back so soon after what he’d done. 
He struggled to keep his anxiety in check.   
 The jeep was still there, headlights blazing against the 
massive shape of Nahuel Rock.  The body was lying where it 
had fallen.  Trent didn’t give it more than a glance. He 
parked up just off the side of the road and started to scan 
the area he pulled onto before.  
 Where the hell is the gun? 
 It was the absolute silence that made him pause after a 
few moments. The utter lack of any sound. 
    And then a huge figure was beside him. No time to 
turn. A sharp glance, eyes and head snapping round to see 
what looked like a silhouette with twin suns burning where 
a face should have been. 
 “Hey!” Trent lashed out with his fists but the man just 
grabbed Trent with mighty hands, with such violence and 
strength that Trent felt the world spin around him.  He’d 
been hoisted up into the air. 
 “I told you to think twice about pulling that trigger boy.” 
 Trent squawked and grunted as he tried to get his words 
out; “What the – man, do I fucking know you?” 
 The giant shook him like a broken toy, “I didn’t toss you 
back this time Trent. I broke the loop. Enough time wasted 
on you.  I’ve got other angles to try.” 
 It took many moments to recover: “How – how do you 
know my name?”  
 “Krysta Stine could have been happy with a man like 
Farouk. Happy enough until Farouk killed her in a black-
stim. The whole world would have been different. You know 
that? No, I don’t suppose you can possibly know. Now she’ll 
end up in Paris. And she’ll meet Augustus Northcutt – and 
then everything will change.” 
 “You’re fucking crazy man!”     
 “Inside this skin I wear there’s a part of all of you in me.  
So I care. I care, Trent.  But even those close to gods must 
lose their patience in the end.” 
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 Trent tried to speak but nothing but a yelp came out as 
the massive figure hefted him further up as if about to slam 
him down on the ground like a pro-wrestler.   
 “Goodbye Trent.” The man boomed. 
 Falling without moving. 
 A glimpse of immense spheres sliding over each other in 
the wash of radiation and cosmic currents against a 
background of infinite emptiness.  His eyes wide with 
disbelief as his mouth howled at the madness of it all. 
 Darkness.  
 Hard surface beneath his feet. He moved, unsteady, 
uncertain of where he was. The ground was broken up. Pot-
holed. And then the pungent smell of the forest told him 
exactly where he was. 
 Twin Xenon beams punched away the darkness.  He 
saw the road flare into sight ahead of him. Behind him: the 
savage purr of a custom-made engine being fed the fuel of 
its life.  Too fast for him to move.  Just enough time to 
register this was his end.   
   
 
 
 
 
  
 
  
  
 
   
  
  
 
  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

The End 
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